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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
The Revolt of the Remove,

o ILEXNCE ™
S Puzzzeze.
* Silence, I say!"

Stamp ! Thump! Bang!

Buz! Buzz! DBuzzaeezz !

Mr. Cupper. the master of the Upper Fourth at Grey-
friars, almost tore his hair.

It was the second leszon in the morning. The Fourth
Form-room at Greviriars was crowded with fellows; the
Lower Fourth, or Remove, being there as well as the Upper
Fourth. The Romove-master was awav 1ll, and Mr. Cappoer
bad charee of both Forms till his substitute arvived,  That
substitute was expected in a day or two. Meanwhile, there
was trouble.

Trouble had been growinge [or more that a woeelk.

Mr, UCnpper did not Like his extea Juties. and he did mot
lilzee the Remove—a strange want of gowd taste on his [ert,
as Bob Chervy, of the Remove, complained.

And the Remove never oid |HJIH well with the Upper
Fourth, even without beinz in the same Foim-room with
them.

No. 2189.

Copyright Iln the Unilted States of America.

A Splendid, New,
Long, Complete
School Tale, Dealing
with the Adventures
Yof Harry Wharton &
Co. at Greyfriars.
—By—

FRANK RICHARDS.

Mautters seemed to be getting to o climunx at last.

Me. Uapper hud resorted freelv to the use of the cuane to
koep the jumors in order He had been altogether tuo free
with that cane. During lirst lesson nearly half the Remove
bad been eaned, and Lhey did not like it. And they dul not
like the superior grins of the Upper Fourth. The Upper
Fourth fellows prided themselves upon thewr gentlewanly be-
haviour, i contrast to the conduct of the Remove,  Awd the
exasperalion of the Removites had been growing and grow-
ine, till all of a sudden it burst out in the fuvrm ol & con-
cerbedl © orag”

[Hlarey Wharlon, the eaptain of the Remove, hod been
caned, on a supposition that he had been talking in olass—
andd e hndn't. Dob Chierey bad relieved lits feclings on the
subjeet by o lowd =0iff, expressive of boundicsz contempt for
Fourth Forms and Fourth Form-masters, and things in
-'r_ru,-|1|-r'||1_ .1..'..!||'T1'H.|II'I'|'|. 1ol f_'hi"r'l_'lr' was called out m his turn,
aned the whole Remove burst into a loud buze of dizsapproval,

Mr. Capper was red and exeited.

He shouted ** Silence I again nud again, but silence dud
not come.  The Removiles, as they would have ox regsod ik,
wore fed up, They had hind cooush of Mr. Capper, ns Mor.
Capper had had enough of them.

August 23rd, 13
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They buzzed, and they stamped on the floor. SBome of
them buzzed thmuqh combs covered with paper, proving to
the irritated Mr, Capper that some of them, at least, had
planned the “rag™ in advance. The unfortunate Form-
mastey waved his hands, and brandished his cane, and
shouted to the recaleitrant juniors. But it was all in vain,
Bob Cherry, instéad of going out to bo ecaned, contented
himself with banging on his deek with a heavy cbony ruler.
And the juniors, excited by their own noise, entered into
the spirit of the thing, and it looked as if the rag would
develop into a riot, :

Mr. Capper was almost tearing his. hair—which would
have been a pity, for he had not very much to spare,

“Will you be eilent ! he roared.

Buzzzzzz !

Bang! Bang! Bang!

" We're fed-up !" shouted Johnny Bull.
~* We've had enough ! roared Bolsover major. * No more
hickings.”

“Hurrah! No more lickings !'" chorussed the Removites,

Mr. Capper gazed at the riotous juniors, specchless with
wrath. The Upper Fourth were sitting very primly in their
Ellﬂﬂa, uhqwinﬁewhnt wull-bchnvm! boys they could be, and

ow superior they were to mera noisy fage. Bul the Remove
were quite out of hand. And the evident dismay and help-
lessness of the Form-master encouraged them. The din was
gtuwing terrific, and it was impossible for the lesson to
proceed.

“Boys!" gasped Mr. Capper. " Boys! Bless my soul!
Boys! Hear me!”

Buzzzz! Buzzzz! Buzzzz!

Mr. Capper's voice was drowned in the roar. Then up
rose Tnmpliu of the Fourth, like Horatius of old, to throw
Wimself into the breach, as it were.

“ Shut up, you fags!” he shouted,

s Xanl”

“ Go and eat coke !

Buzzzrzzzzrzazz ! i

“8ir!"” Temple of the Fourth turned towards his Form-
master. *‘ Mr, Capper! S8ir! If you like, we'll turn these
cheeky fags out of the Form-room."”

** Just you begin I"" roared Johnny Ball,

' Pile in, and see what you'll get I'"" yelled Nugent,

Mr. Capper waved his hands helplessly.

‘' Bilence, Temple! How dare you propose such a thing!
Dear me !"

*“ Well, they won’t keep in order, sir,” said Temple,  and
we don’t like fags in our Form-room, either. TEGJ ought
to F%;P#-E. in with the Third, sir.”

[} -ﬁ- 1 L]

Buzzz ! Buzzzziz |

The whele of the Remove had joined in it now. Even Billy
Bunter was stamping on the floor with his big feet, and the

entle Alonzo Todd was banging an excrcise-book on his

esk. Bob Cherry's ruler was doing great exccution. Ile
had smashed an inkpot already, spurting ink over the fellows
near him, and had caught Vernon-8Smith a crack on the side
of the head which made Vernon-Smith give utterance to »
iendish vell,

Bang ! Bang! Bang!

“ Boys,"” shricked Mr. Capper, “if this riot does not
cease instantly, I shall cane every boy in the Remove—every
individual member of the Form ! leia is disgraceful ! It 1s
—is unheard-of! 8ilence!"

Bang! Bang! Bang! Buzzzzzz!

Mr. Capper grasped his cane, and strode towards the
rioting juniore. Some of the fellows jumped out of their
seats to avoid him—he looked dangerous. But the juniors
further back yelled definnce, and some of them hurled ink-
balle, and even exercise-books, and the Fourth Form-master
n:ggared back as they pelted on him.
~ “G-g-g-goodness gracious!” gaspad Mr, Capper. * This
is—is8 outrageous | ase this rioting inetantly, or I shall
call the Head !"
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ik Yuh Ii!

“* No more lickings !"

“ Booh 1"

Mr. Capper rushed out of the Form-room. The Remove
were quite out of hand, and he could not deal with them.
His retreat was followed by a yell of victory from the Re-
movites. They lelt their desks at once, roaring,

*“ Hurrah !

_ " You noisy fags!"” yelled Temple of the Fourth., * Wu'll
jolly well turn you out! We don’t want you in our Form-
roam. Line up, you fellows, and roll 'em out!"

The Fourth-Formers gnve a yell in response. They were
quite w }llin;.E to come to blows with their old enemies of the
Remove, Neither were the Remove unwilling.

- IHEEII: up!” shouted Harry Wharton. * Chuck them
out !"

“ Hurrah !

The departure of Mr. Capper bad removed the last
vestige of order. Fourth-Formers and Removites rushed a:
one another, determined to eject one another from the Form-
room. The Form-room belonged to the Fourth, and the
Removites were really intruders there; but that did no:
make any difference to Harry Wharton & Co. The odd:
were on their side; and they were great fighting-mes
Temple & Co. found that it was not so easy alter all to ejec:
the noiy fngs. The first person ejected was Temple himse!f
Bob Cherry grasped him round the waist, swept him off hs
feet, and fairly hurled him into the passage. Temple wen:
rolling and gasping along the floor.

After him went Dabney, and Fry, and Scott, yelling. Then
one by one the Fourth-Formers were rushed to the door by
the victorions Removites, and hurled f[orth.

The passage was strewn with gasping, furious Fourth
Formers. Bowe of them jumped vp and rushed back to the
attack, but the doorway was crammed with Removites, and
they were hurled back. The Lower Fourth cheered o
thusiastically. They had thrown out their old enemics, an:
they had the Form-room to themselves,

Bob Cherry slammed the door, and the juniors dragged
desk against it. Qutside in the passage the Fourth-Former:
yelled threats.

“Hurrnh !" yelled Nugent.
Hurrah "

Bl H‘ip'FiF !l?

“It's a giddy victory!"” chuckled Peter Todd.
for usl"

“You won't hurrah so much when the Head comes in!™
growled Vernon-Smith. !

*Oh, rats! We're fed-up with Capper!”

* Down with Capper "

“Hurrah "

_ And the excited juniors executed a war-dance of triumph
in the Form-room.

“We've done them brown

“Hurrab

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Out of the Frylng-pan into the Fire.
ARRY WHARTON, the captain of the Remove, was the
first to calm down.
He had boen carricd away by the excitement, |-
the rest, and his palins were still smarting from tb-
lutest infliction of Mr. Capper’s cane.

But he realised that the riot might—and, indeed, would—
have wery serious conseguences.

Matters had been coming to a elimax for some time. 2
new master was expected in the place of Mr., Queleh, th
Remove-master, but there had been delay in hisarrival. Whes
Mr. Capper first took charge of the Remove, he bad expectes
it to be for ouly a few days. 8o muany ?upila were, «
gourse, too much for one master, and Mr. Capper's tenipes
had suffercd.

There had been trouble several times; and now it bad come
to a head.

““My hat! Thore will be a row over this 1" said Whartes
“ Capper has gone to fetch the Iead, and the Head will b=
waxy. Mind, we shall all have to stick together, and say tha:
we're fed-up with Capper, After all, it's time we had a Fore
master of our own. If Quelchy :s too ill to come back, it's
time his substitute arvived.”

“ 1 heaid Wingate say he was coming to-merrow,” Frank
Nugent remarked.

“* Well, he's been coming every day this week,” prowled
Johnny Ball, “1'm fod up with Capper and his cane. 1've
had enough. Ile's nat ap to our weight, anyway."

* 1lallo, halle, halla! Ieve comes the 1lead '

The din jn the passage without, made by the angry Fourth-
Formers, died away. A hand turned the handle of the doos
but it dicl not open,  The desk jammed against it inside pre
vented that, That was & shaep knock on the door.

*“ Boyvs, open this door at once !

““THE EE!IH I;' PULAR. ™
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Mr, Capper,” sald the Head severely.

The Removites became silent as Dr. Locke's stern glance fell upon them.

“ An unparalleled sceme of disturbance has taken place.
do you mean by it?"

“1 have been called here by
What

(See this page.)

It wos the voice of Dr. Locke, the headmaster of Grey-
friars. The Removites exchanged glances, and then dragged
the desk awav. The door swung open, and the Head walked
in, with rustling gown, his brow very severe. Mr. Capper,
atill red and excited, followed him

The Removites became very silent as Dr. Locke's stern
glance fell upon them.

“ 1 have been called here by Mr. Capper!” said the Head
severely, ** An unparalleled scene of disturbance has taken
place. What do you mean by it?"

There was silence.

“ Dwing to the illness of vour own Form-master, My, Capper
very kindly consented to take charge of vou for a time,”" said
the Head. * Otherwise, vou would have missed the instrue-
tion for which you are sent here. You should be grateful to
Mr. Capper.”

Some of the juniors smiled. They would not have been
sorry to miss the instruction, as a matter of fact, Few of
them were keen on Latin or mathematics

“ After what has happened,” rvesumed the Head, * you
cannot expect Mr. Capper to take any further trouble with
yoil.

“ Hear, hear!” murmured a voice at the back.

The Head frowned.

“ My, Capper, therefore, declines to be troubled with you
any further, and T am not surprized at it. Dut this riot can-
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not be passed unpunished.
will take five hundred lines."

ii ﬂh !11

“You will go into your own Form-room and write ouk
these lines, instead of procceding with your lessons this morn-
ing,” said the Head. ** A prefeot will be placed in the room
to keep order, and in case of disturbance he will summon me.
I trust you will have too much good sense to add to the dis-
gracefulness of your conduet. Your new master, Mr. Knut
arrives to-day, I hope. Now go into your Form-room—an
keep order."

“* Yes, sir,” said Harry Whavton,

“You will all apologise to Mr. Capper before you go."

The Removites “l.‘?itﬂhﬂl.

But they were so glad to get away from Mr. Capper that
they felt thev could make some concession; and, besides, it
was impossible to disobey the Head. And Harry Wharton &
Co. felt, too, that perhaps the fault wasn't all on Mr. Capper's
gide. That much-worried master had had plenty to do with
two Forms on his hands—and one of them so unruly a Form
as the Greylriars Remove.

“ We're sorry, sir!"” said Wharton gracefully.

" Yeos, sir, sorey all round.” said Bob Cherry.

“The sorrowfuiness is terrific, honoured sahib!" murmured
Hurree Jamset Ram 8ingh,

“Very well,” said Mr. Capper, who folt almost forgiving
now that he was to be rid of the Remove. * I pardon you ™

Every member of the Remove

A Splendid Complcte Tale of Ha
Wharton & Co. Order Early.
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And the Remove filed out of the Form-room, under the
Head's eye. In the passage, Temple & Co., of the Fourth,
reeted them with glares and shaking fists, to which the
movites responded with sniffs and grimaces of great scorn.
But as the Head looked out into the passage those demonstra-
tions of mutual regard died away.

*“ Well, here we are again "™ cjueulated Bob Cherry, as the
Removites marched into their own Form-room. ** Glad to ba
back—and I'd just as soon do lines, as lessons with
Capper !

‘“ Bamo here,” grinned Nugent. * But I wonder what pre-
fect is going to put 1 charge.

1 hope it will be old
Wingato or Courtney.”

“ 1f it's Loder, there'll boe meore trouble,” snid Johnny Bull.

That suggestion was suflicient to make the Removites grave
agnin. Loder, of the Sixth, their old encmy, was a prefect,
and it was quite possiblo that he would be sent into the Form-
room to keep order. And il he came there with authority,
they knew Gerald Loder well enongh to know that he would
take that opportunity of paying off old scorcs.

Tho juniors sat down to their desks with their beoks, nnd
w.n.ilm‘:i Some minutes clupsed before their new guardian
arrived.

“1 hope it won't be Loder!" sighed Tom Brown. “II
there's any more trouble, after what's happened, the Tlcad
will put it down to us—not ta Loder. Ile woen't be ablo to
sco that the Remove is always in the right, and—and—"'

:: .E.Ind :‘Fﬂrfbl.::t:]f clse in the wrong ! grinned Bulstrode.

a, ha, ha!

“ Wo shall have to be jolly eareful,” said Harry Wharton.
* Loder will take it out of us if he can—if it's Loder. Let
him rip and take no noticc—that’s my advice.” W

“1 say, you fellows, yon can leave Loder to me, if it's
Loder ! said Billy Bunter, blinking round through his big
wpectacles,

“ Oh, rats!" zaid Bob Cherry.

“ You know what a jolly good ventriloquist I am. T'll
make him sit up——"'

“ Bhush !

The Form-room door opened, and a big Sixth-Former came
in—evidently the prefect who was to take charge of the
recalcitrant Remove for the remainder of the mormming. The
Removites exchanged hopeless glances, It was Loder!

Loder was smibng. Mot of the prefects would have

runibled—to themselves, if not audibly—at being taken away
rom their work to be given charge of troublesome juniors.
Not so Gerald Loder! Loder wasn't fond of work, anyway ;
and Loder saw an opportunity hero of settling old grudges
that had been in his mind all the term. The look on Loder’s
face was quite enough to warn the juniors of what they had
to expect, if they zave the bully of the Sixth the slightest
openinge. _

The Head lovked in from the doorway, the frown still upon
his brow.

“ 1 shall expoet the strictest ovder to be kept here,” he
gaich. ** If there is-~anv disturbance whatever, the offenders
will be severely punished. Loder, in case you should find the
juniors troublesome, come to me immediately, and I will deal
with them."

* Yes, sir; corfainly I said Loder.

The Head tuvned awav. Loder warted till he was gone, and
Lhcn hoe turned to the Removites with an unplensant look on

is face.

“T hear you've been making things warm for old Capper,”
he said. ** Old Capper might like to I;:“t up with it ; I sha'n't,
I warn yo! If tﬁnru's any trouble here, you will hesr from
me ! Understand that ¥ .

There was no reply.  The Removites losked grimly at
Loder, and did not speak. The prefect frowned. Perhaps he
bad hoped for an impertinent answer, ‘

“ You hear me, Wharton 1" the Sixth-Former exclaimed.

**1 hear vou, Loder,” said Harry.

“ Well, what have you to say?"”

i Nﬂthiﬂg." N { \

“ You are to write out lines from Virgil all the morning,”
gaid Loder, * 1f you won't work, you can do lines. T hopo
you like the change. It secms like out of the [rying-pan into
the fre, te mv mind. Now, wire in—and not 4 word! I
don’t allow tn!i;in " .

The Removites Emhed at Loder with expressions that would
have witheved him up on the spot, if expressions could wither.
Unfortunately, they couldn’t; and Loder =at down at the
master’s desk, and took a novel out of hiz pocket to read.
Loder was quite willing to pass the worning there, rveading
trash instead of working., and warying the monotony by
occasionally bullying tha jumiors. But the Remove realised—
rather late in the ﬂzn,v:—t 1t they had, in Loder's words, got
out of the frying-pan into the fire, _

They had eschped from My, Cupper. to fall into the hands
of Loder—and the change was very much for the worse,

Tue Macxer Lisrary.—No. 209,
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THE THIRD CHAPTER,.
Loder Hears Volces,

CRATCH, scratch, scratch!
S Pens were very busy in the Remove Form-room.
The jumors wearily wrote line after line, and as the
lines grow into scores, and the scores into hundreds, they
realised that Tessons would have been much more agreeable,
To write out hundreds of lines in a language they only Ll
understood, and that most of them tii(? not care to under-
stand, was a heavy infliction. Mathematics, French, anything
would have been a relief from that weary and grindmg task.

There were o few who did not mind, Marg Linloy and
Penfold, the two scholurship boys, were not sorry to grind on
through the * Tneid ™ in that way. Harry Wharton, too,
who had a taste for Viegil, wrote on contentedly. But the rest
groancd voder their breath, and yawned, and grumbled, as the
time passed on,

Lmil':r had one eve on his book, and the other on the
Remove, e was wuiting for the restlessncss of the juniors
to show itself in a way that would give him an excuse for
coming down heavwy.

“ Yaw-aw-owwww I"

A long, loud yawn, uttered involuntarily by Billy Bunter,
sounded thrmlgﬁ the silence of the Formeroom. It was a
warm summer's day, anud the silence and the Latin and the
warmth combined made Bunter sleepy. Some of the juniors
giggled, Loder rose to his feet.

“ Was that you yawning, Bunter?"" he asked. y

“ Oh, no, Loder!" said Billy Bunter promptly. “ Not at
all, Loder. I hope you don't think I wonld yawn in class,
Loder "

“ 1 heard you,” said Loder.

¢ [—I—1 thiuk you're mistaken. Loder. P-p-perhaps you'rs
getting deaf?” suggested Billy Bunter hopefully. * T cer-
tainly didn't yawn, did I, Fish?" asked Bunter, appenling to
the junior who sat next te him. )

“1 guess you did,” said Fisher T. Fish, the American
junior.

“ Oh, really, Fish ot

Loder picked up a pointer, and ﬁl‘?ﬂ Bunter a rap over the
knuckles. The fat junior gave a loud h'pwl of anguish.

"gnr:m%n ﬂ{n,at will keep vou awake?” Loder suggested.

“Ow! Ow!"™

Loder grinned. and went back to his desk. Billy Bunter
rubbed his knockles in anguish, and east looks of [erocits
at Loder through his big gl He did not yawn agew
I'he juniors ground on wearily at the endless lines. Neves
had “the adventures and misadventures of the ™ piovs
Acneas” bored them so fearfully. Their feclings towurds
Virgil wore almost homicidnl, Loder looked up nrnm as Bob
Chervy shifted his feet restlessly.  Bob never could keep stil

for Intlg:. -
“Can’t yon keep quiet, Cherry "
“Yos, tf:nnk vou, r."" suid Bob meekly,

“ Do vou want a rap with this peointer?”

* No, thank you, Loder, please!™ .

Loder frowned ns the Removitos grinned. Dob Cherry's
exaggoerated moekness was intended to be funny, and Loder
did not like it. He picked up the pointer sgaimn, and came
over towards Bob Cherry.

Bob's cyes gleamed, and he picked up a ruler in a careless
sort of way, Loder pnused. It was so ovident that Bob dii
not mean to be rapped without retuliuting that he hed to

Lse,
m&ny amount of caning for Bob afterwards would. not help
Loder mnch if he recetved s erack from that heavy ruler.

“T shall send you in to the Head, Chercy, M you make
another sound !

“Thauk vou, Laoder!™

“Youn nre yawning aguain. Bunter!” rapped out Loder
turning bis ill-temper upon s loss formidable victim,

“I—I1—1 wasu't!" gusped Bunter. “Was I Fishy™

“1 guess not, this time.” said Fisher ', Fish, * Nope!”

“Don't contradict me, Fish ™" said Loder,

“T guess— Yarcooh!"

Fisher T. Fish sueked his kuuckles rocfully, and glared

Loder. At the same moment there cnme a vowe firom the
doorway. ‘The door was lalf-open, an account of the heat of
the duy,

*Loder, how dare you ill-ireat the juniors!

Loder started, and swung raumd, 1t was the Head's volee
or, at all events, it soded exactly like it.

“I—=I—"" stuttered Tuodler. 1

Thon he paused. ITe had expected to sec Dr. Locke look
ing in; but Dr. Taocke was nol visible,

Loder bit his lip hard. e snpposed that the ITead b
glaneed in in passing, and gone on irix way,

Loclor went to the door and closed it, nnd then came Lo
The juniors were geinning; they kurw
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vefy well that the sudden voice had proceeded from the Grey-
friare ventriloquist, though Loder did not know it. .

“ Whurton," snapped r, * what are you laughing at?

Wharton looked serious pt once

T iy Lot

n't tell lies! saw vou ! 3

“1I'm not telling lies, Loder. We're not all tarred with
the same brush, gbu know; you shouldn't judge others by
ronrsell,” said “?hll'tﬂ-l‘l nﬂuﬁ;}, “1 waa amihng, perhaps,

ut 1 wasn't laughing. And if you want to know what T was
smiling at, it was you, lLoder!" =

Loder set his teeth. This was defiance with a vengeance,

“Very well! Yon will take a note from me to the Head!
1 shall” report to him that you are unruly and imperti
nent—" r

“Then you can take the note yourself!" said Harry.

¥ %‘itl you refuse to obey me, Wharton!”

“Yes'

There was & buzz [rom the Remove. The troubls that they
had all anticipated was coming at last. Peter Todd nudged
Bunter, as o hint for the ventriloquist to begin again. Bunter
was quite willing,

** Loder !

Loder writted lis toeth rs he stored towards the door. It
was the voice of the Hend agnin. .

“The old dulfer " muttered Loder savagely * What does
he mean by talking to me throngh the door?  Why can’t he
come in! {'ﬂﬂ. sir 1" he ealled out. -

“ Follow me to the Sixth-Form room at once!

“Yoes, sir."” ) e

The Head was taking the Bixth that morning. as the jumors
knew. Loder hesitated o moment or two, easting a savago
look at tha Remove. Finally he started for the door. .,

“ Don't lot there be any row here while 1'm gone, or you'll
hear from me!" he suid, in n tone of menace.

He left the Form room, ond there was o chuckle from the
Removites.  Loder looked up and down the passage, surprised
to lind that the Heod was not in sight. However, he made
hix= way to the Sixth-Form room, where Dr. Locke was deep
in Sophocles with the Sixth. The Hewd was so deeply
engaged that he did not notice Loder enter. The prefect
co Eﬁd to draw his attention, and Dr. Locke looked round.

“Well, Loder,” he said, * what is it? No trouble with the
Remove, 1 hopet"'

Loder looked astounded.

