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“BUNTER! EILLY BUNTER!" SHOUTED THE IMPRISONED JUNIOR
FROM HIS STUDY WINDOW, BUT BILLY WAS BUSY!
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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
English and German.

. UICK, Wharton 1"
Nugent of the Remove dashed into No. 1 study at
Greyfriars, in a state of breathless excitement, and
gasped out the worda.

ik Harry Wharton started to his
“ What on earth’s tho matter 7 ™
** They’re after me."”
" Who are after you 7 *
* Hoflman and his lot.”
LD Blltﬂ "
* Hark 1 ™
There was a sound of rushing feet in the passage, a howl of
guttural German. Harry Wharton sprang to the door and
locked it just in time. Nugent had sunk tvreat-hleaslv upon a
chair. The moment after the koy had turned, there came a
viclent kick upon the door from without.
** Open tat door pefore t
* Rata ! " gasped out Nugent. “ Rats! and many of ‘em 1!
Thore was a torrific thumping on the outside of the door.
* Open, ain't it ! O?nu tat door pefore.'
“ Go and eat coke 1’
:' Ve will proak in te door after mit ourselves,”
‘You'ro welcome to try,” grinned Nugent.  It's thiclk
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oak, as thick as your napper, Fritz HoYman, which is saying a
great deal.”

‘* Mein Gootness ! I vill preak it in.”

And there were thnmps and kicks upon the door in dealening
succession. Harry Wharton knitted his brows.

‘* What's the cause of all this, Nugent ? ”

Nugent gave a breathless laugh. * Only a row,” he said.
“ Only one more. Wo've had enough lately to get used to
them, [ think. I don't belicve there's been an hour's peacs in
the Remove since the foreign chaps came to Greyf{riars.”

“ Well, you're right there,” said Wharton. with a suiile.
‘“ Between Hoffman and the German kids, and Meunier and the
French ones, we have had lively times the past week or two.'

Thump ! thump ! thump! Crash! crash! crash !

“ By Jove | they'll have the Forni-mester on the scence if they
don't shut up,” said Wharton anxiously. ** Mr. Queleli has
been in a state of lunacy lately about the rows we've had, and
he'll come up in a raging temper.”

* The asses ought to know better.’”

“ Open tat door pefore.”

“ Rats ! "

“ Den ve vill preak it in."”

“ Break it in if you can, Dutehy, but you'll have Queleli on
your track if you don’t make less row,"” called out Nugent through
the keyhole,
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“Ach ! T care noting. I vill preak in te door if you opcen it
not after.”

** Go ahead, then.”

Thump ! thump! thump! Bang! bLang! bang!

* But what’s it all about ?" said Wharton, rather testily
“ How am I to write out my exercise with those lunatics hammer-
ing away at the door 7"

‘* Ask me another.”

Wharton sat down at the table again and filled his pen with
ink. But it was uscless to attempt to work. 'The din was
terrific.

* It was just a word I said to Hoffmann in the Form-room,”
said Nugent. ‘‘ I only asked -him what price German sausages,
and he got as ratty s anything. Thean I punched his

a "

** Ha, ha, ha !t "

* Then the whole gang wanted to frogs-march me, so I bolted.
1 tell you, Harry, things are getting too lively at Greyfriars with
those foreign bounders here,” excleimed Nugent, with a de-
cided shako of the head.

Harry Wharton nodded. “ I've been thinking so myself,
Frank.

* You ece, we are bound to be the Lieads of the Form,” said
Nugent. ' As English kids, and native Friars, we naturally
tako the lead.”

** Naturally.”

** But Fritz Hoffmann will never see that.”

‘' He’s an nbstinate ass.”

** And Adolphe Meunier can’t see it either.”

‘* He's another.”

* And the French and Qerman kids don’t even agree among
themselves,” said Nugent. ** When they're not rowing us they're
rowing each other.”

" Exactly.”

“fhoy only agree on one point, and that is that the home-
grown article—that's us—shan’t be the head of the Remove,”

* Which is mere rot, of course.™

“ Only they can’t see it.”

** They must be made to see it,” snid Harry Wharton quietly.
“ We're going to be top dogs in the Remove, Frank, and put
the aliens in their places.”

“ Well, we've tried,” said Nugent, rather rucfully, while tho
hammering at the door continued without cessation. ** Bob
Cherry has had two stand-up fights with Fritzz Hofimann, and it
waos a draw each time.”

“ Yes, they wero about cqually mntohed,” assented Inarry,
* and TTurrce Singh came to thie same conclusion in his fight
with Meunier—they both went on to the end, and couldn’t
stand—and neither was licked."”

“ Besides, tho heggars have pluck,” raid Nugent. * If we
licked them, they’'d come up smiling agein as scon as they got
over it.”’

* [ suppose they would.”

Thump ! thump ! thump ! Bang ! bang! beng!

“ By Jove! they're going it| I wonder Quelch doesn’t
come up !

** Perhaps he's gone out.”

“ 1 shouldn't wonder ; he usually does go out early in the
aftornoon on a half-holiday,”” assented Nugent. I daresay
he's gone out, and they know it, and none of tho otlicr mastors
would interfore with the Rainove, if they could help it.  Hoff-
man knows that, too.” Thaup ! thump ! thump! ** They've
got to be licked and put in their places onee and for all,” said
Nugent, ** but the guestion is, how is it to be done 7"

A rather difficult queation to angwer,” said Harry Wharton,
Jaughing.

“ Yos, there's the rab.”

* T say, they'll have that lock through if they go on like this,"
snid Wharton, after a pause. “ That's a stool or something
tliey’ro banging it with.”

** Sounds like it."”

“ No good opening the door and letting in seven or eight
lLiowling Deutschers, cither.  Thoy would wreck the study.”

* That’s what they intend to do.”’

“ Well, they'll be disappointed this time.” Harry Wharton
welked to the study window and opened it. Tt looked out upon
the Close of Greyiriars, shaded by the old elms, quiot and
deserted on the Lizif-holiday. A fat little junior wearing an
enormous pair of spectacles was eating jam tarts under one of
the cims, and Harry’s glance at once fell upon him.

* Bunter ! Billy Banter ! "

Billy Bunter, otherwise known in the Remove as the Owl, on
account of his extremely short sight and the owlish appearance
Lin big spectacles gave him, nokoed round Lim on hearing his
namo called.

Fe secmed rither surprised to find that there was nobody in
sight.

* By Geape ! T thought T lieard someone eall !™ Le mur-
saured, and then resuined eating his jam tarts,

* Buntor ! 7

Bunter gave a start, and blinked round through his spectacles,
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“ 1 say, you fellows, I can see you,” he called out, I can see
you hiding behind those trees | You can't tako me in.”

Harry Wharton burst into a laugh. The sound of the laugh
caught Billy Bunter’s ears, and this time he caught the direction
also. He looked up and saw Wharton at the study window.

‘* Hallo, Wharton ! Is that you t”

* Yea,nas 1 7

** Oh, I knew you wore there all the time ! T—-—"

“ T want you to go and find Bob Cherry and Hurree Singh,”
called out Har:’y. “Tell them the CGermans are besieging us
in our study, and we want them to bring some of the fcllows to the
rescue.”

‘* Certainly, Wharton.”

** And buek up——""

* I shan’t be n minute or two finighing these tarts ——'

 Go at once,” roared Harry, ‘ They’ll have the lock inin a
minute or two.”

* I'm sorry, Wharton, but 1 must really finish the tarts first.
If I leave them till later, I may not be hungry again in time for
tea, and "

** If you don’t go at once I'll give you the biggest licking you
ever dreamed about when I get near you,” shouted Harry.

** Now, don't get into a bad temper, Wharton: ’

“ You—yon worm ! Go at once! They'll wresk the study
if they getan, and the lock may give way any momeni."”

““ Oh, very well,” said Billy Bunter, resignedly, "' I suppose

CHARDS.
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T had bettor go, Wharton.”

“ I suppose you had, if you don't want me to break you into
little pieces presently, you young pig.”

** T wish you wouldn’t eall me names——

“Willyougo 1"

“ Yes, but e

* Go ! " roared the exasperated junior at the window. If ho
had been within hitting distance of Billy Bunter at that momont,
the gourmand of the Greyfriurs Remove would have been madu
to feel rorry for himself.

** Oh, very well,” said Billy Buntor, and he disappeared ainong
the trees.

And once out of gight of the study window, he halted under
an elm to finish his tarts at his leisure, and not till the last crumb
had vanished did he proceed to carry out Harry Wharton's
directions, and go in quest of the Removites.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
English and Freach!
" ON Dieu >
“ Rats 1™
* Ciel »
** More rats ! "

“ 1 tell you viz my own tongue

“ Well, you couldn't very well tell me with anybody else's——

* Cochon &

1" ASS ! »"” .

“ Benat !

* Lunatic ! "

The argumont was growing warm in the gymnasium at Grey-
friars. Bob Cherry, of the Romove, was talking to Adelphe
Meunier, and the conversation was growing decidedly personal
Behind Meunier stood half a dozen youths of his own nationality,
all looking very excited, while a number of fellows belonging
to the Remove—the Lower Fourth Form at Grey[riars—were
grouped round Boh Cherry. Close by him, and evidently ready
for wer, stood a dusky-comnplexioned youth, generally known at
Qreyfriars as Inky, ﬂut more properly called Hurree Jamset
Ram Singl, Nahob of Bhanipur.

Matiers had long been lively in the Greyfriars Remove,

Greyfiiara had been invaded by aliens. A foreign acedemy
kept by Herr Rosenblaum at Beechwood had closed ita doors for
{inancial reasons, end Herr Rosenblaum had come to Greyfriars
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a3 Clerman master, and many of Lis boys had come with
him. Dr. Locke had hardly foreseen the result, though he had
expected that there would be some friction at first., Hurree
Singh, the Hindoo, had chummed up with Wharton, Cherry and
Nugent, in No. 1 study, as a true British subject. 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 CGreyfiiars,
and tho rows on the subject were end%ess.

“ Vat you call mo ? " exclaimed Meunicr exeitediy, shating
a clenched fist in the face of Bob Cherry.

* I called you a lunatic—a giddy lunati.."

“Ciel ! For zem words I chastise you "

Bob Cherry grinned.

“ Righto ; cil.:g.tir)c away, Froggy.

“ Go aheadful,” exclaimed Hurree Singh, in the beautiful
English he had learned from his native instructor in Benaal.
* Wae are readyful for the rowfulness, my esteemned friendi<.. We
ghall return you as good as you deliver.”

** Nigger ! ™

The Indian's eyes flashed.

* My worthy Frenchful friend, I sHall bestow upon you the
dustfulness of the floor i

““ He, he, he,” cackled Meunier.
vill——"!

Bob Cherry held the excitable Indian back.

** Leave that to me, Inky,” he exclaimed.

Hurree Singh shook his head.

“ It is to me to wipe u&tho floor dustfully with him, Cherry.
Tt is impossible for the Nabob of Bhanipur to submit to the
insultfulness.”

“Ha, ha, hat "

* Cochon ! shricked Meunior. * Come on viz you.”

** Oui, oui, come on,” shouted Gaston Artois. *'Ve vill vipe
up ze floor viz you.”

' They won't be happy till they get it,"” said Bob Cherry.
“ 8o here goes.”

And he rushed at Adolphe Meunier.

The two closed at once, and went staggering about the gy,
clutched in o deadly embrace. The next moment Hurree
Singh was struggling with Gaston Artois, and then the French
and English boys were mixed up in a wild scrimmage.

It 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 bottomn of the
disputes, the rivalry was keen, and scldom slept.

ne row ended only to be followed by another, and it was safle
to say that at lost one of the three parties at Greyfriars was
always on the warpath,

The din in the gymnasium was terrifie.

The excitable French lads shouted and shrieked as they fought.
while the English hoys were mostly silent, but all the more
detormined for that.

The odds, as it happened, were against the French, and they
whore soon driven into & corner of the gym and penned up
there.

But they were not beaton yot.

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

Bob Cherry oalled his followors on.

** Rush the rotters ! "' he exclaimod. * We'll take "em out into
the Close and frogs-march them round tho school.”

* Bravo ! " shouted Trevor, * Come on.”

* Good. Tho rushfulness is the good wheeze,” cxelaimed
Hurree Singh.

The combatants had paused for a moment to take breath.

Now the English lada rushed forward again, and the French
were fighting like wildeats with their backs to the wall.

The uproar was terrific, when Wingate, the captain of Groy-
friara, stepped into the gym. He stared at tho scrambling,
ﬁnlling juniors, and started towards them with a wrathful

ToOw.

‘* Stop that, yon young rascals.”

But, the young rascals were tco oxeited to heed him.

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

** Hallo 1 ** exclaimed Trevor, as he reclod away from a hearty
cuff. * What's tho matter "

* Btop it, [ say.”

* Hallo, Wingate !, Is that you 1 *

" Yes. Btop it.”

