Ask for No. 1 of “MODERN BOY” TO-DAY!

LINING UP FOR THEIR “GRUEL ™!

(A ¢ gtriking "' dncident from the Jong complete school story in Fhis fame.)




~® READ WHAT OUR EXPERT SAYS ABOUT THE CHEAPEST TEAM IN FOOTBALL!

HEN a famons artist was asked

W how he mixed his paints, he

gave this reply, “With

brains.” When the manager

of a football team szets about the work

of getting together a successful side—

and of keeping a successful side—that

is the chief ingredient in the mixing—
brains,

Of course, somo
very useful second _th
shape of a cheque-hook., But that isn't
the way the team is built at West
Ham, It is built with brains without
a cheque-book. Not that West Ham
haven't any mouey—they have what 1
should consider a big fortune, But
they don’t spend their cash on buymng
ready-made  footballers, They hunt
round home and make their own men—
mould them according to plan. .

Cheap—but Good!

The cheapest team in the First
Division—that's West Ham. Why, the
other week they won a big match with
a team which de in it only one man
for whom a transfer-fee of any kind
had been paid. That was Yews, the
ountside-right, and the fee for him was
£120. ‘Think of that, you fellows !
Something worth boasting about! With
West Ham, though, it sn't a case of
cheap and nasty. They are cheap—but

good ! !
Before 1 introduce you to this
foothall, let me

cheapost team in
SAY Epw.nrrl about tﬁu Hammers as a
ground for

club. H vou weni to the
one of their matehes, you
would }iear” _E‘llﬂ tvr_r.-l qm:’ﬁ
frequently—"Up the Iron

Yon might wonder how the
eory arose; what connection

ntanagers have a
to brains in the

it had with West Ham
United. Tl tell you.
Long ago they used to

build battleships on the
River Th:mesp—ihy)ﬂ of iren.
A firm which did some of
the bailding was called the
Thames Ironworks, and eon-
nected with this irm was o
foothall team which bore
that .pame. Out of the
Thames Ironworks sprang
the present West Ham Foot-
hall Club, They built the
football team like they bult
ihe battleships—ofl iron, and
ihe men who play for West
Ham in these days are as
hard as the nails they used
to drive in the ships which
went forth to battle.

Now for the ntroduction
of these men of iron. BStart-
ing at the goalk r, there
is Eddie Hufton. Yoo won't
find him in the photograph
which aceompanies these
notes, for the simple reason
that whem it was taken
Hufton was nursing a broken
armi, He played for Eng-
land against Ireland some

months back—hiz first International.
He went ouf to tackle an Irish forward
in true do-or-die spirit, and fnished in
hospital,

Typical of West Ham !

Isanc Tate, who took his place, is a
tall youngster, from Newcastle United,
who is now only twenty-one vears 'of
age; and the Hammers have also
another goalkeeper, who %as found. in
a curious way. His name is Bailie,
A couple of years or so ago West Ham
decided to build a new stand. - The
workmen engaged on the job used to
play football in the dinner-hour. Bailie
was one of those workmen, and one
day Manager Syd King, of West Ham,
went without his dinmer to wateh the
geratch match. After that he signed on
Bailie as a goalkeeper. That's typical
of the West Haomm methods,

The two stalwart full-backs of West
Ham arc also typical of the courageouns
way in which football problems are
tackled way down in the East End of
Leondon. Earlier in the present season
things, weren't going well with the side
—too many goals were going to the op-
position. So the reguflr imrlw were
droppegl, and two local lads, Earl and
Norrington, were promoted. One came
to the Hammers from Summerstown
and the other from Barking Town.
Eﬂ{wiﬁl]lv is Cyril Norrington regarded
A3 a DN, E

[Ldocal Talent!

The whole of the first team half-backs
are local lads, too. James Collins, the

Reading from left to right, photo -shows : Back row : Cox, Oellins,
Barrett,; Morrington,

Front row : Yews, V. Qibbins, Watson, Earl (A.),

WS R BL
This Week :

West Ham United

F.C.

who hold the distinction of
playing in the first Final Tie
at Wembley.

TR T I T TLRR

right-half, 15 a product of East Ham
school football. I have no knowledge
of what the schools of East and West
Ham are like so far as the three “"R's ™
are concerned, but I will say this—that
if the teachers of those schools are as
efficient at teaching readingy writing,
and arithmetic, as they are at le&cllinﬁ
football, then they must ha¥ve turne
out some wonderful scholars,

The strongest bit of iren in the
West Ham mde is Jimmy Barreit, the
cenire-hali. He signed on for the club
when . he was sixteen years of age,
nnd played for the first team regularly
before e was eighteen. But he was a
man in all but years, like the smith the
Eﬂi‘.‘t- had written of—*“a mughiy man 1s

e, with arms—and legs—hke irom
bands." He has played in several posi-
tions, including cenire-forward, but
centre-half is his best place. On his left
is another newcomer—Cox, who jumped
right [from the Ilford side into the
West Ham first team.

The Brains of the Attack!

I have glready mentioned oulside-
right Yews as one of the few men for
whom a tramnsfer-feec was paid. The

brains behind the attack of West Ham

are carried on the shoulders of inside-
right, Stanley Earlee. What an aristo-
cratic team it s—with an Earl at full-
back and an Earle in the forward line.
Stanley Earle played for West Ham
when was an amateur connected
with the Clapton clob. He haz since
turned “pro,” but he hasn't givem up
[Continued on page 28.)

- HAMMERS—AND PROUD OF IT, TOO!
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Tate, Earle (8.),
Moors, Ruffell,




ALL THROUGH SKINNER !

ol colleague and friend of many years’ stonding.
Stilcdes?
rnaster !

Like a boll from the blue comes ihe leller from IDv. Loexe c=smissing Mr.
And no one at Greyfriars knows the real mcaning behind this
smissal cxcept Jarveld Skinner, the cad of the Remove, who has schemed for revenge on his Form-

Quelch, s

A Magnificent New Long Complete School Story of Harry Wharton & Co,,

the world=famous chums of Greyiriars,

THE FIRST CHAFPTER.
While the Cat’s Away |
e UELCHY'S late!"
" Better late than over!™ re-
marked Skinnor.

“Ha, ba, ha!”
Mr. Quelcli—disrespectfully alluded to

by his Form as Quelchy—was undoubt-
edly late. [ )
The Remove had gowne into their

Form-room for afternoon class, quite

punctually, Mr. Quelch was a punctual
gentlehan himsell, and insisted upon
punctuality in the Remove. he

Remove did not agree with him; but
they were accustomed to giving Mr,
Quelch his head.

Now he was late,

For ten minutes the Lower Fourth
had been in thewrr Horm-room, and Mr.
Quelch had not appeared.

It was almost unprecedented., The
Removites were surprised, and they
counld not help wondering.

Not that they minded. The later
Mr. Quelch was, the better his Form
liked it. Latin prose was the order of
the day, and hardly a wmwan in the
BRemove was keen on Latin prose. They
did not love the dead languages; in-
deed, there was a strong opinion in
the Remove that those languages, being
dead, ought to be buried.

But it was surprising, as well as
gratiflying, for Mr. Quelch to be late.
Often My, Quelch had told his Form
that punctuality is the politeness of
princes, and that procrastination is
the thief of time. It was really remark-
able for Mr. Quelch to give up the
politeness of princes in favour of the
thief of time.

:"-!-urlprimarl as they were, the Removites
hopet that Mr. Queleh, late in life,
was forming new hnbits, and that they
would be permanent,

The  juniors, deprived

of the

delights of Latin prose by the unpunctu-
ality of their Formm master, were not
wasling their time. Had they becn per-
fect charecters they would, of eourse,
have sat down gquietly at thewr desks,
opened thoir books, and studied sedu-
lously, while they waited for their Form
master to arrive.  But the perfect
characters in the Greyiriars Remove
epuld have been counted on the fingers
of one hand, leaving out several digits.
They improved the shining hour in
quite different ways,

Loid Mauleverer, on a back form,
leaned on the wall and dozed comfort-
ably. Mauly was always prepared to
put in a doze when he had a spare
momeni. DBilly Bunter, greatly daring,
ut a cigarette into his mouth, though
e did not venture to light it. Half a
dozen fellows played leap-frog. Othors
stood around and chatted. Bolsovor
major, who had a squirt, filled it with
ink, and took surreptitious pot-shots at
fellows who were not looking. At that
time in the afternoon the Remove-room
should have been very quiet and orderly.
Instead of which, there was noise 1n
the Remove-room, which gradually
grew into & din.

And still Mr. Quelch did not come.

“Quelchy’s awlully late,” said Harry
Wharton. “Don't make too much row,
you men; they'll hear it in the other
Form-rooms."”

“Let 'em,” said Bolsover major.

“"We don't want Capper or Hacker
to come along."

" Rats!" retorted Bolsover,

And, to display his independence,
Bolsover major gave up the squirt, and
started tramping noisily.

“Chuck i, you ass!” said Bob
Cherry.
 DBolsover major tramped more loudly
than ever. Skinuer, and Snoop, and
Stott promptly joined him. It was suf-
ficient for Wharton to express an

By FRANK RICHARDS.

opinion for Skinuner & Co. to take the
opposite tack.
There had been noise in the Remove
room before. Now there was an uproar,
Frank Nugent opened tho door, and
li;ln.neud along the passage. In the
‘orm-room passage there was no sign

of Mr. Quelch.

In the other Form-rooms the various
Forms were assembled—the Second
with Mr. Twigg, the Third with Mr,
Wiggins, the Fourth with Mr. Capper,
the Bhell with Mr. Hacker, the Fifth
with Mr. Prout. At a greater distance,
fortunately, was the august apartment
where "the Sixth sat with the Head.
All Greyiriars was on the grind—ex.
copting the Remove, Unaccountably,
Mr. Quelch had not turned up to take
his Form.

“8hut that door, Nugent, you nss!"
sald Hazeldone. “We shall have the
Head here at this rate.,”

Nugent shut the door.

“Quelehy's not coming,” he said.
B"]}l's jolly odd,” remarked Johnny

ull.

“"The oddiulness is terrific,” observed
Hurrce Jamset Ram Singh. “But as
the esteemed Skinner has remarked, the
latufuhmu is better than the neverful-
Hness,

“l say, you fellows——-

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! Bunter knows:”
exclaimed Bob Cherry. “Bunter knows
everything excopt his lessons. Why
hasn't Quelchy como, Bunter "

Bunter grinned.

“He's at it," he said,

“At what, fathead?®”

“Beribbling.”

“Qh "
“Ha, ha, ha!"
“1 saw him,” explained Bunter.

“Saw him from the quad, before we
eame in! Beribbling away like billy-o !
“Ha, ha, ha!™
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The Removites understood now.

They were well aware that Mr.
Quelch, in his "hours of scanty leisure
had literary occupations. A History of
Greyfriars had n growing under
Mr. Quelch's pen for years and years.
When he had completed a section of
that great and extemsive work, Mr.
Que would type it out on his type-
writer, the click of that machihe from
Mr., Quelch’'s study was a well-known

sound at Greyfriars. Mr. Quelch was

not at the typer mow; he was in the
throes of composition, In those throes
he had forgoiten class—forgotien the
Remove—forgotten all thi but his
literary work! )

“0Oh, thet's it, is [t1" exclaimed Bob

Cherry, “Good egg! More powdr te
his giddy elbow " ‘

. %hﬂ-hn iy a _

“Let's hope he'll keep it up all the
afternoon,” said Johnny ]!*flull heartily.

“Hﬂ.l.'l", hﬁit | )

The ove were only too willing to

leave Mr. Quelch at his literary labours
without interruption. ’

“What sbout reminding him?” asked
Mark -Linley, \ )

But the voice of that scholastic youth
was as the voice of one crying in the
wilderness. Not a single veoice was
raised in support of the suggestion.
There was a roar of derision,

“Fathead "

wa Aﬂ 1”

“Chuck it!” .

And Mark Linley smiled and said no

more.
“What about & game ©of footer?”
asked Bob. “Quelchy may be hours

et—may stick at it till tea-time. Who

nows? What sbout footer? We can
use & die. for a ball”

“Hear, heari” -

* Bravo |** J

The suggestion caught on at once; it
Eﬁ evidently mich more popular than

ey's.

Football, with a dictionary for a ball,
was not likely to be Boccer at its very
best: but any kind of  football was
obviously ever so wmuch better than
leesons; and football in the Form-room
was undoubtedly a lark.

Bides were picked up at once. :
. “1 say, you fellows _uup‘?(a Quelchy
butts in|" squeaked Billy Bunter. -

“Bhut up, Bunter|¥ .

“On the balll” ' roared Bolsover

major.

YPlay upt” -

It was an exciting game. There was
more kick and rush than anything else,
but it was exciting, and it was jolly.
It beat Latin prose to a frazsle, '

E&:: ;ﬂéﬂ& minutes the Rmnnvitl-la:
i ra eir transports, so to ak;
but as the excitement of the mﬂrw

they furTlJt all about Mr. Quelch, as Mr.
ﬁhéhm ad apparently forgbtten all
ut them.

ey kicked, they rushed,
they trampled, they shouted, they
roared, they cheered. Masters' studies
were a distance from the Form-
rooms, and Mr. Quelch was not likely,
after all, to hear. But the juniors were
nat thmi_mg; of him now, anyhow, They
wera enm{mg their afterncon—quite
ynaapmbad ; and the din and uproar
in the Remove-room grew, and grow,
till anyone passing by that room might
have fancied that pandemonium had
brokén loose there.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
A Remove Rag |

" CANDALOUS " :
Mr. Prout, the master of the
Fifth, put his head out of his
Form-room doorway, like a
tortoise popping its head out of a shell,

Tue Maaner Lisgary.—No, 1,043,

and ejaculated  “ Scandalous!® and
popped his hend in again. i

Mr. -Capper came out of the Fourth
Form-room, and Mr, Hacker out of the

'Bhell-room. They stared along towards

the Remove quarters,

astonished glances.

" Extraordinary 1" said Mr. Capper.

“ Amaeing ! said Mr. Hacker.

Crash! Bump! Roar!| - .

The Remove were going strong.

Bump! Bump! Crash :

“On the ball 1

~ “Pass, you fathead! Pass|™.
(1] Thj. wlf EJI
“Hurrah "
Bump ! - Crash |
“Yaroooh |

“Ha, ha, ha ¥

. These sounds were undoubtedly amaz-
mF‘ and extraordinary, proceeding from
a reyfriars Form-room in class-time.

“Onae ought to intervene,” hazarded
Mr. Capper. “Mr. Quelch. must be—
hem !—absant.” :

“ He can scarcely be present, with that
uproar going on,” said Mr. Hacker,
“ 1t 1s outrageous!| Mr. Quelch may, of
course, act as he pleases with l‘ﬂﬂ'll'ti to
bis own Form, but this putrageous noise
interferes with the work of other
Forms.” : S

“ A word to Mr. Quelech——"

Mr. Hacker shook his head.

and exchanged

Bump |

“Mr. Quelch does not like interference

with his Form, Myr. Capper. He has

very nearly come-to words with Mr.

Prout on the subject more than once.
This is absolutely outrageous, but I, for
one, decline to interfere.” And Mr,
Hacker went back to the grinning Shell.

Mr. Capper hesitated, but he went
back to the Fourth at last. It was true
—only too true—that Mr. Quelch re-
sented anything like interference in his
management of the Remove, The pre-
sent was an exceptional certainly;
still, there was no telling how a tart
gentleman like Henry Samuel Quelch
might take the most kindly and well-
meant intervention. Mr, Capper decided
not to risk it.

From the Remove-room the din con-
tinuved and intensified. Football in &

- Form-room could not be conducted with-

out noise. While the cat was away the
mice were at play, and they had quife
forgotten the cat by this time.

From the Third Form-room Mr.
Wiggins put a worried face. From the
Second the kind and benevolent face of
Mr. Twigg peered.

The two masters exchanged glances.

“This is really—really—really—"
said Mr, Twigg,

“1t is really—really—"" agreed Mr.
Wiggins, .

Bul they felt a disinclination to inter-
vene. Mr. %:ﬁlch"n business was, aftor
all, Mr. 's business,

They shut their Form-room doors
again. ‘

Ill-fortune drew - Mongieur Charpen-
tier, the French master, to the "
There was no French set going on just
then, and Mossoo was at liberty, and he
was teking a walk round. The uproar
from the ove-room smote foreibly on
his ears as he entered the Form-room
pl.ssrgﬁr, and he stared in great astonish-
mient. .

“Mon Dieu!” he ejaculated. * Qu-est-
que-c'est, que cela ' '

_Monsicur Charpentier did not reflect,
like the Form masters, that Mr. Quelch
was very touchy about intervention in
his Form-room. ing was wrong,
that was clear, and Mossoo rushed in
where angels feared to tread. - .

He threw open the Remove door—un-
fortunately, just as a sort of scrum was
taking place within. In a Form-room,
with & “dic.” for & ball, and desks in

-

an  where .

the way, the rules of Soccer were not
closely ohserved. That game was enjoy-
able and exciting, but it resembled
Rugger “as much as Soccer, and a dog-
fight as uuch as either,

_ Five or six juniors were bunched just
ingide the door when Mossoo opened it
so hurriedly.

Crack]

There wag a fendish yell from
Bolsover major as the door came into
violent contact with his head.

“ Whooooap 1

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! Who——"

% ossoo 1"

“ Turn him out [™ . |

“Mes enfants!” exclaimed Monsieur
Charpentier, staring blankly into the
wildly disordered Form-room. *“Mes
anfants! Vat is all zie? Vat iz zis zat
you doo viz yourselves, isn't it ?”

“ Bhut that door!” -

Mossoo never was much regarded.
Even in the French class he was merci-
lessly ragged. Now that he had butted
he had no business, the
Removites, with their blood up, were
not likely to take. any heed of him.

ee or four books and a hassock flew
through the air, and all of them erashed
on Mossoo at once.
“Ciel! Mon Dien! Oooooh!”
Mossoo sat down in the paszsage.
Hazeldene slammed the door after
im. ;
- “Go it 1" roared Bolsover major. “On
the ball'!”

“Hurrah |” _

“Hold on !"” exclaimed Harry Wharton
breathlessly, *“Mosz00 may go to
Quelchy—"

“Blow Quelchy] TFunk!" hooted
Bolsover major,

Wharton plunged into the game again
al onoe. e was not to be considered
a funk by a fellow like Bolsover.

The mixture of Soccer, Rugger, and a
dog-fight was resumed in the Remove-
room with more vim than ever,

“On the ball 1” roared Bob Cherry.

“Play up!” :
“Pass! Pass!® -
“Ow! QGerroff my neck ™
Crash! Bump! Bump! Yell!l

Qutside the Remove-room Monsieur
Charpentier sat in o dazed state. He
was breathle he was astonished, bhe
was pained. und him lay several
volumes that had smitten him in various

places,
“Zis is

“Mon Diecu!” he gll?ad.
terrible! He is one riot! He must be
cannot him !

I But 1
%ﬂfﬁf Monsieur Quelch? Mon Dieu !™
There was a stately tread in the pas-

sage.

It was the Head ! .

The Remove were a good distance
from the Sixth Form-room, and v
really had to exert themselves to be
heard as far as that. DBut they were
exerting themselves now. In the august
apartment where the Head and the.
Sixth had been revelling in the joys of
Sophocles, the uproar had been heard—
with amazement. The BSixth-Formers
looked at one another, the Head looked
more and more surprised and perturbed,
till at last he had left the Bixth and
Sophocles to themselves, and sallied
forth to investigate the cause of this
unwonted disturbance. )

It was casy enough to trace the din to
the Remove-room. The Head arrived
there, and blinked over his glasses at the
slim French gentleman who was silting
on the floor. !

'I ;%i!nnmur Charpentier I" he ejacu-
ated.

“Oh! Ah! Je vous demande pardon,
monsieur !"” gasped the French master,
serambling to his feet breathlessly,

“ What—what——" '
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“1 hiave been smite viz book, sir! 1
have been trown over. by trowing ol

two-dthren  books ! smh_pflw.l Monsieur
Charponticr. “Jo crois—1 tink zat

Monustenr Queleh he s absont, and ze
bovs gey are onl of o hand.”

The Hiad frovwnecd.

It would roem 20! he said,

There was thoauder i the brow of the
endmaster ns b stepped towards the
emove daoy,

 Mats—bmt =1 complain .not!”  ex-
e‘aimed Mossoo hwrriedly, He was a
kind-kearted little gentleman., 1 zink

¢ & fun zot make zem garcons trow
ook ; zey forgoetl zemselves some little,
wonstenr. 1t 15 nozzing—rien de rien—
noezings al all.”

Aud  the little Fronch gentleman
driftod awey, hopng that the Remove
were nol going 1o get it too severely.
Judging by the Mead's expressidn, that

spe wie 1 -founded.

Dr. Locke tiamed

or and opened i,

ithin.

“*I'hat ontsulor again 1™

“Bung an wkpot &l bim t"

“Biff hime with a dwe”

The next moment the roars died away

R GuAVering gnsp,

“The HHead!”

Aud silenee fell on the Remove-room
—a #ilonee thal could be felt.

the bandle of the
Thore was a roar

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
The Head Takes a Hand !

" HE Head!™
e Removiles
frogen,

In the excitement af that
wppy and uwproarious afterncon they
bad forgotien Mr. Quelch, and they had
st thouglit of the Head at all.

secmed

» The sudden apparition of their head-
master standing in the doorway, with
Jove-hike wrath and majesty in his
brow, smote them with dismay.

Sudden stillness fell upon the juniors.
Peter Todd, who was taking a kick,
actually stopped with his-foot in the air,
suspernded 1n space like the coffin of
Mahomet., Billy Bunter, who was lying
en his back roaring, suddenly ceased to
roar. Lord Mauleverer, who had dozed
comfortably all through the riot, woke
up.

For some moments the gaze of the
Head held the startled eyes of the Re-
movites like a magnet.

He spoke at last, and his voieo though
not loud, was deep, and it seemed to
reverberate lhrnugﬁ the Form-room,

“What does this mean?”

Bilence.

"“What does this riot mean?"

Still silence.

“What does
mean?”

Btill there was no answer as the Head
went on creseendo.

“Wharton "

“Oh! Yes, sirl™

“You are head boy in this Form, I
think,"

“Ye-e-o-e8, sir!” stammerod Wharton,
The captain of the Remove could not
help feeling eonscious that he had not
been acting in precisely the manner ex-
pected of the head boy of & Form.

“Did Mr. Queleh leave you in chargo

here "

“Oh! No, sir!™

“Nevertheless. in the absence of yout
Forin master it is yvour duty to attempt
to maintain some scmblance of order.”

Wharton was silent, his cheeks
Crimson. .

“Where 15 Mr. Queleh?™

“I1—1 don't know, sir."

this outrageous riot

“ Whooop !* There was a flendish _ﬂill from Bolsover major as the
opening door came into violent contaet with his head.
hallo, hallo ! ** eried Bob Cherry.
uut ! ¥

“* Hallo,
**It's only Mossoo ! Turn him

(See Chapler 2.)

“*Has he nol yet taken his Form1"

“N-no, =ir."”

Dr. Locke compressed his lips.

“You are very much to blame, Whar-
ton, in not secking to stop this riot in
the absence of your Form mastor. If 1
am not mistaken, you were taking part
in it."

“It—it wasn't exactly a riot, sir,”
stammered Harry, “It was only a—a
sort of game, sir."”

“Just to pass the time, sir,"” ventured
Hﬂh [:hnrr}'-

The Head made a

“"Shall I call Me,
Skinner officiously.
find him, sir.”

“¥ou may call him, Skinner."