“T've come, sir,” he said,

“ Whaut 1"

“1've come!” said the puzzled prefect. .

“ Yes, 1 can see that you have come, Loder,” said the Hoad
tartly. ** Have you anything to say to me? 1 am busy, as
you cun sce !

* But vou—you told me to come, sirl" stuttered Loder.

“1 told you to come and tell ms if you had trouble with

the Remove,” said the Head, **Is that what you have come
Ior?'

“ Didn't you tell me to follow you here, sir?"

“What! Whent"

“ About three minutes ago, =ir.,”" gasped Loder.
The Head looked st him very hard, .
I have been in this

“1 do wot wnderstand you, Leder.

room for the lust hour, ow could 1T possibly have spoken

to you three minotes ago? Is it passible that you are perpe-

trating an sbsurd joke upon your headmuoster, Loder?”
lnﬂr almost staggered. >

*1—I—1 heard you!" he L. “You—you called into
the Remove-room to me to follow you here, sir "

“1 did notlang of the kind, Loder, and 1 fail to understand
you!" said the Head ieily. **Go back to your duties, and
don’t be foolish!™

Loder, with a very red faee, guitted the senior-room. He
was puzzied and enraged, and in a towering temper by the
time he re-entered the Remove-room.  T'he Removites were
all in their places, as orderly as could be desired. They
looked at with smiling faces, ond thut was all.

“u?'ﬂu young scoundrels=—" began Loder, through his set
teeth,

“Loder!"

TLaoder simply jumped towards the door ns he heard the
Head's voice agnin.

“ Yos, sir!” ho gasned.

“Lio back to your place in the Sixth!
toke charge of the l}:lﬂiurul"

Laoder stared blankly ot the balf-open doorway., The voice
sounded as if the Hepd were calling from some distance down
the passage. Lodor was in such n stute of amazement that
b bardly know what to do. 1t was impossible to suspeot thoe
roveremi Hond of Groyfriars of being intoxicated, or of play-
ing jokes: but really—

woder looked at the Removitos,
owls now,

“Did yon henr that?™ he asked.

1 hoard 3t, Loder,” said Nugent moekly,

“What can the old idiot mean®" muttered Foder,

“What old ikhiot?" asked Nugent.

You are not [t to

They were all as solemn as

T.oder ginred at him, and sivode out of the Form-room. Hae
T Magxer LI!MH“JE,—-NH. 289.
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sim stumped slong the passage, and opened the door of
thﬂplsvixthvb*mi room ogai. 'Eho Head bad plunged into
Sophocles once more, but he when Loder came in and
siut down in his place with the Sixth-Formers.

** Loder, what does this mean " :

“T've come back to the Form, siv, as you told me,”" sid
Lader sullenly,

“As I told you?"’

i YEE, sir.”

“What doos this mean, Loder? 1 told you nothing'
exclaimeod the Head.  ** Loder, 1 suppose this means thut vou
do not wish to be pluced in eharge of the Bemove, If that
15 the case, you should say so directly, and not resort, sie. to
this muserable subterfuge! 1 am very much displeased with
you, Loder!"

* But, sir—"'

“That will do! Wingate. may T ask you to take charge of
the Remove for the remamder of the morning ™

“* Certuinly, sir!" suid the captuin of Geeyfriars, rising.

“B-b-but, sir—-"" stsinmered Loder.

“That will do, Toder. | do not desire to henr anything
from you,” snid the Mead. * P'ray be silent ™

And Loder was silent. grinding his teeth. He began to
realise thut some trick wust have been plaved uwpon him,
though he could not guess how, Wingato left the Formroom,
urdd Lawder had the plessure of woerking instead of bullying
ihe Removites—a chonge much for the worse in his cstuna-
tion,

The Romove grinned when Wingate come in. They guessed

what had happened, and they were glid of the chunge, They
could get on with ol Wingate.
“"You going to look after us, Wingate!" asked Bols

Chorry.

“Yes," saul the Greyfriars captain grimly; “and 1've got
a cricket-stump here."”

i, ha, hat"

“We're going to be as good as gold, Wingate," said
Nugent. " We can get on with you!”

Wingate grinned,

“You'd better,” he said.

And the Remove did.  There was no more trouble in the
Remove-room that morning.

W e e

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Jam-Tarts for Bunter!

“q SAY, vou lellows, T know all about it!"

Billy Bunter made that remark as he came into the
school tuck-shop. Harry Wharton & Co. were there,
refreshing themsolves with ginger-boer after morning

lessons. For once, Billy Bunter was not greeted with the
usual reply of “ Shut up, Bunter!" Juniors were
grateful to the Owl of the Remove for relieving them of
Lierald Iﬁdur.

* Another ginger-pop, Mrs. Mimble, please,” said Harr
Wharton. ** Are :'mmiraly, Bunter ?" - J

“What-ho " said Buntor, “and hungry too !

“ Good-—then you'll enjoy your dinner,” said Wharton.
“ Here's your gingep-beer,"

“1 could do with a enack now,” gaid Bunter, “1T tell you
what, Wharton. I'm cxpecting a postal order this after-
noon——

“Go hon "

“And if you like to lond me a few bob—"'

“1 don't!" said Wharton checrfully, *Is it the postal
order vou were ox last term, or the one veun were
expecting the term before !

““Ha, ha, ha 1"

“Ahem! This is a—oa—a diffcrent postal order alto-
gether," said DBunter. “1t's from a litlﬂs friend of mine.
I say, those are ripping jam-tarts, ain't thev? 1 suppose I
can have somie, Mrs, Mimble, and scitle when my postal
ordey eomes ?"'

“ You owe me thirtoen shillings now,” said Mrs. Mimible,

“Good. Mako it an even fourteen bob——"

““1 shall do nothing of the sort, Master Bunier."

Bunter emiTed.

“Women don't understand business,” he growled. ** Thes're
asking for votes, and they don't understand the first princi-
ples of business., Every big businces is built up an a system
ol eredit. That's the only geood system. Now, Mis
Mimble-—"

“ Nonzonse, Mnastor Buonter” Evidently Mrs. Mimble
did not want ta boikd up a big business on those lincs.

Johony Bol Jaul down a ahilling.

“go it, Bunter,” he suid. *“* You deserve it for focling
Laoder this morning. Pile in."”

eRmmscmm T sty
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“Tharnk syou, Bull, Of course, I ghall return the to youu
ont of my postal order.”

“ When it comes ! asked Johnny Ball.

“Yea, when it comes, of course.” .

“ It won't be any use then,! said Johnny, with a shake
of the head. 1 shall be getting my cld age pension by
that time."

““Ha, ha, ha!"

DBanter suilfed, and buried his fat face in a iart.
his mouth full, he blinked at the grinning juniors.

“1 know about it now," he said. 1 know all about the
new master. I happened to hear Capper talking to old
Praut.™

" Where did yvou happen to be?"" asked Nugent. ** Belhind
the dour, or at the keyhole §7

“OUb, really, Nugent ! I—I happened to be passing Capper's
window, and it was open, and as [ huﬂpﬂnfd to stop there,
lo—to admire the scenery, I couldn’t help hearing the two
EM jossers talking. The new master's name is utt, you

NOW- 4

“The Head told us that this morning."”

“He's a Master of Arts, and a tutor,” suid Dunter, staiting
on a seccond tart, * He's tutor to a lord—a giddy
nobloman named Lord Charles Lovelace—younger son cf a
riddy marguis. Old Capper has heard about him {rom peoplo
at Uxford, and he says he was called Champagne Charley—a
regular dog, you know. Knutt 1s lus tutor and bear-leader.
Lord Charles is going on a holiday, and his tutor 1s coming
here to take Quelch:l{'l place while he's away, see! Knutt
18 a young man, no older than Lord Charles, but knows every-
thing—some sort of a heut]:f swot, 1 suppose.
make me swot, I know that!

And Dunter put his teeth into a third tart,

““Did you happen to hear when he's coming " asked Tom

FOW.

“Yes, he's coming this alternoon,'” said Dunter. * Capper
has heard of him, but has never met him, and he's anxious
to meet him, to compare notes with him about some blessed
classic or other—Knutt 18 supposed to be dead nuts on
Aschylus—one of those old Roman johnnies—""

“ (¢ Greeck ! grinned Wharton.

" Well, some classic rot,"” said Bunter.
I don't care twopence,

With

He won't

‘““Roman or Greek,
Nice prospect for us, ain't it—a
beastly swet coming here,  Lucky we don't have to take
Greck. He'll want to keep us grinding. Makes a fellow
almost wish old Quelch would get well and come back, don't
it ¥

“ Well, if he’s only a young man, we shall be able to handla
him,"” remarked Bolsover major; * might give him a jolly
E:::ld rﬁgging to begin with, to show him who's who,

“ And what's what !" said Vernon-Smith.

“1 say, I heard a lot more about Lord Charles,” went on
Bunter. ‘' He's a giddy kipper, you know, and head over
cars in debt. His father makes him keep on with Knutt,
}hﬁu ghdhe"n over age—Knutt tries hard to Ee-:p him in order.

eard—"

** Oh, blow what you heard,” eaid Harry Wharton. * You
must have stayed o long time outside Capper’'s window
admiring the scenory, to have heard all that.”

“Did you say some more tarts, Bull!” asked Dunter, the
last of Ius supply having vanished.

““ No, I dida't,” said Johnny Bull, promptly.

“ Did you, Nugent 1"

“ No fear |

“ 1 suppose it was you, Inky—"

E'H Tl;hﬂ no-fearfulness is terrifie,” esaid Hurree Jamsct Ram
mgh.

"“Well, T could do with some more,”” said Bunter, *and
another ginger-pop. 1 mii you know, I'll settle it all out cf
my postal order. I say, Mrs, Mimble—"'

“¥You owe me thirteen shillinga, Master Bunter.”

“Put it down to me, Mrs. Mimble,"” said Nugent's voice.

“¥Yes, Master Nugent,” said Mrs. Mimble, pushing the
tarts across to Bunter, who started on them at once.

Nugent, who was looking out of the doorway, swung round.

“Eh! what's that!”’ he exclaimed. “Did you epeak to
m¢, Mrs. Mimble 7"

“Yes, Master Nugent ; you said—"

“1 dudn’t say anything.”

* But—but you paid—""

*Didn’t you order the tarts for Bunter?"' asked Wharton.
“Why, I heard you."”

“No, I didn't """ roared Nugent. * Bunter, you fat fraud,
3'it-u can keep your ventriloquism for Loder! Let those tarts
A lnne.,

Billy Bunter caught up the plate of tarts and made a rush
for the door,

Nugent made a rush for Bunler.
Tie Macyer Lisrary.—No. 289,
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Dilly Dunter reache] the door, and Nugent reached Bunter
nt the ssme moment,  Nugeut's boot was planted behind
unter aa if he were kicking for goal, and the Owl of the
Hemove went flying through the doorway.

“Yarooooh "

Crash !

The plate smashed on the gronnd, and the tarts were strewn
there, and DBilly Dunter rolled in the tarts, and sat up,
gosping and jammy.

“Ow! ow! Beast! Yah!

“Ha, hu, hn!"

“Ow! I"'m hurt!

** Ha, ha, hal”’

"““Well, you can have the tarts now,” grinned Nugent.
“1'll pay for 'em.”

Hilly Bunter scrambled up, with jam sticking to his fat
face and his clothes and his hair. He rubbed it furiously off
his spectacles, and glared at Nugent.

*You—you silly idiot—""

““Ha, ha, ha!"’

“You kicked mo !" roared Dunter, Etﬂmping\‘intn the tuck-
i

Ty

I'm gticky! Ow!"”

shop, and brandishing two fat fists before Nugent. * Do
f'r.:m hear! I can take a joke with anybody, but I don't allow
iberties. Do you understand that? ou kicked me on
plrpose.”’

" Ha, ha, ha!l™

“1f 1t was a joke, I don't mind looking over it, and 11l
have some more tarts,”" said Billy Bupter.

" Not for me,” grmned Nugent. * You can have anolher
kick, if you like."

" You—you rotter! If you kicked me on purpose, I'll wipe
up the floor with you,” roared Buynter, ehaking both fists at
Nugent, “ I'll jolly well show you that you can't kick me!
What would you do if I kicked you 1"

" 1'd sling you out on vour neck.”

“Ahem! Well, I'll let vou off if you stand me six tarts—
twopenny ones, mind."

"' No fear.”

“ Well, penny ones,’

""Not one |

“Well, I—I'll let you off, anyway,” said Bunter. “ 1 ehould

pretty mearly kill you if I started, and I don't want to do
that.  You're safe.”

And Bunter rolled away—leaving Nugent safe |

said Bunter magnamimously.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Lord Charles Has an Ideal

o UTTY, dear boy—"
 Well 17
" Iva got it

Mr. Knutt smiled.

The two men were in the waiting-room at Courtfield Bia.
tion, the junction where trains were changed for Friardale,
which was the stution for Greyiviurs. The tyo young men
were about the same age, and much the same build; but very
dissimilar in other respects.

Mr. Knutt was thoughful-looking, with early woinkles in
his brow, and a complexion sickhed o'er with the pale ca-t
of thought.

Lord Charles Lovelace was handsome, healthy, and gav,
with a merry gleam always in his eyes, and his boyish counte-
nance almost incessantly lighted up with a emile.

Ho looked a careless, thoughtless, happy-go-lucky young
man, as indeed he was—and the serwes of * wmuckers ' that
liadl distinguished hig carcer, had not had the effect of
diminishing his good spirits in the ali%htmt degree,

He had distinguished himeelf at college by his high spiits
and enjoyment of life, but had utterly failed to distinguish
himself in any other way.

And he had distinguished himself since by piling up an
acceumulation of debts and difficulties which would have turnced
any other man's hair grey, but which had had no effect what-
ever upon the enrling brown locks of Lord Charles.

Mr. Knutt's glance was very alfectionate as it rested upon
hiz companion. He was guide, philosopher, and friend to the
rockless voung scapegrace, but as a matter of fact he was
meoro under Lovelace's influence than Lovelace was under his.

A leather trunk lay near Mr. Knult's feet, as he sat wiih
a copy of Aschylus m his hand, resting on his knee. Lard
Charlea had a cigar between lis fingers, which was more n
his line than the Greek tragedian. _

Mr. Knutt was on his way to Greyfriars, where he was to
act as temporary master in the placo of Mr. Quelch, the
master of the Remove. He was waiting for the local train
to Friardale,

“I've got it!" Lord Charles repealed. :

“ And what is it, now that you've got it?" acked Mr,
Knutt.
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Bob's example, " What on earth's the game ? "' exclaimed Wingate, ‘* is that a new variety of here-we-go-gather-

| Bob Cherry fell into the prefect’s siride, Imitating it as he followed him, and the rest of the juniors followed ’

| Ing-nuts-and-may, Loder ?""" (See Chap. 10,

. - e A L e e

“The idea."
“Well?" Mr. knutt consulted his watch.
here in ten mainutes,”

“¥Yes; that's why I've left it to tell you now," said Lord
““There won't be time for you to argue

Charles cheerfully.
about it.”

** About what "'
““ My scheme,
you yet.
to & school—Greyminster or somelthing—
“Greylriars.'”

“¥Yes, that's it.

L]

I knew it was Grey-something.

creditors.”
Mr. Knutt lnughed.
“1 don't see what else vou can do,” he remarked.

“Lxactly. Dut they won't be dodged. Do yvou know how

much money I owe ¥
“1 don't believe you know yourself.”

“ Well, T could work it ocut within a thou. or so" said
“1It's the mterest on loans piling

Lord Charles tnnocent]y.
up that puts me oat. [t goes up so guick
Nutty, ] ean’t go on thut holiday.”
“ But——"'
“They're alter me,"
got out of England.
comes round-—and the pater won't.
Tue Magxer Lisnary.—No. 289,
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But the fact

gaid Lord Charles ecalinly

“The train is

I thought of it days ago, but I haven't told
Now, I'm going on a holiday, and you're going

: _ 1 You're
gomng to act as a Form-master, and I'm going to dodge my

: “I can't
I'm quite done in unless the pater
There are threy separate

“THE SCHOOLBOY SHOPKEEPERS!”

persons who can arrest me any minute they like—if they can
find me. There are thirty or forty persons who will run me
down with bills wherever 1 go. 1 sha'n't be able to get
credit anywhere, and 1 couldn't even pay my hotel bill. I
have s conscientious objection to swindling hotelkeepers—I
mean, that's one thing I haven't done vyet. Nutty, old
fﬂllnﬁ', I've got to go into hiding till the pater comes round.”

“ But 3

““It's the unly way. And as soon as I'd thought it over, it
came into my mind at once where I was to iidﬂ. What
about Greyminster "

“Greviriars "

“Yes; I mean Greyviriars. Eh?"

Mr. Knoutt stared at his volatile companion in consterna.
tion.

* You—you—ryou think of going to Greyfriars?" he gasped.

Lord Charles nodded.

" Exactly. Bafest place. That's why I insisted on comin®
as far as Courthield with you to see you off, Nutty. Lefr it
too late for you to raise objections, See!?”

“ DBut-—but 1t can’t be done!” said Mr. Knutt, in amaze-
ment and dismay., “['d do anything I could, vou know
that; but 1I'm not entitled to tuke anybody to the school with
mie.  And it would soon be known that Lord Churles Love-
lace was there."

“1'm not going with you."

“Eh?"

15,

A dplendid Complate Tale of Harry
Whartion & Co, Ordsr Early.



° THE BEST 30 LIBRARY 3w~

“Tim gownig instcad of vou ™

** W hot!’
“ That's the idea!” explained Lord Charles, lighting a
frish cigar. “You're going on the holiday—you've no

crvdditors to run you down—amd 1'm going to Greymuinster —
1 mean, Greyvirviars- as a4 Form-mastor., See ("

No, I don’t see ! shouted Mr., Knutt. ' Dr. Locke lis
eigaved a Mr, Koutt as Form-master, and what do you
think ha weuld say f a Lord Charlee Lovelaee caie
mstead 27

“ Lord Charles Lovelace won't, Lord Charles Loveloze i3
puige to borrow your bag and your nanwe.”

"“"\Whe-a-a-al i

* Nobordy there knows oither of us,” chuckled Lord Charles,
“When L turn up as Natty, they won't have a suspich.
Savey

" Why, you—you—you

“It's only for a week or two, anyway. The pater must
cote round, or else T <hall have to go ranching in Canada.
Meatime, I've got to hidde.  There are all sorts of things
vt aeainst me. I don’t half understand em—legal things,
v know. 'm booked to appear at threeo or four law-
conrtz, and 'in not going to appear. I ecouldn’t stand it,
Al besules, T shonld turn up late, and that would be con-
tompd of Conrt, There will be babbies looking for me soon,
wnhos< the pater cowes round in time,  Meanwhile T shall
o qpuite safe teacking the youne idea how to shoot. What
b v Ak U

1 =T thauk it*s thie naddest wdea that even you exee Ling 27
eosiin] Me, Koeatt, 0 In's out of the question.  It's impes-
bl Yo ean't teach, for one thing.™

Wl v learned, so I ought 1o be alle to teacl. |
e v boliove e this blvssed eramining, either, ] shiil Cive
v hove i casy time. "

A ot could ot Lielp amiline,

“They weathl eertainly an- an easy time, with you for
their Formemaster,” he said.  * Bt it s impossaible.”

S stadf, vou know ! I eould do it on tav head !

 Form-mgstors don't smoke cigurs all dey, for ene thing !
shouated Me, konutt.

Tz s my last cigar,” sald Lord Charles ruelolly, * atul
I «ha'n’t oy any more,. Can't! Stony !

“Fari-ma=t ors have to teach——"'

AWl T can teach., T remember some of the thengs 1
vttt Fton, said Lord Charles defiantly, ** Hie, haec,
IH | -

“ i, hane, hoe wan't be quite suflicient.”

AT v yrineque cinnio M osand Lord l.‘h:trlc'ﬂ. ‘.\it]} i | gr{'ut
it al efert,

“ Yot vou #ss!" said Mre. Knutt
veulrself away at once !

**Not a bit of it. 1 ¢hall have your reputation for learn-
ing to back me up. The other masters will be a bit nervous
of o man who has your reputation.’

A how much reputation will you leave me?’
Mr. Kuutt.

“Pooh! T ehall pluy the part rippingly ! You know how
I used to be distinguishied in the amateur theatricals. It's
only like a part in a play,” said Lord Charles. "1 shall
come through it with flying eolours.™

“ It can't be done! It can’t! I must go—"

** Then we shall go as rival claimants, for I'm geing, any-
wayv. And I shall denounce you as the spoof Tichborne
sani.] Lord Charles,

Me, Koutt stared at him aghast,

“You ecen't de it !" he sand feebly.

“Wait and see ! chuckled Lord Charles. ' Halla!
There's the train! Come on! Porter, put my trunk in the
irain for Friardale!™

“ Yessir M

“ M-y trunk, von mean!” murmuored Mre Knutt, as
the porter earrivd the trunk out of the waiting-room.

“ My trunk ! sand Lord Charles firmly.  “ I'm elaimin’
that trunk, and there will be a row at Greyminster—I meun,
Grovtoars—if you elaim it! Nutty, old man, you've got
tev do me this favour. Think of me langui<han’ in gacl,
waitin® for o Roman parent to come round, 1'd rather wait
at Grevminster—I mean, Greviriars."”

= Bur—bhut—"

Lord Charles stepped into the train.
bark his friend. _

“(yood-bye, Lord Charles " he said cheerfully, and adeadd
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m g lower voree: Y Now, don't Yo cone on Lo the schoal
sl denounce your old chum ns an impostor.  Gad, what a
seene 1t would make ! Good-hye [

" Blees ay soul " murmured Mr, Knutt,

The train started,

Lord Charles grinned and waved his eigay from the window,
Mr. Knutt stood on the platforin, and watched the train is-
appear, with a dazed cxpression. Finally, bhe walked cway
Like a man mn a dream,

" And the train rushed on, bearing towards Grexfriars the
most amazing Forme-master that had over undertalien dutics
there,

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.

A Gallant Deed!

b HARTONI"
**Hallo, Loder!™

“ I shall want you to steer for mel!™

IHarry Wharton looked grimly at Loder of tha
Sixth, Afternoon lessons were ovér. Tho Remove had been
i charge of Wingate, and the afternoon had passed quictly
encugh in the Form-room. The new inaster had not yer
arvived, but it was known that he was cominz that day, and
some of the Remove were hanging about the gates to pco
him when he camne in. They were chatring cheerfully whon
Loder bore down upon then.

Loder never would recognize the fact that it bhad been
establishied, beyond que<tion, that the Lower Fifth did not
fap. Dy dint of huﬂ;rinu he made the niore timid fellow «
i1 the Form fog for him; but Ilarry Wharton & Co. did not
e lomg to the timid variely., They were, in fact, only too
pealy to stand up for their vichis unid liberties,

CRarey, Loder ! gaid Whaetun,  * I'ue going down to (e
vricket.!”

“The Remove (dossn’s [ig, Loder,” said Frank MNugeounrt,
“ My dear elinp, where wore you brought up, if you dont
kvuw that "

“I want one of you brats to steer for we,” said Ludor,
hetween his toeth,

* Rata "

Loder elonched lis hands, and so did the Removites. Thow
looked a hittle too dangerous, awld Loder, instead of enilves
thon, gritted his teeth and passed on towards the boathous

““ Poor old Loder!" sighed Bob Cherry, ** He never wili
learn, and wo've done such a lot to educate him, too "

HHa, ha, ha!l”

Loader scowled aa he went down to the tewing-path. The
Lumiliation of bocking down befare the juniors enreged hap
though he had brought it on lomself. Billy Buntee wis
soatedd on o beneh near the boathouse, and Loder turned
upon him.  Bunter was not of tho stuff of which heroos
are made, and Loder had no doubt of being able to fag hin,

Billy Bunter blinked nervously at the bully of the Sixt.
Louler's expression portended trouble,

“1 want you to steer for me, Bunter,” rapped ont Loder

“I—I'd rather not, if you don't mind, Loder,”™ sand
Bunter: ‘' I'm going ocut with Peter Todd and Dutton ans
Alonzo this afternoon L

8o vou won't fag for nie—eli I said Loder, picking up an
Oar.
“Ahem! 1 You know the Remove don't fag, Luder
Ow ! Don't shove that oar intg my ribs! Ow! Leave off,
you beast |’

“CAre vou roing to fur for me?

