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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
The Rebels !

¢ g HOCKING |”
« Mpr. Prout, the master of the
Greyfriars Fifth, was full
~Justified expressing tha
opinion,

Standing in the doorway of his own,
Form-room, Mr, Prout was staring
nlong the corridor towards the Hemove
TO0T.

The door of that room was open.

+ Shouting and the scuffling of fect
rountded and resoundoed from the
Remove Form-room; and in the midst
of the uproar, & sprawling figure sud-
denly shot through the doarway and
sprawled along the passage.

Three or four books, and an inkpot,
whizzed after it, and elattered on the
floor round it ns it sprawled.

No wonder Mr. Prout declared that it
was shocking.

For the sprawling figure in the Form.
room passage was that of Wingate of
the Sixth, head prefect of Grevfiriars,
and captain of the school, :

The captain of Greylriars had been
“ehiicked ™ out of the Remove room
—eiocted on his neck !

The door slammoed after him: and
Wingate slowly picked himself up, and
blinked, and gasped, and gurgled.

Then he eame limping up the passage.

He looked dusty and untidy aod
breathless; not at all as the captain of
the school should have fooked.

He was passing Mr. Prout, on his
way to the SBixth-Farm room, to ssok
the Head, when the Fifth Form master
J&tﬁ!‘s{u?d him.

"Wingate! What
doemanded Mr, Prout.

Wingate poused, gasping [or breath,
His looks showed that he had been
through & rather wild time in the Lower
Fourth Form-room.

“There’s some trouble in the Remove,
sir,” said Wingate.

“1 am aware of that!” snorfted Mr.
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has happened ™

Prout. “They can be heard all over
the ?P_}cmsu. But what has happened to
youft .

The prefect made n grimace.

“I've been chucked out, sir!"
~ “¥You have surely not sllowed the
Jantors to turn you, the bhead prefcct
of Greyfriara, out of & Form-room|"

Wingato blinked at Mr. Prout.

“They're out of hand, sir! ‘They
seem to be wild because the Head has
dismissed  their Form-master, Mr,
Quelch. They refuse to be taken by n
prefect. If you'll tell me how to handle
forty fellows at once, sir, I'm sure I
gshall be much obliged.”

Wingate's tone was sarcastic. Mr.
Prout seemed to suppose that he had
been willing to leave the Romove-room
on his nock. Reallv, Wingate had no
preference whatever for that mode of
departure,

My, Prout snortod.

“It is your duty, Wingale, as a pre-
fect placed in t:?mrg-?- of the Lower
Fonrth, to quell this disturbance,™ he
gaid.

“Would you mind tolling me how,
sir!" asked Wingate politely.

Anather snort from Mr. Prout.

“1 shall take the matter in
mysalfl 1" he said.

“You're welcome, sir!"” sald Wingate
dryly. “I'm going to report to the
Head; but if you ean restore order, sir,
I won't trouble Dir. Locke. 1'd rather
not, of course.™

“"Leave it to me!” said Mr. Prout
majestionlly.

“Certainly, sir!"

Wingate was quite willing to Jeave it
to Mr. Prout: he was, indeed, willing
to lenve the Remove to anybody. In
the present excited state of that Form,
“"taking " them in the absence of &
Form-master was no sinecure,

And though Wingate was exasperated
by hizs treatment at the hands of the
Removites, his sympathies were still
with that Form to a certain extent.

Their Form-master, Mr. Quelch, had
boen abruptly dismissed fram his post

hand

by Dr., Locke—in the most arbitrary
and unjust manner, ax it appesred to all
Greviriurs,

The whole school blamed fhe Head,
and sympathised with Mr. Quelch: and
the Remove were taking il personally.
Their sympathy with their dismissed
F‘nrnpmulur took = rather obstreperous
orm. :

H Dr, Looke had any weighty reason
for dismissing Mr. ﬁfuﬂli-h. @ had not
stated it, even to the Remove master
himself, Such a high-hn’ujﬂd, and
mdeed tyrannous action was guite un-
like the Head ; but there il was—it had
happenad. The Remove did not like it
and they were making that fact wun-
mistakably clear.

Mr. Prout strode slong majestically to
the Remove-room. ]

Mr, FProut, like all the rest of the
staff, was indignent ot the Hend's
treatment of the Romove master. But
order wes order, and discipline was
discipline. A jumior Form eould not be
allowed to get out of hand like this,
Dr. Locke had placed a prefect in
chargo of the Remove, The Remove
had thrown that prefect out of their
Form-room, Evidently it was high
time for the hand of authority to
descend upon them,

The Fifth Form master threw open
the door of the Remove room.

All the Remove were there—but
hardly a fellow was st his desk. Maost
of the Lower Fourth were gathered in
a crowd in the middle of the room.
Mast of them were- talking: all wero
exeited, Two fellows were actually
geated on top of the Farm masxter’s
high desk, swinging their legs. Lord
Maunleverer was standing on the Form
master’s high c¢hair, which had been
dragged out into the middle of tho
room. Mauly, the slackér of the
Remove, the laviest fellow at Greylriars
or anywhere else, was unusually bright
and active, He was cddressing the
Remove from his rostrum, though most
of the fellows were doing more talking
than listening.
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the Hemove,” Mauly

“Gentlomen of
was saving, as Mr. Prout opsned tho

Uwe've kicked that dashed

«loar,
jrrefoct

“"Hear, hear!"

“He's gone to report o the Deak—"

"Lt kam!" roared Bolsover major.

“The Beak will come along here,”
said Mauléverer, “We've all got to
stand together, and ta'k to him plam.
We're goin' to tell him that we won'l
be taken by n prefect Wy

“Never ! roared Bob Cherry.

“The neverfulness is tesrific
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh,

“And we won't be taken by a new
Form master if he sends for one—"

“Henr, hiear!"”

“"We want Quelchy——"

i I'_;.rﬂl_“ !Il' :

“And we won't be happs till we gel
bhim 1" satd Frank Nugent

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“Our Form master has been sacked—
for nothin', so far as anv man knows,"
said Mauleverer, “We're not standin’

ol

" g

it

“MNever!"” _

“Hardly ever!” grioned Vernon-
Smith. J ‘

“If Quelchy gors, we all go

“Oh, my het!”

“I know you're captain of the Form,
Wharton, and I don't want to look ltke
buttin' 1o, You take the load, and I'll

follow. But, anvhow, I'm goin’ if
Quelchy ﬁnw-.”
Harry .Wharton laughed.

“Htick to it, Mauly,” he answered.
“Now you've woke up, you're going it,
and no mistake. I leave it to you,
partner.”

“Welll then, we mean buxiness,” said
Mauleyerer. “IF Quelehy goes, we all
go—woe march out of Greyiriars.”

“Phew "

“Uas! eaid Skinner. “ You'll jolly
woll sing to a difterent tuve when the
Hoead looks in.”

“Bhut up, Bximner!”

“I say, you feliows—'
Billy Bunter.

“Shut up. Bauler.™

“1 suy, thore's old Progt——

squenked

EF

“What?"
“Hallo, hallo, hallo! roared Bob
Cherry, “It's Prouty !"

All eyes turned on the plump, majes-
tic figure of Mr, Prout, framed in the
doorway.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Not Taking Any !
into  the

H PROUT stared
]lt'mm'ﬂ-rc_mgu_ lf or somae
moments his majestic breath

stemed to have been taken

away by what was going on there. Bul
he found his [ruity-voice at last,

“Doys ! ha boomed.
f'l"l?rhm‘." replied Johnny Bull ‘cheer-
ully,

“What!  What?"

“Ha, ha, hat!"

“How dare you, Bull?™ voared Me.
Prout.
“How_ dare you, Proul? reloried

Johnny Bull independontly.

“"Goodness gracious!”
Prout.

“Hold on, you men!” exelnimed Lord
Mouleverer. * Don't cheek Mr. Prout.
Bad form to cheeck a Form master.

“Let him buzz out of our Form-roowm
then ! growled Johnny Bull,

“Boys'!" boomed Mr. Prout. “ Cease
this chsturbance at once! Take vour
ploces at your desks this instant!"

*Rats 1"

“Go and eal coke 17

“Bless my soul ! gasped Mr. Prout.

“ Lieave 1t to me, you men,” said Lord
Mauleverer, * Remembor your manuers,
old beans. Mr. Prout, will you have
the kindness to step out of our Form-
room, aml keep out?”

“Certainly not!” gasped Mz, Proul,
“1 havo come here to restore order,
Mauvleverer.”

*Allow me to point out, sir, that yvoo
have no right to interfere in this Form-
room,” said Mawleverer, “ Keep to the
Miich, sie"

“Hilence, you impudent boy !

“Only the Head Euu a right to step in
here, sir,” said Mauleverer firmly. “ We
shan't stand nterference from any
Form master bt our own,”

“ Menr, hoar "

“Get out, Prout !

“Roll away, old fat man'"
the Bounder,

gasped Mr,

as

chuckled

By FRANK RICHARDS.

It's very seldom that Lovd Mawleverer
takes much notice of evenis thol are
guing on avcund him, for Maouly
was born tired. Dud, by jingo, when
he does wake up, the schoolboy carl
shores vemarhable powers of leader-
ship. Cerlainly, he's the life and sowl
of the Remove Rebellion!

“Hun, bha, ha!"

Mr. Prout blhinked at the Removites
i amazement and indignation, It was
porfoctly correct that he had mo right
to intl.-ri}l'ti.l with another master's Form;
that right of intervention belonged to
the Hend alone. In the unusual eir-
cumstances, Mr. Prout was sssuming
that right. But the Removites were
obviously nobt in a mood to"allow any
such assumption.

“Take your places at onee " exelaimed
Mr. Prout, *“I refuse io *allow this
outrageous disturbance to continue!"”

“Good-bve, sir!" said ‘Maulaversr.
“Have the kindnest to shut the door
alter you.”

*1 shall exne vou for your insolence,
Mouloverer ™

“1 think not; sir,” sald hia lordship
cheerfully. “I'm warnin® you for vour
own good, sir! Go out, and keep out.
We :i’rmll not allow you in this Form-
room. We want Queiuhy e

“Hear, hear!"”

“No other Form masters
Please travel, sir.”

Instead of travelling, Mr, Prout strode
inte the Remove-room, almost purple
with weath., He strode directly towards
Mauleverer,

There was a roar at once,

“Outside 1"

“ Chuck him out ™

Whiz ! :

An inkpot, full of ink, sailed through
the wir and dropped on Mr. Prout's
movtar-board, Thera it shed ils con
tents in a shower,

" Bless my soul!" gasped Me, Prout,
as the ink splashed over him. “Why—
whal—how T.LI-['E you—Il—]——"

Whiz! Whiz! Whiz! DBooks and ink-
pots Aew in n volley, and they erashed
on Mr. Prout on u.li sides. The junioras
were oul of hand now, with a vengeance.
Before that whizging volley, Mr. Prout
retreatod to the deor, He had told
Wingate that it was his duty to quell
the disturbance in the Lower Fourth]
but he had not told him how to do it.
How to do it wns a problem past Mr,
Proult’s own solving. No doubt he had
relied wpon his. personal majesiy to
overawe the junmigrs; but his majesty
was evidently at a discount,

Smitten night aud left by whizsing
missiles, Mg, Prout backed to the door
in & state of bewildered astonishment
and wrath.

“Bless my soul! You voumg rascals

Trae Macxer Lasrary.—No. 1,044,
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oung wretches—

Bless my soul 1"
g runr?rd Bob

—olil] Owl! You
whoop! Oh dear|

“Travel along, old bean'!
Sherry.

* Odtside, Protty 1"

“Give him ]IH['

“Ha, ha, ha!

A whirling hassock caught Mr. Prout
under his Euuhle chin, With a tre-
mendous concussion, the Fifth Form
master sat down in the passage outside
Ihe Remove doorway., There was a roar
of Jnughter as he sat, _ "

“Man down!"” yelled Squiff.

“Ha, ha, ha " X

“Wait a minute, Pronty!"” roared
Bolsover major. “1'm getting u'hattlu
of ink for you, Hang on a tickl

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“PBléss my soul!”
I*rout, faintly.

He did not hang on for Bolsover
major and the bottle of ink which
Rollover was rooting out of the Form.
yoom cupboard., o jumpoed wp, with
unusual activity, and retreated along the
Form-room passage with o colerity quite
unlike Lis usual slow and stately
jIrORreEs, L

He reached his own Form-roow inky
aud dusty and splottering. Wingate of
the Sixth was waiting for him there;
and. he smiled as the Fifth Form
master came up :

“Have you put down the disturbance,
sir?” inguired Wingate politely.

ik Glﬂﬂﬁﬂh!"

“1f the Ramove are reduced to order
now, sit 2

“Oooch! TI—1 refuse fo have any-
thing whatever to do with Mr. Queleh’s
Iform I gasped the Fifth Form master.
* I .depline to interfere, Wingate. Dr.
Locke has whosen to dismiss Mr. Queleh,
and he may deal’ with Mr. Quelch's

murmured Mr,

Iform! I wash my hands of the matier
utterly 1 ]

Andy Mr. Prout whisked away to wazh
off the ink he had ooll in the

Hemove-room.

Wingate grinned, and went on lowunrds
the Sixth Form roomn.

Most of the other masiors were look-
ing out of their rooms, but no one of
them made any suggestion of interven-
‘ng and taking the rebellious Remove in
hand, Had any one of them felt dis-
poted to do so, Mr. Prout's fate would

EEERAEEEENNNE SR E R FR RN AR R RN PR RNRPAS AR RTINS

THE BARRING-OUT
AT MCOR FIELD!

A famous ue
team barncading
themselves in
their club house and ing-out
their manager !

This is what happens to the Blue
Crusaders at Mooe. Ficld, theie
splendid ground. They are fed-
up with their cranky manasger's .
methods and shut him out, running
the club themselves! There's a
pile of amazing incidents in this
week's corking yarn entitled :

" BARRED oUT!"™
It's out on Wednesday in

“THE BOYS’ REALM.”

Price 2d. - Everywhere,
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have been a warning to them. It was
up to the Head to deal with the
rebellious juniors, and the staff wero
only too willing to leave the task to
him. Indeed, they wondered whether
even the headmaster would succeed in
restoring order.

Tha ove door had slammed again.

“Bo much for Prouty!” chuckled the
Bounder.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Awful cheek to butt in here," said
Lord Muauleverer, “We're not standin’
anythin’ of the kind, of course.”

“No jolly feart”

“Wait till the Head comes!” grinned
Skinner. * What's the good of playin’
the goal? You'll have to toe the line
when the Head comes.”

" I'm oot backing up against the Head,
I koow that,” remarked Bnoop, “1
-Fiqn'h want to be sacked from Grey-
riare,"”

“0Oh, shut up!" growled Peter Todd.
“We're all standing together in this,
They can't sack the whole Form.”

Billy Bunter blinked into the passage
through his big spectacles, and gave an
excited squeak.

"1 say, you fellows! Here comes the
Head 1"

“Phew "

Sudden silence fell. on the excited
_iuninrs.i Skinner and Ennndp made a rush
or their desks and sat down. Bunter
followed their example, and two or thres
other fellows,

“J—I say, we can't busz inkpots
the Head1” said Peter Todd.
cun't treat him like old Prout.”

" Nunno!” murmured Bob Cherry.
“ Not quute.”

_ "tﬂm barfulness ﬂifuihe ﬂtem&mﬂ door
I8 proper caper |” suggeste urree
Jamset Ram Singh.

" Yaas, hegad!” assented Lord Maule-
verer. “The Head's playin’ the giddy
ox, sackim' our Form master for numin';
and we're not standin' it. But the
Head's the Head, and a fellow’s bound
to respect his headmaster. Lock ihe
duﬁrﬂ} and we'll talk to him through the
cak.

“Yes:, rather!™

And the key wus turned in the lock of
the Remove door; and the click of the
key, locking him out of the Form-room,
greeted the Head of Greyfriars as he
arrived at the Remove.room.

nk
“Wa

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
No Admittance !

R. LOCKE, the Hesd of Grey
D Iriars, had been taking the Hixa

Form in Greek when Wingaie
arrived to report.

The Sixth had not found their head-
master in_ his usually equable tempor
that morning,

For once, the Head was irritable, and
gave way to his irritation.

That day, Mr. Quelch was to leave
Greyfriars; dismissed by the Head, with
ven.

The Head's reason was known to him.
solf, no doubt; but he kept it to himself
in that case. All the ool knew was
that thero had been a shindy in the
Remove room one day becauss the
Remove master had, for once, forgotten
clesses, and Jeft his Form to themselves
—being at the time deeply engrossed in
his celebrated “ History of Greyfriars.”

That was not a fault calling for
dismissal, or anything of so drastio a
nature,

The Head's feelings towards his
Remove master, which had always been
extromely cordial, ssemed to have
turned to hitterness itself,

&

‘explanation

No doubt his conscience wos ail rest:
Dr. Locke was nut the man to do any-
thing unjustified by his conscience, But
he could not fail to be aware that his
action was condemned by his whole
staff, and that it had cxcited surprize
and indignation throughout the ool
and most of all in -Henry Samuel
Quelch's own Form, the Remove.

That state of affairs naturally had ‘an
exacerbating effect on Dr. Locke's
nerves and lemper; and the Bixth were
very careful that morning—as  careful
a% § fag Form dehling with a cross Form
master. \

Then Wingate came with his report.

Dr. Locke looked at him, as il scarcely
able to comprehend for the moment,
Buch news was more startling to Lis ears
than e thunderbolt. The school might
criticise, under their breath; he could
not prevent that. But that the school,
or any section of the schoal, should
dream of resisting his decree, was
amazing, almost unnerving.

“Wingate! You—you have been
cjected from the Remove Form-room?”
ropeated Dr, Locke, almost dazedly.

. Eﬂ, Hir-tu :

“Dy force?" gasped the Head.

" Yes, sir,” auswerod Wingate.

“Bless my soul! But I have ordered
tho Remove to submit to your authority
till a new Form master 33 appoinjed,”
the Head exclaimed blankly,

“They refuse, sir.”

"“Refuse to ufmy my command §"

“Yes, sir,”

“1 can scarcely eredit this, Wingate.
Have any of the boys given you any

of this extraordinary
conduct T : .

“Hem' Yes, sir.”

“Tell me at once, then."

“They—they |, say——"
hasitated.

“Kindly sfmlk out, Wingate,” said the
Head sharply. izt 5 =i

"'Well, sir, thay say that they rr:l?: to
be taken by anyone but their own Form
master,” said the prefoct, :

. have no Form mastar at
present: I have told them so.”

“They mean Mr, Quelch, sir.”

“1 have informed them that Alr.
guulnh is no longer master of tho Lower
ourth Form.”™ -

But—".

- Wingate

“Yes, sir.

“But what " rapped the Tead, .

“They want him back, sir."” A

Dr. ¢ke compressed his lips info a
Light line, AT

" Do you mean that thoy wenture o
criticise my aotion, Wingate 1"

“Hem! Yes, gir.” ,

“These junior boys of the Lower
Fourth Form!" ejaculated Head, in
wrathful astonishment. “ds it mihlu
that they imagine that I may, change
my intentions, under pressure from
e s e 4

“I thin ey hopo , so, sir ey
seemed to be more atlached to their
Formm master than ono. wordd have
thoueht,” said Wingate.

“ Nonsense |

“Hem 1™

“"This is simply & pretext for dis
orderly conduct,” said the Head tartly.
“1 regret that you, Wingate, my head
prefect. have proved unsble (o main-
\‘I.;in Erdt:r ina :'Emnrll?ﬁrm-mm.h]; am

und to say at expected tler
things of you, Wingate.”

The Greyfriars captain flushed hotly,
In the ranks of the 8ixth, Loder winked
at Walker and Carne, who grinned.
Loder & Co. were nol sorry to see
W:‘nﬁnta getting the rough edge of the
Head's - ;  generally, in their
ggmim. the Head made toe much-of

ingate, - .

angnlu': lips opened for a hlﬁr
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“ Chuck him out ! *” yelled the Removites. Whiz | An inkpot, full of ink, sailed through the air, and aropped on Mr. Prout’s

mottar-board.

warm roply, but he checked it, and stood
silont, I‘l‘iljl Bushed cheeks,

“You had better go to vour place,
Wingate,” said the Head sharply, "1
will deal with this matter personally.”

“Very well, sir,” :

George Wingate went quictly to his
plages in the Bixth, Dr. Locke walked
out of the room, leaving n good many
of the SBixth grinning.

With a thunderous brow, the Head of
Giroyfriars rustled along the passages Lo
the Remove room. This sort of
rebelliousnoss in a tunior Form could
not be put down toa quickly or too
drastiondly. The Head was preparcd to
use the sternest measures: and that he
would or could be unable to put down
this insolent rebelliousness, did not even
eross his mind,

The click of the key in the Remove
door startled him as he arrived there.
Ha could not beliove that the Lower
Fourth dared to lock out their hoad-
master. Doubtless they supposed that it
was Wingale reburning,

Hap, rap, rap!

The Head kn#cked sharply on the
door.

There was no reply from within,

Krock, knock!

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!™ ealled out Bob
(‘herrv's voice at last,

“1a that Cherry speaking "

a Yﬂﬂ.. Ellf‘a”

“Open this door at once, Cherry "™

H:U[n.!ﬂ

“It ig I, your headmaster,” said Dr.
Locke.

There was a murmur of vaices in the
lockod Form-room, and the Head eaught
ia voice of Lord Mauleverer,

“Dry up, you men: musn't check the
Head! Bad {orm.”

Knock, knock, knock !

Tho Head was growing impatient,

“* Bless my soul ! " gasped the Fifth Form master, as the Ink splashed
you—I—1——"" He broke off suddenly, as a whizzing volley

(Sez Chapler 2.)

“Wharton! You nre there, Wharton1”
“Yes, sir," answered the captain of
the Remove.

* Admit me {o the Foerm-room imme:
diately, Wharton.”

“Hem!”

“Do you hear me, Wharton?"

id T'I:'l, Eir‘"

“(bey me at once, then,”

“Hem "

The headmaster of Greyfriars drow a
deep, deop breath. The oxprossion on
his face might bave scared the Remove
had they been able to see it just then.
Fortunately, perhaps, they could not sece
through thick onk.

In tho silence that followed, Billy
Bunter's sgueak could be heard.

“1 say., you fellows, he's frightfully
waxy.”

“8Shut up, Bunter."

“Oh, rcally Toddy—"

Knock, knock, knock !

“ Wharton ! said the Head, in a deep

“NYes, sir”

“Will you unlock this door?”

“ Hem ! :

“You aro head boy of the Remove,
Wherton, and I hold you responsible.
If you do not ngmediately obey my
order, 1 shall expel you from Grey-
frinrs.™

There was & deep silence in the
Remove room. All eyes were fixed on
Huorry Wharton—breathlessly : Skinner's
mockingly. Wharton's face was sot and
serious; but he did net approach the
door.

"1 am waiting, Wharton !"

No answer.

“ Exeuse my buttin® in, sir,” came the
cool, drawling lones of Lord Mauleverer.
“May I explain, sir?"

“1f wvau have anything to say,

over him. ** Why—whal—how dare

of books and inkpots crashed on all sides of him.

Mauleverer, I will hear you when I have
entered the Form-room."

“We can’t let you in, sir."

“What ™

"It's quite a mistake to suppose thap

Wharton is the ringleador, siv. e'ro
all ringleaders,”

“Ha, bha, ha!”

The Head caught his breath. The

juniors in the locked Form-room were
actually laughing.
. "The whole Form is standin'
gether in this matier, siv,” went on
the schoolboy millionzire. “We regard
it as a matter of justice and fair play.
Qur Form master has been sacked—"
“Thet does not concern you, Maule-
verer,"
“Excuce me, sir—it concerns us all
a lot. We want Mr. Quelch to stay.”

