THE SCHOOL WITHOUT A MASTER!

SENSATIONAL STORY OF HARRY WHARTON & Co.—[Inside.
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THE REMOVE REBELS RUN RIOT!

(An Exciting Incident from the Grand Barring-Out Story in this isswe.)




* "BLADES THAT NEED SHARPENING! —READ THIS FINE FOOTER ARTICLE!
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HERE is a reason for everything,
and there is a reason why the
famous football club whieh
plays at Hillshorough is called

Sheflield Wednesday. No, the meason is
not because the Wednesday play most of
their matches on a Baturday. In the
long ago there was a ericket elub called
Sheflicld Wednesday, and out of the
ericket c¢lub sprang the football eclub.
That's a familiar story—it applies to
many foothall clubs of to-day.

Sheffield is really the eradle of modern
footballi: Away back iIn the eurly
"seventies of the last contury there were
heatod diseussions on the rules of foot-
ball between the associations of London
and Bheffield. In view of recent
developments it is interesting to recall
that most of these discussiona centred
round the regulations regardmng offside,
Finally, Shefficld and London got to-
gether, worked out the rules, and [oot-
ball went abead,

Blades That Need Sharpening !

That's going back [arther than you
lads can remember—a lot. Bo to come
to & more recent period, and to deal
specinlly with the Wednesday club. They
ave often called the “Owls,” even to-day.
There's a funny story attached to that
nickname. Shefeld Wednesday—or vou
can drop the Sheffield if you like—used
to play on a ground at Owlerton. Some
of the writers for the newspapers had a
brilliant idea. They would christen
thesa fellows the Owls, The only thing
wrong with the idea was this: That
Owlerton is pro-
noanced, n York-
shire, as if it were
spelt Olerton. The
London eritics hav-
ing given ths olub
the name Owls, it
stuck. The fact that
t h o Sheflield peaple
wera a bit amused and
a bit annoved didn't
matter. They prefer
to ba known as the
Blades. That suggests
sharpness,

During the present
season, howoever, thesn
Blades haven't cut a
great deal of ice.
Their start to tho
soAs0on Was not a poodd
one, and for a long
time they languished
at the foot of tho
table. This meats
anxiety, for {he
prospect of  anothoer
spell in th e Secand
Division is not pleas
ing. For one thing,
these Wednesdav
people know how difii-
cult it is to gel back
to the top elasa once
they have dropped
down. They know,
because they have
tried it.

Reading Tfrom left to right,
Blenkinsopp, Felton, EBmith.

Sale Between the Sticks!
I still hope that The Wednesday won't

go down. That will not be their fate if
grit and determination which 18 in the
E!nyurs can save them. But they have

ad n lot of bad luck this season. How-
over, the ability is there, They have
some fine footballers, eapable of fighting
a fine uphill battle against odds.

Goalkeeper Jack Brown is one of the
men who was on the shelf with an injury
earlier in the season, He plaved against
Scotland last April, but could not play
against Ireland or Wales this season.
He is one of the best in the country
between the sticks. Perhaps vou are old
enough to remember o most memorable
Cup-tioc when Worksop drew with
Tottenham Hotspur at Tottenham? Thae
result was a nine-day wonder. The man
who kept the Spurs forwards oot that
day was Jack Brown. It was [rom
Worksop that the Wednezday got him.

The full-backs have not earned so
much fame as the goalkeeper, but Tom
Walker and Ermest Blenkinsopp are
pretty good, believe me. Walker went
to Sheffield from Bradford City a couple
of seasons ago, and, walking into the
first team, has never since walked out of
it, except when hurt., Blenkinsopp
comes from Barnsley, and yon know
what that means—a player as hard as
nails. This Yorkshire town has pro-
duced more fine full-backs than anv
other place of equal size.
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This Week :

Sheffield Wednesday

F.C.

The team which has ex-
perienced such hard luck
in the Premier Division.

PRI T nanmn

A Doughty Trio ol Hall-Backs!

Hope of Sheffield Wednesday escaping
the drop into the Second Division is in
the strength of the half-back line. “I
believe,” said Jimmy Beed to me not so
long ago, “we have now as good a
middle three as any team in the country.
Normen 8mith-: from Huddersfield has
made a world of difference at left-half.”

Centre-hall Fred Kean is perhaps as
well-known as any member of the mde.
He used to play at right-half, and
gained International caps for England
in that position. ‘Then when George
Wilson left SBheflield Kean went to
centre-half, and has also gainod “caps ™
there. That shows how adaptable he is
I ean also whisper that he has an idea
that he would make a good forward. In
fact, as a schoolboy he played in the
attack. Kean is a good name for him,
for he is a real Blade, being Shefbield
barn.

It was a big blow to The Wednesday
when Marsden, the regular right-half,
fell 111; but Leach, a youngster who is
also a native of Himﬂinid, stepped into
the breach in rare style, ith a bit
more experience he will be top-class.
The forwards have certainly not failed
The Wednesday this season—often they
have scored enough goals, especially in
matches away from home, to win., DBt
the defence has alto given away rather a
lot. A notable case was the match
against Aston Villa about Christmas-
time. Tha result was five to four in the
Villa's favour.

(Continued on page 27.)

HERE ARE THE BOYS OF SHEFFIELD WEDNESDAY

noto shows : Back row : Lsach, Craig (Trainer), Weaiker, Brown,
ront row ;: Hooper, Hill. Harper, Seed, Wilkinson, Kean (Captain).



SOMETHING LIKE A SCHOOL!

Al High Oaks, the stronghold of the Remove Rebels, they don’t believe in lesmons,
lickings, or impots, for the simple reason thal they haven't a master in charge of them.

for long rwithout late and ordey, and no one is guicker to see this than FLovd Mauleverer, the schoelboy rebel lewder 1

A Magnificent New Long Complete School Story, dealing with Harry

Wharton & Co., the merry rebels of the Remove.

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Woe to the Vanquished !

" LESS my soul !"
B Dr. Locke, the headmastor
of Greviriars School, uttered

that ejaculation.

He uttered it in tones of amazemont.
The Head was standing at his stud
window, looking out into the quad,

where the winter dusk was falling.
Thers was a& burz of voices and &
sound of lnughter in the quad. 1t was
that nuthrcn?t of merriment that bhad
drawn the headmaster to hia study
window.
“Here they coms !
“Ha, ha, ha!"
Almost all Greyfriars seemed to have
%Ithered in the guad, from the Bixth
orm to the Becond, with the exception

of the Remove. Not s single Remove

man was to be seen there in the bu=zs--

ing crowd. The Remove—the Lower
Fourth Form of Greylriars—were no
longer within the school. But the other
Forms had turnod up almost to a man,
to stare at the party of fellows who had
just come in, and who were trailing
wearily and drearily towards the Houee,

Tweﬁ'n men of the Bixth Form were
in the party, headed by Wingate, the
captain of the school.

eldom or never had a party of
Sixth-Formers of Greyfriars been soen
in such a state.

They were wet and muddy and
dishevelled; they looked as if they had
been drenched to the pkin, and somo of
them looked az if they had been colloct-
ing hefty punches. Walker had a
gwollen nose ; Gwynno had a discoloured
eye; Loder was sticky with jam and
treacle, and his collar and tie were
gone; Carne was hatless, and his coat
was split. Water dripped from the
whole party, and squelched out of their
boots. ALS

That they had been in the wars was
obvious nt a glance.

Dr. Locke gazed at them from his
study window in amazement and
horror. He did not join in the roar
of merriment that greeted Wingate &
Co. as they trailed wearily across the
quad. - Froin the Head's point of view,

this was not & laughing matter—far
from it,
To the rest of Greyfriars, it evidently

was & lau hmﬁ matter, and they
laughed loud and long.
“What price the Sixih now?"

chuckled Horace Coker of the Fifth.
“They've let & mob of Lower Fourtl
fags handle them like that!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Haven't you brought the Remove
back, Wingate?"” chortled Hobson ol
the Shell.

Smack !

Wingate of the Sixth was the besi-
tempered senior at Greyfriars, but his
temper had sufferod now. Hobson was
incautiously within reach when he aske.l
his question. Wiuﬁate did not reply in
words: he smote Hobson of the Shell,
and Hobson sat down with a roar.

* ¥Yoooop [

“Ha, ha, ha "

The party of Sixth-Formers marchedd
on. They marched between two lines of
laughing fellows, who were careful to
keep out of hitting distance after the
collapse of Hobson, IL was guite an
ovation, but not the kind of ovation thal
the seniors seemed to like,

“You've got wet, Wingate !"” chortled
Coker of the Fifth. *“It hasn't - been
raining ! Did the fags duck you "

“Where did you get that
Gwynne 1"

“1 say, Walker, where did you collect
that nose?"

eye,

“Ha;, ha, ha!”

“Took at Loder! They've treacled
him "

Loder glared round savagely, but his

savage glare only evoked louder ronrs
of laughter.

“0Oh, eome on!” muttered Wingale,
red with wrath. "“Let's get oul of
this "

“Ha, ba, ha!"

“Bless my soul!l”
Head.

He threw open the
leaned out.

“Wingate "

“"Oh gad!" breathed Wingate.

But he stopped. He was anxious to
get out of the sight of the laughing

ninrmured the

window and

By Frank Richards.

erowd ; but the Head's voice had Lo be
obeyed, Unwillingly, with a erimson
face, Wingate of the Bixth approached
the window of tho Head's study, with

his drenched and dreary followers.
Round them the chuckling crowd
thickened.

Dr. Locke gased from the window at
the draggled party.

His oves glinted with anger.

1f the dreggled dozen had looked f[or
sympathy [rom their headmasier, they
looked for it in vain.

There was no sympathy in the Head s
looks—only astomishment and wrath.

“Wingate, what does this mean?” he
thundered.

Evideatly the Head was wrathy. He
was speaking to ‘Win?am of the Bixth
as a Form master might have spoken 14
a fag of the Third or 8econd.

Wingate's ecolour deepencd till his
comploxion rivalled that of a freshl:.
boiled beetroot.

“We—we've come back, ¥ ho
gasped.

“Have you brought the Remove boys
back with youl”

The question really was superfluoii-.

sir

The Head could see that Wingale
hadn't,

ad ND, !:ir !il

“Why are vou in this state?”

“We—we—we—"" mumbled Win-
gate. '

“This disgraceful state?" thundered
the Head.

(1} \?e_wE__ Ll

“ sent you to feleh back the Remove
bovs who have absented themselves [ron
school without leave! Why have you
not done so?"”

“They—they wouldu't come ! gasped
Wingate.

“What !

“We—we tried——"

“Do you soriously mean to tell me,
Wingate, that you and all the other
prefects of Greyfriars have failed to
fetch the juniors back? Is it possible
that you have allowed the junmiors of
the Lowor Fourth Form {o treat you in
this manner 1"
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“We couldn't help it, sir!” stuttered
Wingate.
" Nonsense !”

“We did our best [” grunted Gwynne,

' Absurd 17 :

“We didn't get into this state for fun,
sir "' howled er. . 4 )

“Silence] You are impertinent,
Loder " =

Loder of the Sixth snorted. A fellow
who had been bumped and thumped,
and had had J'-.m and treacle plastered
over him, did not want a ragging to
follow from the Head. Loder came very
IeAT _h‘sltingh his headmaster what he
thought of him just then. ;

“This i=s disgraceful | exclaimed the
Head, “I am astonished—disgusted !
You have failed in your duty [”

“The fags resisted, sir!"” stammered
Carne.

** Nonsense [

“We couldn't get at them—"

“Rubbish !

“They turned a lioze on us—"

“You should not have allowed them
to do so |"

“We—we—we—""

“ Enough !" exclaimed the Head, "1
shall deal with thiz matter personally !
1 see that T cannot rely on my prefects !
Gol”

The Sixth-Formers went, willingly,
but with feelings too deep "for words.
The headmaster’s window slammed.
While that window had been open and
Dr. Locke looking out, the Greyfriars
crowd had controlled their emotions.
But as soon as the Head disappeared
from sight a yell of merriment broke
out again, :

n, ha, ha!l"

“*What price the prefects®”

“Dear at twopeénce each !

"Hﬂ, hﬂ, hl !u
_ And Wingate & Co. trailed wearily
into the House, to hide their diminished
ln;s:dz leaving the rest of Greyfriars to
chortle.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.

Nothing Doing !

1 BAY, you fellows!”
“Shut up, Bunter!”
"EI!‘: -y thie Head's coming !”
(1] . 1 ]

Harry Wharton & Co. =st up and
took notice, as 1t were, e

Lord Mauleverer, who was dozing in
n big armchair before the blazing log
lire, opencd his eves wide.

“The Head " he repeated.

“Just coming up the drive,” grinned
Bunter. “I fancy he's left his car at
the gates. He, he, he!”

"gt gad ! said Lord Mauleverer.

“The jolly old Beak!” remarked Bob

(Cherry. “I su the prefects have
got hgme‘ and hgmten to their tale
of woe” ’

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“Well, the Head can’t do any

damage,” said Vernon-Smith. * We can
turn tho hose on him as casily as on
Wingate and his erowd.” -

“Chuck thai, Smithy!” said Harry
Wharton abruptly. “ Nobody's going to
iurn the hose on the Head."”

“No {ear!” said Bob Cherry
emphatically.

The Bounder shru his shoulders,

“Isn't this a r ion!"” he inquired.
“Are we going to walk back to Grey-
friars just because the Beak's come over
to tell us so ¥ L

“Nothing of the kind. But there's a
limit,” said the captain of the Remove.
“Checking the Head is barred.”

“The checkfulness to the esteemed -

Head is not the proper caper, my
Tie MaGNeET LIBRARY.—NoO. l,ﬂdlﬁ.

esteemed  Smithy,” murmured Huwrree

Jamscet Ram Singh.

“Yaas, begad!” remarked Lord
Mauleverer. *“*We're not takin’' sny
nonsense from the Beak, but we're goin’
to treat him respectfully, Frightiul bad
form to cheek one's headmaster.” :

“lsn’'t it cheeky to refuse to obey his
orders 1 asked the Bounder sarcas
tically. _

Lord Mauleverer rubbed his nose in a
thoughtful way, _

“Well, perhaps it is,” he admilled,
“But that can't be helped. We're bound
to stand up for our rights.™

“Hear, hear ™

“Lock up all the doors and kecp the
windows shut,” said Mauly. *The
Head's too jolly dignified to try to
bu'st & way in like Wingute and his
lot. We can keep him out quite
politely.”

“Ha, ha, ha!” :

“The politefulness shall be terrific,”
said Hurree Bingh. )

The wintry dusk was falling thick,
and outside the bullding darkness
deepened; but from almost every
window of High Oake lights were
gleaming. The mansion in which the
rebellious Remove had camped looked
very bright and cheery, with fires crack-
ling, and the electric lights blazing in
every room.

Tea was just over, and tea had been
& tremendous spread, Supplies at High
Oaks were unlimited. henever an
fellow stated that anything was wanted,
the obliging Mauleverer telephoned to
Chunkley's Btores in Courtficld, and at
Chunkley's Stores Mauly's credit was
without bounds. There was no doubt
that the schoolboy millionaire was a
very valusble asset just now. For
once, Mauly, generally a slacker, had
taken the lead in the Form; and as o
leader he was, guite unex Iy,
shining. The news that the Head was
coming brought him actively out of his
armchair, and he posted bimself at the
hall window, while a crowd of Re-
movites soattered about the house to
make sure that all doors were fastened.

Fven the Bounder would have hesi-
tated to “handle” the Head. There
was @& limit, even when the Remove
wero in a state of rebellion. But all
the Form were agreed on keeping him
out of High Oaks.

Up thoe drive from the gates came
the stately figure of Dr. Lecke, and
many eyes were fixed on him as he
cnme,

The Head of Greyfriars had left his

.ecar in the road outside, perhaps not

wishing his chauffeur to =zee and hear
his interview with the rebel jumiors.

He arrived st the broad steps and
mounted them, =eemingly unconscious
of the arowd of curious faces at the
windows.

Knock ! i

Lord Mauleverer opened the window
and looked out. )

“(Good-evenin’, sir !" he said politely.

The Head glanced at him.

“Open the door, Mauleverer.”

“Borry, sir; can't be done.” ;

“I have told you to o the door,
Mauleverer ! said the Head of Grey-
frianrs in a deep volee.

“And Y've told you I'm sorry it
can't be gdone, sir!” answered Lord
Mauleverer tely.

Dr. Locke breathed hard and deep.

“I have como here to take you
juniors back to Greyfriars,” he said.

“Sarry, sir, we're not goin’!”

“Do you wventure to disobey me,
ngﬂﬂur?” 5

53 . BIF—yaas,

i WII;:{ 1." :

*Yaas " .

“Wharton is there, I presume!” said

-

the Head. “1I desire to

speak to
Wharton, the head boy of the Form.™
T3 HH‘I’. gy I} Hid -

mir " Arry, Appearing
at the window by the side o tﬂmdlﬂﬂj
of the Remove.

“You are the ringleader in this out-
rageous outbreak, ]E;muma, Whar-
tou (" asked Dr, Locke, his eyes glinting
at Jumor,

“We're all in it together, sir," said

HnrH".
" Matter of fact, sir, I'm leader,” said
Lord Mauleverer: “The [fellows have
kindly put it in my hands.” .

“You are the leader of this rebellion
against authonty, Mauleverer!”

T le Iil"‘. ry

“The matter is more serious than
you seem to realise,” said the Head.
“I shall be sorry to be compelled to
expel anybody from Greyfriars, but 1
fear that I shall be forced to expel the
leaders i this rebellion. ‘The whole

Form will be IE'FHEIE ‘Hogged.”

“First ecatch your hare!™ grinned the
Bounder.

“Bhut up, Smithy! Don't cheek the
Hoad " said Johnny Bull:

“0Oh, rats!”

“Leave it to me, Smithy, old bean,”
said Lord Mauleverar, " Your manners
awren't good cnough for talkin' to the
Head."

“You silly ass!”

“Dry u[z old scout! Is there anythin’
more you have to say to us, sir!" asked
Lord Mauleverer, addressing his head.
master with great politeness.

“1 command you to return to Grey-
friars at once,"

“Can't be done, sir. Our Form
master, Mr, Quelch, has been dis-
missed——""

“That is not your business, boy."”

“We'ra makin' it our business, sir,"”
said Mauleverer calmly. “Unloss Mr.
Quelch is reinstated, sir, we are not
comin' back to Greyfriars”

“1 decline to discuss the dismissal of
Mr. Quelch with jumor boys!" sna

the Head. “ Mr. Quelch has left Grey-
friars and will nob returm.  That
matter is closed. A new Form master

will be appointed——" -
“Wae shan’t have anythin' to do with

him, sir,” said Maulevercr. *“We're

standin' up for right an’ justice an

fair y and things, We want M.

qutlu ___J'l .
“Hear, hear!” :

h'" A'nd we :Eaﬂ;t h:f? happy till we get
im,” grinn wiff.
“ﬁl.ﬂhﬂ.t h'rlﬂ' L ! X
Dr. Locke stared at the juniow

crowding the broad window. ossibly

he had not realised thet the Remove
were in this determined mood. He
was still ealm, though his eycs were

linti anger.
i Y:E must be well aware that you
cannot remain here in this mansion,”
he said. *“ You are trespassing here.”
“Not at all, sr” said | nuleverer
cheerfully. High Oaks is my pro-
porty, sir”
E" Ydmn' property!” exclaimed the
El‘!’iu. 1 bought it, sir.”
“¥au bought this house and land?®”
the %m a:nlun:;d blankly. =
“Yaas, sir, with my gu 8 ap-
E:Id. I-r?_hgat.l r'."-thﬂ?d‘;li &]Ti for
v y B Aunleverer
l'l-l::dﬂ.lﬂf np?".[ r:tﬁar think it was a

b in at seven thousand pounds
“Ts 3 possible, Mauleverer, that your
“Yaas, sir.. He's got a lot of faith

H:u[‘ vn];tk thousand pﬁtlfﬂs 1" gaspod the
“Yaas, E;i:“mﬂl&n Lord Maulevere:

plaacidly.

uardian has allowed you to bevome
e purchaser of this »

in my judgment u: sueh mm,** saad
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¢ ] say, you fallows, I'm not getting up yet ! ** yelled Bunter. **1 tell you plainly, that I'm not going to stand any rot. I
, old bean,”” said Bob Cherry, ** and here’s a jug of water to help you change your

refuse to get up. Get that? ™’

mind. Geot that? ' Swooosh ! _Bunter got it, and jumped up suddenly.

