SKINNER, THE SPY!
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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
A Speefal Blend !

YT ELL, here we are:”
‘N,ﬂ' Bob Cheery bumped open
ilie door of Btudy Ne. 1 in the

Remove and marched in, fol-
lowed by Johnoy Bl and Hurree Jam-
st Ham Siegh, .

Harry Whortent and TFrapk XNugent
wore in the stdy.

The chums of No, 1 stood at the table
in their shirt-slecvos. On the fable wae
a large ein pan. Wharton was pouring
ik into tho tin pen. and Nugent was
stirring with the stoudy poker.

IT'he new-comers stared at then.

“VWhat's that??  demanded Jolmny
Bl . )
“That's  the  mixtare!”  replied

Wharton. . _—

“The mixfilncas ia texrifie,” vremarked
ITurree Singh. “The smellfulucss 15
alsg great.”

“Got  your
Wharton. _

“T'yve pot mine,” said Boly, in wonder,
“Yuou :&:ic*d me to bring my bottle :;:t:
liguid blacking, Mere it is—Dbalf-full

“And here’s my gum-bottle”  snid
Johnny Bull.  * Blessed if 1 know what
vorr want iz for 1 :

“ Aud leve is my csteemed carbide of
caleium,” remarked 1lurree Singh.

“Good ! Chuek 'emy inl”

“Into that pan?”’ excluimed Bob.

sl "!.:"'EE. aa

“0h, all nght!”

I3ob Cherry, 1n

contributionzs ¥ ashed

croat  astonishment,
poured  the blacking  into  the pan.
Nugent continued to  stiv.  ITurrec
Ringh added o guanuty of earbide, taken
[rom the container of his acetylene lamp
after nse, The smetl of that chemicol
was not ngrecable.

But .T:aimnf? Tull paused.

“(ig it, Johnny,” said Wharton,

“What's it for?” demanded Johuny

Buoll, who always wanted to know
things, I don’t belicve m wasting
rum.’"

“It's for the mixture, fathead!”
“Well, whal's the mixtuie for?”
e

“hiT

“Carne of the Sixth,”

“Cavie's psked wou to omix up Lhat
awful mesz ¥ exelanued Johony Ball,
in amazemaent.

“Ha. hal
nalid. " .

“ Rut does he want it$”

i HD.”

“Are von going to give iz fo him
when he doesn't want if?"

“ Fxactly.”

“Well, T don't sop—" o

“Yon pever do see, ald chap,” eaid
[larcy affably. * Ber your mighty brain
to work, ;,uuf you'll goess in o weck or
two that we're going to chuck this nux-
iure over Carne's napper—bub not to
pleaze him.”

“0h, ve gods ! gasped Johmuy Bull
“Well, if it's for that bully’s napper,
you can have my gum!™

And he poured it in.

" Theve's ahout o gallon

No. We're doing it un-

now,"”  re-
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§ marked Frank Nugent, “ Thai's encugh |

I for Carne,
P nest cime”

*IIa, ha, ha!” .

Frank stitred industriously at the har-
rible mixture. There woe no doubt that
Arthur Carne of the Sixth Form would
not be pleased 1f he received that gift
from Stady No. I—on lue head. There
wag soob in it, and ink, and ashes, as well
as the ingredients Bob and lus com-
panions had brought. )

It formed a treacly mass, and Whar-
ton added a little water from the kectle
to make it stiv more easily.

“What's Carne dowbe 7 asked Bob,

“11a's been bullying my minor,” seid
Nugent.

Bob Cherry
af the Becond

We'll keep the rod ink [ov

rinned.  Dicky Nugent
‘ormt was aften in hot

water,
“0f ecourze, Dicky dido't do ony-
thing ! prinned Bob.

“Not this time,” =spid Frank. * Carne
wanted him to smuyggle smokes oto the
schiool for him, Dicky refnsed, and the
brute caned him—for sliding down the
banisters, Dicky hadn’t done it, as 1t
happens, on that occasion, but thul
didn’t matter to Carne, [t was a good
snough excuse, if Dicky reported him to
the Ilead—not that Dicky would, Ile
waonid have denied the cigarettes, and
sworn to the banisters.” i

“The rvotter!” said Bob. “And he's
not o prefect, either. It's like his jolly
nerye 7

“ Dicky's had it bad,” said Wharton.
“Fe's a cheeky little sweep, but there’s
a limit, and Carne’s going (o be taught
the limit. I've seen the kid's hands
They're all wenled.”

“[Ie ought to show them to the Ilead,
then ' grunted Jolhnny Bulk

“Better not. We can  dJeal
Carne ™ ’

“Waell, he won’t enjoy it, if he gets
that atuff on his. napper,” said Dob.
“Hut how on carth are you going to get
Carne to stand still while you swamp
him 17 ]

“Information reccived, as the pelice-
men say,” satd Wharton, langhing.
gat it from Skinner that Carme’s break-
mg bounds to-night. Skinner knows
their  rotten  games—he’s thick  with
Carne and Loder and that gang. Ile
konows for a cert that Came is poing
dawn fo the Cross Keys after lights out
to-night, Ie's borrowed Loder’s key to
the sida gatc™

“ Nive boy ! sniffed Bob. 5

“When he comies back, he's going to
find ua ready for him,” continued the
captain of the Remove, " We shall be
on the wall. When Carne comes rolling
home, wd stops at the gate, we swamp
his napper—-—m"

“Ha, hay, ha!l”

“Ile won't see us—which 13 just as
well-—-"

“Quite as well, I think!" chivekled
Rub.

“ Anvway, he copldn’t say much, as
he won't care te mention to the Head
thut he’s becn out tifl miduight,” saud
Wharton, “ITallo! Cover that npt?

with

e ],

, THE SPY!

By FRANK RICHARDS.

A Magnificent New Long Complete Tale of
Harry Wharton & Co. at Greyiriars School,

}

Thers was o heavy footatep in the pas-
sage outside Study No. 1.

Nugent hastily” threw the table-eover
over the tin pan, and the five juniors all
assumed  their rmost  tnocent  expros-
gions 23 2 tap camwe at the door, and it
apened. 3

It was Ilerr Gang, olherwiso Iumg.a'u 435
“The Gander,” who presented bhimself
i the doorway.

B TR TS
Wharton.

The Germian master entered.

The Famous Five wonduped what ho
wanted. It was unusual enough for the
German  master  to visit  the  juade
studias,

The Gander, though a Ilun, was
not unpopular at Greyfriars, ic was
of the Baxon raee, and hated D'russiang
with o deadly hatred.  Ilis sympathies,
no doubt, were with his own eountry in
the war, but it was hard to blame any
man for that., But the fellows had seen
him grinning with glee over reports of
the Prussian Guards being cut up on
the Western Frout.  The good llerr
nourished a hope that Prussia would be
so thoroughly downed by the war that
his “belofed Sachsen,” as he called his
country, would be able to throw off the
iron grip of her DPrussian igrants after-
wards.  And in that wizh everyhody
could aympaihise,

Fellows like Skinner and Booop, whe
hntedd work, hated the Gander alsa,
for he made them work, having all the
grim thoroughness of his roce But
Harry Wharton & Co., though they did
not like Huones, made an exception in
favour of Herr Gans, and tolerated him.,

Herr Gans gencrally had a face like
unto the full moon, s0 bread and good-
humoured was ift. But just now his ex-
wession was  anytbing but  good-
srmoured. iz brow was knitted, and
hiz pale-blue eyes gleained over hia
glesses,

He looked more like & real Huon than
the juniors had ever seen him look
beiore.

“Wharton !” he rapped out.

“Yea, sir?” suid Harry, wondering
whether the Gander 11;(:1.1{.] notice the
rovercd-up tin pan on the table.

“1 have lose a lettor from mine study,

i, wirlt stamered

st i

“Have you, sir?” .

“Wat I mean to say 13 edis, tat tat
letier hw 1a taken from mine etudy,”
said Ierr Gans, " Somevun he have
ateal tat letter™

Wharton Hushed angrily.

“1 suppose you haven't come fo this
study looking for a stolen letter, Tloer
Ganz " he exclaimed tartly.

“We're not Germans here ™ srowlod
Johnuy Bull,

“Vat! Vat do you say, Ball?®

“T said we'vre not Germans hero!™
said Johuny Bull undauntedly. * You've
no right to come here asking abont a
stolen letter.™

“Meoin Gott! You ave van imperiinent

1 poy., Bull!™ exclaimed Herr Gans.

“Shut  np, Jobnoy!?  murmured
Nngent.



Every Monday.

ad become glmost

Hewr Gans’ {at face
his wrath, and

purple, but he contro
went on guietly : .
“I do not vish tat tere i3 misunder-
aiand:nai;. I come not here to find stolen
f.“‘eﬁ} ut to ask if you shall hear of
im.
“We haven't heard anything about if,

sit,” said Wharton.
rtant letter,” added

‘It s most im

Herr Gans. "“He i3 very important
indeed, and I am mooch distress and
worry. If you shall find tat letter, Whar-
ton, I shall be ferry mooch oblige.”
_"l’ll make inquiries about it at once,
gir.”’

“1 tank you, mein poy."

Herr (Gans' glance wandered io the
table. It was cvident that he wondered
what was hidden under the cover hastily
thrown ever the pan. There wers stains
of ink and blacking, ioo, upon Wharton
and Nugent, which did not ecacape his
eyes. The juniovs felt wneomfortabla.

“I lave interrupt youw,” remarked the
Gander.,

“Ye-os, sir.”

“It is tat you make somezing?”

“Ye-es, sir. We—we'rs making a—a
mixture,” stammered Wharton,  *We
are mixlng up s::tmr:t-ilmg. pir."

“Fery vell, mein pov.

To the gredt relief of the juniora, the
Herr rolled out without asking any
further guestions.
another rather gmliily as Herr Gana'

heavy footsieps died away down the

presage.

" Jolly ]ur:I-c; he didn't see what we
were mixing 1" exclaimed DBob Cherry.

*Yes, rather!” :

“The ratherfulness is terrific 1" grinned
Hurree Siugh.

“He, he, he!"” came o sudden cackle in
the doorway.

And Billy Bunter, the Owl of the
Remove, looked in.

L ———

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Bunter Sees It All!l

ILLY BUNTER blinked at the
B Famous Five through his big
spectacles, and raised a fat hand.
‘To the surprise of the Co., he
peinted a podgy forefinger at them in an
accusing roanner.

“ Detected 1™
matically.

“What " ejaculated Wharton,

" Detected 1™

“(iot ouk, you fat duffer!™

“Yah! Food-hogs!”

“Wha-a-at?”

Bob Cherry made a movement towarda
the fot junior, with the intention of
introducing his bioot into the conversa-
tion. Bunter did not rotreat. His fag,
gceusing {inger still pointed.

“Hands off, Cherry! I'm afraid ii's
my duty to go to Mr. Queleh and de-
nounce you!™

“ Denounce
dazedly.

_ “Certainly ! What have you got there
in that pan that you've covered up so
-]i:rll%eamfuﬂr?“

“Find outl!”

“1 don’t need to find out—I know,”
grinnéd Bunter. “Jolly lucky for you
the Gander didn’t spot it. You'd look
preity queer 3 you were reporied for
making o pudding!”

:'5 ‘-!.Iri:la.t?” \

"Perhops you're going to tell me that
it's niot a pudding?’ sneered Bunter.
*¥You are mixing a pudding in that pan,
ang you nearly got spotted by old Gans.
Yah! Feod-hogs!"

B‘;I-‘m‘n'eil, my hat!” exclaimed Johnny

ull.
“And where did you get the atuffi"
continued Bunter accusingly. “1I know
how you got it,

exclaimed Bunter dra-

uz?’ repeated Wharton

They looked at one |l

Sneaking about from |
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ono shop- to another, gelting a but at

each—I know the game, And you think

you'ra going to keep it for yourselves,

'.%ltl!.:?}l.l: asking o pal if he's got a mouth!
ah!"

“¥You fat idiot!" shouted Wharion.
“It'a not & pudding.”

““What is it, then®"”

“Go and eat coke !

“Take that cover off, and let me see
what's in the pan!” grinned Bunter, He
advanced a step towards the table, evi-
dently to er under the cover, but
Jobnny Bull raised has foot, and the Owl
promptly dodged back.,

The Famous Five certanly had no in-
tention ol letfing Bunter see the mixture.
It was necessary to keep that mixture
very darck, and the intended jape on
Arthur Came could not be confided to
the tattler of Greyiriars.

“‘ Btand back, vou fat duffer ! growled
Wharton.

"You won't let me seo if 4"

i Nﬂ- EE]

“And you want me to Lelieve it72 not
a pudding ! sneered Bunter. * Well, I
tell you what, Wharton! I'm going to
have my whack in that pudding ; other-
wiso I shall consider it my duty to go to
the Head and denounce vou 2t once,
I— Oh! Ah! Qooocoop!”

Bob Cherey grasped the fat junior by
the collar.

Bunter's remarks ended in a tercifie
vell, us be was spun round and a heavy
boot was applied forcibly to his person.

He went through the doorway like a
stone from a catapult.

Bump!

*Yaroooooh !" howled Bunter.

“Now come back and have some
more ! roared Raob,

“Yow-ow-ow 1"

“Hold him while I get a slump!”
shouted Jpbnny Bull.

Buntor leaped up, and ran. He dis-
R?I-"Eﬂt'ﬂfi along _the Remove passage
almost in the twinkling of an eye, with-
out 1'I-'Hltll1ﬁ‘ for the stump. Bob kicked
the door shut.

“The fat rotier 1" he growled. *.Just
like Bunter to suspect o chap of food-
hogring 1"

“He won't go to Quelchy, I suppose ™
remarked MNugent doubtfully,

“Wo fear! e knows he would bo
skinned,  Bdlore hikely to hang round and
demand & whack i the pugding when
it's cooked. ™

““Ha, ha, ha!™

“Etill, we may as well pub the stuff
out of sight when we've finished mixing
it,"” remarked Wharkon,

And when & final stir had been given
to the ghastly compound in the pan it
was slid under the study table, and the
table-cover thrown over it there,

“What about the Gander's missing
letier ¥ asked Nugent,

“We'll inquire, s‘t’er_! likely Skinper or
Enmtp, They're always up against the
Gancler.™

The Famous Five quitted Study No, 1,
turning out the light. Thoy procceded
to No. 4, which belonged to Harold 8kin-
ner and Vernom-Smith, and found both
those juniors thero.

“"The Gander says a letter has been
faken from his study, Skinner,” beogan
Wharton.

“Does he?” asked Skinner, looking
s
% Yes; somebody’s taken .”

“T wonder why ¥ vawned Skinner.

“Well, have yon faken it ¥

“Why should I77

“Took there, Skinner!" exelaimed
Wharton. * Thea Gander's worried about
it for some reagon. TQ vou've gobt his
letter, talte it baek., T kuoow you'ro up
pgainst him beeause he makes you work;
hlnt. ¥ou ¢an let his correspondence
alone.™

One Penny. 3

“DBut I haven't got it!” smiled Skin-
ner. “Ask 3mithy !

“I1" exclaimed Vernon-8mith,

“Yes. You're as likely to have the
Glander’s lottor as T am, T suppose 1"

The Bounder knitted hi2 browa.

“Mothing of the kind!” exclaimed
Wharton. * E-mith‘r wouldn't do such o
thing, and you would, 8kinner.”

“Thanks !

i “I told the Gander I'd inguire aftor
T e
“Well, go en inguiring 1™ said Skinner,
with a vawn.

Wharton looked nonplussed. Skinnecr
wag a fellow naturally to be suspected in
such a case, but there scemed nothing
more to be done, And Wharton was less
melined than wanal to be down on the cod
of the Remove, owing to the tip Skinner
had given him concerning Avthur Carne's
movemaonts that night.

“Well, if Bkinner denics it, there's
nothing doing,” said Bob. *“I'm going
to do my prep”

And Bob Cherry went his way, with
Hurree Bingh and Johuny Bull, Whar-
ton and Nugent left the study, and locked
e on Saoop and Stott in their quarters.
Rut Bnoop and Stott professed completa
ipnorance of the Gonder's missing letter.
Wharton, having undertaken to make the
inguiry, did got like giving it up, and he
went up end®down the Remove passage
ns]-:ilf whether any fellows had scen or
heard anything of the letter.

But nobody had, and he repaired to the
(tander's study at last. He found Eerr
Gans there, with a letter in his hand.

“I can't hear anything of the letter

| you mentioned, sir,” said Harry.

The Gander smiled at him.

“Tank wou ferry mooch, Vharton! I
have lind him."

“(Oh 1" said Harry.

“ 1 joost come pack to mein study, and
I find him on te floor,” explained the
IHere. *Somevun he i"liﬂg him into te
room, 1sn't 167 Tat 15 a pad boy wha
play such tricks mit mein letter, T bink.”

Harry Wharton left the Gorman
master’s study with a knitted brow. His
induiry up and down the Bemove passagn
had had that result. Tt had eanzed the
purloiner of the leiter to throw it into
Herr Gans' study to get rid of it. This
was a proof that it was a Remove fellow
who had abstracted it in the first place,

It was uwpon Bkionce that his suspi
cions fixed, c:mnmulllf.' as Skinnor always
affected to beliove that the harmless old
Grander was a German spy, and was very
curtous about His corcespondence. But
there was no proof, and the captain of
the Remove had to let the matter drop.

He jowned Nugent on the stairs, and
they went back to Study No, 1 to begin
their prep. Just as they reached the
study thev heard the dooy shut and the
koy turn in the lock.

“My  hat!™  ejaculated  1larey, in
astonishment. “ Somebody’s locked him-
aolf. in our study.™

MNugent guegled.

“ Bunter 1™

“What '

**After tho pudding !

Wharton stared at him for 4 momend,
and then, as he understood, he burst inte
d FOQr.

“1Ia, ha, ha!®

——rr—Tre

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
A Feast for a Food-hog!