O Silence ! thundered ~ the Head.
“How dare vou attcmpt to dictate to
vour headmastor !V

“Wo wouldn't dream of doin® that,
of course, sir. We ounly want you to
let us have our Form master hncﬂ," ox-
plained Lord Mauleverer. * You order
us, sir, to let in Mr. Quelch and obey
his ?rdera, and we'll obey you st once,
sar.’

“Mr. Quelch leaves the school to-day.
Mauleverer, He has been dismissed
from his post for good reasons.”

“May we inguire the reasons, sir?"

“ Cortginly not " thundered the Head,

“Then we're not satished, sir."

“You—vyou—you are not satisfied?"”

to-

-gasped the Head.

“No, sir.”

“How dare you address such words
to me, Mauleverer !"

“I'm explainin’® how the malter
stands, sir,"” said Lord Mnauleverer.
“We loock on the dismissal of our Form
master as unjust :

Tae Macxer Lisnany.—No. 1,044,
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“Who-n-at!"
“ And high-handed—"'
“Mauleverer |™

“Not st all in your usual style, sir.
We beg you to think it over, sir, and
let us have Quelehy—] megn, Mr,
Quelch—hack.”

“1 will not listen to this insolence "
=aid the Head, ‘in a trembling voice,
"It appears that you, Mauleverer, are
the ringleader in this.”

“Yaas, sir" :

“We're all in it!" exclaimed Bob
Cherry,

" Yes, rather,” . )

“We're sticking together, sir,” said
Wharton.

“The stiokiness is {errifie.,”

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“Silence I thundered the
" Every boy in this Form
"I:JEEE'[E iw

“Yaroooh " Jt was sn ap rehensive
howl from Billy Bunter. *I sav, sir,
I'm not keeping you out, sir. 1 don't
think you're a hot-headed old ass, sin,
like the other fellows——"

“What 1" stuttered the Head.

"“1 don't; reaily, sir 1" gasped Bunter.
“1 dare say Quelchy ssked for it—1
know he's & beast—he gave me lines
yesterday. T don't care if he's sacked,
sir, and 1 don’t think you're a bullying
old josser——"

“* Ar—a—a what!"

“Bullying old josser, sir, These
fellows think so, but I don't, I awsyre
you, sir, I Yaroooooooh | °

There was a sound aof something fat
and heavy rolling along the floor, and
ihe Head guumg that it was William
(George Bunter, His remarks ceased all
of a sudden.

“1Is there any boy in thiz Form-room
not concerned in this rebellion " de-
manded the Head,

“Yes, sir,” said Skinner, in a great
bhurry,  “I'm Bkinner, sir—I've got
n;‘:-thm.g to da with it, sir—1 disapprove
b e———

Head.
shall be

“Then open this door al onee,
Skinner.™ )

“Oh 1" gasped SBkinner.

“I am waiting, Skinner. If you do

not unlock the door immediately I shall
egard you as 4 rebel like your Form-
fellows, and punish you accordingly.”

“They—they won’t let e, sir!”
gasped Bkinner, in dismay.

"I command you, Skinper.”

“I—I—" gtammered Skinner.

" At once !" thundered the Head.

The wretched Skinner made 4 move.
ment towards the doar, The next
- moment the Head could heur the sound
of heavy butng:qg_tnd erashing, and
the veice of Bkinner raised in wild
angiiish. ;

“Cease to molest Skinner
shouted Dy, Locke.
““Rals ! called back .8 voioe.

at once !

U What I What! Who spoke®” gasped
e Head.
S Ju]e mer, ;ir—?nrnun—ﬁmith."

answored the Bounder eoolly,

“You will be expelled, Vernon.
Smith."” '
“Bless my soul!" exclaimed the /

Bounder, in 50 odd an imitation of tho
Head's own voice that there was a roar
of huﬁhtnr in the Form-room, and the
Head flushed searlet with vexation.
- Knock, knock, knock !

“Skinner ! ealled out the Head,

“ Yaroooooh !

“ Answer me, Skinner——"

I-IY IH

“Bkinner's goin' through it sir,"
said Lord Mauleverer. * An wenk-
I:_nﬁd_h!ig!’tt&r who doesn’i huni up the

orm 15 goin” to be given jip, sir.”
A HE MAGNET LisraRY.—No, 1,044,

and rather to the

“You are expelled, Mauleverar.”

“Thank you, sir ! -

“I—I—=I— Will y8t open the
door 1" ghrieked the Head, nlmost beside
himself with wrath and chagrin,

i Hﬂm I Nﬂ. LE] 5

“Very well." The Head mpﬂlremd
his wrath with difficulty. “I shall send
for Goesling to force the door, and then
every boy in the Form-room will be
soundly flogged.”

And the ﬂﬂd rustled away.

— e —

THE FOURTH cqam
Barred Out !
ARRY WHARTON drew a deep
breath

He looked round over the
ecrowd of juniors in the Form-
room.

Practically all the . Remove wers
united, and the few dissentionts were
silent. Bkinner and Bunter had no
breath left for making remarks, if they
had thought of making anv; and Snoop
was silent from & prudent regard for
his own safaty. Btott, genurujlk- A
follower of Harold Skinner, was divided
from him now; he was backing up tho
Form. Bo long as there was an un-
faitering leader in the rebellion, the
rebels were not likely to weaken, and
Lord uleversr was evidently
parod to go the “whale unicorn,” and
the Famous Five were equally deter-
mined.

The ringleadors risked expulsion ; but
it was obvious that the most exasperated
headmaster could not expel a whole
Form. The rest risked a flogging, and
it was worth a Ht:tfgin:. in the general
opinion. Kven Billy Bunter would have
risked a ing to get out of classes.
Bolsover major was more than willing
to risk it for the excitement of o
shindy ; the Bounder would have risked
that, or anything else, from the sheer
love of mutiny, Othar fellows had
beitar motives; from whatever the
motives might be, there was no doubt
that the Remove stood together almiost
@5 one man. -

The most serious danger fell upon the
leaders; so long as they faced it, they
ware not likely to lack followers. And
the Famous Five -sh po sign of
faltering, and Lord Mauleverer loast of
all, It was quite unlike his lngy lord-
ship to take the Jead in anything: but
in this outbreak Mauly was undou tedly
taking the lead. For once Mauly had
been stirrod to vigour, to the surprise
amusement of the

rest of the Form.

“The hunt's up now, and no giddy

mistake,"” grioned . the Bounder.
;‘[}eqtlmnen. chaps, and fellows, we're
ur i-t' FF .

“We are—we is!” gagreed Bob

erry. —_—

“Who's afraid?"” roared Bolsover
major,

“Skinner for cne!" chuckled Peter
odd

i -
“Blow Skinner!" _
“ And Bunter for another—»
“I—1 say. you fellows, I'm not
afraid,” gasped Bunter. “I—I'm back-
ing you fellows up no end.”

Ha, ha, ha!"

“We're up against the Head now,” -
said ler& arton soherly. *1I think
we're in the right——"

“Hear, hear

" The rightfulness is terrifie,”

. we gel sacked we got sicked.”
seid the captain of the Remove. * We'rs
not giving in" :

“No fear "

dike! Ow ™

rupted Fisher

“The whole Form has got to stand
together I exclaimed Squiff, “Not a
EIITI 13 going to let the Form down,

tott——"

"I'm with the Form," said Stott, at
once. ’
“Good ! What about you, Bnoop "
“S8ame witn me,” gai Sidney Jumes
Snoop. “I—T'm bucking up the Form,
of—of eourse™ '

" EE:L B}mtar———-“! i

i reall uiff ! I'm backing yon
fellows u nﬂl Eﬁmg‘ the line,” o

* You, Skinner 1"

“I've got nothing to do with it,” said
Skinner sullenly, " You can play the
“l‘tl‘ lrf you H_h.h.idl.i'l‘ mé out of it,"

“That's just what we shan’t do," eaid

uiff. “d’nu'm lining up with t?;a rest,
Skinney.”

“Well, T won't ™
. “You willl” eaid the Australian
juniaor.

"Every man in the Form has got to
back up, m . " said Lord Maul

re

safety in numbors, ™

W e P
uoor, or

back with the Hoad,” © & o 1

t Wh_nbhni:' i B

H“L&ndr Wl; ln'. kinner ' callod nlut
“Shan't |”
“Bump him "
“Oh, my hat!

: Hands off " yolled
Skinner, “ Yarooocogh !
bump, bump !

i an-nwﬂw-wannnnun g

“Have a fow more, old bean!™ asked

Bob Chorry affably. “Or are vou Jinin
up with the Form1” S
“Yaroocogh! Ow! Yoas!"

Skinner. “I—I'll lond a hand if you
And Skinner lent an unwillin hand.
Desks were forcibly wmnn]:ns out of

their places, dragged across the Form-

room with & térrific din, and stacked
aguinst the dﬂﬂh

The barricade inside the door of the
Remove-room grow rapidly, By the
time Gosling's footsteps were heard in
the passago the work was nearly eom-
plutllfd. e

"1 guess we cun keep ¢ Beak out,
remarked Fisher T, Fish, *“But what
about afterwards?”

“Never mind afterwards now 1" said
Bob Cherry. *“Wo can’t handle the
Hoad like we did Wingate and old
Prout, so wa've just Jot to bar him off."”

“But 1 guess—'

“This isn't a guessing competition,
[athend !

“But 1 ealeulato—""

A heavy thun.:f]!) on the door inter-
: . Fish's ealeulations,
William Gasling, the ancient porter of
Greyiriars, had arrived with his tools.
“You h this "ere door!" called
out Gosling. “'Ead's horders! Wot 1
says 18 this 'ero, you lot & man in”
“Rats ! v
“Go and eat coke !"
“One moment, Gosling 1"

I F LN

The MHead

interpesad. “Boys! For the last timae,
1 command you to open this door befors
it 15 foreed |

“Skinner's to answer," said Lowd
Mauleverer,

liﬂh, mlh

“Speak up, Bkinnor!”

i H‘l- hl w .

Harold Skinner turned quite white.

His sympathics wore not with the Re-
move rebels, or with the Remove master
—indeefl, had the Removites anly known
it, 1t was the trickery of Harold Skinnor
that had caused the breach betwean the

and the Remove master, Skinner
would have ﬁl.‘?ﬂl‘l a great deal to be on
the other side of door, under the
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protection of the Head. But he was on
the unsafle side of the door, und the
rebels wero all round him, and evidently
meant business, Bolsover major bad
already lifted his heavy boot to apply
to Skinner, Bob Cherry had picked ur a
ruler, and Tom Brown a peinter, What
Skinner would have dene had he been
made of the stuffi that heroes are made
of cannot be said ; but Bkinner was made
of quite different stuff, .

“I—1—1 don’t mind—" he stam-
mered. -

""Go it, you funk!"” snapped Bolsover
major.

YT —] i

“8peak wp and answer the FHead!
Mind how you amswer him, or you'll
get jolly well smashed | _

There was no help for Skinner.
ﬁfnlly-muﬂ. he had to cast in his lot
with the Remove rebels.

“ Answer me!"” exclaimed the Head.

“We—we—we—"" gtammered the
wretched Bkinner,

“Speak up, you worm!" hissed Bol-
EOVer major.

“We—we can’'t open the door—"
panted Skinner.

"“"Bay we won't, you worm!"

“We won't open the door!” gasped
Skinner,

“Hn, ha, ha! Bravo, Skinper!"

" What—what!” ecame the Head's
voice. “8kinner, you young rascal!
Gosling, forco the door at once !"

The lock on the Form-room dcor was
big and strong.

It gave st last, and the door opened
sbout an inch. Then it caught fast on
the stacked drsks inside.

“Open the door, Gosling!”

“It seems to be stuck, sir,” mumbled
CGosling.

“Nonsense! Push it !”

Gosling pushed, and pushed again,
but he pushed in vain. A dozen Gos-
lings could hardly have shifted the
barricade stacked up inside the Remove

door.

“It's stuck somehow, sir! Them
young ri »

“Rindly do not use such expressions,
Gosling. "

Goshing snofted.

“Wot I says is this "ere, sir—they've

shoved numul:hin# agin the door, and it
won't open, sir,

“Absurd! Open il at once |

Lioshing shoved ot the door again,
and shoved harder.

At the same moment Mr. Proul cama
rustling along the corridor fram the
Fifth Form-room, He had been drawn
to the scene hir the sound of Gasling's
vigorous assault upon the deor of the
Raemove class-room. He arrived just as
Gosling ‘forced his gnarled fingers
through the narrow opening to feu.FBiI
he could, for the obstructipn, Tom
Brown stepped forward with the pointer
in hiz hand and ra ,:N:d sharply on Gos-
ling's gnarled lmucﬁ es

There was a fiendish yell from Willianm
Gosling, and his hand was withdrawn
with startling siMdenness,

“"Ow, ow! Yarooooh! Oooop!™

“Bless my soul ! Euped Mr. Prout,
And he hastily retired to his Form-room
AgAIn,

“Try again, old bean!” yelled
Hazeldene.
"“Yow-ow-ow-ow-ow !”  Gosling was -

sucking his fingers wildly in the corri-

dor. *“*Wow, wow, wow! Ow! My

'‘and ! Ow ! My blinking knuckles "
“Open the door, Gosling 1™ '
“Yow-ow-ow-ow "

T “You are wasting time, Gosling!”

rapped out the Head. “Coase those
ridiculous noises at once and open the
door "

Gosling ceased the ridiculous noises
and glared speechlessly at the Head.

“You hear me?” snapped Dr. Locke.
MMy eye!” gasped Gosling, finding
!1|s voico at last. “My blooming eve!
Ere I've got my blinking fingers fair
smashed, and you tells me to hopen a
blinking door that & man can’t hopen !
\’fi::t I says is this "ere, sir—this 'ere
ain’t a porter's dooty, this 'ere ain't,
and I'm done with it, sir!"
And William Gosling, still * sucking
his damaged kouckles in a frantie
manner, tramped away down the corri-
dor, under the astonished eyes of the
headmaster of Greyfriars.

“ Gosling 1" boomed the Head.
William Gosling vanished round the
corner.

Dr. Locke pushed at the door himself
with his own majestic hand. He failed

to move il.

. Is this door barricaded?”

*Yes, sir,” said Lord Mauleverer,

“Remove the barricade immediately "

" Nothin® doin’, sir!"

The Removitos waited breathlessly.
There was o full minute of silence.
Then the footsteps of the headmaster
were heard recoding, They died away
down the long corndor.

“Gone ! said Bob Cherry.

“Firt round to us!" snid the
Bounder,

“Hurrah ™

Undoubtedly it was first round to the

Remove rebels, They wondered what
the second round waz going to be like,
Whatever it was liko, the robiols of
Greyfriars wero ready to face it.
(Continued on next page.)
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THE REBELLION OF THE REMOVE !

(Continued from previgus page.)

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
From Friends 1o Foes |

R. QUELCH, the dismissed Re-
move mastor of Greylriars,
was in his study—the study no

longer his, I
[le wns sorting out "books and
IanusCripts,
Most precious of all was the bulky

manusceript of Mr. Quelch’'s * History of
Liroyfriars "—a valunble historical work
which now, in all probability, never
wonld be completed,

With a tender touch Mr. Quelch put
together the Fhmud sections of typed
sheets, and the still more numerous
seribbled sheets that had not yet been
corrected and typed out.

His faco was set and sombre,

Nevar had the Remove master en-
visaged tho possibility of leaving Groy-
frinrs—at least, until advancing age
should make it necossary for him to
rotire from  that scene of scholastic
labqur, : :

The blow had fallen with terrible
suddenness, _

Why the Head had turned against
him the Remove master did not know,
and was too proud to Inguire.

It could scarcely have been merely
that one instance of unpunctualily whon
the Remove had kicked up a “shindy "
on their Form master's absence. Tt
pould hardly have beon a slight dis
asgreement of opinion on the proper
rendering of a certain obscure passage
in Sophocles, Mr, Quelch had been not
only a valued member of the head-
master's staff, but a personal friend.
Now ho was turned down and dismissed.

But it did not seem possible.

The Head was no man to listen to
mischievous tattle—or, if he was, Mr,
Queleh had boen mistaken in him.

All his colleagues were sympathetic,
and almost openly condemned the
Hepd's action; mischiof, at least, could
not have come from them.

8o there was no explanation in that
theory. His friend had failed him, his
chief had dismissed him—unjustly, with-
out CAuse.

Mr. Queleh would have been more, or
loss, than homan, had he fot felt
bittorly angry and resentful. -

But sorrow at leaving all that was
dear to him, all that was familiar, was
his Pi*iﬂ-ﬂipli Iealmg. y

His face was decply clouded, his
fnger: almost trembled as ho put Lis
manusoripts together, preparatory to
packing them.

In the painful circumstances Mr,
Quelch was anxious to leave the school
as quickly s he ibly could. The
commiseration of othar masters was
well meant; but it stung bhim. The
curious glances of the Greylriars fellows
made him writhe. I he was going, Le
could not go too quickly.

But he had a great deal of packing to
do: innumerable th to sort out and
put together. While the Forms were
in class that morning he was very busy
in_that dismal occupation. -

His thoughts were ss busy as his
fingers, -

Dismissal was a serious matter for any
gentleman in Mr. Quelch’s pesition. 1t
militated against his securing & similar
post elsewhere. He could not refer
other headmasters to the Head of Grey-
friars—or, rather, he would not!

He bad, too, a repugnance to the iden
of acting as Form master in _any ofher
school. His attachment to Emlnnu,
his friendship with the Head, mado

Tae Maoxsr Lisnary.—No. 1,044,

‘resorts, or Switzerland, or at the honses
4 d the Head, “that they rofuse to be taken

him more than satisfied with the posi-
ticn of Remove master. It was .not
merely a t to him—it was a ¢on-
enial task, in which he tock deep
interest and pride. His feelings would
not be the same in any other school.
Ho would never have resigned his
position at Greyiriars to accept a head-
mastership elsewhere. But now that he
was going he was thinking of a head-
mastership, for which he was well
fitted, ad he chosen, undoubtedly he
might have secured one—before his dis-
missal. But after—it was doubtful.
Nevertheless, he was thinking of it, and
found some solace in the thought of it.

A headmastorship was not likely to
be offered to a dismissed man. But Mr.
Quelch was a saving man; he had
resources of hiz= own. The thought of
8 _mémul of his own was lurking 1n his
mind.

High Oaks, for instance—that old
country house near Friardale, which had
been for sale for years, and was
described by the estate-agents &s
“ideal " for a school! Ewven while ho
had had no remote idea of leaving
Greyfriars, Mr. Queleh had walked over
that old place, and walked round it,
thinking what he could make of it, if
by quﬂhlnm he left his present posi-
tion, Now he was leaging—

No doubt the Head, dismissing him,
supposed that he would vanish into
outer darkuness, as it were. There was
somo grim satisfaction in the thought
of founding n new school almost 1in might

of Greyfriars—assuming a ition
equal, or nearly equal, to Dy, e's
own.

Mr. %HB}E‘JI was & single gontleman,
and he bad no home to which to retire.
Greyfriars had been his
vacations had been spent

home; his
in seaside

of scholastic confreres, and he ha
always returned to Greviriars with a
sense of relief. '

Now, therefore, he could go only to
an hotel or a bourding-house, or to the
house of an acquaintance., For the first
time in lis life it was borne in upon
Mr. Quelch's mind that it was a mistake
to remain single. He had been free to
devote his whole life to bis scholastic
work, and now his work had sl
from him, leaving him a good deal [ke
a drifting ship without a port or gn
anchorage.

Mr. Quelch had already decided that
when he went he would go only as far
as Courthield, and put up at the hotel
there. Then would make a surve
of High Oaks, and consider its possi-
bilities, There was some solace in that
plan, Without a plan of some kind
some definite object—he would have
felt hopelessly adrift.

There was o sharp knock at the study
door, and it npnnm:

Mr. Quelch round.

The Head stood in the deorway.

Possibly for a second My, Quelch

wought, or hoped, that his former
friend had reflected, repented, and had
come to beg him to overlook what had
occurred, and to remain.

But the Head's face indicated nothing
of the kind.

It wads sot and hard; and there was a
glint in his eyes,

Mr. Quelch's face hardened.

He did not k; but looked the
headmaster in face, with a glance
like cold steel.

“Mr. Quolch!”

“Well 1"

The Head paused & moment,

“1 leave this morning, sir,"” said Mr,

Suelch. with bitter sarcasm. “1 have
y telephoned for a car. I presumio
that you dis not expect me to gone

already,” His

itself,
“The Remove are in a state of re-

bellion, sir!” rspped the Head.
“Indeed1”
“Yes, indeed!”

f “That ;:ioe.# not mnnmt-n h::r,Fdr, as
am no longer master of that Form!"

said Mr. Quelch icily.

“It does concern you, sir,” said the
Head. “I do not suggest that you have
intentionally disseminated trouble in
your late Form——"

Mr. Quelch's eyes flamed.

“Bir!" he gasped.

M1 repeat, T make no such sugges-
tion,” said the Head. * Nevertheless,
1t 15 a [act that the Remove are utterly
out of hand on the morning of your
departure, sir,”

“And I r t that that does not
concern me, Dr. Locke!"

“No doubt jrﬁu are unaware of Itlme
cause assigned by your f—your late
boys, 1 should n;rjfnr tﬂb:ﬂ- nurtg*ngeuul
conduct this morning.’

“I am quite unaware of mﬁthing that
may have happened in the Remove, or
any other Form at Grevirinrs."

“Then I will tell you, sir!” ra
out tho Head. 2 ' ped

“I am not interested, sir,” retorted
Mr. Quelch.
“The Remove,” pursued the Head,
ng, “have cjocted o prefect
from their Form-room, and locked the
door against me!™

voice was bitterness

Mr. Quelch smiled satirically.
Certamly he did not rove of in-
digeipline. Tt was against all his
principles,

Al the same time it was not wholly
displeasing to him to learn that his dis-
miseal had been followed by trouble.

“They have stated to me, -sir,”” said

by a prefect, and that they demand your
reinstatement, sirl”

:"Indnedl" : b 0

‘Once more 1 say that 0 not -

that you are a ¥ to this, ﬁ
eleh. t such is state of affairs,
If the Remove refuse to submit to
proper authority, I shall have no re-
source but to punish the whole Form
sevorely and to expel the mi ers in
this revolt! I trust that that is not
what you desire, Mr. Quelch1”

“Certainly not!” mapped the Remove
master. '

“1 suggest, therefore, that you speak
to these boys before you leave, and
induce them to abandon their '
rebellious attitude,” said the Head,
have-no doubt that your influence will

hg“}uita sufficient for the purpose.”

L
) |

decline, gir, to speak one word fo
a Form that is no r under my
authority !
“Mr. Quelch I¥
“Dr. Locke!”

. Flashing glances were exchanged be-

tween the two gentlemen,

“Very well, sir,” said Dr. Locke, his
voice trembling with mﬁ._ “Very well
indecd, sir. 1 bogin to believe, sic, that

ou have intentionally promoted
ggxt,_h'rnlt in the Lower Fourth Form,
sir.

believe what you Eleua
, uelch bitter Fﬁi" As }
(4] r you rsonally, sir,

:l:n_ glguﬂy quite indi erent to your

“You ma
gir," said Mr.

an. .
HWhat?” gasped the Head. “What?”
ak trust Jmeke my messing plain,
sirl”

Dr. Locke did not speak sgain for
some moments. He was endeavouring
st oo
near m to express hi .
digni language, Mr. Quelch stood
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As Gosling forced his gnarled fingers through the narrow opening of the door to feel for the obstruction, Tom Brown stepped

forward with the pointer and rapped sharply

on his fat knuckles.

“Ow! Yow!

Yarooooh ! QOoop !* There was

a flendish yell from the school porter, and his hand was withdrawn with startling suddenness. (See Chapler 4.)

like n stone statue, his eves hixed on the
headmaster’s face with icy hostility.

“Yery well, sir,” gasped the Head at
last, "'1 know what to think now, sir,
at all events.”