“Ow!  Yes! I-1 really meant to say—ow !—that I
wanted to fap for you, Loder! Owl”

“Tlien come on "' said Loder. |

He stepped into his boat, which was moored to the landine-
raft. Billv Bunter rubbed his fat ribs rucfully and groanc
Ho blinked round, calculating the chances of a dash ©
liberty; but Loder's eye was upon hun. e groaned o
followed the bully of the Sixth into the skiff,

‘T suppose vou can steer 7”7 snapped Loder,

‘* No, can't, really, you know!"” said Bunter “T1-—1
<hall be sure to run the boat into the bank, you kunow, ¢r—
ar else sink i, you know i _

“IE you don't steer all right, Bunter, I shall lay this ooz
about vou "

“T—TI'll do my best, Loder!"

“Youd better I growled Leder,

And he shoved off,

Loder pulled away down the river towards the brulce
Billy Bunter sat with the lines, his little round eyes gleainin e
witlh rago bebind his spectacles. Bunter could stecr wves
woll when he chose, but on the present occasion e dud 1
¢hoose, e was enraged at having to far for Loder,
only beeause it was an invasion of his rights, but beed
he was eonstitutionally lazy, and objected to work 4
-ape or form Billy Bunter meant to make Loder s
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that hie had compelled him to give up the afternoon’s exeur-
siop with Peter Todd & Clo,

[oder was o good oarsinan. The bouat glided down the
river, among a good mwany other eraft, quite a crowd of
Girex Friars fellows being on the Bark that afterncon. But
the other eraft were left as Loder rowed on.

The bright, gleaming Surk flowed between sloping banks,
well-wooded, rippling and glittering on its wayv o the sex.
On one side ran the towing-path. and a man who was walk-
ing from the direction of the village had pavsed to look
at the bright scene with an admiring vve.

Bul Buunter bhad no eyes for the sceuery. The boatl made a
migzag towards the bauk, and the man on the towing-path-—-
a?mn(lauum young man with merry, blue eves—stared at it.

"By Jove!  SBomcbody there
steering !"" he mwvvmiueed,

Loder evidently thought that Bunter wanted a lesson,
too.

e glared along the skiff at the fat junior.

“"What are you doing. vou young idivt*"’ he exclaimed.
“8teer for the bridge! [ going through !

1 told you I couldi’t steer, Loder!”

“ Do you want me to come to vou?'" growled Loder,

Bunter sniffed.  As soon as Loder had got into his stride
aguin, Buntgr steered for the bank onee more. Loder uttered
un esclamation of rage. and jumped up, pulling in his oars.

“I—I say, that was an accident, vou kuow!" gasped
Bunter.

*“ I'll teach you not to have nccidents ! howled Loder.

“I—1 say Yah! Oh!"

Billy Bunter struggled in the grasp of the bully of the
Bixth, and roared a: Loder bntmf his ears savagely. The
skifl rocked and oseillated wildly, and both of them were in
dnnﬁcr of being pitched into the water.

The man on the towing-path called out to them:

.]" Look out!  You'll capsise, you young duffers! By

U‘IP_‘.'

*“ Leggo ! roared Bunter. “Ow!”

e tore himself away from Loder, giving the prefect a
blind drive in the ribs that sent b staggering back. Loder
fell heavily into the boat, and Billy Dunter staggered against
the gunwale, and shot averboard Lefore he knew his danger.

The bout shot away from hiw as he fell, and the fat junior,
wltth a choking, sputtering gasp, went deep into the deep
wiber.

Loder serambled to his feet. The boat had rocked away
from Bunter, and the fat jusior had gone under at once.
The prefeet, with a white face, scanned the water for himn,
but he was not to be seen.

Splash !

The mman on the bank, waiting only to throw off his hat;
bad plunged into the water,

A few powerful strokes brought him to the spot where
Billy Buuter had gooe in, and as the fat junior came up a
strong grasp ol upon him,

Bunter's head swept up out of the water, and n strong
grasp upon his collar kept it there. Bunter was strugglin
wildly, baving ecompletely lost his self-possession. [Te cfnsp
his rescuer round the neck, and clung to him convulsively,
his eves closed,

*“ Hold on!" gasped the voung man,
on, by Jove! 1've gol vou!
drown us both!"’

Bunter's heavy weight” dragged him under the surface.
There was only one thing to be done, and the rescuer did it.
He gave Bunter a rough blow, and drove the fat junior from
his fatal grip, and they came up again, and he took care to
hold Bunter at arm's length when they were on the surface
again.

Bunter had been dazed by the blow, and was half-senseless,
and easy to handle now. The young inan kept himm afloat,
swimming with great caso,

“Help bere!” he shouted.

wder was rowing back to the spot. with all his strength ;
but in his eagerness he shot past. The fear of what he had
done, and 1ts possible consequences, had taken all Loder's
nerve awny, and he was alinost helpless in the emergency.
He brought the boat round clumsily, and nearly crashed it
upon the swimming man and his burden,

" Look out, you silly ass!™ gasped the man in the water.
“ Haven't you the sense of a rabbit, by Jove! Do you want
to drown us?’

e grasped the gunwale with one hand, and Bunter with
the other. Loder helped him into the boat. He dragged
Bunter in, and the fat junior sank down hallconscions.

“T'll attend to him,”" said the rescuer. * You row to the
share. quick 1™

“1'll row back to the school!” growled Loder.
beast 1sn°t hurt |

“Ow " groaned Dunter.

“You belong to Grevminster—eh **'

“ 1 belong to Greylriars " growled Loder.

Now that the danger was over, Loder felt nothing but
SAVAEE INNOYAnce.

Lt back as quick as you can, then.
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this boy with vour Lrutalits " snid the young man,  “ You
ought to be ashamed of yvoueself, by Jove !

“1 don't want any jaw from vou!” said Leder savaaely.
“Miud your own business! He deserved oll he got, and he
was a clumsy fool to fall in the water !

Y He might have been deowned.  You hadn’t sense enough
to save hun!"

“* Not much loss if he had heen !
like that, either—I'm not having it!
the boat for two pins "

** Do you know whom you are talking to?" asked the young
.

“I don't kvow and I don't owre!

“Very well. We will sce if the boys ot Greyminster—I
mean Groeviriars—are allowed to talk to Form-masters in
this manner !”

Laoder sturted.

“You don't wean to 3ay that vou're the pew Remove-
master?”’ he exclnimoeon

*“*1 do, by Jove!”

“Mr. Knutt®”' exclaimed Loder.

“ Exactly !

“I—I'm sorry 1 spoke 10 you az I did!" faltered FLoder.
"Df":‘.:ﬂu.rse, I didu't know you. I'll get in as quick as I
can !

And he pulled back to the boathouse. From the distanee,
a good many eyes had seen the accident and the prompt
rre?‘:llo. pnd a crowd of fellows were waiting for themn at the
ralt.

And don’t talk to me
I'd pitch you ont of

L]

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.

The New Master is Popular,
HARHY WHARTON and Dob Cherey  received Billy

Bunter from the boat, as the younyg man lifted bim and

handed him out. The fat junior blinked at them,

and groped for his sapectacles. DBut his spectacles were
at the bottom of the SBark.

“Ow! TI'in dddrowned!” murmured Dunter., ‘' The
beast hit me! Oh!”

“* Loder, yvou cad—"

“He's alluding to Mr, Knutt,” grinned Loder.

“I had to punch him in the water, or he would have
drowned us both,” said the young man. It was the only
way."

"“Mr. Knutt!”

The juniors all uttered the name at once, They had been
expecting their new Form-master that afternoon, but they
had not cxpected him to arrive in such a dramntic way.

“ The new Form-master ! exclaimed Nugent.

The new Form-master smiled,

“I have that honour, by Jove!" he said.

“Jolly glad to see vou, sir!"

“ Lucky for Bunter you came along !’

“It was ripping of you, sir!”

“ The beast hit me!” mumbled Bunter.
me in the watee ! Ow !

“Shurrup "' growled Bob Cherry.  ** ITere, let's carry him
in, and staud him on his head for the water to run out !

Billy Bunter was rushed away to the school, He roared,

“I say, vou fellows, I've lost my spectacles! Loder will
have to pay for thom!”

““That is quite right!" said Mr. Knutt—to give that
cheerful young gentleman the name by which he would Lo
known at Hre:.'ﬁrinru. *Loder. if that is your name, vou
must certainly pav for the loss this boy has sustained [

“Oh, I'll pay for his rotten blinkers!” growled Lader.

Mr. Knutt stepped out of the boat, and followed the
juniors to the school.

A crowd marched round him. The Removites were very
leased with their new Form-master. and very proud of
nm. There was little doubit that he had saved Bunter's life,
and it bad not been without risk to his own. If he had not
been o quick-witted and clever swimmer, the dead weight
of the scared junior would certainly have dragged him down
to death. He was, ns Bob Cherry roemarked, a Formanastes
that & Form eould brag of.

Bunter was rushied up into the Remove dormitory, where
the juniors stripped him and towelled him with such coergy
that Bunter roarcd under their vigorous hands,

The new Formomaster entered the House in a more
leizurely jwanner, in his dripping clothes. He had lost his
hat, am? his fect loft little pools of water where he trod  Tho
Juors cheered him as they marched round him like «
guard of hoaour. Johany Bull, who, fortunatelyv-—or other-
wisc—had his mouth-organ i his pocket, struek up * See (e
Conquering Hero Comes,” and nhhuugh nobody recognised
the tuns, it adied to the din, -

“ Bless my soul!” exdlmed Dr. Locke, coming into the

“He punched
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hall to see what the disturbance was about. * Goodness
gracious | Wha—who are you?"

“It's Mr. Knutt, sir,”" sang out Nugent,

“ Our new Form-master, sr.”

“Indeed! I am glad to see you, Mr. Knutt!" said the
Head, shaking hands with the young man. * Dut—but you
are wet! Has there been an acadent

“By Jove, ves!" said the young man. “ A kid fell in
the water, and I got wet pulling him out.”

“ Dear me "

“ He dived in for him in deep water, sir "' howled Nugent,
*“ Might have been drowned ! He saved Bunter's life, sir "

“Hurrah "

“ Bravo, Knutt!" :

“Dear me!"” said the Head. * You appear to huve
arrived at & very fortunate moment for one of the boys of
your Form, Mr. Knutt. But you are wet! You must
change wyour clothes immediately !"

“ My trunk is at the station—""

‘I will see that clothes are sent to your room immed:ately.
Trotter, show Mr, Knult to Mr. Quelch's room."”

“Yessir ! anid Trotter.,

And Mr. Knutt the Second went upstairs alter Trotter the
page.IThu juniors gave him another cheer as he disap-
prared,

““How is Bunter?” asked the Head, addressing the boys,
“ Has he been hurt?"

““No, sir; only frightened,” said Nugent. " He would
fﬁ;w l?aen drowned if Mr. Knult hadn’'t pulled him out,

uu ll]

- ﬂnw did the accident happen ™

“ Bunter fell out of a boat, sir, and Mr. Knutt kappened
to be on the towing-path, I suppose he was walking to the
school that way from the station.”

“ How very, very fortunate !” said the Head.

Dr. Locke returned to his study, leaving the crowd of
fellows in a buzz. The happening, which might so easily
have been a tragedy, excited them. Most of the Removites
went up to the dormitory to see how Billy Bunter was getting
on. All danger of catching cold had been averted F’ the
rubbing Wharton and Bob Cherry and Johnny Bull had
given him. But Bunter was not in a pleasant temper.

* §till alive—eh " asked Nugent.

Bunter snorted, N

“*Not the fault of that silly idiot if I am!" he growled.
“ He hit me when I was in the water! Punched my head "

“T suppose you were hanging on to him and trymng to
drown him,"" said Bulstrode.

“1 was helping him, of course. I never lost mg ﬁ;mnm
of Iﬁiﬂd for a moment. In fact, I didn't meed his help
at all”

** Ha, ha, ha!”

““Blessed 1f [ ean see anything to cackle at!" growled
punter. “ You fellows know 1'm a splendid swimmer, and
that 1've got plenty of pluck. Of course, I never lost my
presence of mind, T make it a point never to do such o
thing. As a matter of fact, it was rather officious of that
fellow Knutt to jump in at all. If he thinks he's gowng to
get a lot of gratitude out of me he's jolly well mistaken I'"

** Anybody would be mistaken who thought that,” said

Harry Wharton, in disgust. ‘' Do you know that Knutt
saved your life, you fat oyster?”
“Oh, rot! wasn't in danger, considering what a

eplendid swimmer I am.”

“ Pity ho didn't punch your silly head a bit harder!”
rﬂw[ﬂ'! Bob Cherry. *“ lf you keep on like that I'll punch
it, tool"”

“* Oh, really, Cherry—"

“You've got to thank him for saving vour life!” said
Johnny Hulﬁ ““You're not guing to let him know there's
a rotten unFral:f.-Iul benst in the Remove ! )

“T'm jolly well not going to thank him!"” said Bunter,
rFumMnAging in a for a second pair of spectacles. ' I've
lost my glasses through his jumping in after me, and very
likely iodﬂr won't pay for them. If he doesn’t, I ehall ask
Knutt to pay.”

“Great Scott!”

“ You—vyou fat worm !" roared Harry Wharton. * You're
going to tTlElﬂli Knutt for saving you, and were going to see
you do it! If you don't make out you're grateful, we'll
squash you !”

“Yes, rather !

“The ratherfulness iz terrific!"” _

“You're coming to his study now!" =aid Wharion, as
Bunter adjusted his spectacles on his fat little nose. * We're
going to taws you there. If you don’t make a proper speech,
setting forth hew grateful you are, we'll simply smash you

afterwards! You're not going to disgrace the Remove !"
“ Look here—" ] _
“Them's my sentiments!"” chimed in Peler Todd

Tn? Mm:cgri,nunt.—ﬂn. 289,
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“You've got to do it, Bunter! Knutt isn't going to kiow
there's such an ungrateful rotter in Btudy No. 7. You can’t
help being a rotter, but you've got to keep up appearances !"

“1 tell you—"" yelled Bunter,

““ Are you ready "

“No, I'm not! I H

*Come on!"'

“1 won't! I--I.— Leggo my ears, Cherryv, you bcast!
Leggo my neck, Dulstrode, you rotter! Ow! T'Il come!
I'm coming! What [ reelly meant to say was that I wanted
to come !"" roarcd Dunter,

And Billy Bunter was rushed down into Mr. Quelch’s
study by a crowd of Removites, there to await the appearance
of Mr. Knutt.

—_—

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Bunter's Gratitude,

ILLY BUNTER growled and grumbled as he waited in
Mr. Quelch's study for the new Form-master. Ile was
not troubled by any sentiments of gratitude—he seldom
was, His chief feeling was annoyance for having been

punched, and for the loss of his epectacles, which he was very
dubious if Loder would pay foer. He would not admit even
to himself that he had been [rightened out of his wits in
the water, and had becn going down like a stone when Mr.
Knutt reached him and saved him. His feeling towards Mr.
Knutt was one of intense exssperation.

“Here comes the ‘Nut’|" exclaimed Bob Cherry, giving
the new Form-master the name by which the juniois alwiys
referred to him afterwards,

“ Mind what we've told you, Bunter !"” muttered Wharton.

" Gratitude Lot and strong, or we'll sealp you afterwards !"
whispered Peter Todd. * Boiling il won't be in it with
what we'll give you!”

* Br-r-r-r-rer i growled Bunter.

The new master entered the study.

He was dressed in some clothes that had been Mr. Quelch’s,
&nd they were rather long and rather tight for him. Mr.
Quelch was a taller and slimmer genf}mnn than Lord
Charles Lovelace.

He grinned at the boys as he came in.

I understand that this is to be my study !"" he exclaimed,

" Yes, sir. This belongs to our Form-master," said [arry
Wharton. .

“You are Remove boys—eh 1"

“Yes, sr.”

“Glad to make your scquaintance!" said Mr. Koutt. “1
hope we shall get on well together, and, in fact, have a high
old time ! What?"

The juniors looked at him. They, too, hoped that they
would get on with their new master, and they had no
chjection, certainly, to having a * high old time " ; Lut thev
were astounded at being addressed in such terms by & grave
and solemn Master of Arts—though there was evidently
n;‘-ikiug either grave or solemn about this particular Master
of Arts,

“Ye-es, sir; I hope 20,"” stammered Wharton.

** And this is the boy who [ell into the water—eh ?" pur-
sued the Nut. ** You should learn to swim, Grundy.”

“My name isn't Grundy !"" growled Bunter. ' My name's
Bunter—William George Bunter.”

“ My mistake. DBut, as I was saying, you should leurn to
swim,”

“TI'm a splendid swimmer !*'

“By Jove!” said Mr. Knutt, in surprise. * You didn't
look like one. Gad! You were going down like a giddy
paving-stone |*

“Oh, my hat!” murmured Nugent. It was the first time
he had ever heard a Formi-master use that modern and cx-
pressive adjective,

““And you clung round my neck like a crab,” said Mr
Ioutt, *“We should both have been drowned if I hadn't
biffed you on the crumpet.”

“ Oh, crumbs " murmured the juniers. Thoy had wondered
a great deal what the new Form-master would be like, but
they had mever imagined that he would be like this, Mr.
Quelch had never refvrred to ifing peaple on the crumpet,
It was impossible to imagzine it.

" You hit me!” growled Buntor.
couldn’t Ow—ow—ow! Yow!"

Bunter broke off in a wail as Peter Todd jammed a hard
and heavy heel on his foot. Mr. Knutt looked at him in
BUrPrise,

““What's the matter 7" he asked.

**It's only Bunter's way, sir,” said Wharton. * It's indi-
gestion makes him howl like that, He ecats too much.”

*"Oh, really, Wharton o
THE FEANEEREUAN"
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“We've come here with Bunter lo speak Lo you, sir," said  noble of vou, sir, to jump into the water and punch my head !

Wharton, ** He wants to express his gratitude to you, sir, I shall never forget it, sir!”

for saving his lLife.”” “That's all right, kid," said Mr. Knutt genially. “ No
“Go it, Bunter " said the juniors, giving the Owl of the need to pile on the agony, I'm glad 1 pulled you out.”

Remove looks which expressed very plainly what he would “1've got a bump on my head wimm you hit mel

Yarowo-oh!"

gelb if he did not * go 1it."” ,
“(ad! What's the matter now 1"

“1—I'm awfully grateful, sir!"" gasped Bunter. * It was
Thr Macxer Lispany.—No. 289,
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“Ow! Ay foot—my toes! Yow!"

“By Jove! Do you suyffer from gout?' asked the
astounded Mr. Knutt,

It was Peter Todd's heavy heel that Bunter was suffering
from, but he dared not explain that to Mr. Knutt. _

“It's his over-eating, sir,’”" said Wharton. *““ It brings
this on. Isn't that it, Bunter ! said Wharton, looking at
the fat junior ferociously with the eye that was away from
Mr. Knutt. .

‘““Ye-en,” stammered Bunter; * that—that's it! Fm sorry
gou saved me, sir—[—I mean, 1I'm pgrateful to you for
saving my life, sir—"" )

“That's enough!” said Mr. Knutt. “Let it drop!
Perhaps one of you kids will tell me where the dining-room
is? I'm famished !"

“Teas over in Hall, sir,” said Harry Wharton. " Perhaps
ou'd be kind enough to have tea with us in the study, sir,
Ir. Quelch did once, sir.™
“0Oh, do, sir!"” said Nugent, .

“We'll make it a rigping spread, sir!"" said Bob Cherry.

“ IFirst-chop !"" said Johnny Bull.

““ Al at Lloyd's!" said Tom Brown.

Mr. Knutt grinned.

“You're jolly good and hospitable,” he said. "I flﬁﬂﬁ I
couldn’t do better. We'll get to know one another that
wav—hey? I'm sure I shall get on well with you young
fellows, and 1°J] eram Latin and mathematies into your
hemtl}ahiﬂ‘ chunks. What?"

“Am I very much like your old Form-master?"” asked
Mr. Knutt.

* Oh, no, sirl" _ i _

“Well, I hope you'll like me just as well,” said Mr.
Knutt. .

“ Oh. ves, sir! Rather, sir!” :

“Well, T'll come to tea in the study,"” said Mr. Knutt,
aughing. ** Buzz off and get it ready, like good kids!"

*“ Ton minutes, sir, that's all.”

“Right-ho ! said Mr. Knutt,

The juniors crowded out of the study. The door closed,
and Mr. Knutt burst into a loud laugh. ‘ :

“ Behold me a giddy Form-master in a public school !'" he
-i;]lil'rullull. ““ Oh, what would the boys say? Ha, ha, ha,

al”

And the cheerful young gentleman pirouetted round the
table, waving Mr. Queleh's academic cap in the air, in sheer
bich apirits,

The door reopened. _

“If you please, sir, weuld you like—""

Harry Wharton broke off in sheer astonishment as he
gaw how the new Form-master was enpaged. His jaw
dropped. and he stared at Mr. Knutt with bulging eyes,

Mr. Knoutt turned rather red, and ceased his war-dance.

“ Ahem! Just a—just a little exercise, you know!" he
stammered.  ** Good thing after a—a bathe! What do you
want, Carter?”

“Wharton, sir, |
gnuvthing special for tea, sir,’

““Oh, anyv old thmlg " said

*“0Oh! e-¢08, sir.'

“I'm not particular. Only a good cigar, that's all I caro
about—"'

“* A ¢-c-ccigar, sir!"

“ 1—I mean, of course I sha'n't smoke!" said Mr. Knutt,
mmile-r:tinF himself.  ** Quite right of you to remind me,
Hartley !

L, My}rnamn‘: Wharton, sir,” said Harry mildly.

“ Yes, ves; quite so! That's all right! Clear out!”

Wharton cleared out.

“Well, of all the queer fish I ever saw, that chap is the
queerest !’ ho confided to his chums. ** But he's a good
sort !"’

“ Ripping good sort—with a fine Aow of language all his
own!" grinned Nugent.

** Ha, ha, ha !’ . ‘

“* More like a big schoolboy than a Form-master,” =aid
Bob Cherry. ' Something jolly breezy about him. I like
him."'

“The likelulness is terrific!"” ) o _

“ Well, I think we shall get on with him,” said Harry.
* Now about the ten. We've qﬂt to whip round, and stand a
really good extra special tea.’

““ Hear, hear!™

“ I say, you fellows, I'll do the cooking, you know, I—

“ You can buzz off, Bunter !’ )

“Oh, really, Wharton! I want to do something for Mr.
Knutt, you know, as he—he saved my life," said Hu{:tﬂl’. o
hope you don't think I'm—ahem !—ungrateful. I'm going
to come to the feed, of course, to—to show nay gratitude !

‘*“ Ha, ha, ha!"”’ o -

“1 don't sce anything to cackle at! T shall insist—
Tue MicNeT Lisrary.—No. 289
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“Take that fot freak away, Peter Todd; he belongs to
you !" growled Wharton.

And the chums of the Remove prepared that feed in No. 1
Study without the waluable assistance of William George
Bunter. It was a record spread, the juniors pooling funds
to obtain the best that Mrs. Mimble could supply.

When it was ready, Wharton called for Mr. Knutt, and
found that gentleman smoking a cigarette in his study, with
his feet on the table. Mr. Knutt jerked down his feet
as he saw the junior’s surprised face.