Lord Manleverer. "1 may be an ass
in some things, sir, but I know my way
about in matters of this kind, Nobody
could sell me a pup when it comes fo
huyin' land, or buildin's, or & borse.”
“Bless my soul!" ejaculated the
Head. ; |
The juniors grinned. Evidently it
was an  astonishing discovery o the
Head of Greyiriars that High Oaks was
now the property of the millionnire
schoalboy. 1
“Mauleverer! Do vou tell me that
vour guardian, Sir Reginald Brooke,
as given you his support in this re-
bellion against your headmaster?™ )
“1 haven't mentioned it to him, sir,
Just told him I was keen on buyin’
the place, and he put it through the
bankers. 1 assure you, sir, that I'm
not throwin' the money away, if that's

worryin' you, I know a lot about
land and buildin® and nunky knows 1
do. When we're done with High Oaks

uardian to cut it into
buildin® lots, and it will sell in seckiona
for nearly twice as much as I gave for it
in bulk. I assure you, sir, I'm fright-
fully well uwp in these things," said Lord
Mauleverer innocently.

“Bless my soul!” said the Head,
blinking at Lord Mauleverer,

There was a long pause.

“This cannot go on,” said the Head
at last. “II you boys refuse to return
to the school, drastic measures will be
taken. You will not be allowed to id
about here in term time.” ;

“"We're not goin' to idle, sir. We

I shall ask my

ask nothin' better than to roturn to .

Greyfriars with Mr. Liuolnh—-"

“Mr. Quelch will not return!™
BT the Head angrily.

“Then we shall not return, sir,” said
Lord Mauleverer coolly. *“But we're
not goin’ to slack about an' waste our
time. H Oaks was advertised for
sale as a place suitable for turnin' into

a school, and that's what we're goin'
to do with ii,"

" Wha-a-at?”

“We're tryin’ to get Mr. Quelch to
become our headmaster——""

“What !"" gasped the Head.

“If he won't, we shall get another,"
snid Lord Mauleverer. * And until we
get o hoadmastor we shall keep on
olassos: and things without a master.™

“1 don't think!" murmured Bolsover
major !

“Shut up, Bolsover!"

“1 say, vou fellows, we're not going to
have any closses, you know! exclaimed
Billy Bunter excitedly. * What's the
good of a rehellion 1f we have to work
all the same!”

“Ha, ha, ba!"

“Shut up, Bunter!™

“We mean that, sit," went on Lord
Mauleverer. *'Iigh Oaks Bchool 19
goin’ to be distinguished for—for hard
work and scholarships, and things; no
slackin' or idlin’ nllln;wed. Evervthin'
in order." .

“You are talking nonsense, Maule-
verer !

“Dear me!"” said Mauly.

“You cannot possibly carrv out tlas
ridiculous project!"

“We're goin' to try, sir."

“Yes, rather!” grinned Bob Cherry,

¥

“The ratherfulness is terrifie,
honoured sahib,” said Hurree Jamset
Ram Bingh, .

“I command you,” said the Head, in
a deep voice, ""to return to Greylriars

unmediately !  (hherwise, force will bo
used !"

“We're prepared to deal with foree,
giv," said Lord Mauleverer. ‘‘The pre-

focts didn't make much of &« hand of
it, did they, sir?”

“Ha, ha, hal"

Dr. Locke compressed his lips bhard.
He had driven over to High Oaks in
the full belief that his commanding

(Sea Chapter 4.)

voice and his majestic presence would
quell the rebellion, and that the Re
move would march back to school at
his order. But if his majestic presence
failed of its effect, he had no means
of enforcing his commands.

“Yeory well,” he said al last; “* I shall
communicale with your parents, and
warn them that wny boy who does not
immediately return to Greyiriars will

be expelled from the schoal !

And with that Dr. Locke turncd
away, with as much dignity ss he could,
and walked down the drive to the
gutes.

A minute later the buzz of a car was
heard, bearing the headmaster back lo
Groyfriars.

“All serene!"™ drawled Lord Maule-
verer, and be returned to his armchair
to rest after his exertious,

“I say, though, what will happen if
the Beak writes to our people?™ said
Hageldene, * Pater: and maters won't
see this as we do.”

“ Hardly I" grinned Ogilvy,

Lord Mauleverer smiled placidly.

“That's all right,” ho said. “The
Hend won't be in & hurry to tell our
people that he can’t manage the Lower
Fourth Form. What will paters amnd
muaters think of him, if he writes and
tells them that he can't enforce obedi.
ence among the jumiors? He won't do

i

“Why, he can't!" grinned Bob
Eherr}-. “Not if he can help it, any-.
D“.,.I‘l

“We'ro all right till the Easter hols,”
said Mauloverer. “The Head won't
bring all ocur people on the back of his
neck in a hurry. He's rather fed on
follows' relations at the best of times,
Parents are the nightmare of a school:
master's life, you know—an' it stands to
reason that no headmaster would bring

Tae Macyer Lisrany.—No. 1,045,
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thirty or forty perents down on himseli was no doubt that 'they liked ir

in & lump—what " .
“Not likely!" s=aid Tom Redwing,

L

Inughing.
':!i\ln fear !" _ o
“Tho no-fearfulness is terrific.”

“ Just bluff " said the Bounder, with
a chuckle. “He won't tell our people—
ho will be only too ]mlly glad if they
don't hear of it, anyhow, The [aot is,
he can't do anythin' but sack the lot
of us—and if o headmaster sacked a
whole Form, the governora of the school
would jolly soon eack him, I imagine.
The Head's in a cleft stick.”

“Ho's got to give in,” said Bob.
*As soon as he nsks Suula:hy to go
ek, we'll go back and be good.”

“ He can't give in,” said the Bounder,
“His jolly ol di%'mt:r is at slake, He's
fairly bunkerod all round.”

“Then how is it going to end " esked
Mark Linley,

The Bounder laughed. _

“What does that matter? It will bo
fun while it lasts—and the end can take
care of itself!”

“ Hear, hear!” :

And that view was satisfactory to
most of the juniors, who were not much

given to looking ahead. At all events
the Remove were determined upon one
thing—they were standing by their

Form-master, who been unjustly
dismissed from his post at Greyfriars;
and they were not going to give in until
Mr. Queloh was reinstated as master of
the Remove, And in the meantime,
they had no objection—none at all—to

school without s master, '

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
The New School !
s PFUGGINS!

J “Yes, my lord!" i

“You will rinF the rising-bell
in the morning.’

“The which, my lord " )

““1s there somo sort.of & bell to ring?”
asked Mauleverer. “Any old bell will
do—mnuflin-bell, or bicyecle-bell—"

“There's the alarm bell, my lord,

which used to be rung in caso of fire,
my lord."

“First rate! Ring that at seven.
thir¥ in the mornin', Juggins."
“Yes, ‘m]’_lﬂl‘d.“

Jugging retired, having received

liia instroctions, Mr. J uﬁgms. the
newly-appointed porter of High Oaks
School, rdly knew what to make of

that school and its schoolboys. But he
was more than sstisfed with his posi-
tion in the new scholastic establish-
wment, He had been ocaretaker in the
mansion during its period of vaciney.
No doubt he had been paid for care-
taking. But his remuneration - as
caretaker, compared with his remuncra-
tion in the service of Lord Mauleverer,

was as moonlight unto sunlight, as
water unto wine,

Mr. Juggins was making a ver
thing out of it. Moreover, he had intro-

duced & whole tribe of his relatives into
the place. Thoere were Juggins gar-
dener, Juggins cook, Juggins page and
boot-boy, Jugginses up and down and
round about. - The tribe of Juggina
seemed & numerous tribe, to judge by
the number of Jugginses who came
along to take the exceedingly well-paid
posts at High Oaks. _
Lord Mauleverer was one of those
rare and fortunaie individuals who
never had to count their money.
High Oaks, in these days, money was
ﬂnwu}g like water. This exactly suited
Mr, Juggins and his relations, There
~Tue Maener Liprany,—No, 1,045,
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The
servant problem was no problem to Lord
Mauleverer. He solved it by letting
servants do what they liked and paying
them what thoy axked.

As p matter of faot, this method was
not so unbusinesslike as might have been
supposed.  There was no doubt that
the Jugginses made a good thing out
of i1t; but, as his lordship remarked,
why shouldn’t they! The labourer was
worthy of his hire; and it was long ago
forbidden to muzzle the ox that treadeth
out the corn. The tribe of Juggns
basked i unacenstomod prospoerity; but
they liked his npon-hﬂ.ndetlwlﬂrdihi;p;
they were willing and or Lo serve
him, and they did (heir duty well,

The Jugginses were astonished at the
state of alfairse at High Oaks. They
did not think that it was likely to con-
tinue very long. But they hoped that
it would continue.

Meanwhile, they were satisfied, and
they satisfied Lord Mauleverer. So
nobody had any cause of complaint.

“It's all right, you men," announced
Lord Mauleverer, after his interview
with Juggins. *‘Risin’ bell at seven-
thirty to-morrow.”

“Chh 1" suid Bob Cherry.

“1 say, you fellows, 1I'm not turning
out at rising bell,” exclaimed Billy
Bunter indignantly. “Make it eleven,
Mauly."

“Shut up, Bunter,” ssid Wharton.

" Shan't I roared ﬁuntar. “Might na
well bo back at Greyfriars if wo're Funtg
to turn out early in the morning.’ '

“¥You fat duffer,” said Nugent. “We
haven’t kicked over the traces just for
the sake of slacking.”

“Eh? I bave,” said Bunter,

“ Fathead !”

“Risin' bell at seven-thirty,” said Lord
Mauleverer calmly, “ and to-night
at half-past nine, same as st Greyfriars.”

“Rats!" ronred Bolsover major.

“*My dear man—"

“I'm going to bed when I choose,”
said Bolsover major, “and that won't
e before half-past ten.™ '

“Eloven for me.” yawned Skinner.

“Same here," said E:mup.

“I'm jolly well not going to bed
carly, I know that,” remarked Hazel-
dene. “Don't you put on airs, Mauly.
They don’t suit you '

= } this school is a republic,”
said Fisher T. Fish, “and I kinder
reckon that this infant is going to do
jost as he some,"

" Yes, rather,” said Billy Bunter.

Lord Mauleverer waited for the dis-
sentients to finish. When they had
stated their objections, his lordship
spoke again,

“The f{fellows have inted mo
leader,” he said. “I'm willin’ to redi
in favour of

Far:n. if Wharton is willin' to take it
on.’

“Buck to ik, Mauly,” answered
Wharton at once. “1'm backing you up

all along the line." !

" uri good,” enid bkis lordship.
“Now, I want lh you men Lo understand
that High Oaks is a school, not a happ
huntin' ground for slackers. Classes wall
baFin to-morrow."” *

' Rats!" roared Bolsover major.

“ Rublish ! hooted Micky Desmond.

“Bosh | yelled Billy Bunter.

“You're interruptin’' me, you know,”
said Lord Mauleverer. “J wish you
wouldn't interrupt me—you make me
for what I was goin' to say next.”

“Ha, ha, ha!” -

"Order is goin' to be kept in this
school,” went on Mauleverer. At
present we're without masters. But
we're not goin to slack and frowse.

Wharton, captain of the -

S— -

We're goin' to work. I hate the idea

&s much as you men do—"

“Hua, ha, hat"

“Bub it's & case of noblesse oblige,
you know; we're bound to play up.
We're goin® to work.”

“Rats!”

“Hear, hear!™

"hh !FI‘

“Bravo ™

“Until we get & master, T appoint
Mark Linley to take charge of the Form,
so far ms classes aro concerned,” said
Mauleverer, " He knows more than any
other fellow in the Remove.”

“Oh, draw it mild,” said Mark,
llu%l‘nng.
“Fuect, dear man, You're goin' to

take charge of classes, Class will be
held at the usual times, and every fellow
will turn up.”

“Catoh me!" snorted Bolsover major.

“And me—I don't think!” chuckled
Skinner.

" Every fellow who kicks will be
licked, same as at Greyfriars,” said Lovd
Mauleverer. ]

B;;Whu'u going Hhiiték hmr.-!" roared

saver major. * t i

the ﬂ&mnvn.:ﬁ.r R Ao
Lord Mauleverer shook hi= head.

?“ };tlmdwnn't fight anybody, Bolsover.
ou Y d, y

b 0 as you're to or you'll be

“Wha-a-at?” fll-ﬁﬁd the bully of the
Remove. “And who's going té::r thrash
me, you blithering nincompoop ?”

"1 ehall appoint » committee of six
to keep order,” said his lordship calmly.

I can’t have the trouble of thrashin'
you, Bolsover—I'm doin’ the brain work
in this business, and that's enough for
me.  Thrashin's will be administered
by the Thrashin' Committee.”

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“And who's goin' to be on the
committeg™ inquired Herbert Vernon-
Smith, with a sarcastio grin.

: You for one, Bmithy."

Oh!" ejaculated the Bounder, taken
lh!.c;'. - :

“And Wharton, Deb Cherry, Peter
Todd, Johnny Bull, and  Squiff
announced Lord Mauleverer.

Losd

There was. no doubt that
Mauleverer, now that he was giving bis
noble intellect a run, was developing
judgment. The Bounder had been quito
prepared to give trouble and resist any
attempl at control; but the wind was
quite taken out of his sails by his ap-
pointment to the committee of a ty.
AndtPﬂh'utE: Ti-d{f' I;hopg_h quite i:'h agreéc
ment wi uly's views, might not
‘have cared to knuckle under to the rule
of the Famous Five, had they been
appointed to take control, as most of tho
fellows had expected. Mauly had
;Epumtld three members of the Famous

ive, and Peter Todd and the Bounder
and Bquiff, thus representing on the
committee of authority all parties in
Remove—excepting the slackors. e
committee, too, rvepresented all the
heftiest fighting men in the Form—
which was a rather valuable con-
"&E'i'ﬁm i 1 k d

o committee wi order,” said
his lordship. “ They ﬂﬂﬂ: thrash any
man who doesn’t toe the line, I've

ordered canes from Chunkley's.”

“Ha, ha, hat" !

| li:f, you fellows, Mauly's the
biggest slacker in the Form.” exclai
Etmtar. “They'll have to thrash Mauly

rst.” '

“Dh, gad! 1I'm goin’ lo buck up,”
said Lord Mauleversr, “1 assure you
men that I'm goin’ to play the game."”

"The committee will see that you
do!” grinned the Bounder,

ot © T O T A S, A
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“You won't make mo toe the line,"
roared Bolsover major.

“Wait and see!” grinned Bob Cherry.

Lord Mauleverer looked at his w:lc?:.
" Half-past nine,” he said. " Bed-
time! Turn in!"

“Rats!” hooted Bolsover.

Lord Mauleverer yawned decply.

“I'm goin" to bed. Follow on, you
men. The committee will look after the
siragglers.”

And his lordship lounged lazily up-
stairs., Most of the Ieﬁmﬁ followed
him ; and Bkinner & Co., observing that
the committee of six were sorting out
canes, docided to follow on. Bolsove:
major was leflt slone—but after a few
moments’ reflection he docided to go to
bed also—he did not want to deal with
a commiltee of six single-handed. And
the Remove turned in, just as if they
bad been still at Greyfriars.

=l —

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Playing the Game !

LANG, clang, clang!
‘ It was tim rising-bell in the

wintry morning.

- Clang, clang!
_Juggine  was carrying out  his
instructions. Loud and sharp the bell
rang, awakening all the members of the
LIIOW -
Lord Mauleverer opened his eyes—and
¢losod them again. Mauly's intentions
were good; but he was sleepy. The
spirit was willing, but the fesh was
woealk.

Bunter's eyes did not even open. He
tried to close his fat ears to the rising-
bell. In Bunter's case, not only was tl'i'm
flesh weak, but the spirit was unwilling.

Harry Wharton sat and rubbed his
eyes,

I-I'll Mosi Up-io-
al
in .I:‘u ﬁrﬂ?ﬂ
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The eaptain of the Remove was not
kean on turning out. But duty was
duty. It had been agreed by all the
leaders of the Form that slacking was
to have no part in the curriculum at
High Oaks 8chool. And it was necessary
to resist the beginnings. Lato rising
meunt late breakfast and late classes,
and general disorganisation. Loafing
and laziness might casily become the
order of the day. Wharton did not
want to turn out; but he did turn out,
and called to his friends.

“Risting-bell, you fellows! Out you
get "

“Right-ho!" yawned Bob Cherry.

“Yaw-aw-aw!"” said Nugent. *What
about another ten minutes 7"

“Not another ten seconds, you
slacker !’

Frank Nugent grinned and turned
out. Peter Todd was up as soon as the
Famous Five. Redwing and Baquiff, Tom
Brown and Dutton, Newland and Ogilvy
and Russell. Vivian and Wibley, and
Penfold and Mark Linley wers out
almost as soon, Bolsover major
followed more slowly. Bolsover wus
quite determined not to admit any
authority over him on the part of any-
one; but he was not a slacker, and he
turned out, reserving his resistance for
more important matters. Skinner and
Snoop and Statt erawled out of bed un-
willingly, but they crawled out, and
Fisher T. Fish hopped out when ho
noted Bob Cherry dipping a sponge into
n basin of water.

All the Remove, in fact, turned out,
excepling Billy Bunter and Lord Maulo-
veror. Both of them had gone off to
sleop again,

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!" bawled Bob
Chogry. " Mauly 1"

“Turn out!™

= =

“Oh gad!” groaned his lordship. *“I
say, I'm sleepy."”

“What about setting an example to
the Form 1" asked Wharton.

“Yaw-aw-aw! You sel an example,
old bean, while I have a little nap,”
suggested Lord Mauleverer.

“Ha, ha, ha!™

Hoerbort Vernon-8mith strolled over Lo
his lordship's bed. The Bounder had
very likely been thinking of giving
trouble, but his li}imiutnmnt to the
committee of control had disarmed Igyn.
Az o member of the committee to
enforoe discipline, however, he was
likely to dusplay vigour, especiall
where Lord Mauleveior was mnturnad‘f

His lurdshitp eyed the Pounder rather
apprehensively.

“1—1 say, émithy v

“Tired 1" aszked the Bounder.

".Yl“!il

“"Like another haif-hour?"

iiY‘uﬁlll

"“Feel you can’l turn ont this cold
morning "'

“ Fxactly, old lellow.”

“Right-ho! I'll give yon somothing
to cure all that."

“Yarooogh!” roared Lord Maule-
verar, as the Bounder jammed a drip-
ping sponge down his neck. “Grooogh !
Ooooch! Ow! You frightful ruffian!
Mooch! I'm getlin' wp! Yoop!"”

“Ha, ha, ha!"

And Lord Mauleverer got up, in
Liaste,

“Bunter!" roared Bob Cherry.

Snore !

“Dear me! Bunter's still asleep!™
grinned Bob. *“1 wonder whether this
Jug of water would wake him up?”

‘Keep off, you heast!” yellod Bunter.

“Hallo, ballo, hallo! He's awake!
Time to turn out, Bunter.”

Bunter sal up in bed, with the

(Continwed on next page.)
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blankets snuggled round him, and
blinked wrathfully and indignantly.
“1 say, you fellows, I'm not Eul.hng
up yet. I tell you p]tinq that I'm not
going to stand apy rot. refuse to got
up. Got that?” 1
“(Carteinly, old bean,” said Bob.
“And bere's a jug of water to help

u change your mund. Got that?”
J&Hﬂﬂﬂﬂihl

Bunter got it
“Qurrrrggeggh!”

Bunter rolled out of bed and bumped
on the floor.

“Have another lot?" asked Bob.
“VYarvoooh! Benst!”

“ Are you getting up now " .
“Grooogh! Beast! Rotter! Ow!
#That isn't an answer. Here's another

'I _'II‘
M owow! T'm. getting up!” velled

Bunter. “Ysh! Keep off, you beast!
Can't you see I'm getting up?”
“Ha, ha, ha!”

The Remove were all up now.

Breakfast was sorved on time that
morning, and all the Remove were ready
for it. After breakfast Lord Mauleverer
called the committee together, with a
very serions expression on his flt’:ﬁ."

“T'va becn thinkin', you chaps,’ be
said, .

“ Again?" asked the Bounder, with a

in.  “You were thinkin' yesterday,
gtul;r, you know. Don't over-do it »

The committee chuckled.