"‘Yuu will think what you please,
sir."’

“Y will only add, Mr. Quelech, that 1
desire you to accolerate vour departure
as much as possible,”

“For myv own reasons, sir, 1 shall
leave at the very earliest possible
moment,” snapped Mr. Quelch.

“I have no doubt, sir, that the Re-
move will return to s proper state of
subordination when you are far away
from them, &ir.”

Mr. Quelch’s lip curled.

“1 shall not be so far away as you
appear to imagine, Dr. Locke. It is in
your power to dismiss me from Grey-
irinrs, but you do not, 1 presume, take
it upon yourself to order me to leave
the neighbourhood. T should regard
such an order, sir, with seorn.”

The Head gasped.

“Am 1 to understand, Mr. Quelch,
that it is your intention to remain in the
neighbourhood of this school '

“You are to understand, sir, precisely
what vou pleasoe, 1 deeline to acquaint
you with my intentions."

“Your intentions, apparontly. are fo
ztir up further trouble in the Form, of
which you were never suited to take
charge.’’

“If that statement is corrept, sir, the
fault is yours for having appointed me.”

“Your interforence with your Iate
Form, sir, may, and probably will, lead
to the expulsion of certain boys in thal
Form." "

HIndoed ! Then they will be welcome

to return to their old Form master, sir,
when they leave Greyfriars. ™

“You—to sou, sirt"

“To me!" said Mr. Quelch, with oy
grimness. His mind had not been made
up before, but he made it up now, at o
bound. ** My intenfion, sir, is to open
& school myself, of which 1 shall be
headmasicr, and any boy who is & vietim
of your tyranny, sir, will be welcome
there."

Dr. Locke scemed to be choking.

He did not trust himself to speak
again. Had he spoken bhe would havo
uttered words most unbecoming in a
headmaster. He turned and swept away.
Mr. Liut'll:'h smiled sarcastically, and re-
sumed packing his papers.

A sudden uproar from the quad—
which should have been deserted ab thal
hour in thoe morning—caused him to
glance {rom his window.

The Remove were Lthere!

Evidently the Lower Fourth had
marched out of their Form-room—an
indubitable proof that they were com-
pletely out of hand.

Mr. Quelch smiled grimly.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Goodbye to Greyiriars !

' ARRY WHARTON & CO. had
H waited, in the Remove-room,
for some further movement on

the part of the Head.

But the Head had not returned.

No doubt he was puzzied as to how
exactly he was to deal with the present
oxtraordinary state of affairs in the
Remove. Probably he was postponing
dealing with them until their former
master was safely off the scene.

At all events, he Lind retoruned to the
Bixth Form-room, leaving the Romove,
for the present, to their own dovices,
They were, as the Bouuder inelegantly
expressed i, left to stew in their owu
juiee,

Had the robols of the Remove [acked
firm leadership, undoubtedly that was
the best move the Head could possibly
have made,

The rebels had time for reflection and
no excitement to keep them going.
Locking the Head out of the Form-
roomi was wildly exciting. Bul remain-
ing in & locked room was nothing of the
sort, Moming break would be due
soon, and the rest of Greylriars would
be turning out; and the Lowor Fourth
did not want to remain in when the rest
wore outf. Moreover, later on thure
would be dinuer-time, and if they re
mained in their Form-room there would
bhe no dinnor, That was serious—to
Billy Bunter it was a iragic prospect,
but it was serious enough to ull.

“The old bird i= going to starve us
out !" said Peter Todd.

“Oh dear!” gasped Bunter.

8kinner sneored. “He foresaw thal the
rebellion would poter out now, and that
the fellows who had led it would be
sorry for themselves.

Such might bave been the game,
easily cnough, if the lesders of the
revolt had weakened. Harry Wharton
& Co. did not weaken, but they cer
tainly were perplexed as to their next
proceedin .

Remaining in the Form-room aud
missing dinner, and after that, tea, and
after that, supper, was hardly to be
thought of. Leaving the Form-roown
mennt placing themselves in the hands
of their incensed headmaster.
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I'le Bowder suggested **bandhing ™
e Hend if hoe butted o, but nobody
vis hkely to set oo that suggestion.
lopvaver, it was mmpossible, as well as
mthinkable, for the Head would be sup-
trteel by the Sixth Form prelects, and

e the Bounder did not suggest that
the Lower Fourth could beat the pre-
frorks e battle roval.

Many  of the fellows were looking
dlithious now. Bolsover major, who had
heen loudest in demanding a shindy,
a ik =ilent now, relleeting that they had
put their foot in it, and were in o bad
LMY .

It was Lord Maoleveror who came oub
i | FOiEE,

“The Head's leavin' us alone,’ said
Muouly, *“*We can't stay here. Outsido
tho prefects will nobble us rs soon as
vhe Bixth come out. I'm gon'!"

“Whore!" asked Bob Cherry, rather
]Jllllll'l]:'h'.

“I'he wherafulness is a torrific ques-
Liom, "'

*Out of Groviriars,’

“Oh, my bhat!"

“We're backin' up Quelehy all along
the hne," eaid Lord Mauleverer. “We
vofuse 1o kouckle under till he's re-
immstated. That's our programme,”

“t'r:rlnill.'nh',” said Wharton slowly.
L Rut—

“It's & programme we can't carry out
niside Greyfriars,” said Mauleverer,

““No doubt about that," said Skinner.

“I guess we've bitton off more'n we
van chow, and we'd better cough 1t vp,”
suggested Fisher T. Fish.

“Bhut up, Fishy!”

‘““1 zay, vou fellows——"

“Bhut up, Bunter!”

“Go it, Mauly!"”

“Go it, old chap!" said Harry Whae-
ton. “We seem to be rather at a loosa
enid,- bul we're nol giving in. - Cut in,
htlﬂl}’."

“We leave Greyfrinrs in a body,”
satd Lord Mauleverer. *“Outside the
school wo butt in somewhere—we'll find
somowhere—and invite Mr. Quoelch io
take charge of us"

“Greal pip!"”

“We'll agree to return to Greylriars
with Mr. Quelch—not without. The
Head will have to come round.™

“Catch him!” jeered Skinner.

“He musit!™ said Lord Mauleverer
ealmly, "“Such a shindy will bring the
govorpors down to Groyiriars, and thoy
will want to know why the Head has
sacked Quelehy and caused all the
irouble. The Beak won't want that, as
he's actin® unjustly, He must come
round 1"

“The come-roundfiulness will be ter-
rifio,” agroed Hurree Jamsel Ram
Singh. “Let us follow the ridiculous
Mauly, my esteemed friends,”

“Hear, hear !

“T'm nol going!” growled Bkinner.

*"You are " said Bob Cherry. *We're
nll sticking together in this. No need

answered Maunly.

to give us the tronble of bumping vou
sgain, Skinner.
“Ha, bha, hat"

Neo time to waste.”

Tie Maaxer Linnary.—No, 1,044

The desks were lilted away [ram the
door, and Hurry Wharlon loaked ont
inio the Form-room passage.

It was descrted,

“Coust's clear!” announerd the cap-
lain of the Remove. " Comwe on-—and
don't kick vp & row till we're ready o
clear all.”

*What-ho "

All tho othor Forms wore w class; it
wanted yot a quarter of an hour to
morning break, That Giteen minutos
was more than enough for the Remove.
There was no one to interfere; and they
noted swiftlyv. There was & hurried visit
to thoe Remove passage, to gather up
what they wanied to take with them.
Another to the Romove dormitory s and
then the Removites walked out of the
House, in conts and hats, most of then
carrying hage. In the middle of the
guadrangle they halted, to sunounce
to all Groviriars that Lhey were going.

“Hurrah 1"

That ronr rang through Greyfriars
from end to end. Then they marched
down to the gates,

Tho gutes, of course, were locked.
(Gosling stared blankly st the array of
JUniores,

“Unlock the gates, old bean,” said
Dob Cherry,

YHuh 1" grunted Gosling.

“And look sharp!” added Harry
Wharton.

“You young raskils back,” ndvised

Gosling. " You ain’t being let out of
bounds now, not if I know it. Wt |
says 18 this ‘ere—you go back and

be'ave yourselves!”

“Bump him!™

“Ha, ha, ha!™

“"Ere, 'ands off |¥ roared Gesling in
alarm. *'I ain’t going to unleck themn
ates; &0 I tell you. But there's the

Harry Wharton {ook the key and
unlocked the gates.

“I say, yvou fellows—"

“Bhul up, Bunter.”

“But, 1 say, vou fellows, whai about
dinper—"

“Cheese 1t!"”

“I'm getting hungry already——"

“Kick him, somebody!”

“¥arooooh !”

The Remove marched out of patee,
Muastors' faces could be soen at the win-
dows of the Form-rooms: in the doar-
way of the House the Head stood,
staring after the departing Removites
like an old gemtleman in a dream.

“Bless my soul said the Head
faintly.

He hurried down to the gales,

i Bﬂ‘p’ﬂ:"

1'.

Lord Mauleverer turned back and
lifted hiz hat politely to his lwad-
migster,

“Did you speak, sir ™ asked Manly.

“Reoturn to the House at once!” com-
manded the Head.

“Is Mr. Queleh to ba reinstated, sir™"

"No!" thundered the Head.

“Then you must excuse us, sir,™ said
Lard Mauleverer politely. "We're not
comin' back withou: our Fornt master.”

“1 command you——"

“Uood-bye, sir!”

And the Remove marched up the
rond, leavidg the Head of CGreyfriars
standing translixéd ; staring after Lhem
au if ho ecould sehroely believe His eyes,
g4 indeed ho sourcely cculd, -

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
A SBurprise for Mr. Queich !

" ALLO, hallo, hallo! Quelchy !
“Give him a cheer!"”

. The Removites, proceed-

mg at a leisurely pace, had
elmast reached Courtfield, when a car
hummed on the read behind them. The
car was stacked with baggage, and from
the window looked a grim, severa face
that the bheroes of the Lower Fourth
knew well,

Mr. Quelch had left Greyfriars; not
with any expectation of ever sesing
s Form: again. He saw them guite
unexpectodly, stroamin along the
Courthield road. :

The grim severity in the Remove
master's face changed to a look of utter
astomshment &sx he stared ovt ol the
taxi at the marching Removites

Harry Wharton & Co. lined up on
either side of the road to lot the ear
pass, lifting their hats respectfully to
their Form master,

“Three cheers for Quelchy—I mesn,
Mr. Queleh!" exclaimed the captain of
the Remove.

“"Hurrah!
the Remove,

Mr. Quelch signalled to the chauffeur
to stop.

He stared at the juniors, letting down
the window.

“Wharton |

" Yes, sir,"” said Harry.

“Whet are you doing here?”

“Walking to Courtfield, sir.”

“Yeou should be in class ab this hour."

“Hemn *

“I recommend you to return to the
echoo! at once!” exclaimed Mr. Queleh.

“You son, sir—"

“Js this an aot of rebellion against
your headmaster, Wharton?"

“Not exsctly, sir. Dut—"

“Then what does it mean?"” .

“We're standing uwp for you, sir,”™
said Bob Cherry,

Hip, hip, hurrah!* roared

“What? Whatt”
“Backing you up, sir,” eaid Squiff.
“The backupfulness s  terrifie,

honoured sahih,™

“Hear, hear!"

“Hurrah!"

AMr. Queleh's eyes seomed to hqu&
from hia head. This devotion on the
part of his Form ought really to have
gratified him immensely, Dot it did not
oo to produce that effect. Personal

(Continued on next page.)
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considerations did not weigh much with
Mr. Queleh in the balance, against disci-
pline and his rigid sense ofﬁm Gtness of
things.

Instead of looking pleased, as the
juniors rather cxpected, he {frowned
portentously.

“U my word! Do you mean to
Say, %lrmu, that it 5 upon my
account that you boys are guilty of this
act of rebellion®”

“Thet's it, sir.”

“We—we thought you'd be pleased,
sir!” stammered Nugent.

“Pleased [ ejaculated Mr, 3uu!ch.
“Yaas, sir!” said Lord Mauleverer.,

“This is—is unheard of !" exclaimed
the Remove master. * You must cease
this at once. You must return imme-
diatoly to Greyiriars.”

ll-u‘l I.ll'

The Removites exchanged rathor dis-
maved looks, BSBkinner grinned,

“] say, you fellows, let's go back”
said Billy Bunter. "It's Futting iﬂli}*
near dinnér-time, anvhow.'

“8hut up, Bunter!” .

“Go back immediately!" exclaimed
Mr. Quelch. “How dare you use m
namo as & pretext for insubordination

“Oh dear!" murmured Wharton.

The captaio of the Remove was guite
taken aback. - -

“Excuse me, sir,” said Lord Maule-
verer. “'We're standin' out till l{ou are
reinstated as our Form master, sir.”

i Nm !-II'

“Not at all, sir,” said his lordship

calmly. “We're standin' up for justice
and fair play. We think it's up to us,
sir."

* Absurd "

“Roally, sir—"

“Go back immediately ! snapped Mr.
Quelch. “I forbid you to use my name
in such a manner. I forbid you to act
rebelliously, 1 am extremely displeased
with you all!"

“Oh, my hat!"
Cherry. '
_ “"How sharper than a serpent's tooth
it 1s, to have & thankless Form master,”
said Wibley; and some of the juniors

cjaculated Bob

chuckled.
“Silence!” exclaimed Mr. uelch.
“Co back to school immediately! You

hear me? At once!™

“We—we_didn't think you'd take it
like this, sir!™ stammne tho captain
of the Remove

“You might have known it, Wharton,
had you possessed a little common
sense ! snapped the Remove master

acidly. -

28 ﬁﬂm!"

There was a long peuse. Lord
Mpauleverer was the hrst to break the
silence.

“May I ask, sir, whether vou are
oitr Form master now "’ he inquired.

"I am not, Mauleverer."

“"You bave left Greyfriars, sir?”

"YE:EI., }’E.EI”

“Then may I ask further, sir, by what

authority you order us to return to

the school?™

“What—what?"”

“If you are our Form master, sir,

o 'ahnﬂ obey vour orders at once,” ox-
plained Lord Mauleverer. “We're
askin' nothin' better. But il you are
not our Form master, sir, we shall act
accordin’ to our own judgment—with
all respect to wvou, sir.’

Mr. Quelch stared at Mauleverer, at
& loss for words. He was s0 accustomed
to iwmg orders to the Remove that
he had rather overlooked the cirqum-
stance that he was no longer entitled
to give them orders. The expression on
his face made the juniors smile.

“You are quite correct, Maulevcrer,”
said Mr. elch, after a very long
pause. “I have no authority to give
orders now to any Greyfriarz boy.

“Then we'll keep on, sir,” said
Mauly.

“1 say, you fellows—"

“8hut up, Bunter!"

“I'm gotting hungry "

"Kick him!
“Yow-ow-ow-ow !”
“We're not goin’ back to Greyfriars,

sir, until you are reinstated,"” said Lord

Mauleverer. *“TFair play's a jewel,

We're fixed on that!”

“1 command you, Mauleverer—I—I
mean, I advise you to return to the
school at once.”

“Thank you very much for your ad-
vice, 8ir,"” said Mauleverer respectfully,
“but we're not takin' it.,™

“I beg you to listen to resson,” said
Mr. Quelch, subduing his feelings.
“You place me in a most painful

position by acting in Lhis manner.”

“We don't mﬂln:m that, air.”

“Oh, no, sir!"

“That is what vou are doing, whether
vou mean it or not," said Mr. Quelch,
“For your own sakes, return to the
school,™

“We're not worrvin' about our own
sakes, sr."”

“No fear!”

“Cannot  you sce that you cannot
keep up this rabellious attitude?’ ex-
claimed Mr.. Queleh, with ry im-
patience. ““The ?11_1{&1:15 will sent
to take you back."

“We shan't lot them do anythin' of
the kind, sir."

“Not 1ikal.5r 1" gripned Bob Cherry.

“Blow .the prefects!” roared Bolsover
mejor,

“8hut up, Bolsover!"

*This—this is—is extraordinary!”
gasped Mr. Quelch. *“This is utterly
unheard-of! I—I am obliged to you, if
you think you are acting in my in-
torests, But I assure you that you are
doing nothing of the kind. o back
at once—] advise you most earnestly,
You must be aware that you cannot
remain out of school."

“We're goin’ to iry, sic.”

“Hear, hear!"

“But—but what are your inutentions?”
exclaimed Mr. Quelch,

- —

“We want you to take charge of us,
sir,” exclaimed Lord Mauleverer. *If
not at Groviriars, then somewhere else.”

“Impossible ™

“Not at all, sir. If you can’t be our
Form mnaster, we wanit you ilo be our
headmaster."

“Hear, hear!” .

“lmpossible! You are talking non-
senge, Maulevorer! 1 beg you to give
up this foolish escapade and return al
once to your duty.'

“Our duty is lo stand ‘by our Form
master, sir, who's been dismissed for
nothin',"” said Lord Mauleverer firmly.
“Of course, if you tell us vourself that
you were dismissed for reason, and
that you ain't fit to take charge of a
Form, sir, that will be different.”

“Bless my soul 1™

“ Otherwise, sir, we take it that the

Head has acted like & tyrant, and
we're bound to resist.”

“Hear, hear!” chorused the Re-
movites,

“Good old Mauly 1"

“Wharton, you are head Loy of the
Form!" exclaimied Mr. Quelch. *]
npﬁvenl to you!"

Mauleverer's leader now, sir," said

Harry. “I'm becking up Mauleverer,
I think he's right.” _

“The rightfulness is terrific.”

“If you will not listen to me, or heed
my wishes, I can say no more!” gaspoed
Mr. Quelch. * Proceed, driver.”

The driver proceeded, and the taxi

d the Removites and whirled away
towards Courtfield. The Remove sent a
thunderous cheer after it. They were
backing wup their dismissed Form
master, l:t-‘nn[ "h he ;:;1 not appreciate
or approve of their ing: ,

".Iaaok here, this 15 rot!” said Skin-
ner. *“Even Quelehy's againsi it, and
we're getiing ourselves into trouble for
nothing 1" o

“8hut up, Skinner!"”

i here——"" began Suocop.

“Shut up, Sucop!” _

“It's a lurk, anvhow '™ sanid Bolsover

I'I‘];-I.jﬂl:‘. “Come on!"
“1 say, you fellows, I'm hungry!”
wailed Billy Bunter. _
“Keep on, old beans!” said Lord
Mauleverer. “Wg & first at the

bunshop in Courtfield. We diue there
—my treat. March!"”

Billy Bunter brightoned up at onece.

A sproead in the bunsho was ever so
~much better then the school dinner,
“I—I say, Mauly, old man, I'm

backing you up!” gasped the Owl of
the Remove. *“I'm with you all along
the line, old chap!”

“Ha, ha, hat!

“March!™ said Harry Wharton,

And the rebels of Greyfriars marched.
They mwiarched on cheerily to Courthield :
and that midday the bunshop had a
very unaccustomed rush of custom.

Mr. Quelch, at a window of the Courl-
field Hotel opposite, saw his boys crowd-
ing into the hunﬂhnp. He war spotted

(Continued on next page.)
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it the window, sand some of the juniors
ove him a ringing cheer.  Mr. Quelch
sappeared  from the window quite
revipitately.

— .

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Mauly’s Brain-Wave !

v OMIN' "
‘ Lord Mauleverer addressed
that quvestion to Harry Whar-

ton alter an ample luneh at
he bupshop in Courtdield High Street.
"“Where!" asked Harry.
" Btumimer's, "
“Who on earth is Stummer?' asked

vugant.
" Estate agent."
"My only hat! What the merry

lump are we going 1o sce an estate
rgent for?”" demanded Johnny Bull,

* Business,"

“What business, ass?"

lord Maunleverer sighed. His lazy
oridship had taken the lead in the Re-
nove rebellion, Wharton, in a state

~ mingled surprise and smusement,
willingly making way for him to assume
the leadership, Mauly, as a rule, did
not shine in leadership, or anything
vlie that required excrtion, mental or
physical. But he was in deadly earnest
now; and in the pecnliar circumstances,
he was more fitted for the post than
even Harry Wharton,

Maost of the juniors would have fol-
lowed the lead of the captain of the
Hemove; but there was always a part
in the Form against him. Skinner g
Co. were his enemies, and the Bounder
was always liable to jib. But nobody
was Mauly's enemy; even Skinner
rather liked him. Heo was always kind
and inoffensive, and he never sought
the imelight. He had surprised all the
Remove by coming out strong like this:
but it was obvious to all that he had
no axe to Frind; he was, as he had told
M. quuin: standing up for justice and
fair play. Mauly was, in fact, the only
man in the Remove who could have
pulled the whole Form together in such
a malter a3 this.

But Mauly was feeling the exertion,
He was a fellow of few words; and
he bad talked more that day than in
n week previously. Now he sighed
deeply when he was called upon to ex-
plain his plans,

“"You've got some scheme, I sup-
posa?” demanded Johnny Bull,

“Y-llﬂd.“

“Well, what is it?"

“Hold on,” said Harry Wharton
quietly. “ We're letting Mauly take the
lead. He's a %ﬂﬂd man for the job.
I'm willing to follow his lead without
ssking questions.” .

“Oh, wll right!" said Johnuy Bull.
“Go it, Mauly 1™

“Same here,” assented Bob.

“"The samefulness is tervific !

“"That's right," said Mauloverer.
“Save u lot of jaw, you know., Leuve
it to me. You fellows come along.”

* Done ™ said Wharton, with a smile.

And the Famous Five left the bun-
shop with Lord Mauleverer, consider-
ably perplexed, but gquite prepared to
leave it to Mauly.

They arrived at the office of A-
Stummer, tho estate agent of Court-
held, now reopened for the afterncon.
Lord Mauleverer led the way inte the

office, where a young man was in
charge,
“Mr, Stununer?’  inguired Lerd

Mauleverer,

" Dusy 1" said the young man. “ What's
wanted i He did not seem to ba im-
pressed by half a dozen schoolboys as
possible customers for real estate.

Tae Macyer Lisrany.—No. 1,044,

“You're the sellin'
Oaks1"

Wi I‘-Ellhntps m‘l‘lj

“ What's the price?"

The young man blinked at Maule-
verer,

“You're not buying High Oaks, 1
suppose "’ he inqguired, with derisive
SATCAsm. :

L] YIIE,,“

i “’Ihﬂ'l't ?.H‘

“Oh, my eye!" said Mr. Stummer's
F“HJI:F man. “Is this a lark? What™

“Not at all.”

“Shut the front door aflter you,” said
Mr. Btummer's young man, evidently in
the belief that it was a “lark,” in spite
of Lord Mauleverer's denial,

“I've come here to buy High Qaks,”
said Lord Mauleverer, “1 suppose the
place isn't sold ;mt'!‘.”

* No, it ain’t,”

“What's the price?™

agents High

“Soven thousand pounds!” sna :rF-m:l
Mr. Btummer's young man, "Lﬂw
chuck up larking and quit.”

“1'l gu_',' it.”

“Goi  the money in your trousis

pocket 1 inguired My, Stummer's young
man, with withering sarcasm.

“Begad. nol 1 never carry seven
thousand pounds about with me,” said
the schoolboy millionaire innocently,
“Headmaster wouldn't allow it.”

The Famous Five grinned.

“I shall have to telephone to my
guardian,” went on Lord Maulevorer
calmly. “The money will be paid either
this evenin' or to-morrow mornin’, If
you want me to sign anythin’, lend ma
a pen, What?

Mr. Stummer's voung man slared
blankly at Lord Mauleverer. It was

borne in upon his mind that the schoal-
bov was in earnest,

“Mauly, old man—" murmured
Wharton,

“ Yans, dear boy."

“You're not really buying High
Oake,”

(1 Ym.ll

TIvs the place they've been adver-
tistng for donkeys' ages, to be sold to
be used as a gchool,” said Nugent.

