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THE FIRST CHAPTER.

Trouble with the Hun !
4 OW WOW-WOW-W-W.w v
Tiilly Bunter rubbed a [at
gar a3 he made that remark.
The fat ear was crimsen,
aml Duunter was crimson, too, wilh -
dignation aml rage. L
tarry Wharton & Co. stopped on their
way to the Remnove-rcom For afternoon
classes as they spotted the fat jumor in
the passagze, _
“Hallo. halla, halle! Been in the
wars, fatty ¥ inguired Hob Cherry.
“AWow-wow-wow 17

“Tq the esteemed coar suffering [{rom |

the pullfulness?” asked llwree Jamset
Ram Singh sympathetically,

»Yow-ow ! Thuat beastly Hun!”
mroaned Bunter. =
“YWhat Han?? asked MNugent, Do

vin mean Bolsover majoc %

T “Yowow! I wmean that German
heast, old Gang!” howled Bunter. * He's
l|;1|:|]TE1;I my I.'.":]i.'—ﬂ:.'hlﬂ]g lnwd h!rﬂ naxsty
Hun paws on me, you know! ;&mr-uw&
Why don't thoy integrn him? Yow-ow!

“But wher: was vour ear?” asked
Harry Wharton. “Was il at the key-
e ¥M

“Ha, ha, ha!? :

“If vou think T woukl Jisten at a key-
hele, Wharton—" began Duotur, with
sveat indignation. _

“Why, son fat duffer, youwve been
eavght dlomg it a doven limes!” ex-
clained Harry.

S Wearer o humdred [ prunted Jalmny
nll.

“'e been the vieiim of misender-
standings sometines,” sand Bunter, A
lelfow can’t tie up his shovlpee without
n fellow suspecting him of listening, I
merely hoppencd to be outside old Gans’
door.  1Tow could T know he was gomg
to D][_:Iﬁl't it auddenly —-="

“Ha, ha, ha!" !

“Blesacl if I ean sce anyihing Lo

cackle ot ¥ow-ow-ow ! I wasn't 1n-
terestad in what he was saving ta Mr.
Quelch—only,  asking  questions  about
whether the pew music-master is comug
to-marrow. Yow-ow! But he Hew at
me like 2 wild beast! Yow-ow! I'm
jolly well going to the Head about it.
{"m. not going to have my ears pulled by
4 heastly Hun ! )
_ “It's a shame," said Bkinner, joining
1.
“Oh, rats!" sand ITarry.  “ Bunter
sheuldn't listen at doors. ™

“T wasn't Dstening ! howled DBunter,
*1 simply hoppencd to hear the Gander
askmg Quelchy whether Dloomfield, the
nmusic merchant, s coming here fo-mor-
vow.  What id that matter? Old Gans
is meiting more of a IIun cvery day. We
shall have a heastly time with im this
afterpoonn. Yow.ow 177

“Better momd yonr p's and g's," re-
marked Frank Nugent. “The Gander
ean be very ratty when he likes ™

“*Yow-ow! I'm not going to stand it.

Why should we “be "hullied by & Ger-}

man i’ demanded DBunter, 4T hey're
Eilling Fluns ont in Flanders—hundreds

BAF

f of smnc-th.[nig,’

#Took at my ear!

 That’a

a day. We cughtn't to have a ITun here..
It's unpatriotic 1™

“ Hunpatriotic " suggested  Bob
rry.
“T'm willing to egive up German

lessons for the duration of the war,”
continited  Bunter  wrathfully,.  “I'm
]I::.-a.triutic‘ I'm willing to make sacrifices,
t's Deen suggested te shove Russran
into the curriculum instead of German,
but the silly gFovernorsz can’t make up
their silly minds. It oughs te he done.
Yow-ow ! My belief ia that the Gander
i8 a German spy. Skinner eays so0.”

“MNa where the Gamder can hear
him ! grinned Bob Cherry.

“ Bettor get into the Form-room,” re-
marked Johnny Bull. * Firet lesson this
afterncon i3 German, and mt’s time.”

“T saw, you fellows, you back me up,
and come to the Head!” said Bunter,
hiinking at the Famous Five through his
big glasses. ‘““Let’s point out to old
Locke that we don't want Huns here in
war-time, He's bound to take notice of
it. You back me vp, and Tl tell old
Locke plainl s

“You'd better 1ot the Head hear youn
calling him ‘old Locke™!"
MNugent. * Dry up, Bonter!”

“All the same, it's o shame,” said
Skinner. “1 believe the Gander is a

| Geerman spy 17

“Oh, rata!” anid Whartan, “Dlo yon
think the Mead would have him here if
he wasn't to be trusted "

“You can't trust a German.”’
Skinner. “Thev're boran  aples
rotters. "

HWell, lots of them are,” admitied
Wharton, *“ But the Gonder s a decent
sart--for a ITun.”

“I don't believe any Germans ave
decent! T believe the Gander’s a spy,
and that music merchiant from Courtfield

a3 1
and

ia no better,” declared Skinner. * They |
know one anether, I know that. And
Bloamfield looks like a German., I dave

his name isn’t Bloomfileld, either. I
suspect them both——"
*You generally do suspecy somebody
* remarked Baob, .
right,” said Dunter.
I've heen handled

Y Skinner's

by a vile German ! A low, sneaking
Hun—-"

“Shurrup!” muttered Bob. Cherry
suddenly, ns he caught aipht of the

portly figure of Herr Gans in the passage
coming towarda the Form-room.

Dut Billy Bunter had hizs back to the
German maater, and did nob sre him.
So he did not shat up, Ile went on

londly :
A rotten, sneaking Hun ! Sanmu; kind
of rotter who urders people in

Belgium ! He's a spy—a sheaking spy—
and I Jare say he makes signals to sub-
marines and Gothas and things, and
sencds off wireless news to Germany !
the sort of apying, epeaking,
treacherous Huan old Gans is—"

A heavy hand dropped on Bunter's
shouliter from hekind.

The Owl of the Remove gave a gasp
of terror a3 he wa' spun round, ard

| sir.

chuckled §

found himself blinking at the German
mastar,

Herr Gong' fat face was generall
good-natured; bat it was not at all
good-natured now. It was red with

rage. His very spectacles seemed to
ghtter af the terrified Owl.

“ Punter ! be gaeped.

“Ow! Oh, crumbs!” gasped Bunter.
“¥You spick of me, isn's 147"

E “Ma, sirt Oh, no!” stuttered Bunter,
E “1—1 was making remarks n—in e
Fgeneral way, mr"

“v-ﬂ-t! !.F)

“I—I was proposing to these fellows,
sir, to go to the Head and-—and protest
agningt having Russian letsoms mstead
of Gormae, gop—""

murmured Bob

“Oh, By bhat!”
Cherry.
! You talk of spying aond

L

tmﬂﬂﬁw—""‘"
“1—F was alluding to—te the Dutch,

T Cvar g
“¥—f mmgu t¢ ibe Chincse, sir.”
I

“ Panter, you tell me liea!”™ exclaimed
 Hesr -
. YOk no, swr! Teouldn’t! I'm oo very
troihfizl chap, air,” groaned DBunter,
| " These fellows will tell you so. You
spexk ap, e ¥ You tell Herr Gans
whether youw’ve ever known me tell” s
cram. ™

“Oh, dear!™ gasped Wharton, Cer-
tainly it wonld have been difficult for the

captaiy of the Remove to testify to that
p cffect, . ' )
“Punter! TVou spiek of tie mit b

taults,”” zaid Tery Gana. “ Youn are a pad
L ared nntroetfal pov. How dave you spick
bof mic as a spy?

LT didn', sir.”

“I hears you mit memn cars ! shouted
Herr Baus,

“You-—you misnnlevstood, sir. T 1
was eimply telling Skinner that he was
mnwtaken in thinking yeu n spy, sir——"

“Hkinner! ¥ou dave fo say tat—-"

Y Not at all, =8 srammerad Skinner,
“Buntor's trying to pnt it on me "

“(Fh, really, Bkinner—. -»

“Punter! You zum mit e

“Oh, deart”

With a heavy hand an Buonlers
shoulder, Herr Gana mavched ths farn
ﬁmim‘ away to Mrv. Quelich’s study. Tha

rmave-master looxed up i surprise as
they rome in.

Y What ix the matter. ITerr Gans ¥"

“Herr Quelch I splutterad tha Gep
man mazter. Y You hnow mie—you bt
knows ma long i, is0°6 18?7 Yo dink
tat § am spy 7™

“What? Nonsenese!™”

“Is it tat poys shall call me o spy ™
howled Tlerr Gans., "1 am honest man !
Is it tat & man gannot he honest pecanse
he iz porn in Chermany ? In Prevzsen—
vat vou call Prussia--tat 35 so. Licsa
i Pricssians are  rasgalal But [ oam
R xon——"

“Iferr Gans—"

“F Feaf i to veuw, Merr Quelchi? Ti 1
am spy. let me ha taken hy der boliee,

Tund shof like vun rasgal! Am I <pyt”



Every Monday.

“Bunter ! Have you dared to say—"

iNo, sirl™ Hgasped Bunter.. W -1
didn't, ‘sir! ery Gans is quite Dus-.
taken! I—I really moant to say, sir, th
we all respect Herr Gans very highly
“Wein Gottl”

“Hold ont your hand, Bunter|”

“Oh, really, sirt—"

Swish, swish !

“You will take care, Bunber, not to]
meke such despicable and ridiculons
remarks in future!” said Br. Quelch
sternly.

“Yow-ow-ow "

Billy Bunter rolled out of the study
squeezing his fat hands. He rejoined the
juniors outside the Form-reom, groan-
Lag,
‘I say, you fallows—— VYow-ow-ow!
I eay, I believe old Quelch iz hand-mn-
glove with the Gander!” he munibled.

“What?" ejaculated Wharton, ;

“That's what it looks like to me,” anid
Bunter. “I believe he's » traitor—hand-
in-glove with a German spy W-WOwW-

1 th a Gerr | O
wow ! Don't you think sof”
tu” You uiter idict!" exclammed Whar-

10,

“Ob, really, Wharton—"

“ Here comes the chaérjlf old Gander{"
murmured Bob Cherry., ' Betber. cut(”

And the Remove fellows went into the
Form-room.

THE SECOND CHAPTER,
Skinner Is Too Funny !
MDE.T of the Remove made up

spict during German that siter-

noon. As g rule, Herr Gans
was good-tempered and patient, and it
in class, But he did not look as if it
would be safe on this cccasion.

The German master was in & rather
could not be expocted to like Huns. Tha
brutal atrocities of the Prussians in Bel-
gium, the dastardly conduct of the Ger-
had their natural effect on the Herr's
pupils,

Individually, the Herr was a quiet,
rerman. And even Wharton, who rather
prided himself on keeping a level head
in war-time, could not help fesling a
on that account,

But there were some points in the
Gander's favour. He belonged o
deadly hatred. His grandfather had bten
killed in the old Prussian-Saoxon War.
A for his being a spy, very few fellows

their minds to be 'FBI‘{I cirdum-
was sufe to “pull his Hon leg ™ a littlo
unfortunate position. Gregfrviars fellows
man Government all through the war,
cod-tempered old fellow, but he was s
certain amount of repulsion in his case
3axony, and hated Prussians with a
heeded Bkinner's insinuations on that

subject.

Skinner alwaysz had trouble with the
German master, because he hated Ger-

man. In fact, Skinner hated work any-
WaY.
Still, the least Herr Gans counld,

expect was civility.

Most of tho fellows were civil cnough.
When some, like Skinnor and Snoop nnd
Atotk, ventured upon impertinence, the
Gander generally affected not to observa
it. - But he had & temper, and it was not
eafe to go too far

His knitted brows showed that he was
ruffled now, and the lesson began in a
somewhat thundery atmosphere.

Perhaps it was o sense of duty fowards
a backward pupil, or parhﬁa ib was
irritation, that made the Herr give
Harold Bkinnar his special attention.

Alkinner had done no work, as wugual,
and he blundered, as ususl, and ke

at | ¥o

Lroethe was &

looked sullen and savage when the Herr
rated him.
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“You are vun stupid EF' Bkinner "
exclainted Herr Gans at last. “ Poys in
anre:f Form speak petter Chorman as
ul

“T's difficult to speak, sir,” said Bkin-
ner. It doesn't se¢m to me really like
& human language at all.”

“Vatt .

1 don't eee how a fellow could speak
German well without having a mouth
like 2 horse,” said Bkinner. _

Bome of the Removites grinned.
Bnoop gave his chum a warning look.
The Gander was not in & mood for Skin-
ner's plaasantry.

“Shkinner! You are impertinent!”

“T was only saying what I thought,

B

"1 tink you mean to insult your
master, Skinner. You sre also lazy poy.
I giff you ten lines to learn from Goethe,
and you learn none. of dem. You do not
understand tat great poet at all”

““Yhat great post, siri”

¥ Goethe.” :

“Was he a poet, sir?" asked Bkinner
innocently.

“Mein. Gott! You know not tat
o g

ol | j:hu:m,ght e was a Hun, sir,"

" Vat?"” shouted Herr Gens.

"Wasn't Goethe a Hun, siv?” aszleed
Skinner, :

“HBhut up, you ass!” whispered Bob
Chexry. _ :

“ Rats I -whispered back Bkinner.

Herr Gans was quite purple.  Like
most Germans, he worshipped Goothe,
and to hear his great poet deseribed as a
Hun was too much, esides, it was not
a fair deseription, for Goethe lived and

died long before Pruszsian militarism had.

turncd the Geormans inte s mation of
Hunnish ruffians.

Rap, rap!

“Yaroooh ! roaved Slkinner, as he
received the pointer on his knunekles,

“You vill not tall: to me of Huns,
Skinner ! snorted Herr Gans.

“Yow-ow! It was yvour own rotien
Ksiser who first called the rotters Huns !
howled Bkinner,

“Te Kinre of Prossiz is not mein
Raiger, Skinner,” anid Herr Gans,
“Wilhelm is rasgally upstart, and not true
Dentsch Kaiser, ol are ignorant poy !
After te wpr, tat Prussian upstart he
ghall be pulled down, and mein belofed
Baxony shall be free country.” :

This was EHerr Gang’ favourite topic,
though he had never confided it to the
Lower Fourth before, Some of tha
juniors grinned, and the Herr recollected
ijaalf. and went on hurriedly with the
leszon, ; i

Skinner eat ﬂcuwhnf looking 2 good
deal like a Hun himself,

The Herr came back to him presently,

SBkivner proceeded to malie o mixture
of der and die and das, though he was

nite well grounded in the declension of
the article, as a matter of fact. Herr
Gans restrained his weath.

“You are stupidest poy in te class,
Bkinner ! he snapped, “But I tink tat
you pretend, isn't #t? I wastes no more
time on you. You shall write out a
Chorman sentence. and if he is wrong I
canes you, Write him on te plackpoard
mit chalk.”

Bkinner's eves glistened.

“Bay I write something from dihe
great poct Goethe, sir?” he asked
meekly.

Hovr Gans locked a little mollifted.
h"“il.’pm, mein poy, if you remembera
im.

“ Very well, sic.”

The Hoerr tronsferred his attention
from SBkinngr, who waa left to write out
his sentence on,the blackbourd. _

Sleinner had his sentence in mind
already, He had happened to come
across the vemsoe while working—very un-

‘hoped for a chance of workin

One Penny. 3

willingly—on Goethe'a " Faust.” e hind
it uff on
the German master, and now his chance
had come.

Bkinrer took the chalk, and-preceeded
to write on the bluckhoard, Hoine of the
fellows watched him, and thare was a
general grin.  What Rkinner Lind, weigten
wae 0 line from  Faust's epeech (o
Mephistoplicles in the poem:

“Das Spioneran, soheint's, it deino
Lust,”

Thera wax a clnckle in the class as
Bkinner went back to his place.  Tlere
Gans glanced ot him, and then at the
bluckboard,

“Ach! You have written lum alectte,
Skinner?"

“You, sir. I think it's right.”

Herr Ganz blinlee®l at the hine on the
blackboard, which, Leing  translated,
t'l'l.f‘td'l_;-:t.' e d

‘Bpyving, it appesrs, i your delight.”

The Herr's I{;t fnoe grisy rwldﬁr aml
reddor 03 he looked. '

“Blinner [ he staltered, at last.

::}'H]‘_’m{ F‘IEI"?II,

ow gdarve you, you vicked poy 1

“1 don't Hnr.'ltit"fs:{ﬁm:l ¥ou, !;in:i: I've
done cxactly as you told me,” said
Blimier, with an air of surprise. = That's
a line from Cocthe, #ir,”

The Herr gasped,

It waa trne enough. It was a line from
Goethe, and correetly written, Skinper
had himn there.

“You vicked poy!" stuttered Herr
Gans. " You vish to repeat tat wmilly piml
vicked ting tat Puntor sny, tnt your
Cherman mastér he is o spy !

“Oh, air, how epuld eoths baen

meant thuat you wers a epy?" asked
Skinner. “Ile dind bLefore von wore
‘born, siv.”

AL !

“He may bavo meant, pescrally, that
most Germana  wors ppies,” continued
Slinner calmly, T suppose he kpew
them, beivg a German hamaelf,. Do vou
think Le meant that, air¥"”

“Ach! Mein Gott!”

Herr Gans veally bad no exconse for

oing for Skinner his time, ns the

umorist of tho Remove had exaetly

carvied out Ihs instructions, Bt the

pomnter ‘came 1nte  pley agaiu, *sll tho
'Bﬂ.rRﬂE, :
ap, rap, rap!

Skﬁmer yelled.

“Take tat, and tat, and tai!”

Herr Gana.  “I vill nol La insuﬁwl in
Formaoom! Take tat. and tat!”

“"Yaroooh! Stoppit! Yoooop!™

“You are pad poy, Skinnert T am
ashame of you! T speaks to you no more
in dis leszon,”

Which was good tews o Skimner, ok
least.

Wien the German lesson ondsd, and
Mr. Quelch came in 1o take his Tormn,
Skinner was scowling suvagoely und still
rubbing his knueklea. Here Gans lefr
tho Form-room with knitted Lrow. Hin
position ot Greylfrinra waa  awkwand
enough anyway, und 8kinncr's ling of
conduct made it wtill more uncomiort.
able. But there were ollior worries of o
more serious ‘kind on the Herr's mind,
g3 the Homowvites wnu'l_cl have gucssed if
they lind épom Iim pacing his study with
wrinkled brows and excited gesticula
tions.

ag e

The Music Merchant !
"H
Nugent, who was chatting

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
'8 coming this aftornoon."
Hosking of the Bhell made
that remark, addressing Frand
with hiz chums in the gquad affer dinner
the following day. .
THE Macyer Lizziry, -0, 520,
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Nugent switched off the sukjeet of
footer and askeds

* Whe #'"

“Who ! sniffed -Haskins, * Bloem-
feld, of conree ™ .