Hurold Skinner scudded out of the
Form.room. He wos rather glad to get
out of the headmaster's sight—as tho
other fellows would have been had it
been possible. But the whole Form
could not offer to go and call Mr.
Quelch., Bkinner hod apoken first, and
it was a case of first come first sorved.

“Take vour places!” said the Hesad
in a deep voice.

The Remove took their places.

Dr. Locke went to the Form master’'s
high desk and sat down there on Mr,
Queleh’s high chair.

The Remove faced him, sitting in
tense silence. They fully expeeted somo
exemplary punishment. Even Bolsover
major admitled that they had been
rather going it.  All the fellows knew
that they had gone far over the limit,
though they had not exactly intended
doing so; they had not intendeéd any-
thing in particular cxcept to have a
good time while their Form master was
away., That the Head was deeply
wrathy they could see, and some of thers
surmised that he regarded 1t as a serious
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esture for silence.
uelch, sir?™ asked
“1 know where to
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matter to be called away from the
mixth.

But the Head said nothing of punish-
ment. He sat and waited, evadently [or
the arrival of Mr. Quelch, Some h:ﬁn“u
hoped that Quelchy was going to catch
it, instead of their culpable selves. Not
that that, on reflection, would have doné
much good; for Quelchy would be cer-
tain to “take it out™ of them after-
wards, twice or thrice-fold.

In the midst of the deadly silence the
stage whinl_lmr of Billy Bunter was heard.
Bunter, of course, was bound to ak.

“I say, you fellows, he's frightiully
waxy 1"

“SBhurrup, yvou born idiot!"” breathed
Peter Tcu:lc[fl. .

“Oh, really, Toddy—"

“Bhut up, Bunter!" hissed severzl
Removites, with terrified glances at the
Head.

But the Head gave no sign.

Certainly he must have heard Bunter’s
whisper, but he disdained to heed 1.
And the almpst homicidal looks of the
[ellows round him prevailed upon the
Owl of the Remove not to offer any
more remarks. The whole Form waited
in silence for the arrvival of Mr. Quelch
—the Head gitting as still and silent as
a bronze mmage at the Form master’s

esk,

Meanwhile, Bkinner had reached
Masters’ Passage and Mr. Quelch’s
study. He tapped at the study door

and opened it and starcd in curiously.

Mr. Quelch was seated at his table,
and had not even heard Skinner’s tap,
«0 deeply immersed was he in his
literary work. It was but seldom, if
ever, that Mr. Quelch forgot time and
space in this manner—but even Form
masters, after all. are only human, and
for once Mr, Quelch was in fault,

The fact was that he had reached a
particularly interesting period in that
great wnrlzf the " History of Greyfriars
School,” by Henry Bamuel lch. He
was now dealing with the barring-out
that had occurred a century before—in
those rough-and-ready old days when
barrings-out were barrings-out. In those
old days a certain Dr. Trumpington had
been headmaster of Greyfriars, and he
had fogged not wisely but too well
And the hn.rrinf-uut ad been & tre-
mendous affair, led by Lovelace of the
Qixth, the captain of the school.

Mr. Quelch, of course, could never
have n.ppraved of n barring-out, under
any provocation whatsoever.

—————

— ==
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~But he was a geuntleman with a
udicious mind, aud he was dealing with
his subject fairly, judging both sides
umpartially.

That old headmaster, Trumpington,
had been s hard-handed tyrant, and his
tyranny had caused the trouble that
shook Greyfriars to its foundations in
the far-off days of William 1V.

In that tremendous affair, which was
now only & dim tradition at Groeyfriars,
soldiers had come over from Wapshot
camp to deal with the Tﬂbﬂh*—ﬁﬁﬂrﬂ
with fixed bavonets had guarded the
headmaster’s study. They were the days
for such deeds,

It was really not surprising that Mr,
Quelch, dealing with that heroic period
in the history of Greyfriars, had become
for once so deeply engrossed in his sub-
jects that he had forgotten the Grey-
riars of the present day.

Skinner grinned as he looked at him.

Bheets and sheets of paper covered the
Remove master’'s table, some fully
written up, some containing only sec-
tions and senfences that were to be
worked later into the main narrative.

In Skinner's opinion the whole thing
was rot; but to the Iemove master it
was a life's labour and a darling task.

Mr. Quelch paused to gnaw the handle
of his pen.

Then he sighted Skinner.

Skinner's mocking grin vanished in-
stantly as the gimlet eye of the Remove
master t-urma-f on hun. He loocked
awlully serious.

Mr. Quelch jumped.

The sight of Skinner in his doorway
jerked him back from the past tense
to the present tense. At a bound he
covered a hundred years.

“Bless my soul!” ejaculated Mr.
Quelch.

He rose hurriedly to his feet.

“T am late for class !” he exclaimed.

“Yes, sir 1" said Skinper.

“Upon my word, I—I am very late !”
exclaimed Mr. Quelch, in some agita-
tion. “It is most—most unfortunate !
You came to call me, Skinner "

“Yes, sir."

“Thank you, my boy! I am
obliged to you !"” said Mr. Quelch.

Bkinner had hard work not to grin.
Mr. Quelch supposed that he had come
of his own accord to call him—which
really was not a probable proceeding on
Bkinner's part, ,

The Form master glanced at his

much
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watch. He really was shocked at his
own thoughtlessness. He was an hour
late for class |

~ "I—I trust the boys have been keep-
ing order wn the Form-room, Skinner 1”

“"Hem! 1 think some fellows were
kicking up rather & row, sir!” said
Skinner blandly. * The Head——"

“What !"

“The Head's there, sir |"

Bkinner was not u good-natured youth,
He fairly revelled in the dismay and dis-
comfiture of Henry Samuel Quelch at

t moment,

“The Head is there?” repeated the
Remove master faintly,

“Yes, mr |”

Mr. Quelch gasped.

“Do you mean to say, Skinner, that
the Head was drawn to my Form-room
by any disturbance there1”

“1—1 think so, sir.”

" Bless my soul 1™

Mr. Quelch turned away to gather up
the precious sheets on his table. As soon
as his back was turned Skinner per-
mitted hinself a broad grin.

But it occurred to Mr. Quelch at once
that he had not an instant to spare even
for his literary works if the Head had
been forved to leave the Sixth Form to
deal with a disturbance in the Remove.

He turned round again at once, and

80 It waa that bhe caught the sneering,
. malicious grin on Harold Skinner's face

before Skinner had time to compose his
- features,

Mr. Quelch glared.

It was no grinning matter for him. He
proceeded to make it no grinning matter
fﬂﬁggmmﬁr.

, You consider this disgraceful
state of affairs a Ilughingugmlttar,
Skinner | exclaimed Mr. Quelch, his
eves fairly darting flame at the hapless
Skinner. He clutched up & ecane.
" Bend over that chair !

L I—I‘—I'—_IJ

" Bend ovor "

8kinner—nao

longer grinning—bent
_over the chair, :

Whack ! Whack! Whack !
Skinner fairly ]it'"'ﬂd. The whacks
were severe—awlully severe. They ex-

pressed Mr. Quelch's feelings at the
n:inl:umﬂnt, and expressed them emphatic-
ally.

“Yow-ow-ow! Yoooop!” yelled
Skinner, doubling up with anguish.

Mr. Quelch threw down the cane, and,
without another glance at 8kinner, he
hurried from the study, and whisked
along tho passages to his Form-room.
Skinner did not follow him. He really
couldn’t for the moment. He leaned on
Mr. Quelch’s table—regardless of the
priceless manuseripts he was sprawling
on—and roared.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
After the Feasi—the Reckoning !
R. LOCKE " -

“Mr. Quelch "
Breath ~with a total
absence of his usual sedate

dignity, Mr. Quelch hurried into his

Orm-room.

Dr. Locke rose to greet him.

Mr, Quelch’s face was orimson,

He had been cavght out in a fault—
& w.zri serions fault. That was bad
enough in itself. But he was caught
out in the presence of his Form at
made it ten times worse. The Head was
the most courteous of old tlemen ;
for no consideration would he hav
humilidted a member of his staff, especi-
elly in the presence of schoolboys. But
facts were f[aots! Mr, Quelch stood like
& delinquent in his presence; that was
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the actual fact, and the most courtly
courtesy could not alter it.

And the state of the Form-rpom
showed plamly enough that the Head's
imntervention had not n uncalled for.

Books and papers were strewn far
and wide, A desk was overturned. The
wastepaper-basket had yielded up its

contents, which were scattered all over
the room. Many of the juniors were ex-
tremely untidy and dusty, many of them
still breathless. OQbviously, there had
been something like a riot in the
Remove room.

It was 2 wmoment of bitter discomfort
and humiliation to Mr, Quelch,

He was the member of the Greviriars
staff who was on the most amicable
terms’ with the headmaster; he was,
indeed, Dr. Locke's right-hand man,
Between the two masters was a mutual
regard and osteem,

But the Head's face was cold and im-
pessive now ; Mr. Quelch's erimson with
martification.

*1 found it necessary Lo step into your
Form-room, Mr. Queleh,” said tho Head
gently. )

. "I—=I—1 munst have forgotten—
stammered Mr., Quelch,

The Head made a gesture,

He was not the man to add te the
Form master's confusion by a word or
s look. What had happened was in
itself a sullicient punishment for the
Remove master; there was no need for
his cehief to rulrit in.

“1 now leave your Farm in your
hands, Mr, Queleh!" said Dr. Locke,
with polished urbanity.

That was all,

Fellows who had a:rmled to hear the
Head “slang " Quelchy were disap-
pointed,

With a polite bow, Dr. Locke passed
from the Form-room, leaviig Mr.
Quelch in command.

The Form master stood quite still for
some moments.

‘Had the Head “slanged * him in the
presence of his boys, as some head-
masters would have done, the humilia-
tion would have been too bitter for
endurance. Mr. Quelch would have
resigned his post on the spot. |
" But the Head's mode of treatment was
almost more bitterly galling to the
Remove master than slanging.

Obviously the Head intended to say
nothing more whatever about the
matter, but that could not undo what
had happened. Had he been rated by
his chief, Mr. Quelch would have been
supported by feelings of anger and re-
sentment. DBut he could not resent
polished courtesy; he could not be
angry at gentle urbanity.. He had, in
fact, not a leg to ‘stand upon. His con-
fusion and .humiliation was over-
whelming, - =

Harry Wharton & Co. wished from
the bottom of their hearts that they
had not indulged in that good time
that afternoon. They could feel for the
position in which their Form master was
placed. :

Mr, Queleh stirred at last.

“There has been a riot here!" he
gaid, in a trembling voice. " For once I
am lale, and my boys could not behave
themselves in my absence ! Tho hoad-
master was forced to intervene !"

“We're sorry, sir!™ said Harry
- Wharton, sincerely enough.

“The sorrowlulness is (terrific,
honoured sahib!™ said Hurree Jamiet
Ram Singh.

“"We—we noever thought,
stammered Bob Cherry,

Mr. Quelch hre:thu:ﬁhard and deep.

:'ﬂl shall cane the whole Form!"” he
BR10.

L}

sir g

- It;im‘ed it.

“Oh!"

Many of ilie Removites hiad been feels
ing sorry for Mr. Quelch. AJl of them
now felt sorry for themselves.

They had reason.

Mr. Quelch took a cane from his desk
—a stout cane. A chair was placed mid-
way between the Form master's desk
end the Form. In a quiet but intense
voiee, Mr. Quelch directn? his hapless
pupils to march past that chair, each
pending over in turn as he passed it,

Harry Wharton, ns head boy of the
Form, led the march. He received six
severe cuts, One by one the Removites
bent ever the chair, receiving four cuts
each.

The Remove was a numerous Form,
and Mr. Quelch had set himsclf a hefiy
task. But he proved equal to it. No
one, looking st Mr. Queleh, would have
suspected that he was such an athlete,

His right arm rose and fell tirelessly.
Removite after Removite bent over the
chmr, received hiz punishinent, and
limped back to his place. Tt was a
wholesale execution, such as had very
suldom taken place in any Form-room at
Greyiriars.

There was weeping and wailing and
gnashing of teoth in the Remove-room.
Billy Bunter tried to explain that he was
ns innocent as a babe in.arms in the
matter, and received an extra cut as &
reward ; Mr. Quelch was not in a mood
to be reasoned with. Lord Maulevercr,
who really had taken no part in the riot
—the only Remove man who hadn't—
manfully followed wlong with the rest,
There were sounds of wie, and set,
grim faces, all through the Form.

An angry Form faced an angry master
when the eoxecution was over. Mr.
Quelch, breathing hard, laid down his
cane,

It was then that he observed that
Skinner had not yet returned to the
Form-room. .

" Wharton !" he said harshly.

The captain of the Remove looked at
him grimly.

_ “Go and tell Skinner to come here
immediately. You will doubtless find
him in my study,” said Mr. Quelch. “I
shall not leave the Form-room myself—
I cannot trust my Form in my a ¥

Wharton left the Form-room without
a word: Latin prose began at last—
very Iate. Nobody was in a humour for

it: never had Latin prose seemed so

prosy, But overy fellow gave it his best
attention.  Mr. Queleh was not to be
triled with; his manner reminded his
pupils of a tiger about to spring,
Wrig lI!ng unnu{riuinrt:hi;' on urir n]:;nts,
mumbling and gasping, breathin

wrath, novertheless, the Remove rlnml:oﬁ

themselves to

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
A Chance for Skinner !
KINNER, in Mr. Quelch's study,
had coased to gasp and groan.
He was in no hurry to return
* o the FForm-room, howover,

He had n shrewd idea that eaning
would be the order of the day there,
and he bad a faint bope of slipping in
quietly alter it was over.

But that was not his only reason for
lingering in Mr. Quelch’s
Bkinner was hurt, and Bhkinner was
revengeful.

His malicious eyes roved over the
numerous papers scittered oo Mr.
Queleh’s table, all more or less covercd
with writing in the Remove master’s
hand.

How dear those manuscripts were to
the Form master, Skinner well know,

Latin prose as if they'

possible for him

study,,

PRIGE
THBF!EHEI. 7

-

And he was thinking whether he dared
damage any of them, in return for the
throe terrific cuts he had received.

The temptation was strong. Injury to
his procious manuscripts would have
touched Mr. Quelch on the tenderest
spot. Bkinner would have had no com-
punction whatever in damaging or even
destroying them. DBut hulﬁmk his
head. Ho dared not. Mr. Quelch know
that he was there—would reeall later
that he had hngered there—and would
not fail to guess who had done the
damage. There was no limit to
Skinner's malice, but lhere was a very
decided limit to lis courage. Ro-
luctantly he refrained from jamming
any of the priceless papers into tho
study fire.

But as he glanced over them, Skinner
gave a sudden start, and picked up a
partiy-wrilten sheet.

He stared at it blankly, his eycs
opening wide, ¥.

Mr. Queleh wrole out hie literary
works on an ovdinary writing-pad, wnd
detached lsal aftor loaf as scon as
written. It was the same writing-pad
that he sometimes vsed for ordinary
corfespondence, when he did nol use the
school paper. Bome of theso loose leaves
were covered —others contained only a
few sentences—all this being merely the
rough dralt of the great work.

Ounly a few sentences were on the page
Skinncr was staring at with amazed
eyoes.

For the moment Skinner did not
realise that what he was reading formed
part of the ancient history of Greyfrinrs,
at & period very remote from the
present; and he was astounded to’ sve
such words wrilten in Mr. Queleh’s hand.
For the fragment ran:

“The Head was arbitrary and
tyrannical, It is painful to write such
words of the headmaster of Greyfriars,
but it . is the undoubted faet. His
! tactless interference in the Form-rooms,
between masters and bﬂj‘lh earned him
both dislike and contempt. :

Skinner stared, and stared; and then
it dawned upon him that what he was
reading refecred to s dead-and-gono
headmsaster of Greyiriars, and was, in
fact, a part of the history that My
Quelch was compiling,

“Oh, my hat!” murmured Bkinner
“ Bome ju"' old headmaster we've nover
heard of, fsuppma; lessed if I didn't

think Tor o minute that he was writing
this about old Locke.” ! :

Skinner grinned. i

The thought flashed into his keen
cunning, mind, that if Dr. Locke had
seen that sheet, detuched from the rest,
he would cortainly have fallen into the
BAMD error. dlEE 0 Tl e ¢

Skinner breathed hard. ey 3

Suppose Dr. Locke saw it—suppose
Bkinner took measures to make it im-

t? avoid gecing it ! -

Skinner hastily folded that sheet into
the ordinary shape for an envelope.
picked up a blank envelope out of Mr.
Quelch’s stationery cabinet, and put the
paper init. :

He slipped it into his pocket. '

Skinner had not yet fully thought cut
the matter, or decided what ‘he was
going to do with those atartliuq words
written in the Remove mastor's well
known hand. He knew that  the
possession of that sheet placed it in his

wer 4o play a deadly trick on his
h:'.:u'm masies; and that was enough fo

im.

He had little fear that s single sheet
would be missed from the doZens on
Mr. Quelch's table.

The Remove master could scarcely
remember the whole of whet he had

- Tue Macyer Liprary.—No. 1,043,
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written that busy afterncon; and even
if he missed the sheet, he would ouly
suppose that he had mislaid it
inadvertently destrayed it. -

There was little danger in purloining
a smingle, partly-written sheet from
allong SO many. -

Skinner turned to the door.

With that stolen sheet in his pu-cimt
he realised that the gooner he was out of
Mr. Quelch's quuarters, the beiter.

He trod away softly down the passage.

“0Oh! Here yvou are, Skinner.”

Harry Wharton met him at the corner
of the passage. Skinner gave him a
rather furtive look.

* Quelchy send you for me " he asked,

Wharton nedded. )

“You've been through it?” asked
Skinner, as he walked back to the Form-
room with the captain of the Remove,

“Yes, rather—the whole Form, caned
all round. Yours is to come, I suppose.”™

“T've had some,” inted mner.
“Quelchy gave me three because le
thought I was laughing ot him.”

“And you woren't; of coursel”
grinned Wharton,

“Well, perhaps I was: but I suppose
a fellow can smile without gelting three
awful cute,” growled Skinner, ,

“Not this alternoon,” said Harry
Wharton, laughing. *Quelchy’s on the
giddy war-path.™ i
“Blow him 1" grunted Bkinner. “He'd
hetter leave me alone—I'll jolly well
mako him sit up if he gives me any
more, I know that.”

“Rot ™ said Harry.

“You'll see.”

They entered the Remove room, and
Wharton went to his place. Skioner
hoped to sneak quietly to bis place; but
the sharp voice of his Form master

called & halt,
“Skinner I rapped out Mr. Queleh,
Skinner turned back, scowling appre-
heusively.
“You shared in the riot in this Foru-
room, Skinner.”
“I've been caned
Skinngr Eulh‘.:u}{.
“That was for
study,” said Mr,

ar

once, sir,” said

imFminmlm m my
] unelch sternly. **You
will be punished for your share in the
disgraceful riot here, Skinner, the sameo
a< the others. Bend over that chair.”
With a face that reseinbled that of o
demon in a pantowine, Skinner bent
over the chair which had already been

used in the wholesale execution of the
Lower Fourth. -

Whack! Whaek! Whaek! Whack!

Mr. Quelch had tasted blood, so to
speak. At any olher time he would
Frnhlhlg‘ have Jet Bkinner off more
ightly, in view of his previous caning
only a short time before. Now he did
nob even think of letting him off lightly,
Fouyr times the cune reng on Skinner,
as it had rung on every other fellow in
the Remove, and Skinner squirmed and
wriggled and yelled.

“You may fu to your place, Bkinner,"
said Mr. Quelch harshly.

Skinner crawled awny.

Latin prose was resumed.

I'ha rest of that afternoon was a night-
mare to the Remove. It had started
happily—exuberantly—but  after the
feast bad come the reckoning, and the
reckoning was severe, As if to make
up for lost time, Mr. Quelch worked his
Form hard, and the slightest fault, the
mast exe e mstake, was punished
with lines or a caning on the spot.
Never had the Remove known tEgir
Form master to be so implacable; but
never, ib was true, had his Form given
Mr. Quelch such deep offence.

The fellows fairly gasped with relief
when the hour of dizmissal came and
th?’ escaped from the Form-room,
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“What a life!” groaned Bob Cherry
as they went down the passage.

“Awiyll” grunted Toddy.

“The awfulness is terrifie.”

“1 dare say Quelchy will be all right |

to-morrow,”  said arry Wharton.
““After all, we did rather get his rag
out, you know,"”

“The beast!" said Skinner, between
his teeth., “I've had seven cuts alto-
gother, and every one a swipe! I'll
make the brute sorry for swiping me.”

“Ob, rats!” said the Famous Five,
with one voice.

“1 say, vou fellows, I'm suffering
fearfully " ‘groaned Billy Bunter.

“Sufler quietly instead,” suggested
Baob.

(1] Be“t 11"

“I'll make him sit up!” said Skinner
snvnﬁﬂly. *1 kuow how to do ii, too!
You'll sec! You may see Quelchy boated
out of the school one of these days.™

“What on carth do vou mean?” de-
manded Wharton., " Talking out of the
back of your neck "

“You'll see!" growled Skinner.

And he swung away and said no more.
Skinner was full of his scheme of ven-
geance, and brooding ever it; but it
was not n scheme that it was safe to
talk about. Skinner said nothing, even
to his own chums, Snooo and Btott; but
he thought the more,

e ——

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
The Scheming of Skinner !
H.&RRY WHARTON & CO., and

all the Remove, felt sore in a
But thase feeol-
After class

4 footer in the
keen air in the quad, and felt much
better. After that they went in to.tea;
and hot tea and sosses and cake made
them feel better still.
they were in a mood to realise that
uelehy had come down heavf'.
Y

the weight of bis down was on
in proportion to the nﬁeuﬂu given by

his. Form, and they generously forgave
Ci:mldij'. Most of the other ﬂ:lluwﬂ in
the Romove felt the same. Thaose
cheery youths were too healthy and
wholesome to br over grievances and
nurse grudges. A fellow whe keeps
ir!t.lual'lF physically fit seldom or never
bears mialice. 8o, for most of the
Remove, the affair blew over, after tea,

double sense.
Igs Wolre AwWAaY.

and they had hittle furiher thought to
waste on it. But it was not so with
Skinner,

Skinner's slacking, slouching ways
his habit of surreptitious smoking, J‘;ci
not make him fit or healthy. Had he
joined in Eu nting the footer aboul before
tea, the keen north wind might have
blown away |his rievances, But
Skinner hated football, hated pm:Ling
a footer, hated a north wind, hate
nnrtlunﬁ that called for energy or hardi-
hood. e frowsted over his study fire
istead of facing the wind in the quad,
and the more he slacked, and the more
he frowsted, the mare bitter. and
malicious he felt. He had, as a matter
of fact, been trealed rather severely;
he had some vause for complaint. And
instead of taking that as a bt of ill-
luck, to be dismissed from his mind
when the pain had worn off, Skinner
brooded on it, hugged it, almost gloated
over it, ag if his mjury waz a sort of
prﬂﬁin-uﬂ jewel he could not bear to part
with. 3

There wera few fellows like Skinner
in the Remove, or any other Form at
Greyfrinrs; but one was enough to
cause plenty of mischief af times. And
Skinner's brooding over his wrongs and
thoughts of vengeance was destined to

By that time hard

-

cause, on ithis occasion, more mischief
tlfum even Skinner ventured to dream
al. ;
In the privecy of his study he read
over and over again the scribbled sheet
he had porlommed from his Form
master's study,

'iHE gloated over it and grinned over
it.
Those few lines, written on a sheet
from an ordinary writing-pad, looked
like a part of an ordinary leiter,

What would the Head think if he
saw it?