ILLY BUNTER grinned in the
B gloom a3 he stole into SBtudy
No. L
Having scem . Wharton  and
Nugent go downatairs, the fat junior con-
sidered that the coast was clear. and he
had stoler to the study with greak
caution,
THE MacyeT LiBRARY.—No. 525,
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Puunter made an elaborate pretence of
tving up his shoo-lace till they were gove.
Then Lord Mauleverer sauntered up, and
Bunter affected to bo re-settling his neck-
tie. Theu the coast was clear, and he
stole into the study and closed the door.
I‘Aﬁ a precaution, he locked it behind
1M,

e did not mean to be intorrupted
while he was negotiating the supposed
pudding. )

Yisions of ¢ glorious feed floated beforo
Funter's ;minde.' He was thinking of a
 hristmaz pudding, with raising and
almands am‘f’ candied-peel galore. True,
the pudding. was uncocked, but those
swerd eornestibles were nice enough with-
out eookivg., SBovrvely it must be an un-
ngually gorgeous pudding, or why were
its ownoers so careful not to let it bhe
are T

Judging others by himself, Dunter had
o dowbt that evervbody would be a
food-hog if he had the chanee,

And he guite thrilled with indignation
at the idea of the food-hogs keeping the
pidding  entirely | to themselves. They
might at least have asked DBuntor to
share the surreptitions feed,  Aw they
haan't, he felt quite justified in helpin
Lhimself, Not thot he tronbled very much
ahout justification where #food was don-
copned.

Il feit in his pockets for matches, but
hoesitated, It was safer not, to have a
light shining under the door, and he
comld cat in the dark, A dim starlight
fell in at the study window, which was
ouly partly covered, .

It showed that the pan wzs no longet
on the table,

* Tidden, of course 1" grinned Bunter.
“That shows it'a a jolly pgood thing.
Fancy leaving me out—seliish beasts !
I'll show "eny!"

He Blinked ronnd the study, and found
the hidden pan under the table., He
jorked the table-cover off it, and plunged
lis fat paw into it.

The sticky maxture that met his ingers
zent o thrill of delighted anticipation
throweh him.

He filled hia fat hand with as much as
it wonld hold, grinning with delight.
There was a step outside,

Bunter did not heed it.

The door was locked, and he was sale.
His large mouth was open, and he
f*tl:amn;w-;l mtg 1t the handful of * pud-
g’

The next moment there was a terrific
vproar in Study No. 1.

“Covrrg ! Grooog ! Yarrrrggh! Gug-
gug-gug-ug 1”

“Heg., ha, ha " came in e wild yell out-
side the study.

“Grooogh ! spluttered Bunter, “I'm
pip-pip-poisoned ! Gerreoogoh Y

“Ha, ha. hal?

ITarery Wharton, choking with laugh-
for, rattled at the handle of the door.

”éﬂt me in, you fat assl"

L U UE-E pas

"‘M}:@: I!fa.tlgl%&'g. eating it!" shricked
Nugent. **lla, ha, ha!”

“Gromeh ! IIelp!  Yow-ow-woooop !
Henel for a doctor ! Grooooch !

“1Ta, ha, ha !™

“*Hatlo, halle, hallo?! What's the
row P70 yelled Bob Cheery, looking oub
of Study No. 13. i

L.'éilu, ha! It's !.‘-unhi*t'." ; oo

“LGug-pug-gug ! 'm pozoned U
shwieked Bunter, “ Help! Yow-ow-ow !
Groogh! Gug-gug-gug-gug-gug 7

“IHa, ha, ha "

The Remove fellows cane ctowding out
of their stadies in astonishment. A
crowil  gathered outside the door of
No. 1. i

Inside, the most alavming sounds could
be heard.

Tae Macxer Lipnary,—No. 525,

Billy Bunter was ling, gasping,
Bp]utt{;ring, and mmrti;%;r :ft'. a t.err%ﬂrl:a.ti
He had evidently not found the *pud-
ding ™ to his liking,

“What on earth’s the matter?” ex-
claimed Peter Todd.

“Begad! It somnds Like a suffccatin’
rhinceeros!”  ejaculated Lord Manle-
VT yar

g ENEgug-gug !

“Open iho :,IECIDI', Bunter !”  yelled
v ugent,

“Grooooch! Goooooogh 1

“ Ha, ha, hal”
_ Wharten kicked at the door. The fat
junior opened it at last, and appeared in
the doorway.

His face was extraondinary in expres-
sion.

Ink and blacking stained his ample
mouth, and his fingers were black. Tlis
eves rolled behind his spectacles wildly.

“What's  the matter with gyou!®”
shouted Peter Lodd.

“Groogh! 1I'm poisoned! Yow-ow-
ow! The beasts!” wailed Bunter,
“They'vo poisoned me. I'll haunt you,
Wharton ! Groocogh [

e ha, ha !V

“He’s been at the mixture!” gasped
Nugent.  “He thought it was o pud-

ding."”

“HWEII, what was it?" asked Squiff.

“Ink and blacking and soot and gum !”

“HMa, ha, hal”

“Ink!® shrieked Dunter. *Soot!
Grooogh! Blacking! Yoooooch! Grer-
o o T

The Romovites velled,

Billy Bunter staggered out of the
studﬂ, gasping and grosning. He could
not believe now that it was & pudding—
Christmas or otherwise, He had the
taste of blacking in his mouth, with a
spspicion of seot, and a faveur of ink,
and several other mixed flavours, Never
had 4 focd-hog felt so unhappy.

Wharton lighted the gas in the study,
with tears of mereiment on his cheels.

“Coame and have some more, Bunter
he said. ‘“LThere will be lots left if you
have a good fecd,™

¥ Gerrrroooogh 17

“Shall I lend vou a spooni” sobbed
Nugent.

“Fe-reeer-r ! Qooouch I

“Ha, ha, ha "

The Owl of the Remove slaggered
away, followed by howls of laughter,

Bunter made a rush for the bath-reom,
and for a guarter of an hour he was busy
washing out hizg mouth.

“Bot what on earth’s that stuff for,
vou fellows®" asked Mark Linley, star-
ing ot the unecovered mxture,

but DBunter thought
chuckled Wharton,

“It's for o jape,
it was a pudding,” ]
“It's not exactly a secret; but keep it
dark. We're going to anoint Carne with
it to-nmight.”

“Oh, my hat!¥ :

Tho mixtore was covered np again,
and the chuckling juniors disperzed to
their studiea,

It wazs s=ome time before William
George Bunter avrived at his study, how-
ecver.  Whene he did, his fat face was
almest haggard in expression, and he was
il pug-gugoling,  Peter Todd and Tom
DNutton grinned ot him. If Bunter had
expected sympathy in his own study he
was dizappointed.

He glared at hiz stude-mates with a
glure that almost eracked his spectacles.

“Look here, Toddy, you grinning
idiat,”* he howled, **if you were a docent
chap, vou'd lick Wharton for that roiten
trick |

“Ha, ha, ha " roared Peter.

“T'H hold your jacket, if you like™
nreed Bunter. )

“I'll held your car, if you like™
atizwered Peter.  Aud without waiting
for Bunter to state whether he likeed 1t or

paa
H
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Toemt Brown and Squiff eame by, and-

not, he held it—hard, and there was &
-howl from William George.

“NVow-ow! Leggo, you beast!™ 2

Peter grinned, and zat down to his
work, and Bupter turned to Tom Dutton,
his deaf study-mate, Tom was hard of
hearing, but he was a2 great man with
hiz fists, and Bunter wanted vengeance,
and wanted it badly.

“T zsay, Dutton 1™ he shouted.

“Tallo I said Tom, locking up.

“T've been nearly poisoned in Study
No, 1!7

“They always are at this time of vear,”
anawered Dutton.

“Eh? What do vou mean?” gasped

Bunter.

“Didn’t vou say the
muddy 7"

“Oh, you ass! No! T say, I've been
playved a votten trick !

Dutton stared at him.

“MNot so thick as youvs, anyway!” he
retorted warmly,

“Wha-a-at ¥’ :

“Talk about a fellow's head belng
thick I"" eontinoed Tom Dutton indig-
nantly,  “Why, you've got the thickest
head at Grovfrars !

“Oh, erambs! Listen to me, vou
goat ! shrieked Bunter. "1 want yon to

roads  were

give Wharton a good hiding! You
conld "
“Waond?"  rvepeated Tratton., My

head, do you mean?”

“Ha, ha, ha!” yelled Peter,

" There's. nothing to eackle at, Peter
Todd, in Bunter's rotten personalities!”
exclumed Dutton. “So my head's wood,
13 1f, and thick, is 67 I don't know why

ou should begin slanging me like this,
unter, when I haven’t said anything

to you; but I'm not going Lo stand it!
Y Look here—— {h, my hat! Drag-
gimoff 1" shricked Bunter.
Bump ! '
Billy Dunter sat on the hearthrug with
a heavy bump, and the lock of a Hun.

h_Tﬂm DPutton shock a warning finger at
i,

“Now, don't give e any more of it

he pard: .
IIe did not frel

[t

And Bunter didn't!
equal to any more,

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Topping !
WIHG A¥H of the Sixth saw lights
ing, and when the junioras
zettled down to slecp there were
five who determined to rvemain wide

But before ten o'clock the five had
been redueed to one. :

Harry Wharton was keeping awake by
drifted off into the Land of Nad.

In a rvecess of the ivy, by the school
wall, the tin pen of mixture was placed in
eleven o'clock the Famous Five were to
get out- of the Behool Hontse and take up
the watch on the school wall. Carne was
if he had stolen down to the Cross Keys
to meet his sporting friends—indeed, he
was more likely to keep it up till twelve.
the millk in the morming—he would find
the Five waiting for him—with the
mixture.
undergoing repairs.  But the Are hed
been got under before it was toetally
vuined, and IHawke and Cobb were still
who needed plucking.

At eleven n‘ciluﬁ( Ilarry Wharton
ronsed himself, with an cffort, from the

out for the Remove that even.

awake and watching.
detevmined efforts, while his companions
readiness and in conceslment. And at
not likely to return before cleven o'cleck
When he eame back—even if it was with
The Cross Keys, by the way, wna
ahle to find o ecorper for their *clients”
dare he was falling into, and slipped out
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of bed. Tt was a cold night, and he
sbivered as he plunged into his clothes,

“You fellows awake?” he whispered.

Bunora ! eame from Billy Bunter's bed,
and that was all.

“Bob! Franky!"

There was no reply, and Wharton went
from bed to bed, shaking his comrades.
They woke up, and prunted and yawned
sleepily.

T Tain’t cleven vet,
mured Jolmny Bull,

“*Turned eleven,” :

%] say, suppose Carne’s put it off this
evening? Ho may have!” suggested
Bob Cherrr, in a very thoughtful way.
“Iit hadn’t struck me before. Bub we
might have all our troubls for nothing,
you Lnow. Perhaps we'd betfer c‘t}}w
it, on second thoughts, Yaw-aw-aw !

Harry Wharton chuckled,

“Op third thoughts, yoo'd better torm
ant,” he said. * Otherwise, T've got a
wet sponge here—"

“’ng !g I'm turning out, fathead I

“The turn-outfulness ia terrific, my

estecmed, fatheaded chum!™ murmuved
the Nebob of Bhamipur.
The Famous Five were dvessed at last,
very thoughtfully putting on extra pairs
of socks to keep their fect warm durng
the vigil. They tiptoed away from the
dormitory, and reached the box-room,
where overcoats had been placed in readi-
ness in an empty trunk.

Five minutes later they were on the
ground, the box-room window being left
unfastened for their return, ;

Teep gloom hung over Greyviars, and
the old guadrangle was dark and misty.
But the juniors would have knewn tbe:r
way in the deepest darkness, and they
soon reached the school wall, where it
bordercd Friardale Lane.

The tin pan was carefully drawn from
ita hiding-place under the vy,

“All serene!” asked Bob Cherry, as
Wharton lifted it. . :

“Oh, yes! Bunter hasn't been ab it
again.”

YHa, ha, hat!"

“ Shush, fathead!™

U say. it's jolly windy on top of the
wall!” remarked Frank Nugent. * We'd
better take turns watching for Carne,
and the rest ean trot and keep werm.”

“Yez, that's o %md idea—ten-minute
rounds ™ grinned Bob.

“Right-ho! T'll begin!” said Harry.

The juniors moved slong to the little
ate, ‘i‘l’iliﬂ]] was used by masters and pre-
acts, who had keys to it.

Carne was not s prefect, but Toder
was, and a loan of-Loder’s key waa casly
ohtained.

Wharton was bunked up to the top of
the wall, under the shadow of a big
branch of the tree within, and the tin

an wos handed up to hum byBob Cherry.

ob received a little of the mixture down
his sleave in the process, and he made
some yemarks on the subject in a very
gxpressiva voice, .
rey Wharton set the tin pan on top
of the thick wall, and waited beside i,
guite invisible in the darkness under the
ﬂvnrspreadmg branches.

He was glad he had on his overcont
and double socks and woollen gloves, for
the wind blew sharply from the sea, and
it was like a knife. He waz glad when
ten minutes had clapeed, too, and Bob
Cherry dﬁth‘rEd up to take his place,
Wherton willingly dropped into  the
shelter of the wall.

“T gav ! Bob murmured from above,

“Hallp! JTg he comingi”

"No. But, Isay, are you sure Skinner
was telling the truth, Wharton®”

aurcly ' moug-

“Eh?"
“Bure Carne has gone out at all #*
U1—=1 suppose so,” said Harry, rather

taken aback. * 8kinner knows his habita,
you EKnow, and he said positively that
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Carne was booked for the Uross Koys
this evening, ™

I “He might liave been pulling zour
eg.’

“Nica time of day to make that sug-
gestion, I must sav ! grunted Johnny
Bull. * You might have thought of that
carlier "

“Ie wouldn't dare, I thiok,” said
Harry., “If he gave us this job for
nothing we'd boil him in oil!  Iie

| wouldn't dare fool us like this!™

“My hat! Tl smazh him if he has!"
grunted Johnny. i

“The smashfulness will be tervific!”
muttered Hurree Jamset Ilam Singh
throngh his chattering teeth.

“Well, Skinner kpnows that!™ sad
Harry Wharton, not too confidentiy.
“He wouldn’t play such a trick, and get
smashed up for it afterwards.™
“I suppose it’s all right!” admitted
Bob. '

“Yes, of course 1t 13, Keep a good
look-out "

*You het!”

The juniors trotted to and fre under
the trees during Bob's vigil, to kee
thomaelves warm. It waa az cold as 1t
was dark.

Frank Nugent wes the next to watch
for Carne, and when ho dropped from
the wall it was turned half-past eleven:

Hurree Jamset Ram Bingh was the
next, the nabob taking Nugent's place

dmmediataly; and wateling the shadowed

road with his dark, glimmering eyes,

The juniors wai impatiently.

Arthur Carne might keep it up at the
Croee Keovs t1ll midmight, or later, and
the jape did not appear half so attractive
on that cold might in the quad as it had
apprared in ;ﬁﬂ study when 1t was
planned.

The waiting japers
Carne's rascality az the lon
erawled by, Ile was cu‘itl&ntﬁ,‘
it up late.

Ay tuen, Toly,” wumbled Johnoy
BEnll.

“Flush I™ cama a eantions whiaper from
above.

“ 13 he coming? breathod Wharton.

“Home esteemed porson iz coming.
can heat his honourable foolskeps.
he stops here——"

anuthomatized
minutes
keeping

If

*Took out!™

“The look-outfnlness is bervihe!™

The juniors waite]d breathlessly. Thew
conld all hear faotsteps now on the hard
road ouniside the wall

Hurres Singh, invisible 1o the darkness
on top of the wall grasped the tin pan
of mixture, and waited,

Closer came the Tootsteps on the [rosty
roacl.

Thev stopped.

In the thick darliness Torrea Jamset
Ram SBingh caught sight of a shadow
below, a faint outline of a hat and over-
coat dimly zecn.

Ha only waited to see whether that dim
shadow stopped at the side gata.

It did!

Thore soundetl the secrape of a key, feel-
g in the darkness for the kevhole. It
grated as it was thrust in.

The nabab laaned forward, and tha tin
pan way silently inverted over the head
of the shadowy form below.

Swoooosh ! .

In a swoop the terrible mixture valled
out of the pan, and descended in o cling-
ingr mass oit the head balow it.

here waz a throttled gasp below—a
gasp of astonishment, alarm, terror, and
sovoral other emotions all expressed to-
ethor, The shadowy form staggeved
ack feem tho gate, leaving the kay
sticking in the lock. A zouwnd of horrid
gurghing and guggling und splottering
roae from the mai

Hurree Jamest Ram Singh dropped
from the wall inside, the empty pan in
hia hand. The juniors choked back their
laughtor as they listened to the wild
gurgling and sputtering outside.

“Hook it!" whispered Wharton.

" arp—gurr—gurrrrrer ! came from
the road. © Mein Gott! Grrererr! Lieber
Crotk! LCir-r-r! Vak 1z tat tat have happen
to me?! I am choke—I am suffocate—I
amn all ofer sticky mit me, mein Gott!
Crar-veraraprr !’

The juniors, a3 they hoard that splut-
toring exclamation, stood rooted {o the
gronnd, almost froven.

“The Cander!”

“Oh, crumbel”

It was not Carne of the Sixth, after all,
who had got the mizture!

Tae Macser Lisgany, - No, 525,



THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Affer the Catastroghe !

e EIN Gott! Grrrrrugugh!”
M With one accor tha
Famous Five fled ncross tho

shadowy quadrangle. They
paused only & minute, to shove the inky,
tarry,
aﬁ Then they tore away for the
School Howse, wed clambered breath-

lessly . Carne was given wp for l:hsﬂn.i:1

night.

& mixture bad been wsed—on a
a2 master’s head?! ¥Herr Gans had been
fooded with ik and soot and black-
ing aod other things. Reckless as they
were, the herges of the Remove were
horriGed ut what they had—unintention-
ally—done.

It was a sufficiently reckless procead-
g o hand out the mizture to a senor
—but 40 a master!

Harry Wharton <dosed the box-room
window, and it, and the chumsg
of the Remove hurried to the dormitory.

There they undressed and tumbled in,
m record fime.

They were some sork of an
earthquake o Iollow,

Herr Gane was certaln io arguse the
school, and there would be 2 ferociouns
in%uirs as to the authors of the vutrage.

or though it was only intended as =

jape, there was no doubt whatever that

the Head would regard it as an outrage.

@ was o natural difference, mm the

point of view, between the headmaster

and the Lower Founrth, They szeldom
saw eye to eye.