“ Btop what 1"

** This rowing, you young hooligans 1 "

The combat ceased at last |

There had been severo damage on both sides, and scarcely &
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 jacketa were not searce.

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

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

Wingate's brow was very stern.

“ What does this mean, Cherry ? I snppase T am not far
wrong in taking you for the ringleader, as Wharton dovs not scew
to be here.”

Bob (herry grinned.

' Righto, Wingate,
eaid cheorfully.

“ What do you mncan by rowing in the gy like a -t of Loedi-
gans E'

I Bob Cherry looked inquiringle at Furcee Jamset FHeia
Lased H A

~ What do T mean Ly it, Hurree Jampot ? " Le asked.

The Indian shook his head.

I have not the knowledgefulaess to reply,” Le said.
meaningfulne s is——"

' You see, Wingate ——"'

“ Yos, T sco,” said the Greyfriars captain grimly.. “ 1 s
checky yvung raseal, and I see thut he needs a lessoan."”

And his finger and thumb closed on Bob Cherry '« v {1 tho
grip of a vice.

The Removite wriggled.

“I sny, Wingate, let go! You're Lurting my car”

“ How curious,” said Wingate, with grim humour, ** Stranun
as it may appear to you, Cherry, that is actually wy intention.”

YOwt Owil

Wingato let him go.
crimson edr.

* Now, then, what is oll this about 2™ said Wingale.

“ Oh, it's on'y o row, you know.”

** Do you mean to say that you were quarrelling for nothing 1

“ Yea, I believeso.  One must do something on a half-Loliday,
you kanow,” said Bob Cherry cheerfully. *° What were wo
rowing about. Meunier 7™

The French lad grinned expansively,

** Pour passor le tempn,” he chuckled, ** Tt is reolly noszing,
Vingate ; ve row because vo row, vous comprenez. Zit isall --—
Ciel! Letgomyear!"

Wingute gave the French lad’s ear a twist,

“ Do you think that is enough t" he asked, releas’nz it.

“ Oni, oui,” groaned Adolphe Meunier. * Zat is quito
enough. in fact, it is ze too mooch.”

* No inore of this,” said Wingate stermly, “ If I caleh yon
=arapping again I'll speak to vour Form-master about it, and
get you a hundred lines apiece. Remember.”

And the eaptain of the school walked away.

The juniors looked at one another and grinned.

“ Bows ara off for the present,” said Bob Cherry, taking
Hurroe Fingh's ara.  ** Come along, my black tulip."

“ With pleasurefulness,” said the nabob.

And they strolled out of the gym. They wera inet al the door
by Billy Bunter of the Remove. He leoked at them curiously.

* Hallo, have you been having a row. Cherry ? "

** Looks like it, doesn’t it ? "' said Bob, wiping lis mouth again
#with his crimsoned handkerchief.

“ Yes, rather. [ say, you fellows

* Oh, don’t bothier us now, Billy."”

“ But I say !

“I"'in going to get a wash,” said Bob Cherry. * You look
as if you could do with one as wel!, Jampot, and a c¢leau collur
into the bargain.”

“T am poing to seek the wash and the cleanful eollar,” sail
Hurree Singh.

* C'omo along, then.”

* But I say, you fellows

“ No time now, Billy. Woe're not going to stand you anythin
at the tuck-shop, and we've got no tin to lend till your posial
order comes, 8o cut it,"

“ But I want to tell you—'

* Oh, don't bother.””

Y But o

“ The botherfulness of the fat sahib iz extremeful,” seid
Hurree Singh. * Shall I bestow upon him the punchialuess oun
the noso, my worthy chum ? "

** Certainly."

Billy Bunter retreated.

“ But I say, Cherry.,”" he called out from a safo distancs,
Wharton gent me to tell you
“ Hullo, what’s that ? " excluimed Bob Cherry, turning round.
“ Wharton sent you to tell me what, Bunty 7

“I'he German kids are besieging him in Lis study——

“ Is that true, you yoing ass ¥ ™

* Of course it iz. Wharton sent me to tell you——""

* Why didn't you tell me, then ? " roared Bob Cherry.

“ Haven't I been trying to——""

* Oh, dry up. Get the fellows together, Jumpot, and ol
me.”

# Certainfully."

Bob Cherry dashed cff, and ths nabob wa3 not long in gather
ing the heroes of the fight in the gym and following Lim.

oS5y,

I dares:y you're aboul coweet,” ha

e

Bob Cherry put his hand rucfuliy to Lis

s
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THE THIRD CHAPTER.

The Remove to the Rescue,
HUMP! Thump! Thump!
Bang! Bang! Bang!
I 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 ominous groan.
“TIt is giving in,” exclaimed Carl Lutz, Hoffinan’s ¢hum,
glectully.
Hoffman grinned as he paused to take breath.
* Ja, it is giving in,” he exclaimed. *' A few more plows like
tat and ve shall be in te study mit ourselves after.”
“ Goot! Pang at te lock again.”

“ Ach! Here goes.”

Crash! Bang!

The lock was evidently yielding.

The German lads stoodyprepared to make a rush as socn as the

door should open. The absence of the Form-master gave them
an upﬂort.unity long desiredd of bringing their rivalry with
study No. 1 to a head. '

“ Ve vill wreck te study,” grinned Karl Lutz. * Ve vill preak
eferyting, and rag to pounders till dey not know veder dey are

eir head or deir heel.”

** Mein gootness ! Ycu vas right, ain’t it."”

* Te lock is preaking ! ™

Bang ! Crash!

With a snap the lock parted.

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

*“ Gome on ! he shouted.

* Ach! Rush tem!”

The German boys made a forward movement.

But within the study stood Harry Wharton and Frank
Nugent, each with a bottle 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 himn on, and he had to enter the
study.

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

Harry gave a jerk of the 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 German lads burst into a loud laugh as they saw

their leaders suddenly transformed into nigger minstrels. But
l-he‘g rushed right on.
harton and Nugent stood shoulder to shoulder. There

was nothing for it but to fight now, against heavy odds, but they
were plucky enough for anything. "
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 dem 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 simiple 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, dore is no rescue ! ’ he remarked. ** Te oder poys are
@kt?'gym, and dey hear you mot, Ve vill ancint you mit te

in

‘“Ach! Ha, ha, ha!”

** Hold dem tight ! *’

** Ve have dem, ain’t it 7'

** I vill soon get te ink 1’

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

“X wonder if that little rotter Bunter gave Cherry my
message ? "' murmured Harry breathlessly, ‘' If not, we're
done in,”

** Rescue !’ yelled Nugent.

There was a sound of pattering feet in the corridor.

“* What ho, Remove F’a” shouted the well-known voice of
Bob Cherry, shouting the familiar war-cry of the Remove at
Greyfrars,
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‘' Help ! shouted Nugent.

Bob Cherry came dashing into the study.

‘* Look out ! yelled Karl Lutz.

The German boys were looking out. Two or three of them
flung themselves upon Bob Cherry in an instant and he went
reeling back, fighting like a tiger against the odds, But other
feet were ringing along the passage now.

‘' Rescue, Remove ! " shouted Bob Cherry.

And a familiar voice answered.

** The rescuefulness is coming ! "

And Hurree Singh dashed in, with a crowd of Removites at
his heele. 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
;lt;ehed into the fray, and the Germans wera knocked right and
eft,

Wharton and Nugent sprang to their feet and joined in with
hearty goodwili, 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. Therc was no escape for the invaders. The scene in
the study was almost indescribable.

The room was not & large one, and there was hardly space for
the combatants to move whon the rescuers had erowr{ in,

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

The Germmans were soon mostly on the floor, with victorious
juniors sitting upon them, keeping them pinned down. Fritz

Toffinan 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 surve{z.l the scene with a beaming sinile.

*‘ The foreignful bounders are prisoners now,” he exclaimed.
** They have wrecked the study, gub that is of little important-
fulness. We have captured them, and I think the ripping wheezo
will be to make the example of them,

** Hear, hear |’ gasped Hazeldene.

M Letusgo! Ach, you peasts!”

‘* Mein gootness ! You vas crush my chest, ain’t it 1™

*“ Ach ! I cannot preathe mit meinself { **

** I vas choke, ain’t it ! 7 )

** Never mind ! " said Bob Cherry. ** If you choke, we sha'n’t
nigs you much, and we'll see you nicely and comfortably buried
you know.”

‘““Ach! Youvasaprute!™

** You vas vun peeg !

‘* Engleesh 1poaeg 1

“ Ho, ha, ha! Now, Wharton, what are we going to do
with them.”

Harry Wharton laughed.

** 1 think Hurree Jampot's idea is a good one ! ” he exclaimed,
** We'll make an example of them.”

“Good ! What's the wheeze 1’

* Of course, we don’t want to hurt them !

‘ Ha, ha.ha ! They're looking rather hurt already 1 ™

‘* Are you hurt, Hoffman 1

‘““Ach! You peast!”

“ They are suffering from considerable hurtfulness” =aid
Hurree Singh, in his purring voice, ‘ The duckfulness under
the pump would revive them, my worthy friends.”

‘* Ha, ha, gnod idea ! '

** Mein gootness! You vas not 2

* Dry up, Dutchy ! You're licked, you know ! And this ia
where we do the talking,” said Bob Cherry, giving Hoffman a
gentle poke in the ribs with his boot,

*Ach! Itink——"

“' You can tink, or tinkle, a3 much as you like, but do it
quietly,” said Bob Cherry. ‘* You're dead in this act. Now.
then, Wharton, what’s to b2 done with them 1 ”

** I think the ducking under the pump would be rather rough ! **

** Well, they look as if they needc(? a wash !V said Nugent,
lonking the Germans over with a eritical eye.

* Never mind I We're not going to start washing Germans,
1 au}!quse ! They can wash themselves,”

‘1 don’t think they ever do !

‘“Ach! Tat iz vun untroot after |

** And what is it before ? " demanded Nugent.

“I've got a rather good wheeze,” said 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 1*

‘* Mein gootness ! I tink——""

" Tink away, but shut up!™ said Nugent.
Wharton |

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

“ Ha, ha, ha!"

* Then all Greyfriara will be able to see that we are the toF of
the Remove,"” explained Wharton. ' If we make an 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 Fronch in the same
way, and show them up. When both lots have had a good lick-
ing, E:o!;as" get a little peace.”

. I ’

** Somebody go and find some rope somewhers ! ** said Harry
Wharton, rather vaguely, * and wu‘ﬁestart, the procession ! **

‘* Mein, Himmel ! You vas nefer— —*

* Dry up, Dutchy t”

“ 1 vill not try up! 1 say

* No, youdon’t ! Sit on his head, Hazeldene, and malke him
shut up 1"

‘* Certainly 1"

And Hazeldene obeyed, and Fritz Hoffman gasped and per-
force wag silent.

"

THE FOURTH CHAPTER,
The Procession }

= ERE'S the giddy rope 1"
H “Good | Now to business ! ™

Harry Wharfon 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

ossibly run, and then Hoffmen’s right arm was tied to Lutz's

eft. glhon their other arms were bound down to their sidea.

They stood quite helpless, glowering with rage at the grinning
Removites.

* They look nice, don't they ? ' exclaimed Bob Cherry, gazing
at them. * Hoffman looks rather ill-temperod, though. Are
you feeling annoyed about anything, Hofiman 1 "

*“Ach ! You peasts ! "’

“ Ta there anything disturbing your equanimity 1"

“Peast! Prute! Pounder!"”

**Ha, ha, ha! Do you know what a peaat, prute, pounder
is, you chaps "

‘*“Ach! Ivill—!"

* Oh, ring off, Dutchy ! ” said Nugent.
turn! Now for the others ! "

“ Buck up 1™ said Wharton. * The masters are off the scene
now, but we never know when they may come along. We want
to got the procession over without Leing interrupted by any
obnoxious persons in authority.”

“ Righto ! Shoeckle them up ! ™

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

Two by two they wero shackled, till the four pairs of them
wero faatened up, and all was ready for the procession.

The prisoners were red with rage and indignation, and they
naturally shrank from the intended exhikition 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 tomerity.

** Form them in line ! ** said Harry Wharton.

“ Come along, you bounders !

Ve vill not gome!"” shrieked Hoffman. “ Ve vill not
gome, you peasta ! Ve defy you to make us gome before ! ™*

‘‘ Ha, ha, ha! Push them along.”

“Aeh! 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. ! that it wes so.

It was n fine spring afterncon, 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 Germane went surging
down the staire in the midst of their captors.

Down into the hall, and then out into the bright sunny
Close, under the green old elm trees.

* 8hove them along ! "

*“ Make the beggars march."”

‘““ Ach! I tells you tat I vill not march.™

“ And I tell you that you will, Hoffy.”

“Iwvillnot! JT—ow!"

‘“ Shove 'em along ! "’

** Yo vill not—ow—ow ! "

** Make the bounders trot."”

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

“ My only hat ! What is that 7"

*You've had vour
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Carberry of the 8ixth was coming towarda the house, and he
stc_)&)ped in amazement at the sight of the singular procession.

arry Wharton laughed.