“Qht, Bloomfteld ! said Nugent,

Clande Eealmne had a wrinkled

W

He wae exide giving the matter deep
thought. And Famous Five grianed
as they observed 1

MNugent was the only member of the
famous Co. to whomn tho nmm&a‘&euf the
new mnsie-roaster made any FEFIOR,
Nugent Betng a mosi: etudent, 3

The gentleman who had previously
vi reyiriare to give instroctionm in

, har , and cemnpositom  bad
been - called pp, and & new mam was
coming in his while he was at the
Front. Mr. Bleo thre musie pro-
femsor ot Conrtficld, had  the geood—or
bad—ick ta ke over forty-ene.

Ta Hoskine of the Shell the matfer was -

swiully serious, ;

For Hoskine recognised in himslf &
musical geninz of ne ordmary ahility.
He was prepared o put in any amount. of
work at muosie preparatory to talaong the
world by storm: luter on o3 a tremendoun:
vomposer. Hesking cften eonfided teo. hie.
stirdby-rata, Flobson, that he wae B
to do great things in music some day—
apparertly going ta put in the shede such
:il;ﬂl fry as Handel, Bchubert, and Bee-

vern.

Whet Holson d4id net Enew about |

Pmusic WS ax enormous ameunt.  Bub
Le cordially egeeed thet = £
fellaw ought te be able to Eul- Beethoven
& Co. ba the shade. They wem only
Huos, anyway, Hobson said.

Haobson's habby was sometimes & werry
to his study-mate, who thought mere of
football and boxing than of ane arts.
Hoakins carvied a tuning-fork

his nete ™ o tha rmost unexpected places,
He had been koewn bo tap st ox & fellow’s
head in an absent-minded way. Onee or
twice, i the Sbhellroom, lesspma
been mmterrupted by & sudden
mack to the astonmshment and wrath of
Mr. YMacker, the nraster of the Shell

"“F wandsr what Bloomfield wilk think
of my Sonata m D, Hoskins went on.
“T hope he's & musical man,™

“He's got a lot of Fetters afier his
eame, 't sard Mugent, with a suxile.

Hosking nodded,

“Yes; I dare say bho's all right. DBut
I'm pather amvious. I wonder whether
be's stramg o counterpeint, ™

*“I wander!” said Bob Cherry, with
deep sarcnsm, which was euite ar
Floskine.

*The wonderfulness iz terrific ! mur-
murad Hures Singh.

. ““And whether he will take an intorest
in g fellow's work,” coutinuwed Hos
" Thot's important. If you chape were
inmsice

‘“I play tha concertins,™ said
Bull play id Fehnny

"TI‘H‘: Whﬂth?“

“Comeerting 1™ ;

“1 wos talleing about music.”

ah ‘_W’h;', Tour ase, isn't a  ecoucoriina
migeie 1™ demagded Johnny  Bulk
“*You've heard me play *Tipperary ' on
the cancertina !

i r]."IPPE_.!l'M'F y L”-g&ﬁped Hoskins,

“Yes; tan't that musie T

“Oh, my hat " said Hoskins,
_ ""Betber than the row you were kick-
g up in the mustc-room yes iy, MIE-
way !'? sk Johnny Bull warmly.
" Better not Ilet Dloomfield hear gpou
doing that if the poor chap's gob any
ear-druma.” ‘

Hasking glared af Bim,

" You erass ass!” be said witheringly,
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rmare |

aw, ta ke b “ pite ”“ﬂd:rwﬁr
eep hix “pi i 3

m&ﬂﬂﬂ sud he would tap it to “ged |

B

kips. | thamr to meet.

“What you hsard me playing yesteiday
wae my Mareh in € sharp I
A march, was it ]’ said Bull. *Ean’t

' & march & . to have aome fune in
1k 7Y
| *“Fathead 1™

“I1t woa a doshed vow!™ sfifd Jobnny
Bull * Alf discordw frome beginning to
‘e **

“Yeow don't kvaw apything sbout

o musie,’” said Floakina scorninlly.
“Leck at Straues, f'rinstaree ™ )
“Rot! The *Blue Danuba’ is. rip-

pi:g " said Dull,
orkins ragred.

“You ase! I don't mean that tinkling
ald Stransg? I mean Richard Strauss—
the new Btrousst™

“T've heard that” grinned Wharton.
It sounded to me like a bull in o china-
shap, with an earthquake or twa thrown
in.

“That's the mew sirle,” said Hoskins
loftily, * Why, & modern German com-
b paser would be ashamed of himself if you
I‘.d&tel-‘::tf.:d anvthing like 2 melody in bis

work,

“Just like o Hun!" said Bab Cherry.

“*Ha, he, hal”
“I'm daowr on German musice, if it je
; music '* declared Johmoy Bull, * Chuck
it oud, aud let's have British composers.”’
| “"¥Yeu've got to find theny BHred!"
! grumted Hoskins, ** But some day there’s
Eﬂ:ﬂ% bo be British music on the grand
!{, .

“That's where youTh comie in—what 7™
uckled Baob Cherry.
“T hope go,™ &nid Hoskins calmly.
[ “Look at my March in € sharp ¥

e HEEI-I]}';E all consecutive ffths and
minoy thirteerths and things!™ grinned
vizgent.
“h, vow've na ear!” said Iloskins.
=Bl eld will hke it, if he's got any
ear. § wondep——""

“I was wondering——" hegan Bob
F Cheery,
i . 0Ok, wveure thinks about it, are
you 1 asked Hoskins, ::].g SUTPTHEE.

“ Not st all. I waz wondering whether
the ground's toe bad for some footer

“ X Hs, hs, ha!"
Bosking emarted, and stallked away.
Althoughs Ham? Wharton & Co. did
pot share Hoshing' anxiety as to the new
musme-mester’s professronnd capacity, they

r
o

L ch

i

Grans was 13 their minds.

“LI'mx rather keen te =zeo how the
' Gander will treat that johnny,” Boh
EME: remarked. ‘““You remember we
anw them the sther day on tha ecommaen,
-mink Herr Gans was calling Blecmfield
pamses :

“F expect he'll keep oub of the man’s
way, remarked Nugent. ' No peed for
ger that they should

be enemise, tho By
“Ha,-}li:s; hallo, halla¥ Therc'a the
CGander

The juniers glanced at the German

master as he passed thent in the gquad-
' rangle,
Hore Gaus wag stalking along with
& wrinkled brow, evidently in deepr and
[ troubled thought. He dud not notice the
[ juniore.

Y Poor ohd un ™ amrmured Wharton.
“*Ha's got some

thing on hiz mind.”
t ““Perhaps it’s because Bloomfield ia
caming here,” suggested Nugent. ** 5fill,
¥ don't see why 1t should worre the
Gander.’””

YT eay, you fellowg———??

“ Hallo, fatey 1™

eaid Billy Buater, with a grin. " Skinner
FAFH —""

“0Oh, bother Skinner!™

" But Skinner «o5s he helieves Bloam-

were rather mtereted in him. His rome- |
whaot mysterious connection with Hesr |

e 7:B]'.ll:ii:!l.l:lI"LF!]'&’.*]' eoming tﬂ_a“:;l_-rrll'
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i field is & naturalised Hun, and be's hand.
; in-glove with the Gander ™

E " Oh, dry up!” sid Harry Wharton
E:mhbﬁ. " Do give the poor old Gandes
= rest! Take a Little run, Bunter 1™

. “Oh, really, Wharten! 1 think
f Grans—""
“ Bhut up, yon asa ! Here he comes !
¢ Billy Buiter shut up very prompily.
} The Herr ﬁaﬂed the juniors agaiu, golug
tinto the House, o remained in the
i deep doorway, however, blinking over
his spectzcles into the quad,

The Co. exchanged g 8.

They wondered whether the Geyman
master was waiting to_eee Mr. Bloom.
field when ha arrived. Tiis Arst visit was
to_take place early that afterneon,

i However; it dul not concern the Co.,
end they strolled away; but when thay
- oamne in for afterncon lessone found
Ferr Gans still adorning the doorway
b with his portly person.

¥ Claudo Hosking was alse waiting in the
 ball. He wanted to see the new music-
L master as soon as be arrived. :

; Billy Bunter joined the Yomous Five
Fin the passage. ;

E “T say, you fellows, youw cam see old
| Gans,” he murmured. * e seems to bo
b glued at the door. T sey, what a chanee
to geb into his study——"

“What 7" )

L “And rag the German beast!" said
! Bunter, his eyes glistemung behind . his
spectaciea, “%E»:m koow how he treafed
me yesterday.”

“Harve vou right, tubby I'*

“Dh, really, Wharton——"

“* Better let his study alone !? growled
Johnny Buil. o

“Well, he wouldn't know who did it,"
argued  Bunter.  ** Besides, he w
moat likely suspeck Skinner. 1ve got &
hottl® of glue. Well, :-uim one of you
fellows cut in and filled his elippers with
it‘ll

1] BGW'WWIH

“"He won't come in,' urged Banter,
“He's stuck there, you can sce for your-
selven, It's as safe ma houses™

“Rata !

t  Rilly Bunter snorted, and, after

another cautions blink at the broad back
the master in w2 doorway, he

away _ BEvidently he did net intend to

 waste that glue, and, having taken the

 trouble to procure i, he was going to

usa M.

Bob maite an angry gesture.

“I've o good mind—" ha began.

| But before Bob Cherry could make up

}h.iz mind, Williamm CGeorge Bunier had

disappeared into the German master's

nmd? And the juniors forget all abont

Hooter as they suddenly heard the deep,

guttural voree of the German master in

the doorway,

“Ach! Deon you haf gum(”

“The music merchant ! murmured

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
An Amazing Seene !
M K. BLOOMFIELT had arrivad,
witly blonde complexion and
_ bair, and certsinly he looked
svery bit as mueh like g German ga Here
EHis face was different in expression
- howaver, 'The foatures were hard a
sharp, the eyes stifty and of uncertain
t  He started, and stopped, as Herr Gana
niet him in the doorway.
The juniora looked on, breat.hlg‘m
or
Herr Gana waz barring the way pf the
rausic-master, ns if fully intending to
Leep him from entering.

He was & portly gentleman,
Gans did.
L eolonr,
Hoskins of the Shell simply stared.
L It was so amazing g procceding on the
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% of Herr (Gans that the juniora faicly |
ﬁlﬁk d a8 'they saw hi
T

But ha spoke civilly.

“AL! Goopd-afterncon, Herr Ganﬁi";
4“1 say not goot-afternoon to you ")
snapped Herr (Gans. ‘I ask you vy for

you haf come to dis athool?™

The music-master compressed his lips.

“ My dear Herr Gans——"

“Btuflf und nonsenso 1"

“My hat " murhnured Beb Cherry, in
wonder. *“‘Looks as if there's going to
e & merry sorap ™

H-Bj.. gum !u

The juniors were breathless now.

I do not undecstand this, Herr Gans.” |

Mr. Bloomfeld's voice was calm. * You

are awara, 1 believe, that I have been

appoirted ftemporary music-master’ at
reyfriars,”

*“1 know fat.”

“¥Yery well. Kindly allow me to pazs,
a8 I must seo Dr. Locke, and then have
a lesson to give this afternoon.” 1

“I not lets you pass!”

[r '“;rhﬁt_ T”

“You gum not inte dis school I said

Herr Gans, pointing an accusing fat
gﬁﬁﬂngar at the mawician, I forbids
iesie

“You go to te Head,” continued Herr
Gans, *and I goes too.”

_"“Are you aware that there are boys
listening to what you say, Herr Gans®"
muttered the music-master, his voice
trembling with mtp;:[rfemd age,

“I cares not ! at is notting to me.
You guma not into dis school, rasgal tat
vou are ™

“1 have an appointment with the
Head—" -

“If you keep ham, 1 Leep him mit you,
and I explains to te Head 1™

“Herr Gans!”

“Das ist genug ! Go avey mit

“Oh, erumbs | murmured Bob
“This tales the cake!”

1t was easy to see that the sallow.-faced
mwsician wos putting a strong control on
himself. His eyes glittered like those of
a savage rat. More fellows were gather.

ou t”
herry.

ing reund now at the eound of thelh

altercation.

“Herr Gans, you—you appear to be
under a misapprehension,” said  Mr.
Bloomfield, at last, " Let us have a talk
in your study *

"I haf talked to you in your own
house, mein Herr, and again I have
talked to you on Courtfield Common, and
each time I haf said tat yow shall nob
come to dis school!"

“Let us go into your study,” whis-
Ys.re_yd- the exasperated musician. VI—

will do exactly as you wish,”

Herr Gans ¢ved him doubtfully,

The music-master’s evident desire was
to get the altercation over behind a
closed door.

“Ferry well,” said the Herr at last,
“Gum into mein study. Buk I tells you

Fhml?_l_a
“Let us go in.""
“"Gum mit me, den.”
Herr (ans led the muosic-master

towards- his  study, followed by amazed
stares from the fellows lacking on.  The
Herr was evidently reckless of n r-
ances—a feeling not at all shared by the
gentleman from Courtfield.

b i';'gadlf” stuttered Hoskins, when
they had disappeared. “'Wh-w-wat on
cgrthh does that mean? Is that old Hun

mad?i‘!

“Mad as a hatter, T should think,” re.
marked Hobson, in equal wonder, “The
musie merchent is humouring him."

Haorry Wharton & Co. looked at one
pnother in bewilderment.

HWhat does it mean®" muttered Bob
Cherry. _

“I's o giddy mystery 1"

1. £ FHaa T
Bloonifield's hard face hardenedy F5
more, and a glitter cane into 'his eyes. §

{ Hemove-master,
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The old game ! {(%ce Chopter B.)

“Oh, crumbs!"” ejaculated Bob, re-
membering.  “They've gone into the
Gander's study—""

“ What sbout it

" Bunter's there !

1] ?hﬂ‘-'ﬁ" !ll

“The silly ass!™ muttered Wharton.
“The Gander isn’t in a temper for foolery
now. He will get skinped ™

“Hallo, halle, hallo! Time's up!™

The Removites went to their Form-
room, and Mr. Quelch came in.  Billy
Bunter did not appear.

Apparently the fat junior had not been
dizcovered in the study by Herr Gans and
is visitor,

Pogeibly he had heard them coming,
and had token cover, ;

At all events, he did not turn up in
the Form-room, and Mr. Quelch noted
hie absence at once.

“Bunter is not here!” exclaimed the
“Do you krnow where
Bunter is, Wharton 7"

“I—T think he's in & study, air,” stam-
mered Harry.

¥ Please go ook
Wharton.''

T YHH-. E-if'" :

Mr. Quelch.laid a cane on his desk in
rogdiness for the Owl. He wae a stickler
for punctuality.

‘Harry Wharton left the Form-room,
feeling rather dismayed. He could guess
where the Owl of the Remove was, but
he could not sell lcok for him in Herr
(rans® study, where the German maeaster
had a visiter, If Bunter was there, he
must certainly be lying very low; and
terrific resulta awalted him if he was
found hiding there.

Wharton went up to the Remove pas-
sape aud looked in the study, in order to
have something to report to Mr. Quelch,
and then came back to the Form-room.

“The Remove-master eyed him as he
CATNE 1.

“Where 18 Bunter?™ he exclaimed.

“I've looked in the studies, sir”

and for him,

answered Wharton diplomatically, “He's

not there."
Mr. Quelch frowned.i

“Yery well, Wharton! You may go

| to_your placo.”

Harry Wharton sat down at his desk,

T L LS e e e e e,

and tha lessons  procecded = nivns
Williane George Bunter,

But the Famowus Five wsave more
thought to the unfortnnata Owl than to
their lessons, They wwidered when e
would turn up, and what he would look
like when hie did.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
The Spy!

ILLY DBUNTER
happy position.

He bad just findaled emptying

the bottle of liguid glue iute

Herr (ians” huge carpot slippers when
hée heard the German msster at the door,

Bugter did not atop to think.

He acted upon instinet in getting ont
of sight, and it was fortunate for him
that he did. In a twinklitg abnost the
terrifiad Owl of the Remove lad dodged
behind a Japaness screen in the corper
of the study, and he erouched thera
againzst the wall, palpitating, as the doos
opened,

“*Gum in pdt von!™

Mr. Bloomfield eutered in response (o
that not very polite invitation, and (he
Herr followed him in and closed the
door.

Dunter suppressed a proan,

Tf the Herr should take Liz slippers
now—suppose he guesstid the japer waa
still in the studs !

Herr Gana, however, was uot thinking
about his slippers just ther, e did not
sit down, or sl hia visitor to he seated.

They stood looking nt one another with
glittering evea.

Now that ho waa in the study, DMe
Bloomfield «id not take ao much: trouble
to compose hia feclings, and hin oxpres-
sion wax one of bitter ymablicra. He lonked
more like a Ilun than Herr Gana did at
that mowmesnt,

“Now, gir, vat bave vou to gay?'"
demanded Horr Cians. 1 yill liaten o
vou, dMr. Ploonsfield."

The Herr put a-sarenste emplass on
the name.

The music master seowsd in 1.0 mery
to speak,

“You bave gum here lo g0 te Hend,

Tie Macswr Dawrane. No, 529,
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'Y it? Tou wre going to gif music
lessen? [ tink wof, I tink fot you bturn
your pacl on Greyfriars, and ga pack to
where pew eame—hemn?™

*Eferr { "

*Ja ader demanded Hevr
e hande, Herr €ana” said
. onx iy yeuy hands, Herr &ans,” sal
the music-master between his et
“You know that,"

*1 do know taf Hermann Blumen-
fald,™ answered Hare Cians aharply ;
" gnd E order yon to get ouk mit yout

"Fhat i» not my name.”™

Tho ere langhed scornfully,

#It vas your fader's nanme,” he
answerod.

“That iz peither here nov there. N
name is BloomBell as yoo knaw, sod
1.3'-:.'; I:}rn in Epghend-—a boun Brdish aub
jeet,

“H you are Pritish subject, rou ave
trajtor!” sark Flece s, "I youw are
I.'..‘]Eimti_;i:, yau arc spr.”

nein#'*

“You vk el me cowardly lics, lilke a -

Pruasian. a® yawx arn,” iut@rnr?h:d! Here
qans, I knew, Hermann Blumenfelt,
Yeu are Cherman, and I am Chenman,
but tere 12 no lofe lost between Prossian
and Saxon. Dut even i I were Prusmian
I would not berray dose whose bread 1

eat. Mein Gott* You und mour sort, §

you bave made te name of Chermany to
amell in to noze of all te vorkl, In elery
country to people say * liar,” and * bar-
barian,” and * traiter,” when dey speak
of Cheymans. And I, a Chermean, can-
not say tak they are wrong., It 1s yo;li
and aneh as you, tat haf made me sh
tears for te rhiama of mem country !