““ Tea's ready, sir!'"" said Harry.

“B0 am 1! Lead on,

“"Good egg f:t said Mr. Knutt.
Macduff !"

And the amazing Form-master followed Harry Wharton
to No. 1 Study.

THE NINTH CHAPTER,
Tea in No. I Study.
OUITE a party of Removites had gathered in No. 1 Btudy

to have tea with the new Form-master,
A ""master to tea" was not generally regardgd as
& pleasure by the juniors. Form-masters somelimes
honoured their boys in that way, but such occasions were
dreadfully solemn and serious, and could not be called
enjoyable.
he master would be very affable, but the boys would have
on assumed manners of great solemnity, and thero was
usually a gasp of relief in the study when the honoured but
oppressive guest was gone. But it was not like that with
the new master of the Remaove.

Mr. Knutt was popular at once. He was so boyish in his
nianners as to appear almost one of the boys himself, and his
peculiar manner of speaking placed them on familiar terms
at once.

Mr. Knutt did not appear to have even heard of tle
great and solemn dignity it was necessary for 8 Form-master
to keep up. There were SBixth-Formers at Greyfriars who
were much more dignified than Mr., Knutt,

And his evident enjoyment of tea in the study made the
juniors enjoy it, too. Their liking for Mr. Knuit was
nnmediate and immense,

Tra proceeded in the highest spirits,

The study was erowded, but the juniors did not mind that,
and Mr. Knutt did not appear to mind it, either,

As the study was very full and very warm, the door was
left open; and that gave an opportunity to other Remove
fellows to come along and ses their new master,

And before long there was quite a crowd in the passage,
decply interested in the remarks and proceedings of the
emazing Mr, Koutt.

Mr. Knoutt appeared to have a healthy appetite. A spread
¢l wnusual dimensions had been pmridmll, and the Form-
master accepted the many helpings that were Prrned upcn
him from all sides, and * did himself " very well.

I must say, this is ripping!” said Mr. Knutt, hmming
upon the juniors. *“You kids seem to have quite a goo

titme here. What 7"
** The goodfulness is terrific, honoured sahib!"" said ITurres
Jamset Ram Singh.

“'Will you try the tarts, sir ?™

“* What-ho !"" said Mr. Knutt,

“Maeay 1 fill your cup again, sir?"

“Go it!" saxd Mr. Knutt. ' Pour out the Rhine wine—
Iet it flow !"

“We're jolly glad to have you for our Form-master, sir!"
gaid Bob Cherry. “ I suppose you play ericket, sir?"

“ Play ericket!” smilmi Mr. Knutt. * 1 should say so,
by Jove! I played for my eollege !"

“Did you really, sir?"”

“1 suppose purilapu I'm a bit different from what you
cxpected—what 7" said Mr. Knutt.

“Well, yes, sir,” said Harry Wharton, *“ We heard that
the new master was a—a—a bit of a swot, sir, and never
expected you'd be n cricketer |"

“You won't find me much of a swot," =aid Mr. Knutt
“1 never was a reading man—never could stand i, yvou
know. I sha'n't make vyou kids work hard. Plenty of
cricket, plenty of rowing, and lots of time in the open air—
what ¥ That's my system."

The juniors simply beamed. It was their system, too. if
they could have managed it. Mr. Knutt was a Form-master
after their own hearts.

** Do the masters play in the teams here 7" said Mr. Knutt,
shewing much interest in the subject of ericket.

* Sometimes, sir; but not much,” said Wharton, ' Mr.
Queich wasn't a ericketer. It wasn't in his line.”

“Tt's in my line,” said Mr. Knutt. * Do you kids niind
if T light a cigarctte?”

““ Not at all, sir |7

Mr. Knutt produced his cigarette-case—a

hondzone
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crocodile case with a crest on it —a very valunble possession
for & Form-master. It was full of cigrettes of the most
expensive variety. Nugent and Bob Cherry jumped up with
matches at once. Mr inutt lighted up, nngl blew out little
clouds of smoke.

“Halle! Smoking in your study, Wharton?"' exelaimed
Vernon-Smith, coming along the passage and looking in.
*Oh, my hat!"

Mr. Knutt nodded affably to the Bounder.

“It's 1,'" he explained. ** Ahem! 1 suppose I'm sctting a
bad example to you youngsters? You don't smoke, of
course 7"’

"It isn't allowed to boys, sir," said Nugent demurely.

“Quite right, quite right, by Jove!" said Mr. Knutt.
“It's a bad thing all round—spoils your wind, and makoes
you unfit, you know! Knutt always tells me—"

He paused,

The juniors could not help looking at him in surprise as he
mentioned his own name,

The new master eoloured a little,
his foot in i1t that time.

“ My uncle, vou know!" the new master explained, with
perfect coolness, after a sccond’s pause. ** My Uncle Knutt,
vou know—very wise old boy, always giving me good advice,

t was through him I got the post here, you know, as master
of the Remove, But for Uncle Knutt 1 shouldn’t be at Grey-
minster now."

“Greyfriars, sie”

“"Yes, I mean Greyfriars!” Mr. Knutt lighted snother
cigarette, *‘ Never smoke, my bovs—never even when vou
grow up. It's a waste of moncy and a waste of strength.”

And he blew out smoke cheerfully, evidently not thinking
it necessary to tuke his own advice, good as it was,

Mr. Knutt smoked cigarctte after cigarette, lighting one
from another, and the study was soon tﬂ?ﬂk with smoke.

The juniors coughed a little, and their evcs smarted a little,
but they kept up a heroic appearance of liking it.

There was o stately step in the passage, snd Mr. Capper
looked in. :

“ Ahem 1" soid Mr. Capper. *‘I heard you were hiere, Mr.
Knutt. I have been anxious to meet you Goodness
gracious !’

Mr. Capper blinked in amazement into the cloud of smoke
that surrounded Mr. Knutt.

The new master of the Remove nodded to him.

K %}ad to see you!"” he exclaimed. ** Trot in!"”

[ 33 i !T"l'

“Smoke?" asked Mr. Knutt, extending his cigarette-case
towards the astounded master of the Upper Fourth.

“ N-nunno !"' gas Mr. Capper.

And without waiting for further words, he rustled away.
He had been anxious to meet the young master of arts who
had been so distirguished for his learning. But the sight of
him in the junior study, with his feet across a chair, and a
cloud of smoke around him, astounded Mr. Capper so much
that he had to go away to recover himself. And the atmo-
sphere of the study was not inviting by this time,

Mr. Knutt looked into his case again, and found that it was
empty.

“ Hallo, all gone!” he :-Et:uluted. “ And not a cigar left!
T smoked the last with Knutt—I mean Unelo utt—aot
Courtfield! Rotten luck!"

H“ Your uncle came to Courtlield to see you off, sir?"’ zaid

AFTY.

Mr. Knutt chuckled.

“*Yes, he saw me off, by Jove—thiough he really didn’t
mean to! Ha, ha, ha! Well, T will travelling now—
thank vour very much, yuungiutom—-l‘vn enjoyed myself im-
mensely. I think we shail pull together famously. What 1"

“* Bure of it, sie.”

**Yes, rather.”

“Hear, hear!™

And Mr. Knutt tack his leave. Wharton picked up a sheet
ef impot. paper and waved it in the air to clear off the thick
smoke. Alonzo Todd lovked in at the doorway, and blinked
in the smoke, and wagged Lis forefinger reproachfully at
Wharton.

“* My dear Wharton,"” said Alonzo, ““ T am surprised—T may
gay sliocked! I should never have suspected you of smoking
in your study like Vernon-Smith.™

*“Go on!|" snid Harry.

“'1 trust vou are not taking to bad ways, my dear Wharton.
I should be extremely sorry to see vou on the downward
path. My Uncle Benjamin would be shocked if he could see
this study now—nay, disgusted!"

‘““My dear ass—""

““I saw Loder in the passage, too,”" said Alonzo. **If
Loder should discover the study in this state, Wharton, he
would report you to the Head. Indecd, it would be his duty

to do so0."
Alonzo Todd's

He had very nearly put

The juniors burst into a roar of laughter.
miﬂ:uku was natural, as he had not seen Mr. Knutt in the
stuay.
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“"Don't give us away ! implored Bob Cherry. ** Keep the

dark and deadly secret, Alonzo ™"

“ My dear Cherry o

" Let's make him swear it on the bones of lis ancestors "
suid Bob, seizing the unfortunate Alonzo by the eollar and
jerking him into the study.

“"Ow! My dear friend—"'

The juniors entered into the joke at once.  They sar-
rounded Alonzo Todd, who was beginning to look alarmed.

“To your knees!" thundered Wtartnn.

“My dear Wharton."

“To your knees!"

Alonzo was férced down upon his knees in the middhke of
the study,

** Now raise your right hand!" ordered Wharton.

“My dear Wharton—"" protested Alonzo feebly, as lhe
raised his right hand.

* And now swear——""'

“Impossible! I have never done such a thing, and I am

shocked and surprised that you should wsk me, Wharton!
My Uncle Benjamin——"

Wi E“’EEI"—-—'”

“ Never! My Uncle Benjamin would be shocked, nay,
disgusted, if—"

* Fathead !"" roaved Wharton.
dread and ghastly seeret,
sisters !"

** Ha, ha, la!"

“Oh, I comprehend now. Certainly, my dear Wharton!
I will promise——""

" Sweart"”

I have an olijjection "

‘" Bwear or be slaughtered! By the bones of your aunt’s
sisters, by the noble blood of Todd de Todd, you will never
reveal the horrible mysteyy !"

*“* Ha, ha, ka!"

1 5555838

“ Swear !

"1 s-s-swear—

** Ha, ha, ha!"

“8o I've spotted you, you young scoundrels!” It was
Loder's voice, and the prefeet looked into the study with glit-
tering eyes. ‘' Bmoking—and threatening Todd to make him

keep it a secret—eh? You disgusting young rascals! Follow
me to the Head at once "

*1 say, Loder—""

“ Follow me!" shouted the prefect.

He strode away.

The Co. loocked at one another, and then burst into a help-
less giggle. Then they followed Loder. They had no objec.
tion to following him into the Head's presence, on the charge
of smoking in their study. The ludicrousness of Loder's
mistake made them chuckle as they followed him.

““Swear never to reveal the
By the bounes of your aunt's

stammered Alonzo.

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Not Gulity.

ODER strode on angrily, annoyed by the chuckles of the
L juniors as they walked after him. He set their merri-
ment down to sheer bravado, and le spitefully deter-
mined to make matters as bad as he could for them
with the Head. Indecd, if the charge he was about to make
had been founded in fact, the matter would have been suffi-
ciently serious. And Loder knew nothing about Mr. Knutt
having had tea in No. 1 Study. He was always trying to
]“ cateh ' No. 1 Btudy, and he fancied he had caught them at
ast.

Bob Cherry fell into the prefect's stride, imitating it ns le
followed him, and the rest of the juniors followed Bob's
example.

The sight of six or seven juniors strutting and stalking
after the prefect down the long passage to the Head's study
made the spectators roar,

** What on earth's the game "' exclaimed Wingale. catching
sight of them. “Is that a new variety of here-we-go-
gathering-nuts-and-may, Loder?"

Loder looked round, and as he saw the antics of the juniors
he scowled ferociously.

““Ha, ha, ha!"

“ I've caunght these young scoundrels smoking in thejr
study "' said Loder angrily.  “I'm taking them to the
Head !

* Oh, you've been smoking, vou kids 1"

“ No, Wingate," said Harry.

“You lving cub!" said Loder.
with it. Follow me!"

He tapped abt the door of the Head's study and entered.

13
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Dr. Locke looked astonished as the crowd of jumiors followed
the prefect mn, like a flock of sheap.

““ Dear me! What is the matter, Loder?” said the Head,
adjusting his glasses.

“ 1 have brought these boys to you, sir, to deal with. They
have been holding a regular orgy in their study—smoking till
tho place suimply recks with it—"’

*“ BPless my soul! Is it possible?”

“The room is like a pot-house, sir, reeking with smoke,
and cigarette-ends everywhere,”" suid Loder. *' 1 thought it
my duty to report the matter to you, sir."” )

‘“ Quite so, Loder. Wharton, 1 am surprised at this; I
should never have suspected you of this conduct. What have
you to say?"’ ) _

“©nly that we haven't been smokmg, siv.”

“What !"

‘““ None of us, sir,”” said Bob Cherry.

“ But Loder saye——"'

“ Loder is mistuken, sir," said Wharton meekly.

The prefect gave a snecring laugh.

“They are not speaking the truth, sir,”" he said. “*I leave
it I}q.}'uu, sir, to step along to the study and judge for your-
Bell.

“T shall certainly do so,"” said the Head.

* But, sr " began Wharton.

““ Enough, Wharton—there is no need for words! I will
pee for myself," said the Head majestically.

GOOD TURNS.—No. 6.
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And he left his study, followed by Loder and the juniors.
The procession made its way back to No. 1 Study m the
Remove passage,

The Head uttered a aharp exclamation as he sirappncl into
the study. He coughed, too. The smoke had by no means
cleared off yet. Cigarette-ends lay in the truy on the table,
at least seven or eight of them.

Dy, Locke turned a severe glance upon the Removites,

- " Wharton, what does this mean? You have denied smok-
ing 1 your study, and here ave the traces of it, plain enough
for anyone to see !

"“"We haven't been smoking, sir,”
“It was a visitor, sir.”

“Indeed! One visitor has smoked all these cigarettes "’

" Yes, sir.”

*1t is as bad as if you had smoked yourself, Whavton, if
you have ullowed another boy to smoke in yvour study !" said
the Ilead sternly.

“But I Laven't, sir."

“Do you mean to say that one person smoked cigaretfes
here against your will —seven or eight cigarcttes "
“Oh, no, sir! But he was a visitor, and we couldn't
object.”
“* No bay has a right to smoke—"'
“But it wasn’'t a boy, sir.”
“What! Not a boy! It is
A surely impossible, Wharton, that
our  girl friends from Chff
Iouse have been smoking cigar-

ettes  here!”  exclaimed the
Head, aghast.

In spite of their respect [cr
the Head, the juniors could not
help grinning at the idea of
Marjorie and the CLffi House
girls smoking in the study.

“Tins is not a laughing mat-
ter, Wharton "' said the Head
angrily.

“Oh, no, sir!
wasn't a girl, air.’

I it was neither a boy nor a
girl, whom could it &nssihiy have

been?” demanded the IHead, in
astonishment .

““ A man, sir 1"
“0Oh!" said Loder,

“A man!”" said the Iead.
- [:”'1, | | -fliiﬂrﬂtnjldl You have

been visited by some relative
13

said Ilarry meekly,

But—but it

** No, sir. We had a mastor {o
tea, sir, and he smoked ciearettes
afterwards,” said Wharton de-
murely. ** We did not think we
had a right, sir, as juniors, to
lectire Jum on the subject.’

“Certainly not!” psaid the
Head. 1 hope you will never
be impertinent enough to criti-
cise the actions of your clders,
Wharton.”

" Quite so, sir."”

“1I don't believe them, sir,”
said Loder, snapping his teeth.
“Its an excuse—it's not true.
Why couldn’t they say so to me,
if 1t was true !

““Why did you not tell this to
Lodar, Wharton 1"

""He didn’t give us a chance,
sir. Ha wouldn't listen to a

word, but made us follow him to
your study, gir.”

“You have been somewhat
hasty, Loder,” said the Head,
frowning,

The prefsct
browa.

“1 don't believe them, sirl”
he said obstinately. “ Let them
say what master it was. Mosd of
the mausters bere don't
smoka 't

knitted  his
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“ Leggo!"” roared Bunter. *“Ow!l"
ribs that sent him staggering back.

“ What master was it, Wharton "

“ Our own Forw-master, sir.”’

“Ah! Indeed! Mr. Knutt!”

“YVes sir. e was kind enougl to evine to tea with us,
gir,”” saicd Harry., “ Il vou cure to mention 1t {o him, sir, I
am sure he will tell vou so.”

The Head smuled.

““1 believe you, Wharton," he said. “I shall mention the
matter to Mr., Knutt, but I cortainly believe you. Leoder, I
wisli you had tuken more trouble to ingnire into the matter
before vou troubled me with it. You have brought me herc
for nothing, sir, and wasted my time.”

And the Head marched majestically out of the study.

The juniors grinned in Loder's fuce. The prefect was in
such o rage that he could hardly contain himself until the
Head was gone.

“You young cubs!" said Loder between his teeth. “ I'll

(EE

mueke you smart for this!
“ Because we haven't smoked 7 asked Wharton, in sur-
rise. ‘* Surely you don't want us to do such & naughty
ﬂliug, T.oder 1"

Tt Magyer Lisrary.—No. 289,

He tore himself away from Loder, glﬂlﬁ the prefect a blind drive in the
Loder fell heavily into the boat, and Billy Bunter staggered agalnst the
gunwale, and shot overboard before he knew his danger. (S:e Chapter 6.)

“I1a, hia, ha "'

“Would vou like us to follow you to the Head's study
agiuin, Loder? Another procession?"

‘“Ha, ha, Ba "

The preteet stamped awey, and slamm the door allere
iiim. A roar of laughter followed him down the passage.

“ Poor old Loder!" saidl Bob L!ht’*:"‘:'}'. ulll‘lm:b WEd }lil]ﬁ with
moerriment. ** Always on the track of something, and always
digging up mares -pests,’=

** 1la, ha, ha "

“ And good old Knutt!” said Wharton, * He's helped us
to seore off Loder this time, thnush he doesn't know it. L
think the Ilead will be getting fed up with Loder’s reporls
goon.

‘“ Ha, ha, ha 1"

Aud the juniors waved papers and books in the air to
clear away the smoke left them by Mr. Knutt, chuckling
gleefully over the discomlbiture of their old enemy, the bhully
uf the Sixth.
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THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Caught Bending,

HI Removites took their places in the Form-room on
the following morning with mingled feclings. The
peculiar characteristics of their new master had sur-

rised them, and they wondered how he would " turn
out” in class. Some of them were inclined to “rag" him
on account of his youth and evident inexperience; while
others wanted to show their appreciation of his good-nature
by making things as easy as possible for him. The fellow
who was most keenly bent on giving as much trouble as
ossible was Billy Bunter—on account of the rap on the
Eead he had received in the river when Mr. Knutt had
rescued him.

But Harry Wharton & Co., and Peter Todd as well, had
talked to Bunter, and impressed upon him that if there were
any ventriloquism in the Form-ropm he would be
slaughtered, scalped, boiled in oil, and bum{ed. And
although oll those terrible threats were not likely to be
carried out, Bunter realised that it would be wiser not to
exercise his peculiar gifts on the unsuspicious Mr. Knutt.

Mr. Knutt was a guarter of an hour late to lessons, the
juniors filling up the interval by playing leap-frog in the
Form-room,

They were going strong when the Form-room door opened
to admit the new master.

“Tuck in your tuppenny, Bunter!” Bob Cherry was
roaring.

Mr. El{nu!:t paused in the doorway to survey the scene, and
grinned.

“ Go it, Cherry !"'

“My turn. Keep still !

“Tuck in your tuppenny !" ' )

“Cave!" gasped Wharton, catching sight of the Form-
master in the doorway. .

The leap-froggers straightened up at once in dismay.

“ Ahem !"" sard Wharton.

Mr. Knuit lnughed. N _

“Don't let me interrupt you, youngsters” he said.
;‘E’h#l:‘s a healthy exercise. Gad! I'll join you if you
T,

“Wha-a-a-at!"

“You, sir?"

“Oh, crumbs " ) .

“Go it, sir!" shouted Bob Cherry, in great _dah?;ht.
“Down again, you fellows! Tuck in your tuppennies!

And the game was resumed. ) .

Mr. Knutt joined in the game with great spirit,

Master and pupils flew about the room in the joys of leap-
frog, with yells of langhter.

The boys enjoyed themselves thoroughly. Astounded as
they were by the extraordinary conduct of their Form-
master, there was no doubt that they liked him wonderfully
well, Leap-frog was better than Latin any day.

There was a considerable din in the Form-room. A desk
had been knocked over, and two or three fellows sprawled
in their jumps and rolled on the floor. ;

The Form-room door opened in the midst of the excite-
ment, and Mr. Prout, the master of the Fifth, looked in.

Mr. Knutt was just bending, and Harry Wharton's hands
wore on his back, and he flew over just as Mr. Prout looked
in, landing before the astonished master of the Fifth.

Mr. Knutt's head being down, he did not see Mr. Prout,
and the juniors were not disposed to stop their game, as
they had their own master’s authority to continue it,

Therefore, the whole line rushed on, leaping over Mr.
Knutt in turn, and landing before Mr, Prout, bending in
their turn to give their followers the jump.

Mr. Frout could not speak. He could only gaze upon the
scene like a man in a dream,

In the absence of & master, unruly boys sometimes played
leap-frog in the Form-room, but in the presence of a master,
and with the master himself joining in the game, it was so
inerodible that Mr. Prout pinched himself to ascertain that
he was awake.

Junior after junior vaulted over the bending form of Mr.
Kunutt,

Mr. Capper came out of his own room, and joined the
Fifth Form-master, looking in to see what the unaccustomed
disturbance was about. He had fancied that the new
master was having trouble with the Remove. He almost
fainted as he saw what was going on.

“ Goodness gracious ! he murmured.

“M-m-my word !" stuttered Mr. Prout.

““If the Head should sea it—"'

* Good heavens !

Mr. Twigg, the master of the Third, was atiracted to the
spot by the noise, and he also stared in, dumbfounded.

Fortunately, the SBixth Form-room was at some distance,
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and the Head did not hear those unaceustomed sounds of
revelry.

G

‘uck in your tuppenny !”

“Pile in!""

*Hurrah !"

" Bless my soul I stammered Mr, Twigg. * Can T belicve
my eyes! Is that really Mr. Knutt playing at leap-frog
with the juniors?"

i A

“It must boe a dream!" said Mr. [.Tnﬁpt-r dozedly.

]lntriri_:rlle dream! I refuse to credit the evidence of wmy
cyes |

* Extraordinary ! said Mr. Prout. * Amazing! In-
explicable! Unparalleled "

The last junior being over, Mr. Knutt rose upright, to
take his turn again at running and jumping. en he
caught sight of the three astounded masters staring in at
the open door.

"“Gad!” ejaculated the new master.

“Mr., Knutt!"

* Sir 1"

“For goodness’ sake—if the Head should sce this—re.
member yourself, sir!" ejaculated Mr. Twigg, in horrified
ngitation.

“ You chaps playing ?"" asked Mr. Knutt, innocently,

“ What I"" shricked the three Form-masters together.

" Good exercise, by Jove " said Mr. Knutt. **It's a lonz
timo since I've pil}‘Ed leap-frog—I used to play it at Eton.
begad. Come on!"

“Wha-a-at! What!"

" Tuck in your tuppennies !" said Mr, Knutt,

"My dear sir !"" said Mr. Prout, with dignity; * you forget
yvourself | If the Head should see—this revolting exhibition,
he would request you to leave Greyfriars ! y dear Mr.
Knutt, you are very young, certainly, but—but really, pruy
recollect yourself—"

“Oh, by Jove!" said Mr. Knutt, in dismay, *Quite
right, my dear sir, quite right. Thank you for reminding
11:1&. E}; Jove ! oys, go to your places at once! Do you

ear !

“Yes, sir!" saxd the Removites.

They went to their places. The three Form-masters,
exchanging hopelessly amazed looks, departed, talking
tugr'&e:hn; in whispers. Mr. Knutt was looking dismayed and
penitent.

**This won't do—this won't do!"" he said, as the Form-room
door closed on the three astounded masters. “ Not a bit of
it! We're here to work, I believe. Let's work !"