“That's what I want it [or,” said
Mauly,

il “')hlfl*l.t!'“

“For a school.”

“Ha, ha, he!" roared Mr. Stummer's
voung man. “You're starting & school,
are you?! Ha, ha, ha!”

“Yaas. What are you laughing at?”

“Can it,” said the young man.

“I think I'd better see Mr, Stummer
Inmself,” said Lord Mauleverer. * That
door looks like the private office. Come
on, you men!”

“Here, you just stop!” exclaimed the
young man. “I tell you—"

"Sorry—im a bhurry 1 3

Lord Mauleverer opened the door of
AMr. Stummer's private office and walked
in, followed by the amazed five.

The young man in the outer office had
said that My, Stunimer was busy. He
did not look very busy, as he sat with
his fect on his desk, smoking o cigar gud
reacding the “ Daily Mail.”

Ho started up in surprise as his
visitors entered.

“Why—what—" he cjaculsted.

“SBorry to interrupt wou, Mpr.
Stummeoer, when E.'nu‘m so awlully busy,”
said Lord Mauleverer !:mIi.I.nh'. “1'm
here to buy High Oaks.’

Mr. Bummmer stared at him.,

“If this is a joke—" he bogan.

“Oh, begnd!” said Lord Mauleverer
plaintively, “ They must be a humorous
erowd in the renl estate business if they
think every ecaller who wants to bu
their honses i a giddy joker, Do {
look as if 1 were jokin'. My, Stummer 1

again; and nobody, so far, seemed

“It's all serene, My, Stommer,” said
Harry Wharton, laughing. *“This chap
is Lord Mauleversr, a giddy millionaire,
His guardian lets him buy ansthing he
likes—though he’s mnever bought a
schoo! before.”

"Degad! Of course, the chap didn't
know who T was,” said Mauly, “I for-
got thai, you men. Notb that it matters,
if you come to that. Do I sign somc-
thin’, Mr. Stummer

“Eh!” gasped Mr. Stummer,

I sign anythin'  yon  like—docu-
ments and things,” offered Lord Maule-
verer. * The point js, I want the property
to-day."

"You—you—you want a seven-
thousand-pound property to-day!” stuf-
tered the Courthield estalo agent,

il i'nuill )

“Upon my word! Do you think that
country houses are sold like butter and
bacon over & grocer's counter!” de-
manded Mr. Stummer,

i'}lm;"

" Look here, young fnmhnmu—_——”

“ Banker will identify me,” said Lovd
Mauleverer. **Courtfield branch of the
Midiand Southern Bank. 1 often call
there for cash when I'run out of bank-
notes. I dare say he will pay over the
soven thousand pounds this aftornoon, if
I ask him. He always struck me as a
vory obligin’ man.” -

r. Stommer gasped for breath.

“I think a baok manager would be
very unlikely to do m‘gthu}F of the
kind,"” he artioulated. " But il you are
SeTIous—

“Sober as a judge.”

“You are I"El"j?]ﬂrﬂ Mauleverer——"

L1 Ymﬂ

“I am aware that Lord Mauleveper is
a millionaire, and a schoolboy at Grey-
friars,” said Mr. Stummer, with a
marked increase of respect im  his
manner. “But, of course, you cannot
purchsse property without the conseut
and approval of your guardian.”

“That's all vight; e will consent and
approve.”

“You are sure of that(”

II'Y..“.I!

“ Then I will place mysell in communi-
eation with him——>

“In a huery, Mr. Btommer., Phone!”

“Hem! But——"

“8ir R%innlr.i Brooke, at Mauvloverer
Towers. You can get hins on the phone,
what " '

L1 Ym' bu.t_'“

" Well, go it,” said Lord Maulevercr
encouragingly,

Mr. Stummer blinked st him. They
were not accustomed, in Courtlield, to
doing business on these rapid lines,
Neither did Mr. Stummer think it
hikely that Sir Reginald Brooko would
concur in the purchase of & geven-

thousand-pound ecstate by his schoolboy
ward.

8till, he wanted to oblige Lord Maule-
verer; My, Btummer had a  great
respect for  the nnbiliilﬁ cand a sl
Eruntnr respect  for mn imnp.lm. anl
Mauly was both a millionaire and a
belted earl. And Mr. Stummaor was very
anxious, if he could, to get rid of High
Oaks, which had been on his books ﬁn‘
fmars without finding a purchaser:
wing one of those handsomeo county
senis of a county family, which county
families'are too poor to keep up in thess
days of veckless and nnreflecting
taxation. Nobody was ever likely 1o
run High Oaks a2 a private residence
to
want it to tarn into a school, a sana-
torium, an official residoncs for Prime
Ministers, or a home for idiols,

If Lord Mauleverer's offar could be
made good, il was a chaonee for Mr,
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* Here's the young raseal | ** roared Loder, making a

Stummer to dova h:nd.u;;:mn stroke of
business,
He went to the telephone,

“Mpuly, old man” murmured
Wharton, “just think a
“I've thunk—I mean thought, old

chap, Thought for a whele minute”

said Mauleverer. “1 never believe in
actin’ hastily."
“It’s a hﬂ!P of money—"

“What 51"

“Beven thousand pounds.”

“Is it?" asked Mauly innocently,

“Yes, ass: your guardian will think
sol I know he lets you do anything you
like, but buying & properiy, without his
hnving soon it, costing & cool seven
thousand quidlets, is a hefty order.”

“That's all right. I've got a business
head.” :

“You have!” ejmoulated Wharton.
“T've never noticed if, old scout. You
really mean to say you know the ropes
in buying landed property 1"

“Yans | Hiﬁh Onks is a bargain at
seven thousand  pounds. I've seen the

place—walked round it!" explained

Mauleverer., *‘Ii’s gnini cheap because
nobody can afford to keep up a big
house these days. If it were half the

size, it would fetch twice as much.”

“Quite so!"  said Mr. Stummer,
glancing round from the telephone, "1
see you know something about property,
my lord "

i Ym'[lr

“Twenty years ago it would have
fetched twenty thousand pounds!” said
Mr. Stummer. " Now it goes for a mere

song. Ah! I am through! " Will you
ilipe:';'l;: to Bir Reginald Brooke, my
ord?"

“Thanks, yuas!"

Lord Mauleverer took the receiver,
and Mr. Btummer and the Famous Five

stood round mnd watclied.

Reginald" Beooke,

THE NINTH CHAPTER.

Money Talks !
o HAT you, nunky?”
“1s that wvou, Herbert?”
“Yaas! How are wyou,

nunky?" asked Lord Maule-

verer. “1I hope the old leg isn't givin'
any trouble this cold weather?"
“Good gad! Have you rung me up

from school to ask me about my gout,
Herbert®™

Lord Mauleverer
transmitter.
“No fear, nunky!
property.”
“Wha-a-att”
“Place called High Oaks, between
Courtfield and Greyiriars, Price, seven
thousand pounds, an' dirt cheap at the
ligure.”
““Herbert I”
ak Y.ﬂﬁ,?"
“Are you

I'm buyin’' some

gerious?’ ejsculntéd Sir
in the library at
Mauleverer Towers,

fiYanE El‘i

“My dear boy——*

“I'm in rather a hurry, nunky. I
want the thing put through to-day.”

“Upon my word!"

“Of course, 1 suppose the giddy docu-
ments will take time. But Mr. Stum-
mer—that's the agent-—will let me have
the key as soon as the money is paid
over,”

“Certainly,
Stummer,

“Wire to the bank manager here to

ay over seven thousand pounds to Mr,

my lord!” eaid Mnr.

tummer this afternoon, will you,
nunky 1"
“(Good gad!"

““All serene?” asked Lord Mauleverer,
*My dear boy, consider 2

PRICE
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grab at Lord Mauleverer. *
prefeots closed in on the schoolboy earl. ** Rescue ! * yelled Mauly.
feet as Harry Wharton & Co. dashed out of the cinema to Mauly’s rescue. (See Chapter 10,)

‘* Rescue, Remove [ ™

grinned over the-

Hang on to him, you fellows ! '* The
There was a ll_JHun rush of

“That’'s all right; I'vo cousidered.”.
“Under the terms of your father's
will, Herberi, you have the power to
dispose of a large sum of money. Bul
—but——"
L

“Not withoul your consent, sir!" said
Mauleverer. “But 1 want you to con
sent to oblige me! I assure you, sir,
that the property is worth twice #s
much—you know 1 have an eye for
landed property, nunky?" |

“T know wvou have, Herbert; in such
matiers I have absolute relianece on your
judgment. But—"

“Then take my word for it, sir,” said
Mauly. “You see, there's rather a
hurry; I've got to get the place fur-
nished to-day. I'll explain it all later,
gir. Just put it through.”

“Let me speak to Mr. Stummer—"

“Yaas; I'll put him on!”

The estate agent took the receiver.
Lord Mauleverer lounged into the outer
office, and hia friends went with him.

The estate agent's talk on the tele-

hono was much longer than Mauly's.
lut when he came into the outer office.
he was smiling and rubbing his hands.

“All O.K. what?" asked Lord Maule-
verer.

“Quite, my lord |" said Mr. Stummer
blandly. “ Your guardian has—ahem !-
very unusunl faith in the judgment of—
ghem |[—a schoolboy. In this instance i
is certainly thoroughly justified. You
aré securing a very valuable property,
sir, at a tithe its value. Cut into build-
ing lols, and placed graduslly on the
market, it would show a Prnﬁt_ my
lord, of a hundred per cent!”

“That's & tiE for the present owner [
grinned Bob Cherry.
(Continued on page 16.)
Tue Macyer Lasrany.—No. 1,044,
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Amongast other things
the Head of St. Sam's
fancies his chuances as
an editor, Whether
he's any in this
direction remaoins fo
be
one thing
favousr - he knows howo
to malke certain of a
slecent ctreuwlation.

| &
. UBBITCH!" ejackulated Doctor
R Birchemall, in the dignified

tones of a skoller and a jentle-
Piffle!
rot 1"

man. “Rot!
desh! Absolute tomm
h'Thﬂ ;:.endmu;nr of 84 Bam's .5?(*. Iin

15 ®fudy, pouring over a copy ol the
Skool dngnine. EHE Wwas puﬂring ink
over it, to show his contempt for it.

Evidently the Head's opinion of the
"Bt Sam's Magazine ™ and ils contenis
was far from Rattering.

The official organ of St. Sam's had
flurvished for many years. It was
almost as old as the organ in the school
chapel, which had developed gquite a
wheere on account of its age.

There were long years of histery and
tradition behind the Skool Magazine;
but Doc¢tor Birchemall had little use for
histery, and he cared still less for
tradition. Snorting with annoyance, he
continwed to pour ink over the printed
pages, und he was thus -'_*:113_:435&4;l when
Mr. Lickham came in.

Now, Mr. Lickham happened to be

Balder-

the Edditer of the Skool Magazine,
and he could bardly beleeve his eves
when he saw the Head's act of
sncriledge.

“8ir! Doctor Birchemall!™ gasped
the master of the Fourth. " What are
you doing of 1"

The Head looked up with & frown,

“Really, Lickham,™ he said. “You
should never finish a sentence with the
word "of." You shopld have eaid, * Of
what are you doing? "

“Well, of what are you doing, then?™
cried Mr. Lickham, in horryfied tones.
“That is the Skool Magazine which you
are defiling 1"
~ “Go hon! Kindly pass me the red
ik, Lickbam.™ i

" But—but what on earth——"

“1 am showing my contempt for the

TaE MaaseT Lisrary.—No. 1,044,

sensational,

ual poyson!

puerile and pernishus rag which you
edit " seid the Head savvidgely.
Mr. Lickham was fairly taken aback.

“Puerile? Pernishus? he "ropeated
dazedly. *“ What do you mean, sir?”

“What 1 say!” growled the Head.
And he snatched the bottle of red ink
from the Form master's hand, and
proseeded to pour its contents over the
Bkool Magazine. The red ink mingled
with the black, and the officlal organ
of St ! Bam's was soon hopelessly
saturated. :

Mr. Lickham almost wept as he
surteyved the Head's work of destruction.

“Doctor. Birchemall!” he eried. 1]
can -only conclood that you have fiaken
loave of your sanses!"
The Head gave a snort.
“You ought to be

yonurself, for being

of Lickham,

jolly well atshamed |

qh

t

I

* But—but
things still
wir—"

“Ratts! A flogging
of to-day 13 a gentlo
oaress compared with
A flogging of the past.
But that is neither
here nor there. 1 have
made up my mind,
g;nqlﬁ;uﬁ. that }u.ﬂ

azine sha
be 'suppr.glmd—fnnh-
with and instanter !"
“0Oh erumbs |?

“What the boys
want,” said DPoctor
Birchemall, “is clean,
holesame fiction—
somathing upii!’tu_:h'
g n d instructive, soc
as pirate stories, Wild
Weat yarns, and tales

rof imagmation, mys-
tery, and horrer.”

“Oh, horrers!”

ansped Mr. Lick-

Bur.

“That is a long-felt
wn:;t; which lhlh_l 11
nia it UBInEeEs
to mpl.ﬂ:.'.lﬂyrhil Bhool
Magazine must go'
Every copy must be
H‘*'IIIS and burnt! And

from the ashes of thas
jehus paper & new
jernal will arise—u
jernal which will take
St. Sam's by stori !
In short, Lickham, 1
have conceived tho
notion of bringing ous
a paper of my own!”

“Ye gods 1" ‘

“T shall call it ' Doctor Birshemall's
Weekly,'  went on the Head, “and the
Skool Magazine will be a very T:'!Elkl}'

sort of Weakly by comparrison! Nobedy
will regret the sudden demiso of your
paper, Lickham; but everybody will hail
with delight the birth of my now
jernal i :

So saying, Doctor Birclicmall pufied
out his chest with pride, and rubbed bis
bony hands together with grale
satisfaction. :

“1 shall select my additorial staflf n
due course,” he samid " Don’t ldok so
downharted, Lickham! You can be my
office-boy, if you like; or you can have

- suaoh
happen,

the- job of printor’s Mefistopheles.™
- i’rintnr*s what?” gasped My,
Lickham.

“Printer's devil, as the vulgar would
say. Youn can run the errands, and do

Edditer of this ‘ Penny Dreadful ' 1" he § all the add jobs.”

eggsclaimed.

“ P-p-penny Dreadful 1" stuttered My,
Lickham,

“Yes! 1 have considered for a Jong
time that the Skool Magazine should be
suppressed. 1t is much teo loorid and
and its contents are
caloulated to have a pernishus effect
upon the boyvs' minde. ™

“M-m-my sainted auni!” gasped Mr.
Lickham.
~ Y"OUn looking through the currant
issew,” went on Doctor Birchemall, “1
came across an article on Bottany, and
another on Fizziology, and another deal-
ing with the past lustery of St, Sam’s.
Such articles, to my mind, are intelloct.

They are much too blud-
“B-b-bludthirsty 1™

My,
Lickhum helplessly,

“Eggnctly ! The past histery of Bt
Sam's is  particularly  bludeurdling.
Things happened here yvears ago—fearful
flogzings and hbrooial birchings, and so
forth—which ought never ta he
described.”

thirdty. "
stuthered

Mr, Lickham scowled.

“Thank vou far nothing, sir! I dop’L
mind being your foreman printer, if youo
possess a printing plant.”

"“T will dig one ap out of my garden,”
said Doctor Birchemall, ™ Meanwhile,
Lickham, I shall be obliged M you wiil

round and oollect all the owrrant
copies of the Skool Magarnine. We will
then hold a publick bouhire in the quad,”

Mr, Lickham hesitated,

“I—1 suppose it’s no use my pro-
testing, =ir, against your  high-handed
action "

“Not a bit!"™ gaid the Head choerily.
" You have no voice in the matter at all,
I'm head cook and bottlewather here,
and what I says goes! Kindly carry
out my jnstructions [

Mr. Lickham left the Hoad’s study
with a heavy heart, 1t gave him a
real pang to have to go round and
collect all the Bkeol Magazines. It
pained him  deeply;, partly for senti-
mental reasons and partly bekawze all
L'I;n I![subacribem wanld want their ponnies

ck.
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But the Head's word was law, and ]
Mr.. Lickhamy had no choice in the
matter, So he started on a tour of the
studies, collecting the magazines and re-
funding pennics (o the purchasers, He
sadly eggsplained to the masters and
boys that tﬁo Head had decided to sup-
Eol'ﬁ!’ the Skool Magazine, aud to make a
nfire of &ll the copies,

At dusk that evening, the boufire duly
look place. It was guile & funeral fire.
Three humdred copies of the “8t. Sam’s
Magazine " were i1gnited by the Head's

own hand; and his face lit up, and his } -

eyes sparkled with satisfaciion, as he
watched the fames leaping vkywards.

Clapping his hands with glee, Doctor
Birchemall danced round the bonfire,
like a savvidge performing some ancient
right. - _

l;ﬂl:-ﬂ hove they burn " he cried glee-
Fully. - o g ey
~ {t’! a burning shame !" muttered Me.
Lickham. And then, remeémbering the
lang ycars of histery and tradition
hohind the Skool Magazing, s unhappy
ﬁﬁﬂﬂ:ﬂ broke down sad cried like a
GG, .

“Carciul, Lickham!” eried the Head.
“Don't weep so copiously, " or *you'll
distinguish the fames!" g

But ‘Mr. Lickhawmn, like somebody of
old, mored and would not be com-
forivd. . However, he brightened up a
little when Doctor Birchemall, getting
too close to the flames, sct tho ehd of
his -flowing beard slight, =

“Hellup!™ . yelled the Head wildly.
"Reskew! T'm on fire!” )

Seeing that Doector Birchomall's
heard was scorching, Jack Jolly of the
Fourth started scorching himself. He
scorched towards the skool building,
apd returned with-a fire-extinguisher.
Levelling it pomt-blank at the Head,
he pulled the nobb, and a sudden jet
of water smnote Doctor Birchemall f::ll
m the face and tricklod down his
beard, From the latter came a loud,
sizzling noise, lthe sossidges being
fried. There conld he no doubt thar
Jack Jolly, by his presents of mind,
had saved the Heand's beard in the nick
of time; and Doctor Birchemall was so

rateful that lie decided, there and

n, to give Juck Jolly a place on the
staff of his new 1_1:5-31-.

“Jolly,” he eried, “you have saved
my besrd—my pride and joy—and
possibly my wvaluable life! TFor this
nable aclion . I hearhy appoint you
Junior © Sub-Edditor of m new
%E«‘ ‘DOCTOR * BIRCHEMALL'S

EKLY.'” 3

Aund the Head, mopping his streem-
ing face with a hangkerchief, beamed
baninely at Jack Jolly. .

“Thanks, awfully, sir!” said Jack.
“ And could my pal Merry be Assistant
Junior Sub-Edditer ™

“Certainly ! ,

“And my pal Bright Depuly-Assist-
ant.Jun inr-EuEEddimr R )

“Yes, yos—any old thing!" said_the
Head, who' would have promised Jack
Jolly anything at that moment, so
nle..:iud was he to have preserved his
beard.

The bonfire was now & smoldoring
mass of embers. The Head gave them
a last triumfant kick, and strode away
from the funeral pire,

The SBkool Magazine was now de-
funked, and frem its “ashes would
arvise, Pheonix-like, the first number
o “DOCTOR BIRCHEMALL'S
WEEKLY.”

S S

the sort of man to lot the grass
grow under his fect, ihnu?l he
let the fungus grow so [reely

11. :
DG{J'I'L'JH BIRCHEMALL was not

on his [ace.

On the very cvening that the Skool
Magazine bad been burncd—while the
mourners were still going about the
streets, as it were—the first issew
of “DOCTOR BIRCHEMALL'S
WEEKLY * was in courso of prepara
tion. v

The Head's study had been convorted
into an  Edditorial] Sanktum, and the
fiullﬂwing notiss was postod outside the
oor !

EDDIT{JRI:;!‘L OFFICES
“DOCTOR BIRCHEMALL'S
- WEEKLY.”
Edditer - in =
Cheef, Pro-
ducer, Soul
- Propnertor,
“and Publica-
tor - .- -_- DR. BIRCHEMALL
Sub.-Edditer - GEORGE BURLEIGH
Junior Sub- ,
Edditor JACK JOLLY.
Assistant-
Junior-8ub- el 1y
Edditer - - B. MERRY.
Deputy-Assist- £
‘Ant-Junor- -
Sub-Edditer B. BRIGHT.
Elrorlu Eddi- s
er - - - - FRANK FEARLESS.
Fighting Edl- -
diter - - - F.T. TALLBOY,
Foroman Prin-
for . - - - MR. LICKHAM,
Printer's Mef-- [
fistopheles BINDING, the PAGE.

ALL CONTRIBUTIONS HATE-
FULLY RESEEVED!"

There was & loud sixxling nolse as

Jack Joliy, with grate presents ol

mind, turned on the fire extinguisher

and saved the Head's beard in the
nick ol time.

Inside the Edditorial Sanktum there
were remarkable seeng of industry.

Doctor Birchemall, the Edditer-in-
Cheef, was in his shirtslceves., Beated
in_his armchair, he nibbled thought-
fully at a penholder, pondering over his
irst Edditorial. ) 3

Jack Jolly was present with his
chums, scribbling away as if for a
wager. Jack was at work on a :i“mtﬂ
govinl, entitled, ' Brave Hearts and Red
Decks.” Tt was a story of bludshied and
slawter—of battle, murder, and sudden
deth, and Jack Jolly piled on the
asggorny for all he was worth.

Frank Fearless was busy with a sports
article. Merry and Bright were ro#n-
ing avound with sissors and paste, look-
ing very imporiant, Merry was culting
aper he could find—

up overy scrap of J
cad's private corre-

inclooding the

" this M

spondence—and Bright was swamping
paste over cveryth lﬂ of | Sl
There were lots of interruptions,

Would-be contributors surged in like a
tidal wave. Stories and articles and
ms and skelches dessended upon
octor Birchemall like an avalanche ot
bills on Quarter Day, He was simply
snowed under.

“Qutside!” roared the eggsasperated
Head. * Outside, the lot of you! How
do you think ! ean write my Edditorial
witﬁ' all thesn interruptions?  Where's
my Fi !tjng Edditer? , Tallbov, ejeck
But the Fighting Edditer bad not yeb
put in-an appearance, and Doctor Birch:
emall had to do his own ejecting. Leap-
ing to his feet, he ssized a birch-rod
and lashéfl out right and left, doing
grate &ggﬂ&utinn, and clearing the way
in reeord time.
+And  then Tallboy of the Sixth
lounged into ithe ditorial Sanktum.
.l%nehﬂrr Birchemall greeted him with a
n

glare,
. “Tallboy,” he said sternly, “you are

lft;glei:ting' your duties as Fighting
Edditer |, Where have you been?’

“Playing leap-frogg in the Prefects’
Room, sit.” - B L

“Leapfrogg, at a time like this!”

almost shreeked the Head. “ Lesp-

frogg, when the most important work

| in the world is in " and there's

not l!- Hmﬁ tlIf.u H:hu;t i Iér.:ture or plez-
rure ow I'm just going to pop over
to tho nmknh?:;fnud nliql'riélhmg f Tﬂ;.‘-
A EiDger-pop ore closing time, W
station 5&1::54:!{ behind I.hT_: door, Tall-
boy, and if any rash introoder dares Lo
put hiz nose jnside this study, 1 wani
ou to punch that nose—good and hard!
{h you get me, Tallboy?™
" grinned Tallboy.

“1 get you, sir!

And he took up his ition behind
the door, while the H hurricd awsy.

The sub-edditers resumed their tasks,

and Tallboy watched and waited. His

berly fists were clenched ready for
action, I
Minnit after minnit , but no-

body eame near; and Tallboy was be-
ginning to think that the life of a Fight-
g Kdditer was too tame for worde.
whin luddaul{y there was a sound of
approaching footmarks in the edrridor.