Tha musicanaster gave him a ceadly
ook,

“You are spy [ resumed Herr Gans.
“"You haf te impudence to tink ihat [

help you in dirty vork pecause [ am |

Cherman, Tinking so, vou giff vowrself
avay to me, and it is oo kte to tell me
Prussinn lies. Under pretence of being
thusic-master, you spy tor your friends in
Berlin., T hnow tat. And vou are rosgal
enmough to tink tat [ help vou!™

“Herr tlans!™

“Tralk net to me! T tall von tat | do
not permit vom _to gun to dis schoal as
mustc-imaster. ¥y you ceme? You haf
lamp, perhaps, to make pignals to te
Leppelims, tat "

I have to earn my Dread—"7"

“Your Frussizn masters, dey 0 not
R‘E lfnu snongh?” mearert Herr Glans.

Tell tens tat dey must pay ron nrore.”

#Oh, vor gre mad!” muttered the
nsic-master savagelyr.

I am an honest man,” said Herr
(iang. " Hera I cat te bread of dese
pecples, and | wilk met pay dem with
trezchery. Tat @ goot enough for a
Prussian. DBut T am pot Prossian. |
epit. on Truwsia, wml on  your rasgal
Laiser

Fhe muasic-master™s eves Dineed,

Mo mude a furiocns moevement towards
the German master, who blinked at him
contemptusasly aver his glaosses,

“Ach!  Tat tonches vou, jan'f 0?7
paid Ferr Gans. * Xet yon telt me you
are Pritisht Ach! [ koow how Pritish
vou ere! 1 tells vou, Hermann Blumen-
felt, vour rasgal King of Prussia 1s not

true CGerman Kaiser—tat upstart Hohen- |
rollern! After t& war dere ahall be new |
Hahen- |

shings in Chermany, TYour
zollern, ha shall go vut, pag and pogrzge,

apd mein belofed Haxony shalk bo free |

cogntry.™

“Foolt Fael!™ .

“It s you 'rusziang tat is Fools,™ sand
JMevr Giane. “ You tink tat such wicked-
nieas shall laat for alwavs? You arve fools,
and your Kaiser he is 2 madman and a
roagal! Dere vas time when te brave
Haxons eliases] ta Pruseians befors dem

Tk Macyer Liprany., - No: 526.

 Like sfleep, and fat time sball como
again,"™

“Fool!™

“% de emuff,” said Flerr Glans, “'I
-apeaks fa you plainly.  ¥Youn shell ge avay

frean Gr imrs. And tat iz net =M.
You goes avay fromr Eugland, teo. &
vill nok glfaw yor to reman e, If

1 allows tat, I am rasgul as well aa you
I toll you, Herr Blumenfelt, tat if vou
nre still i England after froe dage, [
goes bo te palice ™
The musiec-master =lenched his hands.
There was no doubting the grim
. The Gander
was fairly on the

- war-path,
! ¥ Listen to me,*’ rpai:.ﬁhe musi¢-master
b lasb. ¥ will not attempt to e
i you, Herr Gans, Let us speak plainly.
I serve my country—my ewn esuniry.
You, as g Germvan, are hound to scrve
E Tone country, tos.”
? “Some day L serve my eountry by
_EI-EJI-?JD*.’{ to trow ever tat rasgal Kawer.”
seid Herr Gans., * DBut neffor as L
" You must be out of your senses, You
s ate & German. If yon refuse to help
toie, i will be known in Germeny, and
: you will be o amarked man.  Yeu will he
arrested the moment you sot frol in
! Gormany after tho war.”
YL know tat.”
L “¥ou will ho condemned. Tt meana
 the rest of your life in o dungeon !™
the musie-mastee savageoly,
- understand that?™
“I anderstand him—so long as dose

F rasgal griang rula in Chermany. But
after to war to Germans rise against tat
ragpal Kaiser. Now dey cannot rise.
Dere is military discipline o keop dem
down, But when peaco comes von shall
seo strange things in Chermany. Tat 14
vhy te warlords vish not to make peace,
dey are afraid of wat vill follow.”

“3h, vou are mad!"

*Tat iz enough!

E eapnestnose of Herr Gapa,

“Bo vou

Blumenfelt, tat you shalt go. (7o youn
to te Flead now to keep rvour appoint-
ment, and I goes to te police-atation to
denounes soul”

The music-master clenched his hands
with rage.

“IMave yon anyting more to say?" in-
quired. Herr (Gans ironically.

“Only that you shall zepent than!™
{ muttered Blaomfield.

E tink not. Put

i “*Tat ia as it may be,

even for life itself 1T do sot become =py
and raspal!  Are you gomg it

. The muasic-master drew a dnep Lreath.
E 1 must go.  Dut youw sball repent
this!™

* Rubbish "

Ilerr Gans threw open the deer.

“I gum mit you to to gate,” he said,
ST sees you off, isn't it? I da net trust
rasgal Prussian van inch!™ )

ithont a word more the muosic-master
left. the study, and Here Gaps followed
hitn out of the hounse.

And then Billy Bunter eame our from
behind the sereen, his reumisdt eyes opoi
like sgucers behind hia spectacies,

Boenter was fairly gasping.

Ha bad heard ewr‘i word spoken by

h

the two Germans, and 1f hasl taken his
breath away, He blinked rcantivusly
from the winvbow, and saw Herr Gans
L mavehing the musicmaster dewn to tha
gatea,

“Oh, erumba!” amrmured Bunter.

He volled out of the study. 1lis eyes
were gleaming now, e,  William
(leorge Bunter, was in possession of 2
thrilling mecret-—hao knew where to lay
' hia fat fingers on a Gernan spy! He
thrilled with the consciousnese of s nu-

tance, Ar. Quelch bad ecaned hm
L tor referring to the Gander as o spy, but
Mr. Queleh would haxe to listen to him
pow. True, what he bad heapd rom-
pletely exonerated Herr Bans—aven the
L nhtuse 9wl had td admit thak, But

said |

T tell wou, IFerwf
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» Bloomifield was a spy.  Thera was hiv
awn admission on that paint.

Tha Owl of the Remove hurried away
to the Form-rooms, with the intention of
acquainting Mr. Quelch immedrately with
what. be had discovered—asr indeed was

his duty. He had forgobten all about
i Herr (3ans” slippers. Ten minutes Iater
Herr (Gans camo back into the siudy
breathing hard, but lorking relieved a
satiafied. Fﬁﬂ took off hiz hoots snd
shoved hia big feet into hir mipet
slippers, end then there wote somrds in
| the German moaster’s study that told of
| voleanie wrath.
ILLY BUNTEER rolled beeathlessly
inte the Removo Form-room,

“Bunter!” he rumbled.

“Yes, eir? !

“How duve vor, Bunter, remain away
frr:r]m lessons without pernassion ™

r r—f = worw
i TRE SIXTH CHAPTER.
No Glory for Bunter !

-B Mr. Quelch turned ramnd from

the class, and fixedd a freezing
glare upon him.
: I—
“You are half an hour late for Jessans,
Bunter !
" Yes, sir! T—F—T—"

——" stuttered Bunter.
“{Jome here, Bunter!"
AMr. Quelch took the cane fromr his
desk,

Billy Buntor gasped. He bhad guile &
It to sav, and he decided o sav it gt
a safe dmtance frem Mr Quelch. Fo hn
dicd not heed the order to “*come here.™

“Tf vou plea=e, sir;, I—I've been in
Herr Gans' study 1" he stnttered. “'1'vn
heard him tulking o a German spy.
gip M

“Whatt!" thundered Mr. Queleh.

“ A—a Lerman spy, s’

Mr. Quelch’s look was not promising.
Punter had expected i ta be awlully
impreszed. lint ho wasm't! Fe was only
angry. _

;. As a matter of fact, Bunfe:'s stale-
ment, though 1t bappened to be frue.
| sonnded rather too steep. The Removitcs
worp grinning, and Mr. Queleh frown-
ing tmndemmlﬁ. Bunter's [leriile
imagination and his disregard for truth
- were too well known, FEren an ordinary
statement by Bunter was not accepted
without corroborative evidenee, A
this statement was not an ardinary one-~-
| it was extraordinary-=very cxtraordinary.

The Owl of the Remove blinked st the
Form-mastes in dizmey. It was the tirsi
| time it had occurred to him that his in-
formation miight be dishelinved.

“* Bunter! You uiterly ridiculous
hoy—"

“1 assure yon, sip=—'?

“Come hore "

“If—if you please, sir. [--1'd rather
not! I—I—I asmura you, sir, that T hava
seen o Germuan spy—"

“* Bunter!”

“Jt—it's the new music merchant, v
—old Bloomfield,” stammered Bunter.

“You absurd bov!" thundered My,
Quelch. “I really begin to helirve that
vau are ot of your scnses, Bunter!™
- “It's troe, sl 1 heard them tall-

lﬂg.__"_'_'l:r

“ Do you mean to tell e, Bunter, that
yvou have overbeard & conversatron In
- Herr (zana’ study 29

“Yes, ar!” gosped Dunter, glad ko
see that the Remove-naster was nndes
standing at last,

““In that case, Bunier, you muat fiav.
bieen eoncealed wm the sty !
i “ Behind the sereen in the corner, sic,”
answered Buntor, recovering confidence.
*Of couree, the Huna didn’t know I was
there. They wouldn’t have talked if they
hail known, Ther might have murdered
e, aip )
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“Murdered me, sir!”  said ﬁunterﬂ
cheerful “Spies would murder any-

body, lil',. rather than be shot!

held—

“ Are you spesking of the now musie-
master, DBunter?!” askea Mr. Guelch,
with a ternifving look.

““Yes, sir! 2’8 o Hun!"

Mr. (.}u&ilﬂ"l gtrods towards Buntar,

“"Bunter, you have already made this
sheurd and irenlting suggestion with re-
%Hrd to Herr Gany, and I have caned you.

1 was mistake about lvim, air! Ha's
uot the spy! It's DBlocmfield—"

“Whether you are making a foolish
migtake, Bunter, or whether you are
slandering thia gentleman intentionally,
I do not know. But I must impresa upon
vou, Bunter, that you connot make such
wicked statements with impunity. Hold
out your hand!" _

“M-m-mam-my band, sir!” stammered
Bunter, in diamay.

He seetned as surprised as if Mr. Quelch
bad told him to hold out his foot.

Really, this was not a suitablé reward
for a fellow who was prepared to de.
nounee a rascally German spy. Bat a
fellow who confessed that he had got his
miormation by eaveadropping could
haﬁ:l"dﬂhf: expect to b;eguliawhf

onee . ra cut Mr. Cuelch.
“R-b-but, sir-—P_-" e
“Hold out your hand!"

“Iint—but that German spy. sir—""

Rl ﬂ:u chey me, Buntey "

* He=--he oughi {o be arrested, sip—7*"

“For the last time, Bunter ! rumbled
Mr. Quelch,

“Oh, dear]" groancd Bunter,

He held sut s fat hand, and the swish

he received elieited a terrific yell,

Silenee'”  exclaimed Mr. Quelch
HHFHIJ-'. “The other hand!™

‘Yow-ow-ow "

Swish !

“Yoovnooop !’

“Go to your place, Bunter'™

“Oh, dear!” moaned the Owl of the
ftemove,

“Do you hear me?”

1‘ 'eic-e:;. air.‘ But-fimrir:-—"

‘But what?" sne Ir. Queleh,

“That German uf?jlf::eair—ﬁ!

The Form-master almost gasped, and:
the Remove stared. That Bunter s'hmPl:ﬂi
repeat his obsurditios after being caned ]

for uttering them took both Form and
Form-master by surprise.

“Bunter! Do you venture to repest
your childish statements after I have
Juﬁ!funwhmi }Tﬂu?-;l

s trus, or!”" howled Bunter, *
hmﬁrg them ’ ;

n your ewn showing, Bunter u
have acted like a {:ﬂwgardlg f :Ed
listener. You have misunderstood some-
thing vou have heard, with vour usual
stuptdity. Youn are the most obluse boy
at Grevfriare, Now go to your place,”

“But I assure you, sir, that spy——=>"

Hwaly !

The cane came down across Dunter’s
fat  shoulders, The Form-master’s
nalience was exhansted. Bunter gave a

owl, and fled for his place.

The fat junior eat in a staie of sup-
pressed indignation and wrath during 1.flu]u
remninder of afternoon lessons,

Hiz wondrous tole had not beon
listened to. The Gorman spy was still at
large, and Mr. Quelch evidently intended
to take mo measures for apprebending
him. DBuuter bad his own repuatation to
thank for that wunfortunate state of
nffnirs, thongh he did not leok at it in
that light., Iiad a {ellow like Whartton
or Vernon-Smith made such a statement,

the ¥orm-master would have listoned tol

im-

it paticntly, thuugh perhaps with
naw Duuter too well

viodnlity, Dud ke

1 That's i
the kind of rotters they are. That villain i
Bloom i

1

!

-

Ee T

I'll
| “ﬁu, ha, ha'™

| teemned  Skinner 17
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The Remove fellows wera grinning
orer it T expected Bunter to drop’
hia “latest,” mow that bo hnd been aoed
for it. Their sorprise wos groot when,
lessoms Deing vver, the fal junior stepped
ta speak to Mr. Quelch as the juniors
weTe godng ont.

“If yon pleass, ain——" hagan Bonter.

“Well}" snepped the Remove-master.

“Abont that Liermen apy, sirl”

“What?
“Oughtn't something to be dene, sir?"’ |

“Bless my soul!” exchimed Mr.]
Quelch, ¢ ernded, “1 have nevery
heard of ench stopidity snd cb#tinecy. |

Bunter, if von dare te utter one mmre] —

word 1ﬁn that subject I will take Fyou |
te the beadmaster for & fopging ™ 3
“(hi” gasped Bunter. i
. “Now go, and restrain_your foolish |
imagination m the future, Bunter!"” 3
#I=-1 think 1 ought to go to the Head ;
about i, sic.” 3
The Torm-master frowned at him. ]
Then he smiled. 3
“You may certainly gn to the Head, |
Bunter, i you choose. Dr. Locke will)
umzﬂ:-’ ¥ou more severely than I have
e, :
“I—I think #’s my duty, sir, s that
Lrerman spy—"" 3
Mr. Quelch reached for his cane, and |
Bunter made & bolt for the doorway. ]
The sulijeet wan dropped very abruptly.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER. |

ALLO,  hallo, hallo, you fat

duffer—* ]

*You burbling ass—" |

The Removites surrounded Bantor in.

the passage, most of them Janghing. 1
“What do 1

& yarn to Quelchy?” dédmanded Wharton, ;

ll]_t'E t,rﬂe!"‘.l o

“0h, don’t be funny ! ;

“I've told you about cavesdropping

before, Bunter,” said Peter GI;lPud ]

severely, “Uome up to the stody, and]

Doubting Thomases !
(1] I I
“Yor chuwmp!”’ -
?}u mean by spinning Etlt‘-h;
“1 hicard every wordd® - !
Ive you a stomwping.™

“VYou heast, Foddy

*I shouldn™. wonder if thera’s some-
mg i 1k" remarked Bkinnper,

“* ¥athoad 1"

IE Hﬂt 1

“Pife IM ]
“The rotlenness 18 derrific, Wy cs. |
: remarked Hurree
dingl. “The worthy fat PBuuter has
been dreaming dresmfulness.” ]

“Tell va sh essier one, Buntr 1™ sug-]
gosted Squiff, |

“Not se highly ecloured, sou know 1"
grinned Bolsover majar,

I8 trug—""

““*Ha, ha, he!”

“I say, vou fellows,
truthfal chap I amp——

“IHa, ha! We does!"

“Wo doea! ¥Ha, ha, ha !

Billy Bunter blinkel furiously ai the
doubting Thomases. His thrilling yarn
wan taken only s a subject for merri- |
rocnt. i

“T'm jolly well geing to the Head |
about it I he exclaimed at lazt. )
D! satd  Wharten, langhing.
“Youll get a flogging instead of a:
caniug.”

“Tﬁat fellow Bloomficld iz 8 German,
Gans called bim Blumendelt in spoakaty
to ™ :

“That's omly the German
tion,” sald IMareldene. ]

“Dut he admitted it--—"' !

“Rats|” .‘

" He admitted that Le wos a Prossian |
apy——o"

you know whot o

-

F

Promanc- |
L

1 beforo

“anunon 1™

Oue Peany.

**Ha, ha, ha!™ ,
“ans made him leave the school”
said Bunter despairmgly. ““He had an
it wath the Heed, avd he was

going to give a music Jesson here thin
afternoon, and he went mway instead

h:IPﬁE ii._ ml!"
"I say, you fdlows, yom romight Dbe-
lieve a chap when he's telling the truth

“When !™ grirmed Bob {herry.
“The whenfulness 3 forvific, my

esteerned fibbing Buoster [
“I'll jolly well go to the Head, then

“Let's gee vou do it ! roared Bolsover

1 mojor.

“I—1 will, ouly—only he mightn't
believe me, like Quelchs—"

“He wnghin't, that's & cert. Two o
one in quich that hoe «doesn’t!™ smid the
Bounder., with a chuckle.

* But it's trye——"

“8tdl eticking to 1Y paked Bol
Cherry, “Why don't you tell ue that
Eloomficld is the Crown Prince
Prussia in Jdisguise ¥ ITe might be, you
{i!mw.u Il.:,gr the cheery old Keiser-hird
BETTISAN 2

= Cr the Tear of Rumia!™ chuckled
Nugent. “They say Nicky has escaped
from Siberis, aod is et farge agam. Are

1 ¥ou sure that DloomBeld 4em™t the merry
| old Twsar-bird in disguise ™

" Look here, you silly fathcads——"
“ Draw = mild, Buntor ! mrged Whar-

g tei.

“I'm going to the Icad!" eaid Bunter
tleterminediy. 1 ecan’t let that  +il-
lninous GGerman spy go on with his work,
ran I%"

The _jlmiﬁﬁ velled,

"Let's aee you go, Bundy 1"

“We'll come and wateh you.”

i ‘ﬁ"E‘IL 11m Eﬂiﬂg !H

*Wo're waiting to see you stard. Tla,
ha, ha ™

Bunter sturted for the Head's study.
The grinning Removites followed Im 1
a crowd.

Ther fully belipved thal the Ownl wan
h]uﬂingl; amtd that he wenld torn back

o reachod Dr. Looke's deor.
womewhat to their surprise, Bumier
marched on till he reached the door ef
the study. Then he paused.
“Eoock 1" grinned Boleover majer.
“I1—1 mav, wom fellows, Fou come in

} with me and back me wp——

“Catch us!™ grinned Bob Cherrs.
“No fear. We haven't apotted any
Gorman spies,” chuckled Johuny Rull.
“¥ou have, so it's up to yFou."
" Bunter raiscd a fat hand to koock at

§ the desr, but lowerod it again. Tor

onee he had o tros tale to tell; Lut
world he be believed? Ile felt & sink-
ing of the heart at that guestion.
Head did not know him guite a0 well aa
AMr. C%:n-]uh tid, certaanly, bat he knew
cnough of him not to take an nousual
statement  from without strong
evidence.,

“Look out!” whispered Nugent snd-
denly.