“What pl.:haaﬂf Iuek 1 ;
Cherry. “ Fancy catching the Gander by
mistake! He will raise Cain over thist”

“The luck 13 terrific!”™ said Hurree
Singh. It is extremely remarkiul for
the esteemed Gander to be out of door-
fulness so ia.teft:ll%'. He habitfully goes
off bedfully at half-past ten,”

“¥You ass, Inky!”

45 “I’i esteemed Johnny—’

“What did vou bung it at the Gander
for, you fathead?”

“I naturally thought it was the die-
gustful Carne, as he stopped at the gnte
and began to open 1t unlockfully,”
groaned the nabob. I am not an
catoemed cat to see davkiully !”

“Inky's not to blame,” spid Haury.
“He conldu't sea; and we all -expected
Carne. I suppose any of us would have
swampoed him just the same. What on
earth was the Gander doing out at this
time of uight?’

“He doesn't go to the Cross Keys, I
suppeze ¥’ grinned Nugent,

“Ha. ha! No."

HTt boata me!” said Bob.

It wuas, in fact, an amazing circum-
stance. It was but ravely that a master
of Grexviriars was outside the walls so
late as half-past eleven. As for the Ger
man master, his habitz were fixed with
Teutonie meihod, It was possible to set
2 clock by the time of lus goings and
vomings, so methodical was he.  With
searer o break, Herr Gons went to bed
at half-past ten at night. On fine nights
he would tzke & stroll round the quad
before going to bed: but going outside
the walls swas practically unknown to him.
Prudence as well as inclination made him
thus mothodical, for, as a registered
alien, he might have excited suspicion by
any irvegular goings and cominga.

it was only judicious, in his cireum-
stances, never ta leave the school pre-
cmots after darvk, and he never did.

The discovery of Ilerr Gans coming
home mear midnight was a etaggering
one. It raiged the not unnatural suspicion
that the Hevr': methodical habits weve
1 mere blind,
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roaned Bob
ih

seoty pan oot of sight in the wood- |

There came o yawn from Hareld Skin-
ner's bed ag the chums were discussing
the nnfortunate affair in low voices. Ap-
parently Skinner had just woke np.

“¥ou fellows got back ¥ he yawned.

“Ves 1" grunted Bob.

“ Did you catch Carne?”

“Neo.'

“Are you sure thai Carne was geing
out this i

evening, " asked Harry
Wharton sery qnictly.
“Yes, 1 toid vou s0.™
“Did zvor know that the Gander was
golng cut¥™
“"Eh? The Gavdert wawned Skin.
ner. “How chonld T Imow envthing

about the Geander? Has be gone outt”

“He was oui, as it happens, and we
caught bim instead of Camme "

:]?J_F hat! Not with the misture

5.

“Ha, he!” howled Bkinmer.

“Pry up, you ass!” exclaimed DBob
Cherry angrily. *Theyfl be along in-
quir[n%‘ soon, and we've got to be fnst
psleep.”

“Ha, ha!” gasped Skinner. “You
mixtured the Gander—the poor old
Gander! Ha, ha!™

“Jolly funny, ise’t @Y grunted
Jolinpy Bull, -

“ Awfully I” chortled Skinner. “¥Ia,
ha! I say, vou muost be a lot of clumes
duffers !

“{h, cheecse it 1"

“Hallo ! What's the vow about !’ came
Hquill’s sleepy voice.

“What's on 7" yawned Belsover major.

“{h, 8 merey pape ™ chortled Skinner.
“The Frabjona Five have been out on
the war-path, and they've swamped the
Gander with ink snd things, in mistake
for Clarne of the Sixth."

“Ha ha, hat®

“Oh, shut up ! howled Bob Cherry.

“Hau, ha, ha!"

“I say, vou fellows. vou mmst be
dummies ™ FEven Dilly Bunter wasa
awalko and chortling. “Yon must be
asges ! He, he, he! Tran't vou know
Carno from the Gander?”

“Tt was too dark to see, vou fat
wdiot 7

“i1e, he, he 1™

“Oh, this 18 too rich!™  exclaimed
Hazeldene. “1I =zay. there'll be a fright-
ful row about this !V

“We're oxpecting if,"" said Wharton,
rather grimly.

“Why didn't you agk me to lead you
on the war-path¥” inquired Peter Todd.
“I could have managed it for you, you
reckless infants 1"

“0h, rats!? .

“But I don’t see how it happened.”
continued  Peter.  “Where was the
Gander 7"

“ Coming in at the side gate.'

“My hat! At this time of night?"

“¥ez, Who could possibly have ox-
pected that?" groaned Bob Cherry. “'We
were expecting Carne home frem the
Cross Keva. When he began nnlocking
the side gate, of course we thought it was
Carne coming home. Oh, dear "

“Ha, ha, ha!"”

““But what made you expect Carne?”
asled Poter. g

Y Bkinner told us he was at the Crns:‘i

Kovg thiz afternoon.™

“8n he waz, from what T heard,”
agserted Bkinmer, 1 heard him talking
it aver with Loder, and Loder lent hun
s kew to the side gpate. T dare eay
Carna hasn't come i yet.  It's barely
midnight. "

“Dhd Skinner know the Gander was
going out " ashed Peter Todd suspici-
ouslv.’

“How should I lhave known?"? de-
mazded Skinner.

“Well, if you did know, it looks to me
as if you were spoofing Wharton about
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Carne to get him to mop up the Gander,”

said Peter Todd coolly., *It would ba

just like one of your double-faced tricks,
kinner ;¥

“Oh, my hat I"* cjaculated Bab.

“¥You cheeky, skinny worm, Peter
Todd [ chouted Blkinner., * Nothing of
the sort! IHow sheould I know anything
abaut the Gander ¥ Ife nmever goca ocut at
night—at least, we've alwavs supposed
ﬂ'ﬂ

“There was z letter missing from his
study this evening,” remarked Deter
Todd drily, * There may have been some-
fehing ”u,br:rutn an appointment in that

tter.

“Well, I never saw the letter,™
growled Skinner,

“If I were in Wharton's place, old
El;ﬂrl!t-. I Eh?uld punch your nose on ry:-
picion,” said Peter Todd. “ This med-
dling with other people’s lettors cught not
to be allowed to grow into g habit with
ron, "

“Oh, shut up, fathead 1"

“I say, isn't it jolly odd that thera
hasu’t been any row yet?" asked Verhon-
Bmithy *The Gander can’t be taking it
quietly, can he¥”

“* Blessed 1f [ undertsand it I confessed
Wharton. “He basn’t even knocked at
?ll!’i‘dﬂ-ﬂrl He's had lots of time to get
ITl.

“ Are you gure you swamped him after
all? It was very dark, I suppose?”

“Yes, rather! He was gurgling like a

drowning  hippopotamus—worse  than
Bunter after he sampled the mixture in
our study.

“la, ha, ha 1

“Well, it's dashed odd 1" remarked the
Bounder, *““He's taken it quietly, or
there'd have been & row befors this "

Harry Wharton listened for sounds
from below,

In the ordinary course Herr Gans
would have lot himself in with his latch-
key, and gone quietly to his room. But
surely, swamped with that terrible mix-
ture, he was not likely fo do so now?

The culprits had fully expected the

Germau'maqt.er ta thunder at the door,

and come in raging into the

House, awakening everybody. But a con-
giderable time had now elapsed, and thers
had been no sound from below.

“He must have come in and gone to
bed,” eaid Hlarry Wharton gt last, “1
suppose we shall hear about it in the
morning,

A "uFleaunnl'- prospect ! grunted Johnny
ull.

“Well, 1t won't improve matters stay-
ing aweke, I'm poing to sleep,” an-
swered the coptain of the Remove, with
a yawn.

And he put his head on the pillow,

There was some more disoussion of the
unfortunate affaiv, punctuated by
chuckles frem g good many of the Re-
movites, But they settled down to sleep
at lost, and silence and slumber reigned
in the Remove dormitory. And the
Famous Five slept the sleep of healths
vouth, 1 spite of the stormy prospect of
the morrow.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
In Suspense !

LANG! Clang!
‘ “Yaw-aw-aw-aw " mumbled
Bob Cherrv. *I believe thak

dashed rising-bell goes earlier

overy morning ! Yaw-aw.aw "

The Famous Five sat np and rubbed
their eyes, i

They weve usually bright and cheery
enough ecarly in the movning; but the
loss of sleep over-night made them some-
what heavy-eyed now, :

However, they {urned out with tha
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vest, and DBob Cher
enongh to help Dilly
quested.

Harry Wharton & Co, did not have
happy anticipetions as they went down-
gtairs that morning, The plot had gone
hopelessly awry, and the conscquences
had to be faced.

Had the mixtare descended upon Carne
of the Sixth all would lLave baen well,
Even if the Bixth-Former had guessed
the identity of his punishers, he counld
not have made a fuss openly. But Horr
{Fans had a right to be out of doors at
any time he chose; and it was upon his
Deutsch head that the fatal mixture had
fallan, _

The offence was much more seérious,
and the CGerman master bad no motive
for not complaining. "True, he could not

uezs who had done the business. Bud
the juniors remembered lis visit to Study
No. 1 the previous evening, and they
fully expected that IHerr Guna would re-
member the covered pan and the ink-
stained fingers he had seen theve, It was
quite on the cards that the affaiv would
mean a Aogging from the Iead all round
for the Co-=in fact, it could scarcely
mean less if the Gander cub up rusty,
as he was snre to do.

S5 the usually high spirits of the
Funous Five wore dashed as they trotted
round the guadrangle that frosty morn-
ing before Lbireakfast. ]

Herr Gans generally showed up in the
quad before breakfast, but on thiz par-
ticular morning he was not to be =een,

found energy
unter ouf unre-

Bob Cherry surmised that he was deing |

an extra turn with the bath that morn-
ing. Hea probabiy needed it.

“[Talla, hallo, hallo! There's Carne I
remarked Bob, ns the bully of the Sixth
enme in sight, strolling with Gerald
Loder. L.

Carne did not_glance at the juniors, but
they looked at him very curionely.

He was looking quite mormal, and cer-
tainly showed no signs of having been
out of bounds up to mrdnight or later.

Cerna of the gi_ﬂh never looked so fik
a5 fellows like Wingate or Gwynne; but
he was looking quite as fit as usual, and
assuredly-a late night at the Urom Keys
ought to have left same trace on him,

Harry Wharton's brow knitted.

He could not help suspecting that
Skinner had planned the previous night’s
misadventure. He had taken Skinner's
word without questiont as to Carne’s in-
tentions for that night ; bat sug[:u:rae Skin-
ner had been aware that the Gander had
intended to go out and return late? Tt
would have been essy for him te spin
that yarn about Carne in order to land
the choms of the Bemove in an oulrage
upen the German master.

And the miszing letter from the Ger-
man masler's ebudy maght have given

him the information. Wharton was
already more than suspicious that it was
Harold Skinner who had purleined that

letter: and the motive was supplied now,
if indeed it had conteined such informa-
tion,

If indeed the Famous Five had walked
blindly into a cunning trap ect by
Skinper it was a case for severe punish-
ment; bunt it was necossary to have
proof. Harry Wharton stopped to speak
to Carne, as the latter camo back with
Loder from his stroll across the quad to
the Closters. !

“Stop a minute, Caroe,” he szaid
guietly. :

Corne stared at him.

“What do you wanh
{“‘F?" wis his polite reply.

‘T want to krow what time yon gof
in lost night from the Cros: Keys,”
answered Yharton calmly.

He watched Cavie's face as he spoke,

If Carne had been on thie razzle the
previows night  he was sure to befray

vou checlky
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some sign of dismay or alarm_ at finding
his shady secret known to a junior with
whom he was on ill terms.

But Carne only stared angrily at the

Removite,

“You cheeky little hound!” Le
roared. **What do vou nieani”
“Wharton I rapped out  Loder.

Loder was a prefect, and never slow to
use his authority. * How dare you insnlt
:tﬁg?!:iﬂr! Take o hundred lines, and cut
off !

Harry Wharton retreated without a
waord.

He did not wind the hundred lines.
He bad served his purpose.  Carne’s
manner of replving had convineed him
of what Carne’s appearance bore out—
that the bluck sheep of the Sixth had

not been on the ran-dan the previous.

night. And the chums of the Remove,
with grim faces, looked for Skinner.

Skinner mot them with a bland smile
a3 they came up to him, appovently not
notiving their black looks.

“Heard from the Gander vet?” he
asked.

YNo. We 1

“I've been asking Troller obount
him,” smiled BSkinper. “*Buattons says
Ie's having hiz breakfast taken up to his
roonmn, Hather unusual for him, I
fancy he’s still pot the stuft sticking to
his eara! It muzt have been the Gander
vou swamped after all.” |

Harry Wharton locked
steadily,

“We've found cut that Carna wasn't
out of bounds last might, Skinner.”

#Waen't he? Changod his mind, then,
I esuppose.”™

45 Dh !‘l?
again.

“T certainly heard him diseussing it
with Loder,” said Skinner calmly. *Of
course, he might think it ftoo risky—
might change hiz mind. Rather un-
lueky, as it turned out, for youn.”

“J—I suppose s0."

at him

gait]l  Wharton, nonplussed

e ?ﬁmer you den’t hear from the
Cander,” went on Skinper eelmly. “1
faney hwe's going to :ml;.n: it lying down,

ik’
I|H

come to think of

“MNo such luck

Skinner grinned.

“You see, if he reports you, you'll get
Hogeed all round, and it will be the talk
of the school”

“What would that matter to Gans?”

“Lote, I fancy!” grinned Skinner.
“It would draw attention to the fact
that he goes out late at night while
keeping up a pretenee of going to bed
early.

Wharton started.

“I suppose he went out for some
special reason,” he said.

“Parhaps 1" especred Bkinner., *And

erhaps it's p reason he wouldn't like to
wve bo r:x;:]rlmn in public. I don't trust
Huns mysell.”

“Well, the Gander 1sn't exactly a
ITun,” said Bob Cherry; “and you hate
Mossoo as much as you do the Gander,
Skinner, because he makes youn work.”

“Mark my words,” said Skinner
loftily, “old Ezm:s la a spy "

“Oh, rot!"

H¥ou'll seo T'm right zome day. Tf
hie dossn't make a fuss about beolug
swamped last night it will prove that
he's got something to hide, won't it #"

HT—T1 suppese so0; but he will make n
fires.”

YW ell. see if he does. Wait and see!™
smiled Skinner.

“And if he doesn’t?™ said Wharton.

YT he doesn’t, 1t shows he wants to
Lkeep it dark that he goes ont late—and
why should he, 3f it's all abuove hoard?
The fellows will know what o think of
him then,  I've said all along that he's

a spy.”
E{Eﬁartﬂn's eyes glinted.

growled Bob.

e

One Penny. 7

“And to get all this fised up against
the Gander, you spun us a yurn abouf
Carne of the Bixth, and gob vs to swamp
old Gans® napper!™ he exclaimed.

Bkinner looked mildly surprised. If
he had fooled the captam of the Rumove
in that treacherous way he was cortainly
not to be canght napping.

HWot at ell,” he answered. 1 told
you what I heard Carne sav in Lodeg,
that's all. I couldn't guarantec {hat he
w-:aul'idu‘t- change lns mind aboul going
out !

“There goes brekker Bell 1™ sakd Dob.

The juniors startcd towards the School
ITouse, Shkinner smiling savdonicully ax
he followed the Famouws Five, They
suspected hin; but lbey could prove
nothing, and without proof they counld
not act.  Ilarold Skinner repavded his
procecdingas  in counection  with  the
night’s alfair as 4 master-steoka of secret
diplomacy. e had reveuged himself
upon the German master for making
hin work—and he had placed the fellows
e most dishiked at Greyfriars in & very
uncomfortable position. And they conld
auepect anything they lilked; prool was
not fo be bad.

Harry Wharton & Co. glancod cather
uneasily at Mr. Quelch at the head of
the Remoive table at breakfast. Bui the
Form-master took no special note of
them. ¥t was elear thad he had not re-
eeived any report from the CGerman
master as vet,

The chums felt a little easier,

After all, the Gander.nmglt aed con-
nect them with the affan ot wfi, It was

possible.
~ They {ele still easier when they wend
mto the Remove-room  to meaning

lessons, and still nothing was saul,

During third lessona the Head stepped
into the Forme-room to sprok to Mr.
Queleh for a few moments; and the
Famous Five exchanged o grom look.
and aome of the Remove grinmed.

But Dr. Locke wa: only spesking on
sonle matter connected with school work,
and he left the Form-roous without

lancing at the Famous Five,  They

reathed agamn. _

When the Form was dJdismussed, they
came out -gquite cheerfully.

Az nothing had beew said the wlhole
mﬂrﬂm%&lt really locked as if nothing
was to said at all

“The Gander takes us s German this
afternoon,” Pob Cherry remarked. * Wa
shall see then whether e snspects wa”

"o can't have reported the affair to
the [Tead!™ said Nugent. " Somothing
rf"?“lf,l have been heand of is before

118,

* Skinner makes ont—--"

“Oh, becher Skinner I

“ Bother him as much &5 you like; but
if the Gander passes over such a thing
as being swamped with ink and soot
and blacking he mut have a jolly
strong motive for it,"” aaid Jolmny Bull.

The juntors lecked a lrifle wcomfort-
able. They rather liked the old Gander,
in spite of hiz nationality.

But scriously, it hv:*'ga:n io look as if
there was something in Skinner's eud-
Iesa insinvations on the subject of Heer
Gana. And at the thought that he
might possibly be mixed up in =ome
underhand work azainst the countey that
sheltered him, Harey Wharton's lbevow
rrew very grim.  YE such had proved to
we the case, the captain of the Remove
would have had as little mevey npon hioe
as anyone. Bot he shook his headd,

“Tt's only Blkinner's rob,™ he sadd,
“The Gander s o harmless old donkev.
that's all.  Fle's the old-fashioned Tjadl
of Geeman, before they all followed the
Katser's example and went mud. He
hasn't cunmng enonglt fo Le o spx, if he

wae seoundre mmuﬁl‘r."
Tur Macwer LIBRARY. — N, 525,
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“Ile wouldn't lock on it s scoundrel-
fsmy, as Germany is his country!" re-
marked Johony Buoll,

Wharion's lip curled.