Tallboy held his breth. The sub-
edditers looked up from their labers. A
hush of eggspectancy fell upon them.
And the footmarks drew mnearer and
neéarer,

Like n lion about to spring, Tallboy
crouched behind the door. Then a long
beak appeared, and the Fighting
Edditer, acting npon instranclions, smote
that beak good and hard!

Biff |

*“ Yarooooo " .

A feendish yell of angwish rang
through the sludy. It was followed by
the crash of a fulling body. And then
the onlookers gave horryfied gasps, for
the beak which Tallboy had smitten was
the Beak's beak—the sacred beak of
Doctor Birchemall himself !

We will draw a wvale, dear reader,
over the pancful seon which followed.
Suffice it to say that the vnforchunit
Tall was birched black and blew,
and that the Head, whose beak was
bleeding profusely, died half-a-dozzen
hangkerchecis crimson before he was in
a fit state to proceed with his Edditorisl
labers!

THE END.

(You will lough loud and long
over “DOCTOR BIRCHEMALL'S
WEEKLY " swhich will appear in next
mweek'a topping iesue of the MIAGNET,
rhuma.)
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(Continued from page 13.)

Mr. Btummer smiled. x

“The present owner, sir, has no
capital to expend, and is barely able to
meet the interest on the mortgages” he
answered. “I have half a dozen ]ITEE
properties on my books in the same

redicament. The present owner will
Ea very glad to get rid of such an en-
cumbrance."’ '

“Well, I'm takin® il off his hands”™
said Lord Mauleverer. *“When ean I
have the key?” _

“8Bir Reginald is ta‘lﬂgrlﬁhmg instruc-
tions to the bank,” said Mr, Stummer,
“Properly speaking, I should not hand
over the key until wyour Ilordship's
aolicitors have seen and approved the
documents ; but, quite informally, I shall
hand you the key mow; on the under-
standing, of course, that it is relurned
to me if the transaction s not ocom-
pleted.”

- *"You're a sportsman, Mr. Btummer,”
said Lord Mauleverer.

“Only too happy to oblige your lord-
ship,” said Mr, ummer, while
rnuH man stared on blankly.

‘Thanks no end!”

Lord Mauleverer left the estate
nt's office with the key in his pocket.
farry Wharton & Co, walked out with
him, grinning. Now that the slacker
. of the Remove had woke up, as it were,
he was develo irtﬁ:I rapid and efficient
business meth that rather took their
breath away. It was rather &8 new
Msguly to them. They had known him
hitherto as- & good-natured, kind-
hearted fellow, a slacker of the first
water, n fellow whose construs was the
worst in the Remove excepting Billy
Bunter's, It was vather a surprise to
them that Mauly knew anything at all;
and his guardian's faith in his judg-
ment of landed property astonished
them. Lord Mauleverer guessed their
thoughts, and chuckled.

#“It's all serene, dear men,” he re-
marked. " Nunky koows I can buy an
estate, or a motor-car, or a horse, with
any man in the kingdom. I don't claim
to be able to buy anythin' allfl. exceptin’

clothes, I can buy clothes.

““But what are you going to do with
High Oaks, now youw'va bought the
place 7" demanded Johnny Bul

“Oh, dear!” sighad his lordship.

“What's the matter now?"

“Talkin® makes me tired.”

® Let Mauly ﬁﬁ" said Harry Whar-
ton, laughing, “Mauly's loader h
goodness knows where he's lud'in,g us.”

“Courtfield Emporium!” answered
Mauleverer.

And the juniors walked into the
emporium, where Mauly asked to see
the manager. He was shut up in the
manager's privato office for ten minutes,
while his friends waited for him; when
he came out, the manager came with
lim, bowing and smiling as if worked
by machinery.

“Well?” said Bob, as the juniors laft
the furniture emporium.

“All serene; I've arranged for fitting

up High Oa ¢ Form-room to begin
with—the rest to follow!”
" Great pip!"

exclaimed Mauly,

“Hold on, though,”
E'-’u shall want grub "

“T'd fﬁrEuttenI
"G]"uhin
I‘I"E"lu !ll
“But what—"
“1 ought to bave brought Bunidr—

he'd have seen that I didn't overlock
that,” chuckled Muauleverer. “We'll
walk to Chunkley's.”

The juniors walked to Chunkley's

Tae Maeyer Linrary.—No. 1,044,

his -

Oaks is now the property of

Blores. The Famous Five lLad given
up being surprised now.

They waited while Mauleverer inter-
viewed the manager of Chunkley's
Stores. Then they walked back to the
bun-shop, passing Mr. Stummer’'s office
on the way. HRather to their surprise,
they saw Mr. Quelch entering that office.
They raised their hats very politely
to Mr. Quelch, who returned the salute
ibily, and disappeared into the cstate
agenl’'s office.

“Quelchy seems to be staying in
Courtfield " Bob Cherry remarked. "1
wonder what he wants with Stummer?”

The juniors would have been rather
surprised had they heard Mr. Quelch's
imterview with the estate agent. Mr,
Stummer came out of his private office
to see the Form-master,

“I1 understand that you are the agent
for High Oaks?" Mr, Queloh said.

Mr. Btummer raised his eyebrows.
:;tha so!” he sssented, * But——"
1 am considering making an offer

for the property,” said Mr. Quelch.

“Indeed, sir! But—"
“I understand that the huild'mﬁ may
easily be turned into a school ™ said

the Remove master.

“Perfectly. But—-"

“1 should like to examine the
this afternoon, if I may have the
uldI Mr, Quelch,

“1 regret to say that the vly is
sold, sir,” said Mr. Btummnrf“ i

" Bold I ﬂjlﬂulitﬂd Mr. Quelch,

“ Precisaly."

“1 understand that it has been in the

market for years. May I ask when it
wud.i.upu‘sedynf!'" e e

“This afternoon, sir.”
[ ] Uh IH‘
“To & Greyfriars boy, sir,” said Mr.

lace
i
i

Stummer, who knew Mr. gleh v
11:1-1., “A boy belonging to your school,
sir.”

“ What 1"

“Lord Mauleverer, sir."
“Ara you jesting, sir?"” exclaimed the
move master. “ Lord Maulsveror is

a minor, and certainly could not make ET!

such a purchase without the consent snd
approval of his guardian.”

“He has both, sir,” said Mr. Stummer
blandly. “I have just heard from the
bank ma _that Bir Reginald Brooke
has directed him to pay over the sum of
seven thousand pounds to this firm. Sir
%ﬂ Ellm to pll;:lahlr ‘rurjrdui --i.:

gment 18 War
this case more than justified—the pro-
rty is undoubtedly a wvery great

argain.”
“ Bless my soul !
Mr. Quelch almost g

“Am I to understand, then, that
verer—a schodlboy ¥ he stuttered,
“Exactly, sir. No documents are yet
signed; but the payment of the purchase
monay justified me in giving Lord
Mauleverer immediste possession.”

“Bless my soul !”

Mr. Quelch almost toltered from the
estate agent's office. He walked back to
his hotel like a man in a dream, and
when he arrived there he found Lord
Mauleverer, the millionaire of the

Remove, waiting for him.

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
No Luck for Loder !

ORD MAULEVERER rose re-
spectfully to greet Mr. Quele
n2 he came inte the hot
lounge.

“Waitin’ for sir,” he eaid,
Mr. Qusaloh stared at him.
“Mauleverer ! g

- “1 can do nothin

1—

room

Lord Maule-

camp at Higﬂdﬂdﬂ, and

R e ey

“Won't you sit down, sir?” asked
Mauleverer. “1 want to tilk business,
sir. I've loft the other fellows at the
pictures.” -

“The—the pictures?”

“Fellows must do somethin’, sir, go I
packed them into the pictures o keep
them out of mischief,” Lord Mauleverer
explained. “They're safo there till I
want them. They seem to like it better
than elass, somehow.”

“Bless my soul !” '

Mr. Quelch collapsed. rather than sat,
on o seal. Lord Mauleverer was having
the same effect upon him as u Harry
Wharton & Co.; he had . taken the
Remove master's breath away.,

“I—1 have just heard from M.
Stummer, Mauleverer, that you have
purchased High Oaks, 'll-'il.ﬁ your
guardian's consent !" said Mr, Quelch.

“Yaas, sir.”

“A most extraordinary proceeding,
Muuleverer. I am astonished that your
guardian should allow anything of the
kind."
Y “You see sir&nﬁdﬁzﬂ my pater's will,

can ' of oney .,
if I like,” said Mauleverer, Wﬂm , of
course, I should not act without my
uncle’s consent—rotten bad form i I did,
you see, sir. But nunky has a lot of
faith in my judgment in eome matters.”

“ Apparently he lhas,” stuttered Mr.
Quolch. “May I ask, Muuleverer, what
15 your object in making this extra-
ordinary purchase 7" '

“That's what I'm here to tell you,
sir,” answered Mauleverer. “I've
bnuiht High Oaks to ‘turn’ the.place into
& school.”

“ A—a—a school 1"

“Yaas. I've told them at Courtficld
emporivin to fit the place up—one Form-
is to be ready to-morrow, others
t'“ iﬂ“l:lwy

" Goodness gracious ! said Mr, Queleh
faintly.

"Uhunk!ny‘n Btorecs are supplying the

“"The—the what1*

‘T mean the food, sir. Lots of it. ]
ordered everylhin® I could think of.”

Mr., Quelch gazed at hun,

“We're goin’ there, sir,” went on
Mauleverer. *You see, wn must go
somoewhere, and we're not goin® back to
Greylriars."

“You must go back to Greviriars,
Munuleverer.”

“Not without

“ Mauleverer !’

“We wanl you to come to High Oaks,
sir, and take charge.” ,

“1!" exclaimed Mr, Quelch,

& Tmrl'l

“Bless my soul [

“We're standin' by you, sir, through
thick and thin, and whether you like it
or not,” said Lord Mauleverer cheerfully,
“We wanlk vou to be headmaster and
g;lhr:ln : ﬂll—!’lﬁr combined, at High Oaks

“High Oaks School!” repeated Mr.
Quelch fnintly. It was his own dream,
which the millionaire of the Remove
had realised.

“Exactly, sir!”

“It is quite impossible, Mauleverer,”
Mr. Quelch hardly knew what to say.
of the kind. You
and your Form-fellows belong to Grey-
friars, You are bound to return there.”

“Nothin' of the kind, sir. Now, I put
it to you," said Maulaverer earnestly.
“Here we are, ouf of school on our own,
If you take control, sir, we're ready to

our orders, same as we uted to at
Greylriars, If you refuse, we shall
| hold the fort

y who tries to interfere

our Form master, sir.”

agamst any
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with us. 1t will bo a barring-cut—out-

sulo tl{-::: school. But if you take chargo,

sif——

* Impossible !

" Really, sie—

Mr. Queleh rose to s feek,

*1 eannot do us you ask, Meuleverer.

thank you for your attachmment to me—
vou and tho others. But you belong to
swreyiviars, Dr. Locke has treated me
with the grossest injustice, rs 1 need not
nesitate to say—all Greylriars 13 aware
of the fact, But T cannot, for my part,
act badly tewsrds him. And he would
have a very serious cause of complaint
if I lent my countenance to this rovolt
of a wholo Greyirinrs Form, 1 advise,
ou, too, Mauleverer, to return to school
¢ ance with your Form-fellows.”

Lord Mauleverer shook his head,

“Can't be done, ﬂLr i

“1 urge you, my boy-—-

“ Nothin' doin’, sir. Lord Maule-
verer rose, * Sorry you won't play up,
sir—but we're goin' to High Oaks !

“ But—but—"" stuttered Mr. Quelch.

“1f you chunge yor mind, sir, come
along there.”

“That is impossible.” =t

“A lot of the fellows may be runmin

wild, sir, with no master's oye on them.
Think of that,”
“1 urge you to relum——"
“Courtfield onetwe-three is  the

wiamber, sir—ihe teleplione’s on—if you
caro to ring us up and tell us you're
votmin®.™ -

“Impossible.  You- bad better leave
mie, Maulevercr, I do not wish to give
any colour {o a ‘m&tihle suspicion that I
am & party to these extraordinary pro-
veedings,” said Mr. Quelch,

“Yeory well, sir.”

Lord Muuleverer - left the hotel, leav-
ing Mr. Quelch with his brain almost
in & whirl, His lordship walked to the
Courtfield Picture Palace, where the
Remove rebels were having a rather
better time than they would have had
in the Form-room at Greyfrisrs. Even
Skinner and Snoop were beginning to bo
vather keen on the rebeliion now. They
wera quite willing to enjoy an unacous-
tomed liberty, with someone else to take
the responsibility. )

The early winter dusk had set in, and
ihe lights of the picture palace Raved
and glared acreoss the street. Lord
Mauloeveror paced up and down sedately
while he wailed for the army of juniors
to come out, His lovdship did not care
for pictures himself.

“ Thera's one of the young raseals ™

Lord Mauleverer started, and glanced
round, at the voice of Gerald Loder of
ihe Sixilh. Loder and Carne and
Walker wore coming up the strect to-
gether. 'Thoy surrounded Lord Maule-
veror with a rush, and Loder grasped
liim by the shoulder,

“Where are the others?” demaunded
l.oder,

“Let go my shouldor, please,” said
Lord Mauleverer mildly.

“PTell me where the other young
sooundrels are ! snappod Loder. “Dr,
Locke has =ent us to take you back to
Oreviviars.™

Lovrd Mauleverer ir-rkud lis shouldéer
froe from the prefect's grasp. ;

“Hands of, dear man,” he said
placidly.  “TFor tho present, I don't
belong 1o Grovfriars, sand I don't
recogmisa your authority., As & maetter
af fact, vou'ro not the sort of fellow
I want ‘.u:i;r: scon speakin’ to, Loder—"

“Whati” roared Leder.

“Not the sorl of fellow I want io be
poen speakin’ toV

Lioder gritted his teeth.

“Bring that young scoundrel along.”
he enid, *""That's one, anvhow. We'll
End (he rosl.™.

i1
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“Hands offI" welled his lordship.
* Rescue, Remove™

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!” The Removites
were conung out now, * Here, buck up,
you men! Coming, Mauly,"

Thera was & rush,

“Oh, here they are!” excluimed
Walker. " You checky young sweeps,
we've been sent to take you back—"

“Rats*

“"Go and eat coke”

“1 say, you fellows, roll 'em over!™
yelled Billy Bunter from the rear.

" Rush them " roared Bolsover major.

“Hurrah "

Loder & Co. went spinning beforo the
riush of the Remove. The three Sixth-
Formers wore hefty follows; but thoy
were not much use against twenty
sturdy juniors. They hit out right nnd
left, but in & minute or less thoy went
rolling off the pavement into the road.

“Come and have some more!"™ roared
Bob Cherry, as the three dazed and dizey

proefects picked themselves up out of the
slush.

“1la, ha, ha "

* Better elear, you Sixth-Form men”
advised Lord Mauleverer. “We're not
comin’ back, and we shouldn't care for
your company, anyhow, thanks all the
same,™

“Roll them over!” roared Bolsover.

Loder & Co, promptly backed away.
They had collected all the mud they
wanted, and a little more.

“Good gad! Let's get out of this!”
gasped Walker,

And they gul‘.—f)mrnpll:.'.

A derisive yell from the Remove
orowd followed them as they scuttled
away.

“8oc much for Loder!™ ehuckled Bob
Cherry.

“We're fairly for it now,” said Squiff.
“1 say, wyou

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Moving In!

1 IGH OAKS!”
Wharton.
“Hurrah I”
“Bome place |” grinned Bob

f— — g

snid Harry

Cherry.

“The somefulness ia terrific

The gates of the old manor house stood
wide open. A long drive led up to the
liouse, and rather to the surprise of the
juntors, Ehey saw that many of the
windows were lighted. A broad Hight of
steps led to the front door, and the door
stood open, a lighted hall boyond: and
in the doorway was an ancient gentle
man whom the iuniurﬁ guessed Lo the
caretaker—and (rom that ancient gentle-
man’s manner, it was cloar that he had
heard that High Oaks had hbeen pur-
chaspd by a mobleman, and that the
nobléeman was connng to lake possession
that day. A crowd of the juniors came
up the steps, while Lord Mauleverer wes
paying off the cabs,

“My lord—" hﬂgln the ecaretaker,
addressing Harry Wharton with deep

Wharton smiled,

“I"'m not Lord Mauleverer,” he said.

"Borry, sir! My lord—" said the
caretaker, addressing Frank Nugent,

Nugent chuckled.

“Not guilty,” he answered.

“"Ha, ha, ha!”

“1Is hie lordship hiere®™ askod the care-
taker. “Mr. Stummer tolephoned that
he would be coming——"

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! Rell
Mauly ! roared Bob.

“Yaas, Comin', dear man.”

Lord Mauleverer came up ihe sieps,
The caretaker’s deep respect wes transs
ferred to him at once,

c(Continued on next page.)

1IJ

up,

—F
fellows——"
“8hut up, Bun-
ter.” :
“*1 say, what

'Gct the |\\
arecamni

about tea——"

“Tea at the bun-
shop, if you men are
ready,” said Lord
Muauloverer. “ Then
we'll get all the
taxicabs from the
station and start for
High Oaks.”

id m\'ﬂlﬂ

It was a very
hilarious erowd that
tea'd at the bun-
shop. Billy Bunter's
fat face was shining,
Rebeollion—so far,
at least—agreed
with the Owl of the
Remove amazingly.
After ten, the
Remove army
walked along to the
railway Etation,
where thero was a
oab rank. Every
taxi on the stand
wns cugaged by
Lord Mauleverer,
and they started in
a procession through
the High Btreet—
mnd the Courtfield
folk stared and
grinned ot the
prm:ﬁﬁiﬂn, as the
untors waved their
in ats and cheered.
Then they buzsed
on out of the town
imto the winter

iy
Glasses of English

full cream milk

dusk and headeéd for
High Oaks,
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“ Welosme, my lord! Glad to see your
lordship ‘ere, my lord. Name of
Juggins, my Iorcf { Caretaker, sir—I
moean, my lord. Mr. Stummer tele-
phoned, my lord, that your lordshi
would be here this afternoon, my lord,
and I've got everything ready for your
lordship, my lord. The furniture vans
have been here, 'my lord, and your lord-
nhip'u-iurnimrin Iﬁ; been delivered, my
lord. 1f yvour lordship——"

“Oh gad " ejaculated  Lord
Mauleverer. _ 3

It was clear that Mr. Juggins dearly
loved a lord. -No doubt he had been
surprised to hear from the estute agent
that & schoolboy had bought High Onks:
and no doubt he considered that such a
n&lm[boﬁnwu worth buttering o little.
A schoolboy who could command such a
sum as seyen thousand pounds was likely
to be good for verﬁ handsome. tips.

“Is your lordship staying here to-
niﬁht?" asked Juggins.

Yaas" }

“ And vour lordship's friends?"

“Yans." I

Mr. J::ln:ms could not help being
astonished. Being a Jocal resident, he
knew that the juniors belonged to Grey-
friars, and how they came to be seeking
new quarters unsccompanied by
masters, was a &e&p mystery to him.

“Very good, my lord!" he Emd-
" rl:ud, it's rather lucky there's a

caretaker here,” Lord Mauleverer re-
marked. “Place might have
dam a7

P—-—-
“It might,” grinned Jobnny Ball

“In fact, 1 fancy it is,” said Harry
Wharton. “It liasn't been lived in for
a long time.” .

“1 say, you fellows, if we cateh
ocold——

“8hut up, Bunter.” _

“Oh, really, Cherry—" ;

“We can camp out somewhere,” said
Tord Mauleverer cheerily. “1 believe
I ordered a lot of blankets and things
at Chunkiey’'s—and bedstoads, too, 1
believe, and a lot of things. We can
cumE*nH right.”

“y g “iﬂ ]ﬁ‘ﬁi lord,”

“1've got some fires hghted, m
esid Mr, Juggins, “But if your lordship
would like in the other rooms——

& ‘?"“il .

“1 will order more coal, my lord—"

“"Yaas." ;

“How much, my lord 1"

']

“Eh? Blessed if I know,” said
Mauleverse. "“"Don’t you know, Mr.
Juggins 1"

'rghl“ B Mr. Juggine. " Yes,
my lord. your lordship brought

your lordship’s servants?

“Begud! I pever thought of that!”
ejaculated Lord Mauleveror, in dismay,
“We shall want a housedame, and house-
maids and things, and a porter and
gardeners, and all sorts of things.”

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“Look here, Buggins—did you say
vour name was Bupgins ™

“Juggins, my Inﬂ:t”

“Yaas, Juggins—look hore, Ju ins,
you look an intelligent sort of a bloke,’
said Mauleverer,

“Thank you, my lord.”

“1 suppose you can scnd for what's
wanted,” said Mauleverer. “Get in sany
sort of help you can, see, and sct 'em
going—what " .

“Yes, my lord!" gasped Juggins,

The jumors were spreading over the
house, exploring it with groat interest.
_ High Onks was an extensive place, and
it had been kept pretty well aired, which
was fortunate in the circnmstances.

In _the hsll and several of the rooms,
big fires already blazed, diffusing a wel-
come warmth, and the hcuse blazed with
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Furnifure from tho
Courtfield Emporium, stacks of pro-
visions from Chuukley's 8tores, were
piled in the great hall,

What sort of s staff Mr Juggins was
likely to gel in to help, the juniors
did not know; bul they were quite able
to help themselves.

Harry Wharton gave directions, and
the juniors turned to with a will, to
prepare the big house for habitation,

unter and Skinner and Snoop and
one or two other slackers were promptly
ru;:r.ndnd up and set to work with the
reaL.

Many hands made light work,

Firewood aud coals were carried iuto
the various rooms, fires started in every

ate in the heouse, bedsteads set up,

ding sorted out,

Many things that were needed had
been overlooked by Lord Mauleverer
but to muke up for this he bad ordere
great guantitios of articles that were

electric light.

not likely to be wanted at all

Deficiencies were ecasily made up,
however, for the shopdi were not yet
closod in Courtfiold, and Lord Maule-
verer was posted at the telephono.

Every shopkeeper in 'Courtfield was
only too glad to promise prompt de-
livery of Eﬁq-dﬁ ordered by his lord-
ship from High Ouaks, -

U‘F the drive came a constant stream
of deliveries, :

Fellows who found out what things
wore wanted would put their heads inlo
the telephone cabinet and shout :

(1 M.. ?I“

“Yans "

[L] Hﬁ luwﬁ_ll.ll‘

“Oh, gad! Lucky you found that
out, old bean. Whero do you order

towels? Grocer?”

“No, you ass! Try Chunkley's—ihey
sell everything.”

.u*fI (1}

And Lord Mauleveror rang up Chunk-
ley's to order towels, und ordered a

‘dozen; and on second thoughts, realis-

ing that a dozen would mol go round,
h: made it twelve dozen.

“Mauly 1 .

“Yaas?"

“No soap " )

“Oh gad!* Did I forget soap! Might
be Bunter runuin' the show ab this
rate,”

“Oh, really, Mauly——"

“No crockery !" roared Squiff.

[T Dh ‘d '!-I'l'

Aund Lord Mauleverer rang up Chunk-
ley's once more, and ordered soap and
crockery-ware in wild and reckless
guantities. _

The exchange was kept busy with the
High Oaks telephone for quite a long
time, Delivery wvans trod on ono
another's heels, so to iP‘ill_-k, for hours,
grinding up the drive. The Courtheld
shops were doing an unaccustomed
trade that day, aad had the Courtficld
tradesmen kvown anything about the
Remove rebellion, no doubt tliey would
have approved of it highly.

What was going on al Greyfriars,
what the school was thinking, what the
Head might bo thinking, the Removites
neither knew nor cared-—Llhey were too
busy to think about thal aspect ol the
matter.