“gerious, you know,” said Maule-
verer. “D[H;:lngrm, we've ;:mheg up

ainst the on principle, and woe
EETHII mmL: h:i:'u to slmit& : ‘L:‘In'm

und to e game, an cep on
clnssos l.udp all that. But—but I've been
thinkin' that we might as well
to-morrow, instead of to-day—what?”

“Ha, ha, ha!" |

“You fellows think it & good idea?”
asked Mauleverer hopefully.

“Not the least little bit in the world,"”
answored Harry Wharton. “We begin
classes to-day, old scout.”

“A holiday does & fellow a lot of
good, you know,” argued Mauloverer.

“We had a holiday yesterday,” Bob
Cherry pointed out.

“Well, you can't have too much of a
good thing. It's agrecd, then—we put
off classes till to-morrow—what 7'

i Nﬂ !ﬂ‘ll' !l'

“Play up, Mauly!" said Harry Whar-
ton, lsughing. **We're looking to you
to set ug an example, you know."

“Yaas, but—" . _

“Classes at the uvsual time,” smd
Vernon-Smith. “Don't flm us the
trouble of lickin' you, Mauly. 1 can sec
that we've got to lick Bolsover.”

“Oh dear!" )

' Lord Mauleverer sighed, but he mado
up his noble ﬂ::mf At ";lhlﬁ Eruduli?r
olasses, rung by Juggins, his ip
made his way to Lﬁr apariment that
had been fitted up as & Form-room. Be-
tween his desire to play the game and
his almost irresistible inclination to
slack, Lord Mauleverer was in a dubious
frame of mind; but his better gualitics
won, and he went into the Form-room.
Many fellows went in with him, but
when Harry Wharton ealled the rall
six fellows failed to answer to their
names.

“Job for the commiltec,” said the
Bounder.
“Bix

¥

miesing — Bolsover major
Bkinner,. 8noop, Btott, DBunter, an
Hazeldene,” said Harry Wharton.
“Linley, you get along with first lesson,
while we round up the slackers,”

“Right-ho!" said Mark, with a smile.
Tae Maower Lisrany.—No. 1,045

“We'll come and help round them up,
I guess,” said Fisher T. Fish.

“You won't, old bean; you'll =it in
closs.

llJI lIE.EE_'_.’

“Silenee in the class, please,” eaid
Mark Linley.

“Oh, I guess you can go and chop
chips,” said Fisher T. Fish, indepen-
dently. * You can't pul that over me,
Linley."

“No fear,” said Micky Desmond, 1

can tell you I'll talk as much as 1 like,
Linley. Shut up yourself, old bean.™
“What about the lesson?™ ashed
Mark. *
~ “TPeach your Frnndmut!mr!” said
Micky. “You can't teach uz anything.

You're only s Remove chap yourself.”
“That's 0,” agreod Mark. " But T'va
been appointed to take charge.”
“Take charge as much as you like,
but shut up.™ '

The committee exchanged glances. If
class was to proceed on fthese lines it
was fairly obvious that class might as
well be dismissed. Harry Wharion
rapped out :

“Desmond! Fish !"

“Oh, can it!"” yawned Fisher T. Fish.

“(Go and eat coke!” suggested Micky.

“Both of you stand out before the
class " snid tim captain of the Remove.

“What for?" demeanded Micky.

“Licking " .

“Faith, and I'll punch the nose o
any fellow that thinks of licking me!™
said Micky Desmond belligerently.

“Hook him out!” said Peter Todd.

Micky Desmond was promptly hooked
out. In the grasp of the committee, he
was bent over a dosk, struggling and
roaring. The Bounder wielded a cane,
and he delivered six of the best.

“"Yow-ow-ow-ow!"” roared Micky.
“Chuck it! Yow-ow-ow!"

“Take your place, Desmond!" said
the captain of the Remove,

“Yow-ow-ow!"

“ Now, Fish—"

“I guess T don’t want any, you
galoots! I'm going to keep as mum as
an oyster in class !” said Fisher T. Fish,
in & great hurry.

- WEKeep to that, then!"

“Sure !"” said Fisher T. Fish.

And Mark Linley was left with quite
an orderly class to deal with, while the
committec sallied forth to round up the
slackers,

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Brought to Order !

“ OUR deal, Hazel 1"
i Ch“ﬂh 1" murmored Bobh
Iﬂu Skinner's voice,

The grounds of High Oaks were very
extensive, The committee had expected
rather 2 long search for the slackers
But somo of them, at all events, were
at hand. Skinner's voice proceeded from
a little summer-house, and Harry Whar-
ton & Co. stopped and looked in.

Skinner and Brm-ur, Btott and Ilazel-
dene, were there, playing banker, Bix
grim faces stared in at them.

Hauzel had the grace to look a little
ashamed of himeelf, Snoop looked un-
casy, Stott sullen, and Bkinner vicious.
All of them realised that the game had
come to & sudden end.

Yook here, you fellows arn not
wanted in here,” exclaimed BSkinner,
with an attompt at bluster.

“ Hand over those cards!" said Whar-
ton.
T R‘tﬂ -[‘"

Wharton gathered up the cards. He
tore each of them into two pieces and
threw the fragments away. ring this

process the black sheep of the Remove
glaved at bim, but offered no active
opposition.

The cards disposed of, the captain of
the RHemove rapped out:

“Two each! Bend over !"

“What1'" roared Hazel.

“Bend over !

“Do you think you're going to cane
ust" jrg}l.ed Hazel, '

“Hard, too!"” said Bob Cherry cleer-
fully, '

Haezel jumped up and clenched his
fists. '

 “You'll have a fight on your hand:
lirst " he snarled, °

“Right-ho!" said Boeb. “I'll look
aftor Hagel, you fellows, while you canc
the others."

“Bend over, Skinner!” said Wharton.

(] Shm"t :FI

“Bend him over, you fellows!"
_Peter Todd and Squif grasped
Skinner, and, in spite of his resistance,
he was bent over. Wharton wielded the
cane,

"o:i'ha{*kl' Whack !

“Ow!" grasped Skinner, " Wow !
make you sorty for this ! A

“Now go into class!"

“1 won't!" said Skinner.

Whack !

“ Yaroooh |

“Better go,"” advised the captain of
the Remove, “1 can keep this up as
long as you do, Skinner.”

* You checky rotter !" panted Skinner.

Whack !

“ Yow—wooooop |

“Are you going?"

“Ow! Yes, =Tl
Skinner. And he went,

"“Bend over, Sunoop!"

" Look here—"

“Bend him over!"

Whack ! Whack |

"“Now into class!”

Sidney James Spoop, with a scowling
face, followed Bkinner to the housc,
%ﬁun turned cheerfully to Frederick

“Your turn, Stott!™

“Not without a serap!” said Stoftl
sullenly.

“This isn't & scrapping match," ex-

I'i

go!"” gasped

plained the ecaptain of the Remove.

"We're the rashing Committee.

You're mf-ing out of e
“Blow class!"

“You're playing the goat, too, which
is forbidden at Iﬁnh ﬂﬁl the same as
st Greyiriarse. Wae haven't come here
to play the goat, Bend over!"

e H!“n" 'l"‘

“Bend him over!”

Frederick Stott was made of rather
tougher stuff than or Skinner.
There was a struggle before he was
placed in s favourable position for
caning. But he was bent over at last,
in the grips of Toddy and Johnny Bull.

Whack ! Whaok !

Stott struggled and roared.

“Now cut off to class, Stoti!"

“Shan’t !"" roared Btoit,

Whaok! Whack! Whack! Whaek!
E;PWI Wow! Ow! Wow!" yalled
t.

“Must toe the line, dear boy!" said
the Bounder. “What's the use of
kickin' over the traces? Get goin’!"

And Btott, wriggling with anguish,
got going at last. Ho dise red in
the direction of the house, wriggling as
he went.

Meanwhile, Hageldene had not been
putting up much of a . Bab Cherry
wae rather too much for him. After &
brief resistance; Hazel crumpled up and
Bob sat on him till the rest of the com-
mittee were ready to take him in hand.

_ "Turn him over, Bob!”
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“ Stop ! ** shouted Johnny Bull.
ran for his Iat life.

“Ow ! " gasped Bunter.

Ph.o31
TWOPENDE

The Owl of the Remove
From the parcel under his arm two or three taris were scatiered

on the gravel path, A cake followed, and then a pie, and then a bag of biscuits. But

Bunter had not time to stop for them,

“Right-ho 1"

“You rotters!” velled Hazel.
Whack ! Whack !

“Cut off to cluss, Haxel!"

“J won't!” shrieked Hazeldene,

Whack! Whack! Whack!
“0Oh, my hat! Leave off !" yelled
Hazel. “Oh crumbs! I'll punch you

for this, Ow! Wow! Wow!"

“Are you going into cluss?"

“Ow! Yes, vou rotter! Ow."

And Hazeldone went.

“"That's four!" remarked Dob Cherry.
“Only Bunter and Bolsover left. Hallo,
hallo, hallo! There's Bolsover!™

“Come on!" A

Bolsover major was stalking within
view, with a defiant zcow! on his face.
He scowled more blackly as the com-
mittee bore down on him. :

“ You're cutting class, Bolsover?"” said
the eaptain of the Ramovoe.

“(Oh, don't be an ass!" said Dolsover
major, “We haven't come here to play
at classes.”

“ Bend over "

" Catoh mo!™ snccred Bolsover major,
“1'1l mop up the ground with the lol
of you if you bring that cane necar e,

“You'll have a chance to trv. Bend
him over!” gaid the captain of the
Remove, tersely,

Balsover major jumped back and putl
up his hands. Evidently the bully of
the Remove meant business. DBut =o did
the Thrashing Committee,

They rushed on Bolsover.

There was a roar from Pcler Todd
as ho caught Bolsover's hofiy riﬁhl with
his nose, and the Bounder yelled and
spun over wmder a drive from the
Remove bully’s left. The next moment
Bolsover major was on his back, his chin
feeling as if it had been driven through

(See Chapler B.)

the back of his head—and Bob Cherry’s
knuckles fecling as il they had becn
dashed against a wall

"Ow! Ow! Yow!" gasped Bolsover.
“Oh, 1y hat! Oh, my chin! Wow!"

He was in the grasp of the commitieo
the noxt moment. Two or three pairs
of hands rolled him over, and the cane

started. It fairly rang on Perey
Bolsover,

“"TIl smash you!" roared Bolsover
major. “I'll pulverise you. Ow! Leave
off ! Loggo! Yarooooh!"

Whaok ! Whack! Whack! Whacok!

Bolsover major roared and struggled.
So long as he struggled tho cane rang
and rang, It was something like &
Head's ﬂ%gging at Greyfriars, only a
little more 0. Delsover major gayve in
at last.

“Ow! ow! Stoppit!" he panted.

"“Are von going mto claast"”

“WNo !" shrieked Bolsover major,

Whack! Wheck! Whack!

“Ow! I'll smash you! TI'll go
howled the bully of the Remove. ** Yow-
ow! I'm going! Ow! Stoppit!”

Bolsover major was released, and he
staggered to his feet. Heo glared at the
grinning committea as if ho would have
liked to cat them,

“You cheeky rotlers " he gasped.

“Got into class! You're late!™

“T'Il jolly well ”

|l
.

“Do wvou want some more?" de-
manded the captain of the Remove im-
patiently.

Bolsover major evidently did not
want any more. He turned, scowling,
and tramped away towards the house.

“Only Bunter left!” chuckled Dob
Cherry. “We'reo gnttinﬁ on!”

The search for William Georgo
Bunter took more time, The Owl of

the Remove did not scem ta be in the
grounds anywhere; and the committee
prooeeded towards the bhouse to look
for him there,

“Hallo, halle,

DBilly Bunter was emerging from =a
sido door, with & grin on his fat face,
end a bundle 1 his fat hands. The
committee could guess what the
bundiec econtained. Wilham Georgo
Bunter had been raiding the provisions,
and he was sneaking off to some quict
spot to devour his prey. The committec
came towards him with a rush,

Bunter gave them one startled blink
and fled.

" Btop!"” shouted Johnny Bull,

“Ow!" gasped Dunter.

He ran for his lat life. From tha
parcel under his arm two or three tarts
were seattered on the gravel path.
Bunter hod no time to stop for thom.
A cake followed, and then a pie, and
then a bagr of biscuits. Evidently the
Owl of the Remove had planned lo
have & rather extensive little spread in
a secluded spobt. By the time the com-
mittes ran mm down, he had leit a
long trail of plunder on the path.

Petor Todd's hand dropped on his fat
shoulder at last.

hallo! There he ix!™

“Stop, you [al ~illain!" gasped
Peler,
“Ow! DBoeast! TLeggo!" shrieked
DBunter,

. He spun round in Poter's Traﬂ , nnd
hit out blindly. The blow landed on
Poter's nose; and & drive with Bunter's
weight behind it was not & light matter.
Peter gave a gasp of sanguish and
collapsed.

“You fat idiot!” exclaimed Johnny

Tue Macser Lisnany.—No. 1,045,
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Bull, “You hat!
Yar hi”

Johnny Bull canght Dusder’s fat fist
with his chin, and sai down quite sud-

Oh, iy

“1—1 say, you fellows——" gasped
Bunter, _

“Collar him!™ panted Dob.

“Yaroogh! Leggo! I1—1 &y, you
[ellowsg——"

“ Bond him over!" gasped Wharion.
Whack, whack, whaek!

“Whoooooop!” roared Bunter.
“Beast ! Stoppit! Chuckit! Yiaroeh!
ODh erumbs! Help! Murder! Fire!”

“Ha, ha, ha!"”

“Givo him o dozen!” yelled Petoer,
clasping his nose in enguish,

“Give buim a  hundred ["  shricked
Johnny Bull, clasping his chin.

“1 say, you fellows, help—help—
VATOO00g I—1 want to go into
class—you're stopping me—I1 say—-"

Whack! Whack!

“Now hook it!" gasped Wharion.

" ¥Yarooooogh !"

Billy Bunter hooked it in & hurry.
The committee followed him into the
house, and into the class-room. There
was a sound of disturbance in that
roony. Mark Linley, who had been left
in charge of guite an orderly class, was
struggling wildly in the grasp of Bol-

sover major and Skinner, who were
striving to jam his head into the wasie-
paper basket, The rest of the fellows

werg laughing, spperenily taking this
little matter 25 a jest. The committes
rushed to interveno.

“8ix each!” rapped oul Wharton.

“1—1I say, it wos only a joke!" gasped
Skinnor,

“Jokes are barred in the eclass-room,

dear man,” said Bob Cherry. “ Bend
over a desk, Skinner.”
“ Buck up, Skinner !™ shouted

Bolsover major, and he charged rock-
lessly at the committee, hitting ont
right and left,

" Look out!"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

There was a torrific crash, ag Dolsover
major wont down, with FPeler Tadil
and Bob Cherry clinging o hini. The
three rolled wildly on the floor in u
whirling struggle. Meanwhile, Skinner
lind his eix, and he let out a wild vell
at every siroke. MHe did not need tell-
ing to go back to his pluce he wes
only too glad te get there.

Then the whole eommitter procecded
to deal! with Bolsover major, It was
abvious that the bully of the Remove
had to ke reduced to a stale of diset-
pline, if law and order were to pre-
vail at High Ouks School. The com-
mitteo proceeded to reduce him (o &
state of discipline.

The jumiors laughed and cheered,
watching the geenc with intense interest,
Form at High Ouaks was much more
exciting and entertaining than Form
at Greyiriars.

Baolsover major struggled frantically,
and for some minutes the whole com.
mittee were busy with him. Then he
was sirctched over a desk and held
there, and Peter Todd put in some
active work with a cane. There wos a
sound in the class-room as of beating
carpet. Dust rose from Dolsover
major—and wild yells and roars. But
Pater did not ecaze. He laid it on til
hia arm was tired.

“There!"™ he gasped at last. " That's
all T can do—one of you feilows can
take & tarn if he hasn't had epough.”

“HI, hl. ha 1"

“Ask Bolsover! chuekled Bob
Cherry. "Have you had enovugh,
Bolsover 1™

"anﬁﬂnp!"

“Are you going to keep ovder:™ de-
manded WhlE?ﬂnF ;

“Yow-ow-ow! Yes! Oh dear! Ves!"
groaned Belsover,

“Go to your place, then”

Bolsover major limped to his place.
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That terrific thrashing had taken all
the belligorence out of him-—for the
present at least. Bob Cherry looked
round inguiringly.

“ Anybody else want a licking 5"

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“No takers!” said Squiff.

. And the committeo took their place:
m Form, and class comme once
more. It was rathor late; but it com
menced, - And the discontented spirits
toed the line ljke the rest; the Thrash-
ing Committee had done its work, and
done it well. Law and order were
established at High Oaks School, and
it was only to be hoped that that happy
state of affairs would be permanent.

— e

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Mr. Queich Is Surprised |

04 EAR mo .t”
D Mr. Quelch, one-time master
of the Greyfriars Remove,

made that remark,

He bad walked down from Court
ficld, and stood in the road looking at
High Oaks.

It was alinost a week sinee Mr. Quelch
had been dismnissed from Greyfriars;
and Dr. Locke had su that, when
he was dismissed, he would go his way.
Instead of which, Mr. uelch had
stayed on at the Courtfield Hotel, and
showed no sign whatever of intending
to depart.

SBome of the Greyfriars fellows sur-
mised that he had had & hand in the
revolt of his late Form; perhaps the
Head suspected that Mr. Quelch was

encoursgimg the Remove in  their
present rebellious attitude,
But that was an injustice to Alr.

Quelch. Ho was too keen a disciplina-
rian to approve of rebellion, even when
it was on his own account and for his
sake,

Mr. Quelch looked at the tall bronzo
gates of the mansion which had recently
been turned into a scholastic establish-
ment. Noear the gates was & board with
gold lettors on n hlack ground, bearing
the legend:

“HIGH OAKS SCHOOL.”

Mr., Quelch garzod at it, and finally
approached the gates, and tuahml one
leaf of them open. He walked on, on
a tidy gravel drive, and walked to-
wards the mansion,

“illra you, sir I

It was Mr, Juggins, now the porter
of High Onks School. Mr, Juggins
bore down on the intrusive stranger.

Mr. Quelch eyed him calmly. Mr.

welch had an eye like Mars, to
threaten and command, and it daunted
Juggins a little, 8iill, the High Ounks
porter had his duty to do,

“Nobody allowed in "ere, sir,” said

JuFFinm
“1 am Mr. Quelch,"” said tho late
Remove master scily.

“Don't know the name, sir,” but
S(:,I.I.El{!h or mno Squelch, you ain't
nllowed In ‘ere,” sard Juggins. * This
"ere 15 the property of Lord Mauleverer,

and his lordship has bordered me to
keep out trespassers,.”

“1 desire to see Lord Mauloverer,”
sald Mr, Quelch. “1 am hs former
Form master at Greyfriars.”

“Oh!" said Juggins. “The young
gents are in school now, sir.”

Mr. Quelch almost jumped.

“In what?" he ejaculated. .

“School, sir—class!” said Juggins,
with a faint grin. “This ‘ere 13 &
school, air, though youn uliihin'l- think
it. 1 don't know w:ilethnr is lordship
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would care to be interrupted at yYou fellows, ain't you fed-up with this? want of a schoolmaster, sir! Marky

lessons, sir.”

“Unless We has changed very much
since leaving Greyfriars, 1 have no
doubt whatever that he would be glad
i pted at lessons,” said Mr,
Quelch dryly.

And ho passed the porter, who looked
dubious, and ht;llll:gg nIn tnll_:hﬁ house,
Mr. Juggins blin after him,

“ My Egre!" he murmured. *“If that
old -covey has come to take the kids
away, the gameo's up ‘ere, and I'm
losing & good thing! I've a blinking

ood mind to take 'im by the back of
the neck and run him out!"

But if Juggins had a good mind to
act in that Entin manner, he had a
better mind not to do so, for he left Mr.
Quelch to his own devices,

The big door of High Oaks stood
opon, nn:F Mr. Quelch entered the hall.

he great hall of the mansion looked
very cheerful, with a log fire blazing,
lng the winter sunshine glimmering in
through stained glass windows. It was
deserted now, save for a member of tho
Juggins tribe engaged in dusting.