*“ It's only an exhibition,” he explaived.  * We are exhibiting
these curious animnls which we have captured.”

‘““Ha, ha, ha ! What have you got them tied up for 7™

“ They're dangerous at close quarters. It's safer to keep
thom tied up in a state of captivity.”

‘* Ha, ha; hat"

Ve vill preak all your peastly poges——'

* C'ome along, Dutehy ! "

Carberry stood laughing heartily as the procession passed
on. A pood many other fellows 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 1"

Adolphe Meunier and his friends came erowding round.

The French juniors were far from pitying the plizht of the
Germana. They screamed with laughter at the predicamcu!
of Hoffinon and his comrades, and the furious glares of tho
prisoners only increased their mirth,

** He, he, ho ! "’ cackled Mennier,

 Ach, you peastly pounders !

“ Has ha, ha!”

‘ Bring them along ! ™*

*“ March, you beggars—march !

The procession wound on round the Close, the accompanying
crowd growing larger every minute.

Bob Cherry suddenly uttered an exclamation of dismay.

“Cave!"

“ What's the matter 7"

“The Herr t "

“ My only hat 1 ™

It was tco late for retreat. The Removites stood theie
ground, and the procession eame to a disorderly standstill.

Herr Rosenblaum, the Cierman master at Greyfrinrs, was
bearing down upon the procession, his fat face blank with
aatonishment.

Herr Rosenblaum, formerly headmaster of Beechwood
Foreign Academy. had brought hia foreign pupils with him to
Qroyiriars, and the endless disturbances which had followed,
had worried him considerably since. He was accustomed to
rows at his old school; but national rivalry seemed to havo
taken a new lease of life among the Beechwood boys sinc:
they had come to Greyfriara.  There had been disputes and
fights without limit, but nothing quite 80 outrageous sy what
the German master now beheld.

“Toys!" Herr Rosenblaum could only gasp out that one
word. He stood gazing at the prisoners and their conductors
in utter amazement. “ Poys!™

" Yes, sir,” soid Harry Wharton, with his usual calmness,
though his heart was beating.

“ Poys! "™

The juniors were silent enough now.

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

““ Poys, vat does dis mean after, ain't it 7"

** What does what mean ? "' asked Harry Wharton demurely.

* Dis—dis outrage ! "' shouted Herr Rosenblawum. * Vat
are dese [;:oys doing tied up mit rope mit demselves ¢ Vat does

‘' Zat is ver' funny."

it mean, I say 1’
* It's only & procession, sir.”
“Himmel! Vat?” .

‘* Merely a procession, sir, that's all."

* You—you—you——"

“1It's all right, sir,” said Nugent. * Only a little fun, you
know, sir.”

‘* 8o tat is vat you ecall fun, Nugent."”

“ Yes, sir. Isn't it funny, Hoffman ¢ 7%

Fritz Hoffman grinned in a sickly way.

He had been far from regarding the affair in a comical light,
but he was 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 beeause of that.

‘* Tat i3 all right.”” he exclaimed. * It is only a choke, sir.”

“ Only a choke, Hoffman 2 "

* Ja, ja, mein Herr."”

* You vas not complain of tat treatment ?

* Certainly not, Herr Rosenblaum."”

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

“ Yes, rather ! '

** Hoffman ! Lutz! Do you tell me tat you do not comblain
of dis usage, tat you haf noting to say ! " demanded Herr
Rosenblaum.

“Ja, Herr Rosenblaum,” sgaid Hoffman stolidly. * Tt
is only a liddle game vich te Remove poys play mit demsels s,
after, und ve not mind it at all.”’

Herr Rosenblaum gasped.

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

* Ach, Mein Horr ! "

“ You vas try to excuse dese poys.”

TuEBLy,
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*“ Tt ia te troot, sir,” said Hoffman obstinately. *“Tt ia a
gamo '\'ich ve play, und if ve have got te vorst of it, it is all
right.”

g Do you all say te same 1

‘' Ja, jal”

Tho German boya all said the same.

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

‘I tink I know vat you mean, poys. You vill not vat you
call sneak 2t

_* There is no sneakfulness ahout Hoffman,” purred Hurrce
Singh. * I shall stand him the treatfulness et the tuckshop
alter this.”

** But such a seene as (is cannot be made in te Close,” said
Herr Rosenblaum sternly. * Wharton, I know fery vell tat
dis is anoder row ——-""

** All in good part, sir.”

* Perhaps ; put it is a row und a disturpance of the beace ;
und I tink tat Hoffman is a2 mooch to plame as you are A

‘* If you please, sir—--"'

** Silence, all of you! You vili take fifty lines each for dis
conduet—all of you—-"

** Oh, sir—"

* All of you, mind. Now you till immediately set dese
poys loose,’

* With pleasurefulness, =ahib.”

“ Let me see it done at vance.”

The juniors soon had the Hrisonera uutied.

** Now,” said Herr Rosenblaum, with a warning wave of the
hand, ' if dere is any more rows to-tay, I cane you all mit
yoursclves 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 Hofflman a thump on the back.

* Ach, you peastly pounder ! ™

“It’s all right!™ said Wharton hastily, as the Cerman
squared mp to hun. ** Rows aro off. was only backing

you ﬁp-"

‘** Mein Gott ! You almosat preak mein pack 1"’

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

* Ciel, zat is quite true !” said Adolphe Meunier. ‘* Even
zc Bherman may have ze good quality sometime—--.""

** Vat tat you aay, you French pounder ? "

‘I say zo!l ze Sherman vas peegs,” said Mounier deflantly,

“ Aeh ! Rotter!”

* Rottair yourself { "

4 I vill poonch your head ! ™

* Mon ISiau ! 1 vill vipe up ze ground viz you ! *

* Peast !

“ Rottair ! ¥

‘The German and the French junior were rushing at. one another
by this time. But the English lads rushod botween.

‘' Here, keep off the grass 1 exclaimed Beb Cherry. * You
heard what ngr Rosenblaum said—no more rows to-day."

** I do not care for zat Sherman '

“* I vill trash tat French peeg——""

“Ciel ! T viil—"

“ Ach, lot me reach tat——"'

** Keep off the grass, confound you!™
Wharton, pushing the excited French junior bacs.
you shan’t row now.”

* Duck ‘em under the pump if they won’t he reasonsble,”
said Nugent. *' It will do them good—both of them.”

" Righto ! That's a good idea.”

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

They gave in, and walked away in diflerent directions,
glowering at one another over their shoulders as they went.

** Nice lot of tigor-cats,” maid Bob Clerry. * Come along,
lids ; we're well out of that ! And I'm jolly glad it was Herr
Rnsenblaum that dropped on ws, and not Mr, Queleh or the
IHead.”

* Yes, rather,
vho cares 1"

* Nehody 1
) “k}Inllu, what'’s that fearful row ? ** exclaimed Nugent, looking

240K,

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

Harry Wharten burst into a laugh.

** French and Germuan ! he exclaimed.

It was true.

The forcigners had only waited for the departure of the
interfering Removites, ond they had met again in strife under
the ;dm-tmes. French and Germans were engaged in a deadly
coanbat,

** No business of ours,” yawned Nugent. ** We've done onr
liest to keep the peace. But I say you chaps, things will be
lively at Greyfriars if those foreign chaps stay here. I don't
believe there’s been o day quiet sinco they came.”

“I don’t think ‘they will remain,” said Harry Wharton
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jetly. **The Head cerlainly never expected anything like
this 1 I shouldn’t be surprised any time to hear that t-hey
were going to leave Greyfriars, They're a bit out of place here.”

* Well, that's so.”

*There is truefulness in what you remark,” Hurree Jamset
Ram Singh observed, in a thoughtful way. *“ 1 should be
sorry to leave Greyfriars myself, yet 1 admit that it would be
somewhatly sweetful to see my old chums Redfern and Lawrence
once more. But if the time is short, let us have as many
108 a4 ible, so that it will be merryful.”

And the chums of the Remove laughingly asscnted,

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
New Prospects.

R. LOCKE, the Head of Greyiriars, wore 8 worried look.

He had just come into his study. He had been absent

from the school that afternoon, and had returned to

find the French and German boys fighting like wild cats

in the Close. He had stopped the fight, and relieved his feelings

somoewhat by imposing ui\.mdred lines on each of the offenders.
But he was worried.

* Dear me 1” he murmured, as he stood by the wide study
window and logked out into the old Close, with ita high trees
and green sward. ** What has become of the peace and repoee
which onco belonged to Greyfriara. Since the foreign
came the school seemas to have been in a continual uproar,”

He stroked his chin thoughtfully.

* T really do not know what is to be done,"” he murmured.
** Although I fully bolieve that the rivalry in the Remove-s not
at all bitter or ill-natured, still it i3 8o extremely noisy anc
incessant in its manifestations that really——"

There was o tap at the door. Dr. Locke turned away from
the window with a sigh, and called out to the individual who
tapped to ecome in. It was Mr. Quelch, the mastor of the
Remove, who entered the study.

The Form-master was looking vory grave, and he closed
the door behind him with an air of deliberation which showed
that he had something important to say, and meant to say it.

“ Well, Mr. Quelch,” said Dr. Locke, looking at him in.
quiringly.

** 1 want to speak to you, sir.”

* Cortainly. Pray sit down.”

“Thank you. I am afraid I must broach a rather trouble.
rome s::;hjcct. sir. It is the presence of the foreign lads in my

‘orm.

Dr. Locke looked mnore worried than ever.

‘* Have you any complaints to make, Mr. Quelch 2™

* No, not exactly that.”

“ Do you find the foreign lads dull, or intractable ? **

** Oh no, not at all 1 ™

" Then what is the matter ? "

“The endless friction, sir, between the hoys of different
nationalities in the Remove,” said Mr. Quelch,  ** Even in the
Form-room, during classes, sir, this breaks out.”

* Indeed !

* Yes, indeed ! They are incessantly what they call ragging
one another, and if the English boys lot the French alone for a
time the Clermans begin ragging them, and if the Germans
ura quiet the French are certain to commence hostilitios.”

Doctor Locke smiled slightly.

* It is a very difficult position, Mr. Quelch.”

* 8o difficult, sir, that it makes it practically impossible to
maeintain, gond government in the Lower Fourth Form,” said
the Hemove master.

** 80 bad as that, Mr. Quelch 1"

* Quite as bad as that, sir. The boys seem to have lLeon
accustomed to this ragging at their former school at Beschwood,
and they seem to be making it a point of honour to keep it up
at Greyfriars.”

‘“ I nm nafraid our own lads are none too backward in entering
into dieputes, Mr., Queleh.”

The Romove master nodded.

‘* That ia quite truc, sir; but it only makes matters worse.
Of course I should take no notice of a few fights or riots out of
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doors. Boys will be boys, and a little horscplay does not 1nake
them any the worse. But the latest escapade——"

* What has happened !

* The door of one of the Remove studies has been burst in."

“Is it poesiblo "

“ It is only too true. Tha lock hes been smashed, and the
study apparently wrecked, I have questicned the >eccupants
of the study, and they refuse to disclose who were the perpetrators
of the outrage.”

“ They refusa a Form-master, Mr. Quelch 1™ exclaimed the

“ Yes, sir.”

't' Jnd?e-:l 1" Dr. Locke’s eyes glinted. * I shail have to sce
to this."

“It is evidently another of the usual disturbances, sir,
Either the French or the German boys broke in the door to
attack Wharton and his friends.”

* I suppose s0."”

“ It will be useless to punish the juniors; it is a point of
honour with them not to betray their rival: ; sneaking, they
would call it.”

* I understand & schoolboy’s sense of honour very well, and
there is certainly somothing to be said for them in this case ;
but I cannot allow disobedience to a Form-mester for any
consideration whatever.”

“ I suppose——"" Mr. Quelch paused and hesitated.

“ Go on, Mr. Quelch.”

“ Well, sir, I suppose thero is no chance of the new boys
leaving QGreyfriars " hinted the Remove master. “I am
afraid the discipline of the school will continue to suffer—while

t-holfv remain,
he Head looked very thoughtful.

* You see, Mr. Quelch, as there is no fault to be found with the
lads themselves, save the natural high spirits of youth——"

“I know the case will be a difficult one, sir.”

* I must think it over. You are aware that Herr Rogenblaum's
Foreign Academy at Beechwood failed for financial reasons.
The place was paying well, I believe, but the Herr was unuble
to meet a mortgage made on the place when it was started,
Had he applied to me for aid,in time, I should have helped him,
on the ground of old friendship ; but he did not wish to trouble
me. I gladly offered him the post of German master hero
when I learned how matters were. It was natural that he
should bring with him the boys whose parents did not wish
them to return to Franee or Germany.”

"~ *Yes, I suppose so; but Y .

* I foresaw some trouble, but of course rothing like what it
has turned out to be.” The Head pursed his lips, “I don’t
know whethor anything can be done, but 1 shalf turn it over
in my mind."”

