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A Magnificent New Long Complete Tale of

Harry Wharton & Co. at Greyfriars

School.
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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
A Night Attack !
T OU fellows asleep?”

-l Billy Bunter raised his head
and blinked round cautiously
as he asked that question in

low tones.

It was close on midnight;

Certainly at that hour the Remove
Form of Greyfriars ought to have been
fast asleep in their dormitory,

But matters were far from normal at
Greyfriars School.

Bunter’'s fat, form was stretched upon
& maktress in Study No. T in the i&-
move passage, and on tvo other mal-
tresses Peter Todd and Tom Dutton, his
sludy-mates, were sleepmg.  Alonzo was
abserit, recovering [rom an illness, at
home. On the study sofa was stretched
the elegant figure of Cecil Reginald
Temple of the Fourth Form.

Every study in the Remove passage
was tenanted by slespers.

For & barring-out was in progress at
Greyfriars, and the Hemove and the
Faourth Form were barricaded in the Re-
move passage, where, for the present,
Erhn_a:.* lived and moved and had their

eing.

At the barricade at the head of the
curving stairease that gave access to the
Remove passege from the spacious land-
f:l;.]%' bolow arry Wharton and Bob

erry kept watch and ward.

Hitherto the rebels of Greyiriars had
defeated every attempt to penetrate nto
their stronghold. Thea barring-out was a
great success—zo far. But Harry Whar-
ton left nothing to chance, and durin
the hours of the night sentries relieve
one another on the watch.

It did not seem likely, but it whs pos-
sible, that Me, Jeoffreys, the new Head

of Greyfriars, might attempt to surprise
the Remove camp while darkness
reigned.

In the passage a single light burned.
Bob Cherry and Wharton talked occasion-
ally in low tones as they sat by the
barricaded atair. TUp and down the pas-
sage fellows were camping oubk on
mattresses, .

Billy Bunter, in Study No. T, listened
for several minutes alter he had asked
hie question without receiving a reply.
Deep silence lay wpon the great school
huildi‘;f.

“Toddy ! murmured Bunter, to make
sure.

But Peter Todd was breathing steadily,
and did not move or spezk.

Bunter grianed in the gloom, and rose
to his feet with caution. He tiptoed to
the open door of the study, set hia
spectacles straight on his fat little nose,
and blinked out.

All the fellows in the passage were
asleep, with the excepntion of the two
juniors watching. And they had their

acks to Bunter.

The Owl of tha Remove chuckled
slently. and steoned out of the study.

On tiptee, with infinite caution, he
made his way slong the Remove passage
to the box-room at the end.

The box-rocom was the storehouse of the

l

rebels, where sapplies of provisions on a
large scale were stacked.

uch to the 'l?IHI"J-'Emﬁﬂn of Bunter,
Harry Wharton & Co. strictly enforced
the “‘grub rules” during the barring-
out. ence William George DBunters
midnight raid.

He stole softly into the box-room. He
did not venture to turn on the light lest
it should be obzerved by the sentries at
the other end of the passage.

But Bunter knew his way about the
box-room in the dark. In the daytime
he officiated as cook for the garrisen, and
he had been bumped half a dozen times
for taking too hberal snacks between
meals. But the fat junior was geing to
take a snack now that would put any
other fellow's squarest meal to the blush.

“ Beasts !” murmured Bunter. " Fancy
keeping o fellow short of grub when
we've gobt stacks of it here! Blow the
regulations! Pool!™

And Billy Bunter started operations in
the dark.

In the silence of the box-room there
was & low and steady sound—the inces-
sant champing of Bunter's hungry jaws.

For nearly half an hour there was no
other sound, and by that time even
Bunter's champing was slackening down
a little. .

But suddenly the fat jupior paused,
with a chunk of Einenpp'iu alf-way to his
mouth, and pricked up his fat ears.

There was a sudden sound—faint, but
unmistakable — ontside the box-room
window.

The fat junior shivered.

The thought of burglars came into his
mind at once,

Dutzide the box-room window were flat
leads, which could be easily reached from
the ground, especially if a ladder were
used. Fellows sometimes elimbed out
that way. It was easy to get from the
leads into the box-room. And Dunter, as
he listened with straining ears, distinctly

‘caught the sound of shuffling feet on the

leads.

Y Ow 1" murmured Bunter, his fat face
changing colour. *0Oh, dear!”

Click !

In the darkness Bunter could see
nothing clearly, but he knew that the
catch of the window had heen forced
back by means of a knife insorted be-
tween the sashes.

Faintly there came to his fat ears*the
sound of the lower sash being pushed up
cautiously from the outside.

The fat junior, shivering in avery limb,
rose to his feet, his fat face as white as
chalk. He tiptoed to the door of the
box-room, shaking all over, thinking only
of escape before the burglars got in.

“Br-r-r-r!" come a growl, as he stepped
on Johnny Bull, on a mattress in the

sgage.  Wharrer marrer?”

“ Burglars!” gasped Bunter.

Johnny Buall sat up. ‘He gave Bunter a
glara in the gloom, and grasped him by
one fat leg.

“Now, you podgy idiot—=""

¥ go! Burglars!™

“I'll burglars you. you spoofing toad !”
growled J:gmn}? Bull. "“Have you been
after the grub®

“Hallo! What's the row?” murmured
Nugent drowsily. )

“Bhut up, there!” came Bquifi’s slecpy
voice.

“ Burglars!” panted Bunter. * They're
getting into the box-reom through the
window—— Leggo! Ow——""

“Hallo, I can hear something!” ex-
claimed MNugent, who was listening. *“ My
hat! Up you get, you fellows!™

“Rot!” growled Johmny Bull. *It
isn't l:-urg'lm's. Bunter's been after the
grub—-"

“It's Jeffreys & Co., though, T'll bet
my hat!" exclaimed Nugent, springing
to his feet. * Wake up, you fellows!”

“By gpum, I didn't think of that!"

""I—I think it's burglars!” gasped
Bunter. *“ Anyway, it's somebody ™

““Halla, halle, hallo!™ came Bob
Cherry’s powerfiil ‘voice along the pas-
sage. “T-'?ﬁat’s the row "

“Wake up "’ shouted Nugent,
nig+hl.'- u.t.l;m:'l{l‘“

“My hat!”

Nugent dashed into the box-room, and
awitched on the light.

A startling scene met his gaze.

The window was wide open. Loder
and Walker and Carne of the Sixth wera
already in the room, and Mr. Schwartz,
the new master of the Remove, was just
climbing in. Mr. Jeffreys, the temporary
Head n% Greyiriars, was outside, h&]ﬁin
the Form-master from the leads. Behind:
him Gosling, the porter, could be seen,
end Mimble, the gardener. It was a
night attack in force!

‘Back up!” shouted Nugent.

“Rack up, RHemove!” shouted Harry
Wharton, dashing along the passage.

And a buzring crowd of juniors, half-
dressed and wildly excted, poured into
the box-room.

“It's o

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
A Ducking for Four !
i IVE 'em socks!"™ roared Bab
| G Cherry.
“Down with them ™
The Famous Five rushed to
tackle the enemy at once,

Loder & Co. were armed with stout
ash-plants, and they hit out at once.
Harry Wharton had a stump in his hand,
and he replied with interest; but his
comrades wera unarmed.

“Back up!” yelled Wharton.

“We'ra coming!” yelled back Peter
Todd.

“ Pile in, Remove!” shouted Vernon-
Smith, the Bounder of Greyfriars. He
came speeding up with a fire-shovel in his
hand.

M. Schwartz rolled into the room, a
thick cane in his hand. Behind him came
the three prefects

They were hotly attacked at once.

The Bounder made a spring to the
window, where Mr. Jeffrevs was bunking
Gosling up on to the aill

Bmithy's left, clenched, and as hard as
iron, smote Gosling on the chest, and tha
Rnrter flew backwards, gending Mr.
‘Jeffreya avar with a crash. The new
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Head sprawled on the leads, and Gosling
sprawled over him, gasping and grunting.

The Bounder slammed down the win-
dow and fastened the catch.

Aid was thus cut off from the quartette
already inside, and they wera hotly
engaged with a swarm of excited juniors.

Had the whole party gained admission
before the alarm was given, and had the
rebels been taken hy surprise, the resuit
might have been very ditferent. DBut as
it was Loder & Co, had no chance.

More und more of the Fourth and the
Remove were swarming into the box-
Toom now, wide awake, and the invaders
ware simply overwhelmed by numbers.

Loder and Carne and Walker, resist-
ing fiercely, were borne down upon the
ficor, and the rebels pinned them there
by sheer weight.

BIr. Schwartz hit out furiously with his
cang, and for some moments kept the Re-
movites ot bay; but Wharton dodged
under his arm, and olosed with him. He
hooked the Form-master's leg, and
breught him to the floor with a crash,

The next moment hall & dozen juniors
wera on him.

Mr, Schwartz was pinned down, gasp-
ing and groaning, under innumerable
knees and feet.

Outside the window Mr, Jeffrevs raged,
and his cané had alreads struck through
a pane of glass,

A tin of pineapple, hurled by Tan
Brown, whizzed through the broken
pane, and landed on My, Jeffreys' noss.

The new headmaster gave a fiendish
howl, and disappeared.

Gosling and Mimble had already
dropped from the leads, and My, Joffreys
now deemed it prudent to follow them.
The night attack on the rebels of Grey-
friars had been a failure, thanks to Rilly
Bunter's midnight feast!

In the box-room were four who wished
gincerely that they had never tried 1t
Ol

“QOur win!" panted Bob Cherry, as he
sat down comfortably on Loder’s right
gar. “* Remove wins, as usual!”

“Fourth wins, you mean!"” sniffed
Temple.

ie Et_a!rr

“ Laok here, you checky fag—"'

“Jaffreys 13 licked, anyway,” inter-
rupted Harry Wharton, ‘“Guard the

window, you fellows! Thees rotters are
going to be pitched downstairs, but we'll
duck them first.”

“Hear, hear!”

“Hurrah 1"

“PDon’'t you dare—"" roarcd Loder of
the Bixth, as he was dragged to his fect
by the victorious rebels.

“Bring lim along!”

“Ha, ?m. ha!”

In the grasp of a dozon pair of hands,
(erald Loder was rushed out of the box-
roor, along the passage, to a bath-room,.

Bob Cherry turned on both taps into
the bath, while Loder struggled and
wriggled with apprehension.

“You cheeky young rotters!” he
panted, “Let go!  I'l go, if you like,
quiotly—" : ;

“You'll go wet!" grinned Bob’ Cherry.

"The wetfulness will .be terrific, my
esteemned and  disgusting  Loder!

¥ Shove him in!" roared Bolsover
major.

“He, he, he! Drop him in!"” giggled
Billy Bunter. "I say, you fellows, you've
got to thank me for this, you know "

*What were you doing in the box-
room ! demanded Bouiff gruffiy.

“Ahem! I—I thought they might
come, you know—"

“You fold me it
growled Johnny Bull.

# J—=]—I—that was only a figure of
specch, you know. I really meant—"

“You really meant that you were

was burglars,”

-
E
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| Johnny Bull areused | (See Chapter 1.) ]

scoffing the grub in the box-room, you
fat Owl!"" exclaimed Harry Wharton.
“Oh, really, Wharton—"
“PDuck him, too!™ exclaimed Peater
Todd.
“Yaroooh I"
Billy Bunter dodged and Red. 1
“ That's enough water for Loder,” said

Johnny Bull. “In with him!"”
Splash !
" Groooooghhh !

Gerald Loder floundered in the bath,
snorting like a grampus. His head was
pushed under the running taps -as he
struggled and floundered.

“Gug-gug-up-gooowww |"'

“H-ﬂ., hﬁ: ha!"

“Here's Carne!” shouted Temple of
the Fourth. And Loder was allowed to
ctawl out of the bath, and Carne was
ruehad in and depesited in his place.

“ Gug-gug-gug-gug ! ]

Carne crawled out, amid roars of
laughter, ay Walker was Dbrought in.
Walker went through the ducking with
ldud yells and threats, which died away
into gasps and gurgles, L

Then the three drenched and dripping
prefects were rushed along the passage
and pitched over the barricade, and they
scrambled down the stairs, with stumpa
and sticks lunging at them from behind.
It was not an easy descent, but Lader &
Co. did it in record time.

“Now for Schwartz!" grinned Bob
Cherry.

A crowd of fellows were already duck-
ing Schwartz. The Form-master rolled
in the flgoding bath, under the running
taps, shrigking threats and words of fury.
But the juniors did not care for his
threats. As fast as he tried to scramble
out he was pitched back, till at last he

ave it up, and sat in the bath with only
Eia head above the awamping water.

“Let me gerrout!” His threats were
changed to pleading now. *Let me go!
I—I will not trouble you again! Only

let me go! I shall catch eold—" |
“You'ra npt wanted at Greyiriars"

said Harry Wharton, ** Will you promise

to leave the school if we let you gol”
“I=—I cannot—"

“B8hove him under !

“I[-]Iu., ha, ha!”

“Gug-gug-gug

"Tlu%:k you'd like to leave Greylriam

now " grmned Bob Cherry, as Mr.

Behwartz's head camo ulis again, anorting.
will

| F¥
»

= G?W&Dgh! o | go! I will
anything! Yow-ocw-coooch!™
“Ha, ha, ha!"

“Kick him cut!”

The Form-master was bounced out of
the bath, and rushed along the Remove
passage. He went bundling over the
barricade, as Loder & Co. had gone, and
bumped on the lending below. And a
shower of empty sardine and condensed-
milk tins drove him down the lower stairs
yelling.

“Ha, ha, ha!” rocared Bob Cherry.
“I fancy we win this round! JI'm on
sorry we didn't collar Jefireys!"

“1 say, you fellows—""

“Now we'll duck Bunter for scoffing
the prog—"'

“No, we'll let him off, as he gave tie
alarm,” said Wharton, laughing. *Wo
shall have to keep watch in the box-room
after this—="

“I say, you fellows, I'll keep watch
in the box-room, if you like!" axclaimed
Billy Bunter eagerly. * You can ‘leave

me theres! I don't mind staying there
ablmnal Yarooh! Leggo my ear, you
'&I:H!““

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Billy Bunter was not left on the watch
in the box-rcom, DBut the rebels of Grey-
friars kept o very keen watch at night,
in case r. Jeffroys should renew his
attempt to take them h¥ surprise. Buk
probably Mr. Jeffreys' followers, if noc
the Head himself, had had enough, for
there was no alarm,

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Wingate Takes & Hand !
" OME . in!" snapped the Head.
‘ br. Jefirays was in his study,
ing. to and fro with a
mmng brow.

He was striving to think out some
Tee Maioner Linzamny.—No. 506.
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method of desling with the rebels of
Greyfrars, who bad set his authority ot

&
mmﬂ af a tap came at the door.

It was Wingate of the B the captain
of x who e:i::hﬂm -study.
Mr. Jefireys looked at hom grimly. Win-
gate hod not given him the support dur-
ing the ﬂb\siim which the tyrant of
G rary comsidered he had a right to.

* eorge Wis
e Wmgate's face was very grave,

“Wel?” snapped Mr. Jeffrays.

“*Matters are in a very bad state im
this school, =ir,” said Wingate quietly,

“I do mob care to discuss the state of
affairs with you, Wingate,"

“T have not comree hers for a discuseion,
gir, I have to tel you what I have
decided to do.™

“Indeed ™

The Fomove and the Foorth Form are
joined in a barring-out,” said Wingate.
* I8 has been going on since Monday. It
was caused by your cruelhy and injesiice
to the juniors.™

“Wingate! How dare you!"™ thon-
dered the Head “Lerve my stady!”

Wingate &id not move. He bad come
thare to speak in plain English, and he
intended te do so.

“That i wy view, sir, and the view of
the whole school. I am quite aware that
all the masters thimk the smme, cxcepling
Mr. Schwariz, whom you brought here
voursell, You htve =ent awsay Mr
Queichﬂa the R{jcmm'e-m-e:,frh&r. baganse he
o our tyranny.

P Wingute 17 gasped the Head.

“The school 18 now in a state of riok.
At any moment the other Forms may
join in the rebellion. You cannot deal
with it. Yeu have loet todally’ the respect
of the school; and force is useless. This
state of affairs cannot on. As head
of the Sixth, and captain of the échool,
I cannot allow it 1™

“¥Wou—cannot—allow 1™ atuttered Mr.
Jeffreya, )

“I have thought it over, eir, very ¢are-
fully,’” . eaid Wingnte qmetl[jr. “Thia
state of affairs is not pood enough for
Greyfriars.”

e ve my study I”

“T Mave decided what to do, and I| be

think it only fair to tell you, sir.”

“*Tndeed 1™ snecred Mr. Jeffreys. " And
what have you decided to do@"

“T intend to place the matter before
the fﬂ‘i’ﬂﬂﬂrﬁ. %

"What ?" -~

“You were sent here by the governors
to take Dr. Locke's place when he went
away ill,”" said Wingate. “I am quite
certain .that you have not reported to
the Board the present state of the school.
You may blamo the juniors as much as
vou like; but, under Dr. Locke’s rula,
there was never a hint of imsubordina-
tion. Assoon s the governors hear what
has happenéd I think they will know
where to lay the blame.”

Mr. Jeffreys clenched his hands hard.
He was only too well aware of that.

“1 int.encf: therefore, to write to-day
to the chairman of the Board,” said Win-

ate. "It 1s time for the governors to
mterfere and restore order in the school.
You canmot do it."

“Wingate !

“*1f vou prefer me not to write—"

“1 forbid you to write ! shouted Mr,
Jeffrevs. .