What could he think, excepting that
the words written by Mr. Quelch re-
ferred to the happenings of that after-
noon in the Remove Form-room?

More and moro closely Skinner's-littla
scheme was forming in  his sharp,
malictous mind.

No name was mentioned in the written
sheet—only the Head. And was Dr.
Locke ltkely to guess that the Head
referred to was not himself, but a head-
master of generations ago?

Interference in the 5l"a'rﬂ.l-r»:'.u:'m:l Was
mentioned, and that afternoon Dr.

Locke had intervened in the Remove-
room,

 What could the Head think if he saw
that paper, except that the Remove
master, embittored by the eccurrence,
had written a letter or the subj to
some friend or relatior outside the
school, referring to the Head in terms
which that gentleman could never
either forget or forgive?

Skinner chuckled.

_ If the Head, seeing that paper, fled
into a tempor, he might very iih&lr
never tell . Queleh what his offence
was—might dismiss him {rom his

in his anger and resentment, and let it
go at that,

That was a happy thought to Skinner,

He had long scores against Mr.
Quelch, a master who was indeed rather
ard, as a rule, on slackers and frow-
sters,

If the Head did not fly into a temper
—il he was only gricved and burt—ut
least he could not fail to turn the
“marble eye " on Mr. Quelch; the con-
fidence and friendship between the two
masters would be shaken, perhaps
destroved for ever.

Another possibility was that the Head
might show that paper, if it came into
his possession, to Mr, (ﬂe!ch. and de-
mand an explanstion. Mr, Quelch, of
course, could explain, but would the
Head believe him ¥

Skinner, who judged others by him-
self, and ﬂﬂuhted everybody's word on
E{riuuiplp. thought it unlikely that the

cad would eredit the Remove mastor's
explanation, \

Vhich ever way Skinner looked at it,
it seemed that he was ocertain to score,
if only that tell-tale paper could be
conveyed to the Head, wn some manner
which would not betray the hand of a
malicious meddler.

A= for the risk, thera was none, so far

as SBkmner could sce; ho had only to

take care that be was not delected in
posscssion ol the.paper, .

A scheme of revengeful mischiel-
making, with no risk attached, was
exactly what appealed to Skinner,

He thought and thought.

If the Hoad wes to suppose that that
sheet was part of a letter written by
Mr. Quelch, referring to the events of
the afternoon, somehow the fact must
bo acconnted for that it had not been
stnt off by post, or at least had not
remained in the Remove master's study.

If Dr. Locke, for instance, found it
lying in his owy study, he would wonder
how it had got iherel and might suspect
something.

This was

rather a problem for
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Skinner, and required the excreise of
gll his keen wits,

SBkinner was still thinking it over,
with many half-formed schemes floating
in his mind, when Snoop and Stott came
into the study to tea. He hastily
thrust the paper out of sight in his
pocket.

“Hallo, what have vou got there?”
ssked Bnoop at once,

“Nothing,”" answered Skinner.

“You're in a ‘ﬂllr hurry to get
nothing out of sight,” grinmed Snoop.
“What 1s it—a lotter from a bookie ™

YJust that!" assented Bkinner.

“Liar!" chuckled B8Bnoop. “You
wouldn't say so, if it was. Got over
sonr licking yet, old bean? You scem
to have bagged more than any other
man in the Form this time."

Skinner scowled.

“1 dare say Quelchy will be sorry for
it, zome time,' he said. .

e

—
¥

him were cather surprised to see him
smiling. Bkinner hud Had more punish-
ment than the rest of the Remove, and
ho was not a fellow to bear sny punish-
ment at all without flinching. Yet bLe
seemed quite cheerful now, as if com-
forted by some inward solace.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!” roared Bob
Cherry. “Who's had an accident,
Skinner*"

Skinner stared at him,

“Nobody, that of,” he

I know

answered, )

“ Anybody il ¥

“I haven't heard of it.”

“ Bomebody up for s flogging’

“Not that I know of.”

“Then what the thump are yon look-
ing so jolly pleased about?” asked Bob.

“Ha, ha, ha!®

“That jolly old grin moans that sone-
body's up against something, doesn't
it*™ inquired Beb Cherry.

LRl

sneering

“You're going lo punch hiz ngse!?"”
wsked Stott humorously.

“Or whack him with his own cane!”
grinned Snoop.

“More ways than one of killing a
cat,” said Skinner sourly.

“If you've got mnything up against

Quelchy, you can tell us,” =aid Snoep.
“We're with vou all along the line.”
“Yes, rather!" assented Stott.

Bkinner shook his head. :

“Oh, nothing!" he said hastily. “I'd
like to make him git up, of course; but
s fellow has no chance against o Form

master, He's safer left alone.”
Sidney James Snoop looked at him
keenly.
“That means that it's something

awfully deep if you won't tell your
pals,” he remarked. “Mind vour eye,
Skinner, eld man, Quelchy is about as
safe to play with as a wild tiger, just

at present.”

“Oh, I'm letting him alone, of
course.” said Skinner. “What about
teat”

After tea, Bkinner left the study and
went to the Rag. Fellows who noticed

|
I
] I
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“Go and eat eoke!™ snarled Skinace.
And he lounged away, leaving tnn
Famous Five langhing.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
A Bitter Blow !

e LEASE sir it
Dr. Locke paused 1n
Illl.]l_{l'_’l.‘:'vﬂﬂ walk.

¢ was proceeding along
Passage towards Mr, Quelch's

L -
51 E

Masters
study.

It was a custom of Mr. Quelch's to
drop into the Head's study some time
after class, and before the hour when
the Head dined m his house, for na
chat, sometiunes on the affairs of the
school, sometimes on the topics of tha
classics, which both the old genticracn
loved with a deep dovotion,

The latest enthralling topie was &
certain obscure passage 1n Sophocles,
which the Head elueidated in one way,
Mr. Queleh in another-—Sophoclea being
one of these ancient aunthors who have

—— 3

loft puzzles for subsequent generations
to perplex their minds about—puzzles of

tha deepest interest to old scholastie
gentlemen,
That evening Mr. Quelch had not

dro in.

Tl;mt. the Remove master was keen on
that obseure passage in Sophocles, keeu
to resume the discussion when his duties
nllowed, the Head, of course, knew. Yut
Mr., Queleh had not dropped .

Dr. Locke,- of course, was not at loss
to divine the cuuse.

It was the unfortunate incident in
the Remove-room that afterncon.

Mr. Quelch hnd been in fault; the
Hoead had had to intervene. A certain
awhkwardness resulted,

It was not the Head's intention to
make the remotest referencsa to that un-
fortunate episode, now or over, - My,
Quelch was so extremely dutiful and
painstaking a master that ono faulé

Mr. Quelech turned round suddenly and caught the
, maligious gﬂn

you consider this disgraceful state of aflairs a
laughing matter, Skinner ? ** he exclaimed wrath-
fully, clutching up a eane.

on Skinner’s face. **So

“Bend over that

chair ! ** (See Chapter 3.)

could very easily be forgiven, and the
Head's only desive was that the Remove
master should forget the incident, dis-
miss it entirely, obliterate it out of
cxislonee, !

That was why Le was now on his
wiay to the Forin master’s study.

As the mountain had not come fo
AMahomet, so to speak, Mahomet was
going to the mountain,

Dr. Locke intended to drop into My,
Quoleh's study, instead of Mr. Quelch
dropping into his; and in My. Quelch’s
study the enthralling topic of Saphoelis
could b resumed, and every vestige of
awkwardness bapished between the two
old [riends.

On his majestic way to the Removo
master's quarters the Head was
addressed timidly by a Remove junior,

“Please, sivr-——" snid Skinner.

The Head paused, looking down at
Skinner, who held a folded paper
his hﬂltt‘i._

“Fxouse me, sir; 1 think you dropped
this,” said Skinner, with anm air ol

Tur Magxer Lineary.—No. 1,043,
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vespectful timidity becoming in a junior
addressing s headmaster,

“ Dear me!™ said the Head.

He took the folded paper
Akinner. ]

It was obviously written upon, but it
was folded with the writing inside, and
vould not be road without unfolding.

1 do uot think 1 dropped this paper,

Tinner,” said  the Head |kiudly,

YVhere did you find 1t ¥ 1

‘1 picked it up this minute, sir,’
cvapleined Skmner. It was just where
you passed, sir, so I thought you must
wve dropped it. Of course it may have
blown out of oMo of the studies.
wever thought of that, sie.”

“Quite wo;" said the Head. *“Thank
vou for picking it up, Skinner; 1t may
be of somie importance.™ )

And Skinner respectiully retired.

Dr. Locke was left with the paper m
lris hand. :

He was sure that he had not dropped
that paper, as the junior had—perhaps
—supposed.  No doubt some master had
loft & window und @ door open, and the
draoght through his study had dene the
rest.  Dr. Locke uniolded the paper, to
ascertain  tor which of the  masters- it
belopged from what was written on t,
Valuablé as his time was, he counld
spare o few moments to wrestore the
paper to its owner. He had no doubt
that it was some exercise which might
have cost some Form master time and

trouble.
per and glanced at

from

¥

He unfolded the
it by the light t
passage. _

From the corner of the Plﬂﬂn'ﬁ, out
of sight, with palpitating heart, Harold
Skinner was wnlcﬁng i, v -

He saw a ‘strange alteration in the
Head's face. i, : .

Dr. Locke gazed st the paper, recog-
nising at once the familiar handwriting
of the Remove master.

But at the same moment, of course,
he took. in the sense of what was
written. _

It soemed as if for some moments he
eould not believe his eyes, for Skinner
saw him adjust his glasses and read the
paper a sccond time,

The kind old face set sternly. For
this is what Dr. Locke, the headmaster
of Groyfriars, read, in the hand of his
Remove mastor;

“The Head was arbitrary and tyran-
nical. It is painful to write such words
of the headmaster of Greyfriars, but it
i3 the undoubted fact. His tactless
interference in the Form-rooms, be-
tween masters and boys, earned him
both dislike and contempt.”

The hand that held the
trembled.

There was something like horror, as
well as amazement and anger, in the
face of the headmaster.

Skinner, peoring round a ' distant
corner, was almost frightened by what
ho saw, and he backed away, and tip-
tood off the scene, his heart thumping.

Dr. Locke stoad motionless.

He read the paper for a third time,
siid the blood Aushed into his cheeks,

paper

He made one ntﬁp towards the
Remove master’'s stu g This paper,
which had apparently blown out of the

Remove master’s study, helonged to
Mr. Queleh. To reftore it to him, with-
ant a word, with rebuking dignity, was
ihe Head's frst thought,

But he stopped.

Mr, Quelch was not only his Remove
master, but his colleague and Friend.
At least, the Head had fancied that he
was his friond. Ho knew differently now,
"No [riendly hand could have written
TAE MagyeEr Lisrary,—No, 1,043,

at burned . in the

such bitter, scathing words, Na friendly
heart could have nourished such resent”
ment for the incident of the afterncon—
a trifling iucident, after all. 1'osing as
his friend, this man was holding him up
to ridicule and contempt to some un-
known correspondent.  So it appeared
to tho Head. Sccing Mr. Queleh, speak-
ing to him, was too inexpressibly pain:
ful 1n the vireumstances,

Dr. Locke returned to his own study.

Dislike !

Contempt |

Those words fairly
Locke's mind.
Accordmg to Mr. Quelch he was dis-
liked and despised by his staff. - 1t was
false ! Whatever might bo Mr, Quelch’s
own feelings—and they were plain
enough from this letter, or portion of
a letter—such feelings were not shared
by the rest of the staff. The Head was
certamn of that, Other masters at Grey-
friars did not nourish bitter, treacher-
ous hostility ‘under a show of amiable
copfidence. The miserable, false words
recoiled on the head of the writer, prov-
!Ilclig oily that his own mind was per-
fidious. and malicious, that his own
heart was bad. : ' '

It was a severe shock to the Head. -

His duty as headmaster caused him
to intervene.in every Form-room on
certain ocoasions. - Did  the masters
regard this as tactless interference be-

ecn masters and boys ¥ =

They did rot; he was sure of it. Only
Mr. Quelch—only the Remove master,
whom he had trusted more.than any
other member of his staff.

1t is shocking !" the Ilead whispered
to himself. * Buch callous want of propor
feeling, such—such perfidy i

His hand trembled as he placed the
paper in a drawer of his desk and lockoed
the drawer,

No eye but his must sec that paper;
he was thankful to remember that the
junior who had picked it up had handed
it to him folded, and could not have
seen what was written upon it.

He would not overwhelm the Remove
master with confusion by returning it
to him. Indeed, the man who was
capnble of writing such words of the
headmaster who trusted him was capable
of lying and shufiting, of attempting to
mako [ulse explanations, of any doceit.
No explanation was possible; the Head
knew Mr. Quelch’s hand as well as he
knew his own. He shrank with loathing
from the thought of listening to halt-
ing falsehoods, still more :i'rnm the
thought of & bitter scene, if the man who
had written these hase words, realising
that all disguice was over, should speak
out at last, in plain language, all the
rancour he doubtless nourished in his
breast, and had doubtless nourished
through long years of seoming friend-
ship.

The paper was salely locked up: the
Head éould not decide what he should
do with it, except that he would never
allow Mr. Queleh to learn that he had
seen it.. But—aflter this exposure of the
man's secret thoughts it was impossible
for him to remain at Greyfriars.

‘burned into Dr.

—_— e —

- THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Trouble Comirg !

ARRY WHARTON & CO.,
the following day, had almost
forgotten the shindy in- the
Remove room, and the execu-

tion that had followed. They observed
that day that their Form master was
very quiet and thoughtful; and he was
remarkably punctual. It was not likely
that Mr. Quelch would forget classes
again—a -thing that had probably not

into the Bixth

happened twice or thrice in all his
scholastic career, He was rather sharp
with the Remove that day, which looked
as if he did.nbot forget the shindy so
easily as the juniors did. But as a
matier of fact, Mr. Queclch was not
thinking of the faults of his pupils, or
of his own fault; be was thinking of the
Ilead.

e was rather troubled in mind,

- As a matter in _fault, in whose Form-
room the Head had been compelled to
mmtervene, he had felt s certain delicacy.
in dropping into Dr. Locke's study for
the usual chat., He had hoped that the
Head would dome to his study ; but the
Head had not come, and Hv_r Quelch
did not know how very nearly he had
come.

Mr. Quelch was unwilling to allow the
slightest breach to -opon between him-
sell dnd his r Chief. e knew
that the Head would nover droam of
humiliating him, and he could not bear
that the Head should think that he was
resenting the wvisit to the Form-room.
For that reason the Remove master had,
that morning, intentionally placed him-
self in the Eﬂd': way when Dr. Locke
went to the Sixth Form-room,

A ‘cheery  good-morning, a few
minutes” chat, would have cleared the
air and  placed matters on their old
footing. .

To Mr. Quelch's surprise, the Head
had passed him with a formal bow,
without even .bidding him good-morn-

mg. :

glr. Qualch was so astonishcd that he
stood staring after Dr, Locke until the
headmaster's stately form dicappeared

Form-room, -~ "> "« ' !

It was wo wonder that the
found thuir Form master very
ful that morning.

‘Mr. Quelch could. only econclude that
the Head took a serious view of yester-
day’s happening, that he was angry, and
desired the Remove master to see that
he was angry—that he was, in fact,
troating a gentleman of Mr. Queleh’s
standing as a culprit.

The bare thought of being treated us
a culprit made Menry Samuel Queleh's
checks burn.

Certainly he was not the man to be
50 troated.

Mr. Quelch was not, like so many
Form masters, wholly dependent upon
his appointment in the school,

He was a carcful gentleman with
money, and he had private resources,
More than once he had dallied with the
idea of a headmastership elsowhere, for
which ho was well fitted in every way, It
was his love of Greviriars, his keen
interest m the school that he had served
well for =0 many years, and his personal
regard for the Ilead, that combined to
kcep him where he was. He had nover
seriously contemplated leaving Groy-
fricrs at all—st least, so long as Dr
Locke was headmaster.

Now he was tempted to resign.

It would be a wrench to him—ao severa
wrenca.  But Henry Bamunel Quelch was
not & man to be taken into favour, and
turned out of favour, at the whim of
zﬁu_erfh-;-r man, even if that man was his
CIieil.

The thonght of resignation, however,
was foliowed by a feeling of resentment
and obstinacy.

Why should he resign over = slight
mistake of which the headmaster chose
to tske an absurdly serious view ! 1

Other masters had been late for elass
many times, Mr, Quelch hardly over.
Mr. Wi% ms, the absent-minded master
of the ‘?urd. ‘had been known to start
on n walk when classes were due;
Head and Mr. %n]uh had often smiled
together over r. Wigging' absent.
mindedness, Mr, the portly

move
ughll-

I’rout,
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master of the Fifth, was late for class
nt least once n week, sometimes oftener.
Mr. Twigg, of the Second, was nearly
always late. From the Second Form-
room it was not at all uncommon to hear
uproarious noises at a time when classes
sholild have been on. -

Yet one disturbapee in the Remove
was to lead to all is fuss!

Mr, qu&l{;h. utterly ignorant of what
was really in the Head's mind, eould
only conclude that Dr. Locke was either
taking 8 childishly serious view of a
small episode, or that the Head actuall
desired to humiliate him and to picl‘;
an occasion for a break. He even began
to wonder whether it was their differ-
ence of opinion over that obsocure pas-
sage in shocles that had caused it.
They had differed—rather emphatically,
it was true. Many masters, diplo-
matically, would have come round to the
Head's opinion, or at least affected to
do so. Mr, Quelch was not that kind
of a master. Sycophancy of any sort
was not in his line. And hitherto, most
decidedly, the Head had seemed to
value him for his sincerity and candour,
But—you never could tell!

If the Head wanted sycophancy he

would not get it from Henry Samuel .

Quelch.  But if he wanted to establish
absolutely formal relations, Mr, Quelch
was bitterly prepared to meet him half-
WaYy. -

He would avoid the Head as much as
he ul?iuldhi: wh?:;l he had t? ]mq !]llimdhﬂ
wWou o0 respectiul, wily de-
ferential.  But ﬁu would not yield to
his first indignant impulse and' leave
Greyfriars. e would not  leave his
life’'s work because of - another man’'s
foolish vagaries.

And so, when Mr, Quelch, taking a
walk in the quad after morning class,
passed the Head, he bowed as formally

‘as the Head had done that morning near
the Sixth Form-room—and passed on.

And half a dozen fellows, who saw the
meeting, exchanged glances, and some of
them winked at ono another.

“1 say, you fellows, Quelchy and the
Head are rowing ! Billy Bunter breath-
lessly announced to the Famous Five, a
little Iater.

“What?" roared the five together.

“Rowing ! gasped Bunter. “I saw
them pass in the quad, and they fairly
glared at one another."

“ Fathead 1™ .

“It's true !” yelled Bunter, * Lots of
fellows saw them. Skinner thinks that
Quelchy is going to get the sack.”

“Skinner had better let Quelchy hear
that ! grinned Bob Cherry. More
likely the sack for Skinner then!"

“Cheeky =ass!” said Harry Wharton,

“I ean tell you the beak gave him
the marble eye,” said Bunter, “and
Quelchy gnashed his teeth!” -

“Ha, ha, ha!” yelled the Co., greatl

tickled at the idea of Mr. Quelch
gnashing his teeth.

“Well, he gritted them hard, any-
how [ said Bunter. “ At least, lie set his
lips! He really did, you know!" -

T ou fellows, it Quelct

say, you fellows, if Quelchy goets
saoked, we may a week mymgum
without & Form master!” said Bunter

brightly. “That means an essy time
for the Remove. I hepe he'll be
sacked! We might get’ an easy-goin
merchant like utdﬁ Twigg of the nd.

Fancy that!™

Bunter beamed at the thought.

“Or an absent-minded ass like old
Wiggins of the Third, you fellows!
Fancy having a  Form master who
forgets vo ask for a fellow's lines.”

“Gorgeous!" chuckled Johnny Bull,

“The gorgeouiness is ferrific!"
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Skinner setrolled wup, with s happy
smile on his face. Skinner had wit-
nessed the meeting of the two masters
with great enjoyment.

“Looks like trouble among the beaks,
you men,”" he remarked. *The Head
practically cut Quelchy in quad.”

“What wutter rot!” said Harry
Wharton sharply,

“Well, he idv'. ask Toddy!” grinned

Skinner. “Toddy saw them. Here,
Toddy, you eaw the DBeak and
Quelchy 1" -

“It's jolly queer, you chaps!” said
Peter Todd. *“The Head nnfﬂuelchy
gave each other the marble eve. That

row in our Form-room yesterday can't
have causad trouble, surelyt™

“Well, the Head chipped in,”" said

Frank Nugent, “an uelch is
rather mehgﬁ” s F

“Believe me, Quelchy will have to
go!” smiled Bkinner,

Harry Wharton i.m the cad of the
Remove a keen look.

“You were saying something like
that yesterday, Bkinner,” he eaid.
“You can't have been playing any of
your knavish tricks, I su e

SBkinner laughed, and strolled away.
His intervention in the matter was not
likely to be discovered, and certainly he
had no intention of revealing it.

That afternoon all the Remove knew
that the Head and Mr. Quelch were

iving each other the marble eye. All
the masters knew it, and it was a topic
in Masters' Common-room—a room
where the smallest topic was discussed
with avidity, ®&s in most masters’
Common-rooms at most schools, Silence
fell suddenly on the room when Mr,
Quelch came “in.

The Remove master knew why per-
fectly well, but his impassive face gave

(Continued on next page.)
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no sign. Mr. Prout, who never could
keep ii& attention fixed solely upon his
own affairs, veptured a condolence,

“I hear that there was some disturb-
ance in your Form-room yesterdny, my
“dear Queleh,” he remarked.

“Indeed,” said My Quelch icily.

“In fact, I wis considerably ® dis-
turbed by the uproar,” remarked Mr.
Prout,

“1 regrot that, sir,” said Mr. Quelch.
"“Buch things will happen oceasionallv,
however, as when all the Forms were
distutbed by the trouble m the Miith
Form room recently, with ene of your
boys, named, I think, Coker.”

My, Prout [rowned.

He did not like receiving a Holand
for his Oliver.

“1 understand that the Head takes a
somewhal serious view of this matter,
Mr. Quelch,” he remarked, rather
tartly,

" Indeed.”

“You, indeed!” said Mr. Prout, moro
tartly than befdre.

“Ng doybt the Head has informed
you of his view," suggested-Mr. Queleh
with sarcasm, . -

“The Head has not spoken to me on
the subject.” :

“Then I fail to sco how you ean bo
acquainted with the matter at all, Mr,
Prout.”

Mr. Prout breathed heavily.

“1 believe it is the talk of the Form
rooms and the passages, Mr. Queleh,”
he answered.

“Ah,” said Mr. Quelch, "I have
always considered it a mistuke to take
uny mnotice of Lhe tattle of the
p m!l'l

And the Remove master rustled ont
of the Common-room before Mr. Prout
could think of a rejoinder, leaving the
Fifth Form master with a purple face.

“Mr. Quelch takes it to heart!™ re-
marked Mr, Hacker,

““His position iz somewhat painful!”

observed Mr. Capper. . )
“In his place, 1 should resign!™
boomed Mr. Proul. iy o
h'"H the Head actually reprimanded
Im',_"'l % d
“T have no doubt he did.”
“ An sctual reprimand——"

:‘Ivnm uﬂull:nl fnf ‘iﬁ‘ Q* 5
' Va inful for” Mr. Quelch!
""lii"ng I;::inful'iuﬂeﬂﬂl"

“ Most unfortunate!” i

All the staff had remarks to con-
tribute ; really, it might have been sup-

that they weré gloating over this

item .of news; the endless cackle of
Common-room had started, and was not
likely io cease until a fresh topic turned
up.  And Mr.” Quelch, who had not

n a schoolmaster for so many
vears without learning what a Masters'
Common-room was like, was perfectly
aware of it, and he alimest writhed to
think of it

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Bunter's Problem !

m ETER, old chap——"'
P Poter Todd waved his hand,

as if waving Bunter away.
“1 say, old fellow——"
“Stony!" r d out Peter Todd.