A ospy moa Em.'mm]ﬂ-‘f, whatever
he may epout about pateiotism,” e
answerad,  “If. the Gander was a spy,
I°d zee him trotted off to Wapshot Camp
atd shot as econ as anybody. But it's
all vot ! 1 adnut if's gqueer if he doesn’t
malie a fuss sbout beine swaniped last
night, but——"

“Aagter Wharfon !

Tt was Trotter, the house page.

*Anything wantad, Trotiy "

“Hery ans wants von, =iv,” said
Trotter. “You're to go to his study,
Master Wharton.™

“OHL D said Haovry,

“®o much 1w Skinner's wvarns!™
grinned Bob. “It looks as if the merry
ol 1Ten is goiug to ingke a fuss-and
he's got the right party!

come,
“Well, there's no nced—>"
“Ratg! Come on, vou fellows, and!

we'll beard the rhinocerss in his den.”
“The heavdinlness will be terrifie 1
And the Famous Five proceeded in a
body to Herr Gane’ study, prepared to
face the music and take the consequences
of t!hiat. unlucky jape as smilingly as they
Couid.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Dark Douhts !

ERR GANS frowned as  the
Femous Five presented them-
gelves g s sbudy,
He raised o fat hand
parnbed to the door,

“T have sent for you, Vharion,” be
suid,  “'Te odders, go!”

* But, sit——" began Bob Cherey,

“Tat you go!" rapped out 1Ierr Gans
gharply.

_ 'The juniors reluctantly withdrew, leav-
mg the captain of the Remove to face
the Gander alone,

“lose tat door, Vharvton.”

Wharton shut the door after hiz chums,

“Yharton, I haf to speak to  you
ferry serionsly, You lave oceted mis dis-
honowy, isn't it

Wharton flushed.

T don't wnnderstand voo, siv,” he
answered quietlv. I have cortainl
done nothing dishonouvable, if that is
what vou mean.”

The Herr blinked at him over his
ulasses. He was evideutly very angry,

“Last night, Vharton, 1 am smother
and choke mit stuff tat is trown ofer mein
head. In your study last efening I see
sOmMeting  cover up. I am unt fool,
YVharton! Tabis vat vas trown ofer mein
kopi.”™

“I admit that, iy’ caid ITavey., It
was all & mistake, We—we supposed
that it was somebody elze,”

';'1-'“,*.:’}

Wharton met the CGeorman
eves feavlessly,

YT acdmit that I was out of the dormi-
tory last night, siv, and that the stuff
was thrown from the wnl’la” lte said.
*But we—I had not the 5I|E!'|I;e_n.t idea
that yon were at the gate. We supposed
it was a fellow who was breaking bounds,
and we meant to give him the mixture.
We hadn't the faintest idéa you iwere
there.™

*Tat is not true, Vharlon,™

“Herr Gans!"

“Aein letter was

amd

master's

taken from mein
study vesterday,” snapped the German
waster, “‘In that letter it was mention
tat I groes to Courtfield late in te efening.
Tat 13 how vou know tat 1 come to fat
gale late at night, isn's i637

“¥ never saw vour lelter, sir™

@ HE Macxer LisRaRT.—XNo. 525,
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We'll all

Wharton's eyes were gleaming with
anger now, He needed no further proof
that the whole business was a scheme of
Skinner's. It was from the stolen letter
that Skinner had obtained his informe-
tion, and then he had deliberately
tricked the chums into “mixturing * the
(German master in mistake for Carne of
the Bixth,

“If vou see not mein letter, how you
Enow tat I come to tat gate, Viarton "

“Ive said I dido't know, sir. I was
told that a certain fellow was out of
bownds, .Emij I meant to cateh him as he
CTTRTTENN i e

ey Gans calmed down g little,

“I have alvays known you to be truth-
ful poy, Vharton. Baut if it 1= as yon say,
tat person who tell you tat he iz person
who steal and read mein letter.”

YT suppose so—unow, siv.”

“Vat is his name?"”

Wharton was sileit.

Y me his name, Vharten—tat poy
wito read mem letter 1

“1 ean't, air," said Harry.

“Den you arve nol  telling
Toeiry 97

“I'm telling frath, sir; but I can’t
sticak about a chap.. I'm willing to sfand
the punisiment for what wae done last
uight,”

“If vou have done it by mistake, Vial-
ten, I forgive vou,” said the Gander,
with unexpecred mildness.  “But tat
pov who read mein letter, he iz dis-

truth,
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lenourable and he wwst be
punish 1"

I think so, too, siv; buk I can't give
him away.™ .

The German master made an impatient
moestire.

There was a silence In the study.,

The Gander evidenily  belioved
Wharton’s statement that the “mixtur-
ing " had been performed on him by
miztale. .

ITe was considering the matter, and
the captain of the Remove watched him

vather anxionsly. He was boéund not to

vascal,

betray Skinner; but it was not =a
pleasant prospect to be faken hefore the
Head for a Hogging.

“Ferry well, Vharton,” said the IHerr
at lost. “T1 pelieve you, and I will may
no meore to yon, Bul tat odder poy, who
read mein letler, he must he found and
panish. You may go.”

“Thank you, siv," said ITarry, in great
relief.

He left the study at once, leaving the
Cerman master looking rather black.

His chums were waiting for him at the
end of the paszage,

“IWell?" asked four voices in unison.

Wharton explained what had passed.

“Not a bad old goat for a Hun!" com.
mented Boly Chervv. YT suppase Lhie'll go
to the Ilead, and ssk him to make an
inquiry after ihe rotter who pinched the
letter,” _

“And I hope Skinner will get spotted
and flogged,” growled Johnny Bull

“Why, the votter fairly planted this on
us! He wanted to make us go for the
Gander,”

The chuma locked for Skinner, and
found him. Skinner listened unmoved
to what Wharton had to say.

“It's elear enough,” Wharlon come
cluded, *“"that you eaw the Gander's
letter, Skinner, and knew he waz ent of
gates, and apun me that yarn aboub
Carne to make me go for him, thinkmg
it was Carne.”™

“Quite clear!" growled Johnny Bull

“*Not at all,” said Skinner ealmly,
*Of ecowrze, I never saw the letter.™

Yoy deny iti"

“ Clertainly.”

The chums of the Remoaove looked havd
at Skinner. They Jdid not believe him
for & moment, The whole thing was too
aevident,

“Well,"" said Harey at last, * theve will
be an inquiry. The llead may find out
whe pinched the Gandev's letter and
vead 1k, and then you can  look out,
Skinner 1™

Skirner smiled,

“There won't be an  inguiry,” he
answered, “aml the Gander won't go to
the Head. He dossn’t want 1o draw
attention to the fact that he goes out
late at night. I'll bet yon two o ona he
passes over the whole bizney, and that
nothing more i3 heard of it.”

“(Oh, rats!”’ growled Wharton.

But Skinner proved to be right.

For the malter was dropped. Nothing
was heard of any inquiry inte the aub-
ject, Neither the stolen letter nor the
“mizturing "' was referred to again by
Herr Gans. All the Remove talked
about the matter, and wondered.

It was natural enough that they should
conmie to the same conclusion as Skinner—
that the German master’s chicf desire
was to have the incident forgotien.

It was extraordinary that Flerr Gana
zshould be willing to overloock such an
meident, but so it was,

Skinner knew what to think and to
::.:,l.jiu And even Harry Wharton, who
believed in the Gander's honesty, was
staggered. Was it possible, as Bkinner
suggested, that the Gander was in tha
habit of leaving the school at late hours
of the night, and desired to keep that
fact unknown to the Head? If so, what
was his motive? 'I'he motive could nob
be a good one.

Skinner had always averred that Herr
(ians was a zpy, chiefly because the Harr
made him work, and Skinner did not like
work. DBut it really began to lock as if
Skinner all the while had been on the
right track,

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.

Mysierious 1
i ALLO, hallo, hallo!
the Gander!”
It was the following week
after the unfortunate incident
of the * mixture.”

Harry Wharton & Co. were sauntering
down the road towards Courtfeld, ‘on
their way to Highcliffe School, to visit
Frank Courtenay,

Ahead of them in the road the fat
figure of the German master came in

sight.

Jli:Ierr Gans had his back 1o them,
striding nlml]]-&-; towards Courtfield at »
groat rate. - They could not see his face,
naturally ; but they could see that he was
in a state of excitement,

He st occasionally on the road,

There's

opped
as if doubtful whether to proceed; and
once or twice he seemed on the point of
turning back. And every now and then
he brandished his walking-stick in a war-
like manner.

The chums of the Remove locked at
him in astonishment.



Every Monday.

“Aamebody’'s been worrying his ITun-
ship," rem:wfted Nugent.

“* Better give him wide  beeth.”
rinmed Bng Cherry. I don't like the
vok of that stick.”

Whavton frowned = litile,

“He's going to Courtlield,” he said.
“That's where he went the other night

50 late. We don’t want io follow him.
Let's take the ahort cul”

“lood jdea t”

The juniors turned off the rond across

the commen.  Somewhat to their =i
prise, the CGerman master,  ahead nfi
them, did the same a few minutes Inter: !
Apparently he was not going to the
market tovn after all,

ITad Herr Gaps looked abont him he
would have seen the juniors; hot he did
not lool. They could see hiz face 1 the ;
distarce now, and noted that it was red
and angry. Agein snd again he Deaa-
dished hiz stick; as if wizhful fo Jay st
ackass soneone’s shoniders.

e disappeaved into a belt of trees, and
the chuma lost sight of him,

“ Rather an excitable old Gander!™
chuckled Bob, *lle can't be going to a
friendly meeting.” .

The juniora kept on. Their path took
them past the trees, and as they came
nearer they eanght sight of Ierr Gans
again. He was not alone now, A man
who was leaning against a tree, smoking
a pipe, detached himself from the trunk,
and stepped out to meet Herr Gans.

The Co. glanced carelessly at the
stranger. Ie was not guite a stranger,
either. They had zeen the man before
i Conrtfiehd.

“T know that merchant,” remarked
Frank Nugent. “It’s Bloomficld, the
mugte  merchant.  Chap who  teaches
piano-punching.  Ile's organist at a
clinreh there, too. I didn’t know the
Gander kneaw him,"” ;

“They're not friends, to _ludge by ap-
pearances,” said Jolnny Bull,

The angry Gander! (See Chapter 8.)

Gans. " 1low i3 it tat you dare write to
me?  You demuand to see me, you
raseal ! Is it not et I haf come o your
howge vunce, and tat I tells vouw 1 haf
noddings to do mit you? I vish not tat
vour write to me, and I vish not o sec
you. Haspal!”

Bloomfield, with a savage face, wade 2
gesture fowards the passing schoolboys,

Herr Gavs spun round and looked at

“The friendfulness does “Ef 5"?‘13“1 to .]'iﬂ them
terrifie,” chuckled Ilurree Bingh. *“1t§ + alter o
looks like the assaunltiuiness and the Dedaes e g Ny eor S

battery.” :

Fvidently it
nreCtnE. y

1err Gansg first proveeding, as e met
the FTRIRG R ||'|s,-'l‘-t:|1.'J:I]!.-, was 1o shake a

v fist full in jos faee.
m:f:ﬁc muzician started back,

The Co. had no desire whatever to spy
on Herr Gans. They did not share
Skinuer's fasles in the least. DBat they
simply could not help looking on.  IE was
utterly amazing for a quiet, peaceable old
fellow like the Gander to come a distance
of two niles fromn the schoel 1n order to
shake a fut Dst at the genileman who
met him—apparently by appointment,

YNy hat! There's going to be a
fight 1" exclaimed Bob Cherry breail

was mnot & ITriendly

lessly. “Look heee, T'm gowng to be
bottle-holder for the Gander!”

“Ha, ha, ha!” <
.""'i’i'TEJH, this tokes the ecake!” said

“A Gresfriars master

Harey Wharton,
i What on earth

coming out for a scrap !
wonld the Head say

Herr Gans' voice, in deep, bosming
tones, came to their cars.

“The politefulness is terrific ! mur-
mured Hurree Righ,

“ Beountrel I

The juniors wondered how Mre, Bloom-
field would mecept those remavks,  1le
did not secm to be distuvhed,

“Ualin vonrzell, Merr Gans,”™ he an-
swored composediy.

“T vill not galm meinseld ! roared
More Goana, *You, Blumenfold, you are
& seountrel 17

YQuiet, you fool!” exclaimed Bloom.
fictd.

He hod caught sight of the juniore

BT will pot be quict ! shouted 1Terp

Wharton & U,

The juntors hurrted on,

Nothing more came to their ears, atid
they were soon out of leaving, Bui a
glanee back, as theyv left the common.
showed the twe men in talk wnder the
trees, Herr Guns muking wild gesticnla-
fioms.

Y ell,
Cherry,

The ¢hums of the Bemove were jost in
wonder.

“IHd yom lear whok he ealled the
man¥? muattered Johuny Bulll  *1lia
name's Bloomfield, but the Gander called
him Blumenfeld.”

“Only hizs propuneciation, I suppose,”
said Harry,

“#The man doe=n’t look like an English-
man,” =aid Johnoy Bull deily,

“Bleszed if I understand 14!7 said
Marry., *“*Avyway, it's no buzinesa of
ours, No good thinking about it.”

“That's 20! agreed Bob.

But it was not so casy to dizmiss (his
strange incident frow their minds.  Vhey
arrived ot Higheliffe, and staved for toa
with Courtenay and the Caterpallar,

The dusk was [alling when they eame
home to Greviriars.

They were nob very mnch surprized to
see Herr Gans' portdly form in ithe old
gaieway, ovidently wailing for them,

Herr Gans came towards the juniora,

wy  lat ! murmured  Bob

his fat face fuching.  Vhey stopbed
vespectiolly.
“Mein poys. von os=ee e dizoaftee-

ooy ¥ sadd the Gooder, with a tveunbided
loal.

g QI!H‘I} 11:.-' clipiaee, =10 ! zand llul'l'}'
Wharton.

“Woes, ves: T koow tat, Vhiardon ! But
vou gee me, wd I am o leedle exered, |1

tink. I ask von not to make talk about
tut among te poys.”

“We sha'n’t mention the matter, gir,”
gatd Bob, ** No resson why we should.”

“Tank. your, Sherry.”" The Here hesi-
tntod,. apparently feeling that some ed-
planation was eequired.  “Tat man
Alisier Bloomfield, he is not & pgo
mai,” he added.  “ITe claym  1oeir
acquaintanee, and I do not like him.™

“All right, =ie,” sawd ITarve. *1t's not
our business at all.”

Tha ITerr nodded, and walked away
quickly across the dusky quad. The
juniors wenk in more slowly,

“MNo need to zay anything about it, of
conrse,” remarked Harey.

“ Not_at all-fully !’

“Blinner would pile up a yary about
it, too,™

“T ean't say T quite tike the look of
it,”" snid Johnny Buoll, in his deliberate
way. " If the Gander dogen't want to see
the man, why should he go and meet
him, and call him nam®?  'I'he man
leoks 1o me like a German ; one of those
naturslised bensts, I should say. T don't
like it !"

“Well, it's not our bizney. ™

“It might be, of 8kinner's vight about
the Gander,”

“Bkinner’s wrong 1"

“T1'm not so sure of that now.”

“Oh, rot ! said Wharton uneasily,

IToskins of the 8hell was in the doore
way when the chums camt . Hoskins
wus looking rather gloomy.

“He's going to-morvow,” said ITaskins,

“Who-~the Gander ! asked Bob,

Haoskins sniffed.

“Bother the Gander!
wlioud the Gander "

“Well, T was”
“But who's goinge?™

her. E!Iul.g{;u L

“Oh, poor old Sharp!” suid Bob.

My, Sharp was the visiting mnsic-
minzker of Greylriars, Ile was a slowt
geutleman with a bald pateh, and hed
always seemexd “awfolly old ™ 1o the
lively juniors, cspecially as he had o wife
and five children,  But it terned oot that
he was only just over forty, and he had
becn called up for military scevice afier
the latest re-oxamdeation,
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It was o blow to Hoskins of the Shell,
who was musical—so musical that he
gometimes drove his study-mates to the
verge of distraction.

:* S0 he's going at

last ¥ said Harry.
‘Yes,” anawered

Hosking gloomily.
O18a too bad! I was getiing on 8o wp-
pingly with my harmony.” oo

e juniors could not help grinning.
Hoskins was not thinking of the woes
the fat, middle-aged gentlemen suddeniy
pitchforked int:fﬁakn He was thinking
of his own woea in having his harmony
studies suddenly cut short. That, 1o
Hosking, was the more serions matter of
the two. . )

“Never mind,” said Bol? consolingly.
“ Bomebody else will take his place,
Perhaps you'll-get & lady teacher.”

The Shell fellow snorted.

“What do women know about har-
mony ! he said disparagingly. “Bharp
said my sonata in B flat was good—very
good. I was going te make somo im-
provements, with his hel ., rathee,
advice. It's too bad! 1 don't see why
T:Ed couldn't take my Form-master in-
H P‘F!

“Why, Hacker's elose on Bity 1™

“¥hat does that matter? This scems
to me carrying the thing altogether too
far,” =aid Hoskins, with & serions shake
of the head. *Fancy old Bharp forming
fours instead of punching the piano!
And my sonata——"

'LDh, bury it somewhere!” suggested

£l

Hosking did not heed.

“You fellows know anything about
Bloomfield 7" he asked.

Five junioss jumped al onwee at the
mention of that name,

* Bloomfield " ejaculated Wharton,

“Yes, I hope he's & good man—in
music, | mean,"” aaid Hoskins anxiously.
“If ”h-a’s coming here in Sharp’s place

“My enly hat!” said Bob Cherry, in
astonishiment. )

“Are 'vou asure he's coming here n
Sharp’s place ¥ asked Wharten,

“BSkinner says s0."

* How does Bkinner know 7"

Hoskins shrugged his shoulders,

“Ask me another. Skinner seems fo
know everything. He says Bloomfield is
going to take Sharp's place. 1 wonder
what kind of man he is—whether he's
strong on bharmony and counterpoint?
Do you know 7

“Blgssed if T know!" grinned Bob,
*What s counterpoint, anyway 7"

“Oh, you've an ass!” said Hoskins
crosaly, I don’t want te have my con-
trapuntal studies mucked vwp. It's too
bad! Now, with Sharp—

But the Famous Five did not stay to
listen to Hosking' grievances. They went
into the Scheool Housze, and in the Re-
move passage they came on Skinner.