“t_de Fﬂi meer\vn_h} ntcrt- g:lwlt;m’" re

SOTge ingata mly, "“yen

mt regtore order Elﬂ the school ghia
morning. ™

“'H“ l:Il-r'B Fﬂ'“ I:u

“That can be done, I think—at least,
I hope—by doing justice. You -must
rescind jfhe sentencés a tonn you
have passed upon some of the Remove;

TEx Maiewrr LiBRART.—No. 505, -

you must leave evervone concerned in
the barring-out umpunished; snd you
must stop completely the system of bully-
ing and tyranny you heve established 1n
the school. If that is done, I may be able
to induce the juniors to cease their rabel-
lion and restore discipline.™

Mr, Jeffreys' face was purple.

Hea advanced towards Wingate with his
hands clenched as if ke w gtrike him.
The big Sixth-Former did not move. His
clear eyes met Mr. Jeffreys” furious look
&0 T that the headmaster stopped.
His half-raised hand dr to his side.

AN Ft is the anewer, sir 1" asked Win-
gate, after a panes,

“Loave sdudy !

" Very ﬁl!”

Wingate turned to the door,

“I forbid you te write {0 the
governors, Wingate !

‘1 intend to write,”

“Then you diechbey me—your head-
masterT"
| "I am bound to do eo, in this case.™

*TFake care’ Wi te! I have power
to expel you from the echool, and I shall
not besitate to do so if necessary.”

Wingate's lip eurled.

“¥You cannot expel me,” he sald.
“¥Your power here 3 at an end, Mr. Jef-
f_n:r. ou have thrown it away your-
selfl. Nobody in the school respects you,
And i you should expel me, as you say
vou will do, I shall refuee to go, exactly
a5 Wharion of the Remove refused. The
matter would be decrded the
governors, and you know as well as I
b what their dectezon would be.”

Mr, Jefireys pointed to the door with a
finger that trembled with rage.

Go!"™ he muttored.

T'i;:]ingate left the study without another
WOrd,

The new Head of Greyfriars resumed
. hia restlees pacing of the etudy. The
janior barring-out had given him trounble
enough, He knew, too, that Wingate
had said aright. The whole echool was
on the verge of revolk [Even his
favourites, oder, Carne, and Mr,
Schwartz, were scared by the pass things
had come to. And now the matter was
to be made known to the governing body,

From his window, ten minutes later,
aaw (Feorge Wingate cross to the
school letter-box with a letter in his hand,

He knew what that meant,

Unless the revelt in the school was
crushed at onece, and order restored, a
visit from the governom would find Grey-
friars in & state of riot. It wonld not be
mtitch uge to lay the blame upon the bovs.
They had never dreamed of revelt under
Dyr. Locke's rule. Even now, the refurn
of their old headmaster would have put
an ond to #he barring-out at once. Mr.
Jaffrevs knew where the blame lay, and
]_m knew that the governors would know

It was nearly time for mormng classes.
Mr. Jefireys left the study at last, and
made hms way,» with a black brow, to the
Remove etaircase. Though 1 went
hitterly against the grain, he was think-
ing of making some gecommodation with
rebels.  After all, he

the reckless youn
ent on them after-

counld wvisit pum
wards—somehow,

A ehout greeted him from the other
side of the barricade, which was lined
with faces at once,

"“Hallo, halle, halle!*

“ Here's the old bird !”

“Where did you get
Jeffreys 7't

*¥a it b face?"

“Ha, ha, ha!l"

Mr. Jeffrevs looked up from the land-
ing, pale with rage. It was pretky clear
that the Remove fellows had no respect
lef‘E Eur ﬂtlfliu hmdrfeﬂj-ter.

5 panted,
“Hear, hear! Go it, Jefireys!”

that faece,

barring-out could

THE BEST 8" LIBRARY D@~ THE " BOYS' FRIEND” 3°. LIBRARY. "gi&*

“On the bawl!™

“Ha, ha, ha!™

“Buck up, Jeffreys, before I let you
have this sardine-tin on the nose!” said
the Bounder.

Mr. Jeffreys clenched his hande till the
naile dug into the palms, How was he
ever to regain authority over these reck-
lesa young scampe? he habit of dis-
cipline, once broken, how was it to be
mended ¥
g H?gﬂa it is time this nonsense censed,™
he eaid, in a gasping voice. *“‘I—I am
prﬁpqreﬁ t-:-!deal with you leniently.”

m.l .:I‘l

te“ In i:fa{:t. IFI will withdrawwﬂj::a fen-

nee of expulsion passsd upon arton
Nugent, Shcn‘j, Bull, Tﬂd Hurres
Singh.” The words seemed torn from
Mz, Jeffreys’ compressed lips. ‘‘Return
to your duty at once, and this affair shall
be totally forgotten, and no punishment
inflicted I"

There wae a buzz among the rebels.

Thie was as complete a surrender as
they could have desired. But there was
no sign of accepiance on the part of the
garrizon of the Remove passage.

Harry Wharton looked down atendily
at t}rif a-tiﬁiaﬁter. n 19 e

“ Not encugh ! gaid tersely.

“Whatton 1" s

“We can’t trust you, sir !” said Whar-
ton quietly. " You offered us termuz be-
fore, and asked far a deputation to come
to your study. When we came you
attempted to collar ue, te turn ua out of
the school. This is another trick of the
same kind, and we don’t trust you!”

" No 'uiif fear ! gaid Bob Cherry em-
phatically. * ¥Wou can't catch birds twice
with the same chaff, old scout 1™

“The catchfulness will not be terrifie
my esteemed and- beastly Jeﬁr&:al’;
grinned the Nabob of Bhanipur.

“I—I assure you, upon my word——"»
stammered Mr. Jeffrevs.

if H.-ﬂt-ﬂ- IH

IIBMhIH

* Your word ien't worth anything, Mr.
Jeffrevs,” said Harry Wharton g:mll ;
“Wa don’t intend to put ourselves
your power by trosting you.™

“?n fear 1¥ R i

“¥You young fools!™ -thundered Mr.
Jeffreys. “Do you think that thie state
of affairs can last?”’

It will last till you leave Greyfriare 1™
said Wharton determinedly., *“*\WWe don't
acknowledge wou as our headmaster.
You've got to go, and take Schwartz with
you. ntil n the barring-out goes
m P

"Yes, rather 1™

“Hear, hear "

“The hear-hearfulness is terrifie 1"
“Give him the sardine-tin, S8mithy 1
Whiz !

Mr. Jeffreys dodged, and fled down the
lower etairs, It wae pretty plain that
there was to be no accommodation with
the rebels, And the letter to the chair-
man of the governing body was already
posted |

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Reinforcements !

ORNING lessons proceeded at
Greyfriare, but not quite as
usual.

The fact that the Remove and

the Fourth were holding a successful

not fail to have ite

effect upon the other Forms, especially
the fngs.

The Second and the Third were in a

very restive state, and the Bhell were by

‘no means as respectiul as usual to Mr.

Hacler.

Even the Fifth, seniors ae they were,
showed some aigns of restlessness, Horaco
Coker declared loudly that Mr. Jefireys'
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new custom of caning the Fifth was gainf
to stop. Coker declared that if Mr. Jei-
freys ventured to cane him again he
would dot Jeffreye in the eye. Forfun-
ately, Mr., Jefireys had p“ﬂllﬂ learned his
legson, and he left the Fifth entirely to
their own Form-master, :

My, Jeffreya, in fact, was learning &
good deal; but it came too late to be of
much use to him. His interference
between musters and their Forms had
exasperated both parties, and had it con-
tinued there.was no doubt that the re-
volt would have spread through
school. ' .

Mr. Jeffreys just managed to avoid
that by giving up entirely his new
system of interference and tyranny.

He had, in fact, been defeated all
along the line; and hivd he been a man
of his word the barring-out might have
come to an end. But the rebels had
trusted him once, and he had sought to

lay them false. They would not truat
Eim again, It was now a fight to a
finish, for the rebels’ terms of peace were
that the new Head should leave Grey-
friars, and to that Mr, Jeffreys counld
net consent. He had, in fact, landed

himself into a position from which there.

was no espape, wnless, somehow, the re-
bellion could be erushed by sheer force
before the governors of the school inter-
venad. J
While morm classes went on, and
the rebels pluyed leap-frog in the Remove
assage, free of  essons, the tyrant of
%rﬂjgi&'ﬂ was .debating with himself;
and, later in fhe morning, he Tleft the
school and walked down to Friardale,
Hea returned in time for lunch, with a

somewhat eatisfied expression on his

face. :

Wingate was called into his study a
little later.

"You have written the letter you re-
farred to this morning, Wingate?' the
new Head asked coldly.

“Yes, sir.” .

“¥ou have directly disobeyed me.”

“I had no cheice, sir, considering my
duty to the school,” said the captain of
Greviriars calmly. : :

“{fn::u cannot =emain at this school
after disobeying my commands,” said
Mr., Jeffreys. “You will leave this
afternoom ™

Wingate lpoked at him atmﬂihy.

“7 shall not leave [ he replied.

“¥You dispute my authority here,
then " '

“To that extent, yes”

*“Yery good! orce will be used,”
said Mr. Jeffreys.

Wingate smiled slightly.

As force had failed to subdue the rebels
of the Remove, it did not scem likely to
succeed with the head of the Sixth, who
had plenty of friends to support him in
his own Form, Only Loder & Co. were
in
Jefireys, and certainly they wou
nave dreamed of tackling Wingate.

“ That matter will be decided. when the |

governors come down, sir,” said Win-

ate. “Have you anything else to say
o ma 1"

“ Nothing at present.”

Win ata%n:-ft. the study, feeling o little
umleg. Hia chum, Gwynna of the
ixth, met him in the passage.

o EI_:'im- man has some card “l.:ip his gleeve,
I think,"” Wingate remarked. *I .can’t
quite see what 1t 1s. He's told me to go,

PﬂddF-”
“Sure, you've only got to say the
ickk him out of

word, and the Sixth will

Greyfriars, bag and baggage,” said
Gw;nna_ o ng, faith, I'liggi!.ga him the
firat kick 1"

Wingate smiled.

“I certainly shall not go," he said.
“1 can't imagine what hus ﬁumu is, bui
I'm settled on that! 4 shall be glad

the | Goeling simpl

such an individual marching coolly in at | be lik

the least inclinad to back 1.1[.';i M‘; com
n

‘followed him acroes the
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when the governors come down. I fancy

I know how that will end for Jeffreys.
Mr. Jeffreys, after Wingate had left
him, stood at hia study window, looking
out towards the gates. He scemed to be
in o atate of ex tion. It was some
little time later that Gosling, looking out
of his lodge, stared with great wrath
at a thick-set man with a red-spotted
neckerchief, who tramped in at the gates.
He was & very tough-looking customer,
with a broken nose, s very square, blue
chin, and & heavy cudgel under his arm.
7 blinked at tho sight of

the school gates, and he fairly bounced
out of his lodge. ;

*“Hi, there !" snapped Gosling. “YWhat
do you want 'ere?”

o gentleman with the broken nose
did not heed him. He glanced back into

tho road. SR
“Come in; mates!” he said, in a
husky, besry voice.

To Gosling’s amazement, eight rough-
looking fellowa, almost as tough i
a};pﬁarmcﬂ as their leader, marched in
after him. : 3

Goaling could scarcely believe hia eyes.

*What's this game?” he gasped.
“Wot I says is this 'ere, you can't come
in "ere, you ‘ooligans{” '

The man with the broken nose came to-
wards him with a very ugly look on his
face.

“I'm Mick Sharper,” he said. “I
could knock wyou flyin’ with one 'and.
Any more of your lip, an' I'll do 1t.,
Beet"”

Gosling retreated & pace. The ruffian
could certainly have carried out his
threat if he had choscn,

“You ain’t no business "ers,” faltered:
Gosling. “The likes of you ain't wanted
‘ere, %\an, vou clear hoff !™ ;

“@ive 'im one on the kisser, Mick "
said one of the tough-locking gentlemen.
“3het 'is tater-irap for ‘im!'

Goeling backed farther away,

This mvasion by a gang of the
Io at charactersa in the neighbour-
h astounded as well as alarmed him.
He recognieed some of the gang as
habitues of the Cros: Keys public-house.
T worked along tho river—when they
worked at all, But moat of their time
was spent in lounging against the posts
at the Cross Keys, or supporting the
drink traffic by quenching o thirst that
never soemed quite satisfied.

Why the gang should march in ab the
gates of Greyiriars was a deep mystery
to CGesling. But evidently he couldn’t
deal with them.

“Fot anything more to say?” asked
Mr. Sharper, doubling up a knuckly
fist: and flourishing it under Gosling's

nose. _ )
“ Nunno!" stammered Gosling.
] Tlg.lﬂn go and tell Mr., Jeffveys we've

o'
“ Wha-a-at 1"

“Deaf, hey?" asked Mr. Sharper sar-
castically.

“ You—you—meantersay Mr. Jeffreys
is hexpecting of you?’
porter.

“Wot-ho!  Tell 'im Mr, Sharper's,
come. -And 'urry upl”™

" Oh, my heye !" murmured Gosling.

He simply tottercd away towards the
School House. Mick Bharper & Co.
uadrangle.
And from the window of Study No. I in
the Remove startlad pyes walched them,

o hat 1" exclaimed Harry Wharton.

iy ’{mt on earth 18 that gang doing
here i” exclaimed Bob Cherry.

Wharton smiled grimly. .

“They've come for us!” he said.

“ Us!" repeated Nugent.

The Bounder burst into a laugh,

“ Reinforcements for the en ™ he
oxclaimed, *‘Jeffreys haa been

-them !

‘han

in | def

atuttered the |

own to "

One Penny. 6

the wvillage and engaged the gang of
ﬁy infants, there's going to be
a first-class shindy now !

“ Jeffreys wouldn't call in a gang of
becry loafors from a pub!” exelaimed
Temple of the Fourth, aghast.

“He's done it!"

* But—but——"

“Nine of them!"” said Vernon-Smith
coolly. **Well, there's enough of us to
e them—what?"

“Quite | said Wharton.

“ But—but,” said Temple, in dismay,
‘ they're regular hooligans! This won't

ike scrapping with er and Carne,.
Wharton.”

“I know it won't!"™

“Loock here, I'm not going to start
fighting with ruffians like that, I can tell
you ! exclsimed Skinner.

" You wouldn't be much use, anyway,

kinney,” said Squiff. “Go and hide in

o _trunk somewhere. Line up at tho bar-
ricade, you fellows !”
The rebels of Greyfriars manned the
ences,  Some of the garrison were in
& state of dismay at the sight of the new
force the Head had called in to deal with
them. But Harry Wharton & Co. were
firm as a rock. Come of it what might,
their motto was no surrender |

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
An Aftack In Foree ]

RAMP, tramp, tramp !
Heavy boots rang on the lower
staircase,

Harry Wharton & Co. manned

the barricade at the end of the Remove

passage, ready for the attack.

Mick Bharper led his merry men up
to the landing belox the Remove stair.
case. Wharton counted them., There

wore five with Mr, Enh.uil?er. Three had
remained below; .but Wharton did not
suppose for a moment that they were
going to atn_}r out of the scrap.

., Smithy I" he whispered.

L1 Ym EI-I

“They're going to tackle us on twe
sides. (Get into the box-room with a
dozen fellows, and look after the window.
They're pretty certain to come that
WAaY.

"“You bet!” said the Boundss. :

“Bkinner, Btott, Bunter, Fish, Snoop,"

called ont Wharton, “watch the study
windows, and

'l out if & h-ud]r bri
a-ladder in sight.” e e
“Right you are!"
Wharton had Jﬂd:tmualﬂ
who were uselesa in the
that duty.

selacted those
ghting-line for

It was necessary to k watch at all
possible lpmr.n':.al of attack. But there were
ty of fellows for the defence. In the

x-room, the Bounder headed one party
inclading Mark Linlegc_ Penfold, Lord
Mauleverer; Bolsover, Vivian, Newland,
Russell, Ogilvy, and some more
fighting-men. At the barricade were tha

amous Five, with Mi Desmond,
Mhr%an. Peter Todd, Tom Dutton, Wib-
ley, 2, Kipps, and a c¢rowd more.

They were bac up by Temple, Dab-
ney, Fry, Scott, and a swarm more of the
Fourth, In fo#t, there were so many de-
fendera that there was not room for all
of them at the front. .

Tom Brown, Hazeldene, Bulstrode,

Delarey, wiff, and some more were

d on chairs and stools behind the
front ] with a supply of empty con-
densed-milk and sardine tina to fire ovar

the heads of the defenders. All the rebels
knew that it was going to be a severe
tussle, and that it would not do to stand
Oh Ceremony. =

Mr. - Joffrays hﬂfﬁlh&.in tt];“ gang of
hooligans as a desperate resource.
He could not have bean quits. -in

Tag MaoNET LipRaRY.—No. :



6

his ‘'own mind about it, for they were
likely to do real in the excite-
ment of the fight. But the Head had
no other resource, save complete surren-
der, and he was taking the risk of what
waa, in fact, & decidedly risky proceed-
ingr,

g-'.'[r. Sharper & Co. arrived at the barri-
cade, and the juniors looked at them
grimly from above. It was a strong posi-
tion, the barricaded staircase from the
landing to th::ly Remave sage, and 1&;
deperided mal upon the courage an
mdfep& aatness of the Egrrimn whether they
made their defence good or not, .