“0Oh, really, Peter—"

“*Shut up "

“It ism't that!” howled DBunter.
“It's my lines!"”

“0Oh! Not a little loan, to be repaid

at the Greek Kalends, or when the cows
come home?” asked Poter Todd.

“No, vou beast! Quelchy gave me
fifty lines to-day, and 1 haven't done
them,” said Bunter.

Peter Todd grinned.

THE MacNeET L1BRARY.—No. 1,043,

- not to you,

“Then my advice to you, my fut
pippin, is to do them, and hand them
in before prep. You want to be tactful
with Quelchy these days!"

“1 was thinking that you might do
them for moe, old chap.”

“Think agoain!"

“You can make your fist like mine,”
nrged Dunter,

“I could put en cnough blots and
smudges n.n{li bad spelling to make
Quelehy think the impot was yours”™
agreed DPeter. " But you can do your
hiotting and smudging and bad spell-
ing yourself, old fat man!"™

“T'Il tell you what, Peter. You do
my lines, and I'll have you heme for
the Kaster hols. at Bunter Court!™

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Peter. _

“1 mean it!"” said Buuter, blinking
at Petor through - his big glasses,
“Honest Injun, Yeter! I'm no suob!™

ilEh?l‘J .

“Tt will rathier let me down, having
a chap like you home for the hols. But
I don't care! I'll do it!”

Peter . Todd ceased to laugh, and
picked up an inkpot. It was so obvious
what he intended to do with that ink-
pot that even the Owl el the Remove
wus not in doubt.  Wilham George
Bunter vanished through the doorway
of Study No. 7 at a marvellous speed,
considering the weight he had to carry.

“Reast!"” he roared, from the safe
side of the door.

“(ome in, old fst man. The inkpot's
ready "’

“Look Imrn; I've got Lo come in and
do my lines!” howled Bunter.

-~ “I'm not stopping you!” chuckled
Poter. *““In fact, 'm going to supply
you with ink free of charge.”

“1 say, old chap, chuck it!" pleaded

Bunter. ]
“I'm going to chuck it when you
!I

come in
“} don't mean that, you ass!”
“Y do!" said Peter cheerfully.
“ Boast " .
William George Bunter decided not

ta come in. He rolled away down the

Romovw sage, and looked <in ‘at
Et-ul:ilmli'hfu?‘i. where Herbert Vernon-
Sinith and Tom Redwing were alrcady

at prep. The Bounder locked up.
“QOutside!” he said briefly. .
“I've come hare to speak to Redwing,
Smithy !" said Bpnter, wih
wing, old fﬁilﬂml‘"
Redwing. --

dignity. I say,

“Prop!" sai . j

“] say, do listen to a chap,” said
Bunter peevishly. “I've got fifty lines
to do for Quelchy, and they've got to
be shown up before pra;r:;"
“ Botter buck up, then,” - J
“The fact is, I've hardly enough time

loft. ';Iﬂn'reiz chap, Re wiqg_
I've always liked you.”
ﬁu’[‘l‘tnﬁﬂ" id flcdwing-, laughing.

“Well, look here, I'll do my lines

hoere, and you can help me” said
Bunter. *“You can make your fst a
bit like mine.” )

Tom Redwing hesitated; he was, as

Punter had said, a good-natured chap.
But the Bounder settled the matter by
icking up a hassock and taking, aim at
E:mmr. [ll’hn Owl of the Remove had
just time to dodge out before the
eunshion Hew.
“Beast!” he yelled. _
“1'll take the poker if you come in
again,” called out Vernon-Smith,
“Yah! Rotter! Come out here, and
I'll lick you!” )
There was a sound of s chair moving;
and William George Bunter departed in
haste, without waiting for the Bounder
to come ont. He rolled inte Study No.
1, where Harry Wharton and Frank
Nugent were sorting out their books

for prep.

“You fellows like to do some lines for
a chap?” asked Bunter.

“Thanks,” said Wharton, lavghing.
“Nol"
“Not the least little bit in the

world,” grinned Nugent,

“1 say, vou fellows, vou might lend
me & hand, after all I've done lor you,"
urged Buntor., “Don’t be ungrateful,
Remeniber what Shakespesre says—
how sharper than a serpent's tail it is
to heve a thankless tootlh.”

“Ha, ba, hal”

“"Lend me a hand, Whartou, old
Ehﬂ- LY

“I'll Jond wyou a foot!™ said the cap-
lain of the Remove. And he did, and
Bunter deparied once more,

It rcally began to look as il William
George Bunter would have 1o do thosy
lines himself, if they were done at oll
But Bunter had a deeply-rocted objec-
tion to doing lines, if he could help it,
Lincs were work; and work had never
appesled to Billy Bunter,

He rolled along to Studv No. 14,
which belonged to Johuny Bull. and
Squilf  and Fisher . Fish. Jolmuy
Bull and Squiff’ were there, but the
American junior seemed to bo absent.

Bunter blinked into the study.

Fisher T. Fish, a business-like youth,
was always prepared to do lines for u
fellow, for a considerstion.  Bunter,
it is true, had no cousideration to offer:

but- he. had & faint hope thae Fidy
m'“iht do the lines on “tick.,” Duy
Fishy was not there.

I suy, vou fellows, “hEl'ﬂ-".ﬁ Fishy "
asked Bunter. ;

L1

. Lone to see a man in the Sheli, |
think,” answered Johnuy Bull. ' Dot
Jaw—prep.”

. "I wanted him to do samio lines for
me!” groaned Bunter.  “If you follows
would like to whack them out—---"

" Fathead !”

“Fishy's been grunting and
over his own lincs,” said Squi
ing. “He's had ﬁfty."

“Oh!" said Buntor. :

He rolled mto the study, and jookerd
at Fisher T. Fish's impot, which lay
finished on the table. When Kishy did
lines for another fellow, that follow
generally would write a few, and Iishy
would keep, as mnear the hawd a< he
could in doing thoe rest. But Fichy's
own natural _serawl was not unliko
Buntor's—a ragged rovnd-hand, writton
as fast as the pen could 4ravel aver the
paper. Bunter blinked ag it.:

" Fishy must have forgotten to take
this "in,” he said. “I'd bettor take it
to him.”

" Better leave it alone,”
Bull.

“Oh, veally, Bull! T suppose I can do
n kind action if 1 like, Fishy mi‘i“
be caned for being 'ate with is
lines.”

IiE.tE!:h

'!'l‘i'th p*

unter picked up the ifmipot and
rolled out of the study. HﬂpcI:nEII it
down to the Rag, where there woere
3 and ink; he did not want te go
ack to his own study while Petor Tadd
was in his present unreasonable manod,
Seated at the table in the Rag, Bunier
made a few alterations in the imposi-
tion, which made it a little moro
illogible than before, and dvopped o few
h.’nqts. and added a smudge or two.
With theso improvements and additings,
it noeded a keen eye to detect that thar
impot was not William Goeorge Bunter's
own work. ) 2

It was true that Mr. Queich had a
keen eye—compared by his pupils to n
gimlet for its keenness. Eut in a
matter of this sort a certain amonnt of
risk had to be taken. DBurter was not

Igr-nhn ing
', langh-

saidd Johnny
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SATURDAY.

As Mr. Quelch passed the Head in the
#i H‘F h‘t

exchanged glances and winked.

fond of taking risks; but an uneertain
risk was better than a certain task, In
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d, he merely bowed stiffly and passed on. The juniors who saw the

wﬂﬂhlmud Harry Wharton. ** Something’s wrong somewhere, you Ix\:llll%ﬂ::‘.‘il':tllmg
(See Chapter 8.)

Mr. Quelch held out a hand. “Come in!" spapped Mr., Quelch.

It wns Trotter, the House page, who

his opinion. Hoping for the best, the
Ow] of the Remove rolled away to Mr.
j’uq!ch"ﬁ study with the impot for
clivery.

What Fisher T. Fish would say, and
do, when he found that his mmpot had
been appropriated in this unblushing
way, Dunter did not know. He did not
think about that. At present he was
thinking about satisfying Mr. Quelch.
Fishy would come later. Besides, Fishy
could be squared by the usual payment
for the lmes, when Bunter's postal-
order came, Anyhow, Fishy did not
matter very much.

Bunter arrived at Mr, Quelch’s study
and tapped at the door. The sharp
voice of the Remove master—a liitle
gsharper than usual—bade him enter.
Bunter rolled in.

Mr. Quelch was seated at his table,
with a little pile of exercises before
him, which he was marking. He was
not at his literary work now. After
that unhappy occurrence in the Remove
Form-room, Mr. Quelch had locked up
his manuseripts — without, as was
natural, missing a single unfinished
sheet from among so many.  He was
doing Form work now—earefully,
almost viciously, There should be no
furthor occasion for fault-finding, the
Remove master was bitterly deter-
mined.

He glanced up at Bunter,

“Well 2*

“My lines, sir |

Bunter had hoped that he would be
told to lay them on the table, to be
looked at later, at the Form master's
leisure.” He would have preferred not
to be present when Mr. Quelch exam-
ined those lines. But the Remove
master took them from him, snd pro-
ceeded to examine them: in-his presence
—just as if he was sugpicious of trickery,
as Bunter scornfully reflected. Billy
Bunter did not approve of a suspicious
Form master. Certainly, his methods
would have been safer with an unsus
picions one,

The expression that came over Mr.
Quelch's face made it cloar that he was,
indeed, suspicious of trickery,

Bunter quaked inwardly,

Mr, Qutﬂr*h looked up with a glitter.
ing eye, :

“Did you write these lines, Bunter "

“"Oh! Yes, siv.”

“Oh "

“M-mi-may I go now, sir?” murmured
Bunter, as the Form master bogan to
cxamine the imposition still more care-
fully, Schoolboy scrawls were often
much alike, and Mr. Quelch, though
not in a happy mood or a cordial
temper, did not want to be unjust.

“"Wart 1" rapped out Mr. Quelch,

“Oh, yes, sir!" mumbled Bunter,

He waited,

Tap!

The Remove mastér looked up
irritably as the tap came at his door.

Billy Bunter involuntarily - bescked
away.

entered. He laid an envelope on the
table before Mr. Quelch,
“From the "Ead, sir, and, if yon

please, I'm to take back an answer,
sir,” said Trotter.

“Very good!” said Mr, Quelch
quietly,

He took up a paper-knife and slit the
envelope, and drew out the enclosed
note, Trotter waiting with a stolid face,
Billy Bunter's little round eyes and big
round glasses were fastened on the
Form master's face. And he fairly
thrilled with inguisitiveness as he saw
the ehange that eams over the counten-

ance of Henry Bamuel Quelch.
— bl '.
THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Dismissed !
M R. QUELCH had {forgotien
Trotter, He sat with the
headmast¢r's wunote in  his

, hand, staring at i, as if he
could scarcely believe what his eyes told
him was written there. Astonishment
was at first his feeling; it was sue-
ceeded by deep anger, which his look
betrayed only too plainly,. Bunter
noted it, with breathless excitement, as
an item of news to retail in the Rag.
Kven the stolid Trotter had a sense that
something was wrong. Mr. Quelch's
cyes glittered, and his jaw set square

(Continued on page 16.) :
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ISN'T_DICKY NUGENT THE GIDDY LIMIT, CHUMS

L
L QOD-MORNING, Mr. Lickham !
G- Good-morning, boys!" |
" Good-morning, sirl”

corussed the Fourth Form at
St. Bam's, giving the Head a somewhat

hlack look. : :
D, grchemu!] had just entered the
Form-room, whistling cheerily. - The
Fourth Form realised, however, that his
cheerfulness did not nessessarily meen

that they were going to be cheorful’

too. Usually, the reverse was the case.

“Don’t let me interrupt-the doings.
Mr, Lickham !™ said the Head utha
ingly. “Get on with the giddy wash-
ing, dear boy!”

“ Right-ho, sir!” said Mr. Lickham.
“1 was just taking the boys in grammar
when you come in.”

“Was you, indeed?” said the Head,
with interest. “Carry on the good
werk, then!” : .

Mr. Lickham resoomed the lesson, in-
wardly wondering at the Head's sudden
modesty. -

Az a rule, when Dr. Birchemall entered
the room, Mr. Lickham had to take
a back seat. Evvidently the Head was
changing hes tick-tacks, '

If Mr, Lickham had reslised that the
Head had meerly come into the Form-
room for the purpuss of playing
practikal jokes, he wouldn’t have been
quite so pleased about it. Neverthe-
less, that waa the trooth. Unknown
to the Schoel, the Head had become
an eggspert ventriloguist, and for a
hole week he had, been japing the
fellows and masters all over the School.

The results were, ta put it mildly, un.
[orchunate. Sevveral old friendships
had been sevvered, thick ears galoro
had been distributed, and jennerally
specking, there had been ructions at
Bt. Sam's. 8o far, nobody had sus-
peckted that a ventriloquist was in their
midst,

" Well, boys,” said Mr. Lickham, “to
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el

-sounded like his voice.

-

|

\ 1 ﬂ"'."l."L"L i"n"-, )

A

resoom our studies.-We were taking the
verb ‘can.” Take it in its interrogative:
form—'can 1'1"

“Can it, you meen !”

The interruption seemed to come from
Jack JoHy, the handsome young kaptin
of the Fourth. There was a chuckle from

1:}3.43‘1E Form, and Mr. Lickham turned
Piny. . .

“Come out here, " Jolly!™ he
thundered. *“Such dispertinence is in-
tollerable! Come out and bend over,
immejately | :

“What for, sir?"” eried Jack Jolly in
amazement, “1  haven't done any-
thing !

“How dare you say ‘1 haven't done
nnyth:ﬁ:? '—in grammar lesson, too!”
sald Mr. Lickham fewriously, “ How
many maore times am I to tell you that
the correct way to put it is, ‘1 ain’t
dnnas:ul.hinl-r 4 » :

“Sorry, #ir!” gasped the perplexed
kaptin. “But, I assure you, I:..il'_pll aim
innosent "

“Ratts!"” mermered Dr. Birchemall,
who was lissening with an amowsed
smile playing about his thin lips. “We
all herd you make a fassceshus remark,
Jolly, Bend over, and take your grool !
What's more, I'll give you a hand, if
you like, Mr. Lickham!”

“Sertainly, sir!” said Mr. Lickham,
handing over his eane to the Head.
“Now, Jolly, bend over immejately ¥’

The dignified kaptin of the Fourth
had no option but te obey, He bent
over, and his trousers were well and
trooly dusted beforu he was aloud to
resoom his normal position again,

Meanwhile, the rest of the Form
wore looking. at each other with ‘very
perplexed eggspressions on their diles.
It seemed increddible that Jack Jolly
should ask for trubble by such a rid:-
kewlous interjection. Yeat they couldn't
get away from the fact that it had
Was this in-
rovide another of those
ad been puzzling the

sident going to
misteries that

|

Since Dv. Birchemall
has tried his ventri-

fricks om the
acholars at St. Sam’s,
life has been unbear-
able. Butl Jack Jolly A:
Co.rise to the occasion
in grand styde, with the
result that the wily
Dy . Birchemall is hoist
with his oven petard]

_Iﬁchnnlh!’n: Il. w h.ﬁﬂ
over the plame, fellowa
‘and - masters had been
herd making remarks
that had led 1o trubble,
‘and invariably they had
denied making them. 1t
sertainly looked as if
this was going to be
another such case.’
The fellows ocon.
tinewed with the lesson
with baited breths.
: They couldn’t tell who
was .going to be vaught next in-this
hy = business. With voices coming
misteriously out of nowhere, things
were sertainly very unsertain. .

With deep suspishons in their haits,
the Fourth sat with sei faces. Dimly
they suspected that the Beak's fow] in-
flewance was at werk memewhere. 8o
long had they endured the yoke of his
tirrany that they knew him for a
thorough bad egg, and it would not
have surprised them to lern that the
downy old bird was at the back of the
misteries.

Jack Jolly had a thoughtful look in his
dile as he rather jinjerly rescoimed his
seat. He knew full well-that he had not
said the werds for which he had been

putished. It therefore followed that
somebody else had s=aid them. Who
could it be?

Jack was & smart ladd. And just then
he was smarting under a sense of in-
justiss, and his annatomy was smarting
under the crool blows of the Head,
which made him extra smart—so smart,
in fact, that a glimmering of the trooth
began to pennytrate hiz brainbox.

“1 wonder * he mermered.

He watched Dr. Birchemall very cair-
fully for the remainder of the lesson.

Very soon his scrootiny was rewarded,
In less then five minnits, another mis-
teerious interruption occurred. Mr.
Lickham was Eggwllining the difference
between nouns and verbs at the time,

“Take the werd “wallop,’ " he was
S8 ying. I can say ‘1 am going to
wallop you," or * I am going to give you
a wallop on the bokon."”

“Like to see voun try it on!” ecamo

the sarzastic voice of Stedfast, from the
back of the class.
There was a gasp from the Fourth.
fast was & checky ladd, but he had
never had the face to say a thing like
that before.

Mr. Lickham was almost petrified,

“G-grate pip!” he npiannidged o

-

' ' S
el BE
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'S BANG IN THE LIMELIGHT AGAIN NEXT WEEK!

stutter, at last. “ You—you impudent |

“Do your worst, sir!” retorted Jack

young rascal, come out !
“Me, sir?”-- nsked Btediast,
surprised. “ DBub it wasn't me 1"

“Kindly speak more grammatikally,
Stedfast !’ roared Mr. Lickham. “T'o
say ‘it wasn’t me ’ is not good English;
vou should say ‘I never done it ! Come
out immejately !

”Ehﬂ]‘ﬂ” _

It was the stern voice of Jack Jolly.
And this time it really was his volce.
The kaptin of the Fourth was standing
on - his feet, his eyes gleeming
epgsitedly. :

“Stop!" he repeeted. " Before you
go any f[urther, sir, make quite sure
yoeu've got the gilty pariy "

At those kryptic werds the face of
Dr. Birchemall turned a garstly white.

“Take no notiss, Lickham!" he said

grately

harshly. “ You've g["l}l: the gilty party
&ll right! I saw him with my own
ears [ -

“1 ﬂﬂrt-u.in]ﬁ" recognised the  wvoice
mvéelf as that of Sted{ast,” said Mr.

wckham, *“What's the merry idea,

Jolly 1" - -4i - et B3 ‘
Jack Jnl? pointed a trembling finger

at” the Head. B '

“The idep i= this: Dr. Birehemall ‘is
a ventriloquist | he said dramatically,

"i what-ist?" ’lﬂﬂ 8 I:

" vﬂntri.hr.ﬁ' 1" repes ac
Jolly firmly. *“¥we becn ﬁtﬂhing him
very cairfully, and I saw his lips move
when the voice came. It was not BSted-
fast who' spoke. but the Head !” '

“Oh crikey!™ - S -

“It's a lie!” cried the Head feercely
but his dile gave the lie to his werds
and Eﬂ-rjbcu'Fjr could see that it was
only too troo. He had turned guite
vellow; gilt was all aver him.

“Well, T'll be . jiggered!” muttersd
Mr. Lirﬁ(lu.m. staring .at-his cheel ne
dismay, “‘If this isn't the giddy limit!
Now we understand!” ™ °

?«Ir.l Lickham fnnuI:d now se:.-l the
anation of the eggsiranordinary
?Etﬁgupﬁnm' which ha Etuﬂlnd the

Masters’ Meeting into a riot, only a
woek before. He could now see, as
throo a window, with ahmnest paneful

clearness, what had cawsed all the
trubble in the School in the past few
days, Light came to him at last, aund

his brow darkened.

“Well, sir,"” he remarked, “with all
dew respect to you, you're a humhu?.
You ought to be ashamed of yoursell.
I hate to be disrespectful, but you really
forse me to it !"

“Bow-wow ™ retortdd the Head
sinnically. “ Go and eat coke, Lickham !
Things are umninp" to a pretty pass if
a Headmaster can't have a ni of fun
in his own Bchool!

“As for you, Jack Jolly,” he =aid,
turning an evil look on the kaptin ol
the Fourth, “ I've tried to distill it into
your mind for years that your best
policy iz to mind your own business.
canl seo that I haven't given you enuff
of the birch in the past. That will be
remmedied in the future!™

Jolly skornfully, “You may find me
a danjerous ennemy |

Biting his lips with rage, Dr.
Birchemall kwitted the Form-room,
leaving the Fourth in a buzz over Juck
Jolly's discovery. '

“What a worm!" mermered Mr.
Lickham, when he had gone. “I'm
afraid 1 did you an injustiss just now,
Jolly, owing to that cadd!”

':Fnrgqt it, sir!” said Jack cheerfully.
“I'm going to take it out of the Head
pretty soon. The Guvverners' half-

carly vigit is coming along soon, and
‘'m going to sce if T can't have a bit
of my own back on Dr. Birchemall.
Just keep your ers open, and you'll
see” what vou sﬁﬁF soe ! '

: 11

HE alternoon of the Guvverners’
visit dawned. -, And the old gquad
at St. Bam’s 'ekkoed with the

. soind of motor tyrés, 'bath-

chair traks, and footprints, as the Guv-

verners arrived. =

In B.lg‘ Hall the . hole School was
assembled.- The fellows whiled away the
period of waiting by discussing the
roomior that Dr. Eimhemn'll had "become
an eggspert ventriloquist, and that' his
ventriloquial trix.had been the caws pof
all’ the trubble thiat had oceurred.

At last, led by Dr. Bircheémall, the
Guvverners of 8t. Bam's hobbled on to
the platforin, and, led by Burleigh of
the-Bixth, the 8choal gave the custom-
ary cheer. " Ay 3 = A=l

Aftor-a fow formal werds by the Head,
Sir Frederick Fungass, Chatrman of the

-

Board of Guvverners, rase om his hind

legs, and the School began to settle down
to & quiet snooze for an hour or two,
while the verbose 8ir Frederick' let
loose his. psual Aow of ellokwence.

~ "Gentlemen, chaps, and - fellows "
began - Bir Frederick, in his quiet,
aristocrattic way. “1 know that we
have a long program before us, and I
therefore don't propose to detain you for
more than an hour or two, myself, In
the. first plaico, I want to say how glad 1
am to be addressing you again, and all
that sort of rot.. Secondly—"

He broke off abruptly as a voice that
sounded eggsactly like Jack Jolly's
¢alled out in sarcastick axxents:

- *“Put & sock in it, Freddie "

There was a brethless hush. Not a
sound could be berd .in the Hall save
the shuffling of feet and the eggsited
chattering of hundreds of boys.

“Grate pip!" gasped Sir Freddie it
last, turning round to the other Guiv-
Vernors. “Did you here what that
cheeky brat said thent"

“We herd, Sir Freddie!” the Guv.
verners rephied in corus.

“Rest  assured that he shall be
punished, Sir Freddie !” said the Head,
with a gleem in his eyes. ' “I know whao
it was, and I'll see that he gets it where
the chicken got the chopper!"

“All eerene!” said Bir Frederick

“Well,

Fungass, a little Molly-fied.

Now,

you chaps, to get back to where 1 left
off—"

“Sit on him, somebody !"

This time it was unmistakeably the
voice of Bright of the Fourth.

There was a chuckle from the
assembled School, and even the grave
and digniffied mastors cackled, in & grave
and dignifficd manner, of course.