“How did you know anything sbout
the new music-master, Skinner?"” asked
Harey Wharton directly,

“A little bird told me,” answered
Skinner airily.

M Was there anything shout it in the
letter you pinched from the Gander's
study 77 Eﬁmwmd Bob Cherry scornfully,

“What letter 7" asked Skinner calmly.

“Oh, rats !

The juniors paseed on, leaving Skinner
smiling,

—

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Skinner's Little Scheme !
1 MITHY !

Vernon-Smith had finished hLia
prep, and as he leaned back in his
chair his study-mate sddressod

bim o quite affectionate tones.
The Bounder smiled sarcastically.
When Harold Skinner called him
THE MicxET LIBRART.—No. 525,

“Bmithy " in that chummy way it was
a sure sign that Hareld Skinner wanted
something.

“What is it?” asked the Bounder.
“Gm:g:f_-na gone wrong ogain—stony ?

iy,

“ Nothing about geegees,™ said Skin-
ner. “The fact 18, I'm following your
example, Smithy. I've chucked up gee-
goes and smokes and things."

*Go hon 1

* Honest Injun, 8mithy !

“¥our Injun isn't a very honest speci-
men, I'm afraid, Skinner. But if it's
true, I'm glad to heer it,” said the
Bounder carelesslty. “*You ought to go
in for reform. You need it as badly as
any fellow at Greyfrigrs, It will do you
E‘Q"-}dq-”

Skinner smiled fecbly.

“"The fact is, I—I have,™ he said.
“I'm going In for serious siudy thia
torm, Bmithy,"

“Ha, ha! Are you going to bag the
prizez inatead of Linlevy? Good luck to
vou, if you mean it!"

“ Not exactly prizes. The fact is, I'm
going in for musie.

“ ¥ oo—music 1"

“Why not?” gaid Skinner.

“Well, you need it," said Vernon-
Smith. “The only musiec I've ever
heard you produce was on the tin whistle,
and it was sheckingly out of tone, DBut
Sharp’s going to-morrow, I hear."

" Thore's another musie-master comin
i his place—s man from Courtfield,
believe. Music lesaons will go on just
the same. Dusiness as usual during
alterations, you know. Sharp’s place is
being kept open for him, of course. This
man Bloomfield is temporary. I'm going
in for music this term. The worst of it
1z that music’s an extra here,”

“ Any chap ean take up all the extras
he can digest if he choozes.”

“Only—only, T don’t think my people
would stand {he extra two guineas, m
war-time, too,” said Skinner, “cspe.
cially as it's rather late in the term to
begm a new study.”

Leave it till next tevm, then”

“I'm anxious to . begin, Look here,
Smithy!  You've got lots of money,”
sadd Eﬁillllﬂi", with some hesitation.

The Bounder stared. It was true that
he had lots of money, and he frequently
mode hiz study-mate little loans, with-
out much expectation of secing them
again. But two guincas was a consider-
uE!E 3L, .

“Well, of all the nerve!” exclaimed
the Bounder. " You surcly haven't the
cheek to ask me to stand two guineas
for you to take up a thing you don’t care
twapenee about ?

“¥You might lend it to me, Bmithy,”
urged Skinner. “I-I feel I've got a
muzical gift, you know. It's a shame not
ta cultivate it.”'

“(3h, come off I" eaid Vernon-Smith
gruffly. *“If you meant it I'd stand the
two guineas, But don’t tell me crams,
Skinner, I'm too old a bird, Tell me
what you've really got in your mind, and
we'll see.  Stick to the facta!l”™

Skinner coloured a little.

e hesitated a good deal before he
went on, but he realised that it was not
much use lying to the Lkean-witied
Bounder. His little  deceptions were
quite transparent to Vernon-Smith.

“YWell, T want to join the music class
i.vhon the new man comes,” he said at
ast.

“You don't care twopence for musie,”
answered Smithy, “IF you did, you
wouldn't whistle 1 o wavy that scts a
fellow’s nerves on cdge. You don't
know the difference between a major
gixth and a nmljur in the Army, and you
don't want to.’

“YWell, porbaps I don't”

“What's the game, then ™

More hesitation. Vernon-Smith was
curious by this time, amd e eved los
shifty Etug:.f-mate very keenly. i

“You know I'm a pateietic chap,™ saud
Skinner at last.

“T don't!” answered the Bounder
coolly. It isn'é patriotic to wolf all the
grub you can lay hands on, a3 you do.
Iut what's patriotism to do with it, any-
haow 7"

“You know what T think about the
{zander *™

“Oh, rata!”

“There was talk about o letter being
mizsed from his study lagt weok-——"

“Yau pinched ., You needn't tell me
that.™

“I've pot a copy of it here, anvway.”

“T don't want to see b7 ﬁ!\HPI"F']ythﬁ
Bounder,

TN read it to you”

Without waiting for the Bounder to
reply, Bkinner read out from o page in
his pocket-book :

F Dear Here Gans,—1 have hopes of
being appointed to the vacant place of
music-master ab Greyfrimes School, 1
hope I may rely upon your putting in a
word for me if required. Anyway, 1
should like to talk it over with vou, and
I will expect f.‘-‘.}u at my house this even-
ing at ten o'clock.—Yours sincercly,

“1 G, Buooxrielp, M

The Bounder raised his eyebraws,

“That’s a copy of tlic missing letter,”
said Skinner,

" And that's how yon knew the Gander
would be going out that night, and
aaoofed Wharten into swamping him over
the napper ! cxelaimed the Bounder.

Skinner grinned. .

“That was only a little joke on Whar-
ton, Brithy,”

“1t was a beastly mean trick, yon
mean " said the Bounder sharply. " The
Gancder might have got him o Aogging
for 1.7

“ He shouldn't be such a silly ass?  Aa
if I should tell him how to getat Carne !
sneered Skinner. *DBut never mind all
that, WNow, it's never come ont before
that the Gander knows this man Bleom-
fiell, Bloomfield i3 a German-looking
man. I've seen him. I've alwars sus
pected the Gander, as you know. He's
let Wharten off, 20 az not to attract
attention to the fact that he was ont at
night, seeing the man ot his house. It
l{}ﬂgkﬂ suspicions to me,”

“Pretty nearly evervthing looks sus-
picions to you, Skinner " remorked the
Bounder drily.

“I jolly well belicve the Gander is a
H-pjr_.“

“ Because he makes you work '

“Oh, rats! I believe this Bloombeld
man is another of the gang."”

*“*Oh, there's a gang, is there?”

“T believe g0, sid Bkimner, unheed-
ing the Bounder's amusement. * [ think
it's a fellow's duty to lLeep an cye on
them and find out things. They may be
giving nssistance to the Lerman -air
raiders, My idea i3 to join the music
ﬂlasa when Bloomficld comes here, and—
ALY

“ And spy on him®" said the Bounder,
with a curling hp.

“It's a fellow's duty to spy for the sake
of his native land ! said Skinoer, with
much loftiness. :

“T don't suppose theve's o sneaking cad
in existence who doesn't agreee with yon ™
remarked Vernon-Smith caustically. ¥ No
good ever came of plaring the sneaking
gpy. A decont canse docan't want bel-
stering up by divty teacks, It's good
enough for the ITuns™

*Oh, you're a silly nal”
Skinner impatiently.

“I'd rather be a =ity ass than a spy,
any day ™

exeluimed



Every Monday.

" Suppose they help the Huons to drop
bombs on Greyiriars ' demanded Skin-
ner.

“Well, we ought to be glad of that.”

“(lad of it, you howling ass!™ yelled
Bkumner.

“Certaurly, The Huns make bombs to
drop on people,  If they're fools enpugh
to drop thom on eivilians mstead of on
soldiers we ought to be plensed. Tt
means saving hves at the Front, When
tha civilians have had as many casualtics
z8 the soldiers it will be time for them
to begin to howl”

“On, you're a dommy! rowled
Skinner, wlo certainly was not Likely to
lock at the matter in t{mt light.

Skinner’s ekin, in bis own eyes, was
more valuable than the lives of wheole
Lattalions,

The Bounder laughed.

“Anywaey, it's o chap's duty to show
up g German spy if he finds him out "
sl Bkinner.

“Yes, that's right.”

“Well, that's what I want to Jdo. I
want to wateh this man Bloomfeld-—"

“ And eateh him doing unpatriotic har-
mony and pro-German counterpoint ¥
chuckled the Rounder.

“Oh, don't be an ass! I want to
watch him and find him out, and the
Gander, too. That's why I want to join
the music clags, Dash it all, Smithy, two
guincas isn't much to you !” urged Skin-
ner.

“Quite 0. But helping a spy is a lot
—more than I feel inclined to toke on,”
vawned the Bounder. **Leave me out,
Bkinner I

*Look hcre, Smithy——~

But Vernon-Smith did mnot  “lock
here.” Hr rose and weuat out, smiling,

leaving Harokl Bkinner with a black

row,

In hs role of amateur 2py the cad of
the Remove was not likely to get much
assistance from the Bounder.

Yernon-Bmith stepped out of the study,
and uttered an exclamation as he almost
fell aver Billy Bunter. He grasped the
Owl of the Remove angrily by the collar,

“Yow! Leggo!" roared Bunter. *“I
wasn't listening 1"

“You fat cad!" exclaimed Vernon-
Bmith, ehaking him.

“Yaroooh! Leggo!" yelled Bunter.-

Vernon-Bmith, with an angry brow,
slammed the fat junior against the wall
and strode on. Billy Bunter glid dewn
to the flpor, and sat there and gasped.
Skinper van out of the study with gleam-
ing eyos.

. “I"uu fat beast, vou've been listen-
ing !

%1—'{ haven't! Keop off! Yaroooh !

“Yon sneaking spy!"” yelled Skinner,
using s boots with great effect. **Take
that—and that—and that!”

“Help! You're & spy, ain't youi"
howled Bunter. “You told Smithy you
wanted to ba 4 spy.  Yarooch! Y{uw-
ew! Help! Fire! Muorder!™

It was & true bill; but Skinner evi-
dently had no fellow-feeling for other
spies. Apparently he regarded spying as
his own speeinl province, and Bunter a3
a trespasser, The fat junior wriggled
away and fledd, with Skintier behind him.
And he bolted wildly inte Stody No, 1,
and slammed the door on Skinner’s nose,

THE TENTH CHAPTER.

Niee for Skinmer !
b OU silly ex=!" roared

i Wharton.
“¥You frabjous
shrieked Nugent.
Crash!

The chumz of XNo. 1 were at work in
their study when Billy Bunter bolted in,

The fat jnuvior erashed into the table,
gnd popers and inlk went Hying,

Hairry

dummy 1M

*

P Py
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#I1—I sgay, you fellowsl™ é‘aa d

Bunter, clutching at the reeling table.
“1—1I say, you know—"

Wharton end Nugent jumped up.

“Yeh! Keep off " roared Bunter,
dodging round the armchair. *“I sy,
that beast Skinner's after mel”

“Look what you've done!"™ shouted
Hu‘g‘ri?t. wrathfully. .

“Well, T conldn’ help it,"  gusped

Duntar. “Tha beast was after me.
He's hean kicking me, Yaow.on-ow !
He's o rotten epy!  Yow-ow! 1 savw,

yvou fellows, you ought to stop him spy-
mg on the Gander, you know!”

Wharton had picked wp & ecrickat-
stump: but he laid it down again at that
remark, The words had had the desired
effoct,

“What's that ead vp to now, then?”
EIIEIPE'I_.'-.‘LI Wharton,

illy Bunter splutiered cut the whole

stary. }"Iﬂ was keenly destrous of ming
Skinner handled, after being kicke
along the passage.

Harry Wharton listened with a dJdark

brow,
“The utter rolter!"” he excaimed
hotly,  “This is getting too thick!

Skinner’s got to be stopped. He's a
disgrace to the school!™

“ Bunter's not much better,” growled
Nugent. “FHe must have had his ear to
the keyhole to learn all this.”

“I—I hadn't!" 'Ifnspm_! Bunter, ©I
had simply stopped to tie my shoelace
and=—and 1t took me about a guarter of

an hour—="

*“Oh, get out!” said Wharton

He took the fat junior by the &
and 'Sf:““ him out of the study.
he picked up the scattered papers.

“It 13 pretty reiten,”™ remarked
Nugent. “1 know very wall that
Skinner's ounly after a marve'snest. Ii's
dispraceful for o Hemove chap to start
as a spy 1"

“He's poing to be stopped,’” snid
Wharton savagely. “The mean cad!
Wea know now he stole old Gang' letter
and read it. E&eping a copy of the
letter, too, the worm!

“Hallo, hallo, hallo] Wherefore
that black scowl, my son®" asked DBob
Cherry, coming intc the study with
Hurree Singh and Johnny Bull

ﬁl:'l iy,
oulders
Then

Bob whistled when he heard of
Bunter's story.
“The mean beast!” he ejaculated.

“ Look here, spying isn't good enough for
the Remave! Skinner ought to be made
an example of, Why, it's all rot! He's
making out that Gans and the music chap
are two spies together; and wa saw the
Gander shaking his fist at Bloomfield,
and heard him slanging him a treat.
Thev're ensmies, not friends, Skinner's
always suspecting somebody of some-
thing, and it's time he was stopped 1™

“A jolly good hiding 1= what he
wanta " remoarked Johuny Bull,

o esteemed chumes—---"

“Well, what do vou think, Tnky "

“The thinkfulnesz 1s tarriiﬂ, my
esteemed and ludierouws chums,” said the
MNabob of Bhanipur., "I have a wheezy

good idea.”
- “Ha, ha' What's the wheezy good
1cdea ¥

“The esteemed and  dishonournble
Skinner goos spyiully after the Gander's
lettera. It wuuf'r] be the kind and rcon-

siderate action to provide him wilh a
letter which would contain the awful and
terrific evidence he wants against the un-
fortunate Hun,"

“What on earth are vou driving ati”
demanded Wharton, *1t's all 2 mare's-
nest, and there isn’t any evidence.”

The nobob grinned.

“With an esteemed pen and paper, and
soma honourable ink, it is easyiul to pro-
duce a terrific letter full of guilty
secrets,” he remarked. “The excellent
Skinner spoofed us last week, and ono

One Penny. 11

good turn deserves another, We will
make the esteemed Bkinner find a lette

which will be manufactured in this
honourable study—"
“Ha, ha, ha!" roared Bob. “What a

ripping idea! Bomething about hidden
bombs for blowing up the school—"

“My hat!"
* And a bit about air-raids and things,™
chuckled Nugent, “We can plant the

letter somewhere for Skinner to ind—"

“Bo that he will think it iz the
esteemed (Gander’'s property,” grinned
Hurree Jameot Ram Singh.

[ I'IE: ]13., I'h".'-l.i“

The Famous Five rcared over the
scheme. Prep being done, they sat down
round the tabls to manufacture the guilty
letter. There were many chuckles ieemi
in Study No. 1 dgring the next half-hour.
The spoofer of the Remove wos to be
rewarded with a Diktle of his own spoof,

Harry Wharton & Co. were in cheery
humour when ﬂ:e% left the study and
went down to the Common-room,

Skinner was there, and he eyed them
very uneasily as they came in,

He was aware that they must have
learned all the ‘facts from DBunter, apd
that they knew now that he had cfla-
liberately spoofed them if “mixturing "
the German master on that celobrated
occasion. He was rather uneasy as to
the consequences.

But, to his suprise and relief, thera
were no consequences, The Famous Five
tenk no notice of him whatever,

Skinner was puzzled, but he was very
much relieved. He had expected &
severe bumping at the very least.

Later in the evening Skinner repaired
to Snoop's study for & gamo of nap with
that cheery young person and Stott; and
after he had gone the Famous Five might
have becn ebserved chatting in a corner
of the Common-room with the Bounder.
What they eaid, however, was not heard
by the other fellows; but Billy Bunter,
who saw them grinning, waz quite sure
that they were planning o feed in spite
of the food regulations,

The next dﬂi was Betuvday, and Herr
Gans, s his hubit often was, left the
school efter dinner for a etroll on the
shore by the sea—always carefully koep-
g within the five-mila limit.

kinner watched him go from tho door-
way of the School House with a morose
lock, Vernon-8mith joined him,

“&till watching the Gonder?™ ha

oso I am?’ snapped Skinner.

queged_. with o smile,

i i1

“ My belief is that he does a lot of spyi
on the coast. He oonght to be prohibite
in this distriet.”

“What does ha spy on?' asked the
Bounder blandly, *“The sad sea waves,
or the winkle-shells left by the tripperai™

“(th, rats!™

“{hance for vou to explore his guar.
ters,” grinned Smithy. " You may find
& set of bombs in his desk, or ¢ Zeppelin
hidden under his table, I thinﬁ the
Zepp's very likely, myself,™

“0Oh, don't be an asa!" spid Skinner
irvitably. “* As o matter of fact, 1 believa
there's probably lota of ineriminating
papers there, But the villain would keep
them loiked up, of course,”

“ Wonlkdo't vou ba justfied, os a patriot,
i burghng his deskiy”

“{h, cheese it "

“Well, I'm going to take these Lines fo
his study,” sail the Bounder, laughing.
“1f T see any baml:m; I'll tell you, and
you can call in P.-¢, Tozer.”

And ho went along to the German
master’s study  with hiz impot {n his
hand, Hiz fsee was very grave gs he
came out of Herr Gang' room, as Skinuer
noted at once.  The Bounder camo back
towards him, and then seemed to hesi-
tate, and turnod away to the staircaze.
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That was more than enough fo excite
Skinner’s curtosity. ]

“ Hold on & minnte, Smithy 1™ he called
cut, hurrring after the Bounder.

“What for?!’ exclaimed Vernon-
Smith impatiently, locking down from
the stairs. “I'm in rather a huree”

H%an weren't inosuch a lwoey o few
minuwtes ago.”

“T want to speak to Wharton.”