But if there were some of the garrison
who faltered and kept in the rear, the
majority were firm and fearless, And
they eyed Mr. Sharper & Co. very grimly
¢ver the Pihd'ui} furniture on the stairs.

Mr. Sharper looked up at them, and
grinned, .

“ Nice game.this—wot?* he remarked.
“ Now, g'pose you kids knows what
we're "era for?”

“We can guess!" said Wharton.

“The guessfulness is terrifict” re-
marked Hurrea Singh. ' If the esteemed
and boozy bounders come on, the thrash-
fulness will also be great.™

“We've got horders from your ‘ead-
master to stop all this,” said Mr. Sharper,

“Well, po ahead and stop it!" said
Nugent.

“And see what you'll get!” growled
Johnny Bull. 5

“I'm giving you a chanst,’” said Mr.
Bha generously. “Pull all this ‘ere
rubbish orf these ‘ere stairs, and come
down and take your medicine. Other-
wise you may get 'urt.”

“Rata!™

“(io and eat coke :

“ Take your face away and bury it, old
ecout!” .

Mr. Sharper’s eyes began to- glitter,

“Har you giving in, or har you not?"”
he roared.

“We har not!"” replied Bob Cherry.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Then ‘ere goes!” said Mr. Sharper
grimly. “Mind, you may get 'urt. 1
ain't responsible for that there. If you
it ont, we shall it out, and thess 'ers
gticks may ‘urt yoo. -You understand
that, hey?"” : ;

“ We do—we does!” smiled Bob Cherry.
““Come on, dear boy, and Il see if I can
put vour nose straight again with this
bat ™

**Ha, ha. ha!"

The broken-nosed gentleman scowled.

“Come on, mates!” he said,

From the strong aroma of spirits that
foated up from the gang the juniors
could gueses that Mr. Jeffreys had been
fm'tifﬁl his recruits for the combat with
B0 ing stronger than lemonsde. They
were in & fighting mood, and it was plain
that they did not expect much resustance
from schoolbays. )

On that point they were shortly to dis-
cover that they had made a slight mis-
take. _

There came & shrout from the box-room

at the other end of the }}zuige -
ok out at yo

“*Here they come!
.ond, Wharton '

“Right-ho, Smithy !" _

There was a sound of crashing glass.
The box-room window had gone.

“Thep're at 61" grinned Mr. Sharper.
“Come on, mates! Foller your blinkin’
leader 1" ! .

And with 8 rush the six hooligans
assailed the barricade.

“Back ap!™® rozred Bob Cherry.

“Back up, Remove "

“Fire!" yelled Tom Brown.

There was a sudden whizzing of all
sorts ‘of missiles as Mr. Sharper & Co.
rushed on, and yells of pain from the |

(LN
.

assailants followed. Milk-tine at close
quarters were not agreeable.

- But the fusillade did not stop them.

They came on fGereely, clambering over
' the barricede, and reaching our with
their cudgels to whack at the defenders.

Crash, crash, cragh!

Blows on both sides fell on the stacked-
up tables and chairs, most of them nailed
to the staircase, and immovable. Legs
flew off chairs under the heavy blowa.
The Remove furniture wgs suffering
gsevera damage. Mr. Sharper’s leg shid
down nmong the stacked chairs.
found it difficult to pull it out again,
and he remained fixed. He flourished
his cudgel, and roared to his comrades to
conle on. .

The other five clambered on, recklessly

gmashing furniture under them as the
CAMma, Iﬁq and brooms and stumps an
t bats met them, with lunges and awipes.

here was & crashing of opposing weapons
as they met.

Crash, crash!

“(o for 'em!"

“Come on, mates!”

“"(zive "em socks!”

“¥arcooh !"

“Oh, my ‘ead!™

“ Yooop!™

It was o terrific combat.

The pen of a Homer or the t
of 8 Kipling could havdly have.
Tice to 1t

Below, on the lower stairs, Mr. Jeffreys
watched the attack snxicusly,

Thie ruffians were in o farjous state of
mind now, belaboured and bruised by the

Ewritﬂr
A jus-

weapons of the defenders; and they were
slashing out wildly with heavy codgels,
But the garrison stood to their guns.

HSeveral of them retired wit ::éﬁ
bruises, one or two of them half-stun
by savage blows; but as fast as one re-
tired another took his plece, y

And cricket-bats gave blows gquite as
doughty as the cudgels

A broom was driven under Mr. Bhar-

r's chin, and bore him backwards, and
E:; rolled off the barricade, taking twe or
three smashed chairs crashing with him to
the landing below. After him rolled two
of his comrades, dazed by the Gerce blows

e hin nd they had
Three were pus on, & ¥
» i.n’ru:r side of the

their logs down on t
defences. U'ne was grasped, and dragged
down and pinioned. The other two were
swept back by charging mops, and sent
rolling over the barricade, to tumbhle
down with Mr. Ehgmn

“ Hurrah ! panted Bob Cherry, mop-
ping hie nose, which was streaming red.

“Yow-ow-ow!” came from the
prisoner, under a see of Remove boots.

“Tie that rotter up!” panted Whar-

ton.
% Yow-ow! al ’Elp!"
Peter Todd and iff ran a cord about

the prisoner’s arm and legs, and knotied
| it., He was pitched into a !rtudg help-
less. Down on the landing, M. ; '@arper
& Co. were groaning over their injuries,
and did not seem inclined to come on

RERITL.

“ Watch for them, you chaps!"” panted
Wharton, and he scudded along the pas-
[ sage to the box-reom, where goun

of combat were fast and furious.

THE SIXTH CHAFPTER.

Defeated }
NOMN-SMITH and his comrades
i ‘,ﬂ were valiantly defending the bax-
TOOTL

The enemy had mounted upon
‘the leads outside, -and planted a bench
under “the box-room window to mount
upon. Three of the Cross Keys hooligans
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made the attack apon.the window, and
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]Lnﬂar & Co. were behind them on the

The window, sashes as well as glass,
had been smashed out,

S8mithy and his comrades defended it
fwell, but the fierce glashes of the cudgels
at close quarters drove them back, and
the three ruffians forced their way in.

One of them had jumped down into the
room, but a rush of the defenders kept
him busy. He had his back in a cornper,
and was warding off the swipes of a dozen
brooms and cricket-stumps, |

Two had their legs within the window,
and were engaged with the Bounder &

[Co., and fierce blowa were given aud

received. i

They scrambled Bown into the room
tiiuat_ as Harry Wharton arrived at the

oOT.

Loder, Carne, and Walker appeared m
the window to thern up. Vernon-
Smith was dabbing at a éut in his fore-
head, out of the combat for the moment.

“ Back up!’”” shouted Wharton. :

He charged at the window with a big
mop held %ikﬂ: a lance, and sent r
wh:{ﬂng back, with a crash, on the leads
outside.

The mop crashed on Walker's head the
neixht munj.ﬁ?t, and E\Taﬂmr joinegd )

eling with anguish,

y Cu;ﬁa did not wait for it. He dodged,
and jumped back. .

Wharton turned from the window.

The fight was mgin% in’ the box-room
between the-threé reckless hooligans and
& swarm of exsited juniors. ]

The captain bf the Remove swung his
mop round, and caught the nearest
rufian on the back of the head, and he
went to the floor with' a crash. , Another
went ‘down under the attack of Smmthy
and & half-dozen more juniors, and the
third scrambled out of the window.
Wharton's mop helped him from behind,
and he rolled on the leads yelling.

“Make sure of those two!™ panted
Wharton.

Li:l"i:re‘we got them!” gasped Mark

Thz struggling ruffidne were bound
hand and foot, and drlglfed aIun_ﬁ the
passage to a study an bundled in
Three prisoners of war remained in the
hands of the rebels.
_ A dozen fellows crowded the box-room
window, yelling to Loder & Co. to come
on again., But the assailarts in that

uarter had had enbugh, The three pre-
?ect.s dropped from the leads to the
ground and walk away, and

entleman from the Cross Keys followed

eir example. A shower of missiles
from the window followed them.

“QOur game !” said the Bounder ¢oolly,

“"You're hurt 1" said Wharton,

The Bounder laughed carelessly.

* Only a cut.”

Harry Wharton hurried back along the
pazsage. Danger on the side of the box-
room was over. At the barricade on the
stairs the defenders were waiting for
another attack, but, it had not come.
Mr. Jeffreps was urging the hooligans to
the assault, but they did not seem keen
on it. " There was not one of them who
had not been severely hurt.

“Come onl!"” roared Bob Cherry.
“You haven't had half enough yet!
C'ome on, you funks!” .

A step sounded on the lower stairs, and
George Wingate came up, with 2 crowd
of the Bixth after him.

“Mr, Jeffreys ! he rapped

The Head g at him,

“Go down at once, Wingate I”

“This has got to stop!™ said Wingate,
“Order these men out at once !

“ What 1" ]

“We've decided what to do,” said the
captain of Greyfriars. *“The Sixth Form
mﬂ not allow this kind of thing, Bome

out.

of the juniors might be seriously injured,
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Bend those men away, or we will put
them cutside.the gates ourselves!™

“ Wingate, how dare you—"

“That's enough!" broke in the Grey-
friars captain, * Are you going to send
these men away " i

“I'd like to seo you put mo hout!l
roared Mr. Sharper.

Wingate eyed him ealmly. ]
“I'll put you out fast enough if you
don't go!” ho said.

Mr. Jeffreys panted,
“Wingate, I order you—-"

*1 take no orders from you, Mr.
J{-‘Emgu!" ‘
“Drive those boys  downsboirs,

Sharper ! panted the Head. :

The Rixth-Formers looked grim.
There were & dozen of them; and they
were, as a matter of fact, rather too big
a proposition for Mr. Bharper & Co, to
handls, And they had thoughtfully
brought urinket-stutrgsa with them, in
case they were wanted, .

Mr. Sharper scowled at Wingate, but
he was not reckless enough to obey Mr.
Joffreys” furious order.

“Do wvou hear me?” thundersed the

Head. ]

“T ‘*ear you,” said Mr. Sharper
sullenly, “and I ain't taking any, I've
'ad enough of this 'ere. ook at my

‘aad ! There's three: or four blinkin’
bumps on it as large as heggs. Look at

it 1"
“ome and have some ald

gcout ! shouted Bob Cherry.

mora,
Wingate pointed down the stairs.
don't want any trouble; but if you don't
slenr. youll by, helped out”
it 1" demanded Mr. Bharper. “ Let this
"ére old genk pay us’the gquid each, as
g .

*1 shall pay you nothing unless
do what you came to do!" shouted

't Ain't we done our besf?” demanded
Mr, Sharper indignsntly, “A bloke

T tell yvou——"

“Pay up, then, and we'll get orf.”

“You won't pay up!” roarcd Mr,
Bharper, holding up Iu'g knuckles under
therse! Do you want that there on your
smeller 7'

“That's your way!"” he said. "We

“ Ain't I said that T'vé "ad enough of

reed, and we'll go!'

iir,

Jeffreys. 5
can't do no more than his best, can he 7"

7 ghall pay you mothing ! I—"
Mr. Jeffreys’ nose.

Mr. Jeffreys stacted back.

“Man! Ruffian! How dare—"
*“Har you geing to pay up!”
“1 refuse! I—" i

Mr, Jeffreys said no more, for the en-
raged Sharper seized him by the collar
and shook his like a rat,

“Now, har you going to pay upi™ he!
roared.

“Ha, ha, ha!" came from the juniors
above. "Go for him, Sharper! Give
him jip! Mske him pay up!” :

" Halp ! panted Mr. Je reys. “Win-
gate, help me, I beg of you!”

Wingate smiled contemptuously,

“You had bettar keep your agreement
with the man,” ho said. *This is no
busine=s of mine!"

“Har vou geoing to pay hup?” roared
Mr. Bharper. -

“Ow-ow-ow! Yes—vyes, certainly [
ghricked the unhappy Head. *“C-ccome
guwin. and—and I will ecertainly pay you !

w L}

“You'd better!" said Mr. Sharper
truculently.

He released the headmaster, who

Ercugﬂud downstairs, followed by Bharper
#Cr,

Wingate came to the barricade.

“Any of you kids hurt?"” he asked.

“Only a knock or two,” said
Cherry cheerfully. *“ All serone, Win-
ate.  We're not made of butter, you

“Look at that fuln

now [
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“You've got somo of this gang here, I

think 7" :

“ Three prisoners of war,” said Harry
Wharton, laughing.

Wingate laughed, too.

“You'd better hand them over,” he
said, **'We're going to see them off the

premises.™
Roll those

“Right-ho, Wingate !
rotters out, you fcllows!”

- The three prisoners were dragged out
and bundled over the barricade, yelling.
Wingate cut them loose when they rolled
on the landing, and they scuttled down-
stairs.

In the Head's study there was a hub-
bub of angry voices, As Mr, Bharper &

. had not quite carried out their con-
tract, the Head was extremely unwilling
to part with the m-:-nap But there was
no arguing with the hooligans, The
meant to be paid, successful or not, a

1d théy had to be. They marched out,
eaving Mr. Jeffreys
each of them richer tﬁe
promptly expended at
putting down drink !

Wingate ond his comrades saw them
out of gates; and Gosling locked the gates
after tﬁem.

In his study Mr, Jeffreys tramped to
and fro like a wild animal in his den.

He had played his last card, and failed:
How was he to deal now with the Grey-
friars barring-out?

a quid, to be
Crozs Keys in

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER,
The British Offensive !

*Dh, my nappér .
oo ﬂ-rn-nggl !cf;rnm!"
“Wow-wow ! The painfal-

ness is terrific !V

- Buch were the remarks in the Remove

passage after the combat,
The robels had won a victor

had defeated Mr. Jeffrevas and

his knavish tricks, aa Cherry ex-

pressed it.

But the fight had been hard, and there
wera many casualtics.  Bumps and
bruises galore adorned the heroes of the
Remove and Fourth. And thers was,
as Hurree Singh remarked, much groan-

58,

“Don't make a fuss abont & knock or

two, you fellows,” said Billy Bunter

enmuraginglr “I'm not complaining !"
Bolsover glared at him with one eye;

the other was closed, and the hue of the

nce of spades. ;
“You fat villain! You were

under a study table all the time!” he

snorted.

“ Oh, really, Bolsover—"'

“1 guess you're making a heap of fuss
about that eye, Bolsover,” remarked
ﬂshﬁf T, Fish. “(Qrin and bear it, my

E{}h, you wouldn't make a fuss about:a
black eye, would yout” demanded Bol-
sover, looking at the cheerful Fish os if
he could eat him.

“T caloulate not!" asnid Fish, with a
ghake of the head. *“I guess I'm not
soft! I guess I should come up smiling
every time! Just a few!"

“We'll see!"" said Bolsover; and he hit
out, and Fishy, catching his knuckles
with one eye, sat down on the floor,
roaring.

“Yarcoh! You howlin
you do that for?” yelled Fish.

“ o see how you'll stand a black eye !
grinned Bolsover. * Come here, Bunter,
and I'll give you a chance, tool”

But William George Bunter fled. He

Bob | did not want that chance. Fisher T. Fish

picked himself up, clasping his eye.
" Yow-ow-ow-ow-ow | " )
# What are you making a fuss about®

. Th
¥ruumﬂ .

L

One Penny. T

chortled Bolsover.
black."
“Yow-ow!

“Your eye isn't even

Yah! Oh! Oh, Jerusa-
lem crickets!” groaned Fisher T. Fish,
*Ha, ha, ha! :
“You mugwump! You ]u%l You—
" roared Fisher T. Fish, as

Yaroooh !
Bolsover major landed out again, and he

fed '“"“i;..i‘.i'*‘"i.% t little jokes to
inybody e ittle ;

make about a hlﬁ.k qﬁ?ﬁ?" dgmandﬂd.

Bolsover major, glaring round.

" Nobody had.

_ There was much mumbling and groan-

ing among the heroes of the Greyiriars

rebellion. But the complete victory

they had gained over the cnemy was a

consclation.

Mr. Jeffreys had plaved his last card—
they were sure of that. And he had
failed! His rule in Greyfriars was of a
kind that could only be upheld by
brutality and force, and force failed

"I wonder what the next merry mova
will be? Bob Cherry remarked, as the
chums of the Remove sat down to iea
just within the barricade. *“I don't see
what Jeffreys can do now, unless he calls
in the military,”

“Ha, ha, ha!"
w:.Ltbl.Eki , he cnn'!: I-cll:; ti!ut!" said
arton, laughing. "It looks to me as
if the game is played out for Jeffreys. Ho
can't rush our defences, and he can't
starve us out, as we've got enough grub
here for over a week, anyway. nd 1
don't suppose this can go on that long.”
“ No surrender, though!" said Bob,
(4] Nu fl!ﬂ.l‘I"

“The no-fearfulness is tﬂrrriﬁcbam:
worthy chums! But as there will no
nextful move from the respectable and
ludicrous Jeffreys, a wheezy good idea
would be for the nextful move to procead
from uws.” '

“My hat! A raid on the merry
enemy [ exclaimed Bob, his eyes gleam-

rinding his teeth, | him

ing.

The nabob nodded.

“That 13 the esteemed custom at tho
Front,” he remarked. ® When the honour-
able and revolting Huns are driven off,
the esteemed Tommies raid the enemy
trenches. Lot us rmmid the esteemed
trenches of our respected and disgraceful
headmaster.”

“Good ege!"

“A jolly good idea!"” esaid Wharton.
“We've sacked the Head—"

i:th hﬂ-, ha ™

“* And we've sacked Schwartz—-"

“We have—we has!"