And Mr. Quelch bowed and withdrew. He left the Head in
a thoughtful and troubled mood.

Dr. Locke pnced to and fro in the study till another knock
at the door interrupted his reficctions.

*“ Come in,” he aaid resignedly.

It was Herr Rosenblaum who entered.this time. The fret,
good-natured face of the German was unusually grave in
expression.

‘I have to express te great sorrow, Herr Doctor!" he
exclaimed.

** What is the matter, Herr Rosenblaum ? "

*1 am speaking of te trouble which have been made since
mein poys arrive at te school,” said the German master, with a
dejected look. ** Dere have been no peace.”

* My dear Herr &

“ At Beechwood dere vas rows,” said Herr Rosgenblaum,
ehaking his head ; “ but noting like vat is going on now. At
Beechwood te parties vas apout equally matched in numpers,
und ﬂey keep each oder in order to some extent ; but here——"'

“ Bt )

“ But here, my deaer Herr Doctor, it is different. Te French
and te German poys aro so outnumbered by te Engleesh boya
dat dey have no real chance. When te Remove unite ogainst
dem, dey go to te vall at vunce.”

“ I suppose so; but surely that should make for peace in
the long run,” said Dr. Locke.

Herr Rosenblaum shook his head.

* But not at all, Herr Doctor. It only make te poys more
determined to vat dey call keep deir end up, and so le row's
uefer at an end.”

“ Yes, I dare say that is a natural result.”

“I tink I have given you great trouhle by pringing mein
poys to Greyfriars.”

“ Oh, not at all ; you must not look at it in that lizht, Herr
Rosenblawn ! " exclaimed the doctor at once.

*“1I tink I must, Herr doctor; I really vish tat I had been
able to keep Beechwood going, and in tat case——""

The doctor looked very thoughtful.

“What if you re.opened the school at Beechwood, Herr
Rosenblaum 1" he said suddenly.

The Germanr master shook his head.

“Te mortgagees have closed on it."

‘* But the payment of the amount required——""

# Ja, tat vould make all te difference, of courso ; but I have
not te money.”
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“ How much would be required, if T mey ask @’

“ Five tousand beund,” said the German, with & hopeless
sheke of the head,

* Yet tho school was paying its way "

8ot and in two-tree yoars 1 shonkl Lave bLaid it off,
But te morigagees knew ders vas ccal on te land, and iv fery
valuaple, sodey gif me no time. But it ia not yet too lateif
I found te money. Put " The Cerman "made o hopeless
gesture. “ I have not te tenth part of it.”

“ But if it were advanced to you 1

Herr Rosenblaum coloured.

“ Ach, Herr Doctor, ! tid not gome to Creyiriars as a peprar.”

“ I wish you had toll me when the diffienlly arose, and I
would have aided you at once ! " exclaimed the dector.

* Terhapz I should have done so ; put te boor Sherman master
has bride,’ said Herr Rosemblaamn.

“ But this loan I am gpeaking of.”

“ Ach, nein, Herr Doctor 7

“ You could repay the money if the scheol, as you say, i3
really a success. You could give me interest, if you liked.”

“ Ach, dat is anoder matter, of course.”

“ We will talk it over, Herr Rosenblawmn, T should gladly have
helped you at the time had I known of your difficulty ; and I
-would gladly help you now.” .

The tears stocd in the eyes of the Cerman master, as he
grasped the doetor’s hand, It was easy to see how dear (o his
heart his school had been, and how gladly he would revivo
Beechwood Academy if the opportunity came, And it was
coming !

The © I‘lzagmt.'; HALSPENNY, -]

THE SIXTH CHAPTER,
Called Before the Head.

* HARTON !"

w " Yes, Wingate !”

The captain of Greyfriars was looking into No. 1

study, where the chums oi the Remove were preparing

tea. Billy Bunter was laying the table, and Xugent was

poking the fire under the copper kettle. Bob Cherry was untying

a parcel, which had evidently just been brought up from the
school shop.

“ You are wanted in the Head's study,” said the Greyfriars’
captain, briefly.

ob cherry gave a whistle, )

“ Hallo, has the Herr reported us, after all then, about the
procession 7'’ .

“ He wouldn't do that, Bob, after giving us an imposition
himself."”

* No, I suppose not. Then what » .

“I fancy it's about what's happened in this study,” said
Harry Wharton. ** You know Quelchy wanted to know whe
busted in the door.”

“ We couldn't vory well give Hoffmann away.” X

“I thought Quelchy hadn’t finished with the matter,” said
Nugent, shaking his head. ** He’s handed it over to the doctor.”

““The time of payiulness for the little jape has arrived,”
said Hurree Singh; *‘ But we cannot tell the doctor any more
than we told to the respected Form-master aahib."”

“ Hardly ! "

“t Tt is aneskful to give away the German rotters,” said Hurree
Singh. *' Besides, whoever is saucy to a goose must also be
saucy to a gander, as your English proverb says.”

“Ha, ha, ha! Whers did you learn that English proverb,
Inky 1" asked Bob Cherry. .

“’It was written in the copybook of my respected instructor
in Bengal.”

“ Well, are you going, Wharton 7" interrupted Wingote.

** Certainly.’

““ Aren't the rest of us wanted 1™ inquired Bob Cherry.

“ Only Wharton was mentioned to me, but if any of you
others were in the row, you can suit yourselves about going
along with him,” eaid Wingate.

And the Greyfriars captain walked away.

“ Well, we'll ail come ! ™" said Nugent decidedly.

“No need for that,” said Wharton quietly. * If it's a
licking, one is enough, and I can stand its You stey where
you are."”

“Rats! We’'re all coming! ™

“ Certainfully. The lickfulness must be endured by all
who had econcern in the rowiul disturbance,” said Hurree
Singh.

“gwcl], only Nugent and T were here when they busted
the door in .

“ We were all in the row,” said Bob Cherry. * Besides,
if it's a licking, and there are four of us to take it, the Head
will lay it on more lightly.”

* There's something in that !

“ Of course there is. Come on, all together ! "

And the chums of the Remove quitted the study.

They were looking rather serious as they approached the
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Head’s study. Tt was no light matter for a junior to be called
into that dreaded npartment,

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

1 think I sent for you only, Wharton.”

‘1 am here, sir.”

. “ We have all come, sir,” said Bob Cherry diffidently, * as
we all had as much to do with the row a8 Wharton had.”

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

* It was broken in, gir,” said Wharton.

" T know that. Who broke it 7”

The juniora were silent.

** Was it broken in from outside by a party of junjors aitacking
the study ? "

" Ye.e-es, sir.”

' Who were the juniors 1™

Silanee again.

** Why do you not answer mao ?* said th® Head quietly.

** It wou!d be sneaking, sir,” said Harry Wharton.

‘ Unless the names of the culprits aro given to me, I shall
hiave no alternative but 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 reapect for the Head, a determination not
to betray Hoffman and his {riends, they had been in a difficult
sosition,

! To escapo from tho dilemma at tho cost of a licking was
a relief to them.

“ We have no objection to that, sir,” said Wharton imme-
diately.

‘The doctor compreased his lips a little.

** Then you may hold out your hand, Wharton.”

He took up his cane. Wharton obeved, and received two
cuts on either hand, well laid on, too. Then each of the herces
of tho Remove received the same. The cane stung their palms
keenly in the experienced hand of the doctor, but they bore
the infliction without a murmyr,

Dr. Locke luid down the cane.

“You may go,” he said quietly. * Your pocket-moncy
will Le stopped to pay for the damage done, and I am afraid
it will leave you ponniless for some time. You have only
yourzselves to blame for that. You may go.”

* Thank you, sir."”

And the juniors loft the study.

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

** By George! The Head has come down heavy this time ! "
murmured Bob Cherry. "I say, what are we going to do
for tin the next few weeks 1"

** Bleased if I know,” said Nugent, * T'm nearly broke now !

‘' And I'm quite,” said Harry Wharton. * T blued the last
ehilling in the tuck shop half an hour ago for tea.”

** Fortunately, I am still in a somewhat cashful condition,”
miurmured Hurree Singh. It will be pleasureful to e to
#innd the treatfulness to my esteemed chums.”

* Good old Inky!™ exclaimed Bob Cherry, slapping him
«m the shouller. ' But your pocket-meney will be stopped,
rou know, so you will want to be economical, too.”

“What T have ia at the servicefulness of my respectablo
elmms,”’ answered Hurree Singh., **and if T fall short of the
filthy Iuere, I have that which T can raise money upon pawn-
fully 1#

“Fh! What's that "

Hurreco Singh slipped his hand into his pocket and drew
mat a little eose, which he opened, and a dazzling glitter shot
from the dark velvet lining,

“ My hat ! Ia it a diamond "

* Yes, and a very valueful one.”

The juniors looked at the biz stone in amazement. Tt was
n very large dinmond, beautifully cut, and its value must
have been very great.

* Where did you get that from ? "’ asked Bob Cherry.

The nabob smiled.

“ I have many like it, in the treasury of Bhanipur,” he
replied.  ** This one I had set as a tie-pin, as you sce, Lut
it was cxpleined to me by the respectable Herr Rosenblaum
that it was not cautionful to wear it in public, as it might
tr-mplitho fingers of the thieveful persons, It is worth a hundred

roands.”
Pl Well. you'd Letter keep it out of siglit,” said Harry Wharton.
“Tt’s not =afe for a kid to Liave a stone like tlet about him.
Ag for pawning it, T fancy no pawnbroker would lend you
anything on it, Hurree Singh. e would want to be =atisfied
tirst that you had a right to it.”

1 am Naboh of Bhanipur——

“ Never wind ; pawnshops are barred,” said Bob Cherry.
“We'll rub wlong somehow without that, Let’s get in to
tea !
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The chums of the Remove returned to their study. 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 hahds, the juniors enjoyed their
tea in the cosy study. And their late punishment not the
slighteat effect so far as restoring peace in the Remove was
coneerned. For while they ate they discussed further plans
of campaign, having for their object the defeat and complete
setting-down of the alien members of the Form,

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Broke 1
THE chums of the Remove soon forgot about the cening

RICHARDS.

in the Head’s study, but they felt the rest of their punish-

ment for a longer time. The stoppage of their pocket-

money was a serious matter. The charge for repairing
the door of No. 1 study and replacing the broken lock was a
considerable one, and it was probable that the pocket-mone;
of the four chums would he stopped for weeks before the bill
waa quite paid.-

A naturel delicacy prevented the chums from acquainting
Hoffman with the state of the case. They had taken the
punishment upon their own shoulders rather than give the
Germans away, and they felt that they were in honour bound
to stick it out, as Bob Cherry expressed it.

“ We can’t say anything to the Deutchers,” said Bob
Cherry decidedly, while the chums of the Remove were dis-
cussing the matter on 8aturday. * That would spoil tho
whola 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 & word to the
Germans on the subject.” '

‘' Only what are we to do for tin r* said Nugent. * We
have now come to the end of Hurree.Singh’s cash, and we
are all stony 1

I am sorrowful that I have no more cashfulness to place
at the disposal of my respectable chums,” said the nabob.

** My dear chap, yon've come to the reacue like a nabob,
and that's all righi!” said Bob Cherry. “Of course, wo
shall square up later. But the question is, what's to be done
now 1’

* The pavnful method——"

** Won't do, kid."”

" But the diamond would fetch o

" My dear chap, the first question the pawnbroker would
ask would be, where you got the diamond from,"” said Harry
Wharton.

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

** But ho might believe that you were romancing.”

“If he had the doubtfulness of the veraci'y of a Nabob of
Bhanipur, I should smitc him upon the nasal feature with
the powerfulness of the right arin.”

** That wouldn’t improve mattors."

‘It wouldn't improve his nasal feature, cither. Besides
he might call a policeman, and have you run in.”

Anyway, it might come out that a Croyfriars fellow had
been to a pawnshop, and that would menn a row with the
Head,” sthI{:urry harton. “ It won't do, Inky. We must
think of something else.”

“1 have the bowful submission to the wilfulness of the
working majority,” said Hurree Singh gracefully.

But the * something eclse ’ wns not easily thought of, and
the juniors had to give up the diseussion without having thought
of eany method of raising the wind.

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

But they were all in a stony state, and every expedient
(Ipvi‘ﬂllwl for rclieving their necessity was found to be imprac.
ticahle,

There was nothing for it, as Harry Wharton finally said,
hut to grin and hear it.

But Hurree Singh's thoughts were husy on the subject.

.He was paincd by the thought that he could do nothing
to help his chums in the hour of need, and his mind was still
running upon the idea of pewning the diamond in the village
and so raising money.

The difficultics raised by his chums did not change his mind
upon that peint. 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 wouEl be a good idea to tako
a friend along with him to prove that he was Nabob of Bhanipur
and had a right to dispose of the diamond if he wished. But
as he intended to kecp 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 okl Groyfriams els, and he
was atill thinking it out when Hazeldene of tho Remove joined

TubEB Ly,

RICHARDS.