Mr. Quelch glanced round him, and
walked on. The quiet of the place
astonished him. The Form master had
walked over to High Oaks to advise the
rebels of Greyiriars, once more, to re-
turn to school. He had expe to find
the place in an vproar. A junior Form
that had been without masters ior
nearly & week was likely, in the Form
master’'s opinion, to be in a state of
perpetual riot. But there were no
sounds or signs of riol. -

Mr. Queleh passed through the hall
and came out on a broad punlfre
There & youth in buttons stared at him,
It was one of Mr. Juggins' innumerable
relatives, who was now page at High
Oaks, and looked as if he thrived on it.

“Where are the boys, my lad " asked
Mr. Quelch.

The youthful Juggins blinked at him.

“In class, sir.”

“PDear me! Are classes held here?”

* Yessir."”

“Bless my soul! Take me to the class.
reom, plesse.” _ .

The youthful Juggins eyed him,
wondering who was this tall, angular
gentleman who presumed to give him
orders. But there was something about
Mr. Quelch that enforeed obedience.
Young Juggins led the way as
commanded.

“'Hre's the room, sir."

“Thank you!"

E: !Quﬂduh pushed open & large door.

ooked in.

For the moment he was not observed
by the numerous oocupants of the room.
l:fu gazed upon the scene with groat
interest. '

The room had been, in the palmy
days of High Oaks, a reception-room.
It was now turned into a class-room,
with forms and desks complete, maps
on the walls, blackboard and waste-
paper basket, and a high desk for o
master—the Remove-room at Greyfriavs
over again,

The desks were occupied by the Re-
-movites. Mark Linlcy sat at the high
desk. He bhad a pointer in his hand.
The class was as orderly as ever it had
been at Grevirinrs—for the moment, at
least. Mr. Quelch's mstonishment grew
and grew as he watched. .

“ Bunter!" called out Mark Linley,

“0Oh, Tﬂlﬂﬁ Linley~—"

“Construe!'

“J1—1 forget the place, old chap!™

_"Bh?r Bunter the place, Wharton,

“Certainly I :

“The—the fact is, I'd rather not con-
strue, Linley,” said Bunter,

“1 say,

I am!"

“8hut up, Banter!"

“ Oh, really, Cherry——"

“Order, you know!"” yawned Lord
Mauleverer. *“You've got to construe,
Bunter, you lazy ass! Get on with it!”

“QOh, really, Mauly—"

“1 am waiting for you, Bunter!" said
Mark.

“Wait and be blowed!” retorted
Bunter. “I k on telling you I'm
fed-up! We might as well baek at
Greyirviarg, at this rate!"

“Live Bunter two, Toddy!" said
Mark.

“You bet!"” said Peter Todd.

“1—1 say, Poter, old chap—

Yaroooogh !” roared Bunter.

Whaek, whack )

“Beast! Ow!"

“1 am waiting for you to construe,
Bunter,"” said Mark quietly.

“Oh dear! Al right! g}w!"

And Billy Buunter procesded to con-
strue—as badly ns ever he hnd done
the. Remove-room at Gresfriars,

- Mark interrupted him ot last:

“You have not prepared this lesson,
Bunter|"”

“Oh, really, Linley—"
“Take a hundred lines!"
“ Look here—"
- “Silence! You will go on, Skinper.”

Skinner went on to construe quietly.
Skinner cvidently had been brought to
good order by the Thrashing Com-
mittee, for he handed out his " con ™ ns
obediently as he had ever done in the
Romove-room at Greyfriars.

“That will do, Skinner! Now yon,
Mauleverer.” .
" Oh 1" groaned Mauly.

“Go it, Mauly, old bean!” said Bob
Cherry.

“Bilence in class, please!"” said Mark

Linley. "“You must not talk to
Mauleverer, Cherry 1"

“Oh! My mistake—I forgot!"”
grinned Bob. * Borry, sirl"

.-H‘I.h.‘ h‘ !u -
“Bilonce, please! ‘I am waiting for
vou, Mauleverer!"”
v I—1 say, mﬂpqu you let me off, old
bean?" ed his lordship. “The fact
is, T went to sleep instead of doin' my

prep.”
"%lk_ﬂ a hundred lines!"
D 0Oh gad! Is that the way you thank
a fellow for appointin’' you Form
master 1" ejaculated Lord Mauleverer.
" “Take two hundred lines!”
“Look here, you ass—] mean—yans!
All right!

¢ play the game!”
roa Hl‘lll;:tu ‘Eﬂ.rl uren?:-. old
j
: :‘gnu will u:nl, gndd.“
Y. ir,"" sai ter.
«Hallo, hallo, hallo!" roared Bob
Cherry suddenly.
“Bilence! You—"

- It-‘lﬁunlr:h 1" yelled Bob.

He had suddenly caught sight of the
gstonishoed face looking in at the door.

“Oh!" gasped ‘ !

The Eidﬁmﬂﬂ n‘lltlh all on EI.Ii:’.guur foct at
once, r. ne step
room, E;rningqhil boys with » curious
expression on his face,

“Welcome to High Oaks, sir!” said
Lord Mauleverer. “May we hope, sir,
that you have come to take charge?”
“The hopefulness is terrific, honoured
sahib!" said Hurree Jamset Ram

Bjﬂfh'
"Mr. Quelch coughed, :
“"No!” he said il-l-ltll}'. “Nothing of
the kind! It is quite imipossiblo for me
to do so! I came hers to advise you
boyvs to return to school!” :

- %Can't be done, sir,” said Lord
Mauléverer. “Not unless ]?,::l;u goin'
back, sir. But now you're . wir, lat
us get you to stay; we're really badly in

into the

does his best, but——"

“1 shall be very glad to resign in
vour favour, sir,” said Mark Linleyv,
with a smilo.

“Won't you stay and take control,
sir!" asked Harry Wharton, * Ac
present it's a school without a master.”

“1 congratulate wxou!" said Mr.
Quelch. “1 cannot approve of vour re
belliousness: but I am certainly sur
prised and pleased to see you pursuing
vour studies, instead of wasting your
time, as I {eared would be the case.
Nevertheless, I advise you to return to
Greyfriars immediately.™

“No jolly fear!” =aid Bob Cherry
emphatically. ” _

“The no-fearfulness is terrific!”

"1 say, vou fellows, we¢ dont waut
Quelchy——"'

“Shut up, Bunter!" _

"Shan't!" hooted Bunter. *Linley s
bad enough, playing at Form master;
but he's not so bad as the real thing!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Kick Bunter, somebody ™

“Yaroooogh ™

"H% boys,” said Mr. Quelch, 1
strongly lﬂvﬂﬂ you to return to Grey-

friars, and abandon this attitude cof
rebelliousness.”’

“Not without you, sir!” said Lord
Mauleverer. -

“My return to Greyfriars is impos-
sible, Mauleverer.”

“Then we stay out, too, sir! We're
qettin' on all right,” said Mauly.
“Only we want you to come here as
headipaster, sir.”

“That 1= impossible, too, Maule-
verer,"

“Then we'll carry on as we are, sir,”
gaid Maulevorer cheerfully. “We're
not learnin’ quite so much as at Grey-
friars, but the work's easier, so we're
really pot dissatisfied.”

" ha, ha!" )

“1f you will not follow my mdvice, 1
can do no more,” said Mr, a!tmleh. “3
bhave pnow no authority over you. But
I am glad, at loast, to sec you :t;llun%
some attempl to pursue your studies,
regret very In

he Form master paused,

Severe gentleman as Mr. Quelch was,
thoro was no doubt that be was touched
by the attachment his Form had shown
and their devotion to his cause, He
disapproved of all the Fmdmp of tho
Remove with his head, as it were, but
not with his heart.

Undoubtedly he was tempted to take
his old Form in hand, and to remain at
High Oasks — headmaster instead of
Form master. ) ;

But such a proceeding was not in ac-
cordance with the fitness of things, and
the Remove master dismissed the
thought.

“T will interrupt you no further,” he
said rather abruptly, and retired [rom
the class-room.

——

PBut Mr. Quelch’'s brow was very
thought{ul as he went. The Head ol
Groyiriars to have leit the

Lower Fourth Form to their own de-
vices, vet the present state of affairs
could not possibly continue. That was
unthinkable. Mr. Quelch realised that
the rebels of the Remove must be taken
in hand. _

He began to wonder whether it was,
after all, his duty to stand by the Forn
who had stood by him, since it appeaved
that their own headmaster was taking
no further trouble about them. In »
very thoughtiul mood indeed Henry
Samuel Quelch walked away from High
Osks—leaving the rebel juniors disouss-
ing his visit, as a pleasant change from
class work.
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THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Coker Takes a Hand !

“ BSOLUTE rot!"
A That was Coker's opinion,
Hornee Coker of the Fifth
Form at Greyfriars, had been
{hinking.

This was quite a new doparture for
Coker of the Fifth. But the present
extraordinary state of Greyiriars affairs
had, as it were, set Coker's powerful
intellect going. ‘

He was walking in the quad with
Potter and Greene, when the Head
passed at = little distance. ;

Dr. Locke did not observe the Fifth-
I'ormers. :

He was walking with his hands behind
him, his head bowed a little, snd a deop
{rown upon his face. Obwviously, he was
huried in thought—neot very pleasant
thought, _

The Head of Greyfriars, in fact, had
plenty of food for thought these days.
He was nonplussed, A rebellion in the
school, the marching out of a whaole
Form, and their refusal to return to his
order, placed the hoadmaster in a diffi-
cult, & painful, and a rather ridiculous
position.  Buch a state of affairs was
unprecedenied ; and the Head had to
admit himself that he did not quite
know how to deal with it,

His personal authority had [failed.
The Sixth Form prefects had failed in
the use of force, How were the Re-
move to be rounded and gathered
into the fold again? They could not be
punished into submission — Hoggings
sould mot be sdministered; and n.'qla -
sion—ihe severest punishment of all—
was impracticable, A whole Form could
not be expelled. p

Dr. Locke could have hmvﬂtefhr th:
authority of their ts, but an
from doing so. ﬁmr could he tell =
whole army of [athers and guardians
that his authority had failed, and that
lie wanted them to do his work for him
—for that was practically what it would
omount {o. .

He thought of calling in the aid of
he Courtfield police to round up a eel
of juniors who had run sway from
«hool. But from that he shrank also.
The affair was bad enough as it was,
and he did not want to make it the
sensation of the neighbourhood and the
whole county. He did not want every
other headmaster in the kingdam to
learn that he—Dr. Locke—could not
mmaintain  discipline in the school of
which he was Head without ealling in
{he aid of policemen. It was mot to be
thought of, )

Yet the present state of affairs could
not econtinue. Day was following day,
and the Lower Fourth were still absent,
The governors of the school must hear
of it sooner or later, and what would
they think—what would they say—what
would they do? Was it not probable
that they would consider that it was
time for the Head to retire? -

The Head was nngn'. worried, in-
censed, and growing Dbitter, And there
was no douhbt, too, Lhat he mussed his
uld friend, Mr. Qualch. imA)

Mr. Quelch was no longer his [riend—
mutual animosity had taken the place
of friendship, owing to the unforlunate
misanderstending that had arisen be-
tween the two scholastie gentlemen,

Nevertheless, the H missed him,
tbove all, missed his clear head and
practical advice in the present
CHmerg :

He hnﬁ been accustomed to rely on
Mr. Quelch in many matters. Bitter as
his feelings now were towards his former
friend and colleague, he could not help

Tie Maicwer Lisrany.—No. 1,045.

feeling that Mr. Quelch would have
found some way of dealing with the
Premnl- situation had he been there to
wlp as of old.

Every day that passed added to the
worry on the mind of the headmaster;
yet, day by day he thoughi over the
matter, and had to confess that he did
not know how to deal with it,

No wonder liis brow was dark and
troubled as he passed within the view
of the three Fifth-Formers without
observing them. Poiter and Greene
glanced after him curiously and grinned
a hittle, They were rather losing their
respect for a headmaster who was delied
by a junior Form.

“ Absolute rot, you men,” said Horace

Coker. “This sort of thing isn’t good
for & school. It will be getting into the
papers if it goes on. Fancy Greylriars

in the newspapers! The Head seems to
be rather a dud; but this kind of thing
can't ﬁu on. The prefects ought to have
brought those young rascals back !"
“They wouldn't come,” said Potter,
“I'd have made them come, if I'd
been a prefect]" snorted Coker. “They
ought to be jolly well ashamed of them-
solves, 1 mpever thought much of the
Bixth., I think less than ever now.”

“Poor old Bixth!"” said Potier, with a
private wink at Grecne.

“The Head can't do anything,” re-
sumed Coker. “The Sixth Form
fects are as helpless as babies. ve
been thinking that the Fifth had better
take the matter in hand.”

(1] Eh!l.

i Wh‘t ?"‘

“The Fifth!” said Coker firmly. “It's
up to us, in my opinion. It's shsolute
rot, as I've said, to let & mob of |
kick over the traces in this way. b
would be rather a score for the Fifth to
succeod where the Sixth have failed,
what 1" ' :

“Ye-e-es,” said Poiter dubiously.
L But 0

“ Butting won't do any good,” inter-
rupted Coker., "My idea 8 for the
iﬁi h} chip Iin, and mumiii u :hnae

n supposa you don't fancy
that Jm Fﬁ.th couldn't handle the Lower
Fourth 1"

“That's all right. But—"

“The Head would be grateful—most
likely thank wus very mnicely, if we
brought r.lmTKnung scoundrels in
said Coker. *The Bixth would be wild
—absolutely wild! Fancy their feelings
when we did what they've failed to do—
making them lock a set of silly asses, as
they are, you know."

Potter and Greene gﬂ'nned. For
once, they admitted that Horuce Coker
was capable of producing a good idea.

There was no doubt—ne doubt what-
over—that the Sixth would be wild if
thie Fifth succeeded where the Sixth had
failed. Making the Sixth wild was, of
course, a consummation dovoutly to be
wished by any patriotic Filth Form
man.

“The Sixth put on & lot of side,”
went on Coker. “If a Fifth Formi man
just walks on the Sixth Form green the
cut up rusty, making out that the Fif
are nobodies,. We're seniors, and as

ood as the Sixth any day. Beiter, in
act, if we can keop the fags in order
and the Bixth ean’t.”

“Hear, hear!” ssid Potter

Greone.

“I've always thought,” continued
Coker, “that prefects ought to be ap-
pointed from the Fifth as well as the
Sixth, Well, if you do the job they've
{ailed to do, the Head mmy see it, too.
In fact, I hardly see how he can refuse

to appeint Fifth Farm prefects, when

and

it's proved that the Sixth are no good
for the job.”

“But,” said Potter, “the Sixth will be
sore if we take the maiter in hand.
We've no nght——"

“1 want to make 'om sore,’
Coker. "I want to
place, They're not reall
they think they are, mc{m;r idea 18 to
bring it home to 'em. Look here! 1
want the Fifth to back me up in thi
and we'll jolly well make Wingate an
his ¢crew sing small [

i Hm !‘H

Potter and Greens certainly liked the
idea. Anything that would exalt the
Fifth and make the Sixth sing small,
naturally appealed to them. But they
wera duyhiuuu,

Dubiety, however, was not a weakness
of Horace Coler's. He had thought the
matter out, and he had made up his
mind, )

“We'll call & meeting of the Form in
the games study, and put it to the
fellows,” he said.

“No harm in that,” agreed Poller,

And as Horace Coker said, so was 1t
done. A notice on the board, in
Coker's sprawling fist, ealled the Fifth
to the meeting, and most of them came,
some wondering, some amused, and
some considering that it was a
of Coker, to call & meeting at all
Blundell, the captain of the Form, came
into the games study with a thunderous
brow. er, in Blundell's opmion,
was nobhody, nobody at sll; a howlin
ass who couldn't even play football; an
for Coker to have the unexampled
nerve to call a Form meoting, naturally
roused Blundell’s ire.

“What the thump does this mean,

1

explained
ut 'em in their
the big guns

Coker?” the o in of the Fifth
demanded. *“What the deuwce do you
menn by calling a meeting 1™

Coker regarded him calmly.

“T'm just going to tell the fellows”
he answered. “Just listen, and you'll
hear.”

“You cheeky ass!” :

“ Look here—" roared Coker.

“Oh, let's hear what it's all about,”
said Price of the Fifth.

£

“Ouly some of Coker's cheeky rot!™
grunted Blundell.

But even Blundell was a little im-
pressed  when Coker proceeded to
explain. Blundell was & great wman,
captain of his Form, a member of the
First Eleven, and a “blood ” of the
first water. But he was not, of course,
o prefect, and be therefore reded
Erulunta with a somewhat inimical eve.

o had not, of course, SBixth Fairm
privileges, and for that resson he re-

ard “Sixth Form prive™ rather
alefully. Coker of the Fifth was
evary known kind of an ass, but, for
once, Blundell was inclined to think
that Coker bad touched the spot;, so to
speak. The Head had entrusted the
Bixth Form prefects with the task of
rounding up the rebel Removites, and
they b inglurinunlj' failed to pull it
off. The kudos that would be gathered
:rn Ihgir sunmndlm where th?m;?l“]:h had
aille Appeu very strongly to
Blundell.

“By gad,” said the captain of the
Fifth, “there's something in this, It's
a disgraceful state of affairs, a junior
Form defying the headmaster. It ought
to be put a stop to.”

“Yes, rather,” agreed DBland of the
Fifth,

“It's the prefocts' duty,” went on
Blundell. y've failed. The Head
15 in a [i:—nnghnd.jr can see that.”

“That's #0,” said Hilton. “I can't
understand why the prefects didn't
round u nee

th cheeky fags. Easy
enough, I should have !.iuux.ﬁl."
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Mr. Quelch pushed open
WAaS ding Bunter,
1 say, Peter, old chap—yarooogh [ *

“Easy as falling off a form,"” said
Fitzgarald.

“They're no good,
Coker, 1in explanation,
if you ask me.”

“We ought to back up the Head's
suthority as a senior Form,” said the
captain of the Fifth. “I think it's a
Eoud idesa. The Remove ought to be

rought back. They're gotting to be a
lot of talk about this affair in the
neighbourhood, and it's doing the school
no good. The governors will be butting
in, sooner of later, too. Look here, if
you men are willing to back me up,
we'll take it in hand.” _

“ Hear, hear!” agreed the Fifth.

“Back you up!” exclaimed Coker in
amazement und wrath. “"Back me up,
you moan!” |

“Oh, don't be a =illy ass, Coker!"” said
Blundell unceremoniously. “ Who's eap-
tain of the Form!" ,

“Yes, shut u‘lr. Coker,” said Price.
“It's a good idea, and you can come
along if you like. That's your limit.”

Coker glared.

“T'm leader in this!" he bawled.

“0Oh, cheese it!" snid Tomlinson.

“(Coker leader!” grinned Fitzgorald.
“Hn, ha, ha!"

Thore was a peneral chortle in #he
g:mm study. Aﬁ the Fifth scemed to

vou see,” said
“A Jot of duds,

entertained by Coker’'s eclaim to
leadership. )
“JTook hero——" roarcd Coker, in

groat indignation.

“(Cheese it, old chap!” murmured
Pottor, “Blandell's captain, you
h‘n,“_,.n

“Blow Blundell!" wroared Coker.

“Blese Blundell! I can jolly well tell

V74

he door and gazed upon the scene with great interest. Mark Linley, in the role of Form-master,
“* Give the lazy ass two, Toddy !’ he was saying,
Whack, whaek | Billy Bunter [airly wailed as Peter Todd put In some active work

——

il
Y l "I.'ﬂlH”l'hﬂ u

o i

/

with the cane,

you men that it's my ides. and I'm
taking the lead, I ealled this meeting
to back me up”

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Shut up, Coker!”

“Ring off, old man!” .

“Yes, be quiet for a bit, Coker, while
we tnlé it over and make arrange-
ments,” said Blundell.
thumping lot, you know."

“You cheeky ass!" shricked Coker,

“Bhut up, Coker " roared the Fifth,

" Look here——"

“Drder "

I-I'Drr HPI“ .

Horace Coker fairly snorted with
indignation. Really, 1t was too bad,
For the first time in history the Fifth

(See Chapler §.)

“You talk a

Form had listened to Coker, and
acknowledged that he had a good idea.
And that being scknowledged, the

matter was taken entirely out of his
hands; and Coker, the brainy originator
of the whole thing, was relegated to
the humble position of a follower! Tt
was nol to be stood, and Coker did not
mean to stand it

“ Look here,” he roared, "if that's
how you fellows take it, I wash my
hands of the whoele business. T decline
to have anything at all to do with it—

soo 7"

Apparently Coker expocted this
announcement to have a crushing effect
on the Fifth: but it hadn’t.