The jupiors melded awax veund the
nearest corner, a8 the sistely form of
. Locke was ecem coming from the
divection of the Sixth Form-room. As it
happened, the Head was not m his study
jurt  then, Punter was  hesitating
whethor to lap at the door, snd did not
aee the Head coring. ne he hoad his back
to him., He geve & jump ns he was
tapped on the shoulder from Lehmd.

“What are you doing hero, Bunter "

The Owl of the Bemeore spun round.

“Oh '™ he stntfered.

;?*ei] '.’; seid the lend sternly.

Dr. Locke oould hear a suppresssd
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ehuickle from, rouhd the coruer, and his
face grew very eavers.

“Were you abont to play some trick in
iy stndy, Bunter?? ho demnanded,

“ Nunng, sie

“Then wint were yon doing here?™
“1—1 came io Ffmk to your, sie——-"

]

“Yon wiay aprak, Bunter.”
HI_¥ ] 1
uw‘,“ -i.:lj

f;‘" I--I'vo come here :ih;?- qli;n::rum:ﬂ 1
erman spy, aiv !’ gasped Buntoer,
Thi: Hea{I' started back,

* A-what, Bunter 7

" A wicked Prussiah spy, e !

“Avo you wandering m your mind,
Lay 7 Ilow eould you
come intdy contact with any person of
that deseniption 77

*Here, at Groylviars, aiy—-—"

H0h,. I think I wnderstand. I have
héard that some oyvilly-disposed boys have
mide very disrespectinl remarks about
Hery “Gana. T2 it possible, Bunter, that
your venture to come to mo and repeat
eite-ht things 77

“Nunne, sir. not Ilees Gana,
other Hun——--"

“What "

“The music johnny, sic-J=-1 mean
the music nerchant—that is, the musie-
master I stammered Bunter, *'lle's a
Prussian villatn, sir o

"Conw: inte my study, Bunter,”

“Yea, sir.®

To Bunter's dismay, the HMesd took up
a cane from his desk. Runter blinked at

@ cang,

“1lold out vour ]muﬂ, Bigitep L

“I—I may, sir—--..”

" Yon eunnot be allowed ta make such
foolish and reckless statomeirts, Bunter.
You nmst lewrn to keep your imagina-
tion under conteol.”

Swish, swish!

Dr. Locke peinted to the door with his
cane,

“You may go,; Bunter.™

" Ow-pw-ow 17

“Ho ¥

And Bunter went.

, Ho blinked dolefully at the grinning
Juniora, who were watting for him at a
safe distance, as ho squecred his fat handa
under his arms.

“Youw've done the Head,” romarked

Tiob. “"Now you'd better go to the 4

police-station with your merry informa-
tion, Bunter. 'The police are very keen
on (ierman Apies.

“Do you think they'll believe me?™
gaked Bunter hopelully,

“OF eotirse they won't, fathead !

“Ha, ha, ha ¥

“Yow-ow-ow Y groancd. Bunter.
“Here I'm caned for trying -to do my
duty ag a patriot, and all the whilo. that

ruseian  beast 18 spying ! Vow-ow-
ow- i
And Bunter sfolled dismally awav.

leaving the Removites rouring.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
An Apology is Required !

4 UNTER'S latest,” as the juniors
called it, was o great topic m
the Cowmoen-voom that even-
N

The Remove, the Fourth, amwl ¢ven the
fags of tho Third chuckled and roared
over k.

Billy Bunter was called npon to spin
his yarn in the Commnon-room, which he
did, interrupted  continvally by loud
chuckles,

Shkinner pmfeu:etl that he thought
there was something in it Buat he was
elong in that opimion. Even Sneop and
Btowt joined in the general incvednlity.

After Buntoy had told bis yarn he was
called upon to tell it again, and he .Qid
TeE Macwrr Lisrany.—No, 528,

poesthly, * have.

The

s0 willingly; and Peter Todd, the
amateur lawyer, compared the two yarns,
and found that they did not agrec.
Bunter’s besetting sin hod overfaken
him agsin. He simply could not keep to
the facts, even when he was telling the
truth for once. His fertile imagination
was not to be restrained.  Unconseinnsly
the story grew as it was repeated, UH i}
was much mere incredible then at first,
In the second edition-it appeared that

| Mr, Bloomfield produeed o yevolver—and
the juniors welled over the revolver.:

Probably if Bunter had told the story a
third time it would have grown into a
duel in the siudy.

_ Harry Wharton & Co. were still laugh-
g when they went up to their quarters
to do their prep.  Bunter’s intereshn,
fairy-tale, aa they considered if, had hep
them rather late. )

Billy Bunter was frowning wruthfu}g
a5 he rolled away to No. 7 to get on with-
his neglected work. "The-fellow who had
spcrttg 2 German spy naturally expected.
somie credit. But Bunter hadn't received
any. He had only received two canings,
which could not possibly be regarded a3
an adequate reward.

After the reception of his yarn by his
Form-master and the Head and the
Lower School generally, he hesitated to
communicate 1t to the police. He
thought of going to the station, but
gbandoned the idea.

Ha felt that he would only meet doubi-
ing Thomases there, as at Greyfriare.

SAVYE YOUR MONEY
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e it
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In Stody No. 7 Bunter scamped his
prep, ns usual. He had finished belore
Peter Todd and Tom Dutton, and. he
waited impatiently. for them to get done.
When Todd put
began at once.

“1 say, Toddy—"

Peter held up his hand.

‘ “tﬂﬂt gpies, Bunter ! he said warp-
ingly.
- * But really, Toddy——""

“You've worn that out,” Peter ox-
p]n.iriﬂd. “fxet on a new gag, or dry
up 1’

“But it's true, Peter!” said Bunter,
almost tearfully. “And—and I'va got it
on my conscienge, you know. That filthy
Pruosgsiun is spying—"'

* Chuck it !'?.

“You ought to tuke the matter up,
Petor =" ]

“I'll tako o stump up if you don't give
me s rest!” answered Peter Todd.
“And if I do, you'll know it, you ewl!”

“But, I say—"'

“How can you expect anybody to take
stock of such a varn?" demanded Peter.
“Vesterdoy you wera accusing the old
Cander of being & 2y, Now vou've got
on to E]mmﬁiﬁd. You'll make it Mr,
Ouelch next!”

n'I' 1

[ was mistaken about the CGander

“And yvou're mistaken sbout Bloom.
field, aes! You wera in such a blue funk
in the Gander’s study that you beard it
all wrong.” :

| HELP YOUR COUNTRY! ||

18 books aside, Bunier
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*1-didn't, you know, and—"

“And’ yéur yarns don't -agree, either,
You'ya told lies sincd you slarted on the
fairy-tale. Now give us a rest!”

Bunter gave Peter Todd up in despair.
t Ha turnecftn Tom Dutton, who had just

fimished his work. ~The deaf junior
P grinmad at hum, He had heard the yarn,
and laughed over it with the rest.

"3 sRY Dotton——" hegan Bunter,

WRE

“Won'vh heard what T eaid about that

[ By ———"
; F?"ﬂﬁc&d':‘" said Dutton. “I must ey [
l_&:ﬁn'& have o very good tew. I can do
with some supper. Where 13 it 7"

"Eh? Where's whati®

;i Xhe pie,”
. "Piet” howled Bunter. “Whe's talk-
' ing about o pie?™
“Pork pia?” asked Dutton. *'Well,
 that's all right! But whero s it?”

“‘Gﬂw.‘ dynu aga! There isn't any pie!”
 shricked Bunter, I was talking about a
Garman spy 1"
_“That's rot, Bunter! You can’t pos-
sibly have & German pie here! Do yon
m'};‘iﬂ a Btrassburg piei”

2 Eﬁ & pie—a 8py 1 yelled Dunter.

“8py 1" roared Bunter,

Dutton jumped up.
| " Who are “?'-:-u calling & spy 1" he ox-
claimed, * Why, you cheeky fat villain,
youre the worst spy at Greyfriaras your-
self !  What are you calling me a spy
 for 37 _

"I-Idida't! I—J wasn't—"

"8py—ehi” continued Tem Dutton,
with riging indignation. “I like that—

| from you! Why, you've been kicked by

every fellow in.thé Rerove for listenin

at doorg, and things like that! You ca
mea a apyl"”
“Y didn't! T tell you T 2
“Ehi"

“I:iﬂt- you!” selled Bunter. 1 never

- 4 Well, if you take it back, all right.
But you ought to apologise, all tho same,
Eﬂ{‘?ui ugln {:hﬂp a apy 1Y

“ Apclogise }" roared Dutton.

“Look hefe! I-—— Leggo!"” howlal
-Bunter, as his study-mate seiezd him by
 tha _collar,

i Bhake, shake, shake!
| D' Yarooh! Make him leggo, Peter I

- “FI'let go when you've apologised 1"
p exclaimed Tom. *“Calling me & spy, b
gum b Apologise, or I'll shake you till
you buarst1®

“"Yow-ow-ow! I apologiee!™ shrieked
Buntor,

* AN right, then,” said Tom, releasing
him, *“Mind how you talk io a-fellow
after this, Bunter. Somo fellows would
have licked vou for calling them such
namesa!"”

“Grovogh t”
| Billy Bunter did not altempt to explain
further, He rolled ont of the study,
leaying Tom Dutton frowning, and Peter
- Todd yelling,

3

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Skinner Takes a Hand !
ERNON-SMITH and Bkinner had
finished their prep in No. 4 when
the Ow! of the Remove presonted
himself jin that apartment. The
Boundor. grinned at the sight of him,

L.E.lr.in ner langhed

“Caught any more spies?” qucried
Bmithy,

“Oh, really, Smithy——"

“Would you like to know how fo bag
that Pruesian, Bunter "

“Yes, rather ] I—"
| “Put soma salt on hia tail,” said the
, Bounder ecriously. ! That's o firet-closs
| method for eatching birds, and 1t ougin
to work with Huma,"'




Every Monday.

“You silly ass!” roaved Bunter.
"é;cnk hete T came to 8
Skinner. You know that
fleld i3 a spy, don't youi” }
“I know the Gander is,"” said Skinuer.
“"Because he makep you mug up
E%{man_.t’ chuckled the Bounder,

cllow Dlind

o “ian't,” said Bunter anxiously.
“!Tain't the Gander, Bkinner, T tell you
he was  denouneing Bloomfield, aiid

threatening to give him wp if he doosni't
get out of England.™

“Pifflo 1" satd Bkinner,  “Tell me they
were plﬂtﬁng together, and I might be-

you !*? -

*¥ou would ! remarked the Bounder.

“But they weren't}?"  said Bunter
¥ That music merchant is & Prussinn spy,
sud be 1hma%31t. the Gander would help
him becanse he's & German, .rﬂq:m*hm\',
the (Gander won't. I admit I was sur-
prised. But he's a Baxon, or something,
and ho hates Pruseians, I béheve theérve
used to' ba wars between Prussia nnd
Haxony.”

“There did,” remarked the Bouwder,
"About a third part of Saxeny was
annexed by the Prussian rotters &
hondred yeare age. And all Saxony is
under the Kaiser's thumb now.  WLhey
can’t love Pruseiane, I should say.”

“That's what the Gander was saying,”
sald Bunter, “and he's going to give
Bloomfield away unless the villain clears
off. He said a0, I don’t think he ought
to be allowed to clear off. Do you?d”

“Not if he's a epy,” grinned the
Bounder. “ But ho isn't, fathead 17

“He aaid so himsclf—-*

“ Bow-wow |

" He-made the man clear off, instoad of
keeping his appointment with the Hord -
the Gguder
that prove it §’

"“Oh, cheesa it 1"

“Hold on, though!” said Skinner.
“That can eastly be proved, anyway.
Wa know that Bloomfield came here to

give a music lesson. Easy enough to find'

out whether he did or nhot,”
_MOf coures he did, if he came to do
it,¥ answered Vernon-Smith.

"Il jolly socon. see!™ remarked
Skinner, rising., * After all, I don't trust
Bloomnfield !

“¥ou don't trust anybody.”

“Oh, rats! T told you before, 8mithy,
that I was thinloug of joining the music
vliss, to keep an eye on Bloomfeld:
think his acouaintance with the Gander
wants explaining.,’

“According to  Bunter's
(rander ia true blue.”

“Well, yes,” admitied Skinner, “that’s
rather thick. But, all the same, T don't
irust Bloomfield.
I A t_:__:!l

“Oh, %):w your susplcions a rost!”
yawned Vernon-Smith. *“You always
m:f%ct something or somebody, Take a
I'e&L. :

“Rats ! retorted Skinner,

He left tho study, leaving Bunter
arguing with the Bounder, and 3mith
sawning. Bhkinner re;;rmreé to the Shell
?!uarhem,_ and locked m on Hosking and

fobson in their study. He found Hos-
king in an indignant and eloguent moad,
boring hia ttudy-mate dreadiully on the
sf mosic and music-masters,

A It's simply unheard-of 1" Hosking was
ayimng: “ What does the man mean by
it?  Ha came here—I saw him. I had to
go mto ¢lass; and bless my hat if T saw
anything. more of him] What does he
mean, I say?

"HIEEED&F if I kunow, or ecare,"” yawnoed
MHobson, *“'Perhaps he’d heard about
your March in K majer—~"

“(J major, you aga!"”

“Well, perhaps he'd heard of it, ond
vleared off in case you should play it to
Inm,” suggested Hobeon,

“You aitly chump!” roared Hoskine,
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| Bunter tells his tale! (See Chapter 3.)

“1 say, you chapsz,” remarked Skinnor.

“Oh; buzz off 1" said ¥loskine.

“What aboat the new muse
iohmity 7 asked -Skinner, unheeding, I
jear that he was Lo give o lesson hero to-
day. He came, I think.” .

“Yes, he came,” growled Hoskins.
“ Must he patty, 1 think. I turned up in
the: music-room, and' found ho wasn't
there—and he never turned up. Simply
came and went, ™ .

“Then he didu't give any lesson after
all ¥ ‘exelaimed Bhkmner.

““No, he didn’t, the chuymp!”?

"HSura ho was oxpected to give a
lesson 7"

“Qf courae, ass! We were told to be
in the musieroom at threethirty for
hini. ™

“And he never came there?" .

“I've told you sol” grunted Hoskins.

Skinner loft the study, looking very

thoughtful. - As he came Dack into the

Remove passage he heard Billy Bunter's
voice in Study No. 1. Bunter had given
up the Bounder, and was teyife it on
with the Famous Five, who had gpathered
in-Study No. 1 after prep.

“F wiy, yon fellows, it's true, you

Jmow 1 Bunter was pleading,

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Akinner lovked in. _

“Here's  another ! gripned  Bob
Cherry. *“Come and tell na your latest
gpy-story, Skinner. Von're nearly as
good na Bunter,” o .

“T fancy there's something in Bunter’s
yarn, after all,” said Skinner,

“Good! You belicve that 1leomiield
had o battery of caunon in his trousers-

‘pocket ¥

“¥la, ha, ha!” o

“ It was ¢ buttery of cannon, wasu't it,
Bunter ¥

“That's all DBunter's rot, of convse &
suid Skinner. “1 don’t believe in the
revolver, But it's true that My, Bloom-
field came here to give a lesson, and after

Cseeing the Gander e left at onee, with-

out iw-ing: the lesson ™

“Paof L
“1've asked TIoskins. Yie twmed ap
for the muosic-lesson, aund  Blaombield

never showed op at all.  Hoslins s valty
abwak 4.
e

“ By Jove ! exclaimed Wharton.

Rt 1 tell vour 507" chuckled Dun-
ter.  “That settles it!"

“Well, that doea Jlook queer,™
ramarked. Bob Cherry. "1t was & queer
scena in the ball, when Bloomliield came.
It's odd enongh, if the Gonder veally
turned him out.”

“ Well, be did!” ] ]

Y Looka like it, at least,” sald Skinner.
“1 think Bunter ought tn go to the
polee-station with his yarn, ™ 3

“ You come with me, and I will 1" said
Bunter.

i 1-—-I couldn't exactly Jo that, but
i TP
“Why noti" dewanded Julngy Bull,
“If you belicve Bunter, why con't you
back him upi*

“Well, you.see——"" hositated Bkinner,
L Johpny Bull sniffed,

“Yau know the bobbies would cackle
ab anclr @ yarn,” he gaid: Whatever Bun-
tey hedard, he's-got it all mixed, and mis-
understood it—and he's such a lisr ho
doesn’t knaow whether he's telling the
truth or not.”

““(Oh, really, Bull—" ;

“ Wirst ho spins & yvarn that Gans ie a
| gpy, then he tells wa that somebody clse
i g epy, and that Gans isa gomng to
 denonnce hum,  Next time it will be somus
plther stunt.  Puouter ought to give hie

lower jaw a rest,”’ ; _
i “} on’'t say Buanter's evidence is mach
| pood,” admitted Bkinner. " But, at least,
we onght to keep our eyes open, If it's
true, Bloomficld won’t dare to come to
Greylriavs again. Well, there will bo o
fugs about that, as he's taken on the job
of muslemaster,
F YRBot! He will come as usnal 17 said
Bull,

SKinner loft the study, and Bunter was
Leginning again, when Nugent took him
by onc fab ear and led him into_ihe
gn.smgn and clozed the dosr om him,
Study Mo, 1 had had coongh of Willmin
(eorge.

“AN the sawe, it's a quecr biroer,”
Harry Wharton remerked, Tt will Lo
* vathey nterceting to see whoiher Bloam.
field comea as wsual for the pext mwmbie-

tenson, ¥

“That will eettle the  matber,”™
vemarked Beb Cherry. Al f he docs,
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Buntar 3 warn is all gas, and 1 suggest
giving Lim a jolly goad ragging for
inventing such o fairy tale,™

“Hear, hoar ! .

Bob Cherry's suggestion was passed
unanimous!y,

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
The Spider and the Fly!
1] HARTON ™
“Yes, girt"” ;
Mr ©Quelch was at his
study door, and he had called
t0 the Romove captain in the 1‘1paua e,
It ‘was s couple of daya since the affair
the music-master and Bunter’s thrill-
ing yarn, and the juniors were forgetting
the matter. Bunter certainly was stick.
ing % his story; bot in the face of
unsaimoits incredulity he had to give the
sabject a rest.

Harry Wharton turned back as his
Form-master called to him,

* Wharton, please fell Herr Gans that
someons has called him up on my tele-
phone,” maid Mr. Quelch.

“Certainly, sir!”

The juniors proceaded to ITorr Gang'
study. DLessons were over for the day.
He tound the porily Herr taking his case
in hiz armechair, !{Eling the study with
thick smoke from hia mecrachaum.

# Gum in, mein por ™ said Herr Gans,
with & kind smile. “Gum in! Dere iz
0ot news in der hape:- elis dday, Vharton.”
The Herr had a “ Daily Mail ™ spread |
on his podgy knees.

“%¥es, sir, i3 there?" asked Wharton,
wonderiug what kind of good news a
German was likely to find in the * Daily
Mait."" That newspaper was not exactly
?m':. te give a German any kind of com-
ort.