“It's settled that wé don’t surrender
s0 long as Joffireys remnins the Head,
and so long as that rotien Prussian
is master of the Remove. We'll maka a
night-attack in our turn, and clea

wartz out of Greyfriars” '

* Hear, hear!™
“And the Hoad next!” maid Johnny
Bull, '

“That's 1£1"

“Bravo "

“Jolly good!” exclaimed the Bounder
heartily. *“Carry the war into tho
E:cri‘:an'a.ga camp—what? It's a corking

ea

“Jolly risky !" said Bkinner.

“Oh, go and eat coke, Bkinner!”

Hurree Jamset Ram Singh's suggestion
found favour with most of the rebels.
They locked forward cagerly to night-

idiob, what did | £511

all.

Now that they had proved their ability
to hold their stronghold against all-
comers, the rebels, like Alexander, sighed
for fresh worlds to conquer. And they

approved heartily of the suggestion to
“carry the war into Afriea,” like Scipio
of cl?.r The defence was to be followed

by an offenzive.
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Mr. Schwartz, the Form-master of
Prussian descent, was to be the victim.
He was not wanted at Greyfriars.

Night fell on Greyfriars without the
rebels having seon anythipg more of the
enemy. Hobson and some of the Shell
fellows came along to talk to them over
the barricade, but cleared off at bed-time.
The rebel juniors cam out in the Re-
move passage and studies as usual,

It was not likely that there would be
another attack, but the watch was set,
as peual, in the box-rcom and at the
barricade. Harry Wharton was too good
a leader to leave anything to chance.

At nightfall all was silent and still in
the great pile of Greyirnara,

Tt was then that the raiders prepared
for action. _ -

The Famous Five, Peter Todd, Squil
and the Bounder were the party sclec
far the offensive.

They donned rubber shoes, and a 1o
was Jowered over the banisters, to ena
them to descend to the staircase below
withﬁut- crmhfarfmg aver the barricade
ot the wpper aLair,

One nfgepr another they slid down the
rope, which was then pulled up, by Tom
Brown, on walch above. _

With silent steps the raiders groped
theig way-in the darkness, heading for
the room formerly occupied by Mr.

uelch, of which 3:. Schwartz was now
the tenant.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Sacked !
R. SCHWARTY was fast asleep.

M tainly was not of an offensive
on the part of tho heroes of the
barmng-out. )

A shake of his bedelothes awakened
him.

The new Form-master started up,
Llinking. The light waa turned on in his
raom, and round his bed stood eight
juniiors of the Remove, one of them with
g coil of cord in his hand.

“What—what—"" stammersd Mr
Sohwartz. .
Hurry Whartonn held up & cricket
etunap.

“Qilonee ! he said.

Y But—but-—" i

“Jf wyou yell, you get this on your
napper ' said the captain of the Remove.
“T don't want to hurt you, you Prussian
rotter, but we mean business. We've
come to see you—not Loder & Co. or the
Head, at present. . Savey?”

The Form-master blinked at them.

He knew that he had no chance against
the eight determined juniors, and bhe did
not think of resistance. And the shout
he would have uttered died on his lips.
The cricket-sturop over his head looked
a little too dangerous,

“What da you want?” he ted.

o F@ak lower ! growled Johnny Bull.

“We want you, Schwartz!™ said the
Bounder, with a grin. “¥You're going
to leave Greyiriera to-night!"”

* What *"

“You have bheen sacked, by order of the
Remove!”

Y ou—you—you—"

“That will do!? (Get out of bed!"

*“ Bharp's the word!” said Bob Cherry.

*Buck up, Schwarkz " _

The Prussian glared at the Greyfriars
juniors, Wharton made a motion with
the stump, and Mr. Schwartz hopped out
of bed. Nugent threw his dressing-gown
to him, and he huddled it on.

“Let him have his slippers,” said.Peter
Todd generoualy.

“Shove wour slippers on, Schwartz)
Bharp ¥
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If he was dreaming, it eer |

Mr. Bchwartz ground his teeth, and
put on his slippers.

"WNow, hold gut vour paws.”

t "What are vou going to do!™ hissed
t Mr, Bchwartz, his piggy little eyes glit-
tering with rage,

£d T.IE‘
f I will not—"

F - “Collar him!"

i Mr. Bchwartz was collared. He opened
f}us!i;lgs once more to thout, but again the
| brandished stump daunted him, and he
‘was silent. His wrists were bound
 securely together.

| Bob Cherry picked up a sock, and
[ cramamed it into Mr. Schwartz's mouth by
fway of a gag. The Form-master gurgled
land glared, but he did not venture to
resist,. Johnny Bull was grasping him
'by the back of the neck, and Johnny's
grasp was powerlul,

A length of cord, wound round Mr.
Zchwartz’'s head, and knotted, secured
the gag in its place. Mr. Schwartz was
perforce silent now,

The juniors were not taking risks, A
| sudden alarm might have brought round
them more enemiea than they were pre-
pared to deal with.

“Better bring his clobber ! murmured
the Bounder.

There was s chuckle. Mr. Bchwartz
had to. go as he was, in his dressing-
| gown and slippers. But certainly it wos
ﬂlﬂiﬁimhle to take his clothes along with

.
Harry Wharton gathered up the clothes

[in a bundle, Then the light was turned

out, and Mr. Schwartz was marched out

of the room in the midst of the raiders.
The Form-master trembled with sheer

rage.

He had had some startling experiences
with the Greyfriars Remove, but even
now he could hardly believe that they
were in ‘earnest, It seemed like g dream
to him,

With a strang grasp on either arm Nr.
Schwartz was marched down the passage
and the stairs in grim silence.

The big door of the School House was
locked, and there was no exit that way.
The porty headed for Mr, Behwartz's
study—formerly Mr. Queleh’s—on the
glt::?und flgor. They marched into it, and
elosed the door and locked it when they
were inaide.

Johnny Bull opened the window.

Y“{zet out, Schwartz!" said Harry
Wharton. The juniors did not waste a
“Mr." on the Prussian Form-master.

Mr. Schwartz gurgled. Hea could not
speak.

“We'll hel
tied,” said Harry.
get out.”

b Gurgle!

The juniors bundled the unhappy Hun
-thrﬂugﬁ the window. 8quiff and Peter
Todd, standing outside, received him,
and set him on his feet, his dressingigown
Bapping round him in the night wind.

ut in the quad the juniors gathered

¥ou, 43 Four paws are
"WBut you've got to
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round him again, and marched him away
in the dim starlight.

In the gloom Mr. Schwartz’e eyos were
glittering like a rat’s. But he could give
no” expression to the fury that burned in
hiz breast.
~ He realised now that the juniors were
in carnest. He was to be turned out_of
Greyfriars. There was no help for it!
The rebels of the school had passed from
the defensive to the offenmive with a
vengennce !

“The rotter has a key to the side
gate,” said Wharton. “ Go through the
packets of hia clobber.”

While S8quiff and Toddy held the Form-
master, his clothes were spread on the
ground, and the juniors searched them
for a key. Each of the Greyiriars
rmasters hﬂ.g a key to the private gate. It
was found in Mr. Schwartz's wamtcoat
pocket, and Bob Cherry held it up.

“ Hero you are 1"

“EZood I

Bob unlocked the little gate.

The raiders marched out with their

rigoner, and the gate clicked shut be-

nd them.

4A h dawned in Mr. Schwartz's
breast that they intended to leave him
there. In that case he could have at-
tracted Gosling’s attention, and gained
admittance again, But the juniors had
not finished yeb,

They started down the road towards
Friardale, taking the Prussian Form-
master along with them.

Mr. Behwartz tramped on in  silent
fury, his dressing-gown whisking about
his legs as he tramped.

It was like a n;fhtmnr to him; but it
was only too real. He shivered in the
keen wind from the sea as he tramped
Y-

Half-way to the villa
roads, the juniors halted,

Wharton threw down the bundla of
clothes.

“Let him go!®

Tha gagp w taken from Mr.
Schwartz's mouth, and his hands were
untied. He stood shivering, and gritting
hiz teeth.

“There's wour <clobber, . Schwartz!
You can go into the wood and put 'em
on. Don’t come back to Greyfriars!”

“I—I—I—" optuttered the Form-
magter.

“You're sacked!” said the captain of
the Remove. “'Mind, if you come back,
you'll be dealt with a bit more severely
next time. If we have to handle vou
again, we shall shave your head and eye-
browe as clean as a bilhard-ball, and
leave you like that, It won't be nica!™

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“¥ou dare not !" hissed Mr. Schwartz.
“Yon—vyou  young '-'ﬂ.luin—yﬂu:—;rau
rascal ! You dare not! I—I will—"

“ Are you coming back, then?” asked
Wharton quictly.

, at the cross-

“Yes, vyes, yea!’ shricked Mr,
Schwartz furiously. * And——"
“Collar him 1M

The enraged Form-master wriggled in
the grasp of scveral pairs of hands. Harry
Wharton took a penknife from his pocket,
and 1ed it. The Prussian watched
him with dilated eyes.

Gathering up Mr. 8chwariz'e hair with
his left hand, Wharton calmly eawed at
it with the blade.

Maturally, Wharton had had no experi-
ence as a barber, and it could not be said
that the hair-cut was an artistic one.
Neither was a penknife the best instru-
ment for the purpose. :

A few gashes and Mr. Schwartz’s hair

resented a really extraordinary miht.

o was bald in several places m a few
nﬂngﬁcs. iy iig] ted the F

" Stop, stop, etop!” panted the Form-
master, * You—you—— Stop, I beg of
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you! Oh—ow! Stop! I bescech you—
nto}'.r]"

““Ha, ha, ha!"

“Will you keep away from Grey-
friars 7" asked Wharton, still lopping off
lock after lock of hair, of which Alr.
Schwartz had none too much.

“ Yea—yes—anything 1V

“Honour bright "

“Yes!” groaned Mr. Schwartz., |

Wharton closed his penknife with a
nap.

“FGmd enough! Mind, next time I
shall use ecissors, and I won’t leave a
single hair on your head. II you're ever
soen ingide the f&tﬂ of Greyfriars again,
you Hun, you'll go bald for the rest of
your life!”

“The baldiulness will
chuckled Hurree Singh.

“My hat! Ho does look a brute!™

inned Bob Cherry. “ Mind how you
show people that chivvy, Schwartz.
You'll give "em bad shocks.” :

Mr. Schwartz ground hiz teeth \lr'_lth
helpless rage. He knew that the gashing
away of his front hair must have given
him a very odd aspect. But he was glad
to escape with the rest adhering to his
head.

“*Buzz off I"" said Wharton. ?

The Form-master gathered up his
rlothes and bolted into the wood. With
many chuckles; the juniors walked back.
io Greyfriars.  Half an hour later they
were safe in the Remove quarters again;
and a surprise was awaiting Mr. Jelireys
when morning should dawn!

be terrific!™

F

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Wingate is Fed Up!

R. SCHWARTZ did not appear
at breakfast in the morning.

When the fellows went to tha

Form-rooms he had not béen

M

sCeT.

As the Remove were not at lessons,
Mr. Schwartz had been idle during the
barring-out. There was nothing for him
te do at Greyiriars, save to concert with
the Head measures for reducing the re-
valt. But later in the morming, M.
Jeffreys, puzzled by his absence, went to

his room.
Heo did not find Mr., Schwartz there,

But on the locking-glass there was o
message written in chalk. Mr. Jefireys
looked at it, and rubbed his eyes, and
looked again. The message ran:

“BACKED!

“Wr. Sehwartz has been zacked by
Order of the Bemove. Prussian Huns
are not wanted at Greyfriars,

“ Jelfreys, take warmng ! .

T HATE 111

“PB-b-blesa my sonl ™ stuttered Mr.
Jeffreys. “The—the young villains!
Il‘lha—thsa insolent ruffians! The—the—
t H_‘l!

Words failed the tyrant of Greyfriars.
Heo rushed away to the Remove passage.
Heads lined the barricade at once, as the
headmaster came bouncing up the stairs,

““ Hallo, hallo, hallo ! Here's Jeffreys ™

" Good-morning, old scout!”

“Where ta Mr. Schwartz?" roarcd the
Head.

" Going—going—gone " chuckled Bob
Chersry.  “‘Gone from yoar gaze like a
beautiful dream. dear boy 1

“YVamoosed the ranch, I guess!™
chortled Fisher T. Fish.

“He's sacked, Jeffreys!"

* You impertinent young scoundrels!”

“Cheese 1t !

““Ring off, Jefireys !"

“Give him a sardine-tin 1"

Mr. Jeffreys dodged the sardine-tin.

" You—you—you—>" he spluttered,

‘back Mr. Schwartz.

“Where 1 he?  What have you done
with your Form-master §"
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“Purned him out,” said Harry Whar-
ton calmly, *“He's not mmhiﬁ back,
sither. It will be bad for him if he does,
But I think he won't.”

“The won'tfulness is—"

“Tarrific !"* roared Bob Cherry. * Ha,
ha, ha!"
“J—I—]—" Mr, Jefi;eys shook n

clenched fist ot the grinning juniors.
“You shall suffer for this—you——o
Grooooogh 1"

An cgg from the Remove supplies too
ancient even Tor Bunter to be able to
tackle it, whizzed down the staircase. It
squelched on Mr. Jeffreys' nose.

“ Fug-gug-gooooch !

“Ha, ha, ha!" 1

The Head fled down the stairs, with a
guwerf_nl aroma c:lmgmg to him, and the

reviviars reboels roared,

Mr. Jeffreys was busy with steaming
water in a bath-room for gome time after
that. When he came to his study at last

hie face was like a beet, and there was
still a faint odour of that ancient egg

The telephone-bell rang,

about his hair.

One Penny. 9

angry astonishment. “ Are you wander-
ing in your mind " S

“‘Iﬂ E-ﬁf.n, it was cut by the juniors,™

“1 am disfigured—I 1
lous sight ! came Mr. Schwartz’s voice
trembling with rage. "I have taken a
room at this hotel, and I must remain
gecluded until my hair grows again—
weeks, perhaps. Wharton threatens that
if I return he will ehave me quite bald I

“Pooh! A foolish threat!™

“How is he to be stopped if he chooses
to carry out his threat? You cannot keep
the juniors in order!”

““What "

“¥ou cannct enforce diecipline in the
school 1"

“Why, you—you—"" stuitered Mr.
Jeffreys, in breathless wrath,

Even Mr. Schwartz, the Hun he had
selected to back up his tyrannic rule at
Greyfriare, was raising the heel against
him at last!

“1 shall not riek it!"” continued Mr.
Schwartz, "I am disfigured now. 1 do

regent & ridicu-

| Mr. Sharper Is not satisfled ! (Sce Chapter 6.) ]

and he grabbed the receiver savagely off
the hools. Wingate's letter was, before
thig, in the hands of the chairman of the
governors, and the Head had & nervous
apprehension that this might bo a call
from that Jistinguished gentleman. But
the call was not from ]Eis lordship. It
was Mr. Schwartz's voiee that came along
the wirez.

UAah! TIa that you, Schwartz?” ex-
claimed the Head.

“Tt is I, Mr. Jeffreys.”

“1 have just learned that yon were
turned out somehow last night by Whax-
ton and iz friends. Why have you not
returned ¥ snapped the Head.

“I do not intend to return !’ enapped
“I have had more
than enough of Greyfriars, eir! 1 bez
to tender my resygnation.™

“Poch! Nonsense!™

“T hava had my hair cut !" hissed Mr.,
Schwariz.

“What? What? What doecs it matter
to me whether you have had your hair
cut or not?™l exclaimed the Head,

not care to be a laughing-stock perma
nently. I refnse to sct foot within tha
walls of Greyfriars again. I requedt you
to have my 1E:vl?}lvl:lnngin s gont on here, tha
Courtfield Arms, and the balanco of m

galary due, That is all, Mr. Jefireys. i
wish you a very good-morning 't

“Mr. Schwartz—I—you——-=—="

But Mr. Schwartz had rung off, and
the Head jammed tho receiver back on
the hoolis with a jam that nearly broke it.

The tyrant of Greyfriars paced his
study 1n a furious temper. Schwartz, his
own faithfol retainer, had deserted him.
He had not been much use, certainly,
but his support, such as it was, was gone
now, The tyrant had no support in the
echool,

Loder & Co., whom he had attached to
hiz cause by giving them a free hand in
tyrannising in their turn over the juniors,
were more than fed up. They had had
the worst of it, and they had shown very
plainly their unwillingnesa to enter into
any further conflict with the rebels.

o Sixth Form were agninet him to
TEE Ma¢xeT Lisgary.—No. 505,
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a man; and, thuukg:h their lofty dignity
as the top Form of Greyiriars provented
them from joining in the barring-out,
they ignored Mr. Jeffreys completely,
and his suthority over them was gone.
It was only of their own free will that
thoy kept on their Form-work, and thé
Head received little respect from them
in the Form-room. ‘Thore was not =«
.gingle backer for the tyrant in all Grey-
frinrs; oven Gosling had deeclined any
mory ecrapping . with the rebels; even
Mimble, the gardener, had threatened to
give notice rather than go on the war-
path any more.

What was to be done?

At any time now the governors might
visit the echool to inguire into the extra-
ordinary state of affaire there, and this
1';;?5 the state in which they would find
i

Mr. Jeffreys simply had to find some-
body to wreak lus wrath upen. He
strode from his study, and, meeting
Trotier in the passage, boxed his ears
Ieaving the House-page in a state of
wrath and bewilderment.  That relisved
Mr. Jeffreve’ feclings a little; but he
was atill simmering when he came into
the Sixth Form-room, whers the zeniors
were waiting for him.