" Good!” said Fitzgerald. “After all,
vou'd only be in the way."

“That's s0."

“ Buzz off, Coker!"”

“Don’t bother now.™

Coker strode to the

with indignant wrath.

door, crimson
Perhaps he

“*You bet | ' answered Peter Todd,
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expected to be called back. But he was
not ealled back, The Fifth Form men
really scemed pleased to sce him go.
Coker strode out of the games study,
and slammed the door behind him with
n terrific slam that woke most of the
cchoes of Greyvlriars,

“Now that burbling azs has
let’s ef down to Dusiness”
Blundell.

And the meeting got down to busi-
ness, what time Horace Coker tramped
indinlnnntl;r in the quad, boiling with
wrath.

gane,
sald

—— .

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.

The Alarm |
i RANKY!"
F “Where's Nugent ¥
“Hallo, hallo, hallo!

Franks!” bawled Bob Cherry.
The telephone bell was ringing at

High Ouaks. Hurry Wharten had
taken the call. and found that it was
the wvoire of Nugent minor, of the

Recond Form at Greyirviars, speaking.
Dicky Nugent wanted o speak to his
major, and evidently had borrowed
some Form master's telephone for the
purpose at Greyiriars.

Frank Nogent came scudding up es
his name was shouted. _

“Your fag minor,on the plione,” said

Bob Cherry. “May be some news
from Greviriars. Budk i o
Frank Nugent took™ the receiver.
“Hallo! That voun. Dicks?" ke

asked, while a dozen Remove fellows
(Continued on page 16,)
Tue Magxstr Linnany.—No. 1,045,
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By THE HEAD, &%

v DEAR READ. S

-

M ERS,—At lnsl 9N
the grato day

hns  dorned ! -
It is trooly a red-letter b
day in the long and

chechered history of St.

Ram's. On this day,
the first mnumber of A
“ Doctor Birchemull's Weekly = s
heing given to the world---or rather,
sold to the world, ot the modest price
of tuppence per copy. .

It E;Puwit.h ?:_fmlﬁlg of pardonable
pride that I lay down my pon, and,
while socking sn orange, survey the
froots of my labers. 1 have worked
night and day—and doy and night
into the bargin—on this issew. I have
burned midnight oil by the bucketiul ;
| hoave usod wet towels, and lumps of
ice, and sll the other things neecesary
o produce litternr irstion.

t !EB and my -mg mw.-nzlni:I warkg:: like
niggersi—as you would agree it you
uErE our inkgihlmk faces. My study
lins been turned into an itorial
Sanktum, sad the table and floor ara
littered with MBS, {Mnng Rerawled
Sheets). Me and my stafl, although
lm-.kmgljumn.liﬂ ick rience, I-'.:m;
eggsnctly how to uce o pape
the '|::nmﬁtt‘.:"IIr ndflnugf : and you will all
ll that nothing quite like ** Doctor
Birchemall's W I{“ has ever ap-

befora! It hoeralds a new eri
in jernnlism. And me end my staii
are justly proud of ourselves. ¢

Me and my stafi (I hope I'm not
beginning to repeat mysell) decided
that the old Skool Magazine would

e

have to go. It was much too leorid |

1 |.|. '

" and sensational. As 1
ng.g:thlnﬂd to Mr.
Lickham, ths Ed-
diter, such articlea as
“How to Keep Gold-
fish," " The Care and
Maintenance of
White Mice," and
““The Histery of Bt.
Bam's," were much |
too bludthirsty, and
likely to have a per-
nishus effect on the
reader’s mind. What
was wanted W BS
something uplifting,
~ educating, ond edi-
fying, such as pirate storics, Wild West
yvarns, ond talesof i tion, mistery,
horrer, Besides, the speling and grammer
in the old Bkool Magezine wae too awful
for words, and 8 new paper was wanted
in which the laws of grammer and
gintacks should be rigidly observed.
Mo and my stafl have now supplied
this long-felt want, and hun of
copies aF my wonderful paper are now
available for distribution.

1 want gll the 8t. Bam's boys clearly
to understand that the purchass of
this paper is entirely optional ; &t the
same  time, any who fails to

urchass o ocopy for himself, and
urther copies for his pater, mater,

sunts, wuncles, second-curzens-twice
removed, ete., will be birched black
gnd blew !

The guvverners of 8t. Sam’s, in one
of their rare burste of jnnnﬁrunit-i;_, are
offering # hansom prize of FIVE
POUNDS in a simple and {assinating
kempetition, o to St. Bam's fellows
only. Bolve the six simple puzzles
whith appear in this issew, and the
fiver MAY be yours! But mind you
study the rules very carefully.

And now, dear readers, I must bid
yvou udew until next week.

Your Edditer and Friend,
ALF BIRCHEMAILL,

and

- -.. e

FOREWORD (o sate writing the Opening
lign-hearted

lers.)

BOB BRITTON, a slurdy,
yotng Britain, quarrels hiz porents and
riens mway fo see. What does he run away 1o
pee | L:f:, of corse—the life of a pirate, brate
gl . Beouring the seas in quest nrprH!
Robd F?h oul to see all right, and then he * falls

Ll m" = =

CAPTIN SHARKEY, the Pirate Chedf.
A fter they fall s, bolh ara reakewed in the nick
af time by Bl PBunghole, the bosun. Bob
Hritton signa on_as a member of Captin Sharkey's
ire n as the * Death and Gory Boys
—and lakes parl sn omany (hrilling excapades,
EHJ gea-fights E#l the e mﬂgr
éro's curr and valler are 20 plin

lenant. A fler

Sharkey him Lin firnt

51 advenchers and despril
many  hare-raisi d . g B"EL
comes through without o seratch—eggsept for a

JACK oy

A feercely eggsiling
nlrrl'tl:l o! plundesr
piracy,
and perril,

Spannish Mane.

encounters with the Spanyards
Lroken back, a severed arm, ond a few miner
Tue MacNer Lisrany.—No. 1,045

injuries. The Spannish Gue-
verment, hearing of the all-
oireer

kie :l"‘;u E:Fr:
Shar

Samus E‘“':puunilﬁ £aa-caplin

SENOR ALFONZO
BONZO, makes up his mind
this hansom rruﬂ;d,hqr
n hiz

pluck

en the bells by &

lﬂﬂ alarum from Hn; mlﬂ
¢ bunks lmnl.hhu& rom his
bunk, and dashes brethlessly on lo deck.

(Now read on brethiesely /)

“ SALE ‘Asalo! "
The watch was farely wound

up with emotion. His voice
waa hores, and his dial was
luminous with eggsitement.

“A gale! A sale!" he vepeated, s
Bob Britton came dashing.-up on to the
deck.

“Wither away !" demanded Bob,
whipping out his microscope,

" Nor'-east by sou'-west, sir ! T answerad
the watch.

Bob Britton turmned the mieroscope in
that direckahun ; and, sure enuff, he could
just distingwish the outline of a friggat,
gliding like » ghost-ship through the
gloom.

&

“TIt is the

Bpanyard ! " he cried. It
iz the Benor JF:

nzo de Bonzo, after our
blud ! Waken the captm! Waken the
crow ! Hoist the Blue Peter, cloar the
decks for action, and man the guns ! "

The next minnit, sll was huassle and busslo
and consternstion on board thoe Red
Rover. The pirates came bounding out
of their bunke, their glittering dnq;l ern
clenched between their teetl 'Emy
were as evillooking a set of rufians as
evor ruffed it on the eeas; oend Bob
Britton's breast swellod with pride as he
surveyed them.

" Belay there, you Jubbers!™ roared

lin Hharkey, coming on the seen.
“ Pull vp your sox, and shake & leg!
The Bpanyard s vpon us ! ™

“1, I, eir ! " eried Bill Bunghole, the
bosun. * 'Slife! We are in for a rare old
scrap ! Yon fri‘fgﬂ is commanded by the
Benor Alfonzo de Bonzo, who has sworn
to eapturs you, ¢ap'n ! "

“ The Bpannieh sea-dog ! "' roared Captin
Bharkey. " Heshslldye! He shall dye-
tiddly-1-ti ! His blud ghall die the decks of
his own vessel ! 7

| No sooncr had Captin SBharkey spoken,
than the guns qiaohm

The Spannish friggat was very close
now. B8he bumped a broadside into the
Red Rover, but that sturdy vessel ln;d
she

| been built to withstand soch shox.
healed & little on
one eide, and then
righted herself

agein.

| "'Slife! 'Bdeath!™
roared Captin Bhar-
key. “ We'll teach
those Spannish dogs
& lesson |

And he gave the
order to fire .

Boom! Crash!
Zonk !

The guns of the
Red Rover belehed
forth their messidge
of deth and destruo-
tiom. And Bob
Britton, surveying
the dammidges
through his miero-
gcope, saw that the
Spannish vessel was s
in & very bad way. L A
Her mest and rig- s
ging were shol away,
a.néF rivers of red
blud swamped the f i
decks. There was a grate rent in her side,
and already she was beginning to snk.

* Bored her! ' cried Captin Sharkey.

The pirote seized the groppling-irons,
and drew the Spannish veasel alongwide.
Then, vttering rries that were terrible
to behold, they swarmed on (o the deck
of the friggad.

Nover before had sueh n seem been
enackted on the deck of the Spannish
iriggat.

Steal clashed with sieal as the wen,
under the leadership of Benor Alfonzo de
Bonzo, rushed to defend their ship against
Captain Sharkey and his pirates bold.

But it was all to no purpuss, for the
“ Death and Gory Boys ™ were traned to
the minnut, and thm;; ami swords
did L seyution in all direcktions,

= ET‘ ‘::EEH boys 1™ oried BSharkey.
“ Let not & man live ! Rip "em up for ihe
blamed sea-dogs that t-ha?r are ! Don't
give 'em any quarter s L
He broke off suddenly as his feet wipped
over one of the ship’'s ropes and Le went
sprawling to the deck.

He was up again like a shot the next
minutbe. _

“ On, you lubbers ! ™" he poarved, * Have
at "em, me hearties ! "' Y

A seen of drediul slawter followed.
Captin Sharkey's motto whs ° Never
show no mercy t0 nobody,”” and he never
showed none now.

The Spanyards
ok victims

to

-

IH:I hac ==
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Those Spanyards who had esca
deth from the guns now fell viotims to
eutlasa . Lota of them lay
riggling on the deck in mortle aggerny.
ithers flad shreeking to the waste, where
they were purscod and put out of their
INRery.

Bob Britton had been in the thick of the
fighting, of corse. Hia ﬁuﬂﬂ sharp sword
had caused many of the Spanyurds to lose
their heads. But now, 88 he wiped his
lade on his sleeve, Bob was overcome b
a sort of nawsea. He loved the life
of a pirate, but he wasn't very keen on
tho slawtering part.of the bizney.

And then, above the of the dead
and dying, eame & feerce ory of hate from
the S8anor Alfonzo do Bonzo.

“ Carambo ! Maledictos! Por bacca !

There is “still me to be reckoned with,
you sons of dogs!"

Seeing that the Spannish captin had

been overlooked in the maussaler,
the pirates rushed u%-n im like & pack of
wolves. But Bob Britton waved them
back.
“No, no!" he cried. “"1Let vus be
Brittiah, not brutish | The gallant senor
shall dye like 8 jentleman—not like a rat
imatrap ! "

The hoard of pirates fell back, with
gutteral growls. And then Bob Brtton

stepped up to his

BIHT';.
“ We will fight a
doel!™ he eggs-

claimed. *' And if
ou suxxeed In
illing me, 1 will

afterwards  pload

with Captin

Sharkey to

your life ! **

The senor's cyes
glittered, o8 he
saw & chance of
saving his skin,

“Carambo!™
he eried. " That's
ngo!"

And he whipped
out his eword and
lm himalfl i.'l;'itrﬂl
a ting attitude.

- E&E{Eld! out of
the ring! Time1™

E‘Bllud' ill Bung-
& trom the guns now fell ole.

dagger.
ond the Spanysrd bad closed in dernd]y1

And the next
minnit Bob Britton

combatt.

Clash, olatter ! Clash, clatter !

The clash of steal rang out over the
deck, and the s flew in all directions.
The Benor onzo de Bonzo had a
wunderful nollidge of sworderaft, and he

W Bob Britton hotly, If Bob badn’t
280, quick, he would sertainly have been

The pirate crew looked on breth.

“En it, Bob! Pink him! Run him
threw ! ™

Thus encurridged, Bob Britton suddenly
leapt to the attack. His :ﬁuﬂ glittered like
points of fire as he forced the Spanyard into
8 corner.

* Benor,” he panted, "' your hour has
come ! 1 am about to d toh you, and
the buglers will deliver the 'Last
Post," "

Bo saying, Bob darted in with a lightning
thrust and disarmed his opponent.

The senor was now nt his mercy. He
stood at bay like & hunted animal and his
eyes od with terrer as the point of
Bob Hritton's glittering blade was presscd
sgainst his windpipe.

The pressure gradually increased, and
the Bpeanyard uttered a choking ory.
Another second, and he would meet his
well-deserved doom !

(To be continuwed in our necks,)

Who swanks and swaggers through St. Sam’s,
Expecting hﬂﬂ'lrlidﬂl.; ﬂ.nd uh?;ms?
Who sets us jolly still exoms

i — The Head!

Who wears o beard thal ewesps the ground,
The longest beard for miles around?
Longer than Aaron’s, 1'll be bound!

The Head!

Who is most kindly and humane,
And never, never wields the cane,
But wiélds the birch with mite and mans?

The Heud!

Who has a hansom dawter Molly
To charm away his melancolly,
And make hiin jockular und jolly?
The Hesd:

Who once got up a Iooler team

Composed of masters -what n scream '—

And tried to lift a cup (vain dream!)?
The Head '

Who wos the dufier of the nge
As “Sonta Claws " upan Lhe stage?
Who ought to be Inside a coge?
The Head!

Who roamed the highways on a horse
And held vp travellers by forca?
Dick Turpin'c duplicate, of course—

The Head!

Who, Gnding life too dull and drear,
Became n bold, bad buccaneer—
A plrate ¢heef who knew po feur?

The Head!

Who made a bonfire of the *“Mag.'

And Inunched his owo -amazing rag,

With bluster, bombast, bounce, and brag?
The Head!

Who, when he reads Lhese ripping rimes,
Will nazh his teeth a score of times,
And make me suffer for my crimes?

The Head!

OUR KOMPETITION!

Solve these Simple Picture Puzzies, and
WIN FIVE POUNDS!

——

A BABY COULD DO IT!

Ea nd Fassinatl Contest, open L0
PeN St. Bam’s r:ﬁ-w- ﬂnl‘y.

RULES.

1. The six r!ct-urcs on the right represont
the names of S5t. Sam's skollers. wre 18
no cheating; every name actually appcars
in the 8 Register.

¢. The Guvverners of 8t. Bam's will award
a Prisc of FIVE POUNDS In cash to any
St. Bam's u{au il who suxxeeds in correctly
sclving A the pletures. In the event of a
tie, the five pounds will be whacked out
egually between the blokes who tie.

3. El{ﬂulr.l no covey suxxecd in solving ALL
tne pictores, the Five Pounds will not be
awarded, but will be handed over to
the funds of “DOCTOR BIRCHEMALL'S
WEEELY."

4. All entries muzt be handed in to Doclor
Birchemall personally, together with any
impotts which may be duve, within twenty.
four hours of the publication of this issew.

5. The Head and the Maszters are barred
from partissipatiog in this Eompetition.

NOW, BOYS! QO IN AND WIN!

o

N e e S e B Bl ¢

RANDOM RIDDLES! ¢
By “The Sfinx.” S
-
is the difference belween a wliool
h-ug L; » and “DOCTOR DBIRCHEMALL'S
WEKKLY 71
No difference; both are © fearful rage !

What currant comn does Mr. Lickhawm
resemble 7
A " tanner.™

Why i» Tubby Barrell ke a London bu-:
Bekawse he Is usuanlly ““fall inside ' .

Why 18 Burleigh of the Sixih 2 bad foul
baller? : .
Bekawso he gives ‘‘late passes.’

Which ks the happiest tree-o of folluws st
al. Sam's?

Jack Jolly & Co.—bekawse they are always
Jolly and Merry and Bright.!

Why wonld the schoal cook make an lileal
senter-half?

Bekawse the forwards wmould slways be
“well fed," and the " insides” wever
il-llt_."'td.ll

L N e P NNl

ADVERTISSMENTS.

R P

L

(BATEs.—Sixpeuce per line. Checks and
tle-orders to be made payable to Al
dirchemall, and crossed “* & Co.*" The
Edditer reservea the right to bhold over
any advertissment for a few years if he
cannot 8nd space [or iL.)

. FAG WANTED! Must be clean, sobor, and
industrious, and able to light fires, swecp
chimbleys, :3' sossidges, weeh up crox, and
make himself jnntr:ﬂil; youthful—Appl:
George Burleigh, Sixth Form Passidge.

MUNNY LENT! A farthing to a fortonpe
on note ol hand only. Simply prommis to
pay mé& back at your lezszure. No trans
actions with minors—or with Headmasters ! -
Fribn in confidence to Phil T. Luker, Fourth
orm,

EHAEESPEER'S WORKS f(and PLAYR),
compleat in umpteen vollumes, offered in
cxchange for a feed abt the tuckshop.
Apply, Tubby Barrell, Fourth Form.

HE latest, greatest, and uop-to-date:t
ernal in the World—" DOCTOR BIRCHE

L'S WEEKLY "! Uplifting, eddilying.
and instroctive! Don't be bung vp for a
copy t;.n‘m-d“ one to-day from Your noose
agen

OLD GENT, who ia a keen eollector of rare
current coins, will be pleased to reseeve
gamples and g mens.—Rend at onee 10
R. Dupp, ¢/o Dr. Birchemull |

.-J-—'I-i"l--'-‘--

iy,
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elood round (he telophone, waiting to
hear whether 10 was news, If the fag
was to give a warning of some move on
the part of the Hvaﬁ, the matter was
ane of great interest to all High Oaks

ool

“Yoes, kid” answercd Dicky Nugenl.
“You still playing the goat with the
other Remove dulfers at High Oaks,
Frank "

“Don’t be a checky little ass!” said
Nugent severely, “What did you ring
me up for?"

- thing," said Nugent minor choeer.
fully. “It's Prouty's telephone, and he
will have to pay rur the eall™

“You young ass—"

“1I've got some news for vou, Frank,”
chuckled the fag. *How dre you get-
ting on over theret™

“First-rate.” L4

“Do you want any visitors to-day "

. “Not specinlly. You can come over,
il youw like, as it's an half-holiday,™
answered Frank,

“Am " said Dicky cheeriully. “The
Head’s put your show out of bounds for
all Greyfriars, Any fellow coming to
High Osks will be flogged. The Beak's
in & terrific wax. But you're going to
get some visitors, all the same. What
price the Fifth 1"

“The Filth?” repeated Nugent, with
n start.

“Just the Fifth!” chuckled Nugent
minor. “They're Ijnwing about t, at
any rate. A Jot of fellows are saying
that the TFifth are going to take jﬂu
chaps in hand, as the prefects counldn't
do it, They want to take a rize out of
the Sixth—see?”

“0Oh, my bat!"

“1 thought T'd let you know, old
bean,” said Dicky."T heard old Win-

ate tell Blundell of the Fifth he'd
gtter mind his own business,
Blundell just grinned at him. 1 faucy
it's genuine, because all the Fifth got
together after dinner, and they've gone
out in & mob. They never go out all
together, of course; it shows romething's
on. Far as T can make out, all the
Fifth havo gone, excepting Coker. My
iden is _that théy're coming over to
wallop you Remove kids.”

Frank Nugent whigtled.

“I thought I'd tip you the wink,™
said Ny t minor. “I don't want
those Fifth-Form chumps to butt in and
bring the Remove back. It's much
better here without the Remove."

" You checky young sweep!"

“Ts that a new way of sayving, “ Thank
vou? " inquired Nugent minor.

“No," said Frank, laughing. “Thank
yvou, Diicky ! Much obliged for the tip.”

“That's better! Looks to me as if
vou're in a bad box, Franky; nearly all
the Fifth are coming, and, of course,
vou kids won't be able to handle them.

ut now you know, you can hide in the
cellars or something—what?" ~ Dicky
Nugont chuckled, “Ta-ta—I've to got
out of thig before old Prout butts in.’