And the Removites chuckled as they prepared to work with
their amazing master,

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Easy Lessons,

R. ENUTT fumbled over Mr. Quelch's desk, perhaps
looking for some assistance in his task. The Removites
watched him curiously. It was quite clear to them

__that the new master was uiterly without experience,

and did not know how to begin. Mr, Knutt found a book
at ltpf, and opened it with a great assumption of dignity and
gravity.

“ First lesson is French, I suppose " he asked.

“ Monsieur ntier gives us French lessons, sir,"' said
Harry Wharton, ** we have two hours a week at French, sir.”

“Well, I'm new to this, vou know,” said Mr. Knutt,
confidentially. * I depend on you young fellows to help me
out, vou know.”

““Oh, yes, sir!” chorussed the delighted Removites.

“The Head expects us to work,” said Mr. Knutt, gravely.
“Of courso we must work. That is really what we're heras
for, by Jove!"

** Certainly, sir.”

“Did you prepare vour lessons last night?” asked Mr.
Enutt, with some faint recollection of his own schooldays.

““Oh, ves, sir."”

*“Then what ought we to be doing now I"" asked Mr. Knutt,
cheerfully.

The juniors grinned joyfully.

“We begin by playing noughts-and-crosses, sir,”" said
Vernon-Smith.
“Gad! Do you really ¥ asked Mr. Knutt.

b

““Yes, sir; or draughts——'

““Ha, ha, ha "

“We're doing Ceesar, sir,” said Harry Wharton, with s
warning glance at the Dounder., *“You'll find a Casar in
Mr. Quelch's desk, sir."”

"“Good egg ! snid Mr. Knutt, “ We'll simply grind ot it
I must try to do my duly by the Head! I don't want to give
the old sport any reason to complain.”

And he discovered a Cresar in the desk, and started.

] ] ’
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“ Qallia est omnia divisa in partes tres——""

“ We're further on than that, sir,"” said Nugent, demurely.

Mr. Knutt ghook his head. ) ) .

* Better to begin at the beginning,” he said, wisely.

“ But weo've done that witg Mr. Quelch, sir,” said Mark
Linley,

“ Never mind—you'll learn mora by
Now, what does that mean in English
onte."

“Gaul was anciently thickly covered with treesl’” sajd the
Bounder.

““ Was it really !"" asked Mr. Knutt.

‘@ Ha, ha, ha!"

“Go on, my lad—you're a bright béy,” said Mr. Knutt,
who evidently had no suspicion of the ridiculous nature of
Vernon-Smith's translation. * What does the next bit mean—
Quarum unam mcolunt Belgae?”’ .

““Where there were heaps of monkeys!” said Vernon-
8mith. ‘' Is that right, sir?” ;

“ Certainly,” said Mr, Knutt, turping a wise lock upon the
page; ‘‘go on—we're getiimg on famously, What's the
next—Alinm Aquitani?”’

* And elephants "' gaid the Bounder.

The juniors could restrain themselves no longer.
of laughter rang through the Form-room.

Mr. Knutt looked surprised, and then he seemed to
understand. Perhaps, too, utterly as he had forgotten his
Latin, some glimmering of it came back again as he locked
at the lines familiar to every schoolbay.

“Ahem! I think yvou are off-side there,” he remarked.
“T shall have to ne-ball you, Jones—"

“Vernon-Smith, sr!"

“Yes, T mean Smith. Carton, please construe.”

As there was no one of the name of Carton in the Remove,
Harry Wharton rose to obey. Mr. Knutt had a peculiar trick
ol forgetting names, which reminded the fellows of Lord
Muauleverer of the Hemove. Harry Wharton construed well;
he hud no intention of pulling the leg of the good-natured
Foar:-master,

“T'I tell you what!" said Mr. Knutt, * you are doin
this uncommonly well, Carter—uncommonly well. You sha
take the class for a bit, and I'll look on, and—and give you
a tip whenever yeu are off-side.”

“ Certainly, sir,” said Wharton,

He had ah idea that he could have given Mr. Knutt more
tips than Mr. Koutt could bave given him, but he did not
Bay 50,

He cheerfully took the class, which he was quite qualified
to do, being the best Latin scholar in the Remove, with the
exception of Linley. ) '

Mr. Knutt looked on with approval.

He made a few interruptions, feeling called vpon as a Form-
master to do so, but his remarks showed such a state of
hopeless ignorance on the subject that the Remove could not
help laughinz, and he soon left it all to Wharton.

“ Keep it up, my boy,” he said, when Wharton turned to
himi at last. “Keep it upl You're making a ripping
mmngs.'’

"~ “What about next lesson, sirt"

“ Allem ! What's next lesson thiz morning {'"

** Roman history, sir.”

“Hm! Very well, we'll take Roman history next. You
may go to your place, Carter; you have done very well,
indeed ; you are a credit to Greyminster,”

And Harry Wharton went grinning to his place.

The juniors waited cheerfully for the Roman history. They
were amused, but more astounded than amused. They had
heard of Mr. Knutt as a gentleman of vast intellectual
attanments; a man with the reputation of a “ewot,” who
could expound difficult paseages in Aeschylus * on his head,”
so to speak. To find hum utterly :H_.mn”t of so eimple and
common a schoolbook es the ** Gallic War " of Cwsar was
AmMazing.

‘“Now, we'll begin at the beginning,” said Mr. Knutt;
*Rome—I suppose you chaps know what Rome is?"

* Yes, gir,” said the Bounder. * It's a verb, sir!”

“A—a what?”

"1 reum, thou roamest, he roams,"” said Vernon-8mith.

" Quite right, my lad, and a very good answer; but I was
not alludin' to the verb. Rome 15 a city !

" Is it really, sir?'* azked several juniors, affecting surprise.

“Just so! A jolly place, too,” said Mr. Knutt, reminis-
ecently. " You can get some huntin® there, and there are ruinas
annd things. Baot, of course, we are dealin’ with ancient Rome,
Rame was founded a jolly long time ago, in the year some-
thing-or-other, by what's-his-name.”

“* Shall we write that down, sir 7"’ asked Bulstrode.

“ Certainly. Nothin® like writin’ a thing down to fix it on
the memory,"" said the new master, innocently. ** Now, after
Rome waa founded by Thingummy, they had a war with the
what 0’ ye-call-"ems.”

“Good !

** Hear, hear I
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“They had a wery wise king named—named—pamed

What's-his-name,” said Mr. Koutt, “He was killed by
Somebody-or-other, and Thingummy drove over his body as
it lay somewhere or other, and the wheels of the what-d’ye-
call-it were splashed with his blood.”

“0Oh, good, sir. We never used to get information like this
[rom Mr. Queleh,"" sail the Bounder.

“And after that,” resumed Mr. Knutt, searching his
memory, "' there was a Roman Empire—I dare say yon have
hoard of that?"

1 believe i1t's been mentioned, sir,” said Bolsover major.
"' Which must not be confused with the Empire Mugic-hall
in London,” eaid Mr. Knutt; *that’s more in my line, I
must say. Empires in those days were quite a different
matter. Now, the Roman Empire was built—I mean founded
—by—by Thingummy."

** Wae Thingummy the first Emperor, sir?"”

“ Exactly,"

" Was he called Thingummy the First, sir?”

Mr. Knutt coughed.

“"That's enou g Roman history,” he cand. "' T don't believe
in cramming. The class will now rest for half-an-hour.”

“Oh, gmﬁ e

“1 say, sir, you are a splendid wmaster ; we like you ever so
much better than Mr, Quelch, sir.” -

"“1 have my own methods,” said Mr. Knutt, with n]ignitz.
“T order the class to rest for half-an-hour now. Don't make
too much row.”

i HH. hﬂ, hﬂ i .

The class rested for hall-an-hour with @rﬂat willingness.

Mr. Knutt sat down on the Form master's chair, and rested
his feet on the desk, and lighted a cigarette.

The boys broke into talk, and the Form-room was soon
in a buzz, but the Form-master did not seem to mind.

He joined in when Harry Wharton & Co. began to talk
cricket, and he showed a knowledge of that great game
that far exceeded his knowledge of Latin or Roman history.

The juniors listened to him with great respect, and the
conversation glided on pleasantly tilrn bell rang, and the
eound could be heard of boys pouring out of the other Form-

rooms.

“Hallo! Time to clear—eh!” said Mr, Knutt.

" Yes, sir."”

The new master rose and yawned,

" Well, buzz off, then! I think we've had a very pleasant
morning."'

“(Oh, yes, sir! Rip?ing, sir! 1 wish you could alwaye be
our Form-master, sir!"" said Frank Nugent.

‘“ Ah, I'm sorry it's only for a time !" said Mr. Knutt, “I
never thought it was so easy. Now you youngsters can buzz
off ! 1 mean, dismiss!”

And the juniors dismissed, chuckling. Mr. Knutt assumed
a grave demeanour as he came out of the Form-room. The
Head encountered him a few minutes later, and paused to
inquire how he had got on with the Lower Fourth.

i'l'.ﬁre your class giving you any troubile, Mr. Knutt?" he
asked.

“ Not at all, sir,” said Mr. Knutt.

“"They have been very troublesome durin
Mr. Quelch,” said Dr. Locke. 1 was afrai
them a little out of hand al first," ]

‘" Not in the least, sir,"”" said Mr. Knutt., “1 am getting
on with them famously. I think I may say they seem to
have taken a liking to me.""

**Ah! Doubtless owing to the rescue of Bunter,” said the
Head, “ That was a very fortunate circumstance. 1 am
very glad to see that you are popular with the boys, Mr,
Knutt, It will make your work with them much easier.”

“Yes; [ agree with yvou, sir—though I do not anticipate
pny difficulty in such sim work,” said Mr. Knutt,

“ If you would care to lunch with me, Mr. Knutt, we might
have a little chat about the works of Eschylus—your
favourite author,” said the IHead kindly.

Mr. Knutt's jaw dmpli;cd.

*Thank you, sir! I shall be—be delighted !'* he gasped.

“Then I shall expect you,”" said the Head.

Myr. Knutt went out into the Close—not looking delighted,

the absence of
you would find

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Loder Gets a Licking.
—1 say, Loder!"
l Loder, of the Sixth, looked round with a scowling
brow as Billy Bunter addressed him. The prefect was
~_on the landing-raft by the river, about to enter his
sliff, to take a row down the river before dihner.
“ Well, vou fut rotter [ said Loder. ** Have you come lo
ask for a licking for the trick you played on me yesterday 7"
Runter l:-n.r:k-..-ﬂ AwWay.
“(Oh, really, Loder !

You know Mr, Knutt shid you were

11
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to par for iny plasses, T shall want ten-and-six out of vou!"

Loder lnughed grimly. .

“AWait till vou get it ! he said.

Bunter blinked at him through his big spectacles.

v PBut 1 sav, Loder, T must have it, you know. I'm wear-
ing my second pair of glasses now, and suppose anything
should bappen to them?! I've got to get anot her papir, you
know. and vou've got to pay for 'em ! Mr. Knutt said—

“ Blow Mr. Koutt!” 1 . .

“ L.ook here, Lodor, vou'ra going to pay—you're not going
i p.ufmlllu me ! ﬂ'“‘[ Lt‘l:'g'!} 4 . )

The Bixth-Former caught the [n;‘juqmr by the collar, and
Bunter wriggled in his grasp. Loder's face was dark with
WILET, ) o

“ You fat rotter!”’ he said between his teeth, ' You
causod that upset on purpose vesterday ! I'm not going t{I:
give vou ten-and-six, but I'm going to give you a hiding !
See .

“ Oh, really, Loder— I—I— Oh! Yah! Help!
Rescue! Oh! Ow!”

Smack, smack, smack ! ‘

Rillv Bunter roared and struggled in the grasp of the bully

he Sixth.
ﬁrﬁ: voice was heard on the other side of the boat-house,

* This wav, sir! Here's the boathouse, and——"

The Removites were showing their new master round.

“ireat Scott! What's that hullabaloo?”' exclaimed Mr.
Kuoutt, as he strode round the building, just as Loder’s
land descended upon Bunter's fat person again.

“Ow ! roared Bunter. *“1'm hurt—1I'm injured! Help!
ITe's whacking me because I asked him for the money for my
glasses! You said he was to pay, sir—" :

Mr. Knutt knit his brows as he strode up to the Sixth-
Former, .

“ Release that boy instantly, Powder!

“ My name's Loder!" growled the prefect, as he released
the Owl of the Remove, who promptly sidled behind Mr.
Knutt,

“¥es: I mean Loder!
in that brutal manner!” o .

“T have o right as a prefect to correct the juniors!” gaid
Loder, secowling. *' Bunter was cheeking me "

You have no right to strike a boy

Novel & Amusing
New Competition

CHEER Bovs CHEER contains
this week full particulars of
a competition that is quite unlike
any that has ever been organised
by this popular weekly journal
before. It's really new, and 1is
entertaining and interesting to
everybody. There's no entrance
fee, and £5 is offered in prizes.

Tue Macxner LisrAny.—No. 289.

“THE GEM "’ LIBRARY,
vory Wedneaday,

Our Gompanion Papers.

“THE BOYS' FRIEND” 3 LIBRARY. "§io*

“Don't dare to argue with me—a Form-master!” snid Mr,
Knutt grandly.

Loder snecred.

“I haven't much to leorn from a Form-master who plays
leap-frog in the Form-room with a pack of kids!" he said
iua.uEFntlj.'.

“You are impertinent !”

“ Report me to the Head, then!” sneered Loder. ‘' Ile
would be interested to hear what T could tell him about the
way vou conduct your class, too !

“ Shut up, Loder!" said Havey Wharton.

Mr. Knutt looked steadily at Loder. The yvoung man wnas
no taller than the !-r'!*f{'q.'*t_. and Loder, Lr:dtrml, was heavier
and more muscular. The consciousness of greater weight and
stature made Loder assume an almost bullving manner
towards the young master. He felt that he could have licked
Mr. Knutt if he %m-:i wanted to, and that feeling made him
insolent—for the new master was lacking in the personal

ravity and dignity which should have impressed all the

vs, big and little, with respect.

“You are insolent!” =zaid Mr. Knutt. )

Loder shrugged his shoulders with more insolence than
ever,

Mr. Koutt's eyes sparkled. _

“I1f T were pot a master here, I would give you a
thrashing !"" he said,

Loder loughed.

“If vou were not o master here, I would wipe up the
ground with you!"” he said.

“By Jove! Would you?”

“Yes, 1 would!"

“Gad, I'll give you a chance, then!" Mr. EKnutt tossed
aside his gown and his coat, and put up his hands in a
scientific manner. *' Come on!"

“What!" gasped Loder, astounded at being taken nt his
word.

“Put up vour hands!" said Mr. Knutt cheerfully, “I'm
going to thrash you, l.oder! You are a bully, and & licking
will do you good !"

“ Great Scott!"” said the astounded Loder.
a queer fish——"'

“* Hurray !"" roared the juniors.

od

“What sort of
“Go it, sir!"

roroveteteil
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The juniors were ng astounded as Loder by their Form-
master’s offer to fight the prefect. But they were delighted,
too. Mr. Knutt mightn’'t be a scholar, but he looked like n
bBoxing-man, and a licking for Loder would have delighted
the hearts of all the jlllliﬁl’iﬂ}'& at Greyfriars,

Mr. Knutt was growing more and more extraordinary,
but he was certainly growing more and more pepular at the
sarie time,

“You—you can’t mean it?" gasped Loder at last.

“1 do! Come on!”

“Don’t funk it, Loder!”

The prefect scowled.

"“"I'll come on fast encugh, Mr. Knutt, and lick you, too!"
he exclaimed. ** But it's understood that I'm not to be held
respansible for siriking n master.™

"“"That's all right !"" said Mr. Knutt. *“ Gad, I should like
a little mill more than anything else! And you deserve a
licking I"”

Loder threw off his coat and cap.

“¥ou won't find it so jolly ea=y to lick me!” he
growled.

“Come on, then !

Loder came on fast enough, as he said. He disliked Mr.
Knutt very much, and he was glad enough to have a chance
at him, without the responsibility being .ﬁtid upon him, For
a boy to strike a master was, of course, to usk for expulsion
from the school. Dut since Mr. Knutt himself had given the
challenge, Loder was in no danger on that score.

The juniors gathered round in o delighted ring. The
boathouse and the trees screened the scene from the school,
and there was little danger of interruption, Seniors as well
as juniors gathered round as the news spread that Loder was
beghting a Form-master.

Mr. Knutt quickly showed that he knew how to box.

He stopped Loder's fierce yush with a drive on the chest
that sent the prefect staggering backwards,

There was a cheer from the Removites,

“Well hit )"

‘" Bravo, the Nut!"”

“Go it, Nutty !"

Loder came on again fiercely, and then the lght was hard.
Loder was a powerful [ellow, and he knew something about
boxing.

Dut Mg, Knutt, if not so burly as lLoder, was more
scientiflic, and the gleam in his cves showed how he enjoyed
the scriinmage.

He received Loder’s heavy fist full on the nose, and hardly
linched, and scemed not to notice the thin stream of red
that ran down to the corner of his mouth.

Loder received a drive in the eye in exchange which
causrd that optie to keep on blinking in a curious manner,
as if he were winking at his foe.

T,-T"B were no rounds, and the fighting was fast and
hard.

Mr. Knutt did not escape without punishment, but Loder
was evidently getting the worst of it slmost from the start,

But the prefect held out well, and fought on savagely.

1f he could not lick the master, he hoped at least to
mark him—such marks being certain to make matters very
awkward for & man in Mr. Knutt's position.

““ What on earth's the matter here?"' Wingate exclaimed,
dashing up to sce what the crowd had collected before the
boathouse for. " Why—— My hat! Loder! Mr. Knutt!"”

The captain of Greyfriars broke off in sheer astonish-
ment.

“It's all right, Wingate !" said Bob Cherry clieerily. ** The
Nut is licking Loder—he's been asking for it 1"

“* But—but—"" gasped Wingate. " Mr. Knutt—romembey
—good heavens!”

Crash !

Gerald Loder rolled at Wingate's feet, stretclhicd there by a

werful upper-cut. Ile lay gasping, on one elhow, evidently
E:ishe-:i‘

Mr. Knuatt dubbed at lis nose,

“ Had encugh?' he asked cheerfully,

“¥Yes,"" grouned Loder. * ¥Yes, hang you!™

“No mabier, vou know," said Mr. Knutt, more like a
schoolboy thun ever. " Jump up, and give me your fin!"

* Bravo, Nutiy "

Loder stacxered ta his feet, but le did not accept AMr,
Knutt's oflvr to chake hands.  Tle donned lus jacket slowly
aud prinfully, and turned away with a scowl.

CWell, Tl be blowed !"" ejaculated the adounded Wingzate,
staring after Mr. Koutt as he left the spot, blanldy.

Put the juniors gave a ringing cheey for tlie victor in that
extracovdinary comibat.

“ Bravo, Nutty 1"

“ Husrval: for the Nat !
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THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
Uncle Knutt,

" OVELACE, you—you must be insane!”
L The new muoster of the Remove started. Ile lad
one down the towing-path sfter leaving the crowd
fore the boathouse, to bathe hLis face in the river
befora returning to the school.  Even the theughtless and
inconsequential young man felt the unpossibility of present-
ing himeself n Greyfriars witl a nose strewming red,

E]'l'u: boys had refrained from following lam, and the new
mgster was alone, stooping in the shade of o group of willows,
dabling his streaming nose with waler, when the voice broke
upon his ears,

My, Knutt—the genuine Mr. Knutt—stood Dbeside lim,
The face of the tutor was deeply agitated, and he was looking
at Lord Charles with an expression of horror.

The young man nodded to him coeolly.

“Hallo! You here, unclo?' he suid. It was a playful
customy of Lord Charles to address his tutor and companion as
* unele."

" Yes, yes!
of Greyfriars 1"

“You saw it?"

““Yer, vos!"

"1t was a fair light, and a good serimmage, uncle,” said
the young man, laughing. *‘ 1le was tuller and heavier than
I was. lgul: I licked him."

“ Lovelace! How could yon be so—so insanc?
you been conducting 3'01.1:'5111!' at the school?"’

‘““* More popular with the boys than you would have been,
Uncle Knutt,” grinned the scapegrace. " I'm getting on
fomously, But what ave you doing here? I thought you
went back from Courtfield when I left you yesterdey.™

The tutor made an impaticnt gesture.

“Did you think I cnul!d go away quictly and leave you to
carry out such a hare-brained scheme? I have put up at the
inn 1 Friardale.'’

" As Lord Charles Lovelace, T hope?"

“Nonsense! Under iny own name, of course."”

“Well, it's all screne. I've mentioned my Uiele Kuult
to the boys,"” said the young man, with a chuckle. **You
won't give me away,”

"1 cannot allow this to go on.”

" You're not thinking of denouncing an uld pal as un ime
wstor, T suppose?’ grinned his lordship.  ** Besides, it's o
ate now. I'm known ot Greyminster—I mean Greyfiiars—
andd you're not, T should denounce you!™

“ You—you ridiculous young ass—" gasped the tutor,

“*Pile in!" saud Lord Charles, with unduminisld good
humour. T deserve it all, T know. 1I you want to do me
n good turn, keep a distance from the school, 1T any of the
kids find us together, mind what you say.”

* Lovelace——"'

“ Does my nose look better?" asked the youug man, dab-
Line it with lios handkerchief.

“Never mind your nose.  Will you withdraw from tlas
riddiculous imposture? 1 will mnuke what explanations 1 can
to Dr. Locke o

“ DBy Jove! No. I'm safe here.

“ ¥You are not safe from yvour creditors, of that s whal you
mean,” said the tutor. I have secn one of yvour money-
lending friends in the village this morning.  In fact, ] came
near the school to-duy chiefly in the hope of secving you, to
wirn yuu,'"

“Which one was t?" as<ked the oilier, with interest.
“lh:‘;y HBolomnons, or Isracl Gordon, or DPeter Behiaumtz, or

You have been fighting—fighting with a boy

How have

L

"1t was Isancs.”

Lovd Charles groaned.

" The worst of the lot!” he said. “ I'm in for it. But he
doesn't know I'm at thie school, and you won't let on.”

* lsaune Isancs knows everything,” saxd Mr. Kuutt. ' Pro-
bably be bas learned of my sppointment, ard nny guess that
you are heve with me. You may bave been watched lenving
Lumlllnn. I fancy he has some legal docunient to serve apon
YO,

Oh, iy Lhat " sanl the master of thie Remave.

" You see, you must leave Greylviars at onee,™

““No fear! 'The boys all like me, and they'll s=tund hy
e, amd if Isaacs comes here 'l get them to duck him 1™
suted the Hemove-miastor confidently.,

The teor almost tore his haiv with dismay.

“Lord Charles! Charlie old man, don's be an a«ws! ]
tell vou——"'

“That's all right—=that’s oll right "' said the young nmna
sovod himerly, “Yon leave me to take eave of lhkey Teaaus,
Ml yonr eye. now—here come some of the kids!"

S b e Benroy ites ﬂ}'ll":ll_'*i.l'l‘l‘tl on the 'tnwillg-]u-.th.
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“ Hers we are again I said the new Fornvniastor cheerily,
““ This 1s my Uncle Knutt."

" Glad to see you, sir!" said Wharton, raising his cup.

The tutor gasped.

“1—1 am not——"" he stuttered.

" Good-bye, unele!" interrupted the voung man lonelly,
stopping the tutor's untimely rvevelations. ™ Must got back
to the school. Lunching with the Head, you know—we'ie
going to talk about Acschylus, my favourite uthor.”

" Good heavens!”

The young man shook the elder’s hand lLeartily.

" Good-bye, and take care of yourself, uncle !" Le said affec-
tionately.

And he walked away with the juniors, leaving the genuine
and unfortunate Mr, Knutt standing rooted to the -towing-
path, speechless

“Does my nose look very bad, kids®' asked the Form-
Lnis-ter, as he walked back to the school with Llurey Wharton
L L

The juniors smiled.