The Head was in no mood for Form-
work. His temper scon- broke out, and
he slanged Wingate furiously, the Sixth-
Formers looking on in contemptuous
silence.

Wingate did not reply a single word,
and hiz stlence infuriated Mr. Jeffreys
more than tart replies could have done,
Hea seized a cano from the desk and
lashed Wingate over the shoulders,

The captain of Groyfriars stood quite
still for a moment in blank astonishment,

There was & buzz from thoe Bixth.

Then Wingate advanced upon Mr. Jef-
freys with a glitter in his eyes that made
the new Head uneasy. Wingate's strong
gragp closed on him, the cane was
wrenched away, and Wingate led him to
the door.

“Get out!” he said.

“ Wingate ! panted the Head.

“Get out ! We'll manage without you
till the governora talie the matter.in hand,
Don’t come here again '

“Wingate! How dare—">

“I shall throw you cut i vou don't
go, Mr. Jeffreye !’

The atelwart ca
quite capable of doing it. r. Jeffreys
quailed, and stopped out of the Form-
oo,

“You shall answer for this, Wingato I"™

Blam !

The door was closed on Mr. Jeffroyes,
From that moment the Sixth Form at
Ggﬁgfﬂﬂm were a law unto themselves,

. Jeffreys returned to his study,
white with rage. Trotter, sighting him
in the corridor, fHed preci _iEabaly, and
ke did ndt answer when E:lr, Jeffreys
rang the bell, Trotter had no desire to
be a scapegoat; and, as he indignantly
told the cool, he wasn't bound to stay.
He could ?'ﬂ on munitions any day he
liked. And he lelt Mr. Jeffreys to play
& solo on the bell till he wag tired,

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
The Big Push!
'3 HAVE been thinkfully reficcting,"
remarlcd the Nabob of Bhanipur,
s the rebels were sitting down to
their dinner in the Remove pas-
sage. ''Tinned grub,'=Bob Cherry called
it; a “cold collation,” as Cecil Reginald
Temple put it more elegantly,
**Pass that

' Go hon!"” said Nugent.
tin of Chieago mystory, Inky.”™

i_.’:“l-Iu:'1*\&.:.!:. Jamet Ram Singﬁ passed the
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ain of Greyiriare wag:

“The thinkfiulncss has been terrific,”™
he went on, “and I have reflectively
produced a wheezy good idea !”

“{xo if,- Inky !’

There had been a fresh accession of
strength to the ranks of the rebels. Hob-
son of the Bhell’ and nearly half his
{E‘?lrm llﬂmé;i j;;:rifnﬁd them, %El Shell
ellowa did not [aney goang n £550108
as usual while the gﬂemmrﬂr and the
Fourth were taking it 8o-easy.

Mr. Hacker had kept his Form in
hand till now, but now Hobeon & Co.
cheerfully decided to chuek it. The re-
cruits were very welcome, though there

-was & warm argument when Hobson pro-

posed taking the lead ; and Hobson's pro-
posal was rejected with ecorn, :
Dicky Nugent had come up, too, with
a orowd of Beconid-Form fags, and Tubb
and Bolsover minor had brought a awarm

of the Third to ewell the ranks. The Re-
move quarters, 1n fact, were getting un-
comfortably crowded, and -Wharton waa

beginning to have his doubts about how
long the supply of provieions would last
at thig rate. 8till, reinforcements were
welcome; and of the fellows who etill
etaved out nmiost were on .the point of a
declaration of independence. The revolt
had been sure to apread if it was not
promptly crushed, and ecertainly there
was no sign that.it would bo crushed.
“We are getting ewampfully crowded,”
continued the nabob. * And all the Shell

and the Third and Second would juinﬂg:'
Ho

fully come along if we asked them,

son says the Head hos quarrelled with
tle Bixth also, The factinlfess is, my
esteemed l:'h:.unﬂ,“thn.t the time has come

-f!:u" a E-ir "Pusah !
Y

“The Big Pushfulness is the whee
idea {" declared. the nabob., * Now all
the Lower School is on .our side backup-
fully, and the seniors will not interfere
to help the respected and ridiculous Head.
If they did, there are encugh of us to
eat them dinnerfully. Let us undertake
a Bigiul Push, and drive the enemy-out
of his estecmed trenches,”

“My hat!" said Bob.
idea! We could do it Enepam we
attack, what can Jeffreye do?’

“"Loder & Co. are fed up by this time,
I fancy,"” said Harry Wharton thought-
fully. **They couldn't do much, anyway.
I faney the Sixth would stand neutral.
We don't wapt a scrap with the Sixth,
But, -at thé worst, woe could come back
here; there's nothing to stop us.™

“But what are you going to do with
Jeffreys 1" asked Temple of the Fourih.

“HBame as Schwartz.™

“Oh, by gad!”

“The. ridigulous Jeffreys will be on
Fuard to-night,"” said the nabob sagely.
‘He will see to the lockiulness and btll{-
fulnjsa i:u:rf tl;.iu Id:rg_r, afl:e:ﬂ;;hat. has hﬁp-
pened to the ludicrous warts, ut
a daylight raid—""

“Hear, hoar 1"

“We'll jolly well try it!" exclaimed
Wharton, d;umpmg' up. “It's time for a
general advance along the whole line 1"

“Hurrah I™

“Good!" said the Bounder, “The
governors will come down sooner or later,
and if they find that Jeffreys is cleared
out. that will be proof encugh that-he
isn't the right man for the job.”

““Yea, rather!"”

“The ratherfulness is tevrific!™

“*1 say, vou fellows, I'll stax here and

‘—and keep watch!" said Billy Bunter

hastily.

“Ha, ha, hat"

“You will come with us,” said Bob
Cherry. “We don't want all the grub
to d?wthﬂ vanishing trick while we're

ne:

“Oh, really, Cherry—"

“Besides, we want you to inspiro us
with your example of tremendous

“Its a good]
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courage,” said Bob. *"You can be the
l:-'t'l:\I.]l1 to tackle Jeffreys, in case he lands
out.

‘““Ha, ha, ha!"

“I'm not afraid of Jeffreys, of course,”
asid Bunter. “Buf, on the whole, I
think I'd better take a rest after dinner.
I've got my digestion to think of.”

“On the whole, you're going to kﬂ
away from the grub!" grinned
Cherry. “I'm going to lead you to the
-battle by the ear, my fat tulip!”

“And I'll help from behind with my
boot!” said Peter Todd.

“We're all iu this!" said Harry Whar-
ton decidedly, “Every fellow here has
got to back up, even SBnoop and Fishy !

1 guess f‘m vour antelope!" said
Fisher T, Fish. " You leave the whole
bizney in my hands, and I calculate I'll
gu_l] you through, same as the Yewnited

tates is doing with the war, you know !"

“ Bow-wow [

The call to arma went forth at once
Most of the robels were exgited at the
idea of a big ﬁnuah, In fact, during the
barring-out, the forces of the Remove
side had very much strengthened, and
there were plenty more recruits at hnud;
while the Head had been left without
support. Schwartz was gone, Loder &
Co.. were guite fed up, and the Bixth
Form were disgusted and hostile.

The Fifth were not likely to interfere
It was no business of theirs, and thar.':
too, had smarted under Mr. Jeffreys
tyranny. And if they did interfers, the
army of rebels was quite ready to deal
with tham.

There: waa little doubt that everybody
at Greyfriars would be %Iad to ses the
new Head booted out of the school. And
that was the plan now in hand.

Harry Wharton marshalled his forces
in the Remove passage, which swarmed
from end to end with them—Remove,
Fourth, 3hell, Third, and Second. Home
of them were a little awed by the enter-
prise, but all lined up, the faEB being
placed in the rear. And now the barr.
cade on the Remove staircase, which had
registed so many attacks, was partially
Jremoved, to allow the army to march out
for the Big Push.

Afterncon lessons were going on, in a
desultory way, in some of the Form-
rooms. The Sixth were looking after
themselves, Mr. Prout was in charge of
the Fif and a remnant of the Shell
was with Mr. Hacker. The passages and
stairs were deserted. 2

Mr. Jeffreys’ quarrel with the Bixth
was known all over Greyiriars, and the
late recruits had brought the news to the
rebels. Had the Head been in tho Sixth
Form-room, it was doubtful whether the
goniors would have allowed him to be
handled thers by the juniors. But he
was not thare—*i the achool knew that
the top Form would have nothing further
to do with him. Wingate, desirious of
keeping 88 much order as possible,
arranged work for the Sixth, and most of
them turned up, only Leder & Co. re-
maining away for o little smoking-party
in Loder's a.tu.ﬂju Loder & ﬂﬂq, lika moak
of the fellowa, were t.aking; advantago of
the general relaxation of discipline.

T suppose the old bird's in hjs study,”
remarked ‘-'ﬁl'ﬂﬂn-%mlth- “Let's look
there first, anvway.

*Hallo, hallo, hallo! Hera's Trotter !
Trotter, where's the FHead?” o

Trotter stared at the swarm of juniors
and grinned. e = T

4 Mr, Joffreys is in his study—in_ Dr,
Locke's study, T mean™ he replied.
“Which he's in a hawiul temper, air.
Mildred’s given notice.”

“{3h, she has, Lias she?

“Which I wouldn't answer the ball
and I sticks to it!” said Trotter, “I
ain't ’ere to 'ave my ‘eand punched b
that old 'Unl I says to the cook, says I,
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‘I can get a job on munitions for the
askin’,’ I says, ‘and I dop't care if it's
the sack ] I S0 I ain't answered

SA¥S.
the bell. And Mildred went, and Mr.
Jeffreys  called her name ;
slanged the ’'ousemaid, sir, he was that
wild! And Mildred she give nbotice.
C'ook says that if he says *arf a word to
*er, she'll give npotice, too!l”
Trotter triumphantly.

Wil Hﬂ-, h‘ﬂ, hﬂ E!:I

“Trouble below stairs as well as
sbove !” grinned Cecil Reginald Temple,
“Ohd J s has fallen into the sere
anil yellaw Idat” ;

“ Mildred needn’t bother about notice,
Tmt.tiy," said Harry Wharton hﬂgh:m#+
“We're guingﬂt—u give Jeffreys the sack |”
“My heyel” ejaculated Trotter. ;

“We're g to serve notice to quit
an him, soa it put into effect!™ said
Peter Todd, * Come on, my hearties|”

“March!” said Bob Cherry,

“Hurrah ["

And the rebel a marched on the
Head's study. Bob ry hurled the
door with a crash, and they
swarmed in—as many as could get in.
Tlhaedrest swarmed in the passage, and
yelled.

e ————

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Drummed Out !

R. JEFFREYE was pacing his| ;

;tmljr with an almost heggard
: Bl

In his desperation and help-
lesness he had been considerin whathgr
to resign his appointment wash- his
hands of Greyiriars and all itil;ﬁcrks.

He had not made up his mind on that

int, but the rebels had made up theirs
or him, as it happened.

He faced the Greyfriars fellows as they
crowded in, his hands clenched, and his
eyes glittering under his bent hrows.

The visit was a surprise to him, and for
8 mioment, perhaps, he hoped that it
meant surrender on the part of the
rebels,

“Wharton!” he exclaimed.
you have come here to——"

He broke off. There was not much
sign of surrender about the juniors.

‘We've come for you, Mr. Jeffreys!”
said the Bounder, with a grin. ' It's the
order of the merry bootl”

“Whet?! What?”

“It's time for you to go, sir!” said
Harry Wharton quietly.

“To—to go!" repeated the new head-
master dazedly.

* Exactfully, esteemed and disgudting
sahib ™

“ Are you mad?” shouted Mr. Jeffreys,
backing away, with clenched hands, as
the juniors advanced upon him.

o Not at al]i'u]lf!”’ 2

“Mot quite!” said Bob Cherry.
“Greviriars is fed up with you, zir
Yau've got to gol”™

“ Cherry t*

“Bentence has been paseed by the Re-
move,” explained the Bounder.

“The Fourth, you mean!” exclaimed
Temple warmly.

“What about the SBhell?™ roared. Hob-

EOIL | .
“Order!” rapped out Harry Wharton.
“Mr. Jefireys, ‘you've got to go, and
we're going to escort you out of the
gates of Greyiriarve!”

“Hear, hear!”

“You must be out of vour senses
panted Mr. Jeffreys. )

“Not at alll You're going! The
question is, are you going qui ; or do
you prefer to be drummed out?’

“Drum him out!” roared the juniors.

“Hurrah !”
¥ panted the Head.

“You—

1 Ym-l-_
His self-restraint failed him, snd he

#hia arms firmly
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made a furious rush st the captain of
"% Back a1 rosred Bob Ch

. YOAT 0 erry.
s Gﬂllulﬁ_mI"

Like the waves of the sea the army
flowed over the headmaster. He was
fairly swamped by the rush of the juniors.

In reckless fury he struck out on all
sides, and several of the juniors relled
over, rearing. But Mr. Jeffreya went
down, disappearing under the wave of
sttack, His gasping voice was heard,
under a dozen juniors.

“Oh, oh! Ow! Yow!"”

“8i6 on him ! !

“Where's Bunter? Let Bunter sit on
hj.ln [!! .

llﬂt’ hﬂr hﬂ!“

But Billy Bunter was not in the fore-
front of the battle. He had dodged
away, to make a frontal attack on the
provisions in the Remove box-room. But
there were ﬂnuu&li sitting on the wun-
happy Jefireya. at tleman felt as
if fa{[e beinig reduced to the flatness of
(13 NCREES.

' Fasten his fins 1" said Vernon-Smith.

Peter Todd cheerfully ripped ut_nga off
the headmaster's gown, and tied his
wrists together with them. Then he was
jerked to his feet, _

His faﬂfa ;H'ﬂimﬂﬁ with
torrent of furious words pourc
i The juniors did not heed.

. and &
from his

ps. &
“Take his arms, Temple and Bob!
rapped out Wharton. = “March him
out!”

i {5

“You shall suffer for this!” roared
Jeffreys. *‘I ghall return! I shall call in
the police! I—I—I—"

" Then you'll have a lesson before you
go, and you may get as much sense as

rtz, and stay away!" =said the
BﬁuTl:l-crE’m]ly.- "?Hnld on a tick, you
follows "

"The fellows held on, and the Bounder
ghovelled down soot from the _chmnei.
There was o bottle of gum, with a brush,
on the h:lédnmah:{a R, :
Smith poured out the gum on the soot,
and miE:d them together with the brush.

The juniors watched him, ling,
Mr. Jeffreys watched him with terrified
and furious apprehension. Bounder
mixed the soot and the gum to a suitable
consistency, :.’ﬂd Jth&n ap‘gﬁr ¢ hihﬁ
headmaster. r. Jeffrays strove to bac
away, but Temple and %ob Cherry held

With a calm and methodical hand the

Bounder proceeded to paint the red and
furious face of the hené::iaaﬁer

Yells of laughter greeted the trans-
formation. g ‘
 The crimson face disappeared under the
coating of black. From the roots of the
hair to the edge of the collar, Vernon-
8mith painted soot and %m' ingluding
the ears. The aspect of Mr. Jefireye
when the Bounder had finished was
simply extraordinary.

'““Ha, ha, ha!" rang down the oor-
ridor, in & roar that echoed from one end
of Greyfriars to the other, 3
W" Finished, Bmithy 1" chuckled

“Not quite! Hold on a tick!™

The Bounder twisted a sheet of foolscap
into a “fool's cap,” and set it on the
fufions man’s head. He ladled gum on

| Mr, Jeffreys' hair o keep the headgesr

in position. And on the white paper he
daubed in ink, in large capital letters:
SACHEKED!
““Now march !" grinsed the Bounder.
“Ha, ha, ha!"
“ March, you beggars 1™
“{Zet & move on, Jefireys "

-} mouth-organ.

desk. Vernon- ]
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He would have held back, but the gri
on his arms forced him onward, mg
behind him & lunging cricket-stump per-
suaded him to move.

Down the wide corridor they went in
AN IMPOSing Procession.

Fellows who weré in the Farm-rooms
slipped out, heedless of the masters, as
they heard the uproar. They joined the
shouting procession, with vells of
laughter,

Johnny Bull rushed up to the Remove

nssage for his concertinge.  Nugent
etched his flute, and Bob Cherry his
n. A dozen fellows found tin
cans or pails, which théy smote with
cricket-stumps, producing a kind of music
that outdid Wagner when he was most
Wagoerian, The moet modern of
German composers would have listened
to it with admiring despair. Even
Richard Stfauss had never produced any-
thing quite like it

Crash, crash! Bang! Thump? !
Shriek!  Scream!  Yell! Thump,
thump, thump! Bang! Clatter!

Mr. Jeffreys would probably have put

his fingers to his ears if he had been
ahle to do so. As it was, all he could do
was to grind his teeth, and the contor-
tions of his blackened face were irre-
sistibly comie,
. Out by the great door, down the steps
into the quadrangle, the Greyfriars
junmiors marched, with a terrific crash of
ceaseless noise and incessant shouting,

Bang, IJBJ'.IE ! Crash!

‘““ Hurrah !

“Drum him out "

" 1:[?:‘,l ha, ha 1"

Hardly a fellow was left in the Form-
rooms now, They had all crowded ocut—
most of them to join in the uproar.
There was no doubt that the rebels of
Groyiriars had matters sll their own way
now. Loder loocked from his study
window, and promptly locked hia door.
He did not want any. cr’s door
tried once or twice, gut. the fellows found
it , and passad on.
In the quadrangle the Fifth Form were
ooking on, elﬂnwit laughter, . Mr.
Jefireys had no help expect from
them. Indeed, Coker and several other
fellows, mindful of severe canings, joined
in the procession, and took the -
tunity to tell Mr. Jeffreys what they
thought of him.