Herr Gang beamed over his speetacles,

“Te Prussaan Guards, Jdey get it in vat
vou call der neck,' he remarked. * You
sre surprise that I call dis goot news—
vat? IDut tat ia goot nowa to me. But
tat 13 ferey good news, Vhaclon, Mauy,
maany years ago 1 leaf mein belofed
Haxony pecause I vill not live ander dose
rasgal Prussians, SBaxouy, he 1z amall,
Pruasia, he i3 big; but after dis war,
Vhackon, Prussta +vill not be so hig, I
tink, Ve shall see vat vo shall soe,” Herr
Gans rubbed his fat hands,  “ But vou
comne {o see nue for somelings, Vharton ¥

" Bomeonns has rung you up on Mr,
Quelch's telephone, sir.”

:Tﬂnl-: you, mein por., T goes, ian'c
3 i

And the Herr wend.

He rolled into Mr, Quelch’s study, The
receiver was off the telephone. and the
Bemove-master politely left the study
while the Iferr took his call. Herr Grans
picked up tho receiver,

“Hatlo! Who 18 dere " he asked,

“I1t 1z I, Merr Gansg,”

'T_‘}n-. (iermman mmster started,

“Mein Gott! Tat ia Ploomfield 7

Yes Are you alone ™

“I am alone, you Prussian rasgsl, bat
I vizshes not to spick mit ron 1™

“I am obeying your order, Herr Gans, !
To-morrow morning 1 I
for gond.™

“"You leafs te country alin, Hore

leave Cowmrtfield

Blumenfelt, or you goez io prison!”

“You received my letter 8°°

“Ja, ja."

“You did not answer me.”™

“1 have noddiugs to savy o Prassian
rasgals |

“That i3 why I have rung vou up.”
Mr, Bloomfield's voice was quite calm
suil aven. I leave by the first train
the morning, Herr Gans.  Dat it 13 very
difficult to arrange my affaivs in so short
a tima. "

“Tat 14 vour pizness "
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“Yes, vea. I am not complaining, I
Lknow that 1 am at vour mercy.”
oot ™

Herr Gans grinnad aver the telephone.
It was a astisfaction to him te have the
Prussian fairly down. -

“But there are some affuirs I cannot
arrange in the time. There ara debis to
pay and business matters to eettle, I
you will pive me another week——"

I vill not giff yon anoder day !

“You ara determined upon that?"

4 Ja, wohl!™

“Then you must help me obey your
order. I I leave the papers and the
money with you, will vour see that my
aceounts ara paid ¥

“Yea, 1 +vill do tat mpoch., Tat iz all
right !

“Then, if you will call npon me, T will
hand them over to you, and explain the
maiter fully. If I sheuld leave debts un-
puid hero, it might raise dificulties about
my leaving the country,”

*71 vill do tat"

“I shall be finishing my packing thia
evening,” said Mr., Bloamficld. “If von
call in at any time you will find me.”

“1 ealls 1n apout ten o'clock.”

“Yory well I

Herr Gana put ap the zeceiver, e was
grinning with great satisiaction. His
vielory over the Prassian was completo.
True, the Prussian's tmrn would come
after the war, if the Gander ever sought
to return {90 his native lapd, Dut Hewr
Cans was nourishing great lLiopes and
dreams of the downfall of Prussia after
the war, and of the independence of his
pative state in Huonland,

Some of the juniors noticed Here Gans
as ho rolled back to his own study, still
grummgﬁ. and Bkinner remarked that the

Inn secemed to be jolly well satisfied
with himaelf.

The juniors were in their dormitories
that night when Herr Gans guietly lot
himsalf out and trudged away dewn the
misty road to Courtheld.

Ho reached the town, and stopped sl
a house near the High Strest, with a
long, dark garden in front of it. There
was 8 brass plate on the railings, an-
netncing that it was the residence of M.
Bloomfield, the music-master.

Herr Gans trampod up the path to the
house, whiech was in complete darkness,

He gave o loud knock at the door.

1t was opened at once,

A dim hght glimmered out on the fat
Gorman master, and it showed up Mr.
Bloomificld standing within.

The music-masier's face was pale, his
brow lined.

Herr Gans noted it, and smiled,

“T haf gom ! he annonnced.

“ Pleaze come in, Herr (Gang,™

“Forry goot.”

The Cierman masier entered, and Mr.
Bloomfield ciosed the door,

“1 am busy packing,” he obeerved,
with a aidelong look at the German
master. Do you mind walting a few
minuies 2

Y Nob oat all!
isn't it?"

“ Please atep in here,”

AMr. Bloomficld threw open a door lead-
i“é‘-' off the hLall

tHerr Gans  passed
heavily ipo the room.

He heard a sudden movement behind
him, and swung round quickly, though
his slow brain was not on the alert.

Before he had hali-turned a erashing
blow descended on his head. Tt was
dealr by n heavy life-preserver in the
hand of the Frussian,

*“Ach !

The Hevr staggered back,

Crash |

It was ancther savage blow as tha un-
fortunate German master staggered.

Horr Gans fell headlong to the floor.

I smolics mein pipe,

Lim, and  ivod

Ho did not move sgain. The svcond
blow had stunned him.

The musicanaster efood looking down
at the motionless form at his feet, his
face white, and the perspiration thick
upon his brow. He was hstening, as if
uneazy lest the sound of the po Gear-
man's fall might have been hmu'{{" with-
out,

He bent over Herr (ans at last.

A savage smile fickered over his
colourless tace,

“Pummbopf I he muttered. “Fool!
You have come heve, but wou will not
find it &0 easy to go ngain. Fooll"

A Startling Disappearanes !
HH ALLO, halle, halle!  What's
guestion the next day.
Hinee  eurly morning  oll
thing unusual was on.

The mastera wore serions looks, and
something among themselves. It wax
Lkunown that the Head had been bust with

Thin it was announéed that the Cer-
wan lesson, due thet afternoon, would

“Te's  something to do  with
CGander,"” Johnny Bull remarked sagely.
wonder T

“What conld have happened ! eaid

“Blegsed if I know!"

“1 say. yvou fellows, perhiaps he's been

“Dry up, Bunter, you asza!

“Well, vou know, ha knew all about

*Dry up!"” roared Bob,

Thmu;ih Bunter and Skinner and
mind, it came oui that the unusual stir
in the schoeol did indeed concern the Ger-

Herr Gans was missing !

His Lied had not been slept in the pre-
lie had left Greyiriars overnight of his
own accord. And he had not returned.

For n imaster to leave wunexpectadly
and stay away all the following morning
ordinary enough; and the German
master, 8 an encmy alion, could hardly
cious, It appearcd that the Herr had
gone out, and had met with some aecei-
drawn, : i ]

But the Head's inquiries at the police-
no resull,

Nothing was known of any aceident Lo
tion of Herr Gans, But the fact that he
wag a German notorally caused somi
(irimes came over from Courtfield to sec
the Head shout if,
ject. He surmised that his own original
theory concerning the German master
and he had found himself in danger of
discovery, and bad bolted,
hieard Skinner propounding that charit.
abla theory in the Common-room,

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
on?  Bob Cherry aslked that
(aroevfriara had been aware thet some.
the gmf&cts seemed to be discussing
his telephonae,
not he givon,
the
“Has something happened o Lim, 1
Wharton.
arvested 1" &
that epy in Courtfield—*"
other fellows of an investigating turn of
man rpaster.
vicus night, and it was clear enough that
MNothing had been heard of him since.
without 8 word to the Head was cxtra-
have intended to do angthing so injudi
dent. No other conclusion could be
stations in Friardala and Conrtfield haid
any person who answered to the deserip.
attention, and later in the day Inspector
Siinner had his own theors on the subi-
was well founded. Herr Gans was a spr,
“ Rot 1" growled Bob Cherry, when Lie
#yell, where iz he, then®" wneered

Skinner.  *“ Kidnapped—ech? e lefr
the F?hucrl of hia own accord, that's a
cert !’

“ Might hevo got run over by a car.”
GThey'd have fonnd him before th
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tierr. PBesides, old Crimes has heen to
<o the Head about 1t "
“He's bolied, right encugh!™ eaid

Suncop. “I agree with Skinner. e
wae 8 spy all along. All Germans are
epiog ™

“"Lots of them,"” admitted Bob, " Buat
among seventy million people there must
e & few decent; and the Gander was
onn of that kind. He was a= blind as
an owl, and he's walked into & motor-
2ar or-something.™

“*Thes'd have found his ecarcass before
{his.*

“Oh, don't be o ead, Skinney ™

" Well, ’j"l}'t.l'ﬂ gce,

“"Rats '

But Skinner’s theorr {ound some
fawour with tho juniors. eapecially thos:
who had lines to do {or the Cerman
master, .

“ It looka like it,"” aabd Bolsover major,
“There's Bunber'a yarn, foo. He rays
he heard Gana denoonce RBloomfield ae
w spy. Well, he got 1t wrong, You
know what a fool he is. It was very
likely Bloomfield whoe found ont that
{fams was & epy, and that's wwhy the
{iander's bLolted.” .

“Veory likely,” agreed Sknner.

“Let's ask Dunter.”

Bunter was asked, bot, to the exaspera-
qon of Bkinner & Co., he persisted that
his ¥arn waa true,

Bolsover majer pulled his eavs, whicl
lig folt was all he could do under tho oir-
samstences.

The sitcrnoon passed withont news of
the Herr. Bat Hoskine of the Sheli was
made happy by a visit from My, Bloom-
liokd to give the muasic-lesson,

Mr. Bloomfield turned up as expected,
and such of the fellows as took music
had the pleasure of receiving instruction
from him. Tlarry Wharton & (o, eb-
served him  vather curiously when le
A, _

Thew leul agreed that if there was any-
thing i Dunter's varn Ae. Bloomiichl
would not visit Greyfrieves againe  And
Lore he waa ! o

That exttled the matier, 1o their minds.

But when the Famwows Five were ut
tea in Study No. 1 the Bounder dropped
in, with an unusnally thoughtful expres
<jom on his [ace.

“Pile iuto the substitutes, old chap ™
suid Mugent hospitably.

The Bounder shook lus hemd, ;

“T1 waut to SPEEI& tn vou fellows,” le
waid.  “Doesn't iy skrike yom as bheing
vather qureor about old {rans U

“Fhe gueerfulness is  terrifie, my
ssteemed Bmithy.” . .

vand  Bloomfield ¥ said  Yornoi.
Hmith.

“Oh, we's ali right ™" said Bob Cherry.
“He's come, after all. Hoskine seems
ymite plepsed with him. He knows all
ghout € sharpa and K flats, arel minor
lnndredths and thinge.”

“But is bhe all right?”
Bounder, o

s Woll, it looks like 1.7 said Hovery
Whaurton, * He's come back, and we tooelk
that ms proof—if it was needed—that
Bunter's yarn was all piffie.”

“1f ho had come back while Herr Gans
wus heve ™ zaid the Dounder, = But, you
«ee, tho Gander isn't here™

“Bloomfield vouldn't lhave known he
wasn't here.” ;

“I'm not =0 sure of that,”

Bob Cherry staved.

“What rot, Smithy! How could lLe
have known? The Gauder went out late
last night, and got knocked over in some
nevident, most  likely. The bobbies
haven't any news of hun, 20 it isn't hikely
Av, Bloouield has,™ _

1 think it's very likely, if——"

“TE what?™ )

“If Bunter's varn was tenel” suid the
Bounder quietly,

aekied the
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THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Bunter Has To Gol

ARRY WHARTON & CO. ceaned
their operations upon the wor-
bread and kippers, and staved at
the Bounder.

“Bmithy " murngred Whaerlon. “You
don't suggest s

“Look at the thing (" said the Doun-
der quietly. “Dunter’s yarn was a stag-
gever, I know. I never bolieved it. But
it'es certain that Bloomifield cleaved oft
that day alter seeing Gansz  without
giving the lesson ho came for,”

“That's g0.”

“He did not show up again Gl Herr
tiang wasn't here. Doesu't it look, a
bit, as if he kuew the Cander wasu't
herci™

“Yee-es. But—"

“(ans went out last maght. You re-
member once he visited Bloombield at
night—the night vou mopped mixture
over him in mistake for Carne of the
Sixih ¥

“'Phat’s true enough.”

“SBuppose Bloomiield got him to visit
him last 1Li$ht?"

“Phew !

*aAlind, I didn’t take any stock in Bun-
ter's varn,” suid the Bounder. “But
old dFeny’ disanpearanes f:ut-s 8 1ew Comt-
plexion on the matter, Lf Bunter’s yarn
wad- frue, it'y exactly whot might have
been expected to huﬁtpmz, Well it hus
heppened : and 1t follows that Bunder's
yvary oy be true™

" ¥You—you den’t think that DBloomBeld
has knovhed hime op the head®’ eigcu-
lated Johnny Bull incredulouvsty,

“Tf Buntes's virens s brue, the man s
a German spy. I he's o (GGevman spy, he
wanld do anything to save lis neck.”

" Hmithy P

“MNat that T think the rotler woukd

I.]'.I.ih‘.' pixk knoeking Gans on the bead,”™ |

said the Doweder,  * But bhe would, if he
could, put him somewhore whera Tie
vouldn't tolk.,  Hoe wouldn’t wang 1o be
auged. As a spy, lw's move likely to be
imprisoned thuu  shot, even
proved.  Bul havging would bo a cor-
tainty 1f it was Lrought home to him
that he had Jone for Ganes. Tf Buantor's
tale is true, e would try to get the
{rander to hiz place and keep him thero-—
i a cellar, most likely. T the Gaoder
hadu'y dizappeared, 1 shouldn’t think a
word about 1t but the Gander has dis-
appearad, and that alters the case.”

“But an aceident o

“It's not an ordinary accideni that
keeps Gans away., You know how carefal
he was abont keeping well within the five-
mrile Limak for aliens. Well, if & man hal
been knocked over in an acoident within
five mles .'-ZDII'JEE-IiiI':H wonld be hoews
about it before thhis.”

“Well, that’s su, certainly,” admiited
Wharton.,

*Then you really thivk Busder had it
right all alerg?” exclaimed Nugent

“I don't know,” confessed the Houne
Jder, "But I think now that it looks
very likely. T think Bunter cught o go
to the }l)_ulice-atatie:m, and tell his yarn
theve, They can act on it if they like.™

“He won't if it's not true”

“Dut if 1t is true he will—if we go
with hin and back him up”

“(Call Bunter here,” suggested Tich.
“We'lll make imt ospia the varo over
again, and see if thore's a fiaction of
teath in it.”

“That's & good dea.”™

Billy DBunter was soon  fownd, amld
brought to Study No. 1. He camoe syern
cheerfully, as it was tea-time,

*Anything speciatly good?™ le asked,
as he rolled in. “Ive had a rotten
meaaly ftea in my study. Got any cake?

“You haven't come ta teg, fathepd ™
growled Boh,

i it was

QOne Penny.

Buutor's face fell.

“What do vou want, then®' e de-
manded.” * If vou want to borrow money
off my——"

“You duffer '

“1I'm pot going to lond rou anything,
Wharton,” sand gﬁuuter. “You refused
to cash & postal-order fur me yesterday 1

“Oh, drr upl” exclaimed the captain
of the Remove impatiently, " Wo want

11

to hear vour yvarn about Herr (Gans over
again, and see i there’s anvthing in
i 4

“(th, all right! Ierhaps veu'll believa
e now b

“The perhap:fulness iz lerrifie, my
esteemied Ansmas!”

*Look here, Inky—-"

“(Go nhead with the varn, Bunter (™

Billy Bunter, nothing loth, went ahead.
Onwee more the thrilling rarn was told,
and this time it was more thrilhng shan
ever, The oftener Bunter told s story
the further he got from the fucts. Tha
time it appeared Herr Gans hud reized
Ale. Bloombield by the threat, and hissed :
“Ha. yon Prussian dog!” Billy Bunter
thought that rather effective, and he wes
E'st}mriﬁud wlien there was a general hawl
ol i

“*Shul un, yon fat spoofer 1”

M Well, yon asked me!” said Buanter,
i an injured fone.

"Wea aeked vou for the fvuth, sca
owl!”

11” Tllai:;:-'. {lic {ruth, The Gander scized
HiM—r—

“Chuck it for goodness' sake ™

“WWell, ot least he called him a Prussian
vagcal,”  said Duanler, petting o little
nearar to the facts,

The Bounder sbhrogged his shouidere.

“Ile’s such an awful lar, vhere's no
telling.” he said, " DBut ull the same, the
(Gander has disappeared, and I think
Buntir ought to be taken to the police-
station.  {irimey will keep him to the
facts—if there ore any facis ™

“I--1 zny, vou fellows, T Jan't want
to gln ta the police-station ™ -

“Why not?” demanded Wharten.

“Thex won't believe me, and if it's re-
ported to the Head, I sholl get a flog-
ging.  You hnow what old Quelchy
sid !

“We'll go with you," eaid Harry,

“That won't make uny differcnce.™

“*Weil, you've spun the vorn, DBunter,
atal  you've gol to take ilic conse-
quences,” said the Hounder, “We'l
come and back you up; but rou've got to
o, abvway,

"T—I eay, you fellowp——""

“Here's vour cap,” said Vernon-Smith,
"Tat's poel off wow, vou fellows, before
the gates are closed. ™’

v T—T ﬂﬂ_'.-"—'—"'"

“Come on '

Hilly Bunter, in & very doubtful and
hesitating frajpe of mind, was marched
away by the Removites, Bunter was very
keen to tell his varn-—=if it would be
bolivved. e feli that be had not re-
veivedd the limelipht that was his due.
But if he was wpot believesd, and Me,
Cirimes veported lis startling story to the
headmaster, the consequences might be
minfal. Bunter was torn twe ways—

tween adbsire to shine and anxiety to
avoid a possible fogging, But ax it hap-
pened It waa not left to Bunter to decude
oiie way or the other, The Famona Fire
et bustiess, and they marched him
ottt of zates, il hesitating.

THE THIRTEERTH CHAFPTER.
Brought to Light!
iiI
ter, a3 they walked along te
Cowrtticie. ™ Y1 ohl  Gomes

SAY, sou fellows: you bavk me

np. Fou know I munibied Bun-

watd? o huow the kind of chap 1 s,
FUE Manxer Liprany. - No. 526,
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frinstance, vou'll swear ypu krow me to
bé thoroughly truthful—"

“ Parjurv's against the Iaw," aoswered

b.

“Oh, really, you know—-" ]

“lrimes can hear you, and nse his
own judgrient,” asald Vernon-Smuth.
“Tf T&u‘vn Leen lying, all the worse for
you.

“He—ho may think it ian't true, you
Enow.”

“That's your own fault for being such
& Prossian.”

“Oh, dear!’ ]

The knowledge that it would be his
own fault if he got Hogged did not Eeemmn
tosafford Billy Bunter any comfork;, But
the die was ¢aat, and he arrived at Conrt-
field - police-station 'with the six jumiors.