“ Only a trifle swollen, sir,”" said Bob Clierey,

"1 wonder if you youngsters would do me a fuvour?” said
the young man, glancing at the juniors in o thoughtful way.
** Anything, Mr. Knutt " said the Removites, all at once,

©Of course, it's a dead secret I'm going to tell you."

"“Xes, mir!"

" There's o man looking for me—a little beaky man named
Isascs—I owe him some money,” said Mr. Knutt cheerfully,
“H E-; }51 o moneylender, vou know."

i 1=

* He's %ning to serve some paper or other on me if he finds
me—and I don't want him to do that.”

" Great Scott!"

** Now, sup vou boys keep your eyes open, and if vou
see u beaky little man hanging about the school, duck him
in the fountain, or chuck hun nto a ditch !

** Ha, ha, hat"

“Will you do that for me?" asked Mr, Knutt genially.

“Yes, rather, sir!"

“The ratherfulness is terrvific.”

“ Hear, hear!™

“Thanks awfully!" said Mr. Knutt. *“The chap's an
awlul raseal, you know, and I don't want to be bothered with
him. T've told him a lot of times that I can't pay him, so
it’s obstinate and absurd of him to go on bothering me in
this way."

** Ha, ha, ha!"

“I1f he's u moneylender, and has been getting you into his
clutches, siv,” said Wharton. * He deserves ulf he can get—
and he'll get it in the neck if he comes here.”

" That's right! Thanks awfully, by Jove!"

And Mr. Knutt nodded geniallv to the juniors, and went
in at the school gates. Harry Wharton & Co. paused, and
regarded one another, grinni

ng.
“ Did you ever hear of a Igurm=muster quite like that?"
exclaimed Bob Cherry.
“ Well, hardly ever!” murmured Nugent.

*“The hardly-everfulness is terrific!"

:' He does fairly take the eake,” said Johnny Bull.
I hke him. He's got a lot of confidence in us."

" Yes, rather; that's ripping of him.”

“ Rotten shame that he should be dunned by a Leastly
moneylender 1" said Tom Brown, the New Zealand junior,
“Let's tell the fellows, and keep watch for the beast.”

**That’s the programme."

* Hallo, here's Knutt’'s uncle 1"

The tutor came up hurriedly. His face was worried and
distressed, as was not surprising under the circumstances,
The juniors saluted him respectfully. They were prepared
to like the popular Form-master's uncle.

“My dear boys!" gasped the tutor, “ I understand wvou
belong to the Remove to—to Mr. Knutt's Form ?" )

" Your nephew’s form, sir,”” said Harry Wharton, *‘ that's

riﬁt.”
r. Knutt the genuine gasped.
. “M-m-my nephew! E-e-exactly. Would von mind tell
ing me how you get on with my—my nephew in class "

“Oh, rippingly, sir!"

- E[l]l‘ﬂ(ﬂd]j’ I"" said Tom Brown.

“And you—you progress as usual with your lessons?”
stammered the tutor,

** Better than ever, sir!"” said Nugent. * We've never
enjoyed a morning's lessons as we did this morning, sir!"

** But—but did you learn anvthing " -

“Yes; we learned a lot of new things aboul the history
of Rome, eir,” grinned Johnny Dull.

*“Ha, ha, ha !” .

“And we had a ripping game of leapfrog."” said Tom
Brown.

“ Leap-frog *"" shrieked the tutar,
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“ Yes, sir!"

“ Did he—he—did Mr. Kuutt play leap-frog in the Form-
room "

" Certainly, sir! Ie’s a regular sport ! Why, what's the
mntter ¥'°

Mr. Knutt did not reply, e clutched at his haiv, and
rushed away, and the juniors gazed after him in consterna-
tion.

:' Potty ! said Tom Brown.

? He doesn’t approve of his nephew's methods,” remarked
Nugent. * Very affectionate old uncle, anxious to see¢ how
the young man’s getting on, 1 suppose.  He doesn't look
much older than his nephew, does he ¥*

“Bome uncles aren't any older than their nephews," said
Nugent. * Depends on the age of their parents, vou sco.
Must say he's a rather voung uncle—but he's solemn enough
to be a double-barrelled uncle. Very kind of him to take
such an interest in the Nut. But we're going to 'ook alter
the Nut, and if Mister Isuncs comes along we'll seulp him 1"

“Hear, hear!”

And the word was passed round in the Remove, and there
were many watchful eyes on the look-out for a little beaky
man—and if a little beaky man showed up in the neighbour-
hood of Greyfriars that day, that beaky little man was likely
to feel exceedingly sorry for himself !

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
Plenty of French.

FTERNOON lemsons were a joy to the Remove.

H _As a rule, the bell called in a erowd of reluctant
juniors, who would much rather have remained on the
cricket-pitch, or the river, or in the Close.

But matters were different now. Under Mr. Koutt's new
methods, class-work was no longer hard or heavy., Roman
history from Mr. Knutt wus as good as any ordinury Punch-
snd-Judy show, as Hob Merry remarked,

The Head happened to sce the Remove poing in, with
bright and cheerful faces, and Le gave n nod and a smile
of approval.

It was clear that the Removites liked their new Form-
master, and were glad to go into lessons; and the Ilead was
glad to sce it. He had feared that the youne man might
have some trouble with the unruly Form, especially after the
painful experiences of Mr. Capper. DBut thore wus no sign
of trouble; as the poet savs, all was calm and bright.

The Head wondered how Mr. Knutt had succeeded so
soon in getting the restive Remove into hand; but he did
not suspect his methods.

There were one or two other points about Mr. Knutt that
surprised the Head. He had asked the new master to lunch
principally to talk Greek Tragic Poets with him—a subject
upon which Mr. Knutt was supposed to be especially strong

r. Capper had been there, and he was prepared to sustain
the Head's attack, as it were, and take Mr. Knutt between
two fires.

But Mr. Knutt had jibbed at Acschylus.

He had persisted in talking ericket, The Head was willing
to discuss that great game, having been a ericketer in his
youth, but Mr. Capper was bored. Both of them tried to
bring the talk round the Aeschylus, Mr. Capper would
remark :

“Yes, as you say, speaking of late cuts, I was going to
remark about the Seven Against Thebes——"'

To which Mr. Knutt wnuﬁl rejoin with perfect calmness :

“Yes; but, Aeschylus apart, did you ever see Fry?"

And Mr. Knutt had escaped from the luncheon-table,
finally, without betraying his ignorance of Aeschylus, and all
his works.

The Head attributed this reserve to modesty. He did not
know the young man!

Mr. Knutt came into the Form-room with a cheerful smile,
and a shight swelling on his nose. He gave the juniors a
cordial ned.

“ Lemme sce, you have French this afternoon, I think,”
he remarked.

“* Next leason, sir,"" saud Whartan. :

“0Oh, good! Tpstendd of the first lesson, we will take a
little rest,” said Mr. Knutt. **1 suppose vou fellows don’t
object "'

“Not at all, sir!"

“No fear!" )

*"The willingness of our esteemed selves, honoured sahib,
15 terrifie!” A

Mr. Knutt put his feet on the desk and lighted a cigarette.
He drew a newspiaper from his pocket, and began to sean 11,
and the Remove were loft to their own deviees. There was
a bus in the Form as a jumior spotted the fact that the papey
Mre. Kiott was reading was a sporting paper, and that the

" ENNY POPULAR.”
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part he was reading gave the ages and weights of certuin
“geegees,'' for a certam race.

The juniors could not help staring at him, then.

Detting on horses was so utterly beyond the * limit™ in
the school that they were astounded. Any boy found bet-
ting ut Greyiriars was certiin of being flogged or expelled;
and a4 master aimilarvly engaged would undoubtedly have
been requested to vesign—without the eption of refusal.

And heve was their amazing new master consulting betting
hsts in the open Formoroom, before the astomished cyes of
his pupils,

“Well, this takes the gudidy ecake!"” murmured Vernon-
Smith. “ By George! 1 fancy I conld get on with thot
chap, after all."”

It e shocking ! said Alonzo Todd, " My Upele Ben-
jamin would be shocked—nav, disgusted. My dear Peter,
perhaps it would be beneficial if T should speak a few words
m season to Mr. Knutt, and warn hing of the ervor of his
ways.''

“ Bhurrup, fathead " eaid Petor Teold.

*Silly ass!” said Bob Cherry.  ** Don't start him using the
cane. We're getting on famously as it i<; aud it"s his own
business."’

“That, really, my dear Peter

The Bounder rose in his place,

“If vou please, sir——"" he saud.

M. Knutt looked up from his pink paper,

“Yeos, Jonos?"' he said.

“Ahem! Vernon-Smith, sir; that's my name. T gee you
are reading one of my favourite papers, sir, Would you
mind giving me vour opinion of the chances of Bonny Boy
for the Milford Handicap 1™

The Remove simply gasped. Vernon-Smith was known
to have a nerve of irom; but this simply tock the juniovs’
brenth away.

But Me. Knutt did not sorm to notice anything peculine
in such a qguestion from o junior schoeolboy to his Form-

muastoer,

“*Na pol!l" he said emphaticallv.  ** Bonny Boy will be
ecyatched. The same ::iuhlv is running Highland Mary, ani
Highland Mary will romp home !

“Oh, crumbs!"" murmuied Boby Cherry.

“You'd recommenid me to put my little bit on Highland
Mary, sir?" asked the Bounder coolly.

“Yes, by gad " said My, Knuit. * Highland Mary's the
dark horse i that yoce. I'm going to have a pony on it
mvyself. "

The harrified looks of the Removites seemed to recall Mr.,
Kuutt to himself.  ITe coloured a little, and thrust the paper
imte his pocket.

“ Ahem!" he sayd. *'I—I mean, of course, that—that—
of conrse—under the circumstances—I was thinkin'—ahem—
what "

“Yor, sir?" sl Vernon-Smith.

“ You may sit down, Jones!"”

Fortunately, at that moment Monsicur Charpentier, the
French master, came in, and Mr., Knutt was relieved from
his embarrassment.

Mr. Knutt hailed the French master with delight,

“This & where you come in, Monsieur Chumcham?" he
said,

* Charpentior, Monsieur Knutt," said the little French-
man courteously.

“Yes, I mean Charpentier. (Go in and win, monsieur; you
will find mv class very attentive and—and eager to learn,
by Jove! Whatt"

“ Zat is very good news for me,"” said the French master.
“ 1t is not often zal T find ze Remove in zat frame of bruin.””
Monsieur Charpentier meant frame of mind ; but his English
was not much better than the Remave’s French.

“Pile in!"" said My, Knutt. “T'll leok on. Don't wark
the yvoungsters too hard, you know, I'm mo believer in
ewattin’."

Y Mon Dien ! muvinared the surprised Frenchman.

However, he piled in. Mr, Knutt sat on Mr. Quelch’s
desk, and swung his legs as the French master took the
Remove in hand. Half an hour was the time allowed that
afternoon to the language of la belle France; but when the
time was up, Mr. Knutt addresgsed the French mastey very
earnestly. _

" Are you very busy this afterncon, monsieur?’ he asked.

“ Non, monsicur; zis 15 zo last of my lessons.”

“Then you might go on,” said Mr, Knutt. “My opinion
is that the juniors don't get enough French., They ought
to have move instruction n that lovely language, you know.
What #"

* Muais, monsieur

“Oh, do pile in, monsiear. I'm simply enjoying it myself.
It's such a pleasure to hear the veal, genuine Parisian
accent.'”

Monsieur Charpentier bowed, highly flattered.

“ Mapis—but—ze ozzer lessons ! he murmured.

“ Nuot imnportanut at all, in comparison with French " eaid

i

AMe, Koutt, I vou'd do me a pgreat favour, monsieur,
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wonsyy, ©he “IRagmer™ owe
you'd nile in and give the kids some more French, 1—1 like
to hear vou doing it.” ) )
“1 sall ave zo grond pleasure.’  sand Monsieur

Charpentier. “If you zink zat he is all right zat I do =0."

“Right as rain "

Y den | continue.”

And Monsieur Charpentier econtinued. Mr. Koutt, with
great skill, headed him off, so to speak, whenever he hinted
that Lo had done enough, and the result was that Maonsieur
(‘harpentier was kept in the Form-room till afternoon lessons
wero over. It was the lﬂn‘fﬂﬂt French lesson the Hemove
had ever had, but as it warded off more troublesome lessons,
they did not mind. _

When the hour of dismissal came master and pupils parted
o1 the best of terms, The juniors chuckled as they left the
Form-room.

“Thoe Nut is a regular k-nut!” said Bob Cherry. ' But
I ean’t inake him out. He knows no more about our lessons
T-hﬁ".f‘ lkid in the Second Form. How on earth did he get the
jeb Y

“Blessed if I know ! said Nuogent. ¥ But I'im jolly glad
bo got it !

** Hear, hear "

The Removites were all agreed upon that point.

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.
“Duck Him!"

i ALLO, hallo, hallo 1"

“There he 1s!"”

“"We've spotted him 1M

The exclamations came from nﬁmup of Removites
outside the gates of Greyfriars. Harry Wharton & Ce.—and,
in fact, nearly half the Remove—had taken up their stations
there, to wateh for the enemy. They wire cll;ierminrd that
the littie beaky gentleman of the name of Isancs, if he came
to Greyfriars, should not be allowed to worry Mr. Knutt,
And now, as they watched the road, there came into sight
a little man whaose description exactly accorded with that
given by their Forin-master of his troublesome * dun.”

Ho was a little, fat man, with a large, fat nose, in a
light-itting {rock-coab, open to reveal a gorgeous [ancy
wiistcoat and a gigantic watchchain, The numerous seals on
his ehnin clinked as he walked,

“That's the man " said Nugent.

“Yes, rather!"

“IMe's not mlnqu in!”" said Wharton,
boonder that he can't

** Hear, hear "

The beaky little man stopped as he came u
gateway, He saluted the juniors very politely an
otly siile.

“* My young frients"" he said, in a treacly wvoice, " this
15 Greyfriars School—eh ¥

“ Yes, sir,” said Hoarry Wharton.
anybody, sir?"

“ Yeoth,” said the stranger.

“*Porhaps you are Mr., Isaacs, sir?"

“Yeth; that is my name,” said the beaky gentleman,
“ Perhaps you can tell me if a new master here 1th named
Mr. Knutt "

"Q'uitﬂ 50, sir.'?

** He ith here "’ asked Mr. Tsaacs,

* Yeth,” said Nugent solemnly.

“ And he hath a frient viz him 7" asked Mr. Tsapes. * 9
hath & young frient of the name of Lord Charleth Lovelace?

“*Not at all, sir!"”

“* Nobody of that name here, sir.”

“Vat!" said Mr. Isafes, looking past the juniors into
thi Close, and catching sight of tﬁe new Rermove-master,
who was strolling there with his hands in his pockels,
“Vat! I can see him vith mein own eyeth!"

The juniors followed the beaky gentleman’s glance.

““That's our new Form-master, Mr. Isancs,"” said Harry
Wharton.

Mr. lzaacs stagygered,

“That,” he exclaimed—''that voung gentleman ith yous
Form-master §

“*Yes, sir! Mr, Knutt!”?

"' Mein cootness!” exclaimed the pstonished Mr. Tsanes.
' Mein great cootniess! Young shentlemen, it is nethessary
for me to speak to that shentleman |
, ?t]l:_-. Isancs made to enter, but the juniors closed up grimly
in his way,

* Fxcuse me, sir," sald Wharton.
to enter here.
*Vat !

" “‘u{yl” vou mind buzzing off, sir?” asked Bob Cherry
respectiully.

* Memn gooiness !

_ "“'We'll show the
come here bothering our Form-master 1"

to the
with an

“Do you want to sce

“You are not allowed
No dogs or moneglenders admitted, sir!™

I insist upon goming in 1"’

a
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And Mr. Isancs, looking angry, strove to push his way
through the crowd of Removites in the gatewny. Mr. Knutt,
in the Close, had caught sight of the ﬂt figure at the gate,
and had gone ImrripdT_ﬂ.' into the House.

Mr. Isaacs did not sueeced in pushing lLis way through,
The juniors elosed round him, and many hands were laid
upon Mr. Ikey Isazes’ stout person.

“Let me path, you voung ratheals!” exclaimed the
indignant Mr. Isanes. _
“It can't be did, sir! Don’t vou understand plain

Englizh? You can't come in!”
“*'1 mthist upon pathing !"
“Uere, Newland, tell him in his own language!” said

Bob Clerry, turning to Newland, the Hebrew bor in the

Remove, * You ean piteh it to him in his own lingo "
*1Ia, Lin, ha!"
Newland grioned.
“Wats ! he said.

off 1"

“ Nonthense ™ saud Me, Isancs angrily.
in ! 1 inthist——""

*0Oh, eallar Lim ! said Wharton.

“Yau voung ratheals Oh! Ah! Yah!”

The unfortunate Mr. Isanes was swept off Lis feet, and the
yumors rushed him down towards the river. The fat gentle-
mwan straggled wildly in the grasp of the excited Removites,
The boys, whoe were thinking only of standing by their

wpidar Porm-master, did not care twopenee for Mr. lkevw
iﬁnm:.-: or the threats he yolled at them. They rushed him
down to the landing-raft in the grasp of many hands.

“Now, an with him when I mive the word!™ shouted
Wharton,  **0One !

Mr. Tsancs swung high in the grasp of the juniors. The
river danced before lits terrified eves, and the boathouse
secmed to swim round him.

“Two!”

Aunother swing,

“Let me ga!” shricked Mr. Isancs, “I cannot thwim! I
shall e drowned ! You voung ratheals, will you let me go!"’

“Will you promise to clear off. and never come to Grey-
friars ngain?”’ demanded Wharton,

“ Nonthense !

“Three !" said Wharton.

Auvother swing. and the beaky little man turned almost
Erden.

“ Let me go!™’

“Go!" ronred Wharton,

In another instant the fat moan would have splashed into
the water.

But just then a man dashed up, and eaught hold of him,
and stopped the threatened ducking, It was the gentleman
the juniors knew as ** Uncle Knutt,"

“* Stop " shouted the tutor.

”Hﬂfd on, sir!" snid Wharton,

'I‘l‘

“ Isancs, vou can't come in! Buzz

“I am coming

“I mean, let go, sir!
We're going to duck him
. Lot me go ! shricked Mr. Isancs. *“ T'll have the law of
You: I'll have vou all prothecuted! I'll Lave you put in

prithon ! Ow !"
“&top ! Stop!" gasped the tutor. *“My dear boys, you
“He's

must not duck Mr. Isaacs!™
« “1le’s a rotten moneylender, sir ! said Bulstrode.

rome here to dun our Form-master, sir! He's come here to
dun your nephew, sir!"

“He's come fto worry Mr. Knutt, sir!" said Harry
Wharton.

“It ith not so, Mr. Knutt!" shouted the struggling Mr.
Isanes. “I hnve come to sce Lord Charlth Lnrjnce, who
ith in the school 1

“Rot !" said Wharton.
here !

1 have theen him!™

“ Fathead !"" said Bob Cherry disrespectfully, “ That was
'II'I.Irhnbil*'Fﬂrlll-ﬂiﬂﬂtﬂr you saw—DMr. Knutt, this gentleman’s
nephew,

“ It ith vun lie ! shrieked Mr. Isanca,

“ What I rosred Bob Cherry. * A lie, is it, you money-
Iending toad? IMeave him in 1™
- P Duek him!”

r ¥ Go ! }TII{-I:I Wharton.

Uncle Knutt was pushed aside, and the moneylender went
thirling into the water, with a wild and terrified yell.
" Bplash!

“1la, ha, ha!"

. Ohy good heavens!" gasped Mr. Kuutt, sta gering
Agoinst the boathouse. ““ What will happen now ? Oh, good
heavens !
2 Tts all right, sir.” said Harey Wharton: “ we're standing
by vour nephew, sir! We're not going to let him boe -n-:}rric-ﬂ-
py rotten moneylenders, sir!”
Y My—my nephew ! Oh dear!"
Mr. lsaacs’ oily head came up, and two or three of the
THe MacxET LiBRARY.—No. 289
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juniors, who were standing ready, grasped him, There was
no danger of Mr. Isaacs being drowned, though he was
[r:ghtﬂmd'almﬂst out of his wits,

“Help!" he shrieked. “1 vas drowning! Help!”

Bob Cherry fixed a grasp upon My, Iseacs' oflv Enir, and
held him up close to the eé e of the raft, !

" You're all right, Tkey," he said comfortingly; “ and a

%Jnifhf'will do you good, even if il's the first one you've ever
PN

“Hao, ha, ha !

** IHelp 1™

CAre vou going to promise to let Mr. Knutt alone?"
demanded Wharton.

“ Yeth ! shrieked Mr. Isnaes, * ITelp !

“You won't try to see Mr. Knutt agnin ¥

““Na! Help!"

* Honour bright ¢

“Yeth! yeth! Pull me out!” gasped Mr. Isaacs.

* Yank him out, you chaps.”

Mr. Isaacs was dragged upon the raft.

He collipsed there, gasping znd dripping, his fat, flabby
cheeks white with terror.  The water formed round him in a
pool as he gat,

“Oh! Mein goodness!" he groaned, “1 sall catch eold!
Young shentlemens, 1 shall have you prothecuted ! Ow!"”

“ You shouldn't come worrying our Form-master, then,"
said IHarry Wharton sternly. " If you get laid up, it will
keep you out of mischief for a bit, Mr. Cent.-per-cent.”

"1 never get thent.-per-thent., no thuch luck!" groaned
Mr. Isaacs. ** A mitherable twenty per thent.! That'll all !
Oh, my gootness,”

"My boys——" said Uncle Knutt, feebly.

" 1It's all right, sirv,”" said Bob Cherry, * we've settled him,
sir. He won't worry your nephew any more, sir; if he does,
we'll rn‘ﬂ him a real ducking next time, sir,"

“Oh, dear! Oh, dear!”

5 “ Mein gootness ! Mr. Issacs staggered to his feet,

Mein great gootness!  You voung rathcals! Bleth my
soul ! Oh, my gootness!" '

Myr. Isancs shook the water from his clothes, and looked

round for his silk hat. Tt was floating away in the middlo
of the river.

" We'll fish out your topper, if you'll buyz right off, and not
bother us any move,” said Johnny Bull.

““ Oh, mein gootness!"

Some of the juniors jumped into a skiff, and pushed off
after the floating topper. r. Isaacs gave a cunning look
round him, and then dashed off in the direction of the school.
There was a vell of alarm from the juniors.

“ He's off I

““He's broken his
“ After him !"

And the juniors broke into a wild chase. But fear lent Mr.
Isaacs wings, and he fairly flew over the ground. With the
whole crowd of juniors whooping behind him, he rushed
thmufh the school gates, and sped across the Close.

“Ob, bless my soul!” moaned the genuine Mr. Knutt,
“ what will happen now? Just when I have succeeded in
getting Charley's affairs settled, too—— Oh dear! What
will happen now 2"

And * Uncle” Knutt followed the juniors, thougzh at a less
tervific pace. Whatever happened now, it was pretty certain
that Lord Charles Lovelnce's career as a Form-master at
Greyiriars had come to an end.

word, the beast!" gasped Nugent.

THE SEVENTEENTH CHAPTER.
Not Knutt,

ARRY WHARTON & CO. came across the Close with
H a wild whoop, on the track of the unfortunate Mr.
Isaacs.
But Mr. Isaacs was running like a deer,

He fairly flew across the Close, and dashed into the School
House, with the juniors whooping behind him.

“ Have him out!" roared Bob Cherry.

** After him I

“* Hovrah !™

The juniors were in a wild state of excitement by this time
They were thinking of nothing but capturing the obnoxious
My. Isaacs and throwing him out. He had broken his word—
or they supposed he had, knowing nothing, of course, of the
real identity of their Form-master,

But the llead had scen the wild chase from his stndy win-
dow. ‘The shouts had drawn him there, and Dr. Locke had
almost fainted with astonishment at the sight of a little beakv
man in limp clothes, hatless, yacing towards the house wilh
a mob of yelling juniors at his heels.