And Nugent minor of the Second
Form rang off

Frank put up the receiver and turned
to his chums with a rather serious face,

“The Fifth are coming!" he said,

“The Fifth?"™

Tue Macxer Lisrary.—No. 1,045,
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“Thexy've taken the job on, because
the Sixth ean't handle it, according to
uy inor,” said Nugent, *‘He says
they've startod.”

“1T'he cheeky falheads exclaimed
Bob Cherry indiguantly. *“What the
thimp has it got to do with the Fifth?"

Tﬂ-!

“Gommon ! said Bolsover major.
“"Your minor's pulling your leg,
Nugoent.”

“ Shonldn't
doubtfully.

“Anyhow, we'll be ready for them, if
they come,” snid Harry Wharton,
“The Fifth will be rather hefty Tor us
to tackle,*

“Tho heftiness will be terrific,” said
Hurrce Jamset Ram SBingh. “But fore.
armed is fore-legged, as the English
provorb savs. "

“Ha, ha, ha 1™

“Where's our giddy leader?” de.
manded Bob Cherry. “Mauly ! Maule-
verer! Mauly! Where's Mauly?"

“Weake up, Mauly!” roared Johnny
Bull,

“Where's that azs Mauly?"

“Mauly !" roared s dozen voices.

“Yaw-aw-aw-aw ! 1t was a deep
vawn [from his lordship. Lord Maule.
verer was taking a little nap on a sofs

after dinner,
“Here he is! Wake up, Mauly, old
“The giddy enemy

wonder,” said Squiff

bean," raid Bob,
are coming !"
“Yaw-aw-aw |
“You're leader, Mauly,” said Harry
Wharton, laughing. “Get up and lead.
The TFifth are coming over to round ua

“p.: by
“Oh, gad!” gaid Mauleverer, He de-
tached himself unwillingly from the
sofa before the fire. " Have they gol
here ¥
“Nob
started |
“Oh! Then I'll bave my little nap,”
said Mauleverer, settling down on the
sofe ngain, *“"Wake me up when they
got hore.™
“T'll wake you uwp now, old bean,”
said Bob Cherry, tiﬂing ihe sofa, and
shooting Lord Mauleverer off in a yell-

T

yel, ass; Lthey've only just

ing heap,

“Hua, ha, ha 1™

“Oh deasr! Oh orumbs! Ow("”
gasped Mauleverer.,  *“ You silly ass!
You foothin' echump! Ow!™

“Waiting for orders, Mauly,” said
Nugent,

Lord Mauleverer rubbed his eves,
It was Wednesday, a half-holiday at
Greyiriars, and likewise at High Ju.lill.
Harry Wharton and Co. bhad planned a
game of footbull for the afternoon; but
football was dismissed now. If the
Fifth were really coming, the matier
was serious; for in a combat, of course
the Remove were no matoch for a senior
Form. The rebels had beaten off the
Elrafmtu by barring them out of the

ouse; in the open feld they would
have had no chance, And had the Filth
arvived at High Oaks and found the
doors unguarded, as they would have
done but for Nngent minor's warning,
there was no doubt that the juniors
would have been smitten hip and thigh,

and perbaps even rounded wup and
!gnprehud back ignominiously to Grey-
TIATE.

Manleverer had intended to nap
while the more strenuous fellows were
E:ymg Boccor: but naps as well as

cer were off now. His lordship had
been elocted leader, and a leader's busi-
ness was to lead.

“Cheeky cads, you know,” said Maule-
verer. “They've got no bizney to butt
in. But is it certain?"

“Nugent's minor rung us up to tell
us,” suid Htrr?:.

"May be pulling your leg,” said Lord

L ———— —

Mauleverer thoughtiully. * 8till, we're
not takin' chances. Smithy !"

" Adsum |"" grinned the Boundet.

“You cut off and scout, old bean,
You've got & bike here. Go out and
soe if they're really comin', and get
back as soon as you can if you spot
them."

“*What-ho " said the Bounder.

And ho hurried out.

Lord Mauleverer wrinkled his noble
brows in thought. The juniors watohed
him with grinning faces. In the re-
volt of the Remove, Mauly had de-
voloped amaring qualities of leadership,
and Harry Wharton, the captain of the
Fdarm, had been content to play second
fiddle. Mauly was a great leader so
long, as Bob Cherry ni(?. he could keop
ewake. Fortunately, he was wide awake
now. :

“{_Jf?unnil of war, old man?" asked

wifF,

ard Manleverer nodded,

“Yaas. You follows give your
opinions. "

“Lel's go out and meet them if
they're coming,” exclaimed Bolsover
major. "“We'll jolly well mop up the
road with them. ™

“Jolly good idea if we could do it,”
remarked Nugent. *“But the Fifth are
a hefty erowd for juniors to handle.”

“Bar the doors and windows, same as
we did when the prefects came,” said
Johony Bull.

“That's the idea,” assented Nugent,

“We can keep them off easily enough

‘now wo're warned,"” said Harry Whar-

ton. “If they'd taken us by surprise, it
would have heen a difforent mnatter.”

“I say, you fellows—""

“PIT up, Btl.lilter.';i

“I'm going to make a suggostion,”
howled Eh'mtr.-r. " Look here, let's all
clear off to Courtficld—"

“Whatt"

“We can go to the bunshop and have
a jolly good spread—"

i H‘.? l.t‘ 1!"

“Bee? Isn’t that o rippiog ideai"
demanded Bunter.

“ Fathead 1™

“ Cheese it "

“Oh, really, you fellows——"

“Not & bad ides to clear off for & few
hours,”" said Skinner unensily. “We
don't want a serap with a mob of big
seniors. The Fifth will have to go

back for lock-up at Greyfriars.”
.llﬂﬂ

“Rats!" roared Bob Cherry.
retreat |

"No fear!™

“The retreatfulness is not the proper
caper.” .

Lord Mauleverer made no remark
while warions opinions were being
offered. His lordship was thinking.
Tho council of war was still - going
strong, most of the follows talking at
once, when there was & whizzing of n
bike on the drive outside, snd the

Bounder rushed in.

“They're coming |" ];lul.uﬂ Vernon-
Bmith. “Nearly all the Fifth, with
Blundell at their head; they'll be here
in & quarter of an hour.™

“No time to waste,” said Wharton.

“ Begad, no!"” said Lord Mauleverar,
“You fellows go round the housa and
fasten all the doors and windows, ex-
cﬂPtmg the hall door.”

‘Eh! We're not letting them in!"
exclaimed Bob. \ .

" Yans."

“Why, you ass—" _

“Don't jaw, old cliap—just oley
orders,” suﬁgutnd Lord Mlnulumrur.
“I've thought it out.”

“What with!"” jeered Skinner.

“Shut up, Skinner.”

“But; uly, old man—"
Wharton uneasily.

said
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“Leave ihe fronl deor unfastened and Blundell carelessly, “A mob of fags Lord Mauleverer looked down over

barricade the stairoases. I know what can’t handle the Fifth, 1 suppose.” the thick oaken balustrade of ke

I'm talkin' about, you men. You see, “They handled the prefects!” re- gallery.

we've not only got to keep the Fifth ofi marked Hilton, “You Fifth Formm men had hetier

—we've got to teach them a lesson; we  “They won’t handle ue!™ grunted clear!” he said. “We don't wani you

can't have them buttin’ in here, Next Blundell. * Follow on " buttin’ in here! If you go quictly-— "

time they might take us off our guard. He strode into the spacious hall of “What 1" roared E]unﬁeli.

They've got to be fed up with buttin® High Oaks. His follownrs marched in “If you go quietly, and at once, we'l

in," after him, a little puzzled at gaining so let you off !" said his lordship. “We
“That's so0,”" oagreed Wharton. easy an admission to the house, Either don't want to hurt you, but you've goi

But——"

“Well, that's the idea," said Maule-
verer. “ All the doors on the Hall are
to be locked and bolted on the other
side. The stairs barricaded. We shall
have them like mice in a trap. Smithy,
I want yvou for specinl serviee. You
others got to work.”

“Look here—"" began Bolsover
major,
“Mauly's leader,” said Wharton,

“@Get to 1t, you fellows. There's no tiine
t‘u wut‘!.l‘l

And the Removites—though many of
them in & doubtful frame of mind—pro-
ceeded to carry out Lord Mauleverer's
instruetions, while his lordship consulted
apart with Herbert Vernon-Smith,
whom he had selecled for special ser-
vice. And the grinning face of the
Boundoer revealed that the special ser-
vice, whatever it was, was quite to his
Laste,

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
An Advance in Force |

LUNDELL of the Fifth stopped ut

B the gates of High Oaks, and

looked up at the gold-lettered
board there and grinned.

“Cheeky young rascals!” he com-
mented.

“High Oaks School ! grinned Potter.
“A school without a masier! Ii's high
time these young rotters were brought
to book "

“Yes, rather!" gaid Groene.

“1 suppose they're here,” said Fita
gerald, staring up the drive. “1 don’t
see any of them about.”

“Oh, they're here all right! Come
on !" said the captain of the Fifth.

Tho branze gatezs were closed, but not
locked. Blundell and his meiry men
marched in, and walked up the drive
towards the house,

Un the drive they were met by
Juggins. Juggins interposed his porlly
person and rased a hand

“You can't come in 'ere!”™ he ex-
plained,

“"Can't we?” grinned Blundell. "I
rather think we can! Who may you
happen to be, you old donkey?"

" His Iurdnhu:‘u porter!" answered
Jugging, with dignity.

*Fglh, my hat! Well, sit down and
take o rest!” said the captain of the
Fiith. \

And he seized Mr. Jugging by the
collar and sav him down forcibly in the
drive, o

“Ow " ga Ui,

“1a, hf. l!iml::lﬂI” e

The Fifth-Formers marched on, leav-
ing Mr. Juggins in a sitting posture,
gasping for breath and blinking after
them.

“Here we are !” said Blundell, as the
Fifth Form army arrived at the great
door of the mansion

The seniors marched up the broad
sleps to the big oak door. The door was
closed, and they fully expected to find
that it was loocked. But it was not
locked or fastened in any way. It
opened to Blundell's hand.

“Good luck!"™ gaid Hilten. *“The
kids can’t have known we were comin’.”

*Ob, we'd have got in, anyvhow !" said

the rebel juniors were laken entirely
off their guard, or else they did not
dare to resist the bigh-and-mighty
Fifth—so it appeared to Blundell & Co.,
at least.

Neither, however, proved to be the
case. The Remove were soon seen o be
very much on their guard, and obviously
they intended to resist.

The Fifth-Formers halted in the
middle of the great hall, staring about
them.

There were two staircaseés, one on
either side, which ran to a gallery that
surrounded the ancient hall at a height
of about ifteen feot.

Both staircases wore stron Ii barri-
caded with chairs, tables, dsﬁs s, and
all sorts and conditions of furniture.

The gallery above, which surrounded
the hall on three sides, was swarming
with Removites, leoking down on the
enemy.

“Hullo, hallo, hallo!" bawled Bob
Cherry from above. “ You Fifth Form
duffers want anything here 1"

“We want to take you young sweeps
back to Greyfriars!” said Blundell,
looking up.

“You can want !" chuckled Beob.

“The wantiulness will be terrific 1"

“If you think that barricade’'s going
to stop us, you're mistaken !" said the
capigin of the Fifth, “ We'll jolly seon
deal with that! I advise you to come
down quietly and surrender "

** Fathead |"

“Go and eat coke "

i R‘“!fl

The yell of defiance from the Remove
did not seem to indicate that they were
in a surrendering mood.

to clear at once ! .

“You wait & few minutes till T gau
hold of you 1" said Blundell. *“1 thiuk
ou’'ll sing to a different tunce then’

ou fellows, we'll get through the honse
and get up by some back staircase—the:
will save a lot of trouble.”

“(3ood !" said Greene, rather relieved
at that suggestion,

Bome of the Fifth were eyeing the
barricaded stairs very dubjously., ]!
the Removites defended the barmeade
as they certainly looked like domg,
was no easy lask thal lay hefore tl
Fifth.

Six doors opened on the Hall—eor,
rather, were mado Lo open on to 1. A
the present moment they did not opeoi
when tho seniors tried tham one afie-
another, Ewvery door was locked and
barricaded on the inner side, and pre-
sented an impregnable front.

“1 say, we can't get through to »
back ztaircase,”” remarked Price—'"ne
without smashing in a door, et an
rate."

“Hum !" said Blundell.

Smashing in a thick door waz not a
feasible proposition, There was «
chortle from the Removites above.

“"We're waiting for you, Blundell I
called out Wharton.

“Yans, waitin', old bean !”

“Come on, you rotters.”
Squifl.

“Funks !" roared Bolsover major.

Blundell ¢oloured. As » maiter of
fact, the mora he looked at the barr.
caded stairs, the less ho hiked the
Frmpﬁnh He could see that the junior
ind all sorts of missiles at band in the

(Continuwed on page 18.)
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llery, and the Fifth wore quite
to fire from above. And the
gtairs were bloeked with [urniture,
ywome of the heavier articles being
corded to the massive banisters, and
others, as Blundell now discerned,
nailed down to the stairs. Shifting that
barricade was & herculean task, and
clambering over it, in the face of a
vigorous defence from above, was
task at which Hercules himself might
have jibbed. . .

The captain of the Fifth was begin-
ning to realise that he had taken on a
contract rntt:fr more cxtenusive than he
had su ' .

Dis::-.ﬂgitiﬂ “the matter in the games
study at Greyfriars, it had seemed
simple enough for the seniors to knock
a junior Form liko the Remove into &
cocked hat and reduce them to order.
Success had scemed a foregone conclu-
sion—in the games study at Greylriars.
On the spot it looked doubtiul—or
rather more than doubtful.

But it had to be done somehow. To
retreat unsugcessful was too ridiculous.
Blundell of the Fifth had no desire to
imitate that ancient Duke of York
who, with ten thousand men, marched
up & hill, and then marched down
again., ‘He was there to handle tho
Remove and take them back to Grey-
feiars, thiis demonstrating that the
Fifth could do what the Sixth Form
prefects had failed to do. :

“Well?" said Potter, rather dubi-
ously, eveing Blundell,

“Funks !” velled Skinner.

uppcr
prpose

“Cold feet!"” howled Billy Buntor.:

“1 say, you fellows, il they're afraid
to come up, let's go down asnd wallop
them ! ° :

“Ha, ha, ha "

Blundell set his teeth,

“Come on!" be said. "Take both
staircases at once—and get a move on !
We can't waste all the afternoon on
these [lﬁi ™

And Blundell divided his forces, to
attack on both sides. And the Fifth

got on with it.

Slam !

Just az the seniors were nning
to clamber up, the great oaken door of

the hall slammed, drawn shut [rom
outside. :

They stopped and stared round.

There was the grating of a large and
h—EIH key in the outside of the door.

“My hat!"” ejnculated Potter.

“Locked in ! murmured Fitzgerald.

Blundell stared at the big door. He
realised that some member of the
Remove must have been concealed out-
side the house with the big doorkey,
waiting for the chance of locking in the
Fifth. The enemy were trapped now,
their retreat out off !

Blundell drew a deep breath.

8o far from surrendering, or taking
to flight, the Romovites had evidently
E!Iﬂﬂﬂ‘d to entrap the enemy in the

ig hall, which did not look as if they
¢ d defeal.

ne of the upper windows on the
otken gallery was open, as Blundell now
observed. Three or four juniors held
a_rope, which they d::'jlﬁd from the
window. Theg all pulled together, and
the Bounder’s grinnming face appeared at
the window and he climbed in. Herbert
Vernon-Smith had performed satis-

factorily the ial service assigned him
by Lord Mauleverer: |

“All  serene, Mauly!" said the
Bounder cheerily. * 're locked in
now, We've got 'em where wo want
£« .

“*Yaas, bogad [

“Fire!" chuckled Bob

Cherry.
Al Bia stathed Wik s hamok. whish
Tuz Macyner Linpany.—No. 1,045,

dairly

whizzed down from the gallery and
smote Blundell of the Fiith full upon the
nose. Blundell of the Fifth went over,
with a roar and a bump.

“Man down!"”

“Ha, ha, ha!"
* Misailes followed in a shower—all sorts
and conditions of missiles—and they
raingd on the Fifth, below,.
Blundell sevambled to his feet, with
n crimson face.

“Come on!"” he shouted. ;

And the Fifth-Formers rushed to the
attack.

['I"I‘

THE TENTH CHAFTER.
The Deleat of the Fifth !

L O it, Remove

* Pile in 1"

“Give "em jip!"

“Ha, ha, ha!”
Blundell clambered desperately over
the barricade. More and more it was
borne in upon Blundell's mind that he
had bitten off more than he could pos-
sibly masticate. But retreat was im-
ble—unthinkable. All Greyfriars
new that the Fifth had sel out to round
up the Remove—io accomplish the task
at which the Sixth had failed. 1f they
returned unsuccessful they would be
laughed to death at Greyiriars. From
the Sixth to the BSecond, the whole
school would chortle at them. Failure
wis not to be thought of. Blundell
clambered desperately on, and his fol-
lowers backed him up valorously,
Clambering over and among stacked
furniture, the upturned legs of tables
and chairs, was not easy. It was, in
fact, hard. And at the top of each
staircase a crowd of jumiors wailed,
spme of them with rulers and pointers,
some with brooms and m?i, some with
pails of water, some with squirts full
of ink. The Remove were armed for
the fray, and their weapons were many
And various. : :
Blundell was the first to come within
reach of the defenders.

Bob Cherry drove s mop at his chest
and f'ﬂlundelf went sprawling over the
barricade,

His legs nliEped down among the
and

furniture, g could peither advance
nor retreat, and he struggled and
scrambled wildly.

Splash !

A pail of water swished over him
from sbove, drenching him to the skin.

“Ha, ba, ba'!"

“Come on!" shrieked Blundell,

“Yes, come on!"” yelled Bob Cherry.
" ¥ou men don't seem to be in a hurry.”

“Down with the Fifth!" roared
Bolsover major,

The seniors struggled and scrambled
on de?eutuly. But more and more of
them found themsclves tangled among
the furniture like Blundell, and as they
struggled wildly to free themselves
missiles fairly roained on them from
above.

Potter of the Fifth was fairly uwﬁﬁb
away by a Latin dictionary, that caught
him under the chin;-and as ho flew he
elutched at Greene and Tomlinson to
save himself, and dragged them sprawl-
ing after him.

“Ow!" g Potter. “Wow!"
“Yaroooocogh!” roared Greene
“Leggo!"

“Oh, crumbs!”

“You young demons! Ow! Wow!"

Gamely the Fifth struggled on. But
the foremost, as they came within reach
of the iﬁfﬂﬂdﬂ&, were met by l:jmﬁ:,!
mops rapping pointers, an y
scrambled bﬂl rntar than they had
scramnbled forward. Knotted handker-
chiefs and dusters were the lightest

weapons that smole them. And every
smite was & bard one. The Removites
were putting their beef into it,

““Hallo, ballo, hallo! There goes
Fitz!” yelled Bob Cherry. *Fitz has
%;d anughi Take this die. with you,

izl

And Fitzgerald, who was scrambling
back in frenzied Hight, took the dic-
tionary on the hncE of his neck and

landed in the hall in a sprawling, yelling
heays, '

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“1 say, you [ellows, give a fellow =
chance,” squeaked Billy Bunter. “ Let &
fellow get at them.™

It was so clear that the attack never
could succeed that even Billy Bunter
was bursting with courage.

He reached over and smote at Hilton
of the Fifth with a pointer. Hilton
yelled as he caught the pointer on his

neck. He plunged forward recklessly
and grabbed at Bunter, and caught him
by the collar.

“Yarooogh ! Leggo ! Resouea !

shricked Bunter, all his valour petering
out all of a sudden.

Hurry Wharton snd Frank Nugent
rushed to the rescue, and Hilton was
grasped and shoved back. Johaony Bull
shoved with a mop that had been dipped
in ik, and Hilton gurgled wildly with
the mop in his face. Hilton was =a
handsome fellow; but he did not look
very handsome as ho backed wildly
awsy from the wky mop. He went
sprawling down, and joined Fitzgerald
in the hall, spluttering and gasping.

And after him went more Fifth-
Formors, realising very clearly that the
defenco was too strong for them, and
that they had not an earthly.