Wingate came out into the quad—most
t of the Bixth wers with him, or at the
Form-room windows. But they did not
interfare, They would not have been
allowed to interfere, as a matter of fact;
and they were not disposed to face &
battle-royal with the rest of Greyfriars for
the sake of the unpopular tyrant. Mr.
t Jeffreys had asked for it, there was no
doubt abeut that; and now he had
it, and that was all! Wingate; in point
of fact, was velling “with laughter. The
blackened face and fool's cap of the fallen
tyrant was too much for his sericusness,

Bang, bang! Crash! Yelll ;

Johnny Bull’s concertina was going
great guns, and Bob Cherry's mouth-

organt added lively discord. Nu s
filute was nearly drowned, but it did ita
little best. And the cricket- smote

incessantly upon can and pail with a din
that rang far beyond the ancients walls of
Greyiriars. !

Amid such wuproar the procession
tramped on to the gates, Gosling came out
of his. e, and slmost fell down at the
sight of the black-faced, wild-eyed man
marching at the head of the uproarious
lllﬂii‘ ;

“My heyve!” pgasped Gosling. * Who.
—who is that thagre nig‘g‘er!”mg

e it S T

“The ni rfulness 12 not my
esteemed E%E I+ is our respected

Out of the stud ed the unha
tyrant of Grarfriuj; I:“ whmeu;evm

head retribution had fallen at last.

and disgusting ead1”
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“My honly ‘*at!" stuttered Gosling.
“Yon young swee :

“(Zet aside, Gos ingl”

“Wot I says is this "ere—"

C“Biff him over I” .

CGiosling dodged back into his lodge and
bolted t_ﬁa door. There was no_tellin
what might happen next. Gosling di
not want to he drummed ont, too.

“ March on!"" rapped out Wharton.

“Hurrah " -

Tho procession ewept out through the
old gateway into the road. Mr. Jeffreys,
hoarse witﬁ rago, was stuitering some-
thing, but his voice could not be heard
in ths din.

£ Hﬂ-“- pos

The army clattered to a stop in the
road.

“ Bilonce 1
_The din died down, save for the ccea-
sional clatter of a can. Harry Wharton
loosened the hands of the headmaster, and
pointed down' the road.

“You can go!" he said. “Come back.
and you'll be shaven bald, tarred and
feathered, and kicked out againi Take
warning !

“ YWes, rather!"

“"You—you—you—" stuttered Mr.
Jeffroya,

“Buzz of " commanded Wharton.
“Play i out, you chaps!™

Bang, bang ! Clang! Bang! Thump!
The music buret out again in full fury
drowning the ferce words that poured
from the headmaster’alips. The Bounder
lunged with his stump, and Mr. Jefireys
hopped forward. Another lunge, and Eo
was fairly -going. '

Down the road he went, gesticulating
with rage, the perspiration pouring down
through the socot and gum on his face.
Once Mr. Jeffreys turned, but a dozen
]ungb:erég stumps drove him cn, and he
started again. The deafening band ac-
compamed him dewn the road, bangi
away with terrific vigour, And the un-
fortunate tyrant of -Greyfriars, nearly
punctured in & dozen f:-lnr::ea by the
ﬂuﬂ;g& took to his héels at last and

bolt
Then, with loud and ringing cheers, the
rebels marched back into tie school. The

barring-out had ended in a sweeping
tnumrp . and the tyrant of Greyfriars was
gone !

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
: Victory I

HERE was tremendous rejoicing at

Greyfriars that afterncon.
Fellows processed and cheered
to their hearts’ content, and many
keen eyes were open to watch for Mr,

effreys if he should venture to return.

But the new Head did not come back.

Probably be had had quite an interest-
ing time when he reached Friardale with
his blackened face. What happened to
him thers the rebels did not know or care.
He had gone, and that was cnough for
them. Heo did not return, and 1t was
ﬁett;r certain that he never would return.

0 had learned at last to understand that
Greylriars meant business. Tarring and
feathering, and a still more ignominious
druomming-out awaited him if he re-
turned; and the tyrant, fallen so low
wisely decided that it was not good
enough !

The prefects did not intarfore with the
victorious rebels. The school was in a
state of riot, and interference wonld not
have been tolerated,
strenuous apposition of Harry Wharton
that the exuberant juniors were lkept
from drumming-out Loder & Co. in the
same manner. But Wharton falt that
that had gone far enough. ef & Co,
were routed out of their study, and made
to beg ﬁrdml on their knees in the guad-
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rangle, and then given the frog's-march
ro the quad—and they were glad to
B&mﬁm with that.

The Form-masters made no attempt to
mterfere. The school was too utterly out
ﬂth:;td for t%ﬁtb e belsih lﬁd

now_that complete trium
been won, Harry Wharton was consider-
ing the position qe-rmuslﬁ He called his
chums into couneil, and later in the after-
noon & mass meoting was called in the

Rag.
lfm'ry Wharton addressed the mesting.

mounted upon the table, with nearly
the Lower School of Greyfriars swarming
round him. )

“* Gentlemen—-="
“H&ll‘. henr "

“‘Gentlemen, the Greyfriars Revolu-
tion has been as big a success as the
Russian Revolution. @ Taar of Grey-
friars, like the Tsar of Russia, has been
kicked out——"

“Hurrah("

i W&‘re_:duna with Jeffreys and all his
W'J‘F}-Bruwt"

“And now, gentlemen of
the tume has come for the re-establish-
mia'na I_-?fﬂhw and order"

“Rot!" bawled Bolsover major. " No

law and order for me! Wh{ should we do’

Hurrah for

“Long live the merry revolution!”
{‘BU&& Skinner, “"No more work for ma!

et leasons go hang! Law and order be
blowed.”

*“Gentlemen——"" =

“We'll do as we like !" roared Bolsover
major, " And if any of the prefects chip

in, we'll kick "em out after Jeffroys!”

any m-:rl.'rg lessons at all

“And the masters, too!"” howled Billy
Bunter. ““Freedom, and plenty of
grub——"

“*Ha, ha, ha!"

“Order " yelled Bob Cherry.

“Bilence for the chair! Bhut up!”

“ Gentlemen "—Harry Wharton = suc-
ceeded in making his voice heard at last—
* we have rebelled to fight for our rights,
like the glorious Russian revelutionifts.

But rebellion should never be allowed to |

degenerate into riot.”

‘You've got that out of a book!™
snorted Bolsover major. :
 “Let's have a dashed Republic!”
shouted Bkinner. *“*No more masters, no
more Head, no more prefects, no more
anything 1"

‘Hurrah!"

* Gentlemer, in & short time the gover-
nors of the school will be down here.
This i3 a school, not a bear.garden,
Having wone the victory, and gained our
point, we aro bound to return to our
duty—on condition, of course, that Jef-
freya does not come back."

*“¥ea, ratherI™

“When the govornora come down,” re-
aumed Wharton, “we don't want them
to find ua beating tin cans and playing
the giddy ox. That might give them an

impression—a false impression, of course.

—that we ware in the wrong. We've got
to prove that we were in the right Eb}
playing the game now that we've cleared
out the tyrant.”

“Hear, hear!" g

“QOur object in rebelling was to stand
:&fﬂnl‘ our righte, not to cause riot in the

ool. We are bound to submit to just
authority.
utation to Wingats of
“ Good old Wingate!"
“To request him to take matters in
hand till the governors arrive. And to
ask him to send for Mr Quelch at onco—
¢ knows his sddress. And when the
qumnru come they've got to find Grey-
frigrs proceeding on the even tenor of
its way—"

Gentlemen, I propose & de-
the Sixth—"

Greylriars, |

| wera prompt
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*Hear, hoar!"

. “Which will prove that we were in the
right all along the line, and that the
barring-out was only caused by Jeffreys,”

:" Hear, hear!”

*Hands up for the resolution ™

A crowd of hands went up. There wara
a good many dissentionts. Bolsaver
major and some others wore in favour of
further riots. As Milton remarked of
old, * License thggh meant when they cried
liberty." But the great majority was
with the captain of the Remove. Having
gained their point, they had evidently
nothing more to rebel about. It was
time for the restoration of order, and all
but a few reckleas spirits acknowledgod

it,

The resolution was d ten to one,
and a deputation, consisting of the heads
of the Remove, Fourth, and Shell pro-
ceeded at omce to Wingate's study, to
interview the captain of Greyfriars,

Wingate was at tea when Wharton,

Temple, and Hobson presented them-
solves, He looked at them with rather
grim inquiry.

“Well?" he said.

“Jeffrays ia gone!"™ said Wharton.
“The barring-out is over |

“The revolution has effected its pur-

se!"” said Cecil Reginald Temple
oftily. " 8o long as Jeffrayas doesn't come
back, Wingate, wo're willin' to let things
go on as before.”

“That's 1t!" said Hobson,

“%'We want you to take charge, as cap-
tain of Greyfriars,” continued Wharton.
“And we want you to telegraph to Mr.
Quelch. And we guarantee that orders
will be obeyed and proper discipline
restored, it'being understood timt Jaffreys
keops away."

ingate smilod slightly.

“1 don't think he's likely to come
back !" he said. ““You're doing a sensible
thing in this, Wharton. Tnleas order is
rm&req, it muz.!m that t;ha mhnaia will
g0 to-pieces, and you can t want E"

“Exactlyl We place ourselves under
your orders!” said Harry. " Any fellow
ngSlutlpg proper authority will bs dealt
m ‘:IJ'

“Vary good! Get on your bike, and
take a telegram for me.”
“ Right-ho !"

Five minutes later Harry Wharton was
pedalling down to the village -offica
with o telegram for Mr. Quelch., After
that the victorious rebels were busy re-
moving the signs of the late warfare, so
far ws was possible, from the Remove
passage. . They wanted their Form-
mastar to find everything orderly. The
more cool-headed fellows realised that
their victory, complete as it was, could
only be secured by making it clear that
they had rebelled agninst tyranny, and
were preparad to respect just authority.
That was Wharton's point, und most of
the school agreed with him. And when
Bolsover major ventured to cheek Win-

te, he was promptly collared “and
Ew:np-ed by his [ellow-Removites as a
warning, which proved efficacious. And
when & band of excited fags of the Thrid
For mooted the scheme of barring-out
on their own, in their Form-room, they

,ly called to order: and a
sories of bumpings on the Form-room
floor made them willing—indeed, anxious
—to give mthe scheme.

Dhirin aevening Mr. Quelch arrived
at Greyiriars. The Remove met their old
Form-master in the quadrangle, and

reated him with a respectful cheer. Mr,
&ualch was in a somewhat perplexed
framme of mind, in the unusual circum-
& but he had not felt that he could
refuse Wingate's appeal when he was in-
fﬂndad that Mr. Jefireys was gone for
good.
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The Removoe-master had an interview
with Wingate in his study, and then he
consulted with the other masters. It
was arranged that Mr. Prout, as senior
master, should act as headmaster pro
tem., till the decision of the goverm
Board was known. Mr. Prout wase ]gﬂ -
natured gentleman, and not at all hkely
te follow in the footsteps of the unla-
mented Jefireys. That evening at Groy-
friars nll was calm and bright, as Bo
Cherry exprezzed it. And Hurrea Jamsst
Ram Singh declared that the calmiulness
and the brightfulness were terrific.

The next day the governora arrived.

They came down in a prim mood, ox-
pecting to find the schiool in a state of
tiot, and probably somewhat at o loss
how to deal with it

nation.
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To their surprise and evident satisfac-
tion they found Greyiriars pursuing the
aven tenor of its way. The Forms were
in the Form-rooms at lessons; thera was
no sign of disorder, no sign of insubordi-
The barring-out was a thing of
the past. Every sign of it had vanished.
Clertainly it would have broken out agam
if Mr. Jaffroys had returned. Upon that
point the Greyfriars fellows were firm
as ndamant,

But, fortunately, the auguet governors
took a wise view of the situntion. They
held a session in the governors'-room,
and guestioned the masters and the cap-
tain of the school, and formed a pretty
fair estimate of Mr. J&ffreiya’ shortcom-
ings. As Wharton had sagely pointed out
te his followers, the fact that order was
restored mmmediately Jeffveys was gone
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was an undeniable proof that Mr., Jef-
freys had been personally the caunse of all

the trouble. With everything at the
school in apple-pie ordet, so to speak, the
governorz had little fault to find, and

they very wisely decided that the out-
break was to be buried in oblivion, and
treated as if it had not occurred, and that
Mr. Jeffreys was not to set foot within
the gates of Greyfriars again. |

Which decision brought great satisfac-
tion to the heroes of the barring-ont and
to Greyfriars generally. And it was,
indeed, & very satisfactory result of the
rebels’ victory !

{Don’t miss “RIVALS OF THE
CHASE ! "—next Monday's grand
story of Harry Wharton & Co., by

FRANK RICHARDS.)

THE GREYFRIARS GALLERY.

No. 41.—GOSLING.

It would he hard to dmagine the
place without him.
But that is not to eny that Grey-
friars loves Gosling.

He is o notorious character, rather than a
popular and beloved ome; and, indeed, he
has done little enough to make himsell either
popular or beloved. He has all the makings
of a tyrant in blm. An educated Gosling
would make a singularly unpleasant master,
very fond of wsing the cane, and yery prone
to unnecessary suspicion,

There wmay be, however, some excuse for
Gosling’s dislike of boys in general. He bas
suffered from them a good deal, though he
himgelf has been to blame for many of his
gufferings.

One of our earliest meetings with the Grey.

GEIELIKG iz an institution at Greylriars,

friars janitor shows him bringing letters to ) @

atudy Ko, 1 for Bunter—then an inmate of
that celebrated apartment—and led in by
his ear by Boh Ehcrrf;r.

#The himperence of you himps is hawlul 17
sald Qosling. Something of that sort he has
suld many times sinee.

Gosling gave no sign of appreciating
humoir then: but he has a certain dry
humour of his own, and one *remembers his
pulllng the legs of Harry Wharton, Boh
Cherry, and Mark Linley on a time. They
were in =eatch of Tom PBrown, and asked
Gosling if he had seen Brown. Gosling had
Where had be gone? To the village, hat
for? “ Because he lives there, 1 persoom,™
aald Gosting. He knew very well whom they
meant - hut he was talking about Brownt
the greengrocer.

The Greyfriars porter is not of the stuff of
which heroes are made, Many times has he
shown funk in a erieie, When Julius, the tiger,
was let out of his cage by Billy Bunter, and
appeared at the gchool, Gosling bholted Into
his todge, and no persuasion could get him
out apgaip. He wounld not emerge at Mr.
Queleh’s hidding to unlock the gatea for the
heast to be taken out, although there was
no real danger then.

Rilly Bunter once got Lrapped by Bulstrode
and Bkinner in the loft of the wood-ghed, and
besought Gosling to bring a ladder.

«Yes® sald CQosling, “It's * Mr, Gosling’
pow, hut it's *0ld Gos' or 'Ei!lﬁ ald Goa'
other times.” And Bunter might have stayed
there. But the Head happened alomg, oand
t;osling at once protested that be was just
golng to help the junior down.

Harry Wharton & Co. had an adventure
with o bull once, and came home in o very
dilapidated condition. They told Gosling it
was he fault of the bull. e told Mr.

welch that they had arrived the worse for

rink, and said that Johnny Bull had led
them into {t. There iz something of the
sneak about our friend Gosling, you see, for
it was certainly not any zeal for total abstl-
nence that led him to lay his report. His

principles, as he himsell zays, are *strick
tectotalism and gin-and-water *—rather a
difficult combination! It is not the teetoinl
part, one¢ presumes, which has coloured the
nose and sbmetimes hblears the eyes and
alfects the walk of Gosling ?

Alonzo once presented him with a gratuity
of twopence, and her ed him not to buy ' n
bottle of gin or whisky with that princely
sum. Dut Gosling knows more about the

rice of such things than the gentle I-ﬁ'ﬂtir-

@ replied that he should invest halt the tip
in Consols, and store the rest in barrels in
the cellar!

There is muhb-eri'
inclined to suspec

in Gosling. He'is always
o person who i3 not oo
well dressed of being a wrong "un. Dick
Penfold put him in his proper place when
Gosling attempted to treat him az of no
account hecause he was the wvillnge shoe-
maker's OI.

{losling is hy no means fond of work. His
job at the lodge does not mean much in
that way, and he strongly rezents being asked
to do anything extra.

When Bob Cherry and Inky held the fort
In the ofd tower there was extra work for
Gosling, of course, He was one of the
beslegers; and theéy captured him on the top,
and threatened to cut off his head, which

gt the absurd old fellow into & deadly
unk.

He was backing up the Head then, though
not with all his heart in it. A little later we
find him in confllet with the Head, and wax-
ing extracrdinarily impertinent. The whola
domeatic staffl had struck, in consequence of
the sacking of one of ils members, and Gos-

ling wns spokésman of the deputation which
went to the Head.

It is o sign of the broad-mindednesz and
the forgiving spirit of the Head that William
Gosling still occopiez the lodge. Neob many
men would have borne such talk as this:

“We came to this study to make you leatn
senge and <o the proper thing! An' we aln't
goin' to leave until you consents to reinstate
Libbe! That's fiat, ain't it, sir?® Much too
flat ! Aguain: “Hobstinate hold muole!* And:
“ Hi halways thought you was & lot too big
for your boots, an' now I tell you 20 tO yer
Tace 1%

Gosling promptly ran away when he saw
what he supposed to be & gang of dangerous
rulians in the Cloze. They wera disguised
Removites, but that did not alter the
cowardice of it. Hut Gosling holda that his
duties do not include taking any rizk what-
ever. He is there to open and shut the gates,
not to look after the safety of the place ond
thoss in it!