The Head nt:-oc{]u from his study, and met the drenched and
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dismaved Mr. Isaacs in the hall, just as the Removitvs hurst
i the house i hot pursuit.

“Collar Rim 17" roarcd Whatton,

* ave him out !

“ Help ! shricked My, Isaacs, fairly clinging to the Heud
in lis terror. ™ Keep them off Help! Call the polithe!
Uh! Memn gootuess

* Boyel”

The thunderous toues of the Ilead brought the exeited
Juniors to a sudden stop,

* Oh, crumbs ™

“The ead !

B {'\_-ut 0 :'-1:

The juniors fell back. Dr. Locke fixed a stern glance upon
theme. Mr. [saocs clung to his gown for protection, pumjing
in breath after his unaccustomed exertions. e moneylender
wag safe now; but to his eyes the juniors' looks were simply
wolfish, and his terror was by no means gone.

*“Boys! What does this mean?’ demanded the Ilead,
sternly. * Who is that nan, and how dare you chase him in
such & manner, under my very windows?"’

** Ie’s a rotten moneylender, sir,”’ said Bob Cherry. ** We
were only going to kick him out, sir. That's all, sir.”

* A beastly Shylock, sir.”

“ You have no right to treat anyone in such a manncr,”
said the Head, though his tone was less stern now. ‘' lhs
perse al once,’

And the juniors reluctantly dispersed.

Mr. Isaace breathed more freely. He let go the Head's
gown, and blinked at the majestic old gentleman, who was
looking at him with severe eyes.

. Wﬁnt do you want here?’” asked Dr. Locke. “\Who are

ou "

o Name of Isaacs, sir,” #aid tho moneylender, in o wheed-
ling tone. “ 1 haf come to see my client, Lovd Churles
Lovelace, sir.” ;

“ 'here 15 no one of that name here, Mr. [saacs,’” said the
Head. *“ 1 have heard the name—the gentleman you mention
was the pupil of one of my masters, My, Knutt. Dut he 18
not here,

“1 have theen him, sire."

“What! You have secn him here 1"

““Yeth, thir."

“ Indeed ! Tf Mr. Knutt has brought his former pupil here,
it is quite without my knowledge,'" said the Head quietly.

* He oweth me money,”" sud Mr. Isascs; ** he ith hiding
here, tho as to get away from hith creditorth. But he can’t
get away from lkey Isaacs.’”

“[f you will step into my study, T will send for Mr. Knutt,
and he will doubtless explain. How did you come into that
stato, sir? You aro wet?" )

1 have been thrown into the river by your boys, sir.”

“What! Bless my soul I"

“ Lovd Charlth must have put the voung ratheals up to
it.” said My, Tseacs. ** IHo wanted to keep me away. But he
wor't keep me away till I've therved a paper on hun,”

‘* You had better get a chunge of clothes——"

v Not till I've theen Lord Charlth,” said Mr. Tsaace.

“ Please step iuto my study——"

“Very well, thr.”

M. I{nmm still squelehing water from his boots, stepped
ity the 1lead’s study. Dr. Locke rang for Trotter, and told
him to request Mr. Knutt 1o come at once,

Trotter hurried oft with his message.

Mr. lsaacs moved so as to be out of sight of the Form-
master when he entered. The words of the juniors had shown
the money-lender the trick that had been played on the Head
of Grey'rmars.  1le knew beth Knutt and Lord Charles Love-
lace well by sight, and so it had not taken him long to realiso
how matters lay. The Ilead regarded him with a frown as
hr stepped behind a screen,

" May inquire  what  yon
demanded the Head, with asperity.

Mr. Isuacs winked—receiving o frozen stare in reply,

“T don’t want him to balt I Mr. Isancs explained.

“ What! You cannet imagine that my Form-master would
run away, I suppose? " excluimed the astonished Head.

Mr. lsaaes chuckled.

“You will thee,” he replied. " Hush! He ith coming.'”

Thero was a tap at the deor, and the new master of the
Renove entered. e cast a hurried look about the study, and
was relieved to see bo one but the ITead. Then he advanced
into the reom. My, Isases glided from behind the screenm,
anid placed himself between the young man aml the door.

The Remove Master awung round. Ile started as he saw
thie money-lender.

“(h ! Gad!” he ejnculated in dismay.

1 think you know me, Lord Charlth,” grinned Mr. leaacs,

“What I"" exclaimed the Ilead. *' This is Mr. Knutt!”

“ That is Lord Charlth Lovelace | said Mr. Isaacs calmly.

‘* 1mpossible "’

Lovd Charleg groaned dismally.

I suppose it's all up now,” he euid,
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let me down n bit wore hghtly.

cuard, vouw might have
What ¢’

The Heed was regarding them in Dlank astonishmient. o
broke in now, with a very stern look at the pseudo My, Knutt,

“Will you kindly explain what this means, sir?’ he asked.
“A I to understand that you are not Mr. Knutt at all?"

“No more than I am,” grinned Mr. Isaues. *‘ He is Lord
Charlth Lovelace, and he iz hiding Lere from his creditorth.”

“I—I'm sorry if I've caused you any—any inconyemence,
sir,”” eaid Lord Charles penitently,. “ And don't blama
Kuutt, cither. He couldn’t help it.”

“ [ am waiting for you to ¢xplain,”’ said the Head coldly.

“ By Jove, there 1sn't much to explain!” gaid the new
master of the Remove. ** I'm Charley Lovelace—"

“ Champagne Charley !"" chuckled Mr. lsaaes.

“ %r. Knutt iz my tutor, Ile was coming here, but 1 left
him ut Courtfield, tearing his hair, and came here instead.
I've got Isaacs, and half o dozen more of his tribe, after me,
and until my pater comes round and psys up I wanted to
lie low. I thought I could lie low here ss a Ferm-master,
sir, and really, I've becu very successful. My Form liko
me, and I've been very popular——"

“ You—you have imposed yourself upon me as Mr.
Knutt!" exclaimed the Head, though not very sternly, as
the comical dismay in Lord Cherles’ handsomie face made it
almoest impaossible to be really angry with hin,

1 suppose I have,” admitted the young man. " But I've
done my duty as a Form-masler, sir, and I asure yon 1
didn't mean any harm. I was just goin' duto hahin® for a
Lit, thut's all.”

 And Mr. Knutt—wheye is he? Was he a party to this?™

Lord Charles’ face broke into a smile,

“ (lood lor’, na! 1 did it against his will, and he was left
in a state of hysterin. You should have seen lus face when
1 left him standing on Courtheld platform !

" Where 1s ho now !V

“ Hauntin' the place,” said Lord Clarles cheerfully.
“ Hangin' round the schiool ever since [ came here—like tho
rhost of Hamlet's father. Ho secins to have an idea that
[ can’t teach the Remove. That's rot, of course! I've been

ettin’ on swimmingly with the boys. They all like e,
Jut Nutty is going potty with anxiety. I suppose you're
goin' to kick me out now, sir?"” added Lord Charles plain.
tively.

The [lead smiled in spite of himself.

There wos a tap ut the door.

“Comae in!" said the Head.

Wr, Koutt—the genuine Mr. Koult—entered the “‘“"lf‘
[Io was looking extremely distressed and disturbed.  Ile
glanced at Lord Charles, who grioed, and at Mr. Isaacs,
who smirked. Then he lovked ut the Ilead of Greyfriars

“ [ suppose you know the circumstances now, Dr. Locke 1™
he saud.

“You are Mr. Knutt, T presume 1

“ Yes, sir,” said the tutor.

“1 am aware of the absurd imposture that has been
practised,” said the Ilewd, in a stately manner. " Lord
Charles Lovelace has come here under your name, but, as I
uniivrstand, without your permmission.”

“1le has never asked for my permission when he has had
a wilil idea in his head,"” groaned Mr. Knutt, ** He is turn-
ing iny hair grey. I have been in a state of distress I can-
not esoribe, sir, since he ¢ntered upon this mad prank. I
did not know what to do, sir. Hope you will forgive me for
imt coming immediately and telling you tho facts, but—but—
wik— "

“ But you couldu't round on me, could you, Nutty?”
prinied Lord Charles. ' But it's all serene now for you.
IHT I_A:ni*-lie is goin' to overlook your part, as you couldu’s
wlp "

I dare not suppose that Dr. Locke will do anything of
the kind,” said Mr. Knutt. I certuinly cannot expect it."

“ Not at all, Mr. Knutt,"' said tho Head kindly. “I
think 1 understand how matters were, and though I wust
blame this young man for his fuolish freak, I cannot blame
vou. 1 realise the difficulties of your position in the matter.
Prey do not distress yourself. 11 vou still care to take up
the position here, it is open to you.”

Mr. Knutt drew a deep breath ol relief,

“ Thank you, sir, I will try to show you that your con-
fidinee is not misplaced.”

“ T suppose this is where I get off the scene,” suid Lowd
(‘harles dismally. ** Isaacs. you scoundrel, you sec the harm
you've done I

““ My. Isaacs need not worry any more about his money,"™
said Me. Knutt, *“In my distress I had no resource but to
ro to your father, Lord Charles—"

(Comcluded on Page 27.) 2
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READ THIS FIRST.
Ferrers Lord, the famous multi-millionaire, is surrounded in his magnificent London residence by his friends Ching-Lung, Barry O'Roonsy,

Can-Waga, the Eskimo, and Prout & Co.—the stalwarts ol the millionaire’s famous submarine, the Lord of the Deap.

is & rumour afloat that Ferrers Lord is about to start upon one of |
devoling all his attention to & curiously carved narwhal's tusk which he has picked up in an East-End curio-dealer’s shop.
to be hollow, and to contain some gold coins, and a small wad of parchment, which bears & sirange mess

mysterious floating izland inhabited by s
hantom island ** Mysteria ' in advance.

from some vessel, but which is now enrolled as one of 1t
adventurers at last cateh sight of ** Mysteria."
wirage, bui, as Ferrers Lord
of the Boating island at once,
passing clean through her from deck (o keel.
sinking submarine races for the shore,

ints out, there can never be & mir

Ferrers

his great expeditions again.

¢ monsters, which Ferrers Lord determines to go in ssarch ol
All bands board the Lord ol the Deep, which slips out of its secret cave on its
errers Lord makes for an uncharted island, which he intends to use as his heandquarters, and, arrived there, he lands with a part
acquaintance of Lhe inhabitants, leaving Prout in charge u!b;he launch. Prout captures a wonderful talking cockaloo, which has evi
croew of ths Lord of the Dee
The mysterious island—bare and ghos sr-lnnki?—lmm to be Boating im the sky.
¢ without a substance. Thes
ut & terrific voloanic eruption occurs, in the course of which & blazing fire-ball fslls on the Lord of the Deep,
ord orders her Lo be beached, and through the mist of fine dust which fills the air the

After a period of inaction
Meantime, the millionaire himsel! is
The tusk provad
This tells of a
urston immedistely christens the
ous new guesi.
to make the
nlly escaped
Back on the snhm:.rif.i:hu
a
millionaire determines to start in pursuit

from the sea.

as James Jimson, A.B.

(Now go on with the story.)

The Lord of the Deep Aground,

Suddenly every man on dock cheered. Thern was the bar
of the island harbour barely a furlong ahend, and the two
pillars showed up like two grey sentinels guarding the way
to safety.

" Good enough ! cried Gan-Waga, dancing with delizht.

It was foolish to attempt to dance on the slanting and
slippery deck. Gan sat down with a thud that shook his
spine painfully, and jerked the last portion of his statement
out of him with great violence. Another exploding cartindge
showed the island nearer.

“ Gel tho lsunch afloat!” ordered the millionaire. * We
must try to tow her. Drag that gun aft, and bring every-
thing heavy you can lay hands on.'”

The launch slid into the water,
rery powerful.

Maddock and Joe sprang into her, The serew of the sub-
marine was flinging the spray higher at every throb, and
threatening to rip awav her flukes.

Ferrers Lord fathomed the depth. 8o far as loss of life
wus concerned, the peril was almost past, unless the vessel
foundered unexpectedly,

He had watched every rivet put into her, and knew her
etrength. The grcatest risk lay in the unnatural strain the
machinery was enduring,

If any of it broke from its bed. it would probably crash
through the submarine's sides like a knife cutting tissue
pajer

" We shall pull through all right—eh, old man *"

Rupert Thurston was the speaker.

“Ourselves——yes,” said the millionaire, with a VAW,
“ How do you like the prospect of sponding a fair poriion
of your lifetime on that brutal island * Uh, we shall pull
through, even if we sink! Bring Honour up.  We must look
after Honour, and keep him, so to speak, in cotton-woal, |
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think he could dig the Lord of the Deep out of the centre of
the Pacific for us."

With a cigarette between his lips, he took the wheel [ron.
Prout. Then he stopped the engines. It wes useloss to
endanger them asny more, The launch was struggling
bravely with her heavy load. Luckily for all, the ses wous
smooth.

“ Beven and a half 1" cried the leadsman.

Then he called * Beven!" and later * Six 1" Forty-dwo
feet of water was a good deal for a diver to work in with
much ease.

“Five!' came the cry, and then * Four !

Ferrers Lord frowned impatiently. He started and ran
forward when the man shouted * Three !

“ My word, Rupert, we'll serape and hang ourselves up |f
it goes on like this!" he said. ** Heave again !

" Eight, sir!"

" Thank goodnesz! 1L was only the bar," said Ferrors
Lord, *T fancied for a moment that the big wave had
washed enough sund up to fill up the bay. I1f we had
stranded here, tho next storm would have battered us 1o
serap-iron. We'll munage it now.”

“We're in the bay, then, old chap!
yard ahead.”

There was a quick jar, and a loud, snapping sound. A
broken rope hizsed back over the stern, and knocked the
leadsman senseless to the deck. 'Then Joe bellowed out of
the gloom :

“ Bhe's aground, sir, and the cable's parted 1"

“Drop anchor fore and aft!" said Forrers Lord
“Attend to this poor fellow, Rupert, I hope that bLlow
hasn't broken his skull. Ilal. is thnt you? You'll have i
work now, We daren't leave her here, Hang this dust ! 1¢
might be midoielt in o fope I

They were breathing and eating the choking seuff, and
had an abominable, sulphurcus taste, Underfoot it TITHITTS I
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with the selt water, forming a slippery, treacherous paste.

Several men had ugly falls, and it was necessary to walk as
carefully as cats.

Two anchors were let go to keep the vesscl from veering
with the tide. ILveryone was as grimy as a stoker or a
gweep,

“Where are
Ching-Lung.

we? Does anybody really know?" asked

A Strange Reception!

find hims out, Chingy,” snid Gan-Waga.
Likes wuater morer dans bad 'rough ugly

“ Mo socons
" Good-byes |
duﬂt 1|I

Before Ching-Lung could stop him, he had leapt over the
side. A few heavy drops fell.

“ That will clear the air if 1t lasts, and I jolly well hope
it will rain barrels!” said Ching-Lung. " I've eaten zbout
a bushel of mud. My tongue will want scraping down with
a file after this. Who said rain? Mind it doesi’t get into
Yyour ear and drown you !"

The rain came down with a rattle.  All round them
thunder muttered and growled. The closely-falling drops
quickly mastered the dust. They saw the Faunﬂh and its
two damp and grimy occupants close by.

Gan-Waga hung by one of the cables, chewing a tallow
caudle, while the Lord of the Deep lay almost broadside-on
to the shore, more than a third of her deck submerged.

“Too dungerous. You'll have to get her through the

pillars sounchow, Houour,” said the millionaire. "1 can
scent a gale."

The engincer beckonod for the launch.

“Two gun-carriages and four men!” he said. ' Over

there I

He pointed to a distant clump of palins,

" You want some of those trees—ch, souny 7" said Ching-
l&ungi “I'm a splendid woodecutter—a kind of genius at it

an nwnd I practised on Barry's head, and never made him
wink. How many trees shall 1 bring "

The man who never wasted o word held up six fingers.

“Why couldn’t you make it half n dozen, old son? 11,
Gan, you mass of suit, get into that launeh ! You're geliin
your trouser-bottoms wet, you silly. I'll take Joe an
Barry; that's three.  Gun docsn't count, for he'll mever
work exvept on the 250 of February,”

“T'll make the fourth, then, if you'll have me, Ching"

said Rupert,

“Tumble in, then, I say, I don’t think we shall need
more than one guu-carriage, Hal. 1f we do, we'll signal.
Bling that ono over gently, buys!™

Viry quickly the launch was running cautiously up the
little river that esnpticd 1tself into the bay,

The rain fell perpendicularly, and the thunder muttered
over the island, They laughed as they looked at each otlhier,

**Well, you are a pack of pretty dears!" said the irrepres-
sible Ching-Lung. ** Why don’t yocu wash yourselves?

“ Beewuse washin® s loike wurrk, sor,” expleined Barry;
“ut hurres.”

They bad experienced a heavy strain that day, both before
and after the mystcrious object had struck the vessel, but
it took a good deal to shake the nerves of such hardencd
adventurers,

Moreover, they had Ferrers Lord and Harold Honour to
rely upon. Had the Lord of the Deep been in ribbons, they
felt that these two wonderful men could piece her together,
They had scen greater wonders even than that accomplished.

The delay that jarred so much on the millionasire did not
trouble the others.

Mysteria could wanit, so far as they were concerned.
Rupert Thurston, in his heart of hearts, still believed the
island a myth.

The mirage they had seen did not convince him. With (he
atriosphere in such a condition of unrest, anything was pos.
sible, he argued. Ho did not remember that the willicnaire
had answered the engineer's question.

The Mysteria they had seen could only have been the
reflection of some distant island. Just as eailors who gaze
appulled at vessels soaring in the sky, or racing along over
tﬁp seu in the toeth of the wind, tell cerie stories of phantom
ships, this cerie tale of a Aouling island had arisen.

“ Nine hundred and ninety-nine people out of a thousind
would hold my view, old boy,"”" he had said to Ching-Lung.

Ching-Lung's answer ought to have been written up in
letters of gold:

“Teue, O King! Nine hundred apd ninety-nine thouzand
mne hundred and ninety-nine people would probably agree
witl you. Dut don’t forget this, sonny. Lord doesn't, and
e's Just the odd one and the pick, not of your paltry
thousand, but of my million.”

The leunch had been cleared of all heavy goods, but she
wis drawing over four feet of water. Gan-Waga, who was
popularly supposed—this was a libel—to do no work, tested
tllm depth with o pole as they crawled up the stream with
the ticde.
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. It was damp, dreary, muggy, and Jesolate, but they were
in high spirits, and wade light of discomfart. Barry made
a little sheltoy, nmd _mmlpﬂg-::cr to laght hias pipe.

Gan-Waga immediately snatehed it away, stuck it between
his tecth, and swore to brain the lawful owner on the spot
tf he dared to ask for it back.

" Which epot will you hit him on, Ganus?"" grinned Ching-
Lung. “ It would puzzle you to brain him. Turn up that
pipe, you thieving rascal!™

" Yo' go hoines aod eats Bathbricks, Chingy,” replied the
refined and polite Eskimo, * and dens—""

JLan-Waga, pipe aund pole, vanished, and Barry held his
sides. Gan had tried to prod soms of the river-bed that
wis too low down. A ten-foot spar will not reach the
bottom of a fourteen.foot hole, Endn:-r ordinary circum-
stances, Gan managed to make it, but he got wet.

“ Sthop the carrt!” loughed the Irishman. * We've
dhropped our proize monkey., Bedad, luk at his lovely face
roisin’ abuv the foamin' billers, loike a gooscberry foatin’ in
the froth of a pot of beer. Down he went wid a moight
splosh, and we all yelled out * Hooray!" Av he'll give his
ugly foce a wash we'll—we'll— Bedad, Oi can’t think of
T_r‘];ntu:ﬂl Sthick the boathook in him tenderly and haul
Ill'll_!l[}.

The Eskimo atill retained the pi
of the party as they hauled
genially.

* Did you do that on purpose, or was it intentional #”* asked
Thurston.

“Noos; didn't dones him snentionals, Ruperte, dids him
on my faces ! grinned the Eskimo. * Putted de poles wheres
dere wasn't nuffins, und wents downs see wheres de nuffin
wasn't, Ho, ho, Livo!"

“Did you find it?"

“Ho, yis; I finds him good 'nough, Chingy !"

Joe stifled o giggle, and prodded Barry in the ribs,

“Ere,” ho said, ** talk to the fat lunatic! It ain't common-
gense Irish. How could he?"

As a general rulo, Barry was too shrewd to fall into such
a palpable trap. ‘This time he did so, over head and curs, as
Rupert took u turn with the pole,

* Thunder and gridirons,” he said, smiting his horny left
palm with his right forefinger, “ and that's supposed to be a
man! Did yez hear ut? Luk at the fucts in the face.
Fuith, ut's enough to make yoz loie down and choke yersilf
wid yer ¢®llar-sthud! Firret the miserable haythin says he
dido’t do ut intentional, but on that gunpowther explosion he
culls his face! D'yez follow me?”?

{.‘hmF-I.urjg, Rupert, and Joe nodded as gravely as if they
were lstening to a judge summing-up the evidence o a
murder trial,

“Quoite so, thin,” went on Barry O'Rooney. * That's
dottiness, for o stharrt, Thin he says—oh, get a padded cell
for ut!—then he says Le put the pole where there was
nothin’. Dottiness number twoice, for there's no such thing
as nothin’, excipt in his own head. I)'vez follow "

Again the listeners nodded to show that they both followed
and sgreed,

“And thin—— Fuix, av 0i'd knowed 0i'd live to hear ut,
(h1'd have choked mysilf wid my own fading-bottle whin &
blue-oied babe——""

“ Wids two equinises in eaches of dems,” ipterrupted Gan.

“8Bhut up! Boilence! Loie down and ecroak!” roared
Barry. " Oi niver had a squint. Av yez don’t belave me,
ax Terence McGuire, who lived in a cellar—Qi mane, in the
mansion nixt dure to our castle—Oi mane—— Bedad, phwat
do Oi mane? Anyhow, yez 'ud have to dig him up to ax
him, and av he can #wear now loike he cud in thim days, yes
‘ud be sorry. De koind cnough, at laste, to kape your rose-
bud mouth shut, and not wear ont your hi:nul.ifi:ll mahogany
sct of tecth. Pedad, where was O

“In guod,” suggested Joe mildly.

"Quoite thrue—quoite thrue, No. 54,” said Barry. “0i
was 1 quod, bedad, and many a toime Oi had to tickle yes
up wid a bayonet, Joe—No, 54—to make yez wurrk, Well ™
he udded, as Joe, feeling the smartness of this reparteo,
beld out his hand, * let bygones be bygones. Oi'll niver led
on to the police, Joe. Be honest in the future, me bhoy ;
and, as yez have a wukeness for pigs' trotters, don’t pinch
them, but buy thim. And av yez can’t afford to buy thim,
rimember yez have two of your own to fall back on I

Joe absolutely withered up, and Ching-Lung and Thurston
rouved.  Barry was a terribly tongh nut to erack, and he
had soored  this time off Joe's own bowling. Joe had
m=inuated that Barry was a convict, and in a twinkling the
quick-witted son of Erin, with oue turn of his tongue, had
turned lnmself into a prison worder, nnd the carpenter into
both w convict and o pig.

“You're right off the rails, Barry,” said Ching-Lung.
“You've wandered cleun away from the subjeos.”
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: He locked the t_'lr.-;l_tfl_nat
um i, and he was smiling
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“ With all due politeness, sor,”" continued the merry Trish-
man, 01 don’t call that lskimo a sibject, but an object.
He wudn't luk so bad in an aquarinm, after all; but—
Will, lit’s get to the point. That hayvthin says he wint down
to sce where the nothing was. “That's balminess—full-soized
balonness,  Phwat's the good of Innking f[or nothing? Ounly
n howlin®, woolly-wigeed savage wud do ut. And thin'—
IVirry paused to give emphasis to his clinching summuory—
** the wobbly, wild-vied spalpeen says he found ut ™

* And so 1 didses, ugly faces!” said Gan-Waga.