They found Inkpector Cirimes thero,

*Auy vews of the German master,
aic?" Harry Wharton asked, by way of o
I}Eﬂmnmgl ; ;

r. Grimes shook hiz head, with a
rather peculiar amile.

“No, Master Wharton.”

“Tan't it gueor that fie hosn't been
found, if it'a an aﬂ:i:"lﬂnl'-,r Mr. Grimes?”

“Yery gueer indeed!™ answered the
inspector drily. _

*You know a man in Courtfield named
Bloomfield, & musicomaster?” asked
- 1 1

e wspector gave him a very sharp
look. i
“¥es,” he said, “I know Lim,"

“Woll,” said Harry, coming to the
point, ' Bunter here has some anfovina
tion to give you, My, Grimes, We don'i
know anything abouk it ourselves, but I
think I onght tell you that on one oceca-
sion wo sdw Herr Gans having a row with
Mr. Bloomfield on the common, and he
called him by the namé of Blumenfelt.”

“Mr. Bloomfield's father's name was
Blumenfelt,” anid the inspector. * He
changed it when he became a Dritish
subject.”

“Then the man 13 a German ! ex-
claimed ITarry, )

“ A born British subject,”” eaid the i
spector very Jrily. ]

It oceurred to Whavton that Mr. Grimes
Yiad already given spme little attention
to the Courtfield music-madter on actount
cf his origin.

“Go ;thend,
Braith.

Bunter ! enid Vernon-

“FWhat have you to tell me, Mush&rl

Bunter?” gsked Lhe inspector,
Buanter coughed.
“T—1 say, DIr.

true——"

“Well, go on. then.”

“I'mm un awinlly truthful chap—these
follows will tell you so—"

“The fact is, Mr. Grimes, Bunter iz

mi awful Gbher,” sald Horry. " We

Cirimes, it's  all

lunghed at his yarn—heforo Herr Gans

dissppeared.  Now we think you cought
to hear it, ss it may be truc, I've no
donbk you can tell,”

" Very probably,” smiled the inspector.
"I'm weiting for vou, Master DBunter.”

Billy Bunter got it out at last.

Inspector Grimes listened quigtly, only
interrupting the Owl of the Remove now
and then with a dry interrogation.
Bomehow, the inspector seemed able to
keep Bunier to the facts. For ence in
‘his-life Bunter related a story witlput
adding detiila duc to his fertile imagiha-
tion,

The inaspector’'s face was verr grave
when Bupter had finished.

“*Did yvou not tell this to vour master
at school 77 he rapped. out.

“He wouldn't believe 1we”  said
Bunter sorrowfully.  * He wouldn't aven
listen, 1le c-c-cared me!™

“Bunter's: got a reputation for varn-
ill%. sir,” said Nugent,
ke inspector nodded.
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“T enderstand, T'm very glad you've
come horo. and  told me this, .you

gentlomen, Don’t say anything about it

til you hear from me."
"H!;{hh-gm, Mr. Grimoes!”
The juniors left the staiion.

“I—1 say, you fellows, do you think

i believed it¥™ asked Bunter anxiously,
as they walked home to Greyiriara. '
“L tlunk he did," remarked the
Bounder. “¥Yon toned down the yarn
a good bit for hint, Bunter. You léft
out Hie rovolvers and the Prussian dogs.”
“Ha, ha, ha!”
The juniors could only wait and ace.
That evening théy Lieard nothing. But
on the following morning, when Grey.

friars came down, there was news, IMerr
Cians was baok agam, aind he was in the.

school sanatorium, under the doctor's
hands, and Ftriuusf}r ill.

That news ran through the school like
wildfire,

Skinner was guite token aback. 1t waa
eloar enourh, that the Gander hod not
balted after oil.

After breakfast seven jumiora of the
Bemove were summmoned fo the IHead's
study, They wero  Vernon-Smith,
Buanter, and the Famous Tive,

Billy Bunter palpitated as he rolled
away to obey the summons,

“1 say, you fellows, you own up that
vou made me go to the station,” he
mumbled. “If the Head's waxy—="

“7 don't think he's going to be
waxy.” aaid Wharton.

Certainly Ir. Locke did not look waxy
when he received the juniors ju Lis study.
He pave them r very kind glanee,

“ﬁoubt'[ess you are aware why I have
sent for yon, my boys.” he said. "I
apector Grimes has mmformed me of your
vieit to him yeaterday.”

“Ow!” groaned Bunter.
air, it waa all trone——"

“ Herr (ana has been found,” rosuned
the Head, withont heeding Bunter. * He
has been saved from a dreadiul fate by
the information vou gave the inspector.
it ﬂpdpearﬂ that Bloomfield, whom I sup-
posed to be an Enﬁhshman,_ was in fact a
man of Prussian descent, who has kept
up his connection with Germany in spite
of the fact that he was a born British
subject.”

The juniors e:-:changs}d glances, and
Billy Bunter brightened up. The Owl of
the Hemove realised that this could not
be leading up to a flogging.

“ITerr Gans has told the inspector
al." continucd the [lead. *ITa learned
thaut Mr. Bloamfield, whoza real name
1z Blumenfelt, was a spy in the service
of the enemy. He should have de.
nounced him certamnly; but he appears

HT-1 sny,

to have given him threo days in which to

leave the country, under threat of ex-
posure.. We must make sllowanee {or
the foct thet Herr (rans is a (rerman ham-
salf, Mr, Bloomfield iricked hin into
visiting him last night, and struck him
down in o cowardly way from bebind.”
Billy Bunter began to swell with -
oriance.  In his muand’s ove he spw
wmseelfl the hero of the hour.

“ After receiving your informaiion,'
said- Dr. Jocke kindly. * Inspector

Grimez went to My, Bloomfeld's houze

with a body of gonstables, and searched
the place. Jerr (Gang was diseovered
shut up in an anderground cgilar; '8 pri-
soner. The rascally Prussian evidently
itended keeping ham there. in oxder to
secure himself and carry on hizs wicked
work., Ilerr Gans was vemoved, and Mr,
Bloomfield - unmediately arvested. He
will take his trial on a charge of espion-
age, and Yere Gane will ba a - witness
againat lum when ha recovers.
received a very savere injury to his head,

and may be confined te the sanatdrivm

for some weeks, My dear boys, I have
told voo this o that you may know what

e hax

B vory groat sorvics ﬁu havo performed,
and eled se that-all the sghool may know
that Herr Gana was logal and faithiul to
hid -adopted um:ht‘._rg.’,”

“I—-olp gir—'

-ﬂ-ﬂgf

F1 WEI-I u"mr ?Il
. “;?iha.l[‘ I have & modal, or something,
ar?

I whﬂt?”

“T guppose there will be some reward,
girt" said Bunter. *“T did it all, sir—
practicilly off my own bhat.”

Dr., Locka gave Bunter a very stern
look.

“T hove to speak to vou very severaly,
Bunter{" he said,

“ Mo, sirl" gasped Bunter,

“Yes, You were aware of these cir
cumstances, it appeers, some days )
gnd it wape vour duty to inform the
authorities, a0 that the wicked ruscal in
Courtfield could be apprehended. If you
had done so Herr I.'}:am; would not have
roceived his injury.”

HT—TI—JI—" atuitered Bunisr, with
breathless indignation,  “I--T tried to
tell Qui‘r‘(‘.hj—f mean Mr. Guelch-—and
he woildn't listen. I tried to tell you,

ﬂ' __'f

“That 13 guite correct, Bunter. You
were not listened to  becanss yon are
woell known to be untruthful and given
to gross exa ation."

"E[}h!" g:.nggm- Bunter.

“Had you borne n different character,
Bunter, notice would have bean taken of
vour statement, startling as it was., Very
much harm, Bunter, has heon doné by
the fact that vour word could not be
trusted.”

H=0h

“ But for the fact that the matter has,
after all, turned out well, I should con-
sider it my duty to punish vou,” said the
Head soverely, “1 trust, Bunber, that
thiz will be 8 warning to you. En.
deavour to restrain your foolish propen.
sity to cxaggeration—"'

“Oh!” stuttered Bumter.

“ And make an eoffort to become truth.
ful. Bunter. Your untruthfulness ia
really the cauze of Herr Gane’ having
received an injury. Reflect upon what
I hare said, Bunter, and do vour best to
deserve a better opinion. You mnyﬂgn A

Outaide the ead's studry, Bunter
blinked af the juniors in  Dbreathless
wrath.

“"What do wou think of that®" he
gasped.

“I think wou're lucky not to gat
Aogged,” said Wharton.

“Why, yon—jou—yon-—""

Billy Bunter rolled away, words failing
him, His indignation was too«deep for
mere words, He was not the hero of the
hour after all. He had been soundly
rated for being an uwntruthfnl young
rascal, It was really too much.

The story made a sensabtion at Grey-
friars; and Herr Gans, in the sanato-
rium, had the good wishes of all the
school. Even Skinner was rather sorry.
Bob Cherry remarked HE%J'E"IF that there
were Huna and Hunz; bub he opined
that the Gander’s kind was in o very
smull minority.

Billy Bunter, who did not count
modegty  among  his  weaknesges,  laid
claim to all the.credit for the Proasian
apy's capture; but, greatly to his ex
psperation, the Greyirurs fellows refused
ko pive hinl'any credit at all.  They
agreed that Bunter had done no end of
hatrm  owing to hizs reputation as an
Anantas, and Boelsover major even pro-
posad giving him a Form. ragging. That

i was all the glory Billy Bunter received.

And it waz really all e deserved !
(DON'T MISS “A BIRD OF
PASSAGE ! "—next Monday's grand
complete astory of Harry Wharton
& Co., by FRANK RICHARDS,)
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A RYLCOMBE MYSTERY !

1.

T was a fMne Sendzy cvening In the

summer, and we—Tom Hﬁr{g, Monty
Lowthor, and I—were strolling

along
church

tha lanes after jost as the
win was setting.

“'Evenin’! Nice weather for the ericket!™
romarked a wvoice, coming from someone we
volld pot see—at least, ontil after we had
heard the volce.,  Then the head of Tom
Wklégg, a fellow we knew very well and
Hked, appenred above a hedge.

“Tﬂp]é-ling_:" answered Tom., "No chagses of
a match with your village team this scason,
f soppose?”

Tem shook his head. He was a farmer's
son, and farmers' sons were baving a pretty
bony fime of it_

*There sip't the half of & teany left,” he
said. “I hoven't touched a bat thls season,
an' before next 1 expect to be over there—
ap’ dead, veory likoly.™
] him that it didn't follow that he

We told
would be dead becauvse he was “over there”
But Wragg did pot reslly need cheering
ap. Ha ‘was ready to go when his turn
Came, " thougly he might have claimed
e iof.

“Well, I muat be goin’," he sgxid, alter we
Lad yarned with him for five minutce or so.
And he paszed ob his way.

Within o bundred yards or so he mob
-E;g old chaps well Enpown to him=Danict

bitter, the Gimber waluwer, and Ratly
Danny, from the Warland Workhonse.

Daniel was a curious old file. No one was
6 better hand than he at estimating the
cabie contents and the value of a treedrunk.
Yet he cowld not read or write. Ile had
never had any’ cducation, and hie ability
seemed & sott of natural gift.

Eatiy was a black sheep. He had carncd
good money a8 a rat-catehor, and might
atilf bave been earninmg it. But e drank
hard, and hiz habits had brought him to the
workhoure, He would come oub pow and
then, but he always went back.

These two men had been boys fogother,
and Dan't alwaye xtood treat to Hatty if
they met where it was possible. But it was
more difficelt in these daye to stand treat,
and that cauvsed HRatty bear a grudgs
against bis old comrade, for there was not
mttluil]il reason in Ratty, and no gratitude
i ;

“Just the younmg man a3 I wanted to
se¢, Mae'r Tore,” said Dan'l.

“What can 1 do for you, Mr. Ledbitter?
aked Tom Wragg.

“It's this here ooft na I'm worricd about.
Mr. Qreen's agent glve 1t to me last night
up to Shaws, for the work I'd done Shere
vallyin'. ‘Looks all right to the fromt of_It,
it do, but there's n two-three names writ on
the back. Does that make him & bad ‘un,
Mas'r Tom? Looks like to me the bank had
had him afore, an’ [ dunno as how thep'd
cash him twice”™
~He took a ten-pound note out of an old
tran . tWbactco-box with & spring Jid. Tom
aaw that there wére other notes in the box,
folded vp to At behind a coil of pigtail.

“That's all right," Tom said, alter g glance
at the note. "Folks often write their hames
un the backs, though there’s no real use
in ft. Wieh ¥'d a3 bupdred liEe that, Mr.
LadIbitter I

“One'd do me!™ growled old Ratty, with
+aviouz cyes on tho note.

“Here, you come ablong, Danny? You gob
to feteh the doctor, you know,” Ledbitter
#aid, catching hie old pal by the arm.

“Anybody il st the workhousel?” apaked
Tom. *“Hut, eof e¢ourse, Fou wouldn't come
to Ryleambe for a doctor.”

“I'm out,” said Ratty Danny Iil-tem-
parnﬁlsr. And the two old boys moved om
together.

m Wragg went on his way, too. He won-
dered how decent old Dan't Ledbitter could
put up with Batty's crustincas.

Then & nightingale began to sing.
eapse, amd Tom stopped to liston. |

in n
Mot

- By HARRY MANNERS.

country chaps don't scem to care about
such thinge; but he did.

A ‘murmur of voices came to his ears, and
next moment Jack Blake, Arthur Augostus
DArey, Herries, and Dighy came round the
cocner of the lane.

“Halle, Wragg! Seen any of our chaps—
Merry apd that crewi” ashed Blake.

“Yes. I left them not so many miuwkecs
ago,” replied Tom, I m“{% they were going
back along the towing-path.”

“Right-ho! We'll get after thom,” Blake
said, And the four went,

Tom ztood there, atdll listening fo the
song of the nightingales, when, on 8 sudden,
there came to his cars o hoarse, strangled

Cry.
i{n: doshed awey Im the direction from
which it seemed to come, through the copse,

whera the thick undergrowth tripped him up.

more than ooee in the gloom.

The Four Fourth-Formmers lad alse heard?

that cry. They stopped in alarm.

“Good gwacious!™ exclaimed Guesy.

“Somebody's burt!™ said Blake.
on, you chaps: This way!"

He led the way, and the other three
followed, Lot foot.

As they rame round = bend In the lane
they almost ran inlo two people.

They recognised them at opee as  the
master and mistress of the Rylcombe village
gchool, The ioistrces held somethin ]
hand, and both were looking curiously at ib.

“Did you hear that frightful Fcll, Mr.
Hupghes?” asked Herries,

“Wa heard somcthing. Dut just then my
wif¢ picked wp this”™ ;

Tom Wragg came stumbling down the bank
ifrom the m]ixne above,

"What's the matter? Anyone hore hurf?™
he Jerked out. 2
seratched, and ho woe pantio

Ap they looked curicusly a

" Cone

Hisz face and hauda were
for breath.
him his oyes

fell upon the box in the bhands of Mrs.
Hughea.
“That's old Ledbitters!™ he said. "It

ian"t a guarter of an hour ago singe I Saw
it in M2 hand.”.

“Why, there's blood om [t!" said the
schoolmaster, in horroer; ond his wile dropped
the box, with a faint ery of alarm.

At this mowment P.-c. Crump arrived on the
scene. We jape old Crump, of course; and
ho really la a pompous old ase. But I don't
kpomw that he js o duffer, ns village police-
men go. You canpob expect them to be quite
the equal of Sherlock Holmes.

He hud heard the cry, though from farther
awary.

“Did any of you "ecar a ory {for ‘elp jest
now? When I epave jest now, what 1 mean
is o fow minutes ago i he inguired.

1 thought I d1d,” answered Mr. Hugheas,

“['m aore I did,” eaid Toma Wrapg.

“*Wathah ! corroborated Arthur Auguatus.

*Ab, I thought my ecars couldn't be mis-
took,” eaid P.-c. Cromp,

He looked at the four Fourth-Forrmcors, and
it was plain that ke considered them too
young and inoocent ta ba of any usc.

“You young gents,” he sald peravasively,
“had better get off *ome and to bed”

“Rats!” replied DBlake. "We're going to
know miore abolt thia miystery firet! There
waa that ery, and now here's a blood-
stained tobacco-box. Tomy Wragpg esays it's
old Ledbitter's. Locka as if the old chap
had been assaulted. Think we're going Lome
till we krow more about i3

*Wot likely!™ chorused Gussy and Herries
aod Dig.

Ferhaps Crump felt that he would nced
assistanee. He didn't seem able on the spur
of the moment to think of anpything that
he could do on his own aecount. He picked
up the tohacco-box VETY gingerly.

“This ‘ere’s evidence,” he zaid, "1 dunne
what it's evidence of, oot fifgh but I dessay
I ghall find out all n good fime. Anyways,
to ‘eadquarters it goes. As for you young
pentlemen, tho on'y place for you-—-"

*HRata!" said Blak: apain., “We're golag
ta Giclp look round.”™

in her

“'Owr do you Enow as this "erc torbickers
box belongs to Dan'l  Ledbitter, Thomas
Wrﬂ}fgi'" said Crump, with heavy solemnlby.

“How do 1 know my troustrs belong to me,
Mr. Cromp?" )

* Your trousers don't come jnto this ‘cre
case—leastways, nobt abt present, I blood
waa found on them—-="*

"Look imside the Wd of the bex,” mald
Tom Wrageg, who had oniy nsed his trousers
ag & kind of lUostration, and did not want
to argue about them. " Ledbittcr can't
write, but he always marks lis things with
the same mark—a pair of callipers. fancy
vou'll find thom seratvhed ipside the lid.”

“That's so,” said Cruamp.

Tom told hyw he had met the two old
boys, and of the gquery put to him about
tho note. The box was how cmpty. Alter
thinking that circumstance over for a  bit,
Crump came to the concluslon that thero
had been robbery with violence. Everyole
else had come to that conclusion emriier.

They had also come to the conelusion that
the case locked preity black against Rotty
Danny. DBut Cromp hbardly appeared {o
have got as far as that Feb.

Mr. Hughes took his wifc off home. She
woe badly shaken, and the conetable’s Warn-
ing that her cvidence might be reguired did
not imprave her econdition.

The rest helped Crump to searcl,. Therae
were more marks of hlood, but no hody
was to be Tound, and it seemed Imporsible
that It should have becn moved far. When
Blake & Co. chucked wp the search and
made for the school, they were rather tnelined
to think that nothing worse than & quarrcl
bhetweren the two old Irienda had taken place.
The blood might c¢asily have come from a
tap on the nose, and it was just as lkely
to have been Ratty Dauny's nose pa Dan'l's,
for old Dau’l was tough. The tobacco-box
might hove fallem in the atruggle. As for
the ory for help, cither of thom might have
called out—Dan'l when attacked, or Ratty
ﬂhein bhe found be was getting the woret
ol 1t

Anyway, aa DBlake paid in the Commen-
room after they bad got In, 'and were
chortling over ua because they had dropped
into a bit of excltement that we had jusi
missed, there couldn't very well have heen
g murder withoot leaving 2 hody hehind,
And to that we all agreed.

development that put B different
aspect on ngs.
anfel Ledbitter and the old rat-
catcher were hoth missing!