1t was a busy evening at ITigh Ouks,

time was rather later than al
(zreyfriars. At present the Roemove was
rather in tho sialo of the Israelites of
anciont timgs, when there was no king
in Israel, and overy man did whe! was
right in his own eves, Before going to
bed, .Lord Mauleveror rang wup the
Courtlicld Hotel, and a for Mr.
&ualch. The Romove master came to

e telephone.

. dented state of affairs. From W

“ Mauleverer speakin’, sir,” said his
lordshi

& wu t!ll

“We're here, sir,”

".W*i]ﬂrﬂ!‘ll

“High Oaks—I mean, High Oaks
School, sir,” said Mauly, * Everythin®

is 0.K., and we're gettin’ on fine. Al
we wanlt is a schoolmaster."

" Bless my soul !

I've had a room fitted up for you,
sir, and & study, and all that. Al
ready if you care to comnc over and
take conirol.”

‘' Impossible, Mauleverer.”

“I'm afrsid the fellows will got into
rather slackin' ways, sir, if you don't
come and take us in hand.”

“1 advise you to return o Grey-
[rll.rl.." -

“ Not unless vou do, sir.™

“ Nonsense, Mauloverer.”

“Thank you, sir,” said his lordship

imperturbably. * Good-night, sir !
‘?ﬁlm my soul ! ﬂnudlﬁlhight 4
And Mauleverer rang off,

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Wingate is Called In !
e MAZING !" said Mr. re
“8Bhocking !"" wsa Eltppilr

Hacker.
“Beandalous | boomed Mr,
Proul. :

Musters' Common-room sl Greylriars
had plenty to say.- .

So had all the school, for that matter.

Greyfriars had turned out in the
worning at the clang of the rising-bell,
with & whole Form missing.
X HE: I-l mnﬁ of 'llall::ln'i’ Lnt;:r anur;h wn;
'; ound within en nin
hrﬁdlh mﬁiﬂ?m fll;iilrl ¥ i

] ' gasped over il

It was undnuhuzly 8 _most unprooe-
L ingalte,
the captain of the school, down to the
smallest and inkiest lﬁm the Second
Form, all discussed it breathlessly, and
wondered what would coms of it,

The staff were inexpressibly shocked.

They sym ised with Mr. Quelch in
his : ; they regarded Head
as having acted, for once, in a high-

handed and tyrannical manner. ut
the rebellion of the Lower Fourth was
utterly inexcusable, in the eyes of those
in authority,

Other nﬁm saw Lhe mailer differently.
O¢her fellows rather envied the Re-
movites their freedowm. All the fags, at
}ﬁl;la sgreed that it was no end of a
ark.

Everybody wondered what the Head
would do, whoen he would do it, and
why he bado't done it already,

Obviously, as Coker of the Fifth
pointed out, the Head couldn't take
this Irlgp down. He couldn’t allow a
whole Form to be missing from the
muster-roll of Groyfriars. He had to do
mtnﬂthmf.

He couldn't let juniors dictate to him
was agreod on al He was nol
at all likely to reinstale Mr. Quelch. It
was not at all certain that the proud
and offended Romove masier would
come back, even if Dr. Locke wanted
him to do so. And the Remove had
declared that they would not come back
without their Form master,

“Nice goings hon!1” Gosling =aid te
Mr. Mimble, the gardener. “Wal 1
says is this 'ero, nice goings hon !

And Mr. Mimble could only agres
that the goings-on were exiraordinary.

“The Hoad's bound to fetch the youn
asses back !" Hobson of the Shell tol
Hoskins of the same Form. “They'll
be brought in and flogged! Young
duffers, you know—just checky fags.”
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‘“Keep that poker away!' shrieked & .
Walker, as Mauleverer returned to the '
scene with a red-hot poker in his ha_;'.ltll:l |

#
poker was enoug
He jumped back from the
(See Chapter 14.)

“]1—I—I—J1'll—yarooch ! *
merest touch of the
lor Walker.

window in a hurry.

“ Just thet !” agreed Hoakins,

“Only why don't the Head make a
move I asked Btewart of the Shell.

“Gioodness knows,™

“The prefeets were sent after them

n

* Loder
and bad-

vesterday,” remarked Hoskins,
looked awfully wuddy
tempored when he came in,”

“Must have handled him,"
Stewart,

S8piff from James Hobson.

“They wouldn't handle me, if T were
B prefect!” he said. “I'd jolly well
bring "em up with a round turn.®

8o perhups it was Jortunate for the
rebel Removites that Hobson of the
Shell was not a prefect.

After class that morning & good many
fellows got out of gates to look for the
migsing Hemaovites,

They returned without
anything of them.

The Remove were not in Friardale,
and they were not in Courtficld, and
nobody knew where they were. Only
a good many fellows had learned thsat
Alr, Quelch, instead of shaking the dust
of the vicinity from his feet, was stay-
ing on ie the neighbourhood. Potler of
the Filth had seen bim walking in the
High Btrcet; Gwynne of the Sixth had
met hun on the Courtfield road,
a] parently taking a8 walk; two or three
fellows had ghmpsed bim at the
windows of the hotcl. The news spread
fust that Quelehy had a hand in the
extraordinury proceedings of his Form.

“Is Quelchy at the bottom of it?"”
asked Coker of the Fifth, addressing
Potter and Greene.

“Bosh 1" suid Potter,

“Looks like it to me,” soid Coker,
“What's he hanging on in Courtficld
for if he hasn't a hand in this game?"

said

having seen

“Ring him up and ask han” sug-
gested UGreeno,
“Don't be a silly ass, Greene! Thas

siole of affuirs onght to be ||I-':H.1ght Lo
un ond," said Coker, frovning. “ We
kicking

shall have all the other fags
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over the traces I ithe Hemove are
wllowed to act the goat in this way,
The Head ought to put his foot down.”

“Tell him wno," suggested Greene,
with & wink at Potter.

“I've thought of that—"

“Oh, my hat!"

“ But vou never know how thesps Lhead-
masters will take a tip,” said Coker dis-
paragingly. “Old fossils, yon know—
might cut up rusty!”

Potter and Greene thought it highly
probable that the Head might cot up
rusty if Coker offered him advice. For-
tunately, Coker didn't.

In the Sixth Form-room that dey the
senjors eyed the Head very curionsly,
But his face was imp-l_-netl.'ubf-,

What he was going to do was still
unknoyn, though all Greyiriars was
burning to know it, Obviously the pre-
sent amazing state of affairs could not
be allowed to coptinue. 1 the Head
thouvght that the Remove would repent
of their folly and return to the school
he was certain to be disappointed. No
fellow who got out of classes was likely
to return to them if he could help it, as
Temple of the Fourth pointed ont in the
Rag. If the Remove weren't hicked for
their clieek they would not get less
cheeky, they would go on geiting
cheekier and cheekier., That was Cecil
Reginald Temple’'s opinon—and the
Fourth agreed that the words of Cesil
Reginald were words of wisdom.

“Serandalous "' Mr. Prout =saud at {ea-

time in Masters’ Common-room, k-
ing that remark for at loast (he
twentieth  time, “What would the

gavernors think?"
“What, indeed?” sad Mr. Capper,
“This cannot go on!”
“lt cannot | agreed Mr., Hacker.
“Sooner or later,” s=aid Mr. Prout,
"“it will reach the ears of tha governors
of the school, and they will mtorvenoe,™
“A very pmnful position for Ly,
Locke,” said Mr. Hacker, rabbiug s
handz=—* very pamnful, indeed!”

- —

AT A

.
-

7

“The hoys' parents should be com-
municated with,” =aid Myr. Prout.
*That would solve the difficalty.”

There was a general sinile in Mastors’
Cammon-room,

“Dr. Locke will be slow to take such
a step,” remarked Mr. Wiggine “It
would be tantamount to a confession to
the boys' parents that he is unable to
maintamm his authority."

“Which is the absolute truth, as the
matter stands ! boomued Mr, Prout.

“ Undonbtedly."

“Butl the Hoad will not advertise (he
[uet,”” said Mr. Hacker.

The Common-room wondered what the
hoadmaster would do, but they did not
wonder r.:.'nq-mi.lmtit:nliy, Thoey reswented
the high-handed dismissal of one of
their number, which they regardod as o
humilistion of the whole staff. They
were rather disposed to draw & grm
enjoyment from the difficultios which
had accrned froem that high-handed
action,

Where the Remove might possibly be
was & deeply interesting mystory at
Greyfriars. They could not have scat-
tered to their various homes, that was
quite certain. Parents and guardians
would hardly have svinpathised with a
sehool rehéllion; the rebels would have
beon sent back, in most cases ot least.
But if they hadn't gone home, whera
werae they?

It was mmpossible for 8  numerous
Form 1o vanish into thin air, but it
renlly looked as if the Greylriars Re-
move had done so.

Some fellows, however, noled that tha
hoadmnsler's telephone was ringing a
gool deal that u.iu"l.‘. Na doubt the _I ahdl
wad eking inguiries alter the missing
Remavites in lis own  way, without
allowing the motter to interfere with
hig nsnal duties. And there was a thrill
through the school when it beeame
known after dlase that the Head had
sont for Wingate of the Sixth, He was

T MaGreT Lizspany.—No, 1,044,
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atting down to business at last, in the
Epfninﬁ of all the fellows—and Coker of
the Fifth romarked severely thal it was
shout time he did, The whole school
would huve been glad to hony that an-
terviow between the captain of Grey-
frinrs and the headmaster. But they
could guess, anyhow, that the Head had
learned the whereabouts of the missin
Remove, and was calling on the Bixth
Form prefect to round them up.

Wingate was in a rathor curious and
expectant mood when he stepped into
the Head's study. He found Dr. Locke
as calm and grave as usual, showing no
sign whatever of disturbance, There
was no doubt at all that the Hoead must
have felt the matier very doeply, bul
he had sufficient solfcommand to keep
up an unmoved and dignified calmness
i looks st least. »¥ =

“Al, Wingate, come in!” said the
Head quietly,  “You are probabl
awnre, Wingate, that the Lower Fourt
Form have absented themselves from
the school without leave."

“Yes, sir,"” pgasped Wingate. Ile
could scarcely have fniled to be aware
of it, ns ull Greyfriars bhad discussed
nothing ¢lse all day long. But it was
the Head's cue to treat the amazing
affnir as o mere incident.

“T lenrn that they have lodged themn-
selves in a ansion between Groylriars
Hld Courtfield, Wingate," the

“Indeed, sic?”

“A munsion called High Oaks
Doubtless you have heard of 1"
“Yeu, sir; I've it o fow times,
said Wingate. *1 thought it was an

empty house, and up for sale.”

“The juniors seem to have obtained

cesession of it somehow,"” said Dr.

wooke.  “Possibly by permission, pos-

sibly by impudent trespass. At all
events, they are there now., I desire
these bovs to be brought back to school,
Wingate.”

“Yes, sir."

“You will take ns many of the other
prefects as you devm necessary, and pro-
cectl to High Onks, and feteh the boys
back,” said the Head

“"Yery well, siv.” '

Wingate hesitated, though the Head's
manner was 8 dismissal,

Dr. Locke glanced at him.

“That is all, Wingate." ]

o Elltl'[ sir—"" stammored Wingate,

i "E 11'

“It—it's possible, sir, that they mar
refuse 1o return—"'

Dr. Locke's brows coniracted.

“If the juniors should be so ill-
advised as to resist the authority of the
prefects, Wingate, you will use force—
any force that may be needed.”

“Oh! Yory w:-ff_. sir!"

And George Wingate left the stud
nnd wemt to gather %:ia forces, nol feel-
ing uearly so assured as the Head that
he would Le able to bring the rebel
Hemovites back to Greyfrinrs with him,

ﬂq-

e E——

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
The Enemy In Sight !
o F SAY, vou fellows, this s prime!”
::Hulr, bhenr I

The primefulnese is terrific!™
“Auybody want to
class!" sang out Skinner.
was growing rather
lron now.
“Ha, ha, ha!"
“No prep last night, no construe this
morning ! 't!hur-l.:lalf Hazeldene, * We're
dumﬁ_ all right|"
“Hight ns rain!"
THE MacreEr LIiBRARY.—No, 1,044,

go into
Even Skinner
keen on tho rebel-

SEEN THIS WEEK'S BUMPER NUMBER OF THE “'POPULAR"?

"It would have been maths {o-day
with Lascolles,” went on Hazel, *“ Any-
body keen on muths 7

i . hn‘ hﬂI"

A gigautic fire blazed in the wide
old hearth in the onk-pancilied hall of
High Oaks. The hall was long and wide
apd high, and there was almost room
for & Form to lose themsclves in it,
The fire was piled with conl and logs.
The weather was cold—very cold. Bub
motor-vans had landed stores of fuel,
and it was going up in smoke at & great
rale. Large as the mansion was, it was
well warmed Trow end Lo end and side
to side; and in the vast dining-room a
perpotual sproad was in progress.

wwery imagmablo sort of provisions
bhad been ordered in huge quantities,
and fellows helped thomselves.  The
amount of washing-up that was required
wiis alrondy enormons, and all the more
enorinons  beeauss little or none had
been done so far. Bolsover major had
proposed to make Bunter gencral
washor-up, and, in spite of the Owl's
breathless indignation, would ecertainly
have done so had he in authority.
But bullying was barred, and the Owl
of the Hemove had & narrow escape of
‘_u-tting an hefty job that no one would

wmve envied him,

In the wintry afternoon s ecrowd of

fellows had gothered round the large -

fireplace in the old hall—Bunter with a
cake under his arm, from which he
helped himseli in Jarge chunks.

At waz no wonder that Bunter con-
sidered the situation *prime." No
lessone made the affair a success, any-
how, in Bunter’s estimation. Unlimited
fuck made it o glorious success. Lord
Mauleverer was ready to telephone for
anything that anybody suggested; the
Courtfield tradespeople were more than
ready to deliver the goods promptly.
And so the a.quI:- of uwrggin'g was
unlimited. Williamn George Bunter was
having the time of his S0 were
many other fellows,

Harry Wharton was a little thought-
ful. Tt was not his idea at all to estab-
lish a sort of lnzy lubberland at High

ife,

Oaks, though that was rather how it -

had worked out so far. He was not
keen on classes, but he knoew that classes
were a necessity; that slscking could
not be a permanent institution, even if
he wanted it, and though a day or two
of idleness mattered little, too much of
it would not do at all. Dodging work
was not a reason for the rebellion. It
was & renson why the rebellion
should be put down, as the more
thoughtful fellows know, Wharten had
hoped, indeed expoested, that My,
Quelch would take control. Mr. Quelch
had most definitely refused to take con-
trol, and that left the robels rather at
n loose end. s

To keep up a rebellion on lines of
laziness and slacking would not do at
all; it might do for Bunter and Skinner
and such follows, but it was not in the
Famous Five's programme. But how to
institute classes without a master was

sprawli

a bit of a problem.
aco.
ol with Trie Sande

Lord aulevorer
fully in o deep a
behind his _head, was thinking, too.
Thinking was not much in his lazy lord-
ship's line; but Mauly had been coming
out in the most unu:lfwhd ways of
late. Now he was thinking.

“Prime!" repeated Bunter. “I say,
you fellows, what about keeping thiz up
for the rest of the term ™™ '

“Hear, hear!"

“Right on to the Easter hols,” said
Buntor ugurlly. “Fancy cutting classos
all the time!

“Good egg, if we can do it!” grinned
Ekinner,

“The Head will be after us soon,™

smarked Snoop,  “Btill, we can bar
i out of this house. It's Mauly's

properiy.”

“Yes, rather!"

“The ratherfulnoss is terrific,”

Lord Mauleverer sat up,

“You mon——" he began.

“Henr, hear! Go  it, Mauly!"
chorused the juniors, Mauleveror's
loadorship was admitted on all sides
now; the Famous Five were proud to
be his lioutenants. Certainly po other
follow in the Remove conuld have done

what Muuluve_relr had done, There was
only one¢ milliopaire in the Lower
Fourth.

“I've been thinkin',” said Maulevorer
modostly,

“Ii-l, hi. h‘-lﬂ‘

“Hurt your brain-box"
Skituer sywpathetically.

“"You shouldn't do these things too
suddenly, Mauly,” grinned Peter ﬁndd.
“B[F" it by ém"

I ans, Il;!d bean," said .I'.-urld HﬂIE-
verer. ' You see, you men, I've been
thinkin' it out. “’: haven't come u
here to slack.” ¥

IIEhT‘I:!

:'E:’hl”rl':

‘We're backin® up old Quelchy. We
want him_ to take ge, hul-ril he
won't, we'll advertise in the *Daily
E‘ll'l." for a schoolmaster, or some-

In . "

“0Oh, my hat!"

“Ha, ha, ha!"

The juniors shrieked.

“One of those small advertisements,
you know," gur?‘l:,l Bkinner, *‘Behool-
master wanted 8 Form who have

sacked their headmaster. Pound & woeek
and all found.”

1igl-{§lll h. !II

“0Or thore's & regist
field,” said HIIIIE'I‘I!T'IIH “Parliaps they
get you schoolmasters and things." [
“Order one from Chunkley's Stores!”

st tod ff.

!'El hu.B‘LTI"

“Woll, somethin' will have to be done,
ou know,” said Mauleverer. “If we

on slackin' we' in'
imns in" we're puttin® ourselves

g
“Rot!" said Bunter. _
“You don't agree with me, Bunter,
dear man?"
“Nao fear!”
“Then I'm sure I'm right. We'll give
nlu!ir t;mu to th:ni::. it ur::, and if he
n't piay up, we've to a
schoolmaster from somewhere, -nﬁlu
give oursolves lessons," said Lord Maule-
varer. “Can’t spond the time slackin'
about like n lot of frowsy work-shys.”
Grinning glances were turned on his
lordship. :ullr. sprawling in the arm-
chair, and looking as if he felt too lazy
to live, did not ssem exactly the fellow
to give lectures on slacking. But his
k’tﬂghlﬂ was in earnest,
“1 loathe eclasses as much ou
“More, in Taot iul:
We're standin® up for a

men." he said.
right's right.

principle, and we're goin' to play the
game. DBesides, we shall have to ex-
plain to our people later. We can’t tell
them we cleared out of school and
wasted our time. Of course,” ndded bis
lordship cautiously, *‘there’s no hurry.
We won't begin to-day—"

“Rather not!" griune,l Skinner.

“Or to-morrow——"'

“Hoar, hoar!”

“Or the day after,"” said Mauleverer.
“But after that—some time after that,
you know——""

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! Here's Juggins,”
said Chorry.

Mr. Juggins insinuated himself in.
Mr. Juggins, like the Remove fellows,
wis having the time of his life. TLord
Mauleverer gave him earte blanche, and

inquired

office in Courl-
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Mr. Jugging had never seen s0 many
currency noles before as he handled
now. Mr. Juggins was staying on as

rter and several olber t.hinﬁn, and he
ad provided a brother who was a
gardener, and a cousin who was an
under-gardener, and an aunt who was
a cook, and a nephew who was a page,
and all these relatives of Juggins' were
now on their way to High Oaks, and
Mr. Juggins was in communication with
other relatives and friends, either keen
on - providing Lord Msuleverer with
ample servico, or else generously de-
sirous of letting the whole clan of
Juggine into & share of the plunder.
Wages had been arranged on a very
generous scale—a scale that was likely
to attract all the Jugginses to High
Oaks that Mr., Juggins could get in
touch with,

“My lord—" _

“Just the man I want tp sce,” said
Lord Mauleverer genially. **You're an
awf'ly usaful mean, Juggins.”

“Thank you, my lord. 1 was going to
mention that 1 bad another nephew
who would be 'pmud and glad to serve
your lordship.’

“Bring him along, Juggins.”
“Yes, my lord, thank you, my lord "

“Do you happen to have a relation
who is a schoolmaster, Juggins?” in-
quired Lord Mauleverer,

IlE’h!ﬂ

“I'm in want of a schoolmaster,” ox-
plained Lord Mauleverer. ' You've such
a lot of relations, Juggins, and they're
all so jolly useful, I thought you might
have a schoolmaster lmnnﬁ them. "

r. JUg

“Oh, my eve!" gaspod ﬂm]
aule

“Well,
verer.

“Nunno, my lord, There ain't any
schoolmasters in my family,” stuttered
Mr. Juggins,

= d! That's rather a pity,” said
his lordship. " If you happen to remem-
ber an uneTn or samethin® that's a school-
master, bring him along."

“Yes, my lord!" gasped Mr. Juggins.

“1 say, you fellows, there's Wingate!"
velled Billy Bunter, who was blinking
out of one of the high ball windows,
“Wingate and a lot of the Sixth."

“Oh, my hat!"

“Lock tha door 1"

“All hands on deck to
boarderz !" roared Bob Cherry.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Buck up, Mauly!" exclaimed Harry
Wharton. *“¥ou're loader, you know.”’

“Yanst!"

Lord Mauleverer reluctantly delached
himsalf from the armchair,

'Juggins "

“Yes, my lord.”

“"Do wou know how to hendle a
garden-hose 1"

“Certainly, my lord.” -

“Go and fix it up, then, Jugging, if
you'll be so good, as near to the front
door as you can."

“Yes, my lord.”

Jugging hurried away, and Maule-
vorer stepped to & window., Up the
drive from the gates came Wingate of
the Sixth, with a dozen stalwart men
of the Bixth Form of Greyiriars, and
every one of them had an ashplant
under his arm.

“Looks as if they mean busingss,”
remarked Bob Cherry.

“Yaas. So do we.”

“What-ho !*

“All you men get hold of somethin’,"”
said Lord Mauleverer. “If they use
their ashplants, we can use pokérs and

ave you?" asked Lord

repel

The enemy were at the door.

-

cheers

nekled shut off the water.

“ Golng 1 Bob Cherry. * Going—going—gone !” * Ha, ha, ha ! "

erowd of Sixth-Formers nthoy
“ Hurrah ! **

for us!* “Hip.hl.p,hmhl"

(See Chapter 14.)

A roar of cheering followed the dr
retraced their steps. Mr.J
roared Bob Cherry. **
THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
Holding the Fort!
INGATE of the Sixth knocked
W loudly on the door. .
Behind him, the Bixth.
Formers were arrayed on the
broad steps.

There were a dosen of the hefty
seniors, and most of them were fully
convinoed that there would be little
difficulty in bandling the rebels of the
Lower g:hoal. In fact, they rather ex-
pected their mere appearance to terrify
the Remove nto submission. e of
the Removites, undoubtedly, were nob
keen on trouble with the Bixth. Bonter
and Skinner and Snoop had already

vanitshed nto remote corners of the
house.
Enock! Knock!

“Hzsallo, old bean 1"

Lord Mauleverer leaned from an open
window that flanked the great door, and
hailed Wingate cheerily.

The captain of Greyfriars ceased to
knock at the door, and turned, to fix his
eyes on Mauleverer,

“Oh! You're here!” he said grimly.

*Yaas.”

“You're to come back to Grerfriars
at once.”

“Can't ba done.” el Y

“We're here to fetch you,"” said Win-
gate.

“We don't want to be [etched,” ex-
plained Lord Mauleverer,

- the door.” ;

Lord Mauleverer shook his head. .

“We're standin’ up for Mr, Quelch,
he explained. -

“Don’t be a young assl”

"Well, don't be an old ass 1" suggested
Lord Mauleverer i:lmidl;f. “The  fsct
15, wa're not comin’." -

“No fear 1" bawled Bolsover major.

Wingate sot his lips. .

“The Head has sent us to fetch yon
kids back to school,” he said. *If you
don't let us in we shall force an
entrance, and some of g:: may get hurt.
I advise you to come back quietly.”

“Many thanks, old bean, but wo're
not askin’ advice of the Sixth at present.
Take n message back to the Head
instead. Tell him that we'll relurn to
Greyfriars when our Form master re-
turps. Nat before.” =

“That doesn’t concern you juniors.”

THE MacNET LiBRARY.—No. 1,044



22 LONG GOUMPLETE STORIES OF HARRY WHARTON & CO. EVERY WEEK!

“ Vour mistake, old bean. It does.”