“Look here, what's the maiter,
Bmithy "

o Nothing ¥ :

With that the Bounder hurrvied on up-
staire, leaving Skinner standing Ellt:;]
staring after him.  After a moment's
thought he hurried after the Bounder
agnin, only in time to see him disappear
into étud,v Mo, 1, s to hear the door
close.  Skinner glanced hastily along the
passage., Nearly all the fellows were oub
of doors, and the Remove passage was
deserted, . i

Without the slightest seruple. Skinner
bent his head to t%:'ua study dooer to listen
to the lum of voices within, .

The wvoices were very low, which
sxeited his euriosity aQll move; bul he
heard YWharton's voice cleavly.

¥Wau didw't look at  fle
Smithy *" .

“ywell, T ecouldn't help secing o few
words.” Then the Bounder's voice be-
rame too subdued for Skinner to hear
further. ) .

“It's not our bizney, anyway!” came
a remark from TFrank Nogent., *'Letl's

et down to footer, and bobther the
jander and hia blessed letters !

“That's a good ides,” said Wharton.

Skinner stepped back hurriedly [rom
the door, his heart thmbhm%;a It was
evident that the Rounder d made
some discovery in thg Gander's study,
and had taken counsel with the captamn
of the Bemove. Skinner scuttled down
the staivs. Whatever that discovery was,
Qkinner meant to make it, too.

The atudy door opened, and the
chums of the Remove came out as
Skinper vanished down the stairease.
They canght a glimpse of the top of his
head as he went. ']‘im Bounder chuckled
softly. _

“ [raiviv fandad 17 he remavked.

“You're sure he was ontzide our
door?"” grinned Nugent.

“Quite sure. I heard the board
ereak ; besides, he's just goue downatatrs,
and T left him at the fool of the stair-
case when I came up.”

“Wao'll soon see ! said Iarver.

The juniors ran dowpstairs, and looked
along the lower passage—just as Iarold
SBkinner passed in at the door of the Ger-
man master's empty sludy, Then they
looked at one another and emiled.

letton,

————

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
In Black and White !

I I_-H.-I'IJLIJ SRINNER was breath-

g hard as he stepped into
Flere Gana’ stody aned closed the
door bebind lim.

He had vo right in the room; but dis-
epvery was not likely. Morcover, he
could make plenty of excuses for being
there—he had conre o ask s question
about. German grammar, if necessary.

Hia guick, birdlike eve: roved round
the stucy, in search of whatever 1t was
that had so startled the Bounder,

Half-ludden under the blotting-pad on
the table was a letter. Half the lotfer
lay m sight, and Skinner spotted at at
ontde.

He did not need telling that this must
be what the Bounder had scen. Skinner
ran to the tabile. He jumped as he
cattght sight of a few written lines;
-TEE Magser Lasgary.—No, 525,

o take cave to be absent from the

school on Monday night, or your life
mav be lost with thoe reet, The
bombzs——"

That was all Skinner could see, as the
letter lay.

He stood rooted to the eavpet.

1Te had had the blackest suspirions of
THerr {ians, founded onlv on personal
dizlike, and the feet that the Goander
wad a Hon, ITere was “conlirmation
strong a3 proof of Hely Writ"”

The carelesspess of the German masier
in leaving the lotter there was amazing.
But Skinner knew that Ilerr Gans was
not carefnl i zuch matters, with all his
methodical German ways; for only. the
previons weel Skinner had been able to
F{urlniu a letter from that room and read
i

A beiter fellow thon Skinner might
have felt that he was jusiilicd in investi-
gating that leiter, after seeing so much,
Skinner had ne hesitation.  1le took the
sheat from ihe blotting-pad. and vead it
from the begimning., The letter: in full
rai:

“Thear Cans,—All is prepared now.
The last article has been placed in readi-
nesz in the old crypt.  Mein licbery
fvennd, toke care to he absent from the
sehiool on Monday night, or your life
may be lost with the rvest, The bomibs
are no respecters of persons, L need not

e —— e = re

impress upon you the naqc-ssit of keep-
ing-up an appearance -of indifference, as
suspicion may be fatal to vou=—and to

me. I shall join you on Baturday after-
noon with my camera, Auf wicdersehen,

ik G'- E‘”

Skinner fairly gaspod.

Bombs concealed in the old erypt—
and lives to be lost on Monday night!
The whole dastardly nlot waz only too
clear. Tt was Bolo out-Boloed.

“G. B muitered Bkinner breath-
lessly. * That's Bloomfield’s initials, of
course, I knew they were hand m
glove. It's a foreign eort of writng,
too. Ten. to one that chap is o Gerinan
—in fact, he must bo!™

Skinner’'s eyes dovoured the letter
again, It was written in a very angular
hand, bearing a resemblance ta the diffi-
cult German script.

The epy of _(Ere;-h-iars was thrulling
with his discoverr. He grasped the lottey
in his hand, and strode out of the study.

The Famous Fire were chatting in the
doorway of the Sechool House with
Vernon-8mth  and  Squif,  Wharton
looked round at Shkimer.

“You've been in the Gander's study
again, Skinner!” he exclaimed sharply.
[T M‘:ﬂle ﬁf }1.&“1" B }liﬂg1 ]-, +F.=1'|Fq4:|g{!-"|

Bkiuner loughed o sneering langh,

“Yon can say what vou dashed well
lilee ! e retorted,  “1U've paved vour
life by my spring. as you calkit.”

“What?"” exelaimed Wharton.

“Draw 1t mild, Skinner!”
Bob Cherry.

grinned

“Look at that, then!” said Skinner.
And he held up the letter dramatically.

“That's the lettar I saw, vou fellows,”
sald the Bounder very guietly.

“We've no right to look at Herr
Cransg® letter.™

“Well, under the circumstances—="
said Dob.

“ Perhaps you'll look, when I tell you
ihere's o plot to blow up Greyiriars,
and evervbody in it cxcepting  that
dastardly Ihun 1" eneered Skinner.

“Oh, don't be an ass!”

“Well, look, then !

Skinner’s words had beon heavd by a
dozen feliows. 'Lhere was a crowd of
juntovs gathering now,

“T eay, vou fellowe, we shall all be
murdered [ howled Billv Bunter, as he
blinked at the letter 'in Skinner’s hand.
C My bat " exclaimed Wharton, star-
g at the letter., That was all he could
3AY.

“YWiere «id you find i, Skiner?™
demanded Nugent.

“On the Cander’s table,  It's his!
Bmithy eaw 1t, too, and wasn't geing to
say apything about it,” sawd Skinner.

“Well,” began the Beunder hesitat-
ingly, *“I asked Wharton what he
thought——"

iz den't & time for asking Wharton
what he thinks!” Jjeered Skinner.
“There's bomba in the crypt 1o blow u
the sehool. T'm going to Mr. Que
with this !

“What ¥ shouted Bob.

Helkinner ! Btop——"

“Rot!" snapped Skinner.

Ile dodged Wharton’s hand, out-
stretched to stop him, and fairly rav to
the door of the Remove-master's study.
The cheking of & typewriter within
showed that Mr. Queleh was at home.
Skimer thumped on the door. threw it
opon, amd dashed in.

Hurry Wharton & Co. looked at each
other in blank dismay. ‘

It was very well to pull Bkinper's leg;
but they had never dresmed that the
Form-master would be called in,

But it was done now! From Mr.
Queleh's study they heavd the sharp, -
tuted tones of the Remove-mastor.

“Ekinner ! How dare you rush into
my study in that way!”

“Look at that letier,
Skinner.

My, Quelch rose to his feet and glared
at him. i

“YWhai do vou mean, Skinner? What
letter is that? Are you out of your
setaes ?

“Took at it, siv! I've snepected Herr
Cianz all along of baing a German spy 1"

“What !” ﬁmml&r Mr. Quelch.

Skinner backed away, somewhat
daunted ; but he stuck to his gune.

“Look at that letier, sir—it's proof !
he exclaimed.

“Pish! Tush! Nonsense!™

But the Form-master took the letter.
and glanced at it, Ile started violently
as he vead the awful communication,
written 11 a foreign hand.

“Tlese my soul! What s  this,
Skinner?”

91 found that in Herr Gand study,
s

“ And what were you <oing in Herr
Gang study, Blkinner?” demanded Mr.
Queleh aternly. . ey

“I've a right to show up s spr, sir!
answered Bkinner, feeling that he could
afford to speak out, with sueh over.
whelming proof in his hands. “Tve
snepected him all along., 1 went theps
for proof, and I've found it,  Shall I
ielephone for the police, sir¥"

“Neo, Skinper!” thundered Mr
Queleh.  “You will do nothing of the
kLind. Do yon think vou can decsive
mo, gir, into believing barm of & per-

sir ! panted
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fectly harmless man by maunfacturing
this ridiculous letteri™

Skinner staggered.

%1, eir ¥ he babbled.

“Yes, you! You wrote this letter
Skinmer ! That iz the ﬁ'ﬂt?‘ way 1t conld
have come iuto existence,”

“Come

“I didn't!" howled Skinner.
to the erypt, siv, and see for yourself.
The bommbs are there!"

~ “Do you dare to assert that this letter
& gemune, Skinner !

“ L swoear it, s l” .
“Very well,” said My, Quelch ?‘1'11:[!13-
“1 will come to the crypt with you,
Skinner. And then I siiall pumish your
andacity n a fitting manner. Come !
He whisked ont of the study, with
Skinner at his heels. They pasied the
disspaved  juniors in the doorway,
Skinner giving thom a vaunting look n
gseing, Ile dlid not care for Mr.
ﬁuell:-h’s anger. That anger would
speedily change inte admiration and
gratitude when he dizcovered the bombs
im the old ¢rypt, and realized that
all Greyfrinrs owed iis preservation fo
the spy of the Remove !

Y Well, my hat!” gasped Bob Cherry
ag they went., **'Fhat ass Skinner——"

“Oh, corumbs!” murmured the
Pounder. “ 7T thought hie'd take a erowd
of fellows there, but Quelchy——"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“The wheexy scheme has worked out
terriically ' murmured Hurree Jamset
Ram Siugh, rather mefulli,'.

Az a matter of Fact, the wheere had
worked out rather more terrifically than
the nabob had expected. .

My, Quelch strode away rapidly, with
Bkinner trotting at his side. They
reached the ruins, at some distance from
the School Hounge, and Mre. Queleh de.
geended the steps into the crypt. 3

“Take cave, sic!” excluimed Skinner
ansionsly, “The bombs may go off if
vou tread on them "

“ Don't be ridicnlons, Skinner!"

AMr. Quelel: strode into the vault. Ii
was very davk there, but Bkiuner pro-

rln—immmlmum_ﬁwf
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For Next Monday :
“BUNTER'S LATEST!™

By Frank Richards.

More ihan onee has it happened to William
Georpe Bunber Lo tell Ehe truth and 1o meek
with’ gepersl disbelief for his sturly, It geewns
hard {0 Bunter; but it is not veally s0. Few
people are ready to believe in a mwiracle, and
truth from 4ibe Owl is too like a mirpele for
maoet,

In next week™s slory be tells the trubb, and
I+ dizhelieved,

Then, again, Bunler has on several ocea-
glons Been giite uzeful throuvgh finding out—
in the Huulerish- manner, which ineludes
fying of hootluces—1lings which bBes ought
pever Lo have known, yet which were best
not kept secret.  This happens agaln. At
siich times Runter takes po end of credit to
him=clf after the event. Dut no one else
cropsiders That e desopves any.

Thi<, too, heppens again.  And that is all
I am going to tell your about the story—
eacepl that 1 feel zure that you will like 1t
ad  that, though the sort of thing that
clianees In it has chanecd before, there is
nothing stale or hackneyed aliout it It iz o
stunding wonder 1o me that Mr., Richards
shouldd be ahte to give us quite a new story
which i still on guile familiar lines. He can
dir it Leeaunse he is a geniue, I suppose !

ABOUT OUR NOTICES.

[ hope ibwat fhese will soon lait off o bit,
W arve pelling wllogother Log many, and the
ronzequence is that some of them will bave
to watik for mooths before they can be in-
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duced his pocket electric-torch. He fashed
the Night round the dark vault, i

Imost at their feet lay a box, I‘-Tcrthmﬁ
else was to be seen, save Jdamp flags an
aozy walls of stone.

““ They—they must be In that box, gir I"*
stammered Skinner, *That must have
been put here. It doesn't belong here,
anyway."” ;

“ Bhow a light, boy " said the Remove-
master, in a grinding voice.

“ Mind you den't touch if, sir!”

Iy Eilﬁnﬂ'ﬂ !”

Mr. Quelch threw back the lid of the
box. There was nothing in it at all save
a sheet of cardboard, But upon the card-
board words were daubed with a brush:

“70 SKINNER, THE SPY!
“TDear Spy,—Next time you | a
German spy's lettor, make sure i1t was
not written in Etué:r No. 1 for your
especial benefit. _
. {Slgned‘]+_

Bata.”

Skiriner’s eyes bulged as he vead that
message. My, Quelch blinked at it, and
for o moment his angry frown relaxed.

“Pless my =oul M ie ejaculated.

“#0h, crumbs 1" murmured Skinner,

His knees knocked together, He un-
derstood it all now. The Bounder had
actually placed that letter on  the
(Gander's table for him to find, and then
had, proceeded to excite his curiosity ; and
during the whispered confabulation o
Study No. I the fellowe must have known
he was outside listening. Skinner's teeth
came together savagely. He counld sce
it all now ~rather lute, .

8o, Skinuner " - Mr, (l%ue]-_:h's voice
was like rombling  thunder—*so, you
wretched Loy, your pretended discovery
turns out to be a practical joke of your
Fovm-fellows, apparently in punishment
of your spying proclivities? Follow e
to my stndy, Skinner!™

Skinner almost crawled after Mr,

eleh to the School House. He gave
the Co. a malignant look as he passed
them again, and Bob Cherry gave him &
cheery wink n return,

serted,  And T flud it bard te believe that
all of them are the real expression of a strong
wish for anything asked for. I Iumey wome
of you zeml along notices just to be in the
fashion, Don't, please! It ia weak-ninded,
and your notices only stand in the way of
those of your fellow-réaders.

Thiz week I am cotting down my Chat to
make room for the notices. But it would
need a full page to make much real difference
to the pile T have in hand, and o full page
is quite oul of the guestion.

NOTICES.
Football.—Maiches Wanted By :

VALLEY [BawNGERs—16-17-—5 mile radiusz—Uu.
Feed, 114, Milling Street, Gateshond,

NORLAND RKiXGERS.—-F, Test, 17, Chorles
Street, Queensdale Hoad, W. 11, _
VICTonia PEoVERS—10--85 mile radins.—H.

Smith, 18, Wythes INoad, Silvertown, E,
BULWELL RANGERS—161—7 mile rudins—G,
Eobinzon, 5, Brady Yard, Main Street, Dul-
well, Xottingham.
CLEVELAND  ATHLETIC—15].—F. G. Moss, 28,
Eobthschild Hoad, Chiswick, W. 4.
CHiLtoN—15—R, Benneit, Chapel
Farm, Maghull, Liverpool.

Other Footer Notices.

H. Wehber, %2, Albany Street, logent's
Park, N.W.1, wants to join club within 3
miles—135-16.

A Waitham=tow team reqguires good left-
hack and Jeft-winger—l16-17.—A. L. Flsher,
47, Grange Road, Walthamstow,

Members wanted for Albhany Sporis Clole-
all seneons=—1517—Apply between 7 and 6
any evening fo George If. Elam, 38, Doctor
Street, Walworth, 8. E, 17. )

S, Covill, &6, Samuel Street, Woolwich,
&.E. 18, wants cheap pair footer boots, size 6.

Back Numbers Wanted.

By Db Griffiths, 4, Brynawel Terraece, Llan-
dllo—= Wingate's  Folly,” FToem  Merry

Housze

=

[
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Tn the study Mr. Queloh zclected his
stontest cane,

“ Bkinner "'

“Ow ! mumbled Bkinper.

“You have admittéd playing the apy
upon Herr Gans, You have acted in &
low and degraded manner, Skinner. ¥our
Form-fellows have shown their contempt
of you. If I did not think, Skinner, that
you arg as stupid as you arc illnatured, L
should report you to the Iead for a flog-
ging. As it is, Skinner, I shall cane you
severcly ! ;

The next five minutes wos PxfEﬂﬂll!?lj{
painful to Skinner. When he crawled
out of the Remove-master’s Etm]f at last
he looked as if he found life hardly worth
living. Harry Wharten & Co. were
smiling now.

“ad it bad 7" asked the Bounder.

“Ow-ow-on 1

“flow could vou be asa cnough to 5'3
to Quelchy " exclaimed Wharton, " We
never thought yvou would be such a burh-
ling chump as that!™

“ Ow, ow, ow
] Skinner.” aid Bob

“ WNaver ml]rn'.i.I o i
Cherty consolingly. **You've eav
4 Think what would

our lives, yon know ! !
have happened if you hadn’t discovered
that old soap-Lox in the eryptl”

“Ha, ha, ha !

O -0W-0W-Wow
reply.

E{{a, ba, ha !

And during the next honr vy so any-
ONe PRESITNE ?‘ﬂ:iﬁner‘a study in the Re-
move passage might have heard proceed-
ing from it a kind of chorus of :

O Oy -wow-wow-gow-ow-yow 1"

And, sad to rvelate, fellows only
chuckled as they heard it. Spies were not
popular in the Greyfrisrs Remove, But,
as it was to turn out, the Gander was not
yot done with Skinner, tho 3py.

(DON'T MISS “BUNTER'S
LATEST ! "—next Monday's grand
complete story of Harry Wharton
& Ca., by FRANK RICHARDS.)

TRl

wazs  Skinner's

Minor,” “Boy Without a Name,” alio any
six MaoNETS before 200,

By Clem Fisher, 151, Clare Ttoad, Cardiff—
“ Penny _Pﬂg}n‘lur.;‘- I'«Tcr.h Eﬂﬂ?: :_i'ﬂem » dated
¥eh., oth, 1916—~%, each offered.

EH:.' Wl *Senri-t. 45, Dudley Strect, Latoh—
MaGNET, Nos. 1-400—3d. each offcred. Christ
inas Numbers, fd.