“Phwat? Found nothing? Show ut me, et me soe ut.
Lot me faal ut!"”

“Deres it is, den!” shouted Gan-Waga, ““Dat's whats I
founds. Ho, ho, ho, ho, hoo.wo.co! Is dut's nuffin’, hunk?"

His right hand shot from behind his back, nnd vigorously
ribbed a collection of evil-smelling mud into Barry's faco
und lmie. It was Joe's turn to laugh, although he had had
to wait for it, e shricked as Burry scooped the mess out
of his oyes, elambered forward, without another word, anid
washed himself. Then he vame back to his seat, and regurded
the grinning faces,

“* Wasn't ut funny " he remarked, after a panse,

* I thought so, Barry,”" said Rupert

It was on the tip of Barry’s tongue to warn Rupert against
thinking at all, in ease he should contract brain-fever., Ho
remembered in time that Rupert was an officer. Ching-
Lung was a prince and soveral times n millionaire, of course,
and, as such, even more to be respected; but even the
favoured fow of the erew were shy with the plucky young
Fnghishman,  Neot that Rupert was at all arrogant or dign-
ficdd in any way; but there was something about the prince
that made him vory dear to the men. 'Uhe harder®thev hig

him the more bhe luughed, and the harder he hit them back,
and that was what they loved,

“ Dear me, how did that come there? How lucky it didn't
burn you!" said his Highness, gently withdrawing a lighted
cigarcite from the back of Gan's saturated collar. ** Anybody
know anything about the tide ?"

** 8till runming in fast, sir," answered Joo.

“Then I think we'll get off the tram here.
shall have rain soon, don't you?"

“ Ut does luk a bit loike rain, sor,” answered Barry, baling
hard. “P'r'aps ut won't rain so much afther ut clears up.
Excuse me, Masther Gan,” he added apologetically, after
pouring a pailful over tho Eskimo. “Owing to bad oie-
soight Oi mistook yez for the drainpoipe. Yez don't moind,
do yez, now? Oi didn't lose my oie-soight luking*for wurrk,
80 don't spring that ould whecze on us, Joe. 0i know yez
want to, but it's so ancient that ut's got grey whiskers all
over ut."

Jurkwithemd again, It was the very remark he was about
o make.

“1ow did you do it, then?" he asked, fecbly, **Iere, I
know—I know for a million” pounds !

“low, yrz spalpeen? ill me, and the money’'s vours.
H-mlﬁ-.l. Oi've got ut here in me watch-pocket all riddy for
VIz.

“ You did it trying to squint round the back of your collar,
tryvin' to sce if you'd washed the nape of your neck properly,”
saicd Joe,

Aund Gan said: *“llo, ho, ho, ho, hoo-o0o-00! Good
"noughs. Oh, butterfuls! Trying sces necks of Lims napes!
Oh, butterfuls, Chingy! Grandfuls! Ho-00-00-00-00! Oh,
butterfulnesa! Was its, Chingy, hunk ! Dat why he squintles
ull overs bolo eyesses. Oh, loveliful! Ilo, ho, hoo!”

Gan's mirth was brought to a sudden end by the grounding
of the launch. Thurston leapt ashore and caught the painter.
The rain fell faster than ever.

“ (et back ! eried a gruff voice,
here !

For a sccond Rupert thought it was one of Ching-Lung’s
tricks, Ile glanced up. The prince's rifle was levelled.

“If that's your courtesy,” said Ching-Lung, * kindly take
vour hands off that gun, stranger. If I happened to bore a
hole in yon the rain nnght soak through murgin- voul a cold,
Thanks very much! Stay where you are, please.  We'd like
to know you better, and to find out whether vou usoudly
address gentlemen so politely.  Our friend the stranger, R, ™

Then Thurston turned round, still thinking it was a ruse.
DPut he was wistaken.

I think we

“1 want no white dogs

A Disputéd Landing—The Stranger's Threat.

HE stranger obeyed the order with ludicrous speed, and

ﬂunT s hands at full length above his head. Ile was

tall, gaunt fellow, probably ncarer sixty tham fifty,

~with a beard streaked with grev, and an unhealthve

looking face. His black eyes, remarkably bright and alert,

glared ficrcely at the intruders,  Ile wore a thick, tight)y-
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buttoned pea-jacket, blue trousors, and hoavy sca-boots, and
a faded, rod tam-o’-shanter,

“Troth, fancy meetin' Bill Buile
breaking the brief silence. * And ancy him bein' so rude
a3 to want to send us away ! Plaze, sor, av we woipe our
fure nicely on the duremat, may we walk on vour noeice, clane
desorrt oisland?  Bure, wo won't dirthy the carpets a bit,
8OI.

Joe grinned, and Ching-Lung lowered his weapon.

“* Maybe red nob hus bought the island, Irvish,” he
remavked, * and he'll show us the receipt, if we ax him nice."

“Be quict, Joe,” said Rupert, who was taking stock of
the man. * Look here, sir, will you kindly tell us why we
have no right here? Not that it will make any differencs,
I fear, for we have a curious habit of doing what we like and
going where we like. I should hava imagined that company
would be rather welcome than otherwise in this lively spot.”

“1 did not ask for your company,” snarled the strangoer.
“ This islind belongs to Germany, and I am a Cerman
citizon,”

“Then, bedad, av_yez have a German sausage about yes
hand ut over, for Oi'm as impty as a fiddle ! said Barry
O'Rooney.

“Oh, do gives us a German slorsidges!" giggled the
Eskimo. .

“H you two idiots aren’t stone durub,” said Ching-Lung,
“I'll hammer your skulls together ! Now, my friend, we don's
want to &tay here all day. You speak excellent English for
4 German subject, You and your Kaiser are hoartily weleome
to this moagnificent thrce-pennyworth of Empire.  We're
sorry we forgot to bring our passports, but we'll go ashors,
all the same. We intend to cut a few trecs down, so you
can tell the Emperor to send us on tho bill, and we'll—er—
think about paying it. No, don't go.”

“ Faith, ut will break our hearrts av yez do,” said Barry
tearfully. * We're just beginnin' to loike yez.”

The man hastily stopped and turned round. Ching-Lung

had imitated a most persuasive sound—the click of the trigger
of a revolvor.

“ What do vou want with me ?"

“Only to know your name, friend," said Rupert.

*““That's my business."

“I do not deny it," said Rupert, smiling, “but we are
beginning to take an interest in you. It is only natural when
one meets a mysterious white man in this outlandish spot.
We cannot help being curions. This is his Imperial Highness
Uhin‘f-Lung, and I am humble Rupert Thurston, of London.”

““And T am Julius Faber, administeator of this island for
its owners, the German Government ! growled the stranger.
“ All German laws are enforeed here. To land, you requiro
a passport; otherwise vou land here at your own risk."

arry, Joe, and Gan-Waga evinced symptoma of great alarm
at this terrible threat.

“Joe,"” wailed Barry, his teeth chattering. * let's run back
all the wav! Bedad, he'll imprison us for loife !"

“'0ld me up afore I swoons away wi' terror!” moaned

or.

Gan-Waga shivered like a jelly tapped with a spoon.

“Oh, I bad "nough frighteneds!" he grunted. *““Oh, not
lets him lockses me ups, Barry! Oh, bad "nough shocking-
?pullh Am I pales? I fetches my bigs brudders to hims—yes,

willa I''

Thoe mysterious islander strode away. and thoy saw his red
tam-n"-shanter bobbing in and out amoag the rocks.

!'“ A queer go, Ching!” said Rupert. *“ What do you make
of it?"

““Nothing alarming. sonny." answered Ching-Lung. *Our
pal of the German name and English aceent has struck some-
thing good, and wants to keep it all for himseli—guano,
pearls, or seals. His ship is hidden somewhere. When a
man tumbles across guano or pearl-ovsters he generally gets
savage if anvbody else comes along. We don't want his
guano, and he ean choke himself with his ovsters, for all I
care.  Timber is what we want, and liere goes to get it

The rain was still drifting over the island in melancholy
shoets. They lifted the light, strong gun.earriage ashore, and
shouldered their axes,

“T suppose the launch'll be sale enongh, sic?" said the
U-i.'l-l']ﬂ‘l”t"".

“ It will, with this little bov to look after it, Joseph.” said
the prince. patting the wet stock of his rifle.  * What gor-
goous woeathor for tadpoeles, ian't it® Now, bovs, fasten on
to those ropes. and pull. By the look of it, the tide will

pretty soon chb,”
Dragging the gun-carringe after them, thev climbed the
sandy hill. The white chips began to flv before their blows.
“ Stand elear ! shouted Joe.  ** My word, if this drops on
vouy face. Gan, you'll have three bluck eves!™
{(Another long instalment of this grand adventure
tale next Monday.)
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at last!" said Barry,
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(Continued from page 23.)

“Oh, gad!" groaned Lord Charles. " Have you brovght
the pater down on me, too "

“* And he has agreed to see you through sour Jdiliculiies
onoe  ore," i]-lll‘:'al.l.l'_"ll Mr. Knutt. ' Your debts wili ull be
paid, upon your promise of smendmoent.”

““Memn gootness ! murmured Mr. lsgaes. "1 shall get
men monish !

Lord Charles’ [ace hzhted up.

“ Good old pater ™ he exclaimed joyously. ' And good
old Nutty! You have saved me! lkey, vou old rascal, yvon
hear that, and you can keep your paper i your pocket!
Gad! I'll come back to town with you, and you shall pay
iy foare !

Mr. Isancs grinned.

““ Always ready to oblige a shentleman hike you, Leord
Charlth,” he murmured,

“Yes; you wre a very oblging old rascal!™ saunl Tord
Charles cheerfully. ** The pater's a brick, Nutty ! You're o
brick! Dr. Locke is a brick! Dr Locke, 1 beg your par-
don, and I hope you forgive me! If thore had beon wny
other place to dodge mto I woeuldu't have bothered vou hore
at Grevminster.”

Dr. Locke sgimled,

“T forgive you, eerkainly,’” hie said.

e shook hands with Lord Charles cordinlly enough.

* Good-bye, sir! Good-bye, Nutly ! Don't wale the
Renwove work too bhard. They've got out of the habit of it
Come on, Ikey! We're friemds now, ain’t we, begad "'

And the volutile voung gentleman quitted the study with
the moneylender, Mr. Kuutt remained, making explana-
tions to the Head ; but the talk seon turned upon Ai‘ﬁlhlﬁhlb,
and, deep in that entsancing subject, both the masters soon
forgot all about Lord Charles and his astoanding prank.

Harry Whnrton & Co. stared blankly as Lovd (Charles
came out of the House with the woneylender, appurently
on the best of terms.

*Is it all rght, Mr. Knoutt 2" asked Morry. ** We ducked
him——"

“Ha, hia, ha!" rvoared Tord Charles. ** I'mm much ohliged
to you! lTkey, you ean put down the damaze in the bill"”

“Yeth; I'm geing to, Lord Charlth.' snid Mr. Isanes

“ You sce, there's a little nustake,” Lord Charles exjpilaied
airily to the astounded juniors. “1I'm not Kpoutt., ['m
Champagne Charley.”

“(h, my hat!"

“1 eamn here to dodge Tsaacs, Levi, & Co., and borrewed
my tutor's name.  Unele Koutt s the genume Knuit, snil
vou'll find him n harder nut than T am,”” said the voung man.
“But it's all right now. 'm off, and T hope you will gt
on with Nutty. Treat hin well,  He's o good Little ==

“Oh, groat Seott !

“Good-bye, boys! T don't suppose T shall ever oot ns
Forim-master again, bul if T do T hope T shall have a mipping
Form like the Remove ! Good-bye, all 17

And Lord Charles <hook DLamds with the aston'shed
Removites on: after another, and walked away with the
grinning Isaacs.

“ Wall, if that doesn’t take the giddy bisenit ! gasjed
Bob Cherry, looking afler Lovd CUharcles us of ain o drew,
“Who'd have thought 1t "

“It pranees off with the whole biscuit Tactory " said
Nugent. “ Whe'd have thought 1t? We've been vntortuin-
ing an angel unawares.”

““Ha, ha, ha!"

“Never mund ! e was a good sort!" said Harry Whar-
ton. ‘“‘Give him a olwep!”

And the juniors gave the Nut a parting cheer, and Lord
Charles turned round aud rised lfs hat grocefully in
acknowledginent,

* ] = L] L - L

The next day the Remove wvere in chavge of the genuine
Mr. Knutt, and they did not find leszons guite so easy us with
the Nut.

But they got on very well with Mr. Knutt, and gave linn
an cusy fime sa long as he retmained ot the school, which waua
until Mr. Quelch returned. When My, Queleh came back the
JIIJ.”“”I.H wers glad to see their old Fornvmaster once noore.

it thoy never forgot Lomd Charles, nud for o long time they
talked and chueklid over theie short bot eventiul acqguarit-
ance with that amaeimge Formaoaster, the Nut,

THE ENID.

{2nother spiendid long, complete school taie of
Groyfriars next Monday, entitled ; " THE SCHOCLBOY
SHOPKEEPERS'" by Frank Richards, Order in Advance,

Price One Ponny.) _
Tor Maaxer Largany.——Nn. 288,

The Subject of next Monday's Lyric will be

FISHER T. FISH.

Ereyfriars
yrics.

BY
The "MAGNET"”

Library's Own
Rhymester.

No. 4.—BOB CHERRY.

A long-limbed, healthy lad 13 Bob,
A splendid type of voungster ;
The vaviow’s heart with pride should throb
To have sl boys amongst her,
His eyes ure all aglow with naeth,
His ways are frunk and sunny;
And surely huppiness is worth
Far more than mints of money?

Bob makes the lofty manncrs deop
(M high-and-mighty Coker,
And more than onee has put a stop
To Loder's games of ** poker.”
He's not an nterfering fool,
A sneak both mean and brainless,
But une who really loves his school,
And kecops its honour stainless,

Bob Cherry is, without a doubt,
A muss of wiry musele;

Anil bullics have been connted out
In many a thrilling tusshe,

The Higheliffe cads have felt his fist,
And Vavasour and Monson

Huve begged our hero to desist —
To them he scemed Juck Jolinson !

']'hmll.ih Bull can fight like one possessed,
And Wharton has some seience,
They have to give the bully best—
Fle sots them at defianee,
The only fellow in the Form
He cannot trinmph over
Is Cherry, who has made it warm
For hun—the great Bolsover |

Yot Cherry is, to tell the truth,
When givls are present, modest ;
With them he thinks himself uneouth—
His manners are tho addest.
Although one day he'll maybe wed
His Susan or his Sarah,
I‘]i-._|n:|m-.-ut choeeks goet vory red
With Marjorie and Clara.

Onee Cherry was expelled for theft,
s protests went unlieeded :
But when the school found they were © Jeft,”
Apologies woere needed,
To think that Bob could be a thief
Wis really very funny.
One miught suppose an fmTiun chick
Had manners sweet as hovey !

Good, honest Bob ! long may you be
The boy Frank Richurds mukes you=
A hero brave on land or RCIL,
Whatever fate o'vrtakes yvou!
To * Muaguetites "’ who on lile's course
Are nobly persevering,
Your sunny =smile's a latent foree,
For ever bright and cheering |
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FOR NEXT MONDAY :

“THE SCHOOLBOY SHOPKEEPERS."
By Frank Richards.

This sploadid, long, complete tule of arry Wharton & Co.
rolates the history of a serious attomipt on the part of
group of Remove Form juniors to run a school shop, Harry
Wharton & Co. take up the scheme, a company 15 formed,
and the shop is opened. The names of the Famous Four on
the directorate inspire the fellows with confidence, and for
timo business is brisk. However, the well-known methods of
tho general-manager—Fisher T, Fish, the Amoerican junior
in the Remove—bezin to assert themselves, with disastrous
consequences,  Harry Wharton & Co. do their best to have
the business conducted honestly, but their wily general-
munager proves too much for them in the end, and

“THE SCHOOLBOY SHOPKEEPERS"
have to shut up shop abruptly.

A "POPULAR"” COMPETITION!

[ venture to remind my * Gem * readers once again of
the splendid and most popular competition,

POPLETS.

whiel 1s still running in our grand companion paper,

“THE PENNY POPULAR."”

Every week a number of “Peany Pop" readers are
receiving cash prizes, varying in value from £1 to 13, simply
for writing down a couple of words.

Tho merit of a * Poplet ' consists of the aptness it bears
to the example chosen, of course; but it is not necessary, as
tome of my readers seem to think, for a * Poplet ”' to con.
tain any very deep meaning in order to win a cash prize.
Many of the winning * Pl‘spﬁltﬁ.” on thoe contrary, have con-
sisted of very simple words which have won prizes merely by
reason of the appropriate sense in which they have been used.

Everybody has an equal chance of winning a prize at
“ Poplets," so that it behoves everybody to try their hand
at this fascimuting, simple, and cntertaining compotition.
This week’s number of “ The Penny Popular "  contains
twelve examples fram which ** Poplets ™ may be constructed,
and I urge my chums to get a copy of our splendid com-
panion paper to-day, and hﬁm advantage of the chunce thus
offered them of winning

CASH PRIZES FOR “POPLETS.”

“HOW TO RUN A SCHOOL MAGAZINE."—No. 2,

Circulation.—Although your * S8chool Mazuzine" com-
menced inoa very small wuy, there is no reason why, month
by mounth, or week by week, it should not grow.

_After you have [e{.t the ground, as it were, with vour
single hand-written copy, vou might invest in a small fela-
tine copying outfit, which would probably run into about
fivo _s_lli]] ings or 80, or you can purchase rvolls of gelating
copying paper, a stmple and inexpeusive method.  All vou
hove to do 18 writa out one copy with specially prepared 1k,
takoe impressions on proportionate strips of gelutine, anld

]Tr-l led and
th h‘ lel].

= o m———

elbourne, Sydney, Adelaide, Brisbane, apd
Jobranesburg,

then place the paper directly above, and roll over two or
three times. By this moeans vou will be able to produce a
dozen av so copies at a vory small outlay, FEvervihing muat
be gutded by the amount of funds you have,

When this has been running some time, with promise of
suecess, yvou cun send a copy of vour magazine to a local
printer, asking him for quotation for printing a hundred or
s copies.  Roughly speaking, the cost of this would be
about ten shillings, and there would be no harm in charging
n penny por copy, which would very nearly clear off the coast
of printine. 1 am not supgesting that vou run this paper
with a view to making a profit out of it—probably you and
others who help will dovote their time and pocket-money
rerely for the love of the thing—but in case your resources
i not run to cost of printing, a small charge per copy would
greatly assist.

But before you go to the printer make a rough caleuls
tion as to the number of pages vou will require, How many
words per page, and class of paper. For the latter purposc
vou will be able to obtain speeimens, together with quota-
tions for diffcrent qualities and sizes.

Fiont Page.—You will either be able to select from th
styles the printer has in stock, or conceive vour own fron
page ; but to commenee with, vou will find the former course
the cheaper.

Before your paper goes into print, vou will, of couras
want tlnlhm*n- cvery feature arranced in the bost posai bl
way, giving the maximum amount of news in the minimum
space.  Draw up a list of features. Sports, schoal work. old
bovs, ete, .

Sports.—Under this heading you should give notes ni
future hxtures, results and reports of recent mintches, writton
up either by the sports caplain or your special reporter. I
surce to mclude notes by the captain, dealing with the generd!
form of the team, encouraging this plaver, advising that, an !
generally tending to put the whole team into porfect umson
Your accounts of big matches, whether lost or won, shonld
be absolutely unbiassed, and giving only a straightforward
report of what took place, =

[f you boast a sports committee, publicity should be given
to their meetings.

School Work.—The various Form-masters would probabl.
give you the neoessary information regarding work and po
gress.  Announcements of coming examinations, with lists o
cntries, should always appear.  If you have any literar
socicties, boy scouls, ].mlmllﬁ,, cadets, or any other enterpris: -
don’t miss giving them a look in. I your paper is to apps
t the schoal, vou should deal with the whole life that o -
on within its walls. i

Advertisements.—If you can show a deeant circulation
the magazine umongst  your schoolfellows—provided vo.
tackle the vight people—adverts. conld casily be  apcured
There are the looal sports requisites dealers, tuckshon
stationers, and every tradesman who rveckons to do a poer
trado amongst schoolboys. Generallv, he will jump at th
chance of advertising in a paper excluzsive to ﬂramulhm":.

Then there would be no harm in sending pm'tir_‘uiurﬁ
vour rotes to some of the bizx London honses whe deal 4
boys' requisites, whether for sports, maodel eloctric annol
ances, foreign stamps, cte., or whatever they be. -

Rates.—You might charge 10s. per full page for ane in
sertion, with a reduction of 25 pir eont. per insertion |
taelve insertions (if monthly). Then divide vour prage it
four, charging 3s, per quarter page per insertion, with o
same disconnt per insertion, if twelve insertions. Muke .

n list of rates, and ecither post this direet, ar eall W
hikely prople.  The profits thae made coulld be el -

(1) For expense of petting out
the paper., '

(2} Any overplus eounld be - '

devoted to vour sports fund.,
——————,

iblished by the Proprieters at The I:‘Icttn'nﬁ_lmum-,_i'-;rrir.:g:lun Blrect, l.nndnu,_linglnnd-.- A_&én;tl' I;l-'-iustulh_:-q_-:uulun &

ellington, N.Z. ; for Eouth Africa: Central News Agency, Ltd, Oape To 1
Subscription, i per anpuni. B gy =it R LOWR A
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L " I'll gve you sixpence for the lot,” said the major. 2. But as s matter of fact, the Major had paid sixpence for
My nieces asked me to buy rome balloons for them.” one balloon, for his merry little nieces had been blowing
* Right-oh, sir, shall I wrap them up in paper, or tend them bubhbles, and he bad mistaken them for balloons.

along by messenger ¢ "'
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1. '"Now's the time to see the Fat Boy of Barking | 7 roared| 1. Lawks-a-m -mo | ' chrieked e J 4 g
the ﬂ]lﬂi:i"l’l:l_ﬂ.n. But__just then it commenced raining, so he pected to see a nit:;gf};h?;, uhuehl:;fﬁjtﬂuA;T;f:fufi}ahyf :;11
hopped inside for a jiffy, this horrible flat-footed freak !

2. But the optical iHlarion was n?en*.lay the result of the very
y carried his son and

2. But hearing sounds of hilarious merriment he went out-
side, and waan't he surprised to find the sheet had slirumk as|awkward way which the delighted duad
par above ! Reir for Auntie’s angust mspection,
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THEY “QOOLLARED"” EACH OTHER'S DINNER!

1. “ Hang these beastly collars!' growled the girafe. 2. Then the sbove nutty notion of feeding each othet
“ How on earth are we going to get at dinner? What's to be  struck the brainy animals, and they both enjoyed their dinne:
did ? without any trouble.

HE GOT THE BIRD! HE SHOULDN'T HAVE ASKED A SILLY
— QUESTION !
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1. * Here's an idea!" smirked Sandy to his pal, *I'll
just push the arrow down this chap's gun.

“ Hallo, fishing 7 "
“No, I'm ecating a pancake sifted with Norwegian gold
fish, and catching poached eggs in a butterfly net | '

NICE FOR JOHN!

2. *Then when he fires ot & bird the bullet pushes the arrow
there first ; and as I have a long line and a reel attached——""|

Hubby: “ For goodness’ sake, my dear, take that trump
away from Tommy. I've got a bad headache ! "

3. “I am able to run off home with it in time for dinner,”’| Wiley : * How unreasonable you are, John! Why, ths
Don't the fellow in the background look surprised ? the only thing that keeps him quist L ™
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