Sir Freddie's face turned the culler o
& T1 tomarto. -

“This is “monstrus!"” hbdeggsclaimed.
‘““1t really iz the outside edge, Birchem-
all! If you brought me hear to be con-
sulted by your chaps, you've tackie¢d the
wrong customer! How dare they inter-
rupt me!"

“1 bez vour pardon, I'm sure, Sir
Freddio!” said Dr. Birchemall, appar-
antly very much distressed by the inter-
ruptiatis, . 1 knew who that was, too;
and I assurc vou I'll log him without
mersy, later on!"” - .‘

i | i;qpa you will!"” esaid Sir Frederick
sorely. *“*Well, anyway, you chaps, as I
Was sayin 1 :

“Can't you dry up, Freddie?™. - -

It wns the voice of Frank Fearless of
the Fourth. This time the few remain-
ing hairs on -the head of Bir Frederick
Fun#m scamed to stand upright. =~ .

“You disrespective young S"I'llnn_ﬁ 1" h
hooted,.. his arstocrattic dile distorte
with rage. “TIl smash you! T'll
spiflicate you! I'Il—" >
M Une _moment, sirl” 1

Mr.. Lickham, the mastier of the
Fourth, advanced to the centre of: the
platform and laid & restraining hand on
the eggsited Chairman. Theré was &
gleem in Mr. Lickham's eve. ; ,
. " Onpe moment, sir!"” he repeeted. 1
think before we go on, that yvou should
know what the ﬁnln Schoal knows by
The woices you just herd did
not amminate from any ‘of , the boys.
They came frown that foalling l:hlmbn‘ '
who -is htlndillﬁ on the platform with
you at present. :

- “"You meen——" 8ir Frederick broke
off and looked round at the other
Guvverners in suspishan.

“1 meen our slab-sided idiot of a
Head !” replied Mr. Lickham fearlessly.
“Or, as the vulgar would put it, Dr.
Birchemall 1 .

“Grate pip! Are you serious?” gusped
the Chairman of the Guvverners. * But
the voices came from different direc--
tions " ; ;

“Very likely, sic " said Mr, Lickham,
with a shrugg. “That, however, is
easily eggsplained. Dr. Birchemall, I
have discovered, is a ventriloquist, and
can chuck his voice all over the ﬂpllce.
On this occasion. he soent it in different
directions to put you off the sent!” .

Sir Freddie almost cggsploded with
rage, and when he ke his voice was
like the rumble of distant thunder, ;

“B80 wo hate rumbled wyou, Dr.
Birchemall!" ha said sternly. *“ A wven-
triloquist, indeed! - Do you take 3t.
Bam's for a variety theatre? Or, if not,
what's the big idea?"

(Continued on page 28.)

=== whe Guvvern:rs of 8t. S8am’s arrive |

'-_.__._'___..—--
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and hard. DBunter would have given a
great deal to have been able to read
what the Form mastor was reading.

The Head's note, which so sstonished
and angered the master of the Remove,
was briel, but very much to the peint.
It bogan with “8ir.” Always, when the
Head had oceasion to send a note to
the Remove master, it began with *“ Dear
Mr., Quelch,” or “My dear Quelch.”
There was a change now, with a
vengeance,

“8ir,—I am somewhat sarprised that
I have nok received from vou an offer
of your resignation. 1 hLave no doubt
that you will be willing to offer it as

to accept it. Please send reply by

bearer.
“H. Locke (Headmaster).”

Mr Quelch was surprised himself by
the nnxgﬁr that welled up in his breast,
This—for so trifling an ocourrence—this,
for practically the first fault his chief
had ever had oceasion to find with him.
The injustice of it stung the Form
master to the very squl,

For long minutes he sat staring at the
note, the colour deepening in his face,
his hands trembling with anger and
resentment.

There had been a disturbance in his
Form-room, and his resignation wag de-
manded. Trouble in Mr, Prout's Form-
room, only o week beforo, had been the
talk of the school ; but there had been no
hint of resignation from Mr. Prout—the
Head, indeed, had appeared unconscious
of the whole matter, %El.l'l Mr. Quelch, it
seemed, could not make the smallest glip
without what amounted to dismissal de-
scending upon him at one fell swoop..

And this was the man who had been,
as he supposed, his friend as well as his
chief |

Mr. Quelch laid down the note st last
and drew ink and paper to him, With
black bitterness in his face and in his
heart, he indited his reply to the Head
of Greyfriars: '

“Bir,—I have received vour note with
the greatest surprise. I have no inten-
tion whatever of resigning my position
here, If you desire to dismiss me, that

15 In your power.
“H. 8. Quercn.”

~ Mr. Quelch sealed that note carefully
in an envelope and handed it to
Trottar.

" Take that to Dr. Locke, Trotter,”

“ Y ossir.”

Trotter shuffled out of the study and
closed the door.

Mr. Quelch sat motionless,
fixed on the headmaster's note, reading
and re-reading it,

Billy Bunter could see that his
presence in the study was utterly for-
gotten. Has wondered whether he had
better draw the Form master’s stten-
tion to himself hf. coughing or shuffling
his feet. But the expression on Mr,
?ual{-h’s face was so black, so bitter,
‘that Bunter was extremely unwilling to
draw his attention just then. He re-
mained as silent as & mouse, and Mr.
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his eyrs

Quelch did not ence glance in his diree.
tion. The hapless master of the Remove
was sunk in a4 deep and gloomy reverie,

Tap|

Mr. Quelch started out of his dark
thoughts,

" Clome in."

Trotlter re-entered the study.

“From the "Kad, sir,” he said, “and if
you plense, I'm to take an answer.”

Mr. Quelch nodded, and took the note
from him., It was shorter and sharper
than the first :

“Dr, Locke regrets that Mr: Quelch
does not sée his way to resign, and has
no alternative but to didmiss Mr. Queleh
from his presont post at Greyfriars.”

The Remove master drew a deep,
fle-mij breath. He had asked for i, and
he had received it. To resign was to
admit, in some measure, dereliclion of
duty, which he had no intention of
admitting in the very least. But it was
in the headmaster's power to dismiss
him, and the Head had done so.

Dismissed |

It was a heavy blow—a erushing blow.
But indignation helped Mr. Queleh to
bear the blow, He wrote a brief reply,
which he handed to Trotter.

“8ir,—1 shall not demand, as is ml?
right, your resson for acting with
tyranny and injustice. 1 have no desire
to serve A headmaster whom I can no

longer respect. I shall leave Grevfriars

at the enrliest possible moment,
“H. 8, QurrLcn,”

Trotter = departed with that final
message.  Mr. Quelch sat like & stone
image, The angry flush died out of his
face, leaving it quite pale.

“* Dismissed |

That word dropped from his lips.

“ After all these yoars! Dismissed!”

Billy Bunter trembled,

Burning with curiosity as he was, he
dared no longer leave Mr. Quelch in
ignorance of thoe fack that he was there,
within hearing. He gave a (faf,
frightened eough,

Mr. Quelch started, and spun round

towards him,

“Bunter! You—— What

Are yoUu
doing here "

“'{uu—-}'ml told me to wait, sir!"
gasped Bunter, in terror.

For a moment the Remove master’s
eyes blazed at him. But he controlled

his temper.

“"Quite s0,” he said calmly, “You
may go now, Bunter."
unter was only too glad to go.
The study door elosed behind hins,

and the Owl of the Remova  scudded
away. HBreathless with excitement, heo
tore up the staircase, and burst into the
Remove passage—with nows more start-
ling and exciting than any he had ever
had to tell before in the whole course
of his fat careper,

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Doubting Thomases !

g BAY, lyml fellows !
I Billy Bunter burst into Study
No. 1 in the Remove almost like
a bombshell.
“I—1 say——"" he gasped. '
Wharton and Nugent glared at him.
They were at prep, hnd they felt that,
in view of the recent happenings in the
Remove, it belioved them to be very
carcful with prep, |
Apparently it did not behove Bunter ;
he seemed to have forgotien prep.
“Bhut vp, yon fat ass!" exclaimed

Nugent. “Buzz off! Shut the door
after you!"

“I—1—1 say—"' stuttered Bunier,

“Hook it!"” rapped out Wharton,

“I-1 say—grooogh " gurgled Bunter.
He had made such hot haste to the
Remove pussage with his startling news
that he was quite winded, and could
not get the news oult,

" If you're going {o have a fit, hop oul
and have it in the passage,” said the
ﬂﬂgtain of the Remove,

Groogh! Gug-gug !

“ Shy that die. at him, Franky!”

"“What-ho "

Frank Nugent picked up the Lalin
dictionary.

“I—I—I say!” gurgled Bunter. 1

gay, you fellows, listen to a chap!'
Quelehy's  sacked ! Ow! Groogh !
Sucked 1"

“Who's sacked?"

“Quelchy ! stuttered Bunter. “The
Head's sacked him. What do you
fellows think of that?" '

“You fat idiot !”

*“0Oh, really, Wharton——"

“You burbling chump!” exclaimed
Frank, ' !

“0Oh, really, Nugent—" .

“Go and tell vour funny stories up
the passage,” said Wharton, “ No use
for them here.”

“II's true—
“¥Fathead "

“1 heard—"

“Buzz off |

“Quelchy said so0!" shricked Bunter,

reatly exasperated by this reception of
s amazing news, * Quelcly himself !

“Quelchy said so to you?!” exclaimed
Wharton, staring at the Owl of the
Remove,

“Yes,” gasped Bunter,

“Bort of confided it to you, what?”
grinned Nugﬂul.

“ Exactly,’

“0Oh, my hat!"

“He told me in his study,” explained
Bunter. “Told me by word of mouth,
E:u &kﬂnw, that he was sacked by the

ea

“I think I can hear Quelchy telling a
Lower Fourth man that be was sacked !"
chuckled Frank. e A
- " He didu't say sacked exactly.”

“0Oh, not exactly !"

“Nunno, He said dismissed.”

*“Quelchy told you that he was dis-
missed ! demanded Wharton.

“Yes. SBpoke to me like a friend,”
said Bunter. “1 could see that he was
rather cut up, so 1 sympathised with
him." '

“Greal pip!"

William George Bunter had intended
at first to relate only the facts, whioh
were startling c¢nough in themselves.
But facts were never safe in Billy
Bunter's keeping. His fertile imagina-
tion was already at work. Already the

story was growing, like Jack's bean-
stalk in the fable.
“ Awfully cut up !” said Bunter. *“It

quite touched me to see tears in his
eyes—"'

“Tears in Quelchy's oyes!"” shrieked
Wharton.

Y Tut-tut-tears !" stuttered Nugent.

If Bunter had stated that he had seen
tears in the eyes of the bust of Boorates
over Mr. Quelch's bookease, his state.
ment could mot have maoro
startling. "

“ Absolutely weeping !” said Bunter.

* Woo-woo-weeping "' gasped Nugeni.

“Yes, poor chap! I put my hand on
his shoulder, and said, *Bear up, old

fellow ' T was quite touched!” said
Bunter,

“1 think you're quite touched!™
ejaculated arton. . “No mistake

about your being touched, yon pofty
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duffer |
to call Quelchy *old fellow
*1 don’'t mean that sort of touched,
you silly owl! I mean, it touched my
heart ! I said * Never mund, Quelchy "7
“Ha, ba, ha!"” shricked Study No. 1.
“Oh, really, you [ellows, if you don't
believe me——"

But vou're not touched enough

* Believe you !" sobbed Nugent. * Oh,
my hat! Believe you!"”

“He's going!" snid Bunter. “ Poor
old uelech ! Of eourse, he's a beast,
but 1'm really sorry for the poor
blighter, you know ! He's going! We're
going——"'

“We're going?'" exclaimed Wharton.

“Yes, we're going——"'

““Are we sacked, too?”

“1 mean, we're going—-—

“Sure you wmean anylhing?"

“We're going,” howled Bunter—
“we're going to have a new masier 1n
the Remove. Can't wvou let a man
speak? 1 say. voa [lellows, faucy
Quelchy being sacked—turned off after
all these years, you know "

"1 ean't guite fancy it!" grinned the
captain of the Remove, "I haven't
your livély {ancy, old fat bean!"

“He told me——"

“Fathead! Travel along and tell
some other study—only den’t let it get

¥y

to Quelchy ! He would skin you !™
“I tell you it's true—"'
“ Asgs IV
And Wharten clesed the door of

Study No. 1, Bunter having just time
to jump back into the passage. Wharton
and Nugent laughed, and went on with
their prep, not placing the slightest
faith in Bunter's remarkable tale,

The Owl of the Remove gasped with
indignation, He had imparted the
thrilling tale to SBtudy No. 1 first, and
instead of thanking hun, the study had
not even believed him. He rolled to
the next study. In Study No. 2 Tom
Brown and Hazeldene wero at prr_-llx_

“I say, you fellows, Quelchy's
sacked ! announced Bunter,

“Idiot |

i Aulli

There seemed to be plenty of doubt-
ing Thomases in the Remaove.

n Btudy No. 3 Bunter found Ogilvy
and Russell. They were not aven in-
terested in the news, which they re-
garded as an- vnusually wide streich
of DBunter's well-known imagindtion.
Ogitvy rewdded him with a whizzing
dictionary, and Dunter rodred and ran.

He looked into Study No. 4, and Tom °

Redwing laughed when he made his
announcement, but the Bounder looked
interested.

“"How do you knowl"
Smithy. -

Redwing looked at the Bounder.

“¥You don't think there's anything in
it, surely, Smithy I'"" he exclaimed,

“Might be. I know there's some
trouble between the two old jossers,”
answered the Bounder coeolly., * How
do vou know, Bunter 1"

“*Quelchy told me,"” explained Bunter,

“Told you!” yelled Vernon-Smith,

“Yes; spoke like an old friend. *T'm
dismissed, after all these vyears,
Bunter !" was what he said. His very
words, "

“Ha, ha, ha!" yelled Redwing. .

Vernon-8mith jumped up. He had no
doubt now that the Owl of the Remove
was pulling his leg,

“Quite funny!" he remarked. * But
when a fellow's at piep, you shouldn’t

demanded

butt in  with your funny stories!
T'ravel !*

Bunter travelled so fast, with the
Bounder's boot to help him, that he

fairly flew into the Remove passage.
*“Yarocooooh !"

DBunter's yell and Bunter faded away
along the passage,

In a state of geething indignation
Willhima George Bunter rolled into his
own gtudy—-No, 7, He had expected to
thrill the Remove from end to end with
hiz news; instead of which he had not
found o single believer so far, and ho
began to doubit .whether hoe would find
any at all. Bul bhis own study-mates, he
considered, were bound to believe him—
fellows who knew him so well.

But even in his own study DBunter
found only disbelicf—perhups because
the fellows knew him so well.

*1 say, Toddy, Quelchy's sachked !"
“Can 1it!" spid Peter, without even
looking up.

“He told me so”

“Cheeso 101"

“1'he Head's dismissed him !"

“Shut up, ass ™

“ Dutton, old man!"™ Bunter turned,
alinost in despair, to his other study-
mate, Tom Dutton, the deaf junior. * 1
say, Dutton——"

vi ]_‘:h?:u

*Quelchy's sacked !

Dutton stared at him.

“SBmacked! Smacked whom "

“Not smncked — sacked ! howled
Bunter, " The Head's sucked him !

“Yos, I think I ean szee the Head
smacking a Form master ! said Tenw
“Give ns o rest, vou fat duffer !

Y Backed !" shricked Bunter. * Dis-
misced !

“Who's missed ?”

“Dismissed — Quelehy !”  shricked
Bunter,

“1 can't make wyou out! Who's
miissed (iluelchj?" gshed Dutton. 1
know I shouldn't miss him !

“He's turned out of the school!™

velled Bunter.

“Rabbish! Il he was going to turn
out a fool, he would have done it before
now ! What do you mean?”

“Oh dear!” gasped Bunter.
you tell him, Peter !

“I say,
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“Tell your own whoppers, old fat

man " answerad Peter Todd.

“It isn’t whohpers!" wailed Buntep,
“It's true! Every word the frozen
truth ! Quelchy told me——"

“Hun, ha, ha |”

“At least, I heard him say o !"-

Bunter came down to the facts ag
lnst.

* Cheese 1t "

The door of Study No. T epened, and
n keen hatchet-face Jooked in,

“15 that fat clam hera now 7" asked
Fisher T. Fish. *“0Oh, hyer vou are,
Bunter! What have you done with my
linos " g
Y Eh—what 1

Bunter had forgotten all about the
impot he had borrowed from Fisher
Tarleton Fish.

“Bull says you took my lines to give
them to me. You haven't given them
to me! Where are thoy !

“0Oh, that's all right!” said Buuater,
“Quelchy won't ask you for those lines,
Fishy ! He's sacked !

“What !" yelled Fisher T. Figh.

*““Backed, old chap! We're done with
Quelchy [ .

Fisher T. Fizh looked at Buriter as if
he would bite him.

“You've bagged that impot!”

“I tell you it's all right—you won't
have to do it again! Quelchy won't ssk
you for any lines, now he's sacked ! ®

“"You—yair—you—"" gasped Fisher
T. Figh. “You've bagged my impol,
and now you spin me o varn like this!
Why, I—1-1"1l——"

“Hore, vou keep off 1" velled Bunter.

Fisher T. Fish did.not keep off. Ha
rushed at Bunter and clasped him
round the neck, and a bony fist jammed
hard on Bunter’s little fat nose,

“Yaroooogh! Help!” yelled Bunter,

“You fat clam ! You pesky mug-
wamp! Take that—and that—and
that ! gaspcd Fisher T. Fish.

“Yow-owow!  Peter, old chap—

(Continued on next page.)
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Yarooooh! I tell you Quelchy's sacked !
Yooop! It's all —wyarcoogh!— right!
Oh erumbs | |"

Wh
“Ha, ha, ha!” aiiﬂ Peter Todd.

* Grooogh | Hafpt" _

Fisher T. Fish was pynching at the
Owl of the Remove, as if he took Billy
Bunter's fat countenance for & punch-
ball. William George Bunter roared
and wriggled and sguirmed, till Pelor
kindly intervened and grasped the in-
censed Fisher, and with a swing of hia

powerful arm tossed him into the
Passa ge. .

% ﬂfrl Ow! Wow!" ga Bunter.
“Oh dear! Ow! Oh! w! I say,

'LLLD
L]

Peter, old chl.P, Quelchy is sacked
“Chuck it! = ) Rt o
And Billy Bunter, in deep indigna-

tion, “chucked it” at last. He sat

and oaressed his fat little nose, which
had been considerably damaged by

Fishy's bony knuckles, and gave atien-

tion to prep.

hen his own work was done, Peter
gave the fat juhior a word of advice.

“¥You'd better do some nrep, you fat
ass! You'll get it hot and strong from
Quelchy to-morrow.”

“I'm mnot goin
Quelchy's sacked !

“You fat chump——"

“1 tell you he's sacked—"

Peter took the Owl of the Remove by
the collar, and gently but firmly
knocked his head on the study table.

“¥Yooooop !" :

Then Peter, still unbelieving, left the
study, leaving Bunter rubbing his head
instead of his nose. gih

to do any prep!

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
A Shock for the Remove !

TILLY BUNTER rolled into the
Rag & little later; and in spite
of the reception which his

news had met in the Remove -

Eml' e, he expected to find the

N e e

. ¢ Rag was n zzing.

The juniors :‘Iin had heard Bunter's
tale did not believe & single word of it;
and so far from being excited by it; they
had dismissed it
Nobody was disoussing the matter; and
nobody heeded Bunter when he rolléd
in, important as the Owl of the Remove
‘wns at this moment as tho only fellow
who really knew!

The matter was important enough to
the Lower Fourth—had the fellows be-
lieved it. " A thange of Form master was
a vory unusual hlﬁumg. The Second
Form sometimes d a change, Mr,
Twigg often being laid up with one com-
plaint or another, and going away for
a time, when a temporary master would
take his- place., Yet though Mr. Twig
fnust have caused the Head a great des
of extra trouble, it obvicusly never
crossed the Head's mind to dismiss him
or request him to pesi For the Head
to dismiss & master—for any master to
tra to the extent of earning dis-
missal—was not only unknown at Grey-
friars School, but unthinkable. Cer-
tainly the Remove would have been
very interested had they belicved that
they were to bave a change of Form
master. Bot the bare idea of the dis-
missal of Mr. Quelch was absurd.

Billy Bunter grunted - discontentedly
as he blinked round the Rag. The
thrilling news was true—unlike so much
of Bunter's news; end rsally it was
hard for a fellow not to be believed
when he was telling the actual truth for
once, by accident, as it were.

But the Owl's fat face brightened as

saw Skinper & Co. in a i’rvup by
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Rag

m their minds.

the fire. He remembered that Harold
Skinner, for some resson unknown, had
aurmised that the Remove master might
be sacked. In Skinner, thorefore, he
was likely to find & believer. So he
rolled up hopefully to the black sheep
of the Remove.,

“1 say, vou fellows——""

“Hallo! Where did you get that
nose!" asked Skinner genially, “Is it a
nose "'

*“Oh, really, Bkinner—"

“I guess I gave Bunter that nose,”
fmwl.ad Fisher T. Fish, “and I guess
Il give him another if Quelchy comes
down on me about my lines!"”

“My hat! Then he'll have two!"

“Ha, ha, ha !

“Quelehy won't come .down on you,
you silly, skinny ass!"” snapped Bunter.
‘He won't come down on any of us
any more."”

“Eh? How's that, umpire?" asked

ner.

“Because he's sacked.”

“Quelchy sacked?"

“Just that !

“What utter rot!" said Sneop.

“Piffle !"” said Stott.

But Bkinner's eyes ‘were
Bunter had been right
find a believer

Y gleaming.
in expécting to
in Hgrold Skinner,

Skinner had his own reasons for ex-
pecting to hear news of that kind
sooner or later.

“Tell us how you know, old fat man,”
said Skinnor. . . i
1 was  in ., hid study with my
ines—-"" :

I F
- lines, you mean, you fat clam!”

huot?alj Fisher T. Fish,

“Oh, shut up, Fishy! I was in his
study, when Trotter came in with a note
from the Beak. Quelchy sent an answer,
and then Trotter came back with
another note—notice of dismissal.™
“You saw it?"”

“Quelchy told me."

“Quelchy told you he was sacked?"
“That's it! He was quite—quite
overcome," ‘said Bunter, “ Leaning on
my shoulder, he said——""

“Quelchy leaned on your shoulder?”
gasped Snoop. = -

“Yes—leaning on my -shoulder, he
sadd in a faint voive, 'I am dismissed,
after all theso years!" I said, ' Buck
up, 31[&]1:]13 e )

“You — you —you said ‘Buck up,
Quelchy " ¥’ ,

" * Buck

Queliby ™ T batoted B
uﬂ r L ?tl : ’

He cried—"
shrieked Skinner,

“My very words !
ilmiﬂ!'

» ¥ COried on my shoulder, like a child,”

said Bunter. “I said, ‘Never mind,

old chap! Bear up!'™

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“Blessed if 1 see nnfthing to cackle
at!” said Bunter crossly. “1 can tell
you, it's jolly serious for Quelchy., All
right for us, of course—I've done no

rep. He won’t ask you for any lines,

isiy. There won't any classes to-
morrow ! Something like—what?"

“Now tell us what really happened,”
suggested Skinnor,

up,

'i;[iil, 'UI. llll!ti
“You might bave told us this before
rep, you fat idiot! If I'd known

uelchy was going 1 wouldn't have done
any, ﬂtmkil;. I haven’t done much.” *
“YXou don't believe it, Skinner?” ex-
claimed Stott, staring at him,

“1 believe that 5@1&1{ is sacked.
The rest is lies, of course.”