By 3. Townsend, 33, Duke Road, Chiswick,
W.—“{em,” No. 403, alse uny  Christinas
Numbers of “Gem® hefore 1M8—clean.

PMenze state price. .

Br W, Luﬂtler, efo Westwalker Co., 57,
Water Sireet, Vancouver, B.C, Consda-—
MAGNET, No. 454, “ Penny Populur,” No. 320

By Edgar lszalene, 41, I:In.*.slin Streat,
Glaigow—" Roy Without a Name,” ©kaiser
or King,® “Worst House at Raveoshill,”
“Flying  Armada,”® ¢ Britain Invaded,”
G Yiritain ot Bay,” and “Dritain’s Revenge.”

ase stafe price.

Plgi:.' Jack Makin, 12, Whithy Streer, Tue
Brook, Liverpool—haek nuwmbers of - Gein ¥
and MAnNET, especially Donble Kumbers of
MagxET before 1914, “Boh Cherry's Barring-
put,” “Tom Merry in  the Rockies™
¢ Figgins' Fig-Padding,” aml “ Gem # contain.
ing © Race to the Tuckshop.”

Dy % L. Higgins,- 72, Burlmnf,ﬂn Street,
Aston  Manor, Rirmingham—=- Gem *  and
MAoRET back nwnbers before 330—clean,

By T. Aston, 38, Rathhone Sireet, Roche
dale—* Through Thick and Thin® =Tom
Merry & Co.® #5t. Jim's Tournament.”

J. W. Ferguson, 20, Bank Street, Cam-
buslang, Lanark—MaoNer, Nos. 45165; alzo
Christmas Numbers 1013 and 1014

Upeth

T Magxer LiBrany, — Mo, 526,
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SLUMMING WITH SKIMPOLRE !

NE day in the hels old Skimmy
called at my place. His visit ¢ame
as a pleazant surprise. My people
were nob ot home, apd lI had

nothing to do at the moment., Otherwise,
the pleasure would have heen more on his
side than mine, you bet! I noticed the
servants stared ab the fellow no end. ey
must have thought I was atarting a natural
history mDouzeun. I think »ou know what
dkimpole looks like! Skimpole didn't notice
H:.I though, and he starfed gassing without
elay.

“Ahem, my dear Lowkher,” lie  obgerved,
“you may possibly have divined that [ have
called upon vyou for a definite—nay, un
impartant purpose 1

told him that T was very well, thank
you, And would he mind—er—proceefling
with the washing?

He looked surprised, I don't think he

gite ocanght o,  Humour is wasted on
kimpole.

“Reoally, Lowther,® he begon, I fhink you
mistake the drift of my remarks. I have
not come here on bhehalf of a lawndry., I
merely wishh you to accompany me on an
expedition to the—er—East—"

“@reat Scott, man!™ I exploded.  “Xame
the place! Egypt or China or South
Carclipa—what? Anywhere you like! Tet me
sfe—Eazt, I think ryou sad? Whet about

Antananarive 7"

Skimpole locked pained. After fthat he
progeaded with bhis remarks.

“1 intend to write & paper for Mr. Mind-
gone—you know, the editor of * Twaddlesomoe
Talks,! I wish to write upon the subjeet of
the poorer parta of London and  their
inkabitantz. It occurred to me that it was
& dangerous . mission, and I should wish
you, a8 an individual of considerable muscolar
development, to accompany me.”

“Oh, I see! When you get into trouble,
I'm to spank yoi, and cart you home by the
seraff of your meck! All rightt What's the

?H'
p?kilm & lnnked serions, Hiz mind saonrs
above little things like jokes, and he took
what I said quite literally. But 1 think he
wans a trifle surprised.

“Waell, if two Ehillinsfa wonld—" he zighed.
fkimmy is never really well off. He spends
& precipus sight too much on twaddle.

“Yon burbling ape!™ I bhegan, Do ¥0u
thiok I want any moneyv?" I anorted. " You
Mundering baboon! Why, I'm eoming for
the fun of the thing." Then, in o stape aside :
“1 wottder how much a decent funeral coats?™

Well. after some more chin-wag, we
starfed off. BSkimmy took me to a tram.
Bkimmy knew where to Bnd the slums, he
sald—just where. I had only general hleaz
om the aubject.

The tram was not very e¢rowded, fortu-
nately. I had the shock of my life when 1
found that the return fare was only a
tanner! I thowught 0 waz abont eight
miles each way!

Well, we atarted off. T noticed that they
sepmed rather a rought lot aboard, and [
mentioned the sume to Skimmy. He zaid &
was a8 podsend.,  He would atart collecting
copy right away. Instead of Mahomet golng
to the mountain, the mountain had come to
Mahomet.

The man on Skimmy's right waz a fne
specimen of the *RBargee Vulgaris.” He
touldn’'t have shaved within the memory of
the oldest Inhabitant, and he conldn't have
waghed that week. He was over middle age,
but he lonked as tough and sirong as a wire
cable. He smoked & pipe that was an
offence to earth and heaven.

However, it Iz an adape that fools will
rush fn whore angels fear to tread. Skimpole
leant over towards this fine specimen of
British manhood, and began gpeaking to him
in soch & loud voice thet I think evervbody
in the tram must have heard it.

“My good map—"

By MONTY LOWTHER.

I don’t think Skimpole could have hit upon
a worse style of address, It irritated the
man no end,  Besides, it i3 guite probahle
that Bhe fellow abjected to having o great,
ugly creature ke Skimpole banging  over
him.  Anvhow, his next remark sugpested
Ehat e did not feel really hrotherdy.

*"Where are yor a-shuving to?  Get off o
me, ¥on skinny ape !

Skimmy was hardly pleased. The man was
not flattering, But I saw him take out his
notebook, and write down i it something
that looked like *“lrreaponsibility.”  Bkim-
Pnle likea Iong worda. I think he gets it

rom Professor Barmycrumpet,

“My good man,” Skimpole proceeded, “may
I ask you bow much your present employers
anﬂ:gpa.}flng ¥ou every week®"

*Thirty shilings. And it's a rank, roticn
arrew, 80 it s, when a pore workin' man has
a wife and three childer to keep outer the
work™us, Weot I say is we ain't gof the
right men in Parl'ment. T we "ad, the war
woulld he——"

Skimpote interrupted him with  another
imegtion. e feurished his notebook as he
agked :

TAnd what does your Trade Union
abouk it?"

He listened greedily to the man's reply, and
took it down verbatin,

“Blinkin® set of foola! They don’t agueeze
the employera enough.  They're afraid, that's
what they are! IT I had my own way, 1°d
tie the lot of them up in a sack and throw
them intoe the river, the bloated—"

The rest of hiz epeeclh has bheen censored.
Then his eye caught hia questioner's book, and
he grew really flerce. g' this time every-
hody i the tram—or, rather, on the up{lcr
deck—ivae straining his eara to catceh the
cooversation. The fellow wled :

" Look a-here, mate! What have yon heen
writing in that there little book o yournt
Lemme look!™

He snatched at the hook, and Skimnole held
it out of reach.

A woman who sat next bim whined :

“If's all right, young gent. Don™ you be
afeard; he can't readt™

But 3kimmy did not stop. e made a bolt
for the stairs. calling for me to follow him.
The tram bad been’ standing still for the
moment, but now it started with a jerk.
Skimpole pitehed down the steps headlong.

I followed him, in a less hurried manner,
The gent with whom we had been chatting
followed also. It was quite a race. By this
time the tram Pad got up full speed. 3kim-

ole jumped off. Now, I've often seen people

aving or boarding trams while they were
going a very fair pace, but I've never seen
anyong do what Skimpole did. He seemed to
have invented a new process all by himsell.
He just stepped off guictly, as though he had
beén going downsbairs., ‘

The ﬂmwe‘?uenﬂe is quite obyious to the
traincd mind. His feet were swept from
under him by his own velocity. His cenbre
of gravity was disturbed. In fact, it
atarted pgoing ahead in a most Independent

EaY

manner. It never even waited for his feet.
In shiort, Bkimpole fell.
I jumped backwards as bard, and as

far clear of the tram, a3 [ could go. I was
all right. At least, I wasn't cxactly run
aover hy another vehicle that was coming
the opposite direction. It only caught my
shoulder and threw me in the mud!

The tram stopped. I think the eondoctreass
was anxious about Skimpole, When they
saw_that he wasn't dead, they started off
again, just as the indignant coalheaver,
or whatever the fellow was, had dedided to
jnmp off. He tumbled off, too. I think our
example must have been infeetions. 3

We cacaped him. We left Lim swearing,
and ¢caught another tram without mishap.

Iy due time we areived at onr destination.

don't know gquite where it was—but that

11z no odds.

Now our task really began. . Skimpole had
decided io turn off ipto one of the side.
streeta which bore an unsavoury reputation.
It waa supposed to be the haunt of crooks,

I was disappointed. It was a dirty street,
true.  But in that respect §t was mob
different from =z good many other streels
I have gcen. Crime, as crime, did not brood
palpably there, That Is to say, there were

no  equinting, slouching  villains  of  the
Awmeriean  erook  play type stalking from
house to house, It's an odd fact. but it had

never geeurred fo me before that a  thiel
might not look so different from the rest of
the world in his spare time. "

Skimpole waz not sotisfied, either. S0 ha
went up and Bnocked at the first house.
The door was opened to him by a slatternly
woman, I have o sbhrewd suapicion that she
had been watching ws throogh the keyhole
hefore she let uwa in. Her first question was
hrief and to the point.

“Watcherwanti"

"My pood woman—--" Bkimpople began, thep
stopped. What did he want¥ “Er—
nothing, only I—2"

He finished his spoveh to the ciosed door.

Within came sounds as of boelts being
drawn, and hoarze whispers filtercd through

the woodwork.
“Teg, s het™  "Emall?  Shall 1 bhash

him®  “Wot did ‘¢ say? Couldn't quite
kefeh!™ “'Ere ver arc! Git out this way,
Arry ! This last in & woman's voice,

Skimpole looked troubled. He looked u
stealing in o wvery tolerant lighté, I think.
He regards the npation's money as common
property. 3till, they regarded him with sus-
picign. Should he ¢nter and set forth the
ereat principles of Socialism? His gusrdian
angcl—that's me—settled the mattef by drag-
ging him away.

But the whole road was roused. Apgry
murmura ¢ame from atl quarters. Ruffianism
liad taken it into ita head that we were
guardians of the law. They decided to give
ue & warm time.

Something Aew from o window, and laoded
on Skimmy’s keranium. It was an old shoe.
Luckily, thers was so little of it left that
it didn’t weigh mueh. It was guickly fol
lowed hy all the refuse of the neighbour-
bhood, We might have been carrying " All
rbblsh to be shot here ™ notices!

I ran. The disciple of brotherliood ran.
too. It was wonderfal the way he covered
the ground, I didn't think he bad it in
him to run so fast. However, 1 suppose he's
ey scraggy that lis legs only bave to carry
a light woight!

Then they starbted chaging uvs. I thiok
they recognised by now that we had nothlng
to do with the great twin principles of law
and order. . Bub they resented our intrusion,
pit] they wanted to make things hot.

“Quys like them there enicrin® a respect-
able workin' man's home!" oxolaimed one
fellow, who looked as though he liad never
done an hour's konest work in  his ]ife,
“What are wo s-comin’ to? That's what I
want to Know!”

FPoor apostle of Dhrolhcrhood!  Skimmy's
clothes were Olthy and mrddy. He was
pufling like s grampus. A cabbage lind
landed on top of his head, and, hy a sheer
miracle, was. balancing ikself there.  His
collar was aplaghed  with an  unpleasaut
liquid that smefled like o rolten cge. His
hat was lost. I can't touthdully say that 1
was in a much bétter conmdition.

At last we were clear of that hooting
crowd. We found ourselves in a small side-
street that led down fo the river, We muost
have lopked a pair of beauties. My wrath
was Trising., and my tonguc waa preparing
to locsen the great food of my wrath on the
fellow's head. S8kimpole furned to mwe, and
anid reproachiully :

“My dear Lowther, I consider your. con-
duct hag been most injudicious. You had no
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right to desert me in that manuer, L was
yulll runnibey away oz vou did thoet acogsol
the feclings of fhese--or--pgood  people, It
sou bad only waited, I could have explained
the matter to evervbody's complede sofisine-
tion. Now I bave got my garments in oo
mnst reprehensibbe combition, and T Twve loat
all my prospeckive copy. 1 repeat-though
it paing g b0 cewsure Yolb=that Your oo
Anet lias boen meost—reost ingadiciows

I collapsed. The cool cheek of that inne-
cent, bespectacled freak eleon took oy
beeath away. Waoe hurried along e sillence
The rond appeared to be & cul-de-sae—there
wag no exit. Yot fo go back would be very
awkward, [t was o dithienlt problem.

I looked at Bkimpole, snd SKimjwle lnokod
at me. We were both silent and thoughtiul,
At laet BKimmy said:

“My frienad, i iz guite clear that we sk
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KNIGHT IN THE NIGHT!

A\

(1 HAT rvob are you  peasdipe liew,
Gunny 79 asked Groudy slecpily,
az he half =at g bn Dl

: It was ab BEastwood Touse
during the Christmaz holidaye, and Grundy,
Gunn, and Wilkins Bad but that dday arrived,
Originalty they had gone to Lheir rospee-
tivee  bomes, hut  nearly  atl  their  ale
relafives  were “earrying on®  across the
water, and their mothers and sisters had
browght o plentiful zupply of maiden aunts
te Reep themn company. Maiden aunts didn's
siit Lhose three, amd they dido't zoic the
immts, either.

They hal written to Gussy, staling the
wise ol imploring it Lo put them up al
Eustwoord Houwse,  Gussy, like the soft-
lkearted old chump le iz, did so; and, Az
there wos not roecm anywhere clse, three
brds: Bad been prepared inoa kind of lumber-
0.

It may have been the forchoding suits of
mail which kept the trio awake that night,
bt I rubhor faney it was the howling of the
Ihenk wind without as it drove fhe [eathery
Hakes of azpmow slantwize throwgh the dark.
1e548,

“¥You reod zome awlud rtob,
kpow,™ suid Grumdy, stifling o yawn., “What
iz it mow P
wNot rot abt all '™ gald Guon warmly, Iic
was gitting propped up in bed with Dell,
ook, amnd camfle—at least, e had o ook on
hizs knees and a ecawndle by his zide. The
nearest bell available was W the old clock-
tower, ammd Gunny preferred to let if Temain
there, “IE's about the good old Far-away
lays, vou kmow, when chaps clanked about
in suits of armonr, and good Emights amd
had knighta fought duels knee-deep in spow,
menerally the last thing on Christmas Eve,
Then, just ns Lhe good kpight iz abowt to
thrust home, the church bells begin to ring,
mild the knights make i© ]i)ax. and go home
tugether for a jolly good feed round the
cheery old Yule jog.”

“Hm " murmtred Grondy thoughtfully,
<1 wish I were living in those times! I'd be
a knizht, and challenge all jealowz knighis,
viich as Merry and Blake, to morkal ¢combat,
il course, we wouldn't bave swords; they're
ton dangerons. We'd have it out with the
gloves=

Gunn grienled.

& Deficient ain't the word for old CGrundy's
mental faculty !* he mutfered.

“Haying samething about Ash, Guany ™

“Nunne! I wis—I was spooking abownt a
dace called Fishank in thiz story.” A very
ngeniong youth iz Gunny! “It's the placa
i; good andd vadiant knight—3ir Mentali—hailz
Tikf M

S8 what ?™ asked Grundy cucionaly,

8. Mentali—Sir Mentall de Fizshant in
full,? said Gonn, (T afraid Gung will come
poroak very Daal oemwd )

“ Rather a good noee 1 appraved Grmdy.
It sounds Tamiliar somchow,  Sic Mentali de
Fislmnt ! 16 wonld snit me down to the
gronndl. T e the phost eof Sie Mentall
den jf L dop't give those Lowpders in the
vlhicr yoins o seare (9

Grundy bad shaken off all biz Giredncss in
the enlhusipsm of ihe idea, He hopped out
of Tod, sl slrugeled inbo one of the aoilz
uf mail.

Now, it happencd-as  romanee  writors
sofmelimes begin—that the 2tody No, 3dres
with not {he only ones who ennldn’'t gleen,

Giunmy,  yom
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return. 1
Thery t;!’} carz Lo be o wutlet this way.”

“AN right; Tead om, fathead ! [ exelaimed.
“We can't gct in oo worse mess than we are
ak J?[E&Eﬂt.' N

We fried to meak back quietly alone the
way we had come. It was fatal. A hrute
of a small boy apotted ws, and we were
treated: to unother doae of curtain fire,
Jy wo more. It was [ucky, though, that
most of the inbabitants had ron short of
atrennition )

o wol wish 1o swine e river.

CWe found the tram, and returnet to rvivis
lisation; lu:u:rkmgl sorry spoctaclez,  Tho puroney
took over an howr, awnd the whole of that
time we were coxposed {0 the ndmiring
wonder and the audible commconts of our
Eellow-travellers, Ly TR T recovierad  my
breath 1 cxplained matters to skimpole az

By R. A. DIGBY.

Apne of us conl, in faet; amd, with a com-
plete disregard of Food Conleollers wihideh we
show bul onee o year, wo bad ransacked the
larder and muede the table in the banguet-
Lall groan beneath the appetizng viands.

_ “Wathah a shame Lo Jeave those thwee
in the lumbah-woom ont of it, deah hoys!®
safd  Guszy., < Pway wuan o oand Leich them,
somehody 12

“0nh, T go!t yolmnlecred Lowther,  And
be mizzbed,
“Wharrer you msking that row  Tor,

Crondy i Wilhins burbled, di=ple¢azed ab hiz
Slumhers Dheing Ll hrokea,

Fn the lively conversation whiclh cnasped
the unattractive visage which pecred round
the door cscaped noliee. '

Monfy Lowtler retupped Lo {he hall in a
few minutes, hia cars wuited by o broad
Erin.

41 do twnst, Lowthah,” =aid Gusay, gaxing
at the humorist severely, * you are not goin’
te spwitg a joke upon us?®

Dok beooan oass!t o grented  Lowiher,
“Youre as big a chomp az Grundy ! Kpow
what e’z up to now, yvou chaps¥ He's zar-

TO THE BOYS AT THE
FRONT!