Blundell was the last to admit the un-
doubted fact; but he had to admit it
When he succecded in getting loose from
his jam in the barricade his way lay
downward, not upward. With a fecling
as if he had been under a motor-lorry,
Blundell serambled down into the hnﬁ,
oy s oo 1" yelled - Bl

" Going—goi el ye
Uhm:*nl going ¥

“Come on, you funks!" bawled

Bolsover major.
Yah!"

" Licked to the wide!
“1 say, you fellows, give 'em beans!"
yelled Billy Bunter. “Gimme some-

f.i:iua to chuck at the beasts!”
“ (a1

ve 'em dl“i‘ .

The Fifth-Formers, dishevolled,
drenched, tousled, breathless, gathered
in & {l‘ﬂup in the middle of the hall
They knew that they could not carry the
defences, but they were loth to retreat.
But from the high gallery round the
hall missiles rained on them. |

“Oh, orumbs!” Fitagerald.
“T'm fed up with this. We were fools
to come here! QOw!”

“That ass Coker!" d Potter.
“Just like ono of his potty ideas!
Wow 1" he added, ‘as an orange whizzed
and landed in his eve.

“Jet's get out of this!" gasped
Blundell.

He rushed to the door, forgeliing, for
the moment, that retreat was cut off,
The door was immovable,

Whiz ! Whiz ! Whiz! Bump !
Crash !
Evory man in the Remove was lini

the balustrade of the gallery now, a
Imrlink; mm:ilaa Td!:;& Fi ﬂtlhfmi:;:
were kept very busy ng m;
ifmuwgu dﬂdnudmot‘ﬁnmm;nd
another. The whole crowd of seniors
backed up to the hul door, the point
farthest from the fusillade, gasping for
breath, and dodging wildly.

“Chuck it !" velled Fitzgerald at last,
“We give in] We'll go—"
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“Yah! Funk!"”

“Ha, ha, bal”

“You're not goin' yet, dear
men,” chuckled Lord - Maule-
verer, ‘" You asked for this, you
know, and you wouldn't be
happy till you got it Give
them some more, you men.”

“What-ho "

“Btoppit I shricked ﬁ[‘l‘.'r'm:.
“Let us out, you little beasts!"

Whiz! Whiz! Whiz! Crasin!
Swish! Bwoosh !

Bob Cherry had a large
garden uirt, which he con-

stantly refilled from a bucket of
water, into which bottles of red
and black ink had been poured.
That inky squirt was doing great
execution. All tha wretched
Fifth were within casy range of
it. Other fellows hurled cushions
and books and lumps of coal,

There was a sudden terrific crash, as
Potter smashed out a window beside the
door and went scrambling through. He
landed in a heap on the stone outsiue,
but he did not esre how he landed, as
long as it was outside.

- After Potter went Grecne, headlong.
The Fifth were in full and 1gnominious
Right now, and thinking only of getting
away. They had awskened a hornel's
nest. and evidently had had enough of
the hornets. ol

"1 say, you fellows, ih&{"rr.- ronning !
yelled Billy Bunter. " Yah! Funks!
Come back and be licked ! -

“You men in & hurry to go!" roared
Bob Cherry.

““Ha, ha, ha!" : |

The Fifth-Formers looked like men in
a hurry. Another window was smashed
open, and another, Drenehed, inky,
battered and bruised, the Fifth-Formers
went sprawling wildly out. _

“ After them, dear men!" said Lord
Mauleverer. “We can handle what's
left of them now!"”

“Yes, rather!"” :

“Come on!” shouted Wharton.

Half & dozen of the Fifth remnained
within the building, when the execited
juniors came Hrl‘nﬂlﬁling down recklessly
over the barricaded stairs. Another and
another of them bolted out; but Blun-
dell, Bland, and Tomlinson remained
within reach when the Remove got to
close quarters. And those three hapless
members of the Fifth went down under
a crowd of Removites, pinued to the
Aoor by innumerable feet.

“Prisoners of war!" chuckled Bob.
“Yaas, begad! 8it on ’em!” said
Mauleverer.

“Standing room only!" said Bol.,

““Ha, ha, ha!" '

“Ow! Ow! Wow! Gerroff !" moaned
Blundell. *Oh doar! Gerroff my neck!
I'll smnsh you! Ow! Oh erumbs!™

Outside, some of the Fifth were
gathered in a panting erowd; but some
of them were l]l‘l:ﬂ.ﬁj" streaking down
the drive for the gatos,

‘““1 say, those young demons have gal
Blondell in there!" gasped Creene, as
he heard the yelling of the prisonors.

“Let 'em keop him!" gasped Hilton.
“They're welcomn to him!”

“Berve him right for brivgin’
hore!"” howled Price,

And Hilton and Price ran for the
gates,

Five or six of the Filth lingered, and
looked back at the hall windows—but

E

those windows were crammeoed  with
Removites now.
“Come on!" invited Bob Cherry.

The Fifth-Formers did-not comae on.
They had bad enough—or a little too
much. '

From the prisoners within cama wild
yelling and spluttering.  Held in the
grasp of many hands, they were being
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“ All serene, you chaps !
eried Vernon-Smith cheerily
“They're locked In now—
we've golt “em where we
_ﬂll“ em 1 ¢ ":&W
m I" Wi “Iﬂ '! " ﬂ‘h ‘M
BobC . Hestarted with
a which smote
Blundell of the Fifth upon
the nose. The next minute,
all soris of missiles rained
on the Fifth-Formers below.
(See Chapler 9.)

adarnad with ink, jam, apnd sool fram
the big hall chimney. Blundell, a sooty,
sticky mess, was ejected by a window,
and his friends hardly knew him when
he appeared. Bland camn next, recking
with soot, streaming with ink, and sticky
with jam. Tomlinson was ejected In:t,
in the same sticky and unsavoury malte,
Then all the Fifth were out, and the
windows were orammod with yvelling
juniols.

“Come back and have some more!”
shrieked Johnny Bull, * Lots more I™

“The lotfulness is terrific!”

“Ha, ha, hal"”

Blundell gave a sooty, inky, sticky
glare at the Removites; but he did nol
want any more. He {ramped away,
and his friends tramped off with him,
and derisiva yells from the Remaove
followed. :

It was a ghastly crowd that gathered
in the road to tramp back to Greyfriars,
Blundell was hurdr;r recognisable, and
he was stuttering with rage, Angry
recriminations broke out on all sides,
That idea of putting the Sixth in the
shade, by bandling the rebel Formm
which the Bixth had failed to handlp,

had seemed an excellent idea—in the
games study. It seemed far {rom ex-
cellent now. In fact, it scoemed a&an

absolulely rotien idea to all the Fifth,

With one accord, they told the
wreteched Blundell what they thought of
him for leading them into such & scrape.
It was really impossible for thé Fi}lh
to return to Greyfriars in the present

— —

—

sdate, and they washed as well as they
could in a pond; but when they liad
done all they could they still looked
like a'gulgvﬁf particularly disreputablo

tramps. hen they started for the
whool the Fifth were still telling Blun-
dell what they thought of him ; and their
language, like that of Truthful Jemes'
}:alinm, was f[requont and painful and
Foe,

“It was Coker's idea," said Blundell
at last. * That idiot Coker——"'
“Just like Coker, tool”

Potier.

“Coker all overd" moaned Greene.

“Wait till T get near him, that's all "
said  Blundell! feroviously. And thae
wrath of the defeated Fifth found a fresh
object when Coker was mentioned—they
remembered that it was Coker's idos,
and they all agreed with Blundell thac
tiiey wanted to get near Coker.

They came on Horace Coker before
they reached Greyfriars. Curiosity bad
drawn Coker some distance along the
road to High Oaks to sce how the Filth
were progressing with the great schemo
they had taken out of his hands. So it
was that Coker met the ghastly arrvay on
the road, and he EEHTOJ( at them, when

groaned

he saw them, blankly, and then burss

into a roar of laughter. Coker could
woo at a glance that the Filth had not
prospered,

“Ha, ba, ha!" roared Coker, almoss
weeping with mirth, " You've bungled
W, have you? What did you expect,

Tne MacNET L1BRARY.—No. 1,045,
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with Blundell taking the lead?  Ha, I,
ha! Wish you'd left 1t i sy hasds
oy, Maudell? Ha, ho, hal Oh, my
vidy hat! What a erew !

Then the Fifth Formoers desl Tnith.
Futly wilh Coker. _

Reallv, it was nol quite fnid piay, for
cectainly  they had teken the thing aul
of Coker’s hands, and gnanagel] it-—or
nrismanaged it—on their own.  Bal the
Fifth were not hothering aboul justice.
They wanted a victim—and they wanted
a vietim badly; and Horsre Cokey had
butted in at the right tine, I[n-rimpﬂ. on
the principle thet foola rush in where
ungnﬁ! fenr to tread.  What happened
next Coker bardly koew: il was like
a railway accident, an air raid, and an
carthqimke all rolled into ane.

A little solaced, the Fifth marched on,
leaving Coker for dead, as it were,
Toud laughter greotod the wretched
Fifth when they trailed inte the school:
bt Coker, who trailed inu after them,
was in & more dilapidated state than any
other man in the Fifth. And vol w
man in the Fifth Form entertained for
one moment the idea of having any move
dealings with the rebel Remove—not
even Coker. Lovd Mauleverer had laid
his plans to make the Fifth fed-up with
the Remove; and there was no doubt
that they were fed-up—right to the
back teoth, Whatever happened (o the
rebel Removites, they bhad no more
trouble to expect from the Fifth,

- W——

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Bunter the Rebel !

s Y RAY, you fellows—"

I “Give us a rest, old fat man!"
“But, I say—"
“Bow-wow!"

“I've an idea!” roared Bunter

“Whose1" asked Bob Cherry.

“Mine, you li!l_vhm Ay .

“Then it can’t be any good. Take il
pway and bury it!" y

“It's a rippi idea!" sard Bunter.
“We've beaten the Filth—boaten them
to the wide. My idea is to have a whaole
holiday to celebrate the vietory!"

“Good!"” exclaimed Skinner, at onee,

“Not bad!"” admitted Bob Cherry.

For once William George Bunter had
propounded a suggestion that met with
a good deal of approval. Whole holidays
eppealed to the Remove. At High
Oaks whole holidays could be arranged
much more easily than at Greyfriars
In the school without a master the
followe had only to decide that matter
for elves.

It was the morning afler the affray
with the Fifth. High Oaks still showesl
a good many signs of the affray. On
the Remove side, nobody had bean hurt,
though the Fiith had collected an
enormous amount of damage. That
worning the rebels were in groat spirits;
and it was, moreover, a fine, sunny dav.
Bunter's suggestion, made at the break-
fast-table, seemed to catch on,

i 'ﬁ"‘ﬂ' mu[d E'E't' '“_P n E‘lmﬂ' Ef fDﬂiET, i
seid Bob Cherry.

“ Jolly d idea,” agreed Johnny
Bull heartily.

“Aftor n.l‘i, it is rot l‘mving lossons,
just as if we were at Greyfriars," re-
mmrked Haseldene.

“Utter rol!"” said Skinner,

“What about it, Mauly?" asked Bol.

Lord Mauleverer shook his head.

“Must play the game, doar men,” he
gaid. “I'm 1n favour of & whole holiday
every day, either here or at Greylriars,
But the game's the game. We're
standin’ up for justice, not for slackin’.
Give it & miss."

Tuz Macxer Lisrary.—No. 1,045,
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Which was really hevoie on his lord-
=hip’s parl, for there was no doubt that
of all the Ivwove he was the most
strongly tisposed to sluck through that
sunny day.

“(h, roally, Mauly—"

“1on't be an ass, Mauly!
haliday "' said SkiLner.

“Busiuess as usnal ' said Lord Maule-
verer, *‘U'he Thrashin' Committee, will
deal with overy Tellow who doesn’t turn
i) for class,”

“You silly ass!" hootoed Bunter,

“Don't, dear boy!" said Lord Maule-
vorer plaintively. “1 don't mind you
callin' me names, but don't yell at a

I'm for n

chap.  Your woice ain't musical, old
lyean 1" '

“I'm having a holiday!” howled
Bunter,

“You're not!"” said the captain of the
Remove, “Mauly's right: we're bound
fo play the game, the same as if Mr,
Cireleh had taken chargo, as we wanted
it to do. Class ns usual.”

“Yalh!" from Bunter.

And Bunter's suggoestion was dropped
—by all but Bunter. When Jnggins
rang the bell for class, the Remove
tnrned  up—with  the exception  of
Willinm George Bunter. Mark Linley
called the roll, and the Owl of the
Remove failed to answer to his name.
The Thrashing Committee went mne-

diately In secarch of Bunter.
“Whoere on earth has that fat slug
crawled to!” eoxclaimed the Bounder,

when they had scarched the grounds

in vain for the [at junior.
“Hallp, hallo, hallo, Juggins! Seen

Bunter?” shouted Bob Cherry.

“Yes, sir; he's gone upstairs, air,”
said Juggins, “ He has taken a pre with
him, sir.”

“A pie!” ejaculated Wharton,

“Yes, sir—and & cake—a largoe
I?-Ikﬂ‘-'—" .
“Anything -+ else?™ grinned  the
Raunder.

“You sir, saveral other things, sir,”
said Juggine. “All of them of an
eatable or drinkable nature, sir."

“Gone off for & feed,” said Peter
Todd, “We'll give him feed! Come
on. '

The commities re-entered the house,
and went upstairs in search of the Owl
of the Remove, Ho was not found in
the apartment that was used as a
dormitory; and they searched among
the other rooms for him, and finally
came on a locked door. This was the
door of a bed-room that had been
gnecially furnished from Chunkley's, and
prepared for Mr. Quelch—in the hope
that the Remove master would take uE
his guarters with his old Form at Hig
Oaks. So far, the room had no tenant.
Now it had a tenant—in the shape of
Willinm George Buntoer. :

“ Locked 1" said Squiff, as he tried the
door. “The [st bounder's here. Let us
in, Bunter."

“Shan"t!” came Bunter's voice from
within.

“Wo've come to thrash you."

“Yah!"

“Look here, you fat villain!" roared
Robk Cherry. “ You've got to come into
class—see T

llR’-“-!'l .

“Bunter, you fal chump!” exclaimed
Harry Wharton. “Open the door at
once."

“Co and eat coke!™

“You'll get it worse when you vome
out ! shouted Peter. -

There was & fat chuckle from within.

“You soe, I ain’'t coming out,” said
Bunier.

“You'll have to come out
m'li )
“I've got my dinner here”

for dinner,

“Well, for tea, then, 1diot.”

“I've got my tea here!” chuckled
Bunter. “I've got lots of grub. 1'm
not coming out at all. 1I'm fed up with
class! This is a barring out.”'* y

"What?” roared the committee, with
One YolLoa,

“A hnrrini out " chuckled Bunter.
"“1f you can cheek the Head, I can check
you, I suppose. Who are you? Nobody.

despise you, the lot of you, Yah!"

Baung, bang, beng!

“You can bang on the door as much
8% you like,” said the Owl of the Removo
choerfully, “I've vot the teal chest
here, and 1've nailed it and screwed it,
and screwed down the wash-stand and
the =ofa beside. You won't get that
door to open in a hurev. He, he, he!™

"Why, you—you fat villain!" gasped
W harton.

“Oh, really, Wharton——"

“Do vou call this playing the game "
deuymded Peter Todd, © E:lﬂ'l you soo
youre a mnasty little, fat, [rowsting
rotter "

“That’s check, Peter.”

“What 1" roared Toddy.

“Uhoek! If the door wasn't fastened,
I'd come out and thrash you."

“Thrash me?” gasped Poter daredly.
- “Yes; the lot of you, You'd scud off
Bre‘rty quick if I opened thal door,” said

unter, through the keyhole. “Funks,
the lot of you! Yah!™

“My only hat!” gasped Bob Cherry.
“When I get near enough, you fat soatl,
I'll burst you,"

“Bhut wp, Cherry.”

“What!" roared Baob.

“You talk too much. B8hut up.”

“Why, I—I--I—" Words [ailed
Bob Chorry.

Bohind the locked door, there was no
doubt that William Ge_urﬁa Bunler was
as brave a: a lion. He hurled reckless
defiance at the Thrashing Committee—
through the keyhole. )

“Let's get round to the window,"
sald the Boundor impatiently. “We've
got to round wp the fat rotter.”

Bunter chortled a fot chortle,

“The window's forty feet up.” he said.
" Better sign the * Daily Mail ' insurance
coupon before you begin monkeying at
the window. Your relations will bene-
fit. He, he, he!™

“Look bhere, DBunter—" exclaimed
Wharton,

“8hut up, Wharton!™

“Why, vou—you—you—I—I-TI'll——"

“Qive Fyour chin a rest,” advised
Bunter. “I'm not coming out of here
till 1t suits me. It doesn™ suit me yel.
I've got lots of grub. I've fastoned the
window, and you can't get at it, any-
how. You'd want a batlering-ram to
burst in the door. Even Bob Cherry's
feet wouldn't do it,"”

Five members of the committee smiled
st that remark involuntarily. Omne
member frownod.

“T'm taking a holiday,” went on
Bunter. “You can go and cat coke.
I'i not having any more classes at all,
in fact. I think it's rot.” .

“You'll get a flogging for this!"
roared Peter Todd.

“Go and well somewhero else, Toddy,
will yon? In fact, all of you clear off,
before 1 come out to you.”

“Mv hat! I wish you would come
out to ug!" breathed Poter Todd. “I'd
make an cxample of you, you [at
rascal.”

"Gas ! said Bunter cheerfully. “Yon
couldn’t lick me, Toddy! I'd hick you
to a frazzle with ono band tied behind
me. D've often thought of thrashing
vou, but I've let you off because you'ro
no Ignqd in a scrap. You'd break in two
if I hit you, vou skinny specimen.”

“Well, my only hat!” murmured Bob
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(herry,. “Bunter's a plucky fellow
when fm’ s behind a locked door. What
are we going to do with him, Harry®”

“Nothing, I suppose, till we can get
st him,” answered Wharton. " For the
last time, Bunter o

“Bhut wp, Wharton.”

“You'll get scragged for this!

“You c¢ouldn't scrag me.  You
couldn't serag & kid of ten,” said Bunter.
“You're no good, you know.”

The committee bestowed o fow
vigorous kicks on the door, by way of
expressing their feelings, and retired
from the spot. For the present, there
was nothing elso to be done. In the
locked room, Billy Bunter chuckled

leefully. Thers were no classcs for the
Wl of the Remove that morning; and
it really looked as if Bunter's barring:
out might last as long as his provisions
lasted,

One of the drawbacks of rebellion 1s,
that some rchels never know when to
stop. When the leaders of the rebellion
aro satisfied that matters have gone far
enough—that is to say, when they have
overturned authority and taken rule
into their own hands—their followers
are only too likely to think a little more
yobellion n good wheeze, and to rebel
againat their loaders.

A school without a master had seomod
quite a fensible qr osition to Harry
Wharton & Co. It had started gmite
weoll, But robellion 15 like a disoase
that has to run iis course. Now Bunter
had started a rebellion en his own; and
when the committoe refurnetl to the
class-room, they found that Dunter's
example had barne [ruit,

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
More Rebels |

UMP!
B Just as Harry Wharton & Co.

roached the door of the class-
and

room, that door opened,
Meark Linley came out into the ge.
and landed in a

He came out ﬂyinf.
heap at the feot of £
A roar.

“ Hallo, hallo, hallot™

i Whﬁ rr

“Ow!” gasped Mark. “Oh! Oh, my
hat 1"

Evidently clazs was not going on in
the class-room. William George Bunter
was not the enly rebel who was fed up
with law and order,

Crash, crash, crash!

School books followed Mark from the
open deorway, raining on lum and
round him.

“Now, come back and we'll give you
some more !” roared Bolsover major.

“Chuck Mauly out after him [* yelled
Skinner, '

“Oh gad !- I say—— Yarooocogh!”

Harry Wharton & Co. rushed in,
They were just in time to meet Lord
Mauleverer coming out.

Crash !

“Oh! Begad! Yooaooop!”

“Ow! Ow! Oh erumbs["

“Ha, ha, ha!"” came in a roar from
the class-room, as Lord Mauleverer and
the committee were mixed up in the

doorway. by A
up 1exily.

commitice, with

Lord Maualeverer sat
Harry Wharton sprang into the class-
room. A Luatin dictionary caught him
on the chest, and he sat down. There
was o wild yell from Mauleverer; the
captain of the Remove had involuntarily
sat on his lordship.

“0Oh!" gasped Wharton.