“Oh, really, Skinner——"' 1

“Tell us what really happened, you
fat fool!" went on Bkinner. “How do
rnu! Tl_:nnw that Quelchy has got the
ush ¥

“I've told von!" howled Bunter,

~ come down

“Tell
facts."”

Skinner proceeded to question the Owl
of the Remove, and gradually eluci-
dated what really had ocourred. Re-
move fellows gathered round and
listened. The fact that Skinner be-
lieved the news had a.good deal of
effect on the other fellows, Skinner's
sharpness being well known,
when Billy Bunter's story was boiled
down, so to speak, to the actual facts,

ug again—and keep to the

it sounded a good deal more probable.

Skinner's eyes glistened.
“It's the boot for him, right enough,"

he said. *“Well, there'll be a whole lot
u]f dry" eyes in the ove when he
CIeArs.

“I don't know about that,” said
Harry Wharton sharply. “If it's true,
1 m sorry en to r it."

‘The sorrowfulness is terrific,” said
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. *“The
esteemed Quelohy has not had justice ov
fair Ifh_.jr.," L

“It can’t be true!” exclaimed Bob
Cherry.. “The Head would never dis-

miss & master like that! What has
Quelehly done?" .
“Om ly that shindy in the Form-room."
“Well, that was "our fault, not

quelchy'ﬂ. All he did was to forget
class for once; and the other masters
forget - sometimes—especially old Wig-
gins; ho's always forgetting something. "

‘Jolly gqueer that the Head should
con heavy like this on Quelehy,
if it’s true,” remarked Hazeldene. * He
was more friendly with Quelchy than
with any of the other masters.”

“1t can’t be true!”

“Oh, really, you fellows—"
§ “It's true enough,” said Bkinmer.

I'm glad to hear it, for one. Old
Quelch is a deal too free with the
cane in the Form-room, for my taste.”

“Look here, Skinner, what' do youl
know about it? exclaimed the captain

of the ove,

* “Only what Bunter's told me, of

o : thing of tl
ou were saving some

kind yourself r&ﬂerﬁlr—-" 5 .

“Merely expressing a hope, which
turna out to have been a winner,” said
Skinner blandly, “How could I know
anything about it personally!”

HIt's jolly odd if Mr. Quelch is dis-
missed after what you said,” answered
Wharton. *“If it were ible for. yeu
to have played any trick, I
should think you'd done so.”

“Thanks I"” sneered Skinner.

“But you couldn’'t make mischief
among the masters as you do a the
fellows,” said Harry, knitting his brows,
“All t'[m same, I believe wyon know
spmething about it.”

“ Believe what you like, old bean,"
said Skinner, with a yawn. “I fancy
Bunter's yarn is true. I'm going to see

e Gotng to ask b
“Gomg to ask him?" gas h
Skinner chuckled. prpes Reees -
“Not quite; I don’t want to be bitten
in two! But a fellow can go to his
Form master to ask a qll,clﬂ#t-lﬂll about
translation—in fact, &E by likes it.
And a fellow can watch his face whiie
he's asking."
“ Better leave him alone,” said Squiff.
“If this is true, Quelchy will be feeling

pretty rotten now."

“Very likely,"” agreed Bkinner,
“Looking rotten, too, fancy—and
that's what I'ra going to see.”

And Skinner left the Rag.

He came back again in about ten
minutes, grinning serenely. A dozen
fellows looked at him with mute
INQuiry,

“It's true enough.,” said Skinner.
#Quelchy looks as white as chalk, He's
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frightfully eut up. He was sorting
books out of hiz bookcase and making a
stack of them en his table: Getting
ready to pack.”

“1 don't believe it!"
Cherry.

“Go and see for yoursell, old bean.”

“Oh, rats!™

“1 guess T'll mosey along,” said
Fisher I Fish. "I con make an excuse
about my lines for butting in, I guess
I want to know."

And Fisher T. Fish mado his way to
Mr. Quelch's study and tapped at the
door, ’

“Come in!"

Fishy entered,

Mr. Quelch was standing before his
bonkease, sorting out books. His face
was not white as chalk, as SBkinner had
said; but certainly it was pale, and
looked worn. Fisher T. Fish was ¢
little startled; he had never seen his
Form master look like that before,

“What is it, Fish?" asked Mr. Quelch
very quietly.

“My—my lines, sir.,” stammered Fish,
“1—1 haven't done them, sir—"

“You are excused the lines, Fish,
You may tell all other boys in my Form
that all impositions are ['mu:-:t'[nj," said
Mr. Quelch.

“0Oh, thank you, sir!" gasped Fish.

He retired from the study and went
baék to the Rag. There he announced

Mr. Quelch’s messago.

“It's true, then!"” snid
Wharton.

“Cancelling the impols must mean
that -he's going,” said Hazel, *“Good
luek; I had a hundred to do!™

“1 had a hundred,” grinned Belsover
ma jaor. “1 say, this is jolly  good
news |

I guess I'm sorry for him,” said
Fisher T. Fish soberly, ‘“He looked

growled ‘Bob

Harry

(i

Fisher T. Fish rushed at Bunier and
clasped him round the neck. The next
moment a bony flst jammed hard on
Bunter’s little fat nose. ** Yaroooh ! ™
yelled the Owl of the Remove. ** Help ! ™
**¥You fal clam ! You pesky mugwump !

Take that—and that—and that ! *” gasped

cut-up, T guess. It isn't playing the
f‘plnp_fur the beak to come down on
iim Jike this!”

"1 ean't understand ," said Harry
Wharton. *Dr. Locke couldn't be so
harsh and unjust ns to dismiss a master
for what happened in ouvr Form-room

yesterday, There must boe something
clse,”

“What else could there be?" asked
Nugent.,

“Blessed if I kirow !

“Up to that time they were on good
terms,” said Hnzeldepe. “1 saw them
jawing yesterday morning, cheery as
anything. It's the shindy in our Form.
room that's done it."”

Wharton frowneHl.

“Looks like it,”" he said. “But if
that's so, it's rotten unjust; and 1 can't
understand the Head acting like that.”

“The injustice is terrific, and the es-
teemed sympathisg with Quelchy 15 very
great,” said the Nabob of Bhanipur,

“Look here, you men!” It was Lord
Mauleverer who spoke. His lordship
had been listening so far without a
word. But his noble brain had been at
work. “‘Loock here, you men, this is
too thick. It's simply sickenin' for a
man whe's been here o long .to hbe
turned off like this. The Head can't
have a right knowledge of what hap-

ened vosterday. He may think that
SuElEhF has grown carcless, or unduii-
ful, or somethin’, and that he's often
forgettin' classes, or leavin' the Remove
to run wild. IHe must be actin’® under
sofie mistake, or he wouldn't be actin’
like this; the Head's a gentleman.”

“Right on the wicket, Mauly,” agreed
Bob Cherry.

“If the Head's makim' a mistake,
what about settin® him right?™ asked
the schoolboy earl.

“0Oh;, my hat "

Fisher T. Fish.

“We're to blame for havin' played the
goat in the Form-room yestorday,” said
his lordship. “TI Quelchy's sacked, it's
our fault, It's up to ug to chip in and
put the IMead rigllllz.”

“Is this your funny torn, Mauly?”
grinned Skinner.

“You shut up, Skinner!” growled
Johnny Bull, “Mauly's right, you
fullows., If this really turns out to be
true, it's up to us to go to the Heoad
and put hun right, He must be making
eoine mistake,”

“Tear, hear ™

Harry Wharton nodded.

“Mauly's right,” he suid. “0ld
Mauly generally is right when he takes
the trouble to ‘talk at all. We shall
know fer cortain to-morrow. And if
Mr. Quelch really is dismissed we'll go
in & body to the Head——"

“Leave mo out!” snecred Skinner.

“I menan ell the decent chaps will go
im a body to the Head,” said the cap-
tain of the Remove. “That will leave
you out, Skinner."

“Ha, ha, ha "

“I1t's a pgo!” =zid Beb Cherry.
“Quelchy i5 a bit of a Tartar at times,
but he's a good man; and even when
he licks us, 1 dave say he fancies it’s for
our own pgocd. * Masters do, vou know,
We might go a jolly long way without
finding a boetter Form master.” Why,
I've always looked on him as a fixture—
like 6ld Gosling, or the Head himself,
or the gargoyle en the water-spout—-"

“Ha, ha, ha "

Billy Bunter's news had had its effect
at last—now that it was moro or less
verified,. The Remove were undoubg-
edly in o state of excitement when they
went to their dormitory that night.

Long after lights-out the Removiles
were discussing the dismissal of their

Tae Macyer Lasrasy.—No. 1,043,
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Form master, and almost all the Form
agreed that that- dismissal was an act
‘of high-handed injustice, only to be ex-
l:'uaucF on the ground that the Head was
under some misapprehension. That,
indeed. was the truth of the matter, if
the juniora had only known it.  But
there was only one fellow in the Form
who knew—and Harold Bkinner was

very careful to keep his own counsel.

r==——pyess

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Harry Wharton & Co. Mean Business !
GREYFRIARB_ hnfw it t&rﬂa lf::lh“;:l

morning ; from e en
l;:.:i!tha dﬁ? it was known that
r, was going.
The news was almost il;'n ible.

Masters' Common-reom fairly buzzed
with it.

It was such a topic as that a enk
had rarely had. It thrilled Common-

rootn. s

Every man on the staff sympathised
with Mr. Quelch. .

While the Remove master had simply
been under tha frown of the great man,
as it were, many of the stalf had been
rather inelined to rub it in,

Mr. Prout especially had never seen
any reason why the Head should select
the Remove master from all the staff
for personal friendship snd for his right-
hang man—Mr, Prout, in hia own
estimation at least, being much mbre
suitable for seloction. Mr. Prout, there-
fore, had not bean displeased when the
Remove master fell from his high
estate. :

But matters were difforent now.

Dismissal was quitc another affair,
2o far as the staff knew, Mr. Quelch
had given no offence, save that single
instanee of neglect of duty, that single
instance of forgetfulness, which had {ed
to a riot in the Remove Form-room,

A kind and considerate chiefl like Dr.
Locke was not expected to issue even n
reprimand for such an occurrence; he
was expected to leave it to the good
sense of the master concerned not to
allow such an incident to recur.

Apparently the Head was not so
“ind - and considerate as his staff had

yways believed,

Instead of a reprimand, which would
have been considerad 400 severe, the
Heand had decided on dismissal which
was an pet of severity out of all reason,

Petty jealousies and resentments in
Masters' Common-room were banished
in the presence of catastrophe,

For it was a catastrophe; all the staff
kuew that, Greylriars had been so long
Mr. Quelch’'s home that his work there
was practically his life's work; cut
adrift from the old school he had served
so long and so well, he was like a
rudderless ship, drifting,

Sympathy for Mr. Quelch, indignation
at the - Head's action, filled Common-
room with eloguence.

Mr. Capper even suggested a remon-
strance to the-Head; though_that sug-
gestion was not taken up,

The Tead was, alter all, the Head,
and he was not a man to be remon-
strated with, when he had decided. All
the Common-room agreed that his act
was an act of flagrant injustice; that it
destroved the confidenoe that had
hitherto obtained between staff and

chief, But they had no power to inter-
vene, and they knew it. Indeed, if the
Head was developing unreasonable

tyranny, it behoved the stall te walk
very warily in dealifig with him, and
they knew that, teo. A post at Grey-
frinrs was a good and well-paid post;
Tae Macner Lisrary.—No. 1,043

and no other member of the staff
desired to follow the Remove master
into the wilderness.

All the Forms discussed the startling
nows, and in every Form there was sur-
prise, and some indignation. Wingate
of the Sixth had been requested by the
Head to take uhugnrﬁ the Remove
for a few days until a new master was
appointed ingate almost fell down
in his amazement when Dr. Locke made
that request. It was his first intimation
of the present state of affairs.

“Is Mr. Quelch leaving, sir?” he stut-
tered.

“Yes, Wingate.”

* But, sir—" gasped Wingate,

The Head's face was cold and severe,

“That i2 not what I desire to discuss

with you, Wingate,” he said, in an icy-

voioe,

“Oh! No! No, sirl Of—of course
not 1" stammered the Greyiriars captain,

“1 desire you to charge of the
Remove for a few days, 1 shall re-
arrange the time-table, and the French
master and the mathematics master will
take the Lower Fourth for additional
sets, For the rest, I think I can trust
you with the Form, Wingate."

“0Oh, certainly, sir!” said Wingate.

“That is_all, Wingate. Thank you!”
said the Head, in his most stately
ILANNDAr. :

And the prefect withdrew, utterly
astonished.

“Something or other’s happened,” he
told his friend Gwynne of the Sixth.
“The Head looked like an iceberg when
he mentioned Mr. Quelch.”

“That shindy in the Remove the other
day——"" said Gwynne. i

“If it's only that, the Head is acting
very badly.”

“What else could it be?”

“Goodness knows.”

Wingate was quite perplexed,

“I say, you fellows, Wingate's taking

us this morning,” Billy Bunter
announced to the Remove fellows afior
breakfast. “Tt's put up on the board.”

“That settles it, then,” said Bob
Cherry. " Quelchy's really going.”
B"];[t'a a rvotten shame!” said Johnny

ull.

“The shamefulness is terrific!”

“What about goin® to the Head?
asked the Bounder, “1 agree with
Mauly, Aftor all, Quelchy's our Form-
master, T['ve ragged him enough, and
he's taken it out of me often enough;
but this is too thick. I never thouglt
the Head would do a rotten thing. Buk
this is rotten.”

“ Bheer tyranny!” said Frank Nugent
hatly.

“izm going to speak to Mr., Quelch,”
said Wharton. “ We must have it offici-
ally before we butt in."”

“Ho wasn't at brekker,” said Squiff.
“He breakfasted in his own study, I
think. That proves it.”

“He doesn't want to face us, under
sentence of the jolly old sack,” grinned
Skinner.

“8hut uwp, Skinner!" howled a dozen
fellows.

Skinner shrugged his shoulders and
shut up. Most of the Removites, now
that they were to lose Lheir Form-
master, realised that they were rather
attached to Mr. Queleh, They had
always respected him; the fact that he
would stand no nonsense from them
made them respect him. But a good
many [ellows were surprised to realise
now that they liked him, too.

Severe mazter as he was, there wera
few follows in the Form who had not
received acts of kindness from bham,
al one time or snother; scanty as his
leisure wans, he was always willing to
belp a fellow who needed help.

“And he was being treated with injus-
tice. Ie was down mnow, and there
are few fellows who do not sympathiso
with a man when he is down.

Harry Wharton went to the Remove
master’s study. As head-boy of the
Form, he had a right to speak., Mo,
Quelch had not been seen that morning
by his boys; and the notice on the

showed that they were not to
see him in the Form-room. all
the Remove had joined in the idea of
going to the Head in a deputation; but
uhﬂnuﬂ{:e:t was necessary to place the
matter beyond a shadow of a doubt
befors that step was taken.

Whartan tapped at Mr. Quelch’s door.

“Come in!" _

Mr, Quelch’s voice was firm as usual,
but pitched unusually low. Harry
Wharton entered the study.

He was shocked at the change in the
Remove master's looks.

Mr. Quelch was not a man to wear
his heart on his sleeve ; he was quiet and
self-contained, and he had not intended
to show a sign of the trouble and dis-
tress that he was feeling. His manner
was calmness itself. But he could not
disguise, perhaps he was even unaware
of, the pallor in his face, the deepen-
ing wrinkle in his brow, the worn droop
of his mouth, Harry Wharton felt a
throb of compassion. It had never
occurred to him that the time would
ever come, when he would compassion-
ate the grim, severe master of the
Lower Fourth. But he pitied him now ;
and mingled with his pity was a grow-
ing indignation, ‘

“What is it, Wharton!” asked the
Remove master, very gently,

“Please excuse me, sir,” said Harr
pespectfully. *“It is being talked all
through the school that you are leaving
us, sir. .

Mr. Queleh’s lips twitched.

“That i1s correct, Wharton !"

“I'm sorry, sir! Every fcllow in the
F_l.m}}uvu will be sorry you're leaving,
Bir.

“Thank you, my boy!” Mr. Quelch's
voice trembled for a moment, but it
was firm again as he went on: “I am
lenving somewhat suddenly, Wharton—I
have a few rrﬂamrntiun: to make, but
later in the day I shall be gone. I am
glad you have come in—I desire to sa
good-bye to you, and through you, to all
my Form—my late Form. I have always
tried to do my duty by my Form—I
have trind to be a friend and helper
to my boys, as well as dheir Form-
master., Whether I have suocceeded I
cannot say—but I hope that my boys
will try to remember me with kind-
ness.”

“Oh, sir,” said Harry. Heo felt a
lump in. his throat, as he realised,
dimly, that he was in the presence of a
my bov," said NMr.

tragedy.
%[, all,
Quelch. “1 am sorry to be leaving you

“That 1s

—very sOrry, indeed 1
“It’s our fault, sir,” said Wharton
miserably. “If we'd behaved our-

selves the other day, this wouldn’t have
happened, I—I hope you'll fann'e us,
sir—we never meant any harm.”

The next moment le could have
bitten off his tongue for having uttered
the words; which bad revealed to Mr.
Quelch the fact that his boys knew that
he had been dismissed, The Form-

master himself had spoken only o
leaving. For an instant, a flush snowed
in e Quelch’s cheeks. DBut he

answered the jumior kindly.

“T am sure of that, Wharton., My
Form acted thoughtlessiy—boys will be
boys, and the fault was mine. But I
gather from what you say that it is
reported in the school that I am under
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dismissal.” In spite of his self-control,
Mr. Quelch’s voice shook. It is per-
fectly true, Wharton—I had not desired
it to be discussed, but it is certainly
correct, But you must not think that
the fault was yours, or that of your
Form. Now good-bye, my boy!”

“It's a shame, sir!” broke out Whar-
ton passionately,

“‘fﬂu must not say that, Wharton |
Good-bye |" .

The Remove' master shook hands with
Wharton, and signed to him to leave
the study,

Wharton went out with a flushed face.

He went to the Rag, where all the
Remove had gathered. His look, as he
eame in, was enough for them,

“Official 1 nsked Bob Cherry.

"?E’!.”

“"He's going 1"

“Yos.”

“It's a rotten shame!"

“And if he goes, the Head's going
to know that we think i1t a rotten
shame!” said Wharton, with a flash
in his eyes. “I'm going to the Head
now. All you fellows follow on."

“"Yes, tather !™

“Hear, hear!"”

“What rot!"™ jeered Skinner., “Oh!
Ow! Leggo! Yaroooh! Whoop!"

Skinner went spinning across tha Ra
and sprawled on the floor. He sprawle
there dizzy and spluttering.

“Want any more, you
bawled Bob Cherry.

“Ow! Grooh! Ow!”

“Shut up, you cad!” :

“Come on, all of you!" said the cap-
tain of the Remove, and almost the
whole Form followed him. Outside the
ng they came on Wingate of the Sixth.

“You kids forgotten Form 7" asked
the captain of Greyfriars. " Get off Lo
the Form-room. Can’'t you tell the
time?"

“We're going to the Head,"
Harry.

“What? You're gaing to your Form-
room 1"

“We're going to the Head, to speak
to him about Mr. Quelch,” said the
caplain of the Remove delerminedly.

Ningate stared at him.

“Yon're doing nothing of the kind !"”
he rapped out,

“We are!”

“And vou jolly well shan't stop us
roared Bob Cherry,

rl‘vhnt?rl

“We don't want any trouble with you,
Wingate, but we're going to the Head,”
said Harry Wharton. “Let us pass,
please.” :

“You don't want any trouble?" re-
peated Wingate, almost dazedly. “Do
you understand that you're talking to
a Sixth Form prefect?”

“1 don’t care!™

“You don't care?"” stuttered Wingate.

“No, I don't—not a rap!”™ retorted
Wharton. “Will you let us pass?”

“Get into your Form-room at ence!”

“Ratz] Come on, you moen "

And the Remove, led by Wharton,
rushed on, and Wingate of the Sixth
went spinning out of the way under that
rush, powerful fellow as he was.

“Good gad!"™

Wingate sat up, gasping.

The Remova wera gone,

rotter 1"

enid
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THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
Nothing Doing !
DH.. LOCKE was an his way to the

Sixth Form-room.
His face was clonded.
The blow which had fallen so
heavily on Mr. Quelch had been a blow
to the Hoad also.
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He had not chosen to see the Remove
master ; it had been less painful to him
to settle the matter by an exchange of
notes. He did not wish to see Mr.
Quelch again—now or ever.

But he was feeling it, all the same,
He was losing the man whom he had
always regarded as the most valuable
member of his staff; and he was losing
an old friend. True, what he had seen
written in Mr. Quelch’s hand scemed to

rove that that friendship, on Henry
5unlnh'a part, had been a pretence—a
delusion and a snare. But real or un-
real, it was a loss, and the Head missed
it. He was angry with himself for
missing it, angry with Mr, gueluh for
having proved unfaithful and untrust-
warthy, and altogether, that morning,
the usually kind-hearted old gentleman
was in & very disagreeable mood. Not
in the very least in a mood to take
ealmly any recaleitrance on the part of
the Lower School. It had not even
occurred to him that Mr. Sllelrh'n Form
might resent his high-handed treatment
nﬁ ir. Quelch. He was now to learn
that.

He halted, in sheer amazement, at the
sight of a mob of juniors in the Form-
room passage near the Sixth Form door.
What they were there for he did not
yet kmow; but his temper was already
irritated, and it was =till more irrvitated
at the unexpected sight. Really, it
seemned as if Mr. Quelch's Form had no
sense of propriety at all. No douhbt 1t
was time Mr. Quelch gur& place to a
now man with new methods,

Before any of the juniors conld speak
the Head rapped out at them sharply :

“What are you doing here?”

“1f you please, sir,” began Harry
Wharton, in his most respectiul manner.,
The Head interrupted him.

“It is timie for your firet clasa. Go to
your Form-room immediately.”

“May wo speak to you first, sir 1"

“You may do as I tell you,” said the
Head harshly, ‘1 have appointed &
prefect to take charge of you until a
new Form master arrives here. Mr.
%uﬂll:h's departure makes no difference,

oun may go."”

Wharton drew a deep breath,

It was no light matter to face the
Head, and oppose his lofty will, when
he was angrv. Already two or threo
fallows in the rear were treading quietly
away.

But the captain of the Remave stuck
to his guns., He had come there with
something to say, and he was determined
to say 1l.

“We want to speak to you about Mr,
Queleh, siv."”

“What, what?"

The Head stared in great astonish-
ment.

“ My, Ql:mlnh 18 our Form master, sir,
and wo shall all be sorry to lose him,"™
said Harr

“Indemf! No doubt you amnticipate
that a stricter discipline will be kept
by a new ¥Form master!” snapped the
Head.

“"8arc!"” murmured Bob Cherry.

“Oh, no, sir!" said Harry. ‘' But we
think you don't know, sir, what really
hn‘pwzmd the other day." -

"What "

“You seem to blame Mr. Quelch, sir,
but every fellow in the Remove will own

Tas Macxer Lisnany.—No. 1,043,
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;:]:-I]tlir?at what happened was all our
RE.

“Bless my soul !" exclaimed the Head.

“Tt's the Arst time this term, sir, that
our Formn master has ever been late
for class,” said Wharton, “ We thouglit
you did not know that, sir. It's hap:
pened only once, and—"

“That will do, Wharton.,"

““But, sir, what happened-was all our

fuult, Mr. Quelech caned the whole
Form for it!" .
* “We kicked up m row, #ir,” said Bob
Cherry. “Weo never meant any harm.
But vou ean't blame our Form master
for it."

“The blamefulness s ours, my
estocmed sir!" said Hurree Jamset Ram
Hingh. :

D, Locke knitted his brows.