If wou are unable te obtain this publi.
catipn reqularly, please tell any news-
tendor Lo get 2 from
Messageries HACHETTE ot Gia.,
111, Rue Reamur,

PARIS.

thimed himsedf in a coat of mail, and iz going
Lo walk the night in ghostly grandeur. He'll
visit each dorm in Lurn—the utler ass?! Sup-
pose we bumour him a little. It might {in-
rove gur  appetites—if  that's  possible,

here’s our theatrical box? We brought i
with us, I know, to give a show to ihe
village kiddics, =

We bunted up the box, aml speedily
metamorphoeed  Tom  Merry  and  Lowther
into o couple of ruffianz: of the lowest order.
Pretty easy to do, you Enow—docan't really
take much make.up!

Blake, Gussy, Herries, amd I shared o room,
and we got into bed again. Then all buol
Tom and Monty nnde themselves scarce.
Thewe two stood one ¢n each zide of Gussy's

Preseudly [here camme 1he soumd of distant

clanking, and metailic foolsteps  clompest
alowig Lhe passage. The knight of the nighi
eufered b

“Gral iz legz, CErb ! grated  Menbty

Lowther, in a tlhek voice. #(arry "k down
to the pool, piteh " in, and 1he Fastwoad
Joola i3 purzl®

How drawning Gussy woubd put the Ensl-
wood jewels dnto heze fellows' hands wasn'g
quite clear, bul Grumdy neeer {howghd of

that.. e jumped forward fike an avalanche
ol old iromn.,

“Nlake! IMerpics! Dighy! Wake upi™ e
reated from  inside his hielinet,  ® 'th']."rr.'

going to ddrown fwsey 12
“outer this door!* sparlod Duffian Neo =
“ Qulek, Josh?i?

-

1

[-]":’J' appEEred S wy bt of  view,
Akimmy was very sileot during wy harangioe,
He did mot refisly pome of 1wy phirascs.
Howbeit, they were guite it for pript.
Although the cditor has consored them poth-
lealy, 1 repeat they were aquite 16 for prist.
Tl peophe in the team stared, 1 don't Enow
what they thought of us. I notiecd that they

looked jolly  dgnificant  when  woe  passed
Lreallabn.
W parted ns soon a8 possible, and in

silenee.” Our feclings were far, far oo deep
Ior words.
Awl as T chanzed my roiped gormenis 1

vowed  thal  mever, never again vwoukd
accompany Skimmy  on g zlumanips ¢xpe-
dition. He didn't give we g clinnee of reius-

ing ngnin, thongh, Decauge hie hag naver askedl
o, 1 think lic 13 thred of the slwine
THE EXD,

T T T

The pair vanizled, carrying Gessy belween
RITHTH

They didn't really leave 1he room, 18 a
matier of facl. They merely dodged Lehind
4 seroen mear the door,

Grundy darted throusli the dearway, and
carécred Leavily down 1he stairs, n?ﬂariu-.;
like a wild bull. He was not intercepted by
any of the servauts, for the simple bt
stllicient reason thuv they bad gipped rather
toe frequently at the cup that cheers,
were ot in & condition (o move,

Wilkins and Guen cone patterin r
Lhe pazzape, ! bl
= Where's Montali?® Jdempmded Gu
SER? Whot? o
“8ir Mental] Jd¢ Fi-hont,

culls himself, =

“In, ba, ha! He'll be ponmding aocors 1he
shiow Lo the pool, 1 _I:ul-.-.'r'].m Wu'nf j“FT, EEHI:
after him ! Coming o o

Well wrapped up, we followed (he deep
footprinta,

AL the brink of ihe pool stood the mpres.
::-l'_r!c] form t:;nnl’ sir iﬁ!mul_ta!i il ii;iﬁ.lmnt, lookinge
With preat amxicty for anything zu
of a gap in the jve, ! iRyt

The terrible thoushis nppormost o his
niind were swmmarlly put to Aight by the
receipl of & =oft swowhall at the back of
hiz neck, He ol taken off hiz helmet, anil
was holding it under his arm,

He spun round quickiy, just in tine to gct
another snowlull full in Lhe mouth, followed
hy owe In the oye, another on the ear, and o
couple on the nese.  Me made but  one
remark, bub (hat one was jmpressive:

# Doooberrrosooggh !

Believing  that he had  cold-blgpoded
criminals to deal with, and forgetting in the
heat of the moment—und the cold of tha
anowballa=that desperate murdercrs don't
usnally carry out their grim work in {his
Fnshion, Grundy reshed recklessly to il
atinck.

Me really hadn't an carthly, for (he Tuel-
lade of snowhalls kept the galiont knight
from seeing anytbing at alll In a few
minutes he was like a snew-man with an (ron
inside zhell, if so0 I way Zpeak; and he sank
down Lelplesaly.

Then we fook pity on ar Bir Mealali
de Fishant, e had m-r-.-ml.',p?u'{:ll all uloug,

“Why, here's Grandy, you fellows1" eried
Dlake, running forwand, = Collared the kid-
nap n:rti, -ﬂ-l-l:t_ cliap? We heard you shout '

That*s what hbe

Grupdy =taggered Lo Bis feet, nmd laoked
af wz =nzpicionsly after he had pouged the
soow ol of Tiis eyos,

{irnndy was Feeling a little al a0 losa,

“How did you get away feom the seonup-
drels, Gnasy 77 e asked, regarding bis ol
Aouhtfubly.  » Didle't they take yon o e
L e

EWeadly, T van't wememnthab Iwin® taken
vowy fur ! peplivd Gus=y, 2etntehiog his e,
;‘il'i'm.\'w::;m 1wz ehlorofornicd o7 50100

) —"

W hat  you o wanb  owost,  Groiody, el
Follow, ™ gt oe BSkakoe, =04 b opeef Alewod Ly
the five, amd hoave s ratlling  good  spread
wilth w2, Uarne on, iF you ke sl jeloea 2

Grundy seemwmd to Bke #, e ey,

Sir Mentali e Fislul was luoard of no
more,

THE W,
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HYLLIE  HOWELL ‘iz not 0 old =
friend of ours az Marjorie Hazeldene,
or Claré Treviyn., Those two have
appeared in the “stories’ at intervals

almost from the outzet; but the Jdashin
Fhyllis only came upon the scene at a muc
luter 'stage.

It was that wery popular story, “3chool
and Sport,” which infroducetl her- to the
readers of .the Grey{riars Farns.

-The sports contest told of in that book
wus for a ¢up presented by Liestedant Dalton
Howell, an ‘old Greyiriars boy, who was
Killed ot Neuve Chapelle.. Another old boy;
anel a4 great chum of the famous * Dolly
Howell,” cume to the sehool bearing the dead
wurrior's {ust miessage, Captain Crawley told
them all how Howell had desfred, whilst dying,
that something should he doneé to Leep his
memory green at the school he had loved so
woll, nnd had thought of the Cup scheme,

It was through Dr. Locke, the Head of
“l'l;.';'fl*iﬂr:s. . that Palton Howell's

Lecame achum of Marjorie and Clara:

She has more. dash_and go than. either of
thogs two; there 18 something of the mascu-
line in her nature, though it would be unlair
to dall her a mere tomboy, . When ‘an emer-

genty. arrives she is better. fitted o do things:
than the gentle Marjorié or the véry feminine

Clara. Murjorle can béar " with gquiet .forti.
tude, and has any amount of moral courage ;
it there 15 more baldness ine Phylliz. - Wheh

she Tound by chance a letter from -Bkinner

to Paensonby which'. proved that theé ‘ead of
the Remove was plotting with the leader of
the: Highelile nuts, “meaning  to’ hetray’ his
own school, she rode over fu- Greyfriars -in
the darkness to warn-Harry Wharton & Co
They had .never seen her belore, but: that
did- mot ‘matfer to Phyllis,

dince then zhe. has. naturally been ns close )

a_chiom of the Farmibus-Five us her friends.
Of them_all =he undoubtedly likes Iioby Cherry
hest. They snit one another, being alike in
many ways, | And
Phiyllis; bt he still ‘puts Marjorle first, for
there iz strong loyalty in “rugged, honest,
cheery “Boh,

If the relnbions between the Famous Five
and the Clit House . gitls: were of ' the ‘fool
ishly. . Hirtatious sort all this might mean
trouble. But they are not., " And tﬁ

Bob’z  pcecunt, thouwgh  that faseally Hun,

Ruprecht von - Kittenstein, - did his best to

aroufe it; and succeeded -at the other end
by making EHarry-‘nnd  Bok fall out. They
were  going  to fight, -but - Phyllis stopped
that. Her boldness and quickness of decision
are séen to advantgage in-such an emergency.
She. stepped in when Marjorle might have
hesituted aml Clarn would have 'hung back :
and she knew how to say the right thing
amed to bring Lthose two old chwms,; who ought
never to have quarrelled, to their senses,

She did nnt hezitate to intervene again
whew Piet Delarey and Squitf were in com-
bat. 7 Agnin it was Von Rattenstein whe had
made the trouble.  This time Phylis was too
Intg 1o prevent the *fight; hut after the two
had sharved in reacening her from theé péril-of
the mud dog; omd ahe had played herpart ns
well as any boy could have done in the
rescue - of one of Lthem from another danger,
she zaw them reconciled,

But’ her plack _had heen proven heyond
phzsthitity’ of douht’ hefore that, - In .hér
early alnys nt T House, while the sports
for Dier -déad -hrother's cup were in progress,

she “intervencd to frustrate the, schemes ol

the leagned Greyfriats and Higheliffe rotiers
to-zink the hoats, and 2o prevent the hgat.
raceé,  Hhe slapped Ponsonby's face, and he
turned on her in fury.  But Skinner could
not =tamd that, and Mectoh dacked up
Shinfner,

Terhuips that incident zave Phyliz n hetter
opinton of Bkinner than- be dedervedd.  Any-
way; she aaw—or theusht: she ‘saw—some
#odd in him. “She conll forgive him, she
said, if he did somdething préabt” by way of
atonement,  To o us, who know SRkinner =0
well, it zoundz Hke o wild odream. Bat it
camg off, ok Cherry, diving for plates in
Ehee Deakhi, stroek his hewd on the Ladder, anid
Leicantime: 2enzoless,

i - sisher
Phylliz came to Cliff -House, where she soon:

it ) ere iz nd i
jealowsy hebween Marjorie and Phyllis o

It was Skinnce who pulled.

61.—Miss PHYLLIS

suecessful attempt.” And -Phyllis spoke soft
words of praise and kindness, 'and the - bard
heart: of Hareld Skinner- was touched, apd
perhaps he had his wild drearhs for the next
dm{r or two—dreams of becoming o decent
fellow whom everyone could like and mlj’fﬂ"
Phyllis would have heélped him, and Bob,
and Harry ‘Wharton, and gentle Marjorie.

Why didn’t he stick to it? Well, I suppo=ze
it was too much treuble., It meant changing
everything—his habita, bis tastes, his com-
panions. He fried his be:t in the Marathon,
and came out of the race with credit. But
alter that he chucked it. Not good enough
for Skinner! Or too. good—which?

Phylliz had no real success with Skinner;
but failure-is not often the result of her
efforta. She-plaved her
of -the Terrible Two, W had X
Remove guite’'a..lot to ponder oVer!
they were i ;
and ‘when they .went it was in all friemdliness
-?-;iitkh' the Demove and the Clifi House girls
alike.

There was not 0 much s:rmrat-h; in
Phylliz a5 there was in Marjorie. for Peter

But

Bob © admires the fair | ) s
ol

Todd, when he wan so unlucky ns to fall
nlone-into the clutehes of the Higheliffe nuts,
and was put through it o croelly. There
he ‘lay, his_forelock®cut off, his, hair jagged
from® Pon'es clums trlmmln%, his face
daunbed with raddle, his arms and legs bound ;
and Phyllis and Clara were more than half
inclined to think that it served him right
for havipg the awdacity to set himself np
against "Harry Wharton! The girls all like
Harry, as Iz natural; but they had all liked
Deter alao till then, #nd if they had known
to what an extent Iarry had been to blame
for the guarrel hetween the two they would
not have been so down on Peter. . Hut Mar-
jorie, though Harry is more to her than any
of the rest, played the ministering angel to
hisz rival. And Peter much preferred that
it should e Marjorie. Later the other Ewd
came to see that they had been wrong about

enctugh to own himself wrong. I don't know
abont Miss Clpra, but there can be no doubt
that Phyllis thinks more than ever of Peter
now. It was just the aort of thing she would
appreciate—his standing up before . thé whole
ltemove to say that he was in the wrong,
amd asking them Lo vote Wharton into the
'-ru{btnim:_'r again,

‘he  kisz which Miss Howell gave Rob
Cherry  caused quite o lot of excitement
among our readers ol the Lime. Some of
them wanied more kissivg “in- the stories;

They did not get it. That was
a special  Rigz—one, by, ifgelf—om- a
special ocrasion, There was any amount of
friendship in if-=nffection even-—no one needs
to he aszhamed of loving honest Boh—hbut it
“was chiefly’ excitement, anrd it was not the
very lenst spooninezs.  Phylis wanted {Grey-
friers Lo cotng Qout on 4op in the sporl: every

orgy of it!

hifn out; after Wharton had. made an un- |

art In. the defeat §-
iven the:

ool goris, the Willinms bioblrers ;.

‘Road,
‘Beeret,”

Toddy—the hest of good fellows, and man.

they scemed to look "forward to o perfect.
VETY'

HOWELL. ,

l““mmmmm.miﬂ

bit as much as any :ﬁrflarfri_,d.ra- fellow cou
want' it; and she was almost. heaide herse
with, joy whion  Bob: told.. hed -the result,
Perhaps she would not” have kissed .any .of
the” others, ‘even in those cifcumstances;
but-that’does not matter much,

Phyllis Howell ig the type of girl more

1 often met nowada¥ys than in the days of our

mothers and. grandmothers. When one saya
Ahe i3’ bold ‘the word is not hded > all in the
sense of “fast.” It iz m plucky boy'a bold-
ness that she has. . And there is about her
much of a boy's frankness. She is good at
games, active, strong. There are many euch
gitls to-day, and the more of them there
are in the future the belter for the country
they call theie owal

NOTICES

Eurresphmleﬁua Wanted.

Miss  Lilian  Trudell, Waterldo House,
Watérloo Strect, Tipton—with girl readers
anywhere.

Back Numbers, Ete., Wanted.

By "J. Jefirey, 14, Court Road, 5.E, 27
“ Secret of the Seas,” “ Mystere Island* ™ 0n
the Trail of the Redskins,” and ‘any others
by -Everard apd, S8torm. Please “state price,

By G.. McKinley, 8 Lapgford Street, Bel-
"| fast—* Gpecial * Constable Coker,” “School:

hoys' Trepsure,” * Zchoolboy Renegade,” and

| % Gem, N oa.~337,7358,° 352, “and 278,
1 By C _J R  Remmer, 5 Dongpla Road,

Gre-;ng;_:’te."j'l,a:is_fnw, E. 13—any numbers
% Boys  Friend * 5d." Library,

~ Ry A. Wallon, 035, -Lozell Street, Aston,
Birmingham—* Bob - Chérey's Hnrrfﬂg-ﬂut *

-and “Boy Without a Name.™

By, L.~ Williains, Ilkyd House, 7, Hanmodr
Tercace, . Burry, Port, | 8. -Wales—Douyble

“‘Humbers of “ Gem » and MAGXeT, 1918,

-. By _Alick. Hayes,. 83, Norfolk Street, Glas
Eow—NMAGKETS, 1-5; “ Gem,”™ No. 11, old zerien,
By J. L. Lyster, 12, King Street, Athlone,

Treland—*In "Nelson's Day.” ® Boys' Friend ®

2d. Library.

By Chriz Webh, 2, Pleasant Terrace, Church
Tottenhom, N.1I7—*Wun TLaupg’y

w Ioh  Cherry's  Barring-Out,”
“Figginzg'® Folly,” “After Lights Qut.*™
By L. Considine, Burrnngull, Mg, Gombier,
South  Australia—" Boy . Without o, Name,*
fBchool and Sport,” © Rivals and Chums.™
and “ After Lights Out.”

By Arthur  Wroe, ESandeliffe, Midway,
Burton-on-Trent—*= Boh  Cherry’s | Nnrring.
Oug,» = Enrﬂng-ﬂut dt . Greviriars,”. = Figgins'
Fig-Pudding,” “Figgins' Folly,” and No. 1 of
¥ zem,” BAGRET, and ® Penny Popular.®
- By A, Jepson, 13, Marlborough Terraee,
Parnsley—=Gem ® and MAGNET Double Num.
bers, 1810-1916—offers 2/

By C. Phillips, 408, Kinder Street, Cannon
Street,” Londdn, E.1—*HBovader of Grey-
friars,” “Drommed Out of Greyfrinrs™
“ Yankee Hchoothoy,® * Bob Cherry's Barring-
Out,” ¥ Bob Cherry in Search of His Fatlier”
“ Bully's Brother,”® % Hiddenm Horror,” # Bully's
Chanee,” “ Ty Sheer Grit,” and *The School-
boy Earl.V

By C. Armatrong, Nyera, 1, Beach Parade,
ﬂeelcrn%. Vie., Avstralia=-MAGKET, Nosl 1.304;
3d. each offered for fArst ten numbers.

Iy . Redding, 14, "Frior-&treel, Lincoln-
Maoner Christmas Numbers, 1912, 1015, and
1914.

By Geo. Lushy, 2, Northlands Road, Winter-
ton, Lines—* Tom Merry Minor,™ = Throtgh
Thick and Thjn,® “Loyal to ihe Last.”
“Talbol's Triomph,” “Nugent's  Folly,”
“Rildare for Treland,” ©Son of - Seothand,”
“Rivala and Chums,® ¢Slackers’ " Eléeven,"
“ Mob Cherry's Barring-Ong,® « fiob Cherey in
Search- of His Father,”: Y Rival Ventrilo
fuists. ™

By. R. F. Nichalson, 84, Alverstorde Toad,
Wavertree, Liverpool=—oflers 17+ each for No.
1 of “Cem ™ and Mac¥er; 170 for hoo 1 of

e Bovs Friemd™
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