“Yow-ow-ow ! Gerroff ! Oh, begad ™

Wharton jumped up.

- The class-room was in an uproar.
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They're having a rare

old time at High Oaks,
and poor old Mauly is at
his wits end to know how

to keep his unruly rebels
in hand.

But the one-time slacker
of the Remove surprises
his companions by his
extraordinary energy and
powers of leadership when
things become really criti-
cal. Certainly no one

i
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Z would have said before-
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THE

hand that Mauly was
capable of rescuing two
of his truant rebels who

had fallen into the hands
of the Head of Greylriars.
Yet, Mauly does the
trick, although his truant
rebels, locked in the
unishment-room atGrey-
riars, would appear to be

well beyond the reach of

rescue.

Ever * Magnetite "’
will enjoy to ll'u:_ H next
week's astounding story

of Harry Wharton & Co.,

which is entitled :

“HIGH JINKS AT
HIGH OAKS!”

By Frank Richards.
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Some of the fellows were at their desks,
but quite half the Remove were out of
their places, roaring with laughter,
Bolsover major was the leader of the
outbreak, and he seemed to have guined
many supporiers.

“What does this mean?®”
Wharton sngrily.

“ It means that we're fed-up playing
school !" snorted Bolsover major. "You

shouted

can stick in class, il you like! I'm not
going to ! :
“Same here !" shouted Hazeldene.

“We're having a holiday
Wharton 1" explained Wibley.

“You're not ! roared the ecaptain of
the Remove,

“Wea jolly well are!™

“Yeas, rather!" shouted Russell,
“ And another one to-morrow !

“Hear, hear ! chortled Ogilvy,

“ (3o back to your places!" yelled the
captain of the Remove,

to-day,

“Rats I

"o and eat coke!”

“heeso 1t 1"

“P'urn them out!" roared Dolsover
Wik jOr.

“Back me up, you fellows!” ex
elaimed Wharton.
And he rushed
and grasped him. _
@ committee backed him up
valiantly. Frank Nugeut and Tom
Redwing and Hurree Jamset Ram Singh
came to their assistance. Tom Brown
and Penfold joined up. Other fellows
gat where they were and watched, with
luughing faces. Even the®most orderly
memberz of the Remove [Jound this

more entertaining than classcs,

Quite a number of fellows were back-
ing up Bolsover major. There was a
terrific secrap in the Form-room.

‘T'he rebels had the worst of it. DBut
while the scrapping was going on
Skinner and Snoop disappeared from
the scene, and hall & dozen other

at Bolsover major

=

tellows followed them. Bolsover major,
fighting walorously, was borne to the
floor, und Bob Cherry started operations
with » eane, to an accompaniment of
terrific vells from Bolsover. But his
supporters rallied to the rescue, and
the scrapping was wild and whirling.
Bolsover major tore himself loose and
stroggled to hias feet.

“Come out of this!" he shouled,

And the rebels swarmed out of the
clags-room. They had been defeated in
the scrap, but reducing them to order
was quite another matter. ‘They
streamed out of the class-room—nearly
half ithe Remove. Obviously the spirit
of rebellion was spreading far and
wide,

Bob Cherry dabbed the erimson [rom
his nose with his handkerchief.

“Oh, my hat!" he gasped.

"“Oh ear!"” murmured Nugent,
carossing his ecye, '

Somebody's knuckles had landed in
that oye, with painful results.

The Bounder burst into a laugh

“The game's up!” he remarked. “I
never thought it was a good idea myself
to play at school—much beiter have »

good time! Come on, Reddy! Lel’s
get out of this!”

Tom Redwing shook his head.

“I'th staying in, Bmithy!™ he

answered.
“More asas you!” said the Bounder.

“T'm going out !
And bhe went,

“Come back, you roller 1" ronred
Bob Cherry,

“ Rats to you !"

And the Bounder strolled away,
whistling.

“What's the orders, Mauly!" grinned
Johnny Bull. *"“Are we going after
them, old scout?”

i Ilm

" Ow 1™ gu?ad Mauleverer,
winded! Ow!”
Tax Macrer Lisrant.—No. 1,045,
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“The windfulness of my esteemed
gelf is also terrifie,” said Hurree
Jamset Ram Singh, " and the gameful-
ness is up, my ridiculous h:landsi We
shall have to let them rip!"

Harry Wharton looked round the
class-room. Half the Remove were
vone, and some of the fellows who
remained looked rather disposed to
follow, For a week the school without
a master had run more or less success-
fully, but it seemed to have collapsed
now. Obviously, it was impossible for
one half the school to drive the other
half into class and keep them there.
The captain of the Remove grinned
rucfully. - :

“You're leader, Mauly !" he said.

“Yaas!" gos Lord Mauleverer.
“Of course, we're not goin' to F“**.“E
with this! Only T'm begiunin’ to thin
that @ schoo! can't be run without 2
master, you fellows !”

“Go hon!" murmured Nugent.

“We'll go after them and mop them
up, if you snidd

ve the word, Mauly!
Johnony Bull ]
“Well, they wouldn't come into class
if we did,” said his lordship. *“The
fack is, you ean't run a school without
a master unless all the fellows agree Lo
it. And they don't seem to agree.”
“They don't!” grinned Bquifl.
“The disagreelulness is terrific [”
“Let's stick to class,” said Mark
Linley. "The fellows may change their
minds and come back. Anyhow, we can
play the game ourselves.”
“Yaas, that's the idea !” :
"1 sup we can't do anything
else,” said Wharton dubiously, -
Bob Cherry glanced at the sunny
windows. .
*“What about mnki:g it a holiday,
after all 2" be murmured.

There was a murmur of approval.
Even Wharton was tempted. ‘
seemed really much more attraclive
than class when there was no head-
master or Form master to enforoe class,
But the eaptain of the Remove resisted
the temptation manfully.

“Oh, let's stick to it 1™ ho =aid.

up to ust”
“The stickfulness is the proper
caper,” agreed Hurree Jamset Ham

singh. *Let us stick to it gluefully.”

“Oh, all right !*

And the law-abiding members of
High Oaks School took their places at
. the desks. But they did so rather half-
heartedly. If their example had Lhe
effect of recalling the rebels to a sense
of duty, it was all very well; but it
was extremely unlikely that their
example would have that effect. Out-
side in the grounds they could hear the
shouting ufrﬂﬂlmwr major aund his
party, who were punting about a fooler
and apparently enjoying themaelves,
About ten minutes later Tom Brosn
rosc from his place.

“"I'm going to speak to a clap,” he
remarked.

And be disappeared.

A few minates later Penfald went out
to speak to a chap, and did not return.
At intervals there were more desertions.

By the time class was dismissed, the
class consisted of the Famous Five,
Squifl, Peter Todd, and Lord Maule-
verer. All the other fellows had gone,
Mark Linley grinned n little when he
gave the signal to dismiss.

“¥You fellows turning up thiz after-
noon ! hoe asked,

“Certainly 1" said Wharton.

“ Oh—"bem—certainly |" said Bob.

“The turnupmlnau will be terrific!”

“Oh, vees!” snid Lord Mauleverer.

Tur Macxer Lisragy.—No. 1,045,
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“Let's turn up, you men! Musl play
the game !"”

And class was dismissed. ;

At dinner that day most of the Re-
movites were in a hilarious mood,
Harry Wharton had a very thoughtful
lnok. Discipline had been thrown to
the winds now, and ho was aware that
if there was a class this aftornoon it

would not consist of more than half a

" doren fellows. He realised that a school

without & master was not, after all, a
feasible scheme, It had been weighed
in the balance and found wanting.

Mr. Juggins rang the school Eball s
usual that afternoon. Harry Wharton
went to the class-room. A little later
Mark Linley joined him there, and,
still later, Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.
The voice of Bob Cherry could be heard
shouting among some fellows who had
picked up sides for a game of Boocer.
Apparently, Bob had forgotten class.
And Nugent seemed to occupied
somewhere; he did not arrive in the
class-room.

Lord Mauleverer trailed up at last,

“Oh gad! How many of us?" le
asked.

“Four!” said Wharton, with a
grimace,

“The total is not terrific!” remarked
Hurree Jamset Ram 8ingh, “in the
esteemed circumstances; a fellow may
as well join in the excellent and
ridiculons footor!"

And the Nobob of Bhanipur glided
AVEAY.

ark Linler smiled,

“Looks. like a fizzle " he said. “It's
a regular stampede. I'm afraid that
a school without & master is N.G.!"

And Linley went to join the foot.
ballers.

Wharton and Lord Mauleverer re-
mained alene, looking at one another
ruetully,

“Well, what are we going to do,
Mauly '™ asked Harry.

“1 think I'll bave s nap,” said Lis
lordship, after some thought,

“Ass! 1 mean about keeping up
school.”

“Blessed if T know!” said Mauleverer
candidly. *“Looks ss if it's played out.

The fact is, old bean, we can't run =
school without a master. I rather
thought Quelehy would back us up. Bul
lie hasn't.” :

“He hasn't,"” agreed Wharton.

“We're standin’ up for Quelchy, and
ho's not standin’ up for us!” said Lord
Mauleverer. “It leaves us rather in a
hole, We can’t run a school withoutl a
master, and it Quelchy don't take s
up, 1 think—"

He¢ pauosed.

" You think 1" asked Harry, guessinug
liis Iﬂrdlhigs thoughts, which were the
same az his own.

“1 think we shall have to chuek it
and go back to Greyfriars,” said Lord
Mauleverer. *“1 fancy I'll get Quelshy
on the telephone, and mioke a last
;Fpi‘:l.! to lim to come here and take on
{igh Onaks School as a business proposi-
tion. If he refuses, the game's up, and
wi'd better make what terms we can
with the Head. Bo long as we kept up
classes we lird o leg to stand on: but
as matters stand now, we're just plavin’
truant, It won't do. 1M put 1t to
Quelehy.™

“Right " =id Harry.

And the captain of the Remove—not
feeling dis to constitute a class all
by limsell —went out and joined the
footballers. The school without a
master had fizzled out, as the Grey-
friars rebels might really have expected
from the start. '

STORIES OF HARRY WHARTON & CO. EVERY WEEK!

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Skinner Does It !

“w' HUSH !” breathed Bkinner.

S Snoop and Stott “'shushed !"”
Outside, Soccer was going on,
and the greater part of the
rebel Form were enjoving themeolves in
the keen air. The three black sheop
were looking for a quiet place to smoke
cigarettes, when they heard Lord

Mauleverer's voiee at the telephone.

“ls that Mr. Quelch?” Mauly was
nsking, when 8kinner & Co. came
within hnnring.

“Mr. Quelch is speaking,” came back
the voice of the ove master over
the wires. *1s that Mauleverer?”

“Yaus, sir.” :

“What do you want, Mauleverer. I
am not sure that, in the eircumstances,
I can with propriety communicate with
you at all,” said Mr. Quelch. “How-
ever, I will hear what you have lo

say.”
Hj: 'Eh'naﬂ. k;‘ile*. We wanté you to come to
aks—"
) 'FI havé ulready told you that that is
e et Tt . ie
“Yeaes; but listen to & man, sir,"
said Mauleverer. “We've had a
terrific shindy here—"
“Bless my soul!”

“No end of & rwmpus, sir!” went on
Mauleverer. “We've been keepin' up
classes, but they're knocked into =

cocked hat now. There's not goin' to
be any more classes till we get another
master.”

Bkinner & Co. grinned at one another.
Lord Mauleverer did not observo the
three juniors approsching behind him
as ho sat at the telephone.

“You see, sir, we're all at sixes and
sevens,” went on Mauleverer. “T really
think, sir, that you ought to come over
and take charge.”

“Impossible! 1 cannot countenance a
réevolt against the authority of your

headmaster, as 1 have already told
Fmi.”
“But we cleared out of Greyfriars on
our account, sir!” remonstrated
ulovorer,

“You should have dome nothing of
the kind!"

“Yaas: but—"

“My advice to-vou iz to return lo
your school st once,” said Mr. Quelel.
“I bave already given you that advice,
and 1 repest it." ;

“We've told the Head we won't go
back without you, sir."

“ Nonsense |”

“Hem! 1f you'd back us up, sir, I'm
sure the Beak—I—] mean the Head
would see rcason——"' :
- “Nonsense, Mauleverer! You must
not think of dictating to vour head
master !" snapped Mr. Quel “1 dis-
approve of it entirely!"” . :
o lE_I.Hf-, sir, just hsten a minuto—--

W

“What " exclaimed Mr, Quelch, at
the other end of the wire.

“Yow-ow-ow-ow!"

What Mr. leh  thought of that
remark cannot be stated. It was caused
by Skinner grasping Lord Mauleverer
from behind and dragging him bodily
away from the telephone.

“leggo! Yow-ow! Oh gad! Yooop!"
spluttered Mauleverer, as he dropped
the reeeiver and went sprawling baok-
wards on the floor.

“8it on him, you fellows:!"
Skinner.

“Ha, ha! Yes, rather!"

“Ow! QGorroff! Oh, my hat!"
gasped Mauleverer, as Bnoop and Stotx
Eilﬂlﬂd themselves on him, and pinned

im down to the floor by sheer weight.
Harold Skinner enught the receiver.

—

grinnod
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“Lngﬁn.*" yelled Mauleverer. “Ger-
roff | haven't finished talkin' to
Quelchy! You rotters! Ow!"

“T'Il finish talking to him for you!"
chuckled Bkinner. "I1'll make jolly surn
that Quelchy don't come over here to
take charge, Mauly. Keep that slly
idiot quiet, you chaps! Bang his head
on the floor if he kicks up a row!"

“What-ho!" churtled Bnoop.

“You rotters! Ow! I tell you--
ya h!" roared Mauleverer, as his
noble head banged on the floor.
“Ow-ow-ow-ow-ow |

“Ha, ha, ha!"”

“Keep quiet!” grinned Stott,

“ Hallo 1" said Skinner into the trans-
mitter. “Are you there?"

“I am here!” snapped Mr. Quelch,
from the Courtfield Hotel. "I was
speaking to Mauleverer. What——"

“Bhut up & minute ! said Skinner.

“What1" ejaculated Mr. Quelch,

“Shut up & minute, Quelchy, You
tulk too much.” L

*“Blesga my soul I”" gasped Mr, Quelch.
“That is not Mauleverer spesking.
Who is speaking "

Skinner winked at his chums. )

“Little mo, sir,” he answored cheerily.
“Mauly's been telling you we want you
to come over hére, Well, we don't!
The less we see of you, sir, the better
we like you. We had enough of you at
Greyfriare—too much, in fadt. We're
fed-up with you !*

“]1 know your voice!" gasped Mr,
ﬁuelch. “That is Skinner speaking.

ow dare you, Bkinper !"

“My dear old bean—"

“What! What!"” : :

My dear old bean,” said Bkinner
calmly, “why shouldn't 1 talk to you as
I like? You're not our Form master
now. You're sacked from Greylriars—
and s jolly good thing, too, in my
opinion, Blessed if 1 know why the

ecad didn't sack you before!™

“Goodness gracious!” stuttered Mr,
Quelch,

“Hs,
Stott,

Bkinner was
talk with Mr.

ha, ha!" roared Snodp and

uite enjoying this little
aleh. e would have

liked to tell Mr. Quelch what he thought
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Yow-ow !

Oh, gad !

of him, many a time, at Greyfriars,
though he certainly had not ventured to
do s0. Now Skinner considered that it
was quite safe. The school without a

master was pot likely to last much
longer, in Harold Skmmner's opmmion,
and when it came to an end, the return

to Greyfriars was inevitable—but there
would be no Mr. Quel¢h there, 8o
Bkinner could not see any reason why
he should not talk to the late Remove
master exactly as he pleased.

"We don't want vou here, Quelchy,”
woent on Skinner,

“What? What did vou eall me,
Skinner 7
“Quelchy! Old Quelchy!™ said

Bkinner cheerfully. -

“Upon my wnrj! If I were still your
Form master, Skinner, I should cane
you with the utmost severity,” said Mr,
Quelch, his voieo trembling with wrath.

“1 dare say you would, Quelchy,”
chuekled Bkipner, " But, you see, you
ain't my Form master now, and never
will be again, since you've got the boot.
Best thing the Beak ever did, in my
opinion."’

“Oh, you
Mauleverer,

“Ha, ba, ha!"

“Oh, my hat!" gas :
not likely to come after that, Bkinner.
Sorry for yvou if he did, old Ei‘llp.'"

“I faney I've put the stopper on him,”
grinned Skinner,

“Bkinner "—Mr. Quclch's deep wvoice,
trembling with anger, came over the
wires—" | shall come to High Oaks im-
med iltﬂ[}f ™

L1l Eh'}l’

“1 shall, for the present, resume eon-
trol of my Form! You may tell the
other boys so0.™

“Oh crumbs!"”
utter dismay. _

“You may expeet me very shortly !
seaid Mr. Queleh grimly, and he rang
off.

Skinner stood blinking &t the tele.
phone blankly.

“Oh, my hat!” he gasped. “I—I say,
he—he—he says he's coming "

“Coming 1" yelled Stott and Bnoop.

rotter I gasped Lord

d Snoop. ""He's

gaspod Blknner, in

“* But, sir, just a minute—ow ! ™" Lord Mauleverer's conversation
over the wires with Mr. Quelch terminated with that sudden
ejaculation, as Skinner

grasped him from behind.

“ Leggo !

Yoop ! ™ spluttered the schoolboy earl, as

he dropped the recelver and went sprawling on the floor., Next
minute Skinner was at the telephone. (See Chapter 13.)

L -

-

“Ho says s0.”

“You silly ass, Skinner!"” gasped
Bnoop.

“You footling chump !” howled Btott,
“You might have known Quelchy
wouldn't stand your cheek! That was
the way to make him come !"

“Ha, ha, ha'!” shrieked Mauleverer.
He scrambled to his feet a: Snoop and
Stott released him. *“Ha, ha, ha!
You've done it, Bkinner! Much obliged
to you, old chap!”

Bkinner did not reply, He was utlm'[ﬂ
ﬂiﬂmni?d. He had enjoved that tal
with Mr. Queleh on the phone; but if
Mr. Quelch was coming over to High
Daks to take ecoufrol, there was likely to
be a severe reckoning after the feast,
Skinner had done it—there was no mis-
toke about that! ''He sat dismayed,
while SBnoop and Slott shook their fists
at him, and told him what they thought
of him, in emphatic language. Lord
Mauleverer, still chuckling, went out {o
tell the news to the Remove.

“%mluh 's comin’ ! he announced,
“What "

" Quelchy 17

“Did he say s01" exclaimed Wharton,
“How did you manage it, Mauly I

“1 didn't!” chuckled Mauleverer.
“8kinner mana it—without meanin’
to. Heo's comin’, dear men, and the
jolly old school's goin' to have a master,
Come down to the getes and give ham
a cheer when he comea.”

““Yes, rather "

“The cheerfulness will be terrific!™

“"Bravo "

There was a big crowd at the gates
of High Oaks when a taxicab was seen
aspproaching from the direction ol

ourtfield, Loud cheers grected Mr,
Quelch when he stepped out. Quite un-
intentionally, Skinner had saved the
situntion, and High Oaks was no longer
& Behool without & Mastor.,

THE ENTD.

(See page 21 for particulars of néxi
week's E::mhr!uf story of Harry Whar
ton  Co., the Remove Rebels.)
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Visiting Rounds !

i HEN morning comes Von
W Pleitzer, Schlagel, and the
guards must have absolutely
no clue as to how the rescuo
has been effected,” said the major,
“That is the problem which we have to
solve, ﬁumlnml:n* And it is made no
ensier by the fact that the prisoner must
he brought out of the cell via the door.
The window and walls are hopeless.”
The darkness which had erept into the
hut was suddenly dispelled as the
cleotrio light bulb suspended [rom the
ceiling glowed brilliantly. The lighting
of the prisoners’ huts was econtrolled by
an oubside switch,

Casually the major's band closed on
the plan, and he shid it into his pocket.

“(Get the cards, Carstairs,” he said,
“We'll have a game. Schlagel will be
bere 1n & few minutes.”

Carstairs strolled from the window to
pne of the bunks, beneath which was a
fibre switoase. From it ho produced »
pack of cards. It was a home-made
pack ; made by the four men thoemselves,
The wvarious suits were designed on
picces of cardboard in peneil.

They scitled down to play, Suddenly
a clump of heavily-booted feet sounded
outside, and Sergeant Schlagel strodo
into the room, followed by two soldiers
carrying a large basket