It was Gosling's rum which—dlsgulsed as
the Marvellous Mixture—ecaused an awful
lapse on the part of the mild Alonrzo. But
that was only one of Wun Lung's heathen
tricks.

Tiut the old rascal, cowardly, snobbish, im-
pudent on oecasion,- sneaklsh at times, In-
clined to use the very small measure of
autharity given him tyronnously, yet has his

d points. He was really sympathetic wilh
ulstrode major when Bulstrode minor lay at
the point of death. The hard old heart can
be touched., Thera are not many peopls who
have tound a plice in it, perbaps, but Parey
Locke, the Head's onetime ne'er-do-weel
nephew, {5 one of them. For him Gosling
would do almost anythiog: ond his joy was
great when young Locke, who had been mas-
querading at the school as Mr. Brown, came
forward in hia trua colours, and showed up
Dandy Jim, the eriminal, who had taken his
name and was disgracing it.

The Remove do not love Gosling, but they
recognised that there might he a worse porter
than he when Mr. Bunn came along. Mr.
Bunn played King Stork till he made ﬂnaﬁng
seem A mere Eing Log by comparison. nt
then Mr. Bunn was Cecil Ponsonby, of High-
clifte, who only did it to annoy.

And the Remove had any amount of sym-
pathy for Gosling when he got the bad news
that hiz nephew at the Front had lost a leg.
They went with bim to the statlon when he
journeyed to see the wounded warrior, and
were kind to him in ways that one doubts
his “appreciating. But probably be under-
stood that they meant well.

Ome last picture. . Can you remember tho
solld Gosling picked up under the arm of
Mr. Sawyer, the pugilistic trainer, a man of
mighty strength, and marched off thus as if
he were a mere Infant?

Tee MagyeT Ligrary.—No. BO5.
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THE CASE OF THE KIDDEN HUN!

An ﬂdventure of Herlock Sholmes.

UZZZZZL!
With a bored look Herlock Sholmes
took up the receiver. p
He made me & sign to be silent, and
I Iafd down the breakfast loaf and the
pickaxe.

From the fact that he ejaculated “0Oh,
!}Im[n: Btrike me pink!" I concluded that

holmes waa reeeiving a startling communi-
catdan .over the wires

I was right.

He lald down the receiver at last, and
tarned to me with a grave expression upon
hig face.

" A seriows matter, Sholmest” 1 wventursd
to msk.

“Very Berious, Jobson, 'Ihe. call was from
the Red Tn Fpurt.ment. the Circum-
locution ﬂnu;e ortunately, I shall be able
to deal with the matter—perhaps sponer than
they think at the Red Tape Department.”
He pmited. “The Enmn Pikkald- Unyonz is
in England, Fotson."

I started.

“The Cerman diplomatist, Bholmes?”

“The samp "

"Oood heavens!”

I ghzed 'at Herlock Sholmes in amazement
and conatdrnation.

Whereveér GQerman intrigue and trepchery
had -bean at work—that iz to say, in every
corner of the earth from Peru to Peckham

ye—the name of Plkkald Unyunz was

oW,

“In England, Shalmeai™ I faltered.

“Buch [ my information from the
TF?E Department.
m;;%hw?lmf'g has he been in this country,

“From the fact that the Red Tape Depart-
ment has just learned of his presence, Jotson,
I dadyce that he bas been here & considerable

“No doubt,” I mssented, “He must be In

uise, Sholmes.”

‘Probably. However, e will be Ton to
earth. . His business here, Joteon, is to confer
with the ?r-:-l}&rmu.n:, and pﬂhum to cause
a risin the Qerman Bakers.”

-HE mtﬁ e

“Home such scheme, Jotson, [3 undoubtedly
working in that eunning brain. f the plot
should be & success, think of the result.
London, perhaps, suddenly attacked in the
dead of night by hordes of ferocious bakers
and confactioners, mided by the savage, un.
tamed Conscientious Objector I

Red
They have just learned

1 shuddered.

“However, I am here!" gaid Bholmes
reasauringly.

I breathed in.

After all with Herlock Sholmes upon the

even the machinations of the HBaron
Plkkald Unyunz, cunnin g a3 he was, would
ba Toiled, diddled, dished, and done.

“I am I H.-en:l.” ﬁrawled Sholmes, *“fo
track down the scoundrel. The ﬂmcla! pollece,
of sourse, are useless. The villein's presence
is known—that is all. Already he has been
at work. I have not the slightest doubt that
he was at the bottorn of the recent plot to
amasginnte the Secretary of Chinwag
Office bil putting war-bread into his soup,
Joteon. He has attempted to tamper with
Labour—with the engloeer and the engine
therai™

“Good heavens!™

“He is at the hottom of the war-profiteerin
which has causad so much unrest,” cnntinueﬁ
Bholmeca., “Bob for Qerman intrigue, Jotson,
oo one would think of charging more for hin
goods than they ware actually worth.”

“I am sure of it, Sholmes. Let us start

[ 1]
e

“True!” I exclaimed.

"However, I have a clue.”

I goazed at Bholmes.in amazement.

“Hut it is ooly s few minutes, Bholmes,
gince you learngd that the Baron Fikkaid
Unyunz was in this country at all.”

Sholmea ah:ug ed his 3huu1d=m [:M'é‘laﬂﬂ]]'a

“Excuse me, Sholmes,” I enld. I should
not be surprised at anvthing you say, Enow-
ing you as I do. I had forgotten, for the
moment, the remarkable powers of your
terrific non-stop braln. But the cluei™

'Hami me the * Chronie Daily,” Jotson.”

d the newspaper to Herlock Sholmes.

it.h the assistance of this - journal,

otson, I hope to track the villain down,”
uhseﬂed Sholmes.

“My dear Sholmes!" T muormured.

"You do not see how, Jotson?t”

“Burely, Bholmes, a German diplomatist
cannot he lgid low, like a house-fly, by means
of a newspaper!” I exclaimed.

“That {8 not my method, Jotson. Listen!”

Sholmes read anud 11 parngrip]l from tha
i Ehmuic Daily.'

It ran:

"' A state of considerable alarm exists in
the neighbourhood of Bnooker Street. For a |
considerable time past strange and unearthly
gdours have been noticed this quarter.
The druinage system has becn completely
overhauled, but the evil cannot be traced to
thia sonree, It is o myatery which baffles the
panitary authorities, and occupants of the
bouses are beginning t0 move away. There
bave been as yeb no deaths, buat illness is
prevalent, evidently owing to the at.mn
and terrible scent which pervadea
1|rll[1rninil.::cr.r The medical profession is quite a'ﬁ
g loga.""

I listened In silencs.
Az 3 medical man, I was interested in the
peculiar casa reported in the “Chronla Dally.”

But I failed to see any connection betwedn
the epidemic. of strange odours in Bnooker

Street and ghe secret mission of the Hun
intriguer.

8holmea laid- down the paper.

“An Interesting matter, Jolson!" he
remarked.

“Extremely £0,” I replied.

“As a medical man, Jobson, to what would

you atiribute this stramge and apparently
unacscountable outbreak of weird smells in
the Snooker Street distriet?™

I shook my head.

“Tnless someone in the neighbourhood has
been hoarding Chicage beef,. Bholmes, -and
has carelesaly allowed it to mum from the
ting, I canpot aceount for it."

""-'-'all we shall see!” remiarked Sholmes,
with hir: inscrutable emile. "Come!"

“Where are we going, Sholmos?™

“To Snooker Street.”

“But the German diplomatist!” I
claimed. "Burely, S8holmes, the first business
in hand is to track down the iniguitous
Pikha]d Unyunz ™

“Walt and see!" replicd Sholmes.

He took ma gently by the nosze

me from the room.

—

II.
WAS amazed.

This, however, was 1y usual state
when engaged with Herlock Sholmes
upon ong of bis remarkable cases, 1

wiaa, therefore, becoming accustomed to it
We took the motor-"bus at the corner of
Shaker Btreet. Here Herlock 8holmes' well-
known 3kill as a boxer was very useful. After
& soccesaful engagement we boarded the
motor-"bus, and werg carricd away In the

Bx-

and led

‘atrength

By PETER TODD.

hecame aware of the atrang: and tarribla
odour described in the “Chronic ‘Daily.”

Sholmes eniffed at  it, and nodded, as If
saticfied.

“You notice it, Joteon?" he Inguired.

5Tt 15 terrible, Bholmes!®

U jke rmm fearful things, Jotson, it may
BETVA 4 uae! urpose.”

“Sholmes.” Ipmurmureﬂ faintly, "why are
we here? I feel that I shall be overcome—I
am not m gtrong as I once was. I have
never smelt anything so terrible as this, alnce
I was in a German restaurant in Hamburg
before the war.”

“Exactly ! said Sholmes. “TFollow the
scent with me, Joteon, and when we hbave

'-namenah_hed where it ia most powerful "==he

nmile:] then, Jotson, we shall see'“
“But bow will you discover—

“Perfectly simple, my dear fellow. Whera
the acent la strongest we ehall find that the
odour is most powerful.”

“Marvelloua!” I exclaimed, amazed
mora by ‘the' masterly reasoming of
aztonnding friend.

We pursued our way, Herlock Sholmes with
his nose stretdhed out in advance, snifing
incessantly.

Sholmea’ noze was an unfoiling guide.

Az we proceeded the scent grew atronger
and stronger, and I eould onl %upe that my
would hold out to the finish. Even
ﬂh]n!me&. man of iron as be was, was a little
pale.

We stopped at last at a door, and Sholmes
opened it with a skeleton-key., 'We rushed
inte the house,

A man was seated at a table bafore a
strongly-amellin ﬂ dish, from which he was
esting with evident relizh.

e sprang to his feet as we rushed in.

“Burrender!” exclaimed 3holmes.

;'::i'nltektr: Gott! Vas st dasi™

n

The handecuffa were on his wrists fn the
twinkling of an eye.

“Bholmes!” I exclaimed. “Who (s Lhis
man "

Hlj" amazing friend amiled.

arreat you In the name of the Red Ta

Department, Baron Pikkold Unyunz!™ he said
distinetly.

“Pikkald Unyanz!™ I exclaimed.

"The same, Jotson! Take his other ear
and bring him along, my dear fellow ™

The discovered scoundrel fell upon  bis

knees.

" Mein Herr—kamerad! I am your prisoner
But mercy! Permit me to take mein lofy
sanerkraut with me!"

*There iz no mercy for such aa you, Baron
Plkkald Tnyonz!” eaid Herlack Sholmes

sternly. And the dastard was led away.

drrrrr—

IIL.

E returned to Shaker Street alter

W the German had heen safely lodged
under lock and key.

I was; needleas to state, amazed,

“The wusua! explanation, Jotson—what?"
sald Bholmes, with a smile. “My dear fellow,
it was one of the almplest of my cases, The
Baron PFlkkald Unydnz game secretly to
England in de-ep diuﬁulu His identity dia-
appeared; ke mole or a politician, he
worked in  the ﬂarlr. But thers was one
thing, Jotson, that he could not part Irom—
the sucoulent dich that Germans love—that
dish s0 strange and fearsome to all buk
Germ gng—"

“Banerkraut!” I exclaimed.

'Exactly! The paragraph in the ° Chronle
Daily ' gava me the cloe. That str and
terrible odour, which drove forth the inhahbi-
tanta from the vicinity of Snooker Street.

onca
my

at once!™ 1 exclaimed, sprioging to my feet. | direction of Bnocker Street. eould onily have been caused by the (erman
“Do not let the foul Hun remaln at iberty| “Here we are, Joteon,” said Sholmes, at ] natlonal dish. I followed the scent, Jotson,
a ‘moment longer ! last, when the ‘bus stopped, and we alighted, | and found the hidden Int-rlqu.cr," Bholmes

“RBack pedal; my dear fellow!" drawled | Dghting our way shoulder to shoulder to the | shrugged his shoulders. ‘A simple case,
Bholmes. “He has to be found before he can | pavement. Jotson—hardly worthy of my powers!"
be arrested. ™ As we walked down Snooker Strest we 1HE END.
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SKIMPOLE'S SUBMARINIE !

H, my dear fellews!®
It was not ona of the Terrible

Three who uttered that remark.

Thelr alleged countenances were
expressiva of tha greatest hewllderment. They
did not aven bear Skimpole's mild voice from
the doorway, :

At first ﬂey thought it was & New House
jape. Chapirs were piled upon chmirs. Thelr
lable was supporting another table, Inverted.
Scattered about the Aoor wWere papers '
and miscellaneous litter, including old paira
of boots which would have fitted nobody but
a Fo!iaeman or our man Herrles,

n one corner was & huge pile of books on
boshology, sillyassism, chumpography,
maniacism, and ‘what not, which even the
voll-witted Shellfish were sure could belong
to nobody but Skimpole.

"My dear fellowg—>

The dear fellows zpun round.

“Do you know anything
Skimmy ?” demanded Lowther.

#Certainly ! It is my property!™

“Your property |2

¢ own and Gore's, my dear fellows.
And Talbot's——-m"

* But—but they can't be brought herg—=»"

“My dear fellow,” said Skimpole patiently,
“the laws of science will prove to you that
they could not have reached here without
being brought.* :

“Rats!® roared Tom Merry., *What have
¥ou bronght the dashed things in here forg®
SEWell, you see, I regui the whole of
the space my study affords to At wp my
Invention—the submarine that I have men-
lioned to you, In the Brat place, I deposited
my furniture in Gibbonz' study, but in a
moment of passion bhe threw it out, and—
ahem '—me after it.”

“T should E“i:i well think he did!?
“ And Mr. Railton objected to having them

L1

about  this,

warechoused in the passage, so I brought |

thern along here.

v Like your giddy cheek!®”

#HBut the submarine iz now completely
erected in my study,” said Skimpole, with a
smile of conseious merit., ® The only remain-
ing question fz: Should I takg it ‘to the
Patent Office or the War Office? Each has
a slight drawhack. To patent It Tequires
money, which I do nob possess; and tha War
Office may refuse to look at It.”

“Happy i3 the lot of o ir.uhiimn-phert"’
chuekl Lowther. “What will Gore say
when he goes into his study expecting tea,
and finda nothing in the room but o sub-
marine ¥

“That,” gaid Skimpole hastily, “is pre-
cisely the reason of my visit here. QGore is
& somewhat headstrong youth, and may pos-
sibly harbour a deslre to wreak the lovention
some harm when he sees it occupying the
whole of the study. I should therefore be
gratefuel if yon would assist me in wheelinf
it down to the river before his arrival.
jntend Lo experiment with it to-morrow
morning—not, of course, that there i any
real need. According to. my diagram the
machine works admirably.. It execeeds fifty
knots per hour beneath the water—2

« gnything for a oquiet Life!™ groaned
Lowther, perceiving that Skimmy was wonnd
up. “Come onl?

Skimpole’s latest Invention was weird, If
not wonderful. Of considerable dimensions,
it waz made from a cheap tinny material,
hlack lacquered or enamelled, and was sup-
ported on four of the wobblicst wheels I
ever saw. They inclined frightfully, and
gave the whole thing a bow-legged appear-
ance.

Humming an inapiring sea song, the Ter-
rible Threa pushed, and Skimpole's aub-
marine rumbled along the passage.

The happy genius led the way, carrying on
his shoulders, in addition to his learned head,
two parallel strips of wood, connected In
three or four places by curved bara of jron,
It was the kind of nrrangement publicana
made use of in arder to slide barrels of beer
down into bheir cellars in the far, far away
days when beer was a popular bheverage 4n
England. Do you remember them?

The clashing and the clattering made by
the submarine as it descended the stalrs
brought the whole school out to gaze and
wonder. Now it rolled unevenly and uncer-
tainly across the quad, followed by startled
and astonished eyes.

Eildare's fare, as he pulled up in the quad
and stared at the apparition—" Germany’s

_about

By JACK BLAKE.

Terror ® was {ts name—was worth more than
a4 guinea a hox.

8kimpole paused reflectively at the gates.

“ Bppking the nearest way to the North
8ea, Skimmy?" grinned Crooke, coming wp
with Mellish at hiz heels,

“Not at all, Crocke. 1 was mercly con-
sldering which i3 the most soitable part of
the Ryll to conduet my experiment. It is
deepest, I believe, near the weir. We will
procesd to the weir, my dear fellows.” _

“ Certainly ' replied Lowther. * Anyweir
for me, as the Yorkshire rastics say.”

I think there iz a pun gomewhere in that
remark of Lowther's. Anyway, he was
bumped on susplelon—I belped bump him.
I can't have people gaying dublous thing:

native county.
It m?l{lt have been s Hun submarine that
Skimpole had capiuered, by the ecrowd which
followed ua to the Byll—save that they were
jeering instead of cheering.

The wooden apparatus was
tion against a tree, with the lower art
immersed in the placid waters of the Hyll
The submarine was lifted bedily on to the
me?i of the apparatus, and fixed there with
wedges.

Germany's  Terror was
laenching in the merning. x

“My ar fellows,” commenced Bkimpole,
waving his hand to his invention with an
explanatory air, “owiog to the absence of a
aréew, I have arranged that mif imvention
shouid work automatically on this occasion.
It is, of course, only a small model of the
real thing. When I press this switch a sluice
underneath will open, the boat will eubmerga
one fathom, and swim round in a ecircle of
five minutes’ duration. Then t-h&lrumps will
commence work, the sabmarine will rise, and
remain  here stationary. Buoft  to-morrow
morning  you  will be atforded ocular
demonstration.”