The Head told us tbhat. Foul play was
feared, he safd, and the Chief Conatable-had
been sent for. He warned us that the lano
and the copso were placed out of bounds
for the time belng., :

I suppose the warning wos hecessary. Wa
were all interested and excited, and loth of
us would have gome alopg there to wee I
we could light epon a ¢lue, which might hava
hnndicappe% the dpollce g bit. We might he
eleverer than old Crump, though that wia
not o dead cert in o matter of thia kind;
but we had to admit that the Chicf Con-
gtablo and the men he would bring along
were likely to be a trifle abead of us.

Figgine  naintained that the thing to do
1.1.'1:11]‘;{ have been to give Korr his head.
But Kerr was more modest, He said he
hadn't lod mueh to do with murders yeb,
and he was not quite eure they werg just
his Jime. .

You must not Imagine from all tois that
we took the thing as a joke. We didn't, of
courge, Ib was beastly gerious. But we hod
only known old Ledhitter and Ratty Danny
by s!ght‘ and we couldn'é fecl sz cul up
23 Tomm Wragg did. He had thought a good
deal of the shrewd and yet esimple old timber
valger.

The zearch In the dusk Bad heen fruobtless,
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but they odid not lind out much more whem
they wendl wvéer overy foob of the ground
near in hroad deylight. Theroe were certain
signe thut pointed o ufruggle; bok Ehat
was not getting much forwarder.
for hetE mado it fairly clear that s etroggle
had token place.

By-and-by the oxcitement died f.!s:vgu, Ard |
the lane was no longer out of hounds.
It heeatme accepbed as almost 4 certaloby
that Ratty Danny had tried to. ol hls gld
friend, and hod probably .Killed him, Dot
there atill remained two mysterlee—what had
becorne of the body, and what had become
of Ratty?

He had dizappeared from the neighbours
hood, 1t secmed. Ledblster had gone, too,
The opinfon of the ﬁreut- Qeorge  Alfred
Hru.udﬁ, who had wprked out Ehe fape in
what be calls his mind, was that they had
gonme off zomewhero togetber. But that did
not account for the ery for help or LEhe
deopped tobacco-box.  Crundy considercd
those things nf mere irifles. Ho waz doubt-
ful, indeed, whether there had becn pny
ery for help, which, as at least cight people
bed heard il, seemed carryibg dowbt & hit
too far, and eaused Grundy to Lo bumped,

And-in the end the affair was all {found.
out  through Gudssy, though it was nobi
through nni' detective  ability, or by an
display of his famous tact and judgmen
In fact, it was through hizs eoft heart, not
Iiia head—if [ anid that that is soff, too,
be might not be pleascd—that the scebret
was discovered.

Quite o month had posscd sinee the affair,
whien Gussy expressed an intention of
to e "his Twiend Jackic Wandwell”

It was juat ltko our Cuatavues, I ﬂml't#
think any of us except him would have
epoken of peor, half-witted Joek Wundrall
as a frlend. Mo Is a yopogster living ontsie
Byleombe, who i3 in the condition popularly
Enown a3 “anot all there”  Bub thero i3
nothing repulsive about lim, and ho 15 nob
an . absolute idiot—only queer, and very, w:rjq.

E

dmgﬁ l
" Gusay knows whers to find congenial fom-
pany,” said Lowther, “Do you fnd that
maeintaining o conversafion- with Jackie 1s
a terrible strain on your intellect, Gussy?™
“Wats, Lowthah! I am not ak all snah

that my fwiend Jackie Las not more bhwaine |

ﬂf:.'::]l ¥ou havo!™ retorbod our swoll, Hushing
I ¥

“Jockie Ilke: Gussy becouse he finds it
easy to talk to him, of course.” sald Blake,
“But L don't mind owning myself that I'd
a3 soon listen to Jaekis ns o Lowther.
1 I mnsk have my ears nssailed by an idiot,
I'd prefer Le shoubdn't be a funoy idiobkf

It Iz boeause I nevah wag him  fliat

Jackie likes me,” said  Arthor Awvpusbus,
“Phoe pooal r:lmﬁ has been depwived b
Natehah of muoeh that makes His worth

Hyvin', an” I considab that those among ws
who are moro fortunste should do our best
10 make him happy. T am certalnly not in
the vewy least ashamed of callin® poonh
Jackie Ty fwicnd.”

O courze you'te mob, obd scoubd” eald
Monty, clupping kim on the back. IT Gussy
oily Enew it, our fomnny ass understands
him as well ns anyone, and thinks as much
of him. And Monty's as good-patured as the
next chap, too. though he® might draw the
line at paying friendly visits 0 a poor potty
fellow. But ever since Gussy had restned
Wandrell from o crowd of teasing village
rufflans, lig had heen In the habit of locklng
him up once in a way. 1

He did not eeo him this time, however. ;

Tt appeared that Juckie, who was capable of
work that did neot necd too muth Lhinking
about,” had somehow managed to hreak his
Iex while at a job, and had bLeen taken of
to the workliouse Infirmary ot Wavland,
o It waa the next morning tllalh Tohs came,
into the Fourth Form-room and annbunced
that the Head woanted to ses Murtor DAroy
at onee.

"You may po, D'Arcy,” said WTr. Lathon
And Guesy cub off, wondering what had been
Tound out abouwb him, T suppaose.

But it wasa't o roy.

“I have had a communicalion by tele-
{b{innﬂ from the master of ithe Wayland |

‘prihonse, D'Arey.” snfd the llmrlE VETY 4
Kindly. "It scems that they fimve in thel
inflrmary there a lad to whem you fiave ]
been kind. He Ig eomowhat dchelent  In
Intclligence, but he appears have hads
gense enouph to recognist kKindoess, and
am glad to know that  you have won his
affection. The worldly-wise may ecoff, my

The ¢ry].

LoF; bubt believe me that T ean appréciata
the good hoart that cares for the weak and’
the simple.”

Gassy  blushed mnd Adgeted. He  didn't
tell us &0, but X know that, He always does
biugh and Aduet whem anyons but Arthur
Augnstua fa prafeing Arthur Augustus.

oot Wandrell was in rather a bad way,
It seemed, very feverieh; and L hiad hecn
asking constentiy . for DFArcy. They could
not make ont what he meant at first, but in
the long-run Gussy was identified by his
witldow-jminie--1 mean his eyeglass—tihe fame
ol which had penetrated even to Wayland.

Some of us offered to ride over with Lin.
We weee just coming oub of elpesies g8 he
came from the Head's study.

Llake and I were allowed to visit Jackia

with him, too, when we got there. That

wad more than any of us had expected.
But the mastor said two mixht sceompany
him, and Gussy picked us out as belng most
peraondlly accepiable to his chum Jackie.
Lowiher thought it was no great compliment,
ntd Tom and Heerles and if': iretended to
agree with him. Dlake and id not mind
that mouch.

“Hallo, dealy boy!” sald Gussy ab Jackie's
bedside. He spoke jnst as he might hdave

spoken to any of us "Rowwy yYou aro
eworked, yoi Enaw.“
1 be so glud you he comp=—gn glad?”

“There afn't unobody

sbd  Lhee poor el ]
It’'a the pigs, you

plee ns I cpn trusk,
Enow, "

"The pigs ot Fwoggatt'sa Faorm? But they
will Lo all right. Jackie, 1 am suah. You
used to feed them, I know; but somcona
ﬁ]&& will do that till you are bettal, deal
c:-}..-I'

"Not tlic big 'un as can talk.
come out an' eat slenser t'otliers,
seeret of mine, like, abont he.”

Wo dtared at him. What could the poor,
hemused brain have In it#

"Pigs den't talk, Jackie,” snid Guasy, very

Ha won't
It's @

peatly. He did not even smile. " You'ra
funeyin® i€, deah boyl™
“Chts "un tulks. Not every time. Bubt ho

talks. An' he wun't eat samo food @y
t'‘othere. T Enow he'll die if you don't go
an' feed 'fm."

h_-l!-l'lﬂ the poor, potty chap stacted Hlul-
lllg-

“Look heah, you know, deah boy, don't do
that! I'll go an' see the pigs. Where {2 the
big one that talks}” )

"You mun orawl under ¢ litter back of
atiea to find "up. I used to fake "un half
o' my bread, an® all thoe best Lits what was
put out Ior L'other jgs. I nover sce "on,
but be talked fo me,

Gusay promised that he would go and see
the pige, and Jackis Wandrcll furncd over
and went to elecp. He secmed to have ahse-
lute faith [m Guesy,

But the most curlons thing was the way
DArcy took it. His face was shining, and
his eyes gleamed. When, outside, ho told
us what ho thonght, we il said he was off
hia rocker.

Blake and I were not so sure about that
as the rest, however.,  For miost eortaind
Juckie believed fn the pie that talked: and
tlu:ru%h frussy's notion that it was one of
the two old men who hwd eo mystorioualy
disappepred scemed very wild, yof—=
_ Well, it's no geod making any bonez about
it. For it waa!l

Gusey was right, and wo woere wrone.

Katty Danny, very near indecd fo death,
wig Toumd Dofilmd the pigstics ab Frogeatb's
Farm; apd he bad been blding there for
werke, kopt alive by the food Lrought him
by poor, simple Jackic!

Ther was & lot more litter there than a
farmer onght to bave had sbout w place, and
the roof of an old bam helped to proteock
the raseal from the weathier, Y wos summer,
Eoo, aned be bad been used to rough lying.
Ag for the seent of the pigs, it did nob appear
that he had ever thought of that as an
chijpection. . . )

wpble prewmonio, oF somcthing like that,
had got him when Le was Tomud, and, of
conrse, siarvation bhad helpal.

There never waa any chapee of hizs re-
epvery, tongh a3 he was. But before he dicd
heere wig able ta elear up the mystery.

He bad killed Daniel Ledbitter, Fo had
not moant top but 4 sudden whirlwind of
vy amd hate hoad seemed to eoize him
when Danlel had told him that Be had g
mony a: twa hoandred more ton-pound potes

Efved wup it bome, nnd he bad compared

his own miserable condition with tha wealth
of his vld pal.

A-sudden aszanlé had tumbled Danlel over
before he guessed whal was happening.
fell with the tobaccp-box in his hand, and
Ratty'®s heavy boot came down wuwpon the
hand, emashing the-Angers: Doo call for help
the poor old chap gave, and then he was
sonseless. For Ratty Danny kicked him on
the head. There i8 no donbt that the kick

killed hbim.

Tha thing was hotribly bruatal; but Tom
Wragg says that il we had kmown Danny we
should have.understood easily how he could
have acted like that, and should not bave
beon ayrprised that he had found it Hnai!bln::
to live for weeks at tha back of the plg-
at¥, He said I.'Iﬂﬂllf' had become, with drink
fied  rough Hying, little better than a wild
heast. supposa it's gome excuse; bub I
hate to think of that decent. hard-worki
old man killed like that by the old pal o
tis boyish daye, to whom he had nover
shiown anything but Eindness.

The scoundrel god the old man's body into
the copss somehow. Il Crump had started
his search agoner he might have been caught.
Lot by the time it was started he was
some distance away, and it was nearly dark
in the wood. He must- bhve been strohg,
for he earried the body a mile or more
werozi the Belds, and disposed of It Ly
drapping it down the well of o deserted
cotfupga,

Them foear came upon him. Frobably bLe
had not reant to stay in his hiding-place
more thau a few hours. With the notes he
had taken from the tobacco-box in his
pockot, e must have dreamed of getting
away and going on & leng drinking I:ra;li:[‘
But he dared not stir. Then the notion of
makihg wse of Jackie ocourred to his mind,
which wha not much more enlightenéd than
Jacklic's own, I dare saye He protended to
bt s talking pig, and Juckie believed him,
and brought him food, and fold him news—-
the news of the search being made for him
ard the man he bad killed among it. By the
timw Jackle met with his accldent the dissase
of which he died had already selzed Ratty
Daony, and even if he bad darsd he eould
not have Heod,

Yes, we found him. Crump went with us,
though to this day I don*t know how ho
wiys persuaded to go. It's a horrible yarn,
in & way; and yet not so bad if you look
at it pnother way. One thing seems to me
to redeem It a bit. and that iz the fact
that it was through the grest-hearted kind-
ness of onr Gustavus that the truth eame
to light; and the man who had killed without
reaking to kill was able to confeas before Lus
ilied, nnd to feel sorry for what he had done.
I don't know that it will make me pally with
the pext half-witted chap I miget; but, any-
Wway, we don't chip Gussy about “his fwiend
Jackio Wandwell " now, for poor Jackie is
dead, too. And we Enow—though we have
noever been told—whe gobt that stone cross
put at the head of his grave in-the church-
yard nt Hyleombe,

THR ERD.
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Back Numbers, Ete,, Wanted.

By Ferey F. Bmith, B4, Aldworth Road,
ext Ham Lane, Stratford, E. 15— Doys
riend,” Ko, Bl¥—=clean—0d. olered,

iy F. Walson, 1, Kilwick BStregt, Weat
Harttlepool—" Surprizing the School,® “ Dunter
Lhe HMiade,®™ “Hob Cheery’s Barring-Ouot,™
“Hehoolboys Wever Shall be Blaves,” “The
Greyiriars Cyelists *—off double price.

By R, Fepperdine, East Lodge, Charter-
hlu:nunﬂ. Godalming—" 3kinner’s Scheme ¥—
cléan,

By Robert Elllott, 128, Crimen Street, Del.
fast—¥ Wun Lung's He¢ret,™ and Nos. 11w,
120, mod 121 of MAOWET.

By Whos. Deonovan, ¥V, The Avenue, Soubh-
smpton—any back numbecs of ¥ (gm,."

Ly % €. Pashier, 277, Bromford Lane,
]pswi:‘.t—ang back numbers of ©Boys'
Iricnd ® &d. Librarer; also eatly numbers of
S tem *oand MaonNel,

By T. Johnsoun, 23 Chatbam BStreet,
Noltce-—*Through Thick and Thin? © Hob
Cherry*s Barring-Out.® % Bunter the Dlade®
“ Hidden Horror,” “Y¥or Anothet's Sake.™

T Printed aud publiehod weckiy hé"'*n?}éairﬁmn at The Plestwa

Ageuts for Australasias Gorden & Qoieh, Molbs

flaps

tirna, Sydney, Adslaide, EBrisbane, aod

Town and Johanhesburg, Beiurday,

Hyuea, Farripgdou Hirept, London, E.C. 4. Eogland., Suobacrelptlon, Ts. per anp@m.
“y;{{l!{-f&ﬂjmh h‘ﬁi Sugty Africs, The Contral News Agensr,
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MORE IMPRESSIONS OF THE MIETIROPOLIS!

By a Youthful Member of the Editorial Staff at Fleeiway House.

LUDDEXLY (I think “rmwldenly ® 12 a
splendid word  to hegin a yarn with,
It makes readera cxpect all Kimds of
unexpected things, such secret
panels  =Mding hack, and hands gripping
tagrers appearing !} suddenly remembering
that T had the misfortune to have a brather
in Modanslush (though it is really good tor-
tine to have him there, and not here ), and
heing overcome by an extraordinary desire
to, gaze upon him again, I resorted to the
Zoological Gardens as the pearest thing to
seeing him. The money I got for my first
“ fmpresslons ® was not cnough to buy me a
return tickeb to Mudanshush; but if 1 don't
get more for thia lot—well, I soppose 1
sha'm’t. (1 was going Lo put it mote strongly.
bot the Editor is a lot bigger than 1 am,
and aetually seems #0 bave a kind of notion
that he s more important 1}

" I had poet wery much diffculiy in dictin.

lshing the people from the animala at the
ﬁo. ’Fh& a.nFI'maIa were in cages, nnd the
people were aliowed to walk about wherever
t}wr chose. That made the differcnce quite
clgar.

I could have spent all the alternocn hefore
each cage. There was one panther, with a
dolelul expression on his Tace, gazing ab
soracthing abeut nine thousand miles away,
who seemed to be thinking mouernfully of the
jolly old times in tho;u“ e, Whera dnsky
jaints were the order the day, Terhaps
that 15 not right, though, ns the inscription
said ke wnz born in the menagerie, Bub he
locked as if hia thooghts ran that waey.

1 stayed a long time in the replite honzo.
Two poor frogs were having o frighifolly
lively time i 2 ecase with a couple of colu-
Brine suakes, ¥ Take cover ® bnz to be Lheir
sl Every ctime they reccived o prod
from a fang they jumped almost up to the
ronf of the case. 1 wondered how the smakea
tanaged to get down the grub to fecd sueh
hodies as they hind, Tor they seemed to have
only a tiny little hole of a mouth through
which the fang hept shooting. HBut one of
them npencd sdeh a brap, amd snopped up
g frog and mmle off with it that T nearly et
ont a yell.  But ihe frog at:ugglcd amed
Ricked furieusly, and suceceded in Ieaping
cleatt out of the huge mouth Inte the pool,
whera it sat gasping. I don't cnvy those
froga!  No rdovht they achieve wonderful
auility, but they have a prlee o pny i'uE' it

In the middte of the replile house 2 number
nf sleepy alligators have their abode.  Aun
Artny man gave one an aflable whack on Lhe
nose with his walking-stick. The gervitle
snort it replied with made him Dolt! He was
nat wearing the V.0 hy the way.

Then the tortoises! I think the
fhe falde must Dhave Leen lame as
lazy te It Beaten by such creatures.

And 1 Mudanslashians think ibat hyenas
sperat all their time smiling and chortling
they're very mueh mistaken,  lycnas secm
tg do nothing but scowl and zmort.  Noary o
sqarile 1

The parrots ate all right to Inok ak, hat
Lheir voices arg not guite like nightingalea®!
'‘the two giraffes look like a couple of village
iliota, The heads of the oatrlehes sren't bag
epougl] ta he very, intetlectun). But the
thinueerases, with bulging forcheads nnil
litlle eyez three-quarters of the way dewn
their powlerons faces, logk like the vietims
of comtinual overstudy.

I hove seen the “fretfnl poreupine ® ot
last s nnd it the ghost of Hamlel’s fatlher
conlil have made Hamlel look anyihing like
that he st have Deen s very aecomplished
ghost lndeed !