“T'his 1= not a matter that I can dis-
cuss with juniors, ns you know wvery
well," he said. “1 have listencd to you
patiently, Now go to your Form-room."

“*But, sir "

“Bilence, Whartoen! Do vou dare to
bandy words with your headmaster?”
exclaimed Dr. Locke angrily.

Whartan hit his lip hard.

“Excitse me, sir,” drawled Lord
Mauleverce. “Wao all thought, sir, that
yvou did not of the

know the rights
lllhi"tﬂi‘.lﬁil‘, and we eame Eiu:*.urlr- to ox-
plain, sir, beforo Mr. %tll‘!]tfll left,”

"1 understand, Mauleverer. Now go
to your Form-room.”

“Is Mr. Quelch stayin', sic?"

“What? Certainly not!™

“But now we've oxplained that Mr.
Quelch was not in fault, sir, and owned
up that we were to blame——""

“T am well aware that yon boys were
to blame for the riot in the Remove-
room. That is enough. Geo!”

“We're entitled to an explanation,
sir,” said Lord Mauleverer coolly. “1f
i's admitted thar we were to blame for
the row, sir, may I ask why our Form
master 1s sent away T

“You may not!"

“"We've n right to know, sir.”

Dr. Locke fairly blinked at Mauly.
S0 did the Removites. Tt was utterly
unlike his lazy lordship to take a for-
ward place in any proceedings. Gener-
ally he gave the impression of being too
tired to live. On very few occasions
did Lord Mauleverer displuy anything
like energy. Those oceasions were only
when somehody else’'s welfare was con-
cerned. Now he was coming out in a
way that astonished the Lower Fourth,
Wharton, the captain of the Form, had
been silonced, for the moment at least,
and Lord Mauleverer rushed into the
breach, as it were.

“What did you say, Maulevercer?”
exclaimed the Head at last,

The coolness of the schoolboy earl
seemed to have taken his breath sway.

“We've a right to know, sir,” said
Mauleverer.,

"wmn my word!"

“We respect Mr. Queleh, sir, and
rather liked him, in & way,” said Lord)
Mauleverer. “IHe makes us work jolly
hard, bubt we don’t blame hun for that:
he thinks it's kis duty, I dare say.
Form mnasters are like that, and a fellow
ought not to blame themi. Bo far as we
can see, sir, Mr. Queleh is bein” treated
with injustice——"

“What

“Tnjustice, sir.”

"“"How dare you say such a thing to
me, Mauleverer?”

“If it's not the truth, =ir, I'm sorry,
If it's the truth, I don't see any harm
in savin' it."”

The Head breathed hard and deep.

“You boys are seeking Lo interfere in
a maiter that does nat concern vou,” he

said. “I warn you that my patience is
exhausted. Go back to your Form-
room.”

“I=_Mr. Quelch staying, sir?” per-
sisted Mauleverer,
“No.”

«THE REBELLION OF THE REMOVE!"

" We want Quelchy 1
That, in effect, is the cry
that goes up .in Remaove
- eireles now that Mr. Quelch
has been dismissed from the
achool,
But it's more than a cr{:
ite o demand with the
genuine backing of practic-
ally every Removeite behind

. .

MNot even the Head can
quell the riot that springs
from the dismissal of his 038
:n]k:l ue. :

nd moat prominent o

all the Removeites, and most
rsistent in his demand that
Mr. Quelch should be re-
instated, is Lord Mauleverer,
the slacker ! Mauly ** wakes
up'’ with a vengeance, and
the scheme he pmpnundl,
and puts inte operation, ia
unprecedented in the history
of Greviriars. .

Bovs, next week's story in
the most original ** Barring-

« out story ever writlen,

Mote the title :

“THE REBELLION

OF, THE
REMOVE! "~
By FRANK RICHARDS,

and make sure you read this
delightful treat,

Order Your Copy Early—
Saves Dhlppnln_lneul !

Tar MdﬂHT anmn.—Nn. 1.1145.
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YOUR GOOD TURN—ROPE IN A NEW READER! HE'LL THANK YOU!

“Then we think it’s a shame, sir!”

“"A-a-a-a whatt”

A shame!” said his lordship de-
liberately. “A rotten shame, sir! All
the Form thinks the same!”

Dr. Locke's face was quite pale with
angor.

“ Loder!” he called out.

Half n dozen of the Sixth were look-

ing out of their Form-room, Loder
among them.
“Yes, sir,” said Loder,
“Kindly bring me a cane.”
“Certainly, sir.”
Loder brought n ecane in record
time. Dr. Locke swished it.

“ You will bend over, Mauleverer.”

“I'mi bound to obey your ordors, sir,”
snid Mauly eheerfully, and he bent over,
and peceived three severe culs, under
the grim stare of the Remove.

Lord Muuleverer was not supposed by
the Form to be a hardy follow, But ho
did ndt flineh under the castigation,
and he uttered no sound,

The Head handed the cane back to
Loder.

“Now go

e to your Form-room!"™ he
15

snapped, eyes ghnting et the
Remove,

“Yery well, wir,” said Lord
Mauleverer. “I'm bound to sary,

though, that if my Form master leaves
Urei:friurs, I leave, toot™
“Bilence!” thundered the Head.
And he stalked into the Bixth Form
room with a frowning face.

Slowly the Remove trailed away to
their Form-room. The sppeal had {men
made to the Head, and it had failed,
and it was a very angry and excited

Form that gathered in the Remove-
room.

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
In Revolt !

o 00D old Mauly!"
“Ow!” said Mauly, with a
wriggle,

“"Good man!” said Harry

Wharton. “There's nothing doing, but
Mauly put it to the Huﬁ in plain
English, at least.”

“¥Yos, rather!™

“The lainfulness was terrifie,”

grinned Hurree Jamset Ram Bingh.
*But the esteemed Quelchy is going, all
the same.”

“It's a rotien shame !" said Wharton

his eyes Eléaming’. “I've a jolly EOOC‘
mind

H¢ paused, 4

“Say on, O king!" chuckled Bob

Cherry.

“I don’t see having our Form master
chucked fof nothing, and letting a pro-
feet take us,” said Harry. “If the
Head chooses to leave us without a
master, and o good master, he must
expect some trouble. What price shiit.
mg Wingate out when he comes (o
handle us?”

“What?"

“Wingate's o good chap, and we all
like him; but it’s the principle of the
thing,"” =aid the captain of the Remove,
“If we show the Head that we mean

to stand - by Quelchy, he may sce
reason.”
“Hem! He may.”

“Anyhow, it will be a lark.” =aid
Bolsover major. “I'm for a shindy!*

Bolsover major, as a matter of fact,
alwavs was for a shindy, if there was
any chance of one. But on thiz occa-
ston he found most of the Form in
asereement with him.

“May a fellow speak a word, you
men ! inquired Lord Mauleverer.

“Go it, Manly "

“Quelchy's getting

injustice and
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““Bow-wow 1" “Rats!” " Getout!’ * Goand eat coke !’ Numerous voices shouted deflance as Wingate made

a siride at Harry Wharton.

“* Resgue, Remove ! ™

There was a sudden

rush, and the captain ol the Sixth had to release

Wharton to face the torrent of excited fellows. (See Chapter 15,)

said Mauleverer.
hij him to the last shot
[ he goes 1 go, as 1

rotten treatment,”
“I'm standin’
in the locker,
told the Hoad.”

“You ean't, you ass!" said Squiff.
“1 can and I will,” said his lordship

'nuh.nl_r. “Fair play's a jewel, and
Quelchy isn't getting fair play. The
Head's got to see reason. If Mr.

Quelch leaves Greyfriars, 1 leave, and
chance it. I suggest that the whole
Remove walk out of the school after
Mr. Quelch.”
*“Oh, my hat!”
"That will mean

Nugent,
“Let it!”

“It may mean bunkings."

“The jolly old Beak can't bunk a
whole Form. If he does, we'll go in a
body,” said Lord Mauleverer. *“My
idea 1s that it's up to us to stand by a
man who's always treated us decently,
and who's bein' treated rottenly and
unjustly. We'll begin by makin' it
clear Ignt we're not goin’ to be taken
by a prefect.”

“Hear, hear!”

“ Let the Head send Mr. Quelch here,
apd we'll be as good as gold and as
meek as lambs. Until we get Quelehy
back we let things rip. The motto of
this Form is goin’ to be W.W.Q.”

“What on earth does that mean "

"We want Quelchy!” explained Lord
Mauleverer.

"“Oh, my- hat! Bravo!"”

Harry Wharton's eyes sparkled,

“Mauly's right,” he said. *“Mauly's
fn'an us a lead, and we're Ening to
ollow it. We back up Mauly.

“ Mauly's woke up émt at the right
time,” chuckled Bob Cherry,
“ .I-'l:a1 ha, ha!"
" Hallo, hallo, hallo! Here comes old
Wingate ! said Bob Cherry.

L

floggings,” said

And the Remove faced the door as the
c?ﬁamin of Greyfriars came in, with his
official ashplant prominent under his
arm. Wingate evidently foresaw that
the ashplant might be required, in the

resent oxcited state of the Lower

ourth.

The Remove eyed him grimly. Hardly
& man was in his place; the juniors
stood in & crowd in the middle of the
Form-room.

“Take your places!" rapped out Win-

ale,

“Borry, old man,” said Bob Cherry,
“ Nothing against you personally, you
know ; but we've decided to cut class till
Mr. Quelch comes to take us.”

“Mr. Quelch leaves Greyfriars to-
day,” said Wingate, “and it's no busi-
ness of yours, anyhow, 8it down, the
lot of you!” :

“No {ear|” -

i R‘tail‘l‘

“The ratfulness is terrific!”

“Go and eat coke !"

Wingate slid his ashplant down into
hu_imnd, and took a business-like grip
on it.

“Wharton !"” he rapped out,

“Yes, Wingate?”

“You're the ringleader in this|"

“I'm captain of the Form, at any
rate, and ready to lead”™ answered
Harry Wharton coolly. “ But the Form

don’t need much leading. We're all of
the same opinion.” :

“1 shall make an example of you.
Bend over that desk !”

Harry Wharton laughed,

“I'm not deaf|”

" Bend over, then |V

“Rats 1"

“You refusc?” roarcd Wingate,
“Yes, rather)”

“You refuse to obey a prefect?” exe
plaimed the Greyfriars captain.

“1 refuse to obey unybody except
Mr. Quelch,” said Wharton steadily.
“I will obey my ¥orm master."

“Mr. Quelch is no longer your Form
master,™

“1 dou't admit
Wharton coolly,
“You young asss——"

“We want Quelchy!” roared Bﬁh
Cherry.

“Hear, bear!"”

“1 order you to bend over, Whar-
ton ! shouted Wingate.

“You can order till vou're black in
the [uce, but no man here will obey
vour orders!” retorted Wharton, “Wa
want Quelchy."” g

“Bravo "

“Hop out, old man,” advised Lord
Muauleverer. “Wao don’t want to hurt
you, Wingate, old bean——"

“Hurt me !” gasped Wingate, hardly
able to believe his ears,

, “Yans. But get out while you're
safe "

Wiugate breathed hard. He was a
good-tempered [cllow, but his temper
was at boiling-point now,

“I'm going to cane every fellow here
who's checked me,"” he said. "“I'm
beginning with you, Wharton. For the
last timie, bend over!™

“ Bow-wow "

“Rats 1"

“Get out I™

“Go and eat coke 1™ ;

Twenty wvoices shouted defiance in
chorus. The Remove were wildly ex-
cited now, and the prefect's ashplant
had lost its torrors.

(Continued on page 28.)
Tae Macser Limragy.—No. 1,043,
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BRUMBLED! A German spy in the guise of a British officer kids himself that he's taken woung Evie Milvain in com-

pletely.

the Germaon's wily subterfuge !

But he's congratulating himself a bit too early in the day. for Evic's British hoss-sense sees throwugh

Additional interest attaches
to this story in that the
author was a British pilot
during the Great War, and
was taken prisoner by the
Germans,—Ed.

An Amazing New Story of the Great War.

The One Who Went On !
SLU\TT-Y Eric rose to his feet, but

not before he had commended the

dead man's soul to its Maker. It

wad all that remained to be done
for Jacques, poor, wretched prisoner-of-
war, slain by as foul a blow as could
ever be concoived of man.

Then, with blazing oves and
deliberate tread, Erie ecrossed to the
window. He felt the rope in his hands,
and, clambering over the sill, slid down
mto tho darkness. Hiz feet touched
carth. Near him, looming bulkily
against the wall, stood Cranleigh.

“Wellt"

The word came from the man in a
husky whisper, half fearful, half
defiant.

Eriec released his grip on the rope,
and, stretching out a hand, clutched
Cranleigh by the breast of his tunie.

“NYou foul ead!” he said, betwoen his

tecth, “I'm going to smash you for
the—the thing you've done!™

“Be q]niut. you fool, they'll hear
voul” whispered Cranleigh, but  his

voice was quivering.

“What cere I if they hear me, you
mnrderer—vyou treacherous hound!"

“Be quict! Be quict!” babbled
Cranleigh. “Don’'t you wunderstand?
It was fatal to leave him there. You
do not know the truth, T've planned
this escape, worked for it——"

“And slain tho very man that helped
you!" eut in Erie gratingly.

Slowly, remorselessly, he drew Cran-
leigh to him. The man's face was
white, horribly white, in the darkness,

* Lasten—listen, man—" he began.

“Siulence ! Erie's voice cut like a
whip. “Jacques suid something fo me
up there before he died. What it
meant I do not know. But this I do
know. Only one of us leaves this prison
camp to-night!"

“One—one of us?
moan ¥ ’

“1 mean the one who is still on his
foet 1™

With the words, Eric flung the man
from him. . He waited a moment till

-THE MaoreT LisrARY.—No. 1,043,

What do you

iIntroduction on page 5.

Cranleigh had regained his balance
then leapt in. Cravleigh whipped up
an arm to defend himself, but Iric's
fist erashed through his guard. flush to
the mouth. - With an eath, Cranleigh
went. down, spitting bloed and broken
teeth. He serambled to his foet, his
hand groping in the pocket of Lis tunie.
Agamn Eric leapt in, and again Cran
leigh went down with a puneh which
had taken him full in thé throat. Iie
lay gasping, fighting for breath.

“Get up, you cur!™ panted Eric; but
Cranleigh made no effort to ohey.

Stooping down, ho boy seized him by
the tumnie, in order to haul him to his

feet. Then suddenly he froze into un-
mobility, for Cranleigh's hand had
flashed upwards, and a ring of steel

was pressed against his forchead.
“You fool!" Cranleigh's voice was
laboured, jerky. “You did not kuow

that I was armed! Stop this or—or
I'l shoot! I—*

It was the darkndes which saved Lrie.
He literally flung himsolf sidewavs to
the ground. The pext instant lie had
closed with Cranleigh, his hand groping
for the man’s gun.

Cranleigh fought like a 'cornered rat,
He brought up his knee sharply, taking
IErie full “in the stomach, Sick, winded,
conscious of a deadly nausea, Erio
erashed his fst full into his opponent’s
face. It gave him a second's precious
respite, and his hand eclosed on the
man's wrist. = He ecould foel the eold
touch of the gun barrel, Then beman

8 struggle which - was  mercifully
shrouded by the darkness.
Cursing and snarling, Cranleigh

fought savagely, fonllv, to retnin his
wonpon, to overpower his  aszailant.
But Eric's strength found its being in
cold passion. He fought with a fury
which was almost berserk, and when
finally he staggered to his feet, holdin
the revolver in his hand, Urnnlpigﬁ

luy battered and inert on the ground.’

Almost blindly, Eric groped his way
to the wall of the fort. He leant
weakly against it, wiping his bruised
and bleeding face with' the sleeve of his
prison tunic. He drew long, gulping

bireaths into "his tortured lungs, and

anee he groaned.

It was that groan which served to
bring him to a realisation of his posi-
tion. He straightengéd up, listening
intenily, swaying on his feot like
cdrunken man. Not a sound disturbed
the stillness saveo for the creak of &
barge mooring-rope on the canal,

He lurched across to where Cran-
leigh lay, one arm outflung. Warily
he bent down, his ear against the
man's chest. . Cranleigh still  lived.
Again Erie straightened up. He stood
for. & moment, then, gripping the
revolver, tirned on¢ his E:u:- and
lurched off into the darkness towards
the canal.

Mo Umsetzen chuckled, refloetively
scratched his fat paunch, then pro.
eoeded to fill his long, large bowled
pipe. A three days' ﬂﬁl copy of the
“ Bevlinisch Zeitung ® was spread on
his fat knees, It was a good paper
that. Ihd it not tell how the Beld-
gErey heroes of the Fatherland wore
Always advancing? And did it not
have the so funny drawings of those
chiesed Scoltish Highlanders—thoso
devils in skirte—with t-EEi:r hairy legs?

It was just such & drawing which
wias  responsible for the fat Otto's
chuckle. And it was such a funny
drawing that Otto laid down his pipe
and stretvhed out his hand for  his
hrimming beer mug. Such excellernt
hiumour veeded to be washed down by
beer. But, his hand half-way to the
mng. (Mto paused.

“Sounded like a step on the deck!™
he rumbled,

Again he listened, but nothing broke
the stiliness save the muffled rippling
of water against the prowg of the
moorod barge, in the fo'e'sle of which
Oito was seated.

“A rat, most hikely!” he solilognised,
then returned to the enjoyment of his
pPaTIET.

Stretehing out a hand lika a ham, he
gripped the handle of the beer mug.
Then he froze into immeobility, for a



__MORE AMAZING ADVENTURES IN NEXT WEEK'S INSTALMENT, CHUMS!s

voice bebind lim said i@  fluent
Germanp: ]
“Move a muscle and you are & dewd

man I.H' =

— . —

A Change of Raiment |

HE fa.tl Otto moved more than one
miiscle. His jaw dropped and
he quivered like a jelly. But he
made no effort to turn his head.

“It's—it's a liel” he stuttered.

“What 181" demanded the voice.

“That—that I ‘have not appeared
lefore the tril unals for military servicel
You've come for mé—I know it! You
—you're going to make me fight! You're
from the gurrison at Strasbourg! I—
I've appearcd before the tribunals at
Dusseldorf and Duisburg “—his voice
rose to a protesting shout—"and they
don't . want me! Do you hear, schwein-
hund? They don’t want me! I'm
ferrying important food supplies, and
they don't want—"

“Be quiet |"

Otto was quiet with natnni_&hing
abruptness, Braver men than he woul
have relapsed into silence jf the rim of
a revolver barrel had been pressed into
the nape of their neck.

“Look at me!”

Otto obeyed the command, slowly
.i'urninF his head. Then he gave a
strangled gasp of mingled astonishment
and fear. For he found himself gn;mg
into the battered and blood-staine
features of Eric Milvain.

Fearfully he lowered his gaze, his
little eyes taking in Eric's garb with its
broad. yellow stripe.

“You—you have escaped from the
lager | he said huskily.

“Yes! And I am a desperate man !"

“Wha—what do vou want with me?"

“1 want clothes first!”

“But—but the commandante of the
lager will have me shot !”

‘He will never know unless you tell
him,”

“ But——"

“You will be shot by me in two
minutes if you refuse to stir your tat
carcass |-

Otto gesticulated with his podgy
hands.

“But my clothes wou't fit you ! he
said frantically. “Me, 1 am the large
one! Look! See!" :

He indicated his plumpness with &
circumseribing gesture of mingled
pathos and pride.

“Who helps you with this barge 1"

“Old Hlnsh’;" &

“Where is ho "

“ AL the house of his aunt, in the Stein

Strasse. She is old—s0o old—but Hans is
very dutiful—"

- “All right! Spare me details!” ecut
in Eric sharply. “When do you expect
him back "

“"With the dawn.”

Et‘q“‘l_i«:'r rmddng in grim nﬁ:ténfactinn. "

“Very good. Now find me some o
his e]ﬂl,Ees. and jump to it!"

L1 Bl.l.ﬁ L -

A jab with the revolver cut Otto short.
;ﬁi'lth a groan he heaved himself to his
oet.

“1f the soldiers come——" he pro-
iested,

“Then hurry before they do come!”
snapped Erie.

Otto raised his hands in a gesture of
despair and resigoation. It was as
though he mutely called upon his
country’'s gods to witness that he was
but the puppet of Fate and no traitor.
Then he waddled towards an old sea-
chest,” bent wheezingly over it, threw
back the lid, and runmaeaged iuside,

Eric watched him grimly as he shuffled

- back to the table with an armful of

misoellaneous clothing. _

“Put them down and put your hands
behind your back!” he ordered.

Otto obeyed. _

Within three minutes the quaking
Oito’s hands were securely tiod with his
own braces, Then he watched, breath-
ing stertorously, as Eric atr?pad off the
prison ulothes and donned the wide
[Ill..jllﬂ!ﬂﬂ]‘lﬁ_ and blue blouse of old Hans.

Now listen, fat pig!” snapped the
Boy. “I'm going to gag vou and tie
you to your chair. If you vesist I shall
drill a hole right through your body !
Do you understand 1" .

Otto understood. But this gagging

was not necessary. No, Otto would not
tell.  Otto loved the quiet life. Otto
would just read his funny paper and
forget all about it——
_ Eric cut him short abruptly by thrust-
ing him into the chair. At lﬁu.nmu
instant there came the noise of heavily-
booted feet on the deck. A harsh voice
rapped oul a sharp command, and there
came the metallie elick of rifle-bolts.

“Ach, blatter |” gasped Otto. “It is
the soldiers!"

L e

The Search Party !

RIC had but seconds in which to
act. One fllﬂm round the small,
cramped fo'c'sle showed him the
utter absence of anything ap-

roaching cover. Otio's little eyes were
inning to glitter with something
l}:lpm:uhmg triumph. Perhaps, after
sll, he could convince the commandante
—for he was certain that he would be
bauled in front of the commandante—
that he had parted with the clothes of
old Hans under pressure.
heavy tread was approaching the
door of the fo'c’sle. Eric leapt on to
the table, blew out the swinging woil
lamp, then dropped to the floor by the
side of Otto. '

“One word from you and I will fire!
I won't miss you!” he whispered.

The fo'c'sle was in inky darkness, but
he knew where the door was. The men
were paused outside on the threshold,
and someone was [umbling for the
handle.

. The door swung open ss Eric reached
it. A sergeant and four soldiers with
fixed bayonets on their rifles
silhouetted against the lighter darkness
of the deck, '
“Why has this light been put out?"

demanded the sergeant harshly.

FigANARSANEFE e s s s sAREEAEAREERARR R NARARENRAAE

|

THE STORY S0 FAR.
'Eﬂmﬁm' { m
FeofiPeE
mizsion to Trier—bek
., He 18 allacked

Ca
OTLA
coad on 4
(Ferman

§q

The door fitted ill on its hinges, and
Eric knew that chinks of light must
have filtered through to the deck. Buf
he knew also that both he and Otil
were invisible in the black shadow ol
the fo'c'sle, and: he pressed himself
closer against the door -behind which
he had slid. | :

“Donner und blitzern! But there is
something wrong here!” snarled the
sergeant, as he snapped the button of
an electric-toreh.

The beam of light fell full on Otto,
h!mkmim his chair,: his hands behind
his bac .

The sergeant & d into the low
[o'c’sle. Krie tensed in every muscle.
The wavering beam of light swept from
Otto and came to rest on - the bundle of
prison camp . clothing which Eric had
discarded. , The yellow ‘siripe on the
trousers seemed to take on a horrible
vividness,

“Blut und honds!™
from
1. ]

" The words came
the sergeant in & roar. " But he
herge——** :

It was at that moment that Erie
sprang. His clenched fist took the
sergeant full on the side of the head,
sending him ecrashing against a bulk-
head, and the torch clattered to the
floor. Then, turning, Erie lowered his
head and qf:mrgmi. Heé felt his head
bury itself in a soft and yielding tunie.
A  hand abbed at him, ﬁut ha
wrenched himsell free. For a fow
moments all was jumbled, jostling,
swearing humagity. The darkness was
an invaluable ally to Eric, for it was
}mpmmhin to distinguish friend from

oe,

“Hold him! Hold him, you swine!”