“He, he, hel”

laced in poal-

now ready for

The cachinnation came from Bagry Trimhi-l:'.l

who was In confab with Crooke and Mellish.

“Six o'clock in the morning, then,” sald
Crooke.

“If we're awnke!" cackled Baggy.

I was as sertain that the rotters had some
gﬁme on with S3kimmy’s uuh.marlin& ag [ was

at Bagey Trimble wouldn't be up in time
to take part fn ft. The fact §s, they had
planned to fill the submarine with brick-
hats, so- that when Germany's Terror sub-
merged, she woold make a becline for the
bottom, and” spend the remainder of her
terrifying carear there!

Blx a.m, found Crooke and Mellish and the
submarine in close companionship. But
Baggy was in bed.

They had opened the “conning-tower,” and
were on the point of adding welght, when
they were soddenly seized from behind and
blindfolded. A second later they were gagged
and bound as well,
u;cﬂul: their tickers, Bill!" sald one hoarse
voloe.
wind plteh "em into this ‘ere submarine,
Bob!" said another hosa volee,

Bill and Bob were—Herries and mysell.
We bundled Crooke and Mellish into the
sabmarine. .

I know they were no improvement on the
rubbish intended to Al the boat; but the ides
was to give them a fright.

Tom Merry and Manners and Lowther came
down by-and-by, and after we had inspected
and arranged the submarine to our satis-
faction, Bkimpeole came.

“Now, my dear fellows, we will begin,” he
announced, rubbing his hand: and beaming
all round. “Pray remove the wedges.”

The wedges were jerked away.

Skimpole pressed the switch, and the
harshly <ranking sound of superannuated
machinery, warking by fitz and starts, accom-

anied by faint splutterings from the terrifled
apers within, made a lovely harmony.

The contraption refused to budge at fArst,
but a united shove did it, nnd It glided jerkily
down to the water.

“Now eplagh!” hissed Tom. ,

And we beat upon the water with the flat
blades of oars, giving the japers no end of &
fright, [ don't doubt.

“Dear me!” sald Skimpole. It doesn't
submerge I"

Now, Skimpole, like most people who wear
glasses, is short-sighted, [I beg to intrude!
Reanlty, I cannot resist this onique oppor-
tunity of remarking upon the profound
experience which eharacterises cor friends of

the Foorth!—T. M.] Blow these editorst
There's no keeping them ont! 1 wasz saying,
Skimpole is short-sighted. He did not nobice
that the ends of the submarine were attached
h{ ropes to & branch of the tree overhanging
the river, and consequently . Germany's
Terror did no more than touch the water.

But, alas! we failed to notice that the
branch was giving way! ‘There was one greab
c¢rash, and the submarine was in midstream,
heading for the weir!

The sluice, fortonately, omitted to wark,
and the submarine did not submerge. But
that it was letting in the water was perfeetly
plain, for it sank lower and lower and rofled
shockingly.

Before we had time for any action It bad
biffed against the wall of the weir, and ssnk
clean as if it had never been there.

Luckily, Bkimpole's submarine was no
ordinary submaripe. A meére naval sub-
marine would bave dallicd about at the
hottom and perhaps filled. Being built on
entirely different principles, Bkimmy’s sab-
marine fell opportunely to pieces, and tha
helplezs Crooke and Mellich shot up clear pob
of the water like a couple of corks. The
reverse undercurrent -had carried them back
peveral yarde from the weir, but they wers
heading that way again.

While Skimmy was rubbing hizs spectacles
and staring at the Gnexpected appearance of
a crew, Tommy had dived in. He was quickly
followed b nners, Herries, Lowther, and
myself. wasn't ectually last—but that's
my politeness. .

We couldn't do it: we realised that. We
battled and fought against the current like
Trojans, Tom, and I supporting Crooke, and
Herries, Manners, and . Lowther holding
Mellish. But it was the strength of a man
that was required.

Help was near at hand. We didn’t hear
the splash, but we heard the voice. It was
Kildare's!

“Ieave Mellish to me! Get Crooke ashore!™

Kildare is all there in the water, and no
end strong. He had Mellish on dry land
almaost in & twinkling.

Then he dived in nagain, and Crooke was
roon placed by the side of Mellish, Neither
of them was any the worse for his imnersion.
It did them good, in fact—washed them!

"1 knew you Kids were up to some game
when [ osaw you wheeling that tin affair
yesterday,” said Kildare, panting for breath.
“I've been keeping my eye on you!”

“1—I pay, Kildare,” stammered Tom. “We
—we don't know how to thank you for—"

“Don™t mench!™ returned Elldare, in 4
tones and wet togs. "You can write-me on
A hundred lines each, and if they're not ready
by to-morrow noon abt the outeide you'll get
pemething else vou won't know how to thank
me for!"

THE END,

:
CORRESPONDENCE WANTED BY:
J. Hayman, &, Catharine Street, Liverpool,

with boy of 14 in United States.

Migz Jean Anderson, 101, Forth BStreet,
Poltokshiclds, Glasgow, would be glad of any
information concerning Private James Ander-
ihgllié'lﬂt-h Boyul Beots, misslng on May Bth,

W. Fry, P.0. Box 224, Port Elizabeth, South
Africa, with hoy readers anywhere,

W. A. Bmith, 182, Antrobus Road, Hands.
worth, Birmingham, with boy resders abroad,
especinlly fn China and Japan, interestéd in
stamp collecting.

Miss Kittie West, 35, Limes Orove, Lewis-
ham, 8.E.13, with girl readers of ahout 18,
anywhere in Britizh Empire,

L. Webster, 38, Kingston 3treet, Sneinton,
Nottingham, with bo aders of ahout 12,

M. Bapner, 25, lishury Street, Long
Eaton, with boy readers in United States,
Canadn, and Australia.

F. Nogers, 8t. Elmo, Dudley Road, Tividale,
Staffs, with boys of 17-18 interested in boxing.

W. H, Matthews, 22, Percival Road, Bush
Hill Park, Enfield, ., with boys of about 14
in Wales, Canada, or Australia.

W. E. Whiston, Invercraig, Langley. nenr
Muaoelestield, with boy of 1113 interested in
L. & Y. W, Rallwoy.
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THE MAJOR'S

[} LUGGED ™ )
We all stared at the major.
Bob Cherry's pater wis home on
gliort leave from the Fromt, and he
had given Bob a look-in at Greyfrinre, alonz
with Wharton's uncle.

MNaturally, we had them in Study No. 1,
andl stood them the best tea the Food Regula-
trns sould allow,

The ‘major, being an Old Boy, natural
talked about old timves, Btudy No, 1, whie
belongs to Wharton anid me now, was Jim
Wharton's study in those days. Jim Wharton
ls Colonel Fames Wharton in theze days, and
Harry's uncle. BMajor Cherry was in the
Third Form then.

It was jolly hard to think of the bronzed
o0ld major, whose face Jooked as if it were
carved in oak, having been o cheeky fag in
the Third, like young Tubhb, for instance.

And Colonel Wharton, too! We couldn’t
papily imagine him as a Remove chap in
Etons,

And when the major mentioned fhat he
hied Deeern ﬂﬂggﬁi by the headmaster of his
time we opened our eyes,

Lt zeemed awlolly cheeky Tor a headmaster
to flog a major. Bul, of course, the Head
couldn't have known bhe was going to be a
major.

S How did it bappen? asked Wharlon,
“ Tall-ust®

And the major told us.

%I was in the Third then, Jim Wharkon was
in-the Kemove. And there was a fellow in
the' Filth we couldn’t stand—a chap named
noggs. This fellow Snoggs wns a good deal
of g bully. When Jim and T weren't Oghting
one another we were allied against Snoggs.®

“We were!® smiled the colonel. :

“We used to have u custom of standing
epreads in the studies. T dare say you Keep

it up?* i

“‘E&s. rather,” grinned Bob Cherry—"when
the Food Controller lets wa!®

“There wasn't any Food Controller in my
time,” sald the major, langhing. “They werc
the piping times of peace. Jhn and I had
had ¢ Irom _kind wncles, and we pooled
themm for o stady spread in this study, 1%
was: Wharton's study: T hadn’t one then,
helpg In the Third. And we spent a lot of

time pathering in supplies.” And it wons o

Apping spread—wasn't it, Wharbon '

7t was!™ gaid the colonel. -

“l don't think I should care for it mow,
but I thought it ripping then. We stacked
It nway in the study cupboard, and then
went to collect our guests. - Wharion had an
imposition from the Remove.master—="

“ Not Quelchy 7 asked Johnny Hull.

“Ha, ha! No! It was before Mr. Quelch's
time. Hiz name was Barker, and he was a
very etern - old ~gentleman., - Wharton ought

really to _have done those lines, buk he hadn't]

Iearnied digeipline in those days=he hadn't
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| The Editor’s Chat.
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For Next Monday :
“RIVALS OF THE CHASE "

By Frank Richards.

The best of things must have an end some
time. [ thiok the series into which thé last
five stories published here fall muost be
numbered among the best the MaoNer hins
ever been able to give its readérs—and thoat
iz saying a good deal. But the story which
will appear next week, though of quite o
diferent type, will carry its own appeal, I
am sure. There is plenty of fun in it, as
well As more serious matter. A nember of
fellows, stirred by rivalry or by greed of
gain, zet out on n misslon for Mr. Frout., He
has entrusted that mission to Wharlon, but
the HEemove is not comtent to leave it to the

eaptain of the Form. Others butt in, and the
Highcliffe notzs get wind of the affair, aod
chip in also, causing & good deal of trouble
and some amupsing happeénings. How it all
ende you will learn in duc course.

b |

THE MAGNET LIBRARY.

By FRANK NUGENT.

Lbeen in the Army—and 50 the lines were lelt
g\-er. That was unfortunate, as it turhed
ut.™

“ Very " said the colonel, :
“Bnoggs of the Fifth was what you would
call a rotter. He uwsed to drop’ into junior
studies and help bimsell; and i the fags
ohjected he would give them a licking, He
wns a big fellow—a mateh for ball a dozen
fags—big enough to be.in the Bixth, only
he wns a duffer. He had seen us doing our
shopping, I suppose, for alwut ten minutes
after we'd left the stuff in Lhe stundy a fng

came up, breathless, to tell us thot Snoggs

had gone to No. 1. We knew what he would
want there, and we rushed indo the House.

“We were fairly upon the war-path. Both
of us together were not muoch of & mateh lor
Suoggs, buf we didn't think of that until we
reached the study. But as soon as we arrived
there we thought of it, and we stopped out-
gide 40 hold a council of war.

“The study deor was closed, but we could
hear someone moving inside, We thought .of
all our grub in the study cupbourd, and
Snoges bolting it and It made us farlous.

“Jim proposed fetching wp a crowd of the
fellowe and overwhelming the big zenior by
numbers. But there wasn't much time. ¥ou
gee, the Teed would e going at & great rate.
Enﬂ%‘ga was o big cater, and a quick one,

“What had to be done must be done
quickly. 8o we held o hurried council of war
outzide the study, and decided what to do—
nnﬂ{}m !éi:” topped to light a of

ajor Cherry stoppe ght a cigar.

We waited im at?cnt.!:. We were fgll_v keen
to hear how Hulidr Cherry and Colonel Whar-
ton had dealt with Snoggs of the Fifth. We
knew jolly well how we would have dealt
with Coker of the Fifth io similar eclreom-
stances, :

“Uo it, pater!” ventured Bob,

“I'm going it," spid the major. © We
deelded that we would rush into the study
and take Snoggs by surprise. If he'd bad
time to get on his guard he could -have
knocked uz both out quite casily. The fedd
was at sfake, 20 we Lhought -it justifizble to
use strategy. The iden was to rush. him so
suﬂdenli.' that we should down him before he
-could hit out with his terrific big Mets. Then
we could git on him, and give him what we
thought he wanted—a good larruping with a
cricket-stomp 1®

w Just the

CEJolly good iden!™ sald Bob,
way we shonld handle Coker!®

“Well,- that wus the scheme,” zald the
major. =It worked llke a charm, Jim Whar-
ton threw the door open’ suddenly, and he
dashed in. Somebody rose from a chair at
the table, and we were on him in a flash, and
he went down under us, He landed on the
floor with a crash, and we sprawled over him,
pommelling for all we were worth, He yelled

and wriggled and gosped, and I dare say he

RIGHT WAYS AND WRONG WAYS.

 There js a small matter that I have in-
tended for some.time to mention here. It
ig only & small matter, I admit, but 1t 3
worth mentioning. .

The mistake I refer to iz nothing but a
mistake in. most cases, 1 believe.. It is just
this. A number of requests for motices comie
along worded thuz: *“Eindly iosert the
necompanying notice.® Now, thiz is all
wrong. In ﬂirite of the “kindly,” it Is a
commuand, not a proper request. I fancy
thowe of you who use the lorm imagine if
to be buosinesslike. It may be &0 considered
where the writer of the letter Is in a position
of authority over the recipient; but none of
you ¢an claim to be in a position of al.ltl'mrlt.ty
over me—I think youa will allow me that,
And 1 do not [eel sure that the form has
any value in any case. Heasonable politeness
is never misplaced, and it is quite easy to
write “Will yon Kindly ™ or *Will you
please.™

There iz one other little matter—mot one
of courtesy, as between you and me, but one
of good form. When you enclose an
addreszed envelope for a reply, never address
yourself om it as “ Esq.”. It impresses no
and it §s incorrect. The usual plan adopted
by writers sending contributions is that of
giving just the name and addresz, with no
yrefix or affix to the name, on Lthese envelopea
Ip‘rar return. But there is no harm in “Me "—

¥y

FLOGGING !

was nearly suffocated, for I was sprawling
over his face, and I wasn't a light-weight,
even in thosze days. ‘Wharton sprawled om
his legs, and pinped hin down. Then we
yelled for the fellows. He wasg ulrugglin%m
hard we were afraid we couldn't hold him
down.” °

The major paused, and blew oub & cloud of
smoke, which made us cough.

“Then a peculiar thin“g struck me all of o
sudden,” bhe went on. A Snoggs of the Fifth
‘nsunlly wore a tail-voat. Buot as he struggled
under us [ noticed for the first time that be
wias wearing a gown.™

A gown!™ ejaculated Bob,

“Yes; o Master of Arts gown. It.struch
me-gll of & heap, ‘It was 0 remarkable [or
Bnogys of tke Fifth to be wenring a Master
of - Arts gown that it struck me that the
wriggling wreteh we were sprawling over
mﬁlﬁn‘_i; be Snoggs of the Fifth at all.»

1l

% As soon & that struck me I rolled off
his face as if it had become red-hot. Amd
the furiows face thnt glored wp at me wasn't
Snoggs" at alli»

‘It wasn't,” sald the colonel, ®And 1 got
off hiz legs as fust as Cherry got off his face. "

“We learned afterwards that Snoggs bad
been to the study nosing after our feed.®
sald the major. ® But be bad found El:lm&bmij
else there, and retired in & hurry. Mr. Barker
had dropped in to see why Wharton's lnes
weren't done, and, as Wharton wasn't there,
he hod waited,  course, we hadn't  known
all those circumstances when we held our
council of war outside the study. We hadn'e
the slightest intention of rushing Mr. Barker
over aind sprawling on his face., - We wished
we hadn't done {t——"

“Ha, bn, hot?

# But we hud done it! I ecan still remem-
ber the expression on that face after I bad
crawled off it. It looked rather squushed and
Very angry——"

‘“Ha, ha, hnote

oY, It: doey seem rather funny. now.™
remarked. the major reflectively, . ¥ At the
time it did not seem exactly fonny. It
peemed ;s still less funny the next morning Is
Hall, when Jign and I got our flrst ﬂugggﬁl
Anid when we erawled away alter the fogging
dnoggs of the Fifth grinned at us, and we
hadn't energy encugh leff to call him names.®
The major glaneed at his watch. “Time we
looked "after our train, Wharton, or we shall
be late at the hospital.”

“Wonnded chap, pater?”? asked Bob,

“Yes; an old Greyfriars fellow. Lost a
leg.” ‘said _the major. “Captain Snoggs of
the Loamghires,® '

“Eun%s{” we all exclaimed together,

"Yes.® The fmajor laughed, * We've made
it up with 3noggs of the Filth now—in the
trenches,” £

THE EXD.

W

that title §s the right of all—and in the case
of a lady, “Mrz.” or “Miss © §s clearer, ;

' FODTBALL NOTICES.
Matches -Wanted By :

EroMLEY UNITED—S mile radius of Poplar..—
F. Btreeton, 23, Wyvis Street, Poplar, E. 14.

S0UTH HATHAULT BANGERS—15—5 mile radige.
—J. Montgomery, 126, Blythewood Homd,
Goodmayes, .

BT, FAlTH'2—17—3 mile radius.—A. E. Wise-
man, §5, Toneley Place, Wandawarth, 8.W, 1R,

A Stockford team—15-18—4 mile radius.—3.
Al:‘n?};ér. 24, Watzon Street, Stockford, Mun-
chester.

Places in Teams Wanted By :

J. Flood, jun.. Queen’s Clul, West Kensing-
ton, W. l4—uge 16—in team within § miley of
Hammersmith Broadway,

P. Pinsker, 42, Ficher Sireei, Carlisle—age
1Gi—team in Cuarlisle.<Any pozition except
gdalkeeper,

Upali
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