Altopether T ospend a aelightfal afbernooi
at the Too: amd i will wal be Lhe Inst,

As T smbled aub of Tegent's Patk I orecsl-
Iected Lhat”om Lhe nighb of my arrival bem,
as T was beadipg for Fonden Bridge, on 4
ratlier cicenmmbendibuzicnl romle to Hlack-
friars, I hod chaneed to capy a large ahpect,
belledd < 'The Monumend, Admission theee-
pende B phathes T owont, aaul, alter care-
{ulfy inscribitg a <37 I the peace codumn
of iy oxpon-es book, I preparcd foo sail
magunilteeitly in,

But here I experienced a chéeck, I lookadl
at {he notice agxin, and zaw that it went on
to stale [hot Dbusivess wis postpohed untit
# aan. noal day, Bo I falled to get in. There
Wi (hol Ad, in the axpendes hook, Honeaty

3

Jerire BH
wakl fa

said ¥ Sceatel It ont !9 Neatuess enid # Pon’t |
It will look had® Neatness won.

Peing of a maturally philosopiical  dis-
ggition, ¥ contented mycelf with etamding
ack a few pocez from cthe Monmnent ansl
allowing my mind to wander hack to Lhe
mggniticent times when (probably) Hengist
and Horsa aml their colleagues swoopol
down upon the Monument, and ihe nohic
Londont cltizens dashed into the fray with
firenrms (tongs and  shovel) aml mighty
Lattle-cries,

But my martial dream saffered an awful
slomp as I caught sight of arother nobice,
which said that the police had ordera fo
arrest  anvbody  canght heating  mads o
carpets apninst the Monnment !

That knoeked the romance oub of the
whole' thing, and T stalked off wish an ex-
ceedingly bad Jmpression of thut guarter of
London.

RBuckingham Talaco give me a hit of -0
anrprise. I had expected-- ar half expectolde—
to see swarms of kide roumd, cheering and
waving ftagz: and perhaps the King smiling
ot of o window, atl Jdropping peantes if he'
happened to be in funda, Bot it Wns very
nmeh like o bigger edition of an ordinary
manzon in the East ¥od, esave that the
Queen wasn't sitting on ‘the doorstep—not
at the moment, at any rafe,

Bedlam gave me anolher shoelk.,  Thskbead
of heing deafenad by the tumult, and chasced
down the strect by swarms of wikl men with
shaek leads of bair, sl was as quieb and
sedate as the drive of a cemetery,

Then the Steaud of o Satueday evening!?
I boarded a "huz in Loulgate Cirews, Tewring
fhat it would tuke me howrs lo babtle
through the erush to Piecadilly, Aspek
hehold, Fleet Sirect and tho Btramd word
even as ftho Migh Street of Mudanslushi
Who would have thought it possiblc?

1 mis=sed the Tord Mayoer's Show--ab
lepat, I omly saw the top hall of n Toank
ecomie down Ladgate Rl and go up Fleet
street, Dy that T mean ibe top hall of it
aonly was visible ko me over Lthe heads of
the crowd,  (Ouery=—helween ihe legsf—
Editar.)

But T dide't szec the Lovd Mayor, o 1
won't e able to deseribe i augnst appear-
ance for your hemelit here. T didn't know
hie was coming along after the Tank, or i'd
have sCayed. Ruol [ opol fed up with being
squeezed it the crnsh, aml went to gel some.
thing to eat. (I huope old Ehondda don b get
to koow that I went on enting after T was
fed up, though !y

And it was all (hrengh 2 want of polites
nesz @i oy park that [ omizsed the LALC
You sce, o great ahimirer of the © Tndon
Jack Library @ {(do you read it?) had eallot
in for o chat with Lthe overworkoed (29 sub-
editor of that paper.  Alter speaking at
ereat lengih and in lowl {onea of the exeel.
lout gqualities of the renowned Sexton Dlake,

e wound wp by saying lhat T wos the
luckiest fellow on carth for Dhavieg the
advantage of reading the slories in pront

hefore olher roaders feasted (heir pyes on
Them, X>ow, laking imto consideration 1he
fact that for the last howr L Daad een Lrying
tn remd a ralher urgently wahted proof, bt
coubd’t boecanze of bia voloble romarks, this
wihs just o ke o0, too, too!  ¥akes six
all topethory T zave polibeness Ulv Neloninn
oplic ofter that, amd Dousesd oot of 1he
Tooin A 20GI RS s,

The point of abl thiz is Lhal i T Did wailed
nintil 1T visitor el been taken ong hy ihe
epre=pwitifely 7 wshicpend ol the  premizes, |
thean—and  lond  left the oflice: with my
cllbow  restinge on Lhe <0 L7 saledditor’s
shinglider, as iz my eustoan oF g 1o pomsl-
Bess B dovsi't oo Lhi=l), ol Liase Dol gt
sjabil of the Lonilk ATayor!

} ommist eoiifess 1 odidn’d <day Jong in Wesl-
minzter Ahkbey, T omerely peeved info ddusky
ot &7 Ueliier ot 1he Iook-ont for any fellows
I Bappened to know, and Twyden naml Jaong.
fellow ceomstitating abont fhe Int, T wont
inbo a ehecry obil plivee known na (he
Clolsters, cbhomgdellow was not buaried i
Woestminstor Abhey,--Tiditor.)

There, after nearly falling Jdown three dark
steps, what should meel my penctrating
viginn  bmt an clderly lady haranguing o
namber of young Iadies—that iz {o eay, the
eliferly Iady wnsz most cerbaindy eblerly: hut

the most conspiewows characteristic of the
voung ladics—most of whom WoTe Egéc-
tacles—did not oppear 1o mo (o be fhelr
juvenility. Leing a ead sort of a dog, from
wy birth tn Mudanztusly, I joincd this falr
coitingent withont any symptoms of giddi-
neas—or oven of shyoecss—and had my mind
greatly improved hy secing the elderly lady
polnt ouwt the east and the west without thoe
aif of & compass. The Chapter Houze, she
aaid, was more beawtiful than mcre words
eould deseribe; hnk ehe wvied quite a lot, all

thie same. S0 far as 1 could judge, she was
pointing to some momaniic scafiodding and o
pleturesque pile of bricks which had fallen

m from somewhere, and which bore unmis-
taknble vigns of someane's having given op
feving to-bulld anylhing worth® building a8 &
had job.

Realising that sich hliss was never Io-
tended for me, T did not nml;:rum' the
fait bevy to the seene, but hobbled back to
my old jala in Pocts” Corner, Th€re 1 shonld
undoubtedly have spert cver =0 many hours
wrapt in profound thonght, had not & gentle-
man with o bald hend lighied some candles
and displayed atartding symptoms of prepar-
ing to read sometbing out of a big book,
At that I beat n hosty retreat,

WNow, thongh ihis nceonnt ocouples more

than five bols' worth of space, 1 did not
accupy the Abbey 1mmuch more than #fve
minutes, If I could keep it up Uke that—

but thero's o ehahes |

Like IMek Whittingtow, I turhed agaln i not
with auny intention of becoming Lord Mayor,
however, but hecsuse I had left my hat
Lhehimd, Then ownce agaln I wos on the weary
racid—nearty on niy back on it, in fact; but
the hats josk Failed to biff me.

“Retter Ioek next time!” I thought !
beard tin driver mutter. He was evidently of
a hopefrd disposition.

I will round wp these [mpressiona with &
lizt of expenses contailed, which T hope to
ret refunded ot onee,  © Wope springs eternal
in the huwman breast,” as-IDryden, OF S0De-
body anld.

£ 5 A

'Tus 20 Z00 ve ch eed e e 003
Charge for admission .. ... 0 0O @
Admizsion to Monument ... 0 0 3
Total £0 1 &

{You wrere nob admitted to the Monument,
o your gwn zhowing,  Your addition 13
faulty. And a for 1he mts tor (he monkeys
aned the hanana for Lhe clephant at the Zoo,
whirh ¥ou s~k to hove addeld as a Ettﬂ'ﬂln-
mentary note, do yon think 1 wonld i
Eﬂrlj ta choeating ibe Food Conlrolier?--

BITOR.)

(Not for the =ake of clephaniz or monkers,
T am suree, sir! 1 wanied Lo get inko tho
Movument, and T did ot want Lo =pofl the
Incok of smy oxpenzes ook, Bot yon con enk
thnt atnwne Lo baif-price if yon like. 1 know
1 am nol very godd ot mathematicze—<literary
prninses sehiom are- het T think T am cor-
reet In o saving ot that makes 120 7ld., or,
i the sappdeneenlary  sode of [nas03,
22, BLike--SHAKESVEARE THE BrCeaNn)

e 2] " e —

COKER’S MISFORTUNE.
By Peter Todd,

Mis Tuee swas confosted with fear;
His ehevka were o hldeous e,
He knew thab his duly was elear,
Vit shrank from the thing he 'mnst dol

He hatodl Eo o ib—and vel
Conld fhink of no olher resort.

T aplosa $o w6 fhere and feeb!
Moreover, he wasn't Lhat sork,

o Caoker arose, with a sigh,
A hero undovhicd—Tor he
Was determined to do or to die,
Whatever the issse might bel

Maybe he'd do holh!  He ngreed

That matlers wmight reach such a pass
Ep, rteeling hiz will to the deeil,

HE 1.a0KED AT RINIELY 1N THL GLi8S!
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THE GREYFRIARS GALLERY. !

No. 62.—MAJOR ROBERT CHERRY,

ﬂ,mmmw‘-r‘.ﬂh‘l‘dl“ih"ll”iﬂl‘l“i}“lw

AJOI CHERLEY s just nboub what
one woulil expect DBob's father to
be; As o boy he was exactly the
game type of boy ag Bob, one feels

cerkain. :

And hoe has not cnt.lrelf left off being a
Boy yeb, as the story which Mark Linley told
a fortnight ago proves. It was & very boyish
frapulse which - fempted the veteram soldier
to hurl a snowball at Mr., Quelch, It was
Doylike to want to conceal the guilt. And
it was-like Bob the younget to own up when
the question invaglved another. DBob would
have suffered "the penulty of his fathers
crime cheerfully: buf, much: a3 the muajor
detested having to confess fto Mr. Quelch
bis lapse, bb vould not bavo that!l

It s good te bave a father like that. 1B
Is also good to bave o 2on lHEe Bob., DBob 1=
nat perfect, but his faults are such as one
can e¢nsily bear with. Some peopls make
heredity aceount for almost everything. It
cerbainly counta [or something; but what
the selentllle folk call envieoument—that is,
the influence of the people one is brought up
among aml the place oneé grows up in—
aceounta for much more. Bob f3 what he js
partly, no doubt, becanse he iz his father's
gon, but still more because he had his father’s
exampls before him during the tender years
when his character was receiving its first
formation.

The major showed up strongly when Eob
wag “Priven. from School.” In the story
with that flile Bob incurredd the enmity of-
a Junior named Heath., He caught Heath
shooting with & catapult at & cat, and Heath
tiad the cheek to ask him if he would like o
shot. 1t made Bob furicus, of courze. The
alfender refused to Oght, and Bob gave him
n pood licking. Soon  afterwns Frank
Kugent -had o postnl-crder stolen. Bob might
have stolen it—if he had not been Hob
Cherry! He had had the opportunity. But
Hail'? more than opportunity that makes a

el

The order had come from Alonze Todd in
repayment of a lean that Frank had made
him. Lonzy was away at the bime, and
Vrank wrote to him for the number, It was
sent.  Uncle -Benjamin had told Lonzy alwaye
to make & note of such things, and what
Unele Deniy says moes with Alonzo.

And then it appeared that the order had
bheen cashied at Friardale post-office ; and the
postmistress allowed Frank to see it, and
the :&gnntur& was “H. Cherry "—in what
seemed to Nugent vnmistakably Bob's hand.
writing, too! Worse still—the stmistress
identifed Bob as the boy who had eashed the
order !

In the face of such evidence there seemed
ha, room for donbi. Harry Wharion was
nway, 23 was Inky. Not even Johnny Bull
and Frank Nugent were proof against what
seemed such overwhelming evidence of guilt.
Only loyal Mark Linley stood by Bob,

Rob refused to be expelled., He wasz inno-
cent, he maintained, and bhe would not go.
But he bad to go ab length. He was put
out by force.

At the statfon he met Harry, on his way
back. And”lMarty was staunch. Mob went
home with words of comflord ringing fn his
cars.

" (dood-bye, Bob, old son! And keep your
pecker upl!® said Wharton,  * Hememboer
you'vg gob friends here working for ryou—
working to elear your name!®

Robert junfor weol. And DRobert senlor
camel

Thoe malor descended npon Greyfriars In
a whirlwind of wrath. Whatever the evl-
denced might be, be knew that Heb was inno.
cenb—knew If! And to him it scemed that
others should bave Enown,

He roared at the Hemd. Dr. Locke had
gclilom had a visitor who made him feel so
extremely- uncomlortable. Coler's  Aunt
Judith—a very terrible lady—was not to be
comparéd for o moment with Major Robert
Chercy on the ramp.

“1 call it nonsenso, sie! T call It stufl,
Elr! Yea, elr, I call it piflie—piffle, sir, Ly
Jove!® toared the major, when the Head
had said tarlly that he ealled tho cvidence
complete and incontrovertible,

The Head caid that the moatter was closed
and emded. Dot the major wolld not have |

that. Was his son's career to De closcd and
epded? No! The governors of the school

would have {0 meet_an action for libel and

defnmation . of charaecter!

Foerhaps -the major was wunreasonable,
There were other points of view besides his.
Iiut what a loyal champion—what & prifice
among fathers! One loves the man for taking
it ke that. Even If he had been wWrong—
but how ecould he bave been wrong, seeing
that Koh was Dob?

Meanwhile, Harey and Mark had got to
work. Johony Bull and Frank Nugent did
nob like it. ey bad been forced to believe.

Johnny's common-sense—which is an element -

of strength—and the slight weakness which
Frank has more than onee shown, worked
through different chanpel: to the same end
there. Johmmy had bad it proved to him;
and there seemed to him no more to be sald.
Frank bad been wounded to the gquick, apd
he did not want the wound renewed.

But Mark and Harey had the same stordy
faith that -was in the major., They could
not ramp and roar as he did, but they
worked., Nugent fancied that they would
drop Bob when they learned that an action

A was actoally to be brought against the ruling

body and the headmaster of Greylriara.
They did nothing of the sort. They went on
working—hopelessly, it might " secm—but io
the end they triumphed.

The major was very angey with Dob when
the boy objected to the legal proceedings.
Bolb admitted what his father would not—

that hiz conviction was oot unjustified on Lbe
evidence,

I'ut they made up that. The major was
determined. ¥ the case had to be carricd
to the House of Lords it should go on. And
¥ob argued againzt it no more.

Then Heath wos found out. He had forged

Bob's name. He had disguized himself to
look like Bob. It was a plot to ruin Lhe
boy bhe bated. Aud it bad come very mear
EUCEOsa.

Bob came Dack to a very great reception.
And you may guess what sort of feeling his
warm-hearted father bad—and has yet—for
Mark Linley and Harry Wharton. ¢ boars
no grudge againat Johnny and Frank : be likes
Inky; but always Harry and Mark must be
dearer to him than any of his boy's other
chums.

dome of you will remember # Roly Cherry In
Search of His Father.,” the story which told
how the major was wrecked in the Hed Hea,
and bhow the major's son and his chums went
In gearch, and, after many adventures, found
him. They were not alone. of course; thoy
wera under the charge of Colonel Wharton,
Harry's uncle and the major’s oldest friend.

There is s very strong bond of unpion
between those two goallant offeers. They
were hoys at Greyfriars together ; they have

served topether in moro than one part of the
world ; both belped to give Eruger what ho |

asked for: and now, in middle age both arc
doing btheic duobty in the preatest war fhe
world has ever known.

But &f Colonel Wharlen there will Lo
e o zay o Litkle luter,

? The E?&Fﬁ:’ﬁ?(’
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For Next Monday :
“A BIRD OF PASSAGE!"
By Frank Richands.

This story tells of o fellow who came to
Greyfriars, to stay for but a very briel time,
It "has a resémblance to the fine stories of
Tom Redwing, in & sense; but you will find
it very different in most wiys., Verney plays
his “part at the school under the name of
another fellow; but hig reasons’ ate very
ditferent from those which moved the sailors
sun.  Quite as imteresting as Vernéy is the
fellow whom he replaces.  Drake comes o
Greyfriars with rather absurd Ideas. His
father, who might have known better, has
contributed to the swank thab s in him,
amd” has set him a task Leyond his powers,
Drake also Is a bird of fussngc, though his
stay is somewhat longer Lhan that of Verney.

TOM REDWING.

_The stories which dealt with the Hawks-
clift lal were very popular, and I am suro
my repders wj['fl be glad to henr that helore
long they will be hearing of Tom Redwing
sgain. Mr. Richards has promised to tell
us gomethiong aboul what happened to im
after he left Greylriars, and how his friends
EEME met bim again, and what bappened
0.

HOTICES.

Footfball.—Matches Wanted By :
87, EuizapetH's ATHLETIC—C, MelGlone, 24,
Kilburn 3treet, Litherland, Liverpool,

WEsST EXD JURIGES—average ape 14—2 mile
radivs —F, DBoltoom, 19, Hull Strest, New-

ABEHGAVENNY WEET END UNITED—10—15 mdle
radius,—A, 4, DProtman, 10, King Street,
Abergavenny.

Other Footer Notlces.

Wanted, pair of second-hand footer hoots,
glze d—ztin price.—J. Morton, 1, Sussex
Road, Worthing.

Wanted, cheap pair of zedond-hand fooler
boots, "eize 5--sfate price.—E. Madeley, 108,
Princess Street, DBradford, Manchester,

ALpaRy F.0, wants players.—%W. Oliver, &

Heath Strept, Barking.

Cliford Helt, age 13. 5%, Prince: Road,
Altrincham, wants to join team—wings, goal,
or back.

Wanted, two players for City team—right-
back, outside-right, or inside-left.—3ec., Con.
tinental F.C.. 20, Tower Hamlets Road,
Forest Gate, E. 7.

Cricket.

Players wanted, two howlers especially-
othera also.—F., A. Wickes, Ivy Athletie, 78
Vestry NLoad, Camberwell, 5.E. 5.

Leagues, Eic.

200 more members wanted for the Dare
Correspondence and Exchange Club—monthly
magazine frec—stamped and addressed en.
velope for  details, please—II. Williams,
Doleeod, Abernant Hoad, Aberdare, Glam,

Members wanted for Chums' Correspon-
dence Club—stamped and addressed envelopo
to K. W. Sampson, 14, Hunb Street, Everton,
Liverpool; J. ©. Adams, 81, Upper DPith
Street. Liverpool: or Chas. L. Etheringlon,
139, Welland Avenue, 3, €atherines, Ont.,
Canadas.

Snapshots from. Home League {z in great
need of helpers—object,  to sup{a!f soldiors
with free snapshots.—S5. Macknelly, 85, Wal-
ton Rond, Upton Park. E. 13

Readers wanted to join “Qem ® and MaoNer
Leagoe~J. A, Sloan, New Inn, New Chester
Ttoad, Higher Tranmere, Cheshire.

John Wm. Mayer, 0586, Oldham Toad,
Bardsley, Ashionunder-Lyne, wanls pariners
—14.15—Lor - palter and comedy work al
cliarily coneeris.

castle-on-1yne,

8-31-18