The sergeant was on his fﬂtﬁﬂ roping
frantically for his torch, 1Iuwin
orders and curses at the top of his
voite.

But Eric was through, although his
left arm was dripping with blood from
one of the aa.w-e.crgﬂg bayonets. = And
it was only when he broke from the
meleg and ran stumblingly towards the
canal side of the deck that the soldiers
were unanimous as to who was their
quarry. ;

One, more nimble witted than the
others, whipped his rifle to his shoulder.

S '

¢ darkness was split by a spurt of
blood-red flame, and hard in thl:nul:ulu
of the report there came a sullen splash.
In a towering passion the sergeant
leapt from the fo'c’sle, He swung a
fist like iron and felled to the deck the
man who had fired.

" You fool!” he roared. “If you've
killed him I'll have you shot!" :

Aund those words came clearly to
Eric's ears as he struck out strongly
for the {arther bank.

In the Plantation !

HE first grey light of the coming
dawn was streaking the Eastern
sky when Eric went to cover in

_ & small plantation about two
kilometres north-west of the outskirts of
Btrasbourg, 4

He had dived from the barge simul-
taneously with the firing of rifle,
and, reaching the farther bank, had half
walked and half ran for nearly a kilo-
metre before recrossing. - During the re.
mainder of -the night  hours he had
plodded on through the darkmness, strik-
mg dirnct{ﬂ away from the canal, head-
ing towards the west,

Now, utterly spent, he crawled under
a clump of hunhak and was sound
asleep 1n & ‘minute. It was mid-after-
noon when he awakened. He was stiff,

Tae MacyeT Lisrary.—No. 1,043,
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sore, and hungry. His left arm ached
intolerably where it had been torn by
the jagged-edged bayonel.

Taking oif his coat he examined the
wound. It was red and influmed, and
looked in neod of immedinte attention.
Drawing on his blouse again, Eric
crawled cuutiously to the edge of the
plantation to get his bearings, :

He found himself confronted by a
flat, tilled held of many acres. Women,
bent and aged, were working with hoes.
Beyond the field his oye was caught by
the glint of metal, and Lo recoguisod
the main railway line which, before the
Waur severed it, ran Irom Btrasbourg 10
Nancy.

He lay for s few minutes in the under
growth, then roturned to tho spot
where he had lain up during the day.
He was conscious of a ravenous hunger
by now, but knew that no chance of
elaying its pangs would come till after
nightiall.

And when dorkness camo he would
striko aecross the fieid to the railway
track. By dawn he should be hali-wa
to Mulden, and the next night's travel.
ling would seo him there. Ho would
lie up during the day, of eourse. It
would be bad luck, also, if he could not
lind some orchard near the railway line.
Ifi he could not, then he'd raid a hen
roost. Food was essential.

And thus his thoughts ran on. He'd
get the plans, strike neross country to
the Vosges, and il be could not slip
through the line, then ho'd swing off to
the left and try the Bwiss frontier.

Since waking he had been conscious
of a peculinr [celing of miental unrest,
There was something he had te think
out, somcthing which he bad been too
tired to grasp last night. Then it came
to him in a flood of recollection. It was
about Jacques, and what the man k«d
said about Cranleigh. There was some-
thing funny in that business.

Slowly, methodically, Eric weni over
the past bhours in his mind., Followin
his escape from the Gasthof, le hng

heen sent to Sirasboarg by Dr. Kauter.
fauld instead of being shot. Why !

At Btrasbourg he had met Cranleigh,
and for some reason Jacgues had
sttempted to warn him against Cran-
leigh, Cranleigh bad murdered Jacques,
but before Jacques died he had said
something about a plot. Obviously a
plot in which Eric was concerned. What
was that plot?

Then why had the sergeant on the
barge threatened the soldier with the
death penalty if Erie had beoen killed
by the bullet from the man's rifle !

Erie found his thoughts harking back
to Kauterfauld again. Why had the
man sent him to a camp where,
obviously, discipling was mnotoriously
slack ? Slack! The fight undor the fort
walls with Cranleigh had not been a
guict affair, vet no one had heard.

Then suddenly Eric leapt to his feet,
his fists elenched.

“By Jove!" he whispered. ‘“By Jovn,
I've got it!"

The words
stood rigid. A few feet away, amidst
a tangled muss of rank weeds and
undergrowth, was crouched the fgure
of a man. His white face was turned
towards Eric, and he was watching the

boy.

Erip took a quick step forward. As
he did so the man rose slowly, pain-
fully, erect.

“Cranleigh!” The
sharply [row Eric's lips.

words
WE Irau !"

cameéa

died on iﬁs lips and he |

MEET *THE RI0 KID" IN THIS WEEK'S ‘' POPULAR"!

Cranleigh's Terms !

RANLEIGH parted the bushes
and advanced towards Eric. His

white and haggard face bore
tracgs of the recent fight, and he
walked unsteadily.

“What the dickens sre vou doing
here ! snappod Eric.

Cranleigh laughed bitterly.,

“"The same as you!" he
"L}'l_ng “-F !J-r

Eric stpred at him in silence, and he
went omn :

“When—when you left me, T came
round. I did the only thing possible, 1
—I made for the open country north of
wirasbourg. When dawn ecame this was
the only cover I could sce for miles.
Halfl an hour ago I heard someone niov-
ing sbout, and—and crept along to in-
vestigate. It was you!l™
; '*?l;:.hl And what do you propose to

of

Cranleigh took a step forward and
seized Erie by the sleeve.

“Listen—listen,” he eaid, &nd the
words came in a voice which shook.
“I'm coming with *-nu! I must! 1
can't go alone! Don't you understand !
They're hunting for us now! The
solitary confinement ncarly sent mo
mad ! You did something to me last
night—you smnshed my nerve! I ean't
go on—I can't—I can’t!”

He plicked at Fric's sleeve with
trombling fingers, but the boy stool
grimly silent.

_"ﬂ v I know what yvou think!"™ con-
tinued Cranleigh hurriedly. *“ You think
I murdered Joacques. Last night you—

replied.

ou did not give mo time to explain.
was a traitor. He would have sold
un—-—-l.-—

“You liar!”

“It's true! I swear it's true! Liston,
he helped me so that he could claim,
when tho War is over, the money I
promised to put for him in the Bank of
Holland. DBut T know he works with
the Boche. To capture an escaped
prisoner means promotion for scmcone.
He would have raised the alarm a few
minutes after wo had left the cell. He
betrayed Menzies, of the Lancashire
Fusiliers! He betrayed Hylton, of the
Inniskillings ! They got away, but were
recaptured. Two sergeants got promo-
tion, and Jncchu-_-s got money from the
lﬂliﬂ'ﬂlntl‘ I know that—I know it, I
tell yout”

“How do you kuow it?"

“Hylton was sent for punishment to
the fortress at Lille, where I was. He
told us. The sergeant taunted him with
it—the sergeant who captured him after
he escaped !” _

" And did your fear of betrayal excuse
deliberate murder "

Cranleigh released his grip on Eric's
sleeve. He drew himself up, and for a
moment he seemed to have himself
under perfect control, '

“"Who are you to ask that question 7"
he demanded. *1 will stand by what I
have done before either a British or »
Belg_i-n court-martial behind the lines
in France! Menzies and Hylton ecan
prove the truth of what I say about that
dm;i: blackguard | ™

ulnl-lgy “udh:l %m_ psimin camps, you
say !” res o ric dryly.

i bo

“They' out some day, won't they?
They are my witnesses, and such
betrayal as Jacques

_ was Euilty of 1s
punishable by death. You know that?”

“Why did you not tell me all this
when we discussed our plans before the
!ﬂnﬁpﬂf"

. "I could not tell you that without tell-
ing you how I intended to silence him 17

“And you thought I would .not
HEPHE?"

“Yes, ves! Can't you understand,
man? He earned what he got, and you

and I would not be here now if it hadn't
been for me ™

The man's control scemed to be slip-
ping from him again,

" You can’t leave me, Milvain! T tell
you I won't be hunted alone through
this cursed country! You've got to ﬁ:-i

il.iﬁ cotmo with wvou. If you don't,
He paused,

“Yes, you'll what?” asked Eric
quietly,

y Cranleigh faced him, white to the
ins.

“I'll give myself up, here and now,
and you with me! I won't go ou
alone 1"

“You mean that?”

“Yes, I do! Unless you give me your
word of honour that we travel together,
1 give myself up! I promise you that
if we win through to g’rmcn I will go
with vou to hoa Tmrters and report Lﬁe
whole matter of Jatques' death !

“You linr!"”

“Curse you, will you believe what I
say 1" snarled Cranleigh. “Do you
know what going on alone means? , Do
you know of the lonely nights, when
with every step you may be walking into
B trap? And the long hours of day-
light when you must sleep, vot daren't
sleep? 1 can't win through alone, and
if-you doy't agree to my coming with
you, then 1 walk right out of this cover
and give myself up! I mean it!"

Eric saw that the man was wrought
up to a h:Fh pitch of tension. Quiotly
he Etudmd iim for a few moments, then
snldl :

“Very well! T agree!”

Cranleigh heaved u sigh of relief, and
wiped his lips with the sleeve of his
lunie,

"1 thought you would!” he said, then
added savagelv: “What the devil are
you grinming at?"

“You!” replied Erie, but there was
little of mirth in the cold smile on his
lips.

The Cottage !,

[TH the: darkness they left the
cover of the plantation and
struck across the field towards
tho railway. The need of food

was paramount, and Erie's wounded
arm was throbbing its entire length,

Cranleigh walked in sullen mlence,
and Erie was in little mood for talking.
There was no moon, and the night was
inky dark, For an hour or more they
followed the railway track, halting oncw
or twice whilst trains with darkened
windows thundered past bearing troops
to the western front,

Once, elso, they came to the mouth of
a tunnel. Cranleigh was for making «
detour and joining the ruilway at the
farther end. -

"Yes, and spend valuable time hunt-
ing for it in the darkness!” said Erie
grimly, “You can do what vou like,
but I'm going straight on !"

And straight on he went, stumbling
ovor sleepers, chilled to the very bone
by the raw, damp air and the moisture
exuded from the walls of the tunnel.

Cranleigh followed him, swearing,
whining, expostulating. en Ccame o
rumble, and a vibrating of the metals.
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In a towering passion the sergeant leapt from the fo’c’sle and felled the man who had fired. *“ You fool ! ** he roared. “If
you've killed him I'll have you shot ! ** The words came clearly to Eric’s ears as he struck out strongly for the bank,

“You fool!
Cranleigh.
tra pﬂ:}B -

he rumble rose to a deafening roar,
the tunnel acting like a gigantic sound-
box. It was impossible to tell in which
direction the train was approaching :
and .in the inpenetrable darkness Eric
did not know whether he was standing
between the rails of the up.line or
down.

The thunder of the approaching train
seemed to deaden even coherent
thought. Then from out of the black-
ness ahead came hurtling a glinting,
metal monster. Blood red fAame licked
back from the engine cab, weird,
fantastic—

With o sweep of his arm, Erie sent
Cranleigh stuggering off the track, then
literally hurled himself to the cinder-
strewn ground between the metals of
the up and down lines. :

.He had a vision of a mighty bulk of
metal, of racing wheels, then his world
seemed to stand still In & veritable
crescendo of noise as the train thun.
dered past and roared on through the
tunnel. -

Weakly, dizzily, he rose to his feet,

asping for breath. Smoke, steam, and
gqmpu from the engine pemmntari the
air,

Oh, you fool!™ shouted
“IH's a train—we're

“Milvain? Are vou all right?"”
Cranleigh's volee was strained,
Aanxious.

“Yes, let's get on 1"

Fighting for breath in the foul atmo-
sphere, they went on. Eric was swaying
to his feet, for the short rations of the
past few days were beginning to take
their toll. T%;Eg came to the farther end
of the tunnel, and, throwing themselves
on the grasst of the embankment, lay
drawing in great gulping breaths of the
clean mght air, :

'I:SEE THEGE 25.]

Then on again, and ten minutes later
Eric halted.

“There's & light over there!” he said,
looking towards where a faint, dim
light glowed feebly in the darkness
some distance away from the reailway.
“It may be a cottage, and I want
food 1"

“Risky, i=n't
hesitatingly.

Eric shot him a quick glance in the
darkness, e

“Of course it's risky!" he replied
eartly. “But I can't keep on without
food! I'm going to investigate!™

Without  botherin to  ascertain
whether or not Cranleigh was eoming,
he” broke through a low hedge and
started off towards the light. * Bat Cran-
leigh followed. |

The light came from the window of
a small cottage, shining faintly through
a drawn, paper blind. Crouchad by the
hedge of rTm small garden which fronted
thie house, Erie took stock of the place
as best he could.

“Hope they haven't a dog!” he mur-
mured, then turned to Cranleigh.
“Considering the fact that you had the
escape from Strasbourg fort g0 carefully
planned,” he zaid, “you'll pardon my

it?™ said Cranleigh

agsking you if you've got another gun,
I took one, but it got soaked in the
canal I"

*“1 haven't another |" muttered Clran-
leigh, -

“1 said you were a lar!” replied
Eric quietly. “You've got one in your
tunic pocket !

Bumping against Cranleigh on the
journey he had ascertained the fact
that the bulky piece of metal in the
man's tunic pocket bore remarkable
semblance to the feel of a revolver,

“Well¥™" Cranleigh's vboice ' was
ugﬂ}'. “What about 1t3" :

“I'll borrow that gun " replied Erle,

** And what about me?”

“¥You stay here! I'll bring vou soma
grub! There's no good both of us show-

:nE pﬁi"’

Vith a_grunt, Cranleigh handed over
the gun. Erie took it, and, rising to his
fest, went cautiously up the garden
path.

Reaching the door, Erie slipped the
gun beneath his blouse, then knocked.
A chair seraped back in the lighted
room, and shuffling footsteps
approached along the passageway the
other side of the door., Somebody
fumbléd with bolts and ¢hain, and the
door swung slowly open.

A man, tall, gaunt and bearded, stood
on the threshold,

“What do you want?"” he demanded
harshly, peering at Erie. -

" Food!” replied Erie. “I've walked
a long way, and I'm hungry!”

“You'll get no food here!” retorted

the man. *1 know what vou are! Ba
off with you !

“What am 17" demanded Erlo
defiantly. . -

“You are an ausreisser—a desorterl
Bah! You're not the first which has
come this way !"

“And I won't bo the last!" retorted
Eric, seeing hiz cue, “Ah, would you
shot——"

"The man had made as though to slam
the door. Erie thrust his foot against
the doorpost and his hand whipped to
his blouse.

“Put your hands up!” he said
grimly. "1 want food, and I'm going

to have it!”

(Will Evic's disguise pass musfer, or
will ke be recognised as ** a dog of an
Englander "'? See next week's grig=-
ping instalment ; boys—it's packed
with thrills.)
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LISMISSED FROM CREYFRIARS ! EGGSIT THE VENTRILOQUIST ! FAMOUS FOOTBALL CLUBS !

(Continwed from qdge 23.)

fWingnle, however, did not guilo
toalize that.,  He made a4 sirde ul
Muvry Wharton, and grasped bim by
Ll shmdtlder, witly The evident intenlbion
ol bending  Lhim  over by foree, nnd
nppiving the ashplant,

* Hande off, Wingalo!” said Lhe cap-
Bain of the Remove belween s toedls,

“Hands off, you ass!" shouted Bols
Cherpey.

“ Resoue, Remove!”

There was a ruosh. . “'ilr];.ﬂlﬁ of the
Rixth had to reless: Wharten, to face
that torrgnl of cxcited fellows, Almost
hwfosen Lie know  what was happening,
hi« ashpiant was wreoched awasy, and a
dozen paira of hands were laid on him
] [!.” Pi‘ll‘l'h.

- " Chaek
. Chorry.,

il ll‘lll'f[‘l;l.' [H ;

“You, young seoundrels!”  paniod
Wingate, zlniyfiing Frantically in in.
numerable®honds,  “You'll be flogged
Eor this!"

1 “Rats 1"
“You'll be sacked ! roared Wingate.

“Shut up, old bean—you talk too
pveelt 1 said Peler Todd,  “ Now, then.
all Apgether—heave "

“$a, ha, ha'"

Wingute, in a towering rage, strug-
£ ime wildly, but powerless i the grasp

=

him out!™ roared DBob

of s muny hands, was dragged to the
donr. He went in 8 bresthless, strug-
pling heap, resisting wvainly, Hazel

oponed the door; and the crowd of
junioss horled Wingate into the Form-
yocuti eorridor, - ' e |

Crash! Bump!

Wihgate sprawletl in the passage, dis-
hevellod, broathless, dizey. He sat op
there and blinked . dosedly at. the deor-
way., cramined sith velling juniors.

S 0w ! Jhe gasped. “Oh 1™
;4 Get out of it!™ roared Bolsover
major. “ I you hang about there, we'll
cote out to you "' s

L Youm—vou—vou—" gasped Win.
gate. 1 shull have to report this to
the Head i

- Reaport, and be blowed 1"

“Tell thie Head, and tell him we want
Quelehy 1™ .

"t Dawn: with the prefects{" roared
Bolsover major.

1 «' Hurray 1" - ,

| Wingate picked himself up dizzily and
hinped away, gasping for breath, : The
door of the Remove-room  slammoed
after hitn.
eil pxeitement reigned; while Wingate

In that apnriment, the wild-:

dimpad broathlessly away 1o the ‘Sixth

ormi-roowm, to report to the Head thai
e Hemwove woere 1 revolt,

THE END, |
(Now look cut for the seecond story in
kiz' original " Bavrinp-OQut™ . gerica,

oys, entitled : “THE NEBELLION OF
THE REMOVE!" Il's a winner!)

p—

-out  for
- ehuma.

I,f'ﬂf”f-hmtf fram grrge 15.)

Iy, Birchemnll ecomod imeapnble ol
pusvwering for o mowent.  His eyes wero
Lixed on Mr. Lickham: with such in-
tensity that the Fourth Form master
farely wincod.

“"You foarfu! roiier, Lickliam!" he
rcaved at last. " What the thump do
vou think vou're plu}'ing otT | never
done no ventrilogutsm ! 1t was the boys
who interrupted 1"

Be, Lickham's lip rurled.

“You hete him, gontlemen?" he saud
shornfully, “Neot only bas he gol the
face 1o jn[iu 115, but he's ot the neck

to deny it! Ho simply refewses to
ehoulder his vesponsibility ! ;
“PBut T am ingosent, T tell you!”

i I____"'" ’

ghrecked the Head.

“PDo yorr deny that ypu practise ven-
trilogquism 1" asked Sir Frederick stornly.

“No, of course’ not, Sir Frieddie!
But——" .

Nir Frederick Fungass shrugged los
shoulders. :

“Nothing more need be said, then!™
e remnrked, his eyves ghittering,  ** And
Lo think thut you had the dispertinence
to tedl me o dr;..- up. and put & sock n
it Ventridoguist, indeed! T'H show
you!" L,

Hie wade a rush at Dr, Birchemall,
and gave him p terrific swipe on the
boko, There wos a roar of lariter from
the School pa thie vennorated Head went
cdown with a crosh.

“Now, bump him, vou chans!" velled
sir Praddie egesitedly, appenlling to the
other Guvverners,

The staved and dignifficed old guntle
men - surrounded Dy, - Thirehomadl, - and
fell on him with a right good will,

By the time the Guvverners hud
finished with him the Head vas feeling
very sorry  for himself,

Afterwards, in the quad, Jak Jally
& Co. gave vent to their feelings in
rohrs of larfier.

o g‘u. ha, ha " '

“Phid® vou' ever see anyithing so
funny?" asked Jeck Jolly, -when they
had recuvvered a hiftle.”  *“The hole
School and the Guvverners as well took
it “Tor pranted thot the Head was the

ity party !

. '.“{rl'hlnd ii wasy't 1

““Hn, ha, hn'!"

“Well, T should think this will teach
him a lesson,” remarked
drying his eyes. © “He won't be ‘so
anlkdhus to trv his ventriloguist's trix on
ug i Future ! ’

.And Jueck Jolly waus vight, " Afioy thal

1t was litle us!™

nothing more was herd of Dr. Birchom-

15 role as a veniriloguistt
.. THE END,

(The next amusing yorn dealing with
Foek Jolly & Co. fa entitled : ¥ DOCTOR
PIRCHEMALL'S FLATEST!  Laook

et in mexl week's Macuer,
IVIl vajse a vecord taugh )

afl in

Jack Jally,

(Continued From poge 2)

Lis job.,  You can sco him any day of
the week stoering o Tnotor-enr Lhirouzl
the traffic maze of London's strects. |
don't know whother this 15 good train
ing for football, but Stanley Karle i:
just as efficienl in weaving a way be-
tween half-backs and full-Lacks, '
Right back to their Southern League
- : -t"ll
days West Ham have had a reputation

for  discovering wonderful — centre-
forwards, George Hilsdon, George
"-‘uva-’f-.. f""'}'l'l Puddeioot, and Victo:
Watson., All these have been centee

forwards on West Ham's list, who have
pluved for England in that position.
“Vie" Walson is a fne close llri.hhh*r.
with a resl knowledge of the game,

Another centre-forwarid—or iuside-left

ot occasions—is Vivian Gibkins. HS i
en  amutenr, as doobtless vou know,
Now, V stands for victory, and, therc

fore it st smprising that when West
Ham have V. Gibbins apd V. Watsan
i the atlack they win mulehes,

A useful  httle bunille of tricks—and
the voteran of the staif —is Billy Moore,
who an the venrs ago plaved for Sunder
land.” AL outsidélelt West Hain have s
real star i Jimmy Ruffell.  He bas
several - Frglish - Iuternations]l  caps,
whieh bo hes well corned.  He can go
down the touchline ke the wind, and
then, culting in, sends rowards the net
n fine gounl-scoring shot. There arve’few
footballers who ean hit them harder ou
the run then cunning Jimmy Ruflfell.

That's the “cheap” team of Wesl
Howy. The day of which the officials
nre most proud was Lhe occasion when
tiey got to Wembley -for the Cup Fifgal
~+the first Final Tie which was ever
played thiere.  You may remembor (st
the wmateh attracted (he biggest crowd
wlich dins ever atlended any- foothadl
minteli.  Thae showed how popular ave
West ITam. They didn't win the Cup.
that day, bul they will win il one of
these days, bevanso | Mavager - King
builds on & strong fourdation. .

Mr. King—or “8Syd " s all his
friends know him, is not ouly one of the
cutest buyers in football, but he also hns
n fine sense of tho right time to go into
the markel to sell the plavers for whom
he his no further wsé, ~ Thal is ono of
the reasons why West Hum arve il the
present  cmomwent  in o a  particularly
strong position financially. . .a &

They heve o fine, compuct ground,
with a magnificent stand, and plédty
of loyal supporters.  The dirvectors’
room 1s a gulery of most interesting
souvenirs.  "Among  them are two
cheques — ecancelled, of course — all
nicely framed. - One of them is for three
hundred pounds, and marks the depar-
ture of i1the ¢lub from the Bouthern
League, They wers fined that amouni
for leaving the League. The other is
for eight thousand pounds—their share
of the reecipts of that first Cup Final
nt Wembley,

mip;ﬂaﬂ; l ernall  depasit
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