I EVERY
l TUESDAY,

The

“Magnet”

(XA

Y XX
s ',',\.‘{0 4
\

o
5

7
(/

Hurree Jamset Ram Singh
came out in a hurry!

The nabob looked at him inquiringly.

*“1 eay, I want to speak to you, Inky,” said Hazeldene,
in the ingratiating way which had earned him the nickname
of Voscline in the Remove. * Can you spare a minute t "

* Cortainfully.””

“I'm rather broke to-day—my allowance hasn't come
down—-"

‘I am sorry——

* Could you lend me half-a-crown (ill next Saturday 1"

The Indian looked really concerned.

“1 am regretfully sorrowful, Vaseline; but I cannot. T
really wish thet I could perforin the lendfulness, but I have
no cash in the pocket.”

Hazeldene looked incredulous.

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

* 1f you imply doubtfulness upon my assertiveness, Vaseline
1 shall wipe up the ground dustfully with you.”

“ Oh, keep your wool on! But——"

'*The fact is, that I am in the brokeful condition, because
my allowance has been stopped by the respectable and eateemed
Head,”

* What for *"" was Hazeldene's natural question.

Hurree Singh explained.

* Then why don’t you ask Hoffman to stand somoething 1
asked Hazeldene.

Hurree 8ingh’s lip curled.

"I do not wish to do anything of that =ort.
irom the esteorned German rotters.”

*“Ha, ha! Well, haven’t you anything you can raise money
rn 1 asked Hazeldene practically, * There’s & pop-shop in
the village.”

“A what 1"

' A pawn.shop,” said Hazeldene, colouring a little.

The nabob started eagerly.

“That is what I was thinking of,” he said. * Will you
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come with me to raise money at the popping establishment,
and I will lend you the sovereign or the two sovereigns, and
will not ask you for the return payfulness ? »

Hazeldene's eyes glimmered with covetousness at the idea,

*Will I come ! Rather!"

“ My gratefulness will be vory groat.”

** But what have you to pawn ? " asked Hazeldene.

The Indian drew the little case containing 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 exelaimed.

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

“ And is it yours 7"

* I have many such in my treasure chamber in the city of
Bhanipur.”

“My word! T wish I knew the way into that treasure
chamber,” grinned Hazeldene. ‘‘ But, I say, the pawnbroker
will want to know all about this."

* You can hear the witnessiulness that I am really the
respectable Nabob of Bhanipur, and honestfully the ludicrous
possessor of the precious stone.”

““Ha, ha! Isupposelcan.”

“ Then let us proceed swiftfully to the shop of the popper.”

** Mey a3 well try, anyway.”

** I will go and put on my coat, as the weather looks somewhat
rainful, and I will join you in a few minutes,” said Hurrco
Singh, ?

“Good! I'll wait 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 between Hurree Singh
and Hazeldene,

‘““Mon bleu!"” murmured Meunnier, grinning expansively.
** Vat zink you of zat, my shum ?

“ It vould he zo

*“ Zoy go to ze pawn-shop,” said Artois.
RICHARDS. Tugggx'ﬂ
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gnod shoke to taks all ze fellows and meet zem coming out, and
cheer zem."

* He, he,ho! Zat would be funny.”

“ Let us get zo gargons togezer, zen,”

Adolphe Meunier shook his head.

* Zat vould be funny, Gaston ; but I have ze betteiv ides in
my head.”

* Ciel ! and vat is zat, mon ami ? "

* Zey go to zo pop-establishment to pawn ze diamond——"

" Ceat vrai ! nd zen 1"

* Buppose, ven zey reach ze pop-establishiment zey no longer
have ze diamond ?'*

Artois stared at his chum.

“But how t In vat vay ?”

“ Come viz me.”

Meunior, chuckling to himself over hizs idea, led the way
towards the School House. He explained to Artois as he went.

* Zo Indian vill go copstairs to put on ze greatcoat, Ve sall
find him alone.”

“ Zat is true.”

* Ve sall collair him and take ze case from his pocket——""

** But zeon he vill knot zat ze diamond is gone 1

' Ve must do it vizout his knowing.”

* Good 1—if it can be done.”

* You vill see. You sit on ze head and rub ze features in
zo carpet, and he vill not be sinking of anyting at ze time.”

“ Ha, ha, ha! Zat is right.”

*“ Ve put a marble in ze case instead of ze diamond 1 ”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

* Zen zo pawnbroler have zat offered to him ! Ha, ha, ha ! ™

‘“ Ha, ha, ha ! ** cackled Artois.

“1 zink zo veezoe vill vork.”

"I zink so. Ha, ha, ha!"

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

by FR

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.

The Popping Sahib Loses His Temper !
URREE JAMSET RAM SINGH was changing hiz coat
without a suspicion that the French juniors knew any-
thing about his project, or had any knowledge of the
existence of the :Ramoml. When two mischievous faces
looked in at the door, he did not observe them, and he did not
know that foes were at hand till ho heard a sudden rush of fect—
and then it was too late !

¢ Beize him ! "

He was grasped and dragged to the floor before lia could think
of resistance. He went down with a bump, and Gaston Artois
sprawled over him, and Adolphe Meunier grasped hima round the
neck and flattened his princely features upon the floor.

“Oh! Ow! Leave off!"

** You vas ze prisoner zen ! '

I will dustfully wipe up the floor with you !

** 8it on ze nigger hsyder, Gaston ! ™

* Oui, oui ! "’ grinned Gaston.

** Vill you surrender now ?

“No, I will not surrender to you Frenchful bounders!™
gasped Hurree Singh, struggling manfully under the weight of
the two juniors.

His resistance did not trouble the French chums much. In
the struggle it wes easy for Meunier to alip his hand into the

ockes where he had seen Hurree Singh replace tho easc centain-
ing the diamond.

Hurree Singh, with his face in rough contact with the carpot,
could not soe either that the French lad had taken tho case,
or what he was doing with it.

In a few moments it waas slipped back into his poeket, and Le
was totally unconscious of the whole proceeding,

* Now vill you surrender 7"

“ Never |

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

Hurree Singh changed his mind. He thought of Hazeldena
waiting for hun at the gate of Greyiriars, and of the necessity
of raising money for the needs of study No. 1 by taking the
diamond down to the pawn-shop in the village.

“I—I surrender, you rotters!”™ he gasped. * You are
twofully to ono superior in number, and there is no disgrace-
fulness in surrendering to the great oddfulness.”

** You confess zat you are beaten 1"

“ Certainfully.”

“ Zen ve vill ellow you to go,” said Meunier, rising. ** Leb
za niggair get up, my shum.” .
Aud Hurree Singh was allowed to rize. %
()

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

T would inflict upon vou the severe thrashiulness if I had
time ! he exclained. * Another time I will visit you with
the condignful punishment.”
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The French juniors grinned as they walked away. OCut of
sight of the nabob, they hugged each other with glee.

‘ He know rmzzing of vat I have do,” said Meunier.

“ Nozzing vatefer,” grinned Artois.

** He vill go down to ze pop-establishment-

* Viz ze marblo in ze case. Ha, ha, ha !

“ It is too funny, Ha, ha, ha!"

Hurree Singh came out, and gave the French junioms a
wrathful look as he passed them. Hazeldeno was waiting for
him at the gate, and the two walked down the lane together.

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

Hurree Singh explained the cause of his delay.

“ Well, it doesn’t matter,” said Hazeldene. * The shop
keops open all the afternoon. We had better take care not to
be seen going into it. There would be a row if it were known
at the school that a CGreyfriara fellow had been to the pawn-
broker’s, I can tell you."

“ That is quite rightfully the esse, my reapectable friend.
It is only an emergency of extreme greatness which justifies
the breaking of-the rule.”

* Oh, blow that ! said the less conscientious Hazeldene.

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 & 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, felt o keen sense of uneasiness at really finding
himself inside a pawnbroker’s shop.

He coloured a’fﬁm a3 he mot the eyes of the young man with
the prominent nose, and felt hastily in his pocket for the case.

I beliove that you perform the lendfulness to the needy
person ! he remarked. “ I am in waut of cash.”

** Do you mean that you want to pawn something ? "

** That’s it,” soid Hageldene, *Cut the cackle, Inky, and
let’s get out.”

“ Certainfully.”

* Well, what is it you wish to pledge 1"

Hurreo 8ingh handed the case over the counter.

“I wish to raise a loan upon that diamcnd, 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 redemption.”

The young man behind the counter opened the case. Ho
looked at what it contained, and then looked at the beaming
faco of Hurre¢ Jamset Ram Singh. Then he looked at the
stone again. The expression of his face was very grim.

He eould only possibly conclude that the two Greyfriars
juniors had come into the shop with the deliberate object of
working off a joke upon him upon his busieat day in the weck,
and his wrath naturally rose at the thought.

* 8o you want to reisc money on this, do you ? " he asked,

* Certainfully.”

*“It's worth a hundred pounds,” eaid Hazeldene ; " but wo
ounly want a tenner on it.”

* You only want ton pounds ? Why not make it twenty ?

** The ten will do, thank you, my respectable popping friend,”
said the nabob, * I wish, as I had the honour of mentioning, to
make more easyful the redemption of the pop article,”

"I see,” smid 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, ene in each hand,

He was a powerfully built young man, and the juniors were
l1.-:)-:3 taken by surprise to resist, and they were helpless in his
hands,

" 8o you wish to pawn this valuable stone for ten pounds,
do you *” gaid the young man wrathfully. ** I'll teach you !

“ What's the matter ? " gasped Hazeldene,

“ The popping person is insaneful.”

‘“ If you don’t 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 pave-
ment,

The amazed juniors went reeling away, and fell sprawling.

They sat up on the pavement and stared at each other, and
at the young man standing glaring wrathfully at them from the
doorway of the pawn-shop.

* He is dangerfully insane ! ' gasped the nahob.

* Go away, you young scoundrels, or I'll come out to you !

‘“ He's off his rocker, for a cert.”

** Got away from here !

“ Return moe my valueful diamond, and T will exccute the
swift departfulness ! ™ exclaimed the nabob, rising to his feot.
** You are a rudeful and brutal individual, and I despise you.
Return me the diamond ! ™

** There you are !

The young man returned tho case containing the stone with
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& whiz, It struck Hurree Singh on the nose, and oclicited a
sharp cry. Then it fell to the pavement.

The door of the shop elosed with a slam.

Hurree Singh rubbed his nose in rueful amazement. He counld

not comprehend the conduct of the young man in the least,
except upon the rupposition that he was insane. And the
yo man had looked excited and angry, but hardly insane.

** What does it mean, Vaseline 1 ”

* Blessed if T know, unless he'’s right off his giddy rocker,”
growled Hazeldene, rubbing his limbs ruefully.

Hurree Singh glanced at the box on the pavement. It had
jerked o in the fall, and the stone had rolled ouvt of it—and
the nabob gave a ery of astonishment at the sight of it,

L0 Iﬂak ! ” )

‘** What's the matter 1

“ My diamond is gone.”

“ whlt , "

** This worthlessful stone fs put in the place of it,” said
Hurree Singh, picking up the case and the stone and regarding
both in utter bewilderment.

Hazeldene gave a snort.

“Oh, 1 see; that explains. No wonder he got wild when
you offered him a marble and asked him to lend you ten peunds
on it, you utter ass.”

** But the diamond was in the case.”

* Rats ! You've made an idiotic mistake.”

* But it was in the case when I showad it you under the treea
at Greyfriars.”

* I know it was."’

‘*And I have the complete certeinfulness that I have not
opened the case since,” said Hurree Singh.

Hazeldene sniffed.

'* You must have, and forgotten about it—or else someono
has played a trick on you. My word, I gee it now 1

** What do you see, my respectuble friend ? "

‘‘ One of the biggest assea at Greyfriars,” growled Hazeldeno,
* Of course, that is what Meunier and Artois were up to when
they collared you before you came out-—they managed to
vhange the diamond for the marble somehow.””

** Sarely 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. *‘ I'm off, Inky."”

“ Do not be too hasteful, Vaseline. T can take in my watch
to the p?pping gentleman, and obtain the loanful consideration
on that.”

Hazeldene grinned.

“ I don’t suppose you'il find him in a very reasonable mood
just now, Inky. I'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 all.”

“ Come in with me."” :

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

“ Vory well. 1 am sure he will listen to reason when I give
him the con.plete explanation of the oxtremefully great error
I havo fallen into with regard to the diamond.”

And Hurree Singh re-entered the shop.

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

* 8o you’ve come back again ! " he exclaimed.

“ Yes, sahib ; I wish to make the polite end esteemed ex-
planation i

" Got out ! ™

“ But I wish to explain "

** Are you going 1"

“T beg of you to have the estoemed .patience, my worthy
popping-sahib, until I have made the respectable explanation.”

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

Hurreo Bingh saw that it was dangerous to linger, and that
there was no time for esteomed explanations just then. He
made a spring for the door.