“Oh, don't jaw to the cheeky young
seoundrels 1 oxolnimoed Loder. * Let's
get at them! A thundering good hiding

all round is what they went!”

“That's cheek, ]..m:'ier 1" said Lord
Mauleverer,

“What?" roared Loder.

“Cheek !" }

“Open that door, you young rascal!”

“Rats " :

“Look here, you kids—" exclaimed
Wingate.

“Allow me to point out that you're
trespassin’,” said Lord Mauleverer
politely, “I1f you care to come in to
tea peaceably you're welcome. But il
vou're here to kick up a shindy, Win
gate, 1 ordor you off my premises.”

“Your premises!” ejaculated Win-
pate, staring at him.

[ ] "i'anh‘:ll

“What do you mean, you young
idiot 7" demanded Gwynne of the Sixth.

* Exactly what I say, you old idiot ™

“Ha, ha, ha 1™

“This house belongs to Mauleverer,”
Harry Wharton explained, from the
window. * He bought it yestorday,”

“ Bub-bub-bought it?" stuttered Win-

ale.
€ “Yes: and you're trespessing on his
property ! chuckled Bob Cherry. “ You
could be run in if Mauly telephoued for
the police.” i

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared the Removites.

“1 don't want to be inlmpitnhtn."
said Lord Mauleverer calmly. *T'll ask
vou all in to tea if you'll promise to be
good boys."

“Hn, B, ha 1"

“But we're not takin' any Sixth Form
swank at present, Go back and give the
Head my messago an’ save trolible.”

Wingate drew a dea? breath.

“Will you lot us in?™ he demanded.

"“No fear|™

“PBung in & window, then !™ exelaimed
Loder impatiently. “ We've got to get
hold of the young scoundrels |

“Come on !" roared Bolsover major.

“THE SCHOOL
That's the astonishin

, state ol affairs at Hig
Oaks—the stronghold of
the Remove Rebels,
No Form work !
No impositions | :
Ne lickings ! :
Everything  in  the i ¥
ﬁirden 18 !iluvely—m the j&
cbels fondly ‘imagine
But they're booked .for
a great surprise.” Lord |
Mauleverer, a slacker him
sell, is the _ﬁrit to propose §
and to insmst that lessons f
should proceed at High |
Oaks just as if the Remove
had never left Greylriars.
What's more, Mauly B
backs up his command
with impots and lickings !
. Be sure and read—

“THE SCHOOL WITH-|'Y
- OUT A MASTER!" |

By Frank Richards

next Saturday's screaming- |

ly-tunny story of 'Harry

harton & Co. It you
miss it, you will have 5
missed the treat of your
Jives |

ORDER EARLY!

WITHOUT A MASTER!”

Wingate and his men moved along to
the window whero the juniors stood. It
was & large window, and it was open,
and there was ample room for the
soniors to enter if they were not stopped.
Judging by the looks of the crowd of
Removites within, however, they were
likely to bo stopped,

“You kids will be to blame if you
got hurt,” said Wingate grimly,

“The burtfulness is likely to be a boot
onn the other leg, my esteemed idiotio

Wingate,” chuckled Hurree Jamset
Ram Singh. :
“Come on, vou fellows!" eaid the

wreviriars captain.

And he strode at the window and put
n knoos on the low sill to clamber in.
Bolsover major gripped a large bath
broom.

“Btand clear, you men!"

“Go it1™
Bolsover major charged with .the
broomm. - The rough head of it smote

Wingate on the chest and fairly hurled
him away from the window, There
was a roar of laughter from the Re-
movites as the Greyfriars captain went
sprawling. Loder grasped the broom
before Dolsover major could jerk it
back, and tore it away. He shoved tt
viciously at the juniors lining the
window, and thoy backed, and s.;l_.oder
flung himself in headlong.

_Bat it was only for a second that the
juniors backed. Loder was bnly half-
way in when they closed on him.

Many hands grasped Loder, and he
was dragged tly in, and half a dozen
juniors sat on him, Bolsover®major sat
on his chest, and Ogilvy on his head
and Loder roared and struggled, an
struggled and roared, but he did both
in vain, His struggles were futile, and
his roars were unheeded. Peotor Todd
rushed up with a jar of jam, fresh from
Chunkley's Stores, and Loder's roaring
changed to suffocated gurgling ss the
am was splashed over his face and into
is mouth and nose and ears. 3

The rest of the scniors were coming

- Walker.

on, however, and tho Famous Five, at
the window, had plenty to do. There
was oxcitement and hot bleod on both
silles, now, and .. looked as if some
damags was likely to be dona. Two
or three of the seniors sprawled under
the window, gasping, but the rest were
forcing & way in, hatting out recklessly,
Then Lord Mauleverer, who had hur
ried back to the fireplace, roturned to
the scene with a poker in his hand, of
which the snd glowed rei-hot.

' “Borry, dear men,” he said Fheidij.
{:II Lu"rued you—and there's still time to
unk.

“Keep that poker away!" shrieked
Walker. “I—-I-—-I'll %&rnﬂth"
The morest touch of the poker was

enough for Walker. He rolled back
out of the window in a frantic hurry. -

“Mind if I tap your nose with this,
Carne?" asked TLord Mauleverer
politely,

Judging by the haste with which
Carno of the Bixth bounded away, he
did mind,

“You, Gwynne—"

Gwynne of the Sixth jumped back.

The attack had ceased quite suddenly,
A roar of defiance from Lhe Removites
followed the discomfited seniors as they
retreated.

“Yah! Go home!"

“Down with the Sixth!"

“Ha, ha, ha!"

Lord Mauleverer leaned from the win.
dow over the low siil, poker in hand.
The seniors within reach of a lunge
backed bastily off, glaring at the school-
boy earl as if thoy would have like
to eal him. There was no doubt that
Mauly was developing grest qualities of
eadership, -

“"Now, you Sixth Form men are
warned off 1" he said. “T order you lo
clear off my premises at once!"

“You young villain!" gssped Win-
gate,

“1 take that as an answer in the
negative,” said Lord Mauleverer,
“Sorry, but I can't allow you Sixth
Form men to t 5 0N my premiges
and kick up a shindy at my front door,

lefginn!"
ugginsg had the garden hose fixed,
And was standing with it, staring’® at
the amazing scene with eyes that nearly
bulged from his head in his astonish-
ment. What 1§ moant, and what it
was all about, Juggins did not know:
indeed, Jugging: almost wondered
whether he was dreaming. He was so
astounded by what he was beholdin
that . he did nokt even heed Lore
Mm;lm*mer.' O el o bl g '
“Juggins!” rapped out Mauly.
HOh!  Yes, my lord]" gunp:d J g
gins, coming out of a trance, . .
“These fellows are trespassin’ here,
Juggmm Turn the hose on them!™ t
“Oh! Yes, my lord!"” .
“Don't you dare——" shrieked

“Throw Loder out, vou men!”™ said
Mauleverer.
. " Yaroooh—legea'! T'll go!" gurgled
Loder. Peter Todd, having plastéred
him with jam, wes now adding golden
ayrup from a tin which he had vp-eaded
over Loder's face.

Loder made one jump for the window
when bhe was released, and “bolted out
head-foremost. . Tlo had had enough of
the Ramove at elose gquarters. He slood
not upon the order of his going, bul
went at once; so hirriedly that Boal-
sover major had time to deliver only
one kiok as he went. Still, that one
kick helped Gerald Loder out all the

faster. .
Whiz! Swooogsh! Splash!
(Continued on page 28.)
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MEN WHO GET THE GOALS!

An Interesting Article de&fing with the * Shooting Stars’’ of Big Football.

]

Hoooooooooo

“h OAL!" That is the football
G shout which thrills. Goals are
the things which count in the
game, too, and oqually the
fellows who score the goals are tho
heroez of the orowd, Btrictly speaking,
it should not be so, of course. Foothall
is essentially a team game and it is
n certainty that no player can got goals
without tho help of his colleagues. Bux
it is the goalscorers—the men who put
the ball into the net, and the way they
do it, which interests and wmtrigues ws
all. Bo I am going to talk to you about
tho gonl-scoring heroes of to-day—the
men whote names are on the lips of all
the followers of the sport; the men boy
autograph-huntery are most cager to get
in their books.

Goal-scoring a Hobby!

On top of the list is “ Dixia ™ Dean,
He is the centreforward eof Everton,
“Dixie isn't his real nathe, of course, and
I am not at all certain—meither is he—
how he came to be known as Dixie.
But if vou asked any follower of foot-
ball what he knew about William Dean
ho would stare at you, and reply hﬁ
telling you that there was no sue
. person. The probability is that he got

the “Dixie ™ 'inmnum he 1a rather dark
complexioned, and bas & mass of carly
hnir,

Right from his early days the beating
" of goalkeepers has been his hobby. He
did it when he was a lad at school at
Birkenhead, and followed it up with
~various jonior clubs, until he began to
make o noise with the Tranmere Hoveors
club in the Northern Third Division.
Then he was transferred lo Everton,

Y

* Bhoot hard and shoot oftan,” =

Qeorge Camsell's motto. We belleve

him | Middleabrough * want up "
last season, anyway.

By “REFEREE.”

f',r‘.

* That's got him groggy!" says

" Dixle '"" Dean. ﬂirhl'mthiﬂnllll

who meet Everton's sharp shooter
have our sympathy.

who saw in him a rising stay., Events
have proved that they made no mistake
in their judgment. If he has any luck
he will this season set up new figures
for the number of goals scored by one
player in the course of & League season,
And don't we all love the record:
braanker |

Thin lad had his twenly first birthday
an few woeks ago. What a chance he
possesses, thorelore, of making himsolf
famous above all the goal-scorers in the
whole history of the game, He hns sdt

about doing jt with what the Americans

Y

wollld call “some ™ soccess. For many
vears no player had scored mare than
38 goals in an English League season.
That record was set up by Bert Free-
man, who also Gsed to play for Everton.
On the frst Saturday . of Junuary,
during the present season, Denn scored
his thirty-ninth goal in the ud,
thus passing Froeman's total with four
months of the soason still té go,

Middlesbrough’s Big Noise!
But, of coorse, Freeman's record no

'langer stands. Theore was a Iad at
AMliddlesbrough last sesson who put it
entirely in the shade. ‘I'his was George

Cameell, the centreforward of Middles-
brough. He scored 59 League goals Tor
that club to help them to win the cham-
pionship last term. Here's an amazing
thing about Cawmsell—he =el up that
record in a season when he was not
considered good enough for the first
team at the start of 4t. “Can you bent
i?! Whon Camsell got his 59 we said
that he had Eftl.h“iﬂlid a recard which
wonld stand for all time. Now Ihxie
Dean is chasing it liko a good 'wn, and
we may have to est our words protty

5001,

Camsell, of course, is still getting
them for Middlesbroogh, but he has not
found it gqonite so essy in  the First
Division as in the Second. He is a it
older than Dean. and there are certain

L

points of similarity in fheir play. Both
nre vory quick starters, and both get
the majority of their goals with well
plecad s=hots rather than with hard
driven balls. Also, of course, they hoth
owe a lot to the pals on either side
wnd behind them.  This s shown by
the fact that Dean hss not been very
succossful a: a npetfinder in Inter-
national matchos, when he has been
away from bhiz usual partners.

Seventeen Goals in Seven
Matches !

By way of contrast with these young
players who are geiting the goals, there
15 & voteran who has staggered the foot-
ball world thie scason—Joe Smith, the
contre-forward of Stockpart County.
When he was an inside-left with Dolton
Wanderors he once oqualled Frooman's
total of 38 in n season. For oghteen
yvoars Smith played for the Wanderers

Then they thooght he was nearly
finished, so they allowed hin lo go
SBiookport.

Now, here's one of the mosk curious
things T know about football. Tn his
proper position as inside-left Smith
didn’t do much for his new <lub,
one day in December they put him in
the centreforward berth. nd in the
next seven matches he scorad seven-

teen goals, Isn't footbell a fu:li?
game ] I can't account for this
siidden rush of goals from Smith's
boot when he became & centre-lor-

ward, neither can S8mith or anvbody
else, Even Smith himsell ssys it '*jost
h_nppennd."

(Cantinued on page £8.)

Evidently Tom Jennings, of

United, means businesa |

that grim out ot his * Jib."" Aren'§
- you glad you're not a goalie T



EHE KSCAPE COMMITTEE.—H was their perilous job during the faleful years of 1914-18 to assist prisonera of war

fo escape [fromm their German caplors.

of prison camps themselves, do that job !
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1 "The Alilack !
ITH the gun poked inte the
region of his waistcoat, the
man half-lifted his hands, His

face paled, for they were not
averse to violence, these cursed deserters
from the colours,

Propolled by the gun, he retreated
along the passage, and, once across the
threshold, Erie ban shut the front
door behind him with & kick. The man
retreated into the lighted room and
Eric saw that it was large and comfort-
ably furnished. Paper: and pens lay
Iittﬁrﬂd on an open desk against the
wall.

“Now listen said Eric grimly,
“I'm ‘not going to hurt you. f want
gome food, and when I've got it 1'll go!
i can’t puy for it, unfortunntely."

“1 will get you food, if vou will go!"
said the man eagorly.

Eric surveyed ﬁm Euﬂ]l::iﬂiﬂuilj'.

““Are vou alone here?"” he demanded.

A look of alarm leapt into the man's

(L

eyes,
“Why do you ask that!"
“Becnusa il there’s anyone else in

the house, and they come in here, I'll
hght my way out with the gun!"

“There 15 no one in the houso. 1
ams a scientist. 1 live alore. Upslairs
5 my bed-room and laboratory.”

““1 hope, for your sake, you have
not lied " replied Eric g‘rim'f;,'. “Now
lead the way to the Javder!’

Five minutes later Erie returned to
the room with his pockets stuffed andd
two loaves of black bread under one
arm, The secientist preceded him, the
gun_in his back,

“Now you will go!" saigd the man
anxiously.

“ Yes, I will go!” replied Eric.

. He stood irresolute, his eyes flicker-
ing towards the open desk. :

*Hold these a moment!"” he said
enddenly, and thrust the loaves into
the man's unwilling . hands,

Then in two strides he crossed to the
desk,

He emerged from the cotlage
minutes later and strode lmltﬁr
the garden path

wi Il :ightgll‘

Tae Macxer Lisrary.—No, 1,044,

a few
down

(Introduction on page 25.

The voice of Cranleigh floated to him
from the black shadow of the garden

hudg.
“*Yea! Come on!"

Cranleigh glided up to him, and to-
gother they pushed on into the night. -

Not till a kilometre lay between him-
gelf and the cottage did Eric call a halt.
And during the painfully slow progress
which they made Cranleigh only spoke
Ll L

“If you've finished with my gun I'll
have it!" he said.

“No; I'm keeping it!" Eric retorted;
and Cranleigh did not pursue the
matter further, but slouched wearily
along in sullen silence.

They halted in the dark shadow of
a clump of trees, and stayed the pangs
of hunger with the food which Eric
had procured.

“Well, let's push on!" szaid Cran-
leigh, when they had stowed the re-
mainder of the food away in their
pockets, .

Eric shot a quick glance at him in
the darkness.

“By my reckoning,” he ssid quietly,
“"wo're about ten kilometres from
Mulden.”

“Yesa!" Cranleigh’s voice was sharp,
s Wh 1"!

“0On, nothing 1™

“Then let's get on!”

Eric was silent, and made no effort
to rise to his feet,

“What's the matter with you, mant*
anapped Cranleigh. “ Are you comingt”

“Shut un!" retorted Kric. Then, as
though communing with himself, he
went on; “This elamp of trees is about
o kilometre from the colttage, and the
cottage is just beyond the tunnel.
H'm! TFits in all nght—"'

“What the dickens are you raving
about? snarled Cranleigh. *Are you
comipng, or have I to go on without
vou?"’

“You go on without me!” advised
Erie, “1 prefer your room to your
company "

. “Oh, chuck it, man!"” gaid Cranleigh,
in & conciliatory voice. “I tell you I
didn’t murder Jacques in cold blood,
as you seem to think! Can’t vou for.
get it?" B

And right seell did these gallant Britishers, wndergoing the hardships

—

,
"I
]

Additional interest attaches
to this story in that the
author was a British pilot
during the Great Way, and
was taken prisoner by the
Germans.—Ed.

An Amazing New Story of the Great War.

‘ilﬂl
Ere

“No, I can’tt If vou want 1o
off, then push off! 1'm staying
for a time!” .

“Then so am 1!" snapped Cranleigh.
and Jay back on the turf, his hands
clas behind his head.

There was a few minutes’ silence,
broken only by the [aint night noises
of woods and ﬁﬂldi.

“Cranleigh!” FEric spoke quietly.
“It seems that, whether I like it or
not, I've got to take you partially into
my confidence. I've got a cortain
packet to collect before I leave
Germany, and——""

He broke off, conscions that Cran-
leigh had raised himself on his elbow

and was staring ot him in the dark-
Np8s,

“Yes—go on!" Cranleigh’s veice was
casnal,

“And I'm going to collect it in this
olump of trees, Will vou stay hore
and keep an cye open? Onee 1 get hold
of thiz pocket I must gel out of Cer.

many without taking any risks® of
recaptare.”

“What's in the packet:”

“Never mind that! T've teld you

what I have told vou because you've
stuck to me like a confounded leech
and I've had to tell you! But I'm not
going into details to please you., Will
you stay here till T come back!”™

“0hb, all right!"

“Your word of honour?"

“Yes, my word of honour!"”

“Thankst™

With that Erie glided away into the
darknpas,

Cranleigh’'s next  aclions wero
peculinr. He rose to his feet, 8 grin
on his lipe, From a pocket inside his
tunic he drew a silver-plated automatic.
Then softly, caufiously, he creplt in
Frie's wake.

More thin once he paused, listening,
then advanced with infiuito Mre,

He came upon the hc?.nuddt-nlly; in a
small clearing, faintly illumined by the
starry sky. He could just make ool
Erie crouched on the ground, seemingly
dlﬁ‘gmgu
- With startling swifiness he whipped
mlo acticn. One leap brought Liim to the
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boy, and ilie buit of his sutomatic
erashed down on the lad’s wkull.

“Got you!” he snarled. - ' You eursed
schiweinhund of-a spying Englander |"

But Eric did not hear. He had
slumped limply forward upon his face,
sSgmething oblong and white lay on
the turf beside him. With a trinmphant
ary, L‘unlair;h pounced wupon it. It
was an envelope, heavily sealed !

R p—

Landshut |

RIC openad his eyes, conscions of

E a peculiar sense of motion. The

cold night air was blowing on

his - face, but his head was

ach intolerably.  Then, as [fuller

consciousness drifted back’ to him, he

vealised that he was sitting in the

rouneau of & highpowered cer which

was rosring Lhrough the night along o
grey ribbon of roadway. :

Ho essayed to sit up in his seat, and
discovered that his hands were pinioned
hohind him. On_ each side of him sat
iwo German soldiers, their rifles, with
‘bayonets fixed, resting between their
knees, .

Fifty yards abead was the dark
shadow of a large saloon car, and all
through the night hours it kept steadily
in front. Erw's guards, sitting erect
and motionless, scarce exchanged a
vword, and the driver muffled in a heavy
coat, did not once turn his head.

And when the first faint light of the
roming dawn was streaking the eastern
¢ky, the cars thundered a a wide
road which skirted the bank of a turbu-
lent, Tast-flowing river.

“It is the Iser!™ grunted one of the
guards, and moved stifly in his seat. '

His companion : :

“Jawohl! We will not be long now!
Einsturz, but it is cold ™

The cars swung along the main street
of n sleepy town, them along n rToad
xhich had somehow picked up the river
again. Erio stiffened suddenly in his
seat, Ahend, nundmg some way back
from the river, and built on desolate,
marshy ground, siood rows of black
huts entircly surrounded by s high,
thick barricade of barbed wire.

It wes a prison camp. A mumbled
exchange of remarks between his guards
gave Kric the name.. Tt was the punish-
rvent ;ﬂl‘ﬂp of Lm:l_dl:hlt]llt. It Im}hﬂt“n!-
attorably dreary in the grey 1 o
carly morning, flanked on one g&a by
Il'ﬂaﬂo]ﬂ waters of the Iser, and on the

other by flat, boggy fields.
The saloon ecar drew up at the big
wood and barbed wire, in

tes of
frlnut of which paced a sentry. At a
word from the driver, he unlocked the
gates, and, as they swung open, the
saloon car into the camp, fol-
lowed by the one in which Eric sat.

The saloon ear moved slowly secross a
wuddy parade ground, two sides of
which were flanked by long black h::b
the remaining two sides being encl
a_tha wire. The ecar in which

ric sat halted just inside the gates.
His guards had, apparently, received
their orders previously, for
bundled him out of the car and ma
him towards one of the huts, .

Except for the slowly pacing sentries
cutside the barbed wire, md‘ in front
of the huts, there were, as li‘:{' no
signs of life about the camp. t Erio
knsw that those long black huts housed
fellow-countrymen his, and he felt a
sirange thrill at his heart,

The room to which he was taken was
ah'rmuﬂ'iu‘ihn' guard-room. Around =&
smoky e in the centre of the Aoor

I
i%
i
e
1

lounged a doren German soldiers.
Their grey, high-necked tunics were un-
buttoned, and their rifles stood In a
rack by the wall.

Seated writing at a table was &
Gorman sergeant. He was clad in a
dark-blue uniform with red facings.

His brass mounted helmet stood on the
table by his elbow. He wos not of
usual  Toutonio  appearance,
slight of build and swarthy of counten-
ance. As Eric entered the rfoom be-
tween hiz guards, the sergonnt lookea
up from his writing and stared at the
boy with small, dark eves which glit-
tered malevolently.
- “la this the man, Milvam1"” he de-
manded bharshly.

“Yes, sergeant ™

"We are oxpecting you,
with him."”

He rose to his feet, and, pulling on
hig helmet, stalked out of the room.

His departure was the signal for an
outburst of questions from the soldiers
by the stove,

“We know nothi

Remain here

of thiz= man, com-

rades!” replied Eric's guards. “Yes,
mnf‘ha ho is & spy, but wo know
nothing! We have been warpned Lo

know nothing.”
Tl'.lfhy drew near to Lhe stove, and
spread thair hands out to the warmth.
ne of them cast & glance over his
shoulder towards the door, them mut-
lered : :
“That, sergeant? It is Schiagel, is it
not
“YTes,” replied one of- the soldiers.
“Ah, but he is 2 fiend!”
Erie’s guard nodded.
“"We heard he was here. You do not
hlmth:m,hnﬂ?‘: Th-
“Like him? e soldier t dis-
imtngﬂy on the floor. “We hm him|
h, if wo could but get him on  the
Westorn Front! He woonld not live
long, that one—a bullet in the back!™
A rumble of roval rose from the
other men grou around the stove,
“He is from the Fortress of Berlin!”
mittered one. J
e el
peated the wor & o
true what they uﬂ"rp g

“True, my friend! Yes, it iz true!
e

en it is
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Schlagel has told us, has threatened us
with the Fortreass|"
And as Eric listened 1o the convorsa-
tion which ensued, carried on in low,
rumbling tones, he learned mmmhinF
which sickened him to. his very soul.
Ah, it was true, the thing those men
said of the Fortress of Berlin, from
whenoe had come the hated Bcimlngn.l!
it wera confined German soldiers
and sailors guilty of desertion from the
Colours, “The Fortress was built into a
hill, and no light of day ever pene-
trated there. In it, herded like rats
existed the guilty ones, till merciful
death put an end to their sufferings.
Food, consisting of filthy slops, was
brought . to em once & day and
emptied on the ground. Their clothes
hung on them in tatters, their fnger-

nails  becamo like talons, and their
beards were long and unkempt. Men
weént mad there, driven s0 by the

eternal darkness and the lack of food.
“Do not speak of it!" " Eric's guard
shuddered, I hate this cursed camp!
I wish I was well out of it] It is that
Schlagel; he makes me feel uvneaxy,
How does he treat the Englanders

hera 1™
“Badly! They feed on sauer-kraut
and dog flesh. They are locked in their
huts ev evening when the sun sets,
Ah, but he treats thom like cattle! If
he gets his.way he will have a whip-
E:;E;ﬂq;zﬂﬂ as they have at
@ er broke off abruptly as
Ser t Behlagel strode into ﬂll:t rinm.
“Follow me with the prisoner!” said
Schlagel harshly, “You "—to the sol-
diers—" unlock the doors of the prison
huts and rouse those English swing!”