He had thrown it open agzain, 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, sand Hurree Jamset
Ram Bingh went out flying, and landed on his hands and knees
on the pavement.

Hezeldene burst into a roar.

“ Ha, ha ! T 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.

“1 consider that popping-sahib is a rudeful end brutal
scoundrel,” he remarked. I wish my worthy chums were
here, and we would raid tho shop and give him what you English
call en elevated old time.”

* Ha, ha ! Come alonz.”

** 1 suppose there are no other popping establishments in the
village 1 * asked Hurree Singh, loth to give up his idea of raising
the wind.

** Not likely.*

* Then wo {ad better return to Greyfriars.”
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And the juniors walked rather disconsolately back to the
school. Harry Wharton met triom in the Cloze, with a rather
puzzled expression upon his fuce,

** I've been looking for you, Hurroe Singh,” he exclaimed.

“ I have been to tho esteemeod villego. What is it 17

‘" Mounier gave me Lhis to give vou,” said Harry, extending
a small packet to the nabob. * He mado no explanaticn, hut
just shoved it into my hand, and said it was for you, something
that belonged to you."”

Hurree Singh took the packet and opencd it. He suspected
what it was, and he was not mistaken. The opening of the
little packet disclosed the glittering diamond of Bhanipur, and
Harry Wharton gazed at it in amazement.

** What does that mean, Hurree Singh 1

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,

THE NINTH CHAPTER.

A Riot In the Remove,
it HARTON 1"
* Yeu, sir.”
“1I leave you in charge of the clasz for a few
minutea."”

“ Yea, sir.”

Mr. Queleh cast a rather doubtful glance for a mioment at the
Temove as he crossed to the door. A fag had just Lrougiit him
in anote. It was Monday morning, and the Remove were hard
at work in their class-room, English, French, and German, a!l
grinding away at Latin. The note evidently neressitated the
doparture of the Remove-master for a time. and he was dubious
a8 to how his unruly class would conduct itself in his absence.

* You will be quiet, boys, and continue your work, while T
am gone,” said Mr. Quelch. * T will send in a prefect in a fow
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 closad, a buzz
of voices rose in the room—English, Frencl, and (ferman we-e
mixed in a babel.

** Shut up, you fellows ! " exclaimed Harry Wharton,
licard what Mr. Quelch said.”

‘ Who vas you " demanded Fritz Hoffman. with an air
of impertial inquiry, as if he real?; wanted to know.

* I have been left in charge of the class by Mr. Quelch,”

“Pish!” exclaimed Adolphe Meunier. = Rats !
Bosh 1"

Wharton's eyes gleamed.

‘* Did you say bosh to me 1" he exelaimed.

* Oui ; Isaid bosh, and I said rats, and pish ! *' 3aid Meunier
deflantly.

** Keep quiet !

“ Bah'! %(enp quiet viz yourself ! ™

*“ Oh, shut up !’ exclaimed Bob Cherry. ** We shall all get
into a row if there's a kick-up in the class-room.”

*“That is extremefully correct,” said Hurree Singh. "1
request these foreignful rotters to shut up their talkfulness.”

* You vas un nigger, Inky."”

‘* Who eares for te Engleesh peegs 1’

** Zat is right, you Sherman rottair !

‘ Whe vas you call vun rotter, Adolphe Meunicr 2"

“* You yourself, Hoffmann ; you vas ze chief rottair, and zo
oders 2 .
** I vill poonch te nose of youn

*Shut up ! roared Harry Wharton, ** If vou two sets of
assea bogin to row now, I will wade in and knock your heads
together ! "’

** Ciel ! If you vas touch my head, I vipe ze floor viz youn ! "

“Ach! let him try to knock te head, tat is all!”  And
Fritz Hofiman, by way of showing his independenee, hegan to
whistle ** The Watch on the Rhine " in his shrillest tones.

DMeunier, not to be outdone, sgtarted whistling the * Mar-
seillaise.”

Wharton stopped his ears,

“ Will you s]:ut up ? "

“Non!"”

““ Nein 1 "

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

e Germans roared back ** Der Wacht am R'ein ™ in sten-
torian tones. 'The result was a din that could be heard over
half Qreyfriars.

** Es braust ein Ruf wie Donnerhall ! roared the German
juniors.

** Allons, enfants de la patrie ! ™ yelled hack the French hoys,

* Wio Soliwertgeklirr und Wogenprall ! "

** Le jour de gloire est arrive !

* Zum Rhein, zum Rhein, zum Deutchen Rhiein 3”

* Contre nous de la tyrannie——"’

Wer will des Btromes Hiiter sein 1

“You

Rat !
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“ 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’?"
There was & yell of approval. The juniors struck up in a
roar, and their voices drowned the fewer foreigners in a deafen-

ing din of sound.
* Rule, Britannia, Britannia, rules the waves,
Biritons never, never, never

* Aux armes, citoyons )

“ Lieb Vaterland, magst ruhig scin "

“ Rule, Britannia——"'

It is safe to say that no such terrific pandemonium had ever
listurbed a class-room at Greyfriars hefore. Harry Wharton
had given up the idea of attempting to keep order.

The whole Remove was on the warpath now, each junior
seeking to make the greatest possible amount of noise as if for
& Wagor.

There were more English lads than French and German put
together, 8o ‘‘ Rule, Britannia ! » goon drowned both the
“ Marseillaise ™ and ** Der Wacht am Rhein,” and the foreign
lads thereupon set to work stamping and beating the desks
with Tulers to drown the vocal efiorts 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 one already, I imagine,” grinned Bob Cherry.,

“ My solitary hat ! "’ exclaimed Hurree Singh. * The noise
will attract the prefects, and we shall be impositioned without
mercifulness.”

“Ha, ha! Don’t you know a Hindoo song, Hurree Singh,
just to make the thing complete ? "' said Hazeldene.

“ The idea is rippingful.” said the nabob.

And his voice at once added to the din, chanting some abgo-
lutely tuneless and incomprehensible lay of Bhanipur.

There was an anary voice at the door, ns Carberry of the
Sixth looked in. He was evidently the prefect sent by Mr.
Quelch to take charge of the unruly Remove éuring tho temporary
absence of the Form-master.

‘ §hut up, you young blackguards.”

But the Removites wore ton wildly excited by this time to
heed him. It is quite probable that had Mr. Quelch himself
come in then, he would have found it extramely difficult to restore
order in the class-room; and 8o it was not likely that the
Remove would pay much attention to Carberry, the most
un?opular prefect at Greylriars.

* Be quiet ! Do you hear 1" roared Carberry.

It was not easy to hear in the din, and certainly none of the
Removites headed. The uproar continned without abatement,
and wildly mingled snatehes of French and German and Enulish
echoed out into the corridors, and reached other class-rooms
and amazed all who heard.

* Lieb Vaterland, magst ruhig sein.”

** Feat steht und trou die Wacht, die Wacht am Rhein—""

‘“ Aux armes, citoyens,

* Formez vos bataillons

“ This was the charter, the charter of the land,

“ And guardien angels sang the strain,

** Rule Britannia '

* Will you shut up, you young demons,” shricked Carberry,
and he dashed at the Remove, smiting right and loft with
the cane he had snatched from the Form-master's desk.

Then some of the singera ceased their song, and howled. with
pain instead.

Hoffman recsived a cut across the check, 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 savagoly.

This was too much for Iiarl Lutz, who rushed gallantly to tho
aid -of his loader, and seized the prefect round the neck from
behind, and dragged him to the floor. In his excitement he

iumped dewn wpon him, and began to jam his features on the
Eard linoleum, and Carberry gasped for help.

Harry Wharton dragged the exeited Lutz off his vietim,
and the next moment was seized by Hoffinan, and they wrostled
and fought heedless of everyone else.

The chums of the Remove dashed to the rescue, and in a
twinkling English and Germans were mixed up in a wild afiray.

In a case like this, Meunier and his friends sided with the
wenker party, aud they scrambled to the aid of the Gormans,
g0 that the three parties were mingled in & general combat before
the amazed Carberry could get upon his feet.

The preicet gazod about him in bewildorment.

French, German. and English were fichting like tigers, utterly
fargetful of the fact that they were in a class-room in school
hours, and that the Form-master might return at any moment.

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 atiracted general attention, and
Mr. Quelch was returning to the Form-room with swift strides.
The Remove-master arrived in the doorway, and he stood gazing
in upon the seene in blank amazement.
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He roared out the words,

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

* Boys ! (‘Euse this unseemly riot instantly.”

But the unseemly riot showed no signs of abating.

* Carberry | How dare you allow this 1"

“ How could I help it,”" hooted Carberry, staggering to his
feet. * The young demons have knocked me about and—""

“ Gilence | You should not answer me like that ! "

“ Well, it wasn’t miy fault ! They want flogging all round——"'

“ You can go, Carberry."

* Jolly glad to,” muttered the prefect, 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 here at once.’

*“ Cortainly, sir.”

The prefoct hurried away, and Mr. Quelch gazed in upon
the riot in grim silence. His voice had been unheeded by the
rioters ; it remained to be scen whether the Head’s would
bo unheeded too.

There was a rustle of a gown in the passage, and the Head
of Greyfriars came along to the Remove.room with swift
strides.

“ My dear Mr. Quelch t——"

“ Look 1" exclaimed the Form-master, raising his finger
and pointing dramatically into the room.

The Doctor looked, and his face became like a thundercloud.

“ Bloss my soul | I can scarcely believe my eyes, Mr. Quelch !
How did this happen 1"

“1 was compelled toleave the room for a few minutes, sir,
and 'bofnre the prefect [ sent could arrive, this riot broko
out.’

“ 1t is inoredible—unparalleled ! Boys

The Doctor's voice rans through the class-room.

“ Boys | Cease this instantly ! "

There was a sudden hush.

“ The Head ! " gasped Herry Wharton.

And the dreaded word passed round the Remove:

* The Head ! ™

The fighting coased as if by magic.

The Removites, dusty and dishevelled and bruised and
battered, stood with erimaon faces, meeting the angry glare
of the Head of Greyfriars, and a terrible silence fell upon the
room.

(B

——

THE TENTH CHAPTER.

Farewell.

PIN might have been heard to full in the Remove class.
room. The head looked at the rioters, and the rioters
looked at the Head.

As Hurree Singh said sfterwards, in desoribing the
scene to some old friends, the terriblenees of the occasion was
unparallelogrammed.

“ Boys !’

His tonoe was quict now, but to the ears of the hushed Remove
it seomed like thunder echoing through the silent room.

T can scarcoly believe niy ears,” the Head continued, looking
straight at the red and dusty rebels. * 1 can scarcely beliove

my eyes. I have never beheld such a scene of unparalleled
hooliganism."
“ Tf you bleases, sir——""

“ Silence, Hoffman."

“ 8'il vous plait, Monsicur le Docteur

¢ Silenco, Meunier."”

The Doector's glance seemed to cub the rioters like a knife,

“The whole form has been concerned in this outrageous
tumult,” he said. * Every boy in tho Remove will receive a
caning after school, and will come to my study for that purpose.”

“ Certainfully, dear sir.”

“ Kyery boy will write out five hundred lines from Virgil,
and will perform this task thie noxt half-holiday, and will remain
in during all leisure hours until the task is completed.”

The Remove gasped. They had expected something severe,
but this was the sledge-hammnor coming down with o vengeance.

“ That is all,” said the Head, sternly, ** and if that does not
toach the Form discipline, we will see what severer moessures
will effoot.”

The Remove were silent.

“ Has anyono of you,” went on the Houd, “ any explanation
to give—any excuse to make for this outrageous conduet 7"

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

** If you please, sir, we didn't mean any real harm——"

Dr. Locke smiled grimly.

“You don't vonsider it harmful to riot in tho class-room,
Wharton 1"

“ Well, sir, we didn’t atop to think.”

TublS81v.




** The circumstanoes of the case were too hasty and hurryful,
sahib, and we were carrioed away by excitefulnoss 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
oame here from Boechwood.”

There was a general movement of interest.

A rumour had been spreading about Greyfriars for the past

fow days that there was to be a revival of the old school at
Beechwood, and that Herr Rosenblaum would retufn there
with the boys he had brought to Greyfriars.
) i1 have to inform you,” resumed tho 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 revived.”

** Vive Herr Rosenblaum !

‘* Hoch ! hoeh ! "

It 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 boya 1 *

** Oui, oui,” shouted Meunier.

* Ja, ja, mein Herr,” exclaimed Hoffman. *' Ve sall all re
glad as efer vas to return mit ourselves to our old school.”

“ I shall be sorryful to leave Greyfriars, but it will be pleasure-
ful to me to sec Beechwood and my old chum Redfern again,’
purred Hurree 8ingh.

** This echange will take place in a foew days,” said the Head.
*In the meantime, I hope you will try to live in peace with
one another.”

** Certainly, sir.”

" We'll do our best.™

‘* We shall excrt the extrome bestfulness of our ability,
worthy sahib.”

** Ach ! tat is goot.”

** Ve vill live in peace mit ze Shermans,” said Meunier mag-
nanimously.

* I will trust you, my boys."

And the Doctor turned and strode away with a rustle.

** Resume your places,” said Mr. Quelch, and the Removites
rat down, and the lesson was resumed ; but it is safe to say
that neither master nor pupils bestowed much attention upor?it.

After the school was dismissed, the four chums met in their
study to discuss the new development.

“T'm sorry you're going, Inky,” said Bob Cherry. “ We
ought to give a farewell foed, but it can't be did, while we're
in this state of stony brokeness.”

*“ We ought to manage it somehow,” said Harry Wharton.
*“1 could take my watch down to Solomonson’s in the
vm e__‘_li

"' Or I my diamond studs,” said Nugent.

There was a knock at the dqor.

*“ Come in,” ealled out Wharton.

It was Fritz Hoffman who entered.

The Remove chums looked rather on the alert, but the
German junior soon showed that his visit was made in a friendly
spirit.

** Dera ¥ill pe no more rows,”” he exclaimed, with & wave of his
fat hand. ** Ve vill live like te lambs in te fold till ve leave
Grey{riars 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 you losing all your bocket
money pecause 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 themn a beaming smile.

) " Ve make te supscribtion,” he said. ‘' Ve bass round te
hat."

' My hat ! ” ejaculated Boh Cherry.

** No,” said Hoffman, innocently.

' Ha, ha, ha ! "

" Vy for you laff ! Ve pass te hat round, und make sub-
scription, vat you Engleesh 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.
think of it."”

The German looked rather hurt.

**1 tink you should take it—ve proke te door, un *

** It's imnpossible.”

‘' But you vas proke——"

' Yes, I know we are.” A sudden thought flashed into Harry
Wharton’s mind, and he went on, " I'll 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 cone 1"

** Mat bleasures.”

And Fritz Hoffman grinned genially and left the study.
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"* Jolly good sort,” said Bob Cherry. “* Hallo, here’s Froggy.”

Adolphe Meunier put his head into the study.

* Vat you zink of vat ze Head say 1 he domanded. * Sall
ve all live in peace wiz ourselves till ve go pack to Beechwood.”

“ Yes, rather.”

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

" We're givin%eone ourselves— —"

** Zon ve had better make a pool of it, and malke it one bigger
feed,” said Meunier.

** Good wheeze.”

And the iden was adopted. The preparations for the fare-
well feast occupied the minds of the juniors during the next
few days, and left them no time for disputing—to say nothing
of the time taken up by the heavy impositions earned by the
row in the class-room.

The last few days which the aliens spent at Cireyfriars passed
quietly enough. There had never been any ill-freling 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 partiniy was genial on both sides : but especially affec-
tionate was the separation of Hurree Jamset Ram Singh from
the chums of the ove.

"I have enormous afflictedness of the heart to see you no
morefully,” the nabob said, his English growing more mixed in
his emotion. “ I am departfully sorry to leave the esteemed
Greyfriars and my worthy and respectable chums. I shall
always regard you rememberfully, and I shall correspondingly
write to you from Beechwood.”

And the chums of the Removo shook hands with him, and the
nabob hugged them one and all before he got into the train.
And then leaned out of the carringe window, and shook hands
with Harry Wharton again, and left a small object wrapped in
paper in lus palm.

‘' Hallo, what’s this ? "’ exclaimed Harry, in amazement.

The nabob smiled.

" A parting gift from a nsbob ™ he replied. ** De not look
at it till I 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 circuinstance.”

* We are ! "’ grinned the worthy and respectable Removites,

“ But I say——""

The train an to move, and Hurree Singh waved his hand.

“ You will keep it for my sake, Wharton, you who have been
my bestful friend.”

And the nabob’s dusky face was so earnest that Harry,
though he had not the faintest idea 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 craramed with 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 Creyfriars lads waved their caps and shouted.

** Good-bye ! Good-bye ! .

‘ Adieu !’ came ringing back from the departing train.
* Leb’wohl 1

And the Beechwood boys were gone.

The chums of the Remove turned to leave the station.
Wharton had for the moment forgotten the little package in
his hand, but Bob Cherry nalled his attention to it.

** What the dickens is it, Harry 1" he asked.

Wharton uniastened the little package.

“ My hat!” exclaimed he. * [ can’t keep this. But—I
said 1 would—I shall have to keep it now | But what on earth
am I to do with it 1

For it was the nabob’s diamond that glimmered in the palm
of his hand !
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"IN HIDING!"

THIS FIRST.
Frank Dennis and Bob Lomax, two City clerks, are thrown

GLANCE OVER
out of cmployment. Having no prospects they decide to
make the detective business tieir profeszion, and ussume
the name of “* Maxennis,"

Grip, their dog, is instrumental in getting their first elient
—a woman named Mrs, Beewer, who is being threatencd by
some man aware that his victim is coming into a legacy.

Mrs, Brewer offers Maxennis ten guineas to ¢lear the
m.tter up.

The Plunge,

1laving expoessed her willingness to part with the sum of
1on pounds ten shillings in consideration of the detectives'
cbtaiuing for lier release from the sending of the picture-
posteards, and the circumvention of those who sought her
rioney  aud  her life, Mis. Brewer departed, ﬁea\'ing
Maxennis the richer by ohc-half of the promised fee—tha
povmient in advance was the Yorkshireman's idea, and the
money had yet to be earned—a bundle of postcards, and not
tie faintest idea of how the work was to be done.

Wien the door had closed beahind the veluble lady, Dennis
leofzedd at his chum with un expression of ruefulness ia-
cipressibly conmvie.

* What the Jeresalein are we going to do?” he asked.

“Whent™

SNow- any e

“Well, at 12.30--12"s nearly that now—we're going out to
luuch with thst Yunkee chap, and afterwards we're going
i sef l!u work to ¢arn that tenner,” Lomax answered, quite
serionsly,

“ But how ¥ Dennis persisted. I don't see—""

1 «do see that if we don’t perform our contract, we're
linhle 10 be chargad with obtaining mouey by false pretences,
nod I'm a detective. not a swindler,”

“Vory likely; but, still—"

“YWhen vou come to lock at it, it isn't such a difficult ease,
ofter all,” Lomiax went on quictly. * Nothing that the two
of us can't tackls.  Either these cards aro sent as a joke, or
that old woman's slory is correct; it's our business to find
ol

e l]‘,"‘ l‘,l'

“Well, I can'’t elaborate the scheme yet—there isn’t time;
bar, briefly, our first job iz {o find out where and when
these cards are posted-—they 're all from the same place—and
ascertain who i the sender, Once we know that, it'll be all
ploin sailing,  Onge ler us know this, we'll know what to do
—whether the =ender is joking, or in real earnest, though
tUm inclined fo believe the former is correct. Come now,
Frauk, dou’t :hirk the job. I tell you we're not acting the
noat, but getting down vo siraightforward work."

“Well, I'tn with you, of course, you kuow that,” Dennis
naswored,

“That's right. and now we'll go to find Mr. Harvey J.
Baxrer.”

They did find the American, spent a pleasant couple of
laurs with him, and went back to their office to examine the
bateh of posteards,

These they found, on inspection, to have been all
despatched from the same place—a small village named
Leigh, in Essex, not very far from ihe town of SBouthend,
an | distinguished from the several other places of the same
rauwe 10 England by the affix on-Seca. When Lomax
horrowed a gazetteer, and found that the population of Leigh
}mn[her(‘d only a couple of thousand, he showed great satis-

action,

“Thi¢ sintifies matters  considerably, Frank,” he
ohaerved, 1% always casier o find out things in a little
ylaco than it is in a big one. Probably there's ouly two or
thove places in the village where pictura-posteards can be
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cblained, and anyone who buys ’em at all largely or
regularly, is sure to be remembered.”

*Just so,"”" his chum replied; “but it doesn't follow that
they wore all bought in the village just because they wera
posted there.”

“It doesn’t. Glad to hear you ialk like that, Vrank;
shows you're beginning to take some interest in the job, to
put your brains in it."”

“Thank you,” Dennis said, with mock anger. “If you
begin patronising me, I'll have to show you that a Cornwall
and Devon wrestler'd knock spots off any North-country man
that ever breathed—like I've done before,” he added.

“Rot!” This was an insinuation that nover failed to
arouse Lomax. *‘ Why, the best man you cver had would
have been buried by one of ours—thrown into the middle ot
next week.”

““Would he? I'll show you when I'm through with this
little lot.”

‘" Most of 'em, Bob, scam to go out by the evening collec-
tion,” observed Dennis, after a spell of work,”

‘8o I've found.”

“What d'you taks that to mean?”

“Either that the sonders are anxious Mrs. Brower should
reccive them first thing in the morning, or else that he
doesn't have much time to himself until evenings.”

A careful examination of the cards proved that the
claborately-worded threats which they bore were all in moro
or less of the came style of handwriting; there were some
slight caligraphic differences, but tlie general appearance
was pretty much the same. This led to another discuseion.

‘“Strikes me that the writer of these cards is someone who
khasn’t had what you'd call a tip-top education,” Lomax re-
marked. "Thia’({ about tully with what cur clicut —our
client, if you please !—* has to say about thom being sent by
the members of her family ; and if thoy're like her, I guess
thoy haven't been to any university.”

* That’s where you'ro wrony,”" his friend objected. “T
reckon they're all written by some kid; it's a regular kid's
handwriting, like c¢very youngster at school writes—letters
unformed, joinings bad, and upstrokes awfully shaky. Why,
somewhere at home you'd find copy-books I wrote when I
was a kid at school between which and these you couldn't
tell any difference in the handwriting.”

“Very likely,” Lomax said coolly. ‘Wish you'd im-
proved as you grew older. I've always said you're a duffer
with the pen.”

“Dennis grunted indignantly, and resumicd his examina-
tion.

“I'll tell you why I think you're wrong,” Lomax re-
marked, after a bit. “No kid'd ever think of putting his
meaning into such words as those used here; the style's a
ot beyond a kid. Didn’t Mrs. B.ower say something about
the parties interested getting a little boy to write them? If
so, your theory would be right as to the writer.”

* Don't remember.”

“Well, whoever it is, the fact remains that these cards
aro having a scrious effect on Mrs. Brewer's nerves.”

*Yes—either them or something else—what she keeps ir
her flask, for instance.’

“ Hallo, who's suspicious now?' And Lomax sat up.
“\Who is it who's thinking badly of persons?”

“T1 don't eare,” Doumis answered stoutly. ““The fact is,
Bob, I'm a bit suspicious of this Mrs. Brewer. What she's
fold us may be true; but I’'m sure it isn't all. My own idea
is that we'd undorstand a deal more about these cards if we
knew something more of Mrs. Brewer herself.”

“There's something in it,”” Lomax said, with slow thought-
fulness. “ ‘There is something in that, Frank. *“If there's
any myslery connected with a person, the more one knows of
him or her, the more easy it is to arrivo at a solution of the

mystery. That's logical.”
TuESBLy.
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¢ That’s the ﬂncor;,' on which Bherlock Holmes worked
pretty considerably I’ exclaimed Dennis.

‘“ Oh, Sherlock Holmes!"’

“Yes. Don’t you recollect that story in which he found
out who it was that had murdered an old sea captain by
sricking a harpoon clean through him?”

* Never read it."”

“Well, it was,”” Dennis went on, overlooking the scorn
of the great detective hero which his chum was at no pains
to hide. *“He raked up the dead man’s history, found out
what enemies he'd made when he was skipper of a whaling-
boat, and was able, by that means, to prove that the
suspected man was quite innocent, and that an altogether
different chap was the murderer.”

“Hm! Glad to hear it! Glad to knmow he was so
sensible. But the idea’s a good ome, Frank; we'll work
upon ii. Look here, suppose we begin the investigation of
this case from two quite opposite directions—one of us deal

€ n ONE
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thing more to say, you'll have 1o arrange to sce her. If she
wants to know how things are going on, tell her we're work-
ing day and night. 1 mean to, anyway."”

“ All right, old chap; don't say it like that. So shall I.
I'm taking this seriously, 1 can assure you, though I don't
mind telling vou I believe the poztcardy business to be nao-
thing more than mere bunkum. Somecone’s having a lark
with the old girl.”

“We'll see,” Lomax rejoined. *Ycu'll live here, of
course,”

“Yes, when I'm at home.” L

“ And sce here, Frank,” the Vorkshireman said impres-
sively, “1f I were you, I wouldn't say too much about what
we're doing to that American chap, if you should happen to

EVERY
TUESDAY,

with the postcards, the other one look up Mrs. Brewert”
**Right you are, old chap,” Dennis said delightedly. *If
you like, I'll take on the second part.”

** Buit me.”

** That mecans we've got to lock up our office.
do if any more clients turn up?”

' Why, there’s a letter-box inside the door, isn't there?
We'll leave word with the caretaker that if anybody calls to
see us, he's either to write out his business and drop the
letter through the door, or to call again late in the evening.
have to arrange, old man, to call
either morning or evening, in case anything happens. 1
I can’t be running up an
day—come too expensive, and we haven't any brass to
away. Once I'm there, I'll have to stop there unless
something important crops up. P
spot, can get here any time you like,”

“Yes, that'll do; and you'll let me know where a letter
or wire'll find you if I want you.”

And now I'm going to begin at
I'll dig up a Bradshaw, find out wﬁ

You'll

can't do it.
over,
chugl

“Yes, that'll be best.
onee.
to Leigh, and be off.

one another posted.

T'll wire you my address to-night..
And look hecre, Frank, we'll just send each other daily
reports of what's happened, and what’s been done, and keep
If Mrs. Brewer gets anxious or has any-

see him again.

ness.”
“All right.”
What'll we

Street Slation.

here every day, very seriously.
down from Leigh
Baxter.”
But vou're all right, on the

into Gracechurch Street.

cern.

en there's a train circumstances connected

the way, Lomax had a good
venturt, and this first trial o
which they were embatking.

What was he going to

obtain all possible particnlars of her.

He may be all right—1'm not saying he
isn’t; but—well, we don't want to tell cverybody our busi-

Robert Lomax found his train, and with the bag contain-
ing all his worldly possessions, he started for Fenchurch
Dennis accompanied him thither, and on
deal to say respecting their
f their skill as detectives on
Lomax was taking himself
His last words to his chum when they parted
on the platform, were: ‘ Put your back into it old man,
and keep your mouth shut, especially before Mr. Harvey J.

There was a curious feeling in possession of Frank Dennis
when he left the railway terminus and slowly made his way
t. He was elated, excited with thae
novelty of the situation in which he found himself, and yet
he could not shake off a sensation of nervousness and

coti=
do? Ascertain all possible
with their elient, Mra. Brewer,

And how he was

going to do this, he knew no more than he was aware of the
name of the man in the moon.

Detective work is interesting, a detective a most fascineiing
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of “THE
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= * Rotherham.
“Dear Editor—1I have
had all three numbers of
‘The Magnet’ Library, and
like the tale about flarry
Wharton, Nugent, and
Cherry very much. The
serial about ‘ Maxennis,
detective,” is  becoming
equally interesting.—Yours
truly,
“ Fraxcis B. Baexsiey.'?

“ Stanstead.
. ““Dear Sir—I notice that at iho end of every Gen there
is an intimation that you are pleased to hear from all
readers. No doubt that interesting paper is intended to
amuse boys, but I may tell you that they also delight the
girls. I am especially interested in Tom Merry & Co., and
eagerly wait for Thursday to come, I think ‘The Gather-
ing of the Clans’ and ‘ Miss Priscilla’s Mission’ exceptions
ally good tales.—Thanking you, I amn, your constant r[cm‘!u"'r,
LU

“Luton, Beds.
“ Dear Editor—I am a reader of ‘ The Magnet,” and I saw
you were anxious to know how people liked your new
paper, by a few lines on the last page. I have had influenza
since last Sunday, <pd your third issue cheered me up.
They .are exceilent tales, and they seem quite real.
picture them in my mind. If "every reader of ‘Tho
Magnet’ liked to read them as much as I do, they would
be greatly liked. 1 agree with you that Bob Cherry is a
decent sort, Nugent is all right, Wharten can be nice when
he likes. Bulstrode is a bully in his name and in_habits.
Vaseline is above a cad, and, if there is such a boy, I would
like to give him what he deserves. The other boys, whether
decent or not, I do not know, because you have not said
much about them.—I remain, yours truly,
. “H. LaTTLe.
VYaseline is not quite g0 bad now.—Ep1TOR.

“ Binstead, 1.W.,
“PDear Sir—Just a line to say how fine the school tales
aro which now appear in TreE Gex. T do hope they will
always be about ‘8t. Jim's’' and nothing else. I keep all
my old copies, and read them many times, and laugh over
the fig-pudding, etc.; they are a splendid cure for the
blues.—Yours truly, “EveLyy WINIFRED DUFFETT.”

“ Catford, S.E.

“Pear Fditor—After having read the first two numbers
of ‘ The Magnet,” I send herewith my opinion of the same,
1 have read moat boys’ books published, but I think I have
vet to read one to beat ‘The Magnet.’ I consider the tale
of Hlarry Wharton quite out of the ordinary, and containing
splendid examples for boys, especially those of Bob Cherry
and Nugent. I live in a tobacconist’s shop, and we sell
“The Magnet.” I thought that if you cared to send me any
advertising matter you may have with regard to ‘The
Magnet,” I might be able to push the sale a lot. T am sura
that when once read ‘ The Magnet’ will be always read. I
must close now by wishing you every success with ‘The
Magnet.'—1 remain, yours sincerely,
“Arturr T. SPExCER."”
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“ Fast Dulwich, S.F.
“Dear Sir—I am very
pleased with ‘The Magnet
Library,” and have read all
three numbers with great
interest.—Yours truly,
“ Harorp Box.
“Pp.4.—This may be pub-
lished.”




Another Tale

"IN HIDIKG!" by FHA

personage; no occupation than his is more exciting or
cntortaining—in a novel or magazine story. He does the
most wonderful things, and the method of his doing is sim-
plicity itself—in print. It is all so easy that one is fully
vonvinced that, given similar opportunities, placed in like
circumstances, one would do just the same, and do it just as
well. The detective hero of fiction is clever, of course; but
the person who reads of his doings doesn’t consider himsolf
a fool, either; he reckons he’d be very nearly, if not quite,
as successful himself if the things which come into the
fictional hero’s way, came into his also.

But romance and reality are two very distinet and
different propositions. What looks so easy, simple, and
ploasant when set down in print, wears an entirely different
aspect when translated into the cold hard facts of common,
everyday existence. Give the enthusiastic student of detec-
tive literature—one who has soaked himself in the ways and
doings of crime investigators, and¥s inclined to reckon him-
self ns clever as they—-give him a genuine, living problem to
solve, and he is up a tree, nonplussed, more than a little
helpless. He can’t sce the head from the tail of tho madtter;
and he hasn'l the least idea in the universe where to begin,
how to set about the unravelling. All the fine theories he
has formed, the sublime confidence he has in his own
abilities to rival Vidoeq or Sherlock Holmes are of no more
uso to him than a headache. Ie realises that he has got
hold of a vastly different job from what he had thought it to
be. Make him work, and ten to one he makes a mess of it,

The clever creator of Sherlock Holmes was once
approached in regard to a erime committed close to where ho
was living, and he set to work. And, behold, while he was mak-
ing elaborate inquiries, working out this; that, and othar
deductions, some thick-headed village constablo—a practical
man—went out and arrested the veritable culprit,

No, Lomax was not so very far out in his obstinata,
common-sense disbelief in the imaginative, and his reliance
upon the practical; it is work, sheer hard work, plus some
intelligence, plus some luck, that helps o man to solve
mysteries. And the thing, when one sots about doing that
particular sort of job, is to know—as with everything else—
just how to set about if. To follow the working of someona
clse, to trace the steps by which he did this, that, or the
other, is easy; the troubles arise when one has to take the
Initiative.

And this was precisely the side of the argumont that was
showing itsclf to Frank Dennis—how was he going to begin
what he had to do? What {o do for a beginning?

Frank got himself tied up mentally, and his wita in a
fearful tangle trying to arrive al a suitable solution of the
question. l‘lwtl'ea head began to buzz, and presently he entered
a tea-shop and ordered a cup of coffee, ““extra strong,” he
told the waitress. When he got it—it was just the same, by
the way, as any other customer would have had—ha leaned
back in his seat and tried to straighten out his 1deas.

How would Sherlock Iloimes set to work? Pooh! For
that cighth wonder of the world, sufficient of Mrs. Brower's
personalily, character, and general history would have been
revealed during the interview of the morning to enable him
to know 21l about her with-
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knew what ho was going to do. His carcer as & detective
was actually beginning.

—

The Other End of the Business.

. While his chum was puzzling his brain and sipping his
coffee, the other half of Maxennis, seated in a corner of a
third smoker, was engaged in upholding his end of an
interesting and lively conversation with a fellow-traveller.

Robert Lomax was never averse to talking to anybody,
but his warning to his partner to keep his mouth shut was
not because he was one who preached what he did not
practise, for—this conversational gift of his notwithstand-
ing—Lomax, no matter how much he might say, did keep
his mouth shut concerning himself. Some men can do this,
others can’t. Lomax would have talked all day, and his
companion would have learned as much about him as would
be comfortably put on a threepenny-bit. He would never
give himself away, and never said anything about himself,
except he saw o profitable reason for so doing.

But for that wrostling match in the office of Driver &
Worritt that had led to the severance of the chums’ connec-
tion therewith, Bob Lomax would probably have stayed
and developed into a very successful lawyer. He had all
the necessary qualities therefor.

The compartment was empty save for Lomax and his
companion, a little, dark-faced, hooky-nosed, clean-shaven
voung fellow of about his own age, with the dark eyes,
shiny dark hair, and that manner which stamps a, Hebrew
with the indelible sign of his race. He was quick, eager,
and insinuating in his manner; deferential, oasy, and flow-
ing of specch. He was respectably dressed: wore diamond
rings, scarf-pin, and a massive gold (¥) chain that, at a
distance, was impressive. It gave him an air of substance.
A square, flat leather cose was on the seat beside him. Ho
looked a commercial traveller. Ie sized Lomax up before
the irain had reached Stepney—or thought he had, which
was much the same—and before Bast Ham was rea}c’nod the
pair were talking as if they were old friends reunited after
years'-long absence.

* Pretty place, Southend!” he remarked, having ex-
hausted t.[":o weather, the train-service, and other subjects of
general interest. . X

“ Don’t know it; hope to see it soon,” Lomax replied
affably.

-** Ah, it is! Often run down thore Saturdey to Monday.
Air's fine; though the mud! Ah, it does hum! So you're
going down near there,ch?”’

“Yes; I think I won’t be very far off.”

““Where's that—Westeliff ! inquired the Jew, with whoin
diffidence was not a strong point. .

‘“ No, Leigh; that’s near Southend, isn't iv?"”

“Yes; only nbout threo miles along the cliffs.  Quiet
listle place; know it well; often go there. Do a bit of
business there, . but not much. Southend’s the place for
trade! But Leigh ain’t so bad, and, whatever people liko
to say, there’s business to be done in the little country
places just as well as there is in the towns.” )

“ Just so. Youﬂz’\'re going

out seeking  particulars.
Frank was compelled to
admit, reluctantly, that it
hadn’t been so with him-
self; obviously, he was no
Sherlock  liolmes. He'd

down on business!

“My friend” —and the

Hebrew's eyes twinkled, and
smiled

is play to me. If a man

have got to the heart of the
mystery in  ten minutes;

The Editor, * MAGNET " Library, 2, Car-

ha cunningly — “1
M was always on business; it
Co _—

don't do business nowadays
te will starve; and the man

4 ~ i o melite House, Carmelite Street, Loudon by .
hed Bare had the whole i e ey [[ ho', bunya at aines
o s : L » eh?
his fingers’ ends by now, “You're right there,”
He'i'l l{l’ll’;\\' ]\\-Em ]r\er.l the “IN HIDING.” Lomax a.lgree . “Thegc
cards and why they were isn’t much got except by
sent, and—— = TFrank sud- The College of Greyfriars has hard work.”

denly pulled himself short.
That was Lomax's work,
not his; he was to accumu-
late facls concerning Mrs.
Brewer. And the besi way
—that's what Lomax would
do—was to go to where Mys,
Rrewer lived, and, in an un.
obtrusive fashion, pump the
ersous who knew her—her
riends and acquaintances,
enemies, tradespoople, and,

above all, that lady who
lived mext door — Mrs. his Chums.
Biddlecombe,

With this resolve Frank

drank up his cold colfee,
and left the teashop. He

many attractions, but consternation
reigns among the various studies when
“ grub” begins to mysteriously vanish,
But the onc in hiding refuses to reveal
cither his person or his motive, and the
revelatior. of his identity and rcason for
Playing the stowaway will Increase
interesiin the tales of Harry and

‘“No; it's work, an' work,
an’ work—an’ then, somo
day, a man has others work-
ing for him. You was go-
ing down on business, too?"

“TI am. I think the same
as you do.”

“ And what was your busi-
ness?’ inquired the Jew,
with an insinuating smile.

“One that needs mind-
ing,”” Lomax answered.

The Jew accepted the re-
buff with a grin.

(Another long ‘nstalment of this

story again mext Tuesday. Plense

order your copy of THE MAGNET
Library in advance.)
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Harry Wharton, Cherry, and
Nugent stared, startled, intently

h d (A thrilling incident in next Tuesday’s Long, Complete Tale,
a eﬂ entitled “IN HIDING.”)
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