Von Eegke!

RIC was marched aeross the
rade (grnund towards a long
ut, in front of which stood the.
saloon car and a travel-stained
but luxuriouslv-fitted Jimousine,
Sergeant Schlagel led the way into
the hut and along the corridor. He
tnlt-a:ied ml.h fmr&t‘ of & ﬂlmﬂtﬂ gqur.
nocked, then, thr n the door,
slood aside to al wmlt}frﬂ rds la
march , Eric across the threshold into
th:;. rnnml
t & plain table, in front of a large
barred window, was seated Doctor
Kauterfauld. He was clad in & heav
motoring coat, and his fur cap an
fur gloves lay en the table beside him,
A big, huvﬂy'huilh man, wearing the
uniform of a general, sat on his ri

his right.

On Kauterfauld’s left sat a &lim,
dapper, grey-uniformed captain. He

da in his hand and a sheaf of
papers in front of him.

“I have had the man brought here,
Von Pleitzer.” Kauterfauld was talk-
ing rapidly to the gereral. “I am on
my way to the Austrian Frant. The
are none too loyal, thase curse
Austrians! A few dismissals amongst
tho higher ranks and the confiscation of
property will clear the sir—you under-

stand * This man “—his eyes flickered
towards Erie—"1 heard last night
that he had been taken. T ordered him

to be brought here to avoid delay.”
Yon | Plﬁ;ﬂrr, commandante of the

mmihnnd 5 )
“And you leave him here, sir!” ha
questioned gl'uttuullr, '
Kauterfauld lavghed sofily.
“¥Yes, my general. T leave him here
for all time. I require him shot!" Ha

laughed ain  with infinite good
humour. -“Ah, but it Is funny the taje
about this stupid Englander|! You shall

S o
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i::ﬁ.r it from the lips of Vou Ecke him-
self !

There came a sharp step in the pas-
sage outside, snd a German oflicer
entered the room. :

“Y beg to report, sir, the success ol
my mission,” he said.

Eric was staring &t him, lnl? thero
wWos B uliar look in the boy's eyes
For this German officer was the man
yrhom he had known ns Cranleigh!

“You were successful, Von Ecke!"
said Kauterfauld. “Ah, but 1 knew
you would be! The plans, where are
tlm}f?“

Von Eecke whipped an envelope from
his pocket and handed it to Doetor
Kauterfauld, It was the sealed packnﬁu
which, he had found lying near the
prostrate form' of Eric when he had
strnok the boy down in the wood.

“Good ! Dector Kauterfauld handled
the emnvelope lovingly. Then his eyes
tnrned on Erie, and thero was mockery
in their depths. “Bo, Milvain,” he =aid
softly, “I have beatem you after alll
You fool—oh, you poor fool!”

“1 will hear your story, Von FEeke!"
said Kauterfauld, turning from Erie
“Be as briel as you can, for my time
is precious. Von Pleitzer "—and he
dug the commandante in the ribs—
“glis 48 funny!  You will laugh at
this. Proceced, Von Ecke!"

“ Apting on gour instructions, sir,”
said Von Ecke, * I assumed the clothin
and the tdentity of a Captain Urnnininﬁ
who died in Strasbourg pErimu camp a
wook ago. The man, Eric Milvain,
wans pué in the same cell as myself.
That night he fell in with the plans I
had made for escaping.”

“He did nol suspect you wore a
German 1"
“No, sirl The guards and the

porgeant-uajor at the prison camp
played their parts well, and there was
no interference in our escape. 1 found
it necessary to kill the Belgian Jacques,
sir, whom I suspected mught warn
Milvain that T was not an Englishman!"

TELL YOUR PALS ABOUT THIS WONDERFUL YARN!

“You acted disereetly in that killing,
Van Ecke!"” commented Kauterfauld,

“Milvain objocted to my killing
Jucques, and | lost him in the dark-
ness. But, with the aid of the blood-
hounds, we traced him to & small plan-
tation near Strasbourg, and there 1
spoke to him late in the afternmoon of
the day following our leaving the
camp.”

“Whai wos his attitude?™

“ Looking upon me as Jncqnm’ mur:
derer, he wished to push on alone. Buk
I refused to be shaken off, and last
night he confesscd that he had & packot
to colleet before leaving Germany. 1
allowed him to uncearth the packet, then
fell upon him and overpowered him. - It
was necoessary for me to knock him
out. 1 then telephoned the garrison at
Birasbourg, and, obeying your instrue-
tions, sir, I brought the prisoner here,
logether with the packet !’

“You. have done well, Von Ecke!"
snid Kauterfanld, He turned to Erie.
“So vou see how have outwitted
vou, you dog!™ he spnarled. “I know
you would lead Von Ecke to the plans,
thinking he was a cursed Englishman!
Well, now you will ba shot!™

Whilst he wgea speaking, his hngors
were ripping open the snvelope. Slowly
he withdrew the contents, then, with a
roar, he launched himself to his feet.

“You muddling fool!” he shouted,
and shook his olenched fist at a petri-
fied Von Ecke. * You've blundered, vou
idint! What s thist"

And he hurled on to the table an old
Bﬂ]de«d newspaper which he had with-
rawn from the esvelope.

sl ]
The Sentence !
IN ECKE licked dry lips. The
colour drained from hiz face,

leaving it white and haggard.

The discoloured skin, bruised in

his fight with Erie beneath the walls of
the fort, showed vividly.
“Donner und blitgen, but I will
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brenk wou, for this, you blundering
fool!” roared Kautecfauld, "You—
you—-="

He scemed on ihe verge of a fit. His
hands clenched end unclenched, and he
was visibly shaken. Von Pleitzer ner
vously fingered the collar of his high
necked tunie and glared at Von Fceke.

“You!" Kauterlauld swung on Eric.
“What have you lo say nbout this?"

“ Nothing, excepl that I was a fool
to let Cranloigh—or, rather, Von Foke
—knock me out! I did not expoot so
sudden an atitack, however!"

Doctor Kauterfauld stared at him,
dawning comprehension in his oyes.

“Then—then i knew?” he said
slowly., “Youn knew Von Ecke was a
CGerman ™

“I did not know. T had my sus
picions, however, and 1 determined to
‘:ut. them to the test. I faked an enve-
o ulr—thu envelope lying there on the
table.”

Von Ecke thrust aside the guards and
confronted Eric with blazing eves.

"You did that?” he soarled.
“When? How? You had no eanvelope
with you when vou left the plantation,
vou dog! That I will swear tot"

“1 faked it whilst I was in the cot
tage,"” cxplained Erie, “I'm tolling
vou this so that Von Pleitzer shonld
not miss the cream of the joke. Ti ae
funny, Von Pleitzer, is it not!? Funnier

than either you or Kaulerfauld
thought it conld be.”

“Bah! Insolence!" growled Voo
Pleitzer, and relapsed into silence,

leaving the matter to Knnterfaunld.

The latter leant forwned across the
{able.

“You were elever, Eric Milvaint" he
sald; and he had himself under control
egain, “Is it permitted 1o ask just why
you were suspicions of Von Eeke?”

Erie shrugged his shoulders,

“1 could not understand why ~ou
sent me to Strasbourg after you had
ordered me to be shot. Then the easils
engincered eseape, the killing of
Jacques who was loyal to me, the way
Von Foke clung to me and insisted upon
accompanying me, all .ed me to the con-
clusion that there was eomething peen-
lint at the back of it all. My suspicions
woere nroused, and T proved them to be
correct.”

“And n the proving vou vourself
failed " snarled Kauterfanld, _ 1
could not bave been part of your plan
that Von Ecke captured you!™ d

"It most decidedly was not,” replied
Fric emphatically., *J did not sntie:-
pate 56 sudden an *attack from bim!"

“Very good!” Doctor Kautorfauld
slumped back into his chair. Resting
hiz clbow on the table, he wagged w
forefinger at Eric as though to lend
emphasis to his passionate words.
“This comedy has plived itscli out.
The plans are hidden somewhers™ in
Germany. There they can remain, for
as long as they do not full into Britizsh
or French hamds [ eare little.  And for
vour purt, vou will be shot. Von
Pleitzer!” He  turned to  the com
mandante, “Have this mas shot ut
dewn tomorrow 1n foll  view -of
prisoners and personnel.”

"“Very good, sir.™

“As for you. Ven Foke,"” wont on
Kuuterfauld, “you will report av
Munich to the officer commanding the
Eighth Bavarian Infantes  Brigade.
They leave for the Weslern Tront to
night. You understand ™"

“Yes, sir.”

Von Hoke clicked his hicels togelhor
and saloted,

“You can go! Scrgeant Behlagel,
tako charge of the prisoner and remove
him * .
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Kauterfauld launched himself to his feet.
““ You've blundered, you idiot ! What
And he hurled on to the fable an old folded

fool ! ' he shouted.
is this? ™

“ You muddling

newspaper which he had withdrawn from the envelope.

(See Page 26.)

A Strange Conversation |

RIC was taken to a-cell and the
door locked upon him. A small
barred window looked out upon

the parsde ground. A plank
bed on low, six-inch trestlea, was the
gole furnishings of the cell. Seating

hiraself on it Eric gave himself up to*

thought.

His ition was hopeless,  Doctor
Kauterfauld would see that the sentence
of death was carried out on this oceca-
gion. Erio had failed then, had failed
to complete the work which Birching-
ton had given his life for.

Bitterly he regretted having not kept
a more wary eye on the treacherous
Von Ecke. He had not been sure the
man was & German. But he had ad-
mitted tha possibility, and Von JFeke
had been too quick for him. Well, it
Was over now——

Wearily he rose to his feet and
sauntered to the window. Out on the
parade ground were British prisoners of
war. Some of them were clad in the
dark-blue prison clothes with yellow
insete. Others were wearing torn and
dirty khaki, Some were woundea,
athers lml{ied ill.mlmrri'l;ly ill, They
were standing talking 1n_  groups, or
strolling wup JiI:urmu:l down, ﬂnn:iqhm of
conversation drifted to Fric's ears
through the Dbarred }'-'mduw—gmc‘i.
honest English words. Now and again
somoone would laugh, for the Joche
might break bodies, but there were
gpirits which he could not break. It
was laugliter prompted by genuine
mirth, and thera wae nothing in it
which was forced. .

With hands in his pockets, Eric stared
out through the bars. What wouldn't
ha give just to have ten minutes with
thesa fellow-countrymen of his! |

Two prisoners in kbaki, engrossed in
conversation, were pacing slowly up and
down past the ccll ‘'window. Erie noted
ihat one wore a mejor's crown on his
opanlets, and the other the throo stars
which denoted the rank of captuin,

And as they paced they drew clowly
nearer to the window. They were

‘eventually within a couple of :,r:ﬂ'rds ol
it as they passed, and a fragment of
conversation drifted to Erie.

“ English—"

There was some other word, but Erio

missed it, For ten paces or more the
men walked on, then turned and re-
traced their stepe. As they passed the
window one of them—the major—shot
s quick glance towards it from (the
corner u!ghis eyes,

“ English—answer, man——"

Eric stiffened. Were the words meant
for him? DBut no, the idea was absuril.
Then, in & flash, came the waords of
Birchington. What was it Birchanglon
had said? To get in touch with the
Escape Commitice in the prison eamps.
But what was the Escape Committec?
Why should he associate those words of
Birchington with these two men?

Again they passed the window, and
again came those low-voiced words, but
this time more distinetly:

“ Are you English

No, there could be no mistake; the
words wore addressed to him,  Erie
waited till the two men passed the
window ; then, in a low, guarded veoice,
e replied ; :

id ETEE..!J

The major gave tho faintest of nods,
bt not for the fraction of a sevond
did ho turn his head towards the boy.
Fifiy yards away a patrolling CGerman
gontry was staring acroes the parade
ground towards them.

Again  tha two men passed the
window, and again came low-toned, dis-
jointed words:

“Seeret Service—answer!”

Erie was naot a member of the Se¢rel
Rorvies: but e had undertaken the
completion of Birchinglon’s job. He
kunow what the two men wero driving
nt, so when they turned and passed his
window agnin he answered :

Y as—temporarily”

Forther conversation was made impos-
sible by the arrival on the scene of the
sentry.

“Biand back from that window ! ho

ordered grufily. “You'll be trymg to

lalk to the schweinhand Englanders In
a nminute!”

“I won't move fram (he window!”
retorted Erie, “And if vou think 'm
trying to talk ‘to the prisonors you oan
stand here and seo that I don’t!"

“TI'm going to!" snayled the soldier,

As for tlie major awmd the ecaptain
they had mingled casually with the

ather prisoncrs,

L men in stained and dirty khaki
sat talking carnestly avound a

small trestle table in one of (the prison

huts.

Two of them were the wien whom Erie
liad spoken to that morning. One of
tho others was a captuin i the PBritish
Air Foroe, and the fourth wman a liou-
tenant with an observer’s wing on the
breast of his tunie.

“All wo can discover "—(lie major's
voice wad grime—""1s that (he man 13 to
be shot 4t dawn! Thet wmust boe pre-
vented st all costs ™

His companion
noddoed.

“He iz in the stone cell, sir,” he snid
slowly. “The bars of U window are
solid, and the doar is doublelocked and
bolted! Von Pleitzor lins placed o
guard over the door.”

“The roof " ventured the Air Foree
skipper.

“Hopoless 1"

. “The ventilation shaftt"

“There 1an't one!™

There was stlonee,

e —

The Eszcape Commitiee !

ATER in the day when evening
was decpening nlo dusk, four

of the morning

The major rose to
his foet and walked to the window. Ik
fnoced on to the barbed wire a few
yards away. Beyoud flowed the River
Tsor, lonking grey and ghostly in the
shadows of the coming night. :

For a few minutes he stood looking
put, then turned. |

“ Caprstairs,” ho said quictly to the
licutonant, “stand here and koop =&
look-out for any sentry approaching the
window.,"
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THE BULLDOG BREED.

U amtinstied from prepipua pame.)

"Lhe major crossed the floor ta whero
giboel @ heavy ion lrame work suppors-
ing two. bunks, ono nbove the other.
:Hl pulled it away from the wall, then

bewd down snd raiged a board o the
flooring.

When: ho returmed to tho tabile hao
held in his hand a folded paper.

“The plan of the campl™ he hair.l.
spreading it- out on tho table, *See,
heve s the eell in which they've lodged
the poor devil. The nearcst ovcupied
room (o it s the guard-roum. Hero
pre the men's sloeping guartors, lu:lwc-rn
the guard-room and tho ecll; and bere *
—ho.indicated a spot-on the other side
of the parade gronnd—'"is the Uerman
offigors’
Plintuer,

“ Now "—ho folded up the plan and
lnid it close to hand. on  the tablo—
“when it's dark, lalé to-night, we could

Teavs thus room by the sceret exib
whish ,we'ts made. | With eaution, lt.
lll!;gh! ba ible to - pass  thoe | mion's

quarters and the guard room, ov CrpOWOr
this seqtry-on daty. at the coll mnd got
tha man out.  Once that wes aceom-,
plishod, we would have Little difliculty
in - potting  Mm’ lluuugh thée  barbed)
wied, 1 think. Thq.l ™ le nlwmus wit
o off st this pesdile ;- but =1t s hu::;,mlehs.

JFh* Adr FPoreodaplain nmided.  *

TN G0 wean, sit, that The Beche would
ni ohoe nssociute thi: caed J'}(F “ttll somme-
unu‘“in the camp T o iil'm'l :

“ Ygs,. if pny vidlérici' 1s used to thd
goultry, or @ny .outhgé partytakes a ¢
hauid ~in uﬂt{*tmg the resene, then Voo
Plifitscr & going - 10 u&nﬂl—-nﬁd umm
than syépect- ~l:ln;- 1 ,p,l . The cewp
of “&n WEI#"HH- Lsen Lmqml'tuw
The wen whom we t n;u of tha
cuihp “have -just vn}v‘hﬁr To Va
Pleittor they reqn to bavd boen n‘iﬂrﬂﬁ]
awdy. . -How. nod nhqu Il.ﬂ.h got _him
aubs=ing - It ompl by At besuspeévts®
SOy e i - the” Cang fuu: iu"hlml -1he
o stercegpes bt lw hibsi € 0 sckap BT
1."."il.jlhl n.to that {‘Hl"l."[.!ll:.'. AT

wOpherwike our aobiyises will nmm-m
f snddon hlupun-nmrkr&-tht captain,

s Yom vt -may ail o diaftod ol dif-
ferent camts, aod ollier priso-ers trajs-
forsddhere. < This avan avha ie Lo Do

ehot-ul dawn 1atst vanish tanighe!™ =2

T T T S et T T ™ WUEES YA

GV fhe
u-'-rwfn...’rﬂmh’.rhr ant vdthceepim il Don'r
wren ¢ e el mext week's dhiling: dn-
5! n'rhr.t of thia pripipey il' nrrrm"* r&uma]

Ll f -y = L [ T

iess and the quarters of Von'

n‘Hf‘ﬂ}- Clamamiriee mu‘:r{ﬂ i Mand
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THE REBELLIGN OF THE
REMOVE!

(Continucd from puage 22.)
Mr. Juggins did net know what it

was all about; bul he knew that it was
up to him to r_rﬁ.-u'- his lordship's orders,
The big bose was promptly turned ou
the group of g-utpmg nnd onraged Sixtlh
Formers.  The wy atveam ol  water
struck llll"frl faiv and square.

Bplash! Swoovoouoeh! Swissyesl !

O erumbs! Ow!l Woooooch!”

It was a poworful job of water, and
Mr. Juggins pialg,ﬂrl i froely on e
Sixth: Formrers {.-rru'rfrlaiw In n

gogonil, or httlr more, evory mon of the
Sixth was in full “retreat,  Ioy water

drenchisd them, and they hiad had
cnongh—more than enough. Leder,
i the lead, had already veached: Lhe

gatos and dashed out into the road,
with Walker & good socond mul Carne
a close thied. The rest of the seniors
wers sfter them at run. - Wingate,
staggering to his feet, "in & towuring
ritge, found limself alone. - And-the’
1oy stredm frow the ‘liose was still play.
mg on bym, Mr, Jtu.rgulu grinpirg: over
tho (rogxle.  + For ‘o moment *W ingato
“htsitated : but "the gnme was evidently

up—tin” dodr” was open vow,—-and .a -
crowd ‘of Removites pouring out.  Win,
atessoudided nwiy 'down the drive aftor
iy mml’iﬁuu Yolld ol tﬂluuph fnllmu'tl
huﬂ_,.. b3 o

“Going,” Eﬂ'-nl:!rl ﬂnlr l’ hf:rr'.— going
~—going—gone "

"h'l'.ng"uﬂ was Lhé ' lnst out of the grtes,
A: dvaggled, enraged - erovid of Sixth-
Fariners took their. wearp-way back 1o’

Groyfrines, My, Juggids thu::kim] nivd
slint” off he water. - -

e “Hurrah " . ronred Huh Ch :
= 1[Jri'EI:TLhﬂ'l irs: ' rurn”::rl.+ a . pesr ':” xT-;
E L W

,"Hin. hipg blieeph 'L e <170 ¢
¢ - yonr tepched Cthe. dars
Bixth-Formoers ns they, want
to their wrath:
af turning” . hack.

pF the
 The aaleded’
but thevidid nm Witk

They _were . fod-ip

with. the rebels of _ﬂw Hrqmrv Ilrng_nh-d g

aud dreary, Ihl.". dvmsred ""EI'.F to Lot
friars, to report thm; failue tasthe
Tepd—=while the Retijove robebs, viytori.

oun . and elated, m;mtud orver Ctheir,
viclary. , . r L TR Tt TR0

. THE EHH*
s (Phe rebiels of the Mimore have mode

a good wteert.  But- how ldug “will i they
« fgtnkle to held aut .-.H,.m.'hml'?'f!ﬁ orke?
et “rerl s CUHHE = SCHOGL
IFI'I HOUT A MASTER!". Hu‘r S tur-
diry’ nbrorbing  alory -

f 4 Arrrnfl.'p "

- ane gdldeg rila wl'lw
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HEH \\’Hﬂ GET THE GOALS

(Contiived from pege 23.)

The “Hat Trick" King!

It wlways seems Lo me that once these
goalsoorors goel started on 8 run thoy
are cxtremely diffigult o stop. They
get @ gonl carly in & match, and then
h‘;:-mruﬂll» nothing can  stop  them.

v icul of this type is- Tom Jennings,

pevds Toited, o man “hu mnkioes i'l'h-.
-u::-rmu of what wo call *hattricks " o
hnbit,. When he was with Raith Hm*urn,
hie did the same sort of lhmiq-—wunl for
spells without getting and then

suddenly burst oul mrh throe, four, and
even five m a anetoh,  “The sceret of
Hiy succoss,” ho told mo not o long o

‘is really in keeping my oye on | N
ball. -Too mwany young playors také
thelr eyes n!i' the ball tu look “lle‘ru
th-uj,r are going to put "

« A Golden Rule!"

There ~arve other . great  goal-scoring
edntro- t'l:-ntnr-:h_‘ in  the game, too—
Chandlor,® of - Leieestor  Gity; Walliday,
of -Bunderinnd; Morris, of Bwindon;
and .Jack {"'mk of M1““I“ ter fnention
only a few. * Bt - lost it should be
thought that all the goals aré scored
by contre-forwnsls, Jetime mention tial
cortnin outhide-wing mﬂn are. alio gren

st the net- hluh:llp.huh'lhtﬂ Laifis Page

hus scored over fifty goals for Burnley
“in two and a half SN EDNS. P ll 1|
gitiside lofl. “thoueh Hn oNnde ol mg 11
a - mateh .whon__he~ was  toemporarily
maoven B8 the {:‘I']‘IHT- 'ﬂl"'-l'l'll"ﬂ lﬂl’h
Tuisell,'-* of =i Khifigld - 1::-114:;-.1:
SevEnoir, uf Hi'm lﬁﬂe. ‘Paure, | ﬂ:f
MuH’n-hrnuEh Ruffolll=of Wesl HIII
anl I}mur-rrdq.ﬁnf ﬂm _Spurs - are nlnp
sooring  wing cmon. @ dognoden fool-
i:anI hnwinu-r;ﬂ_ﬁllfué lrll:-uhht;:&ﬂ mi:;!
lan't it Fo tfeztniv. n to
The rmﬂ;c in thae affaide rul mﬂ:l'n
thar thiey wpst stav fareher back.  @hus
sy gol’ fewor chances ‘ofrsooring. ~ Bat

the outside-wing i tgdﬁlﬁlil Iﬂ'lﬂl.'lhll'.'.'ﬂ: 1w
dpporunity  provic 3 the changed
cauditions,  ~ [

murmu: there i

i mnybe daid to
ke thn wotto of evervosnecsssful marks-
fahy  Shoot hard ard shpol often !

i‘mhnr there  is ones ﬂﬂmr slogan
!.l.hn‘l:! leo I'I.|jl;l-h'l.'r!l-—ﬂ"flﬂl she hull wheie
ihe goathennur 18 notia u-il l Er hmfm ot
the fnnnv hite of advicesnhich are moro
oasily Jgivon then ! uuL T laod!-
heapers have n-nasty hlﬁ:t.nf Hgeiting
thees "—af * saving ahutu which - seem

1mpﬂe!1hlu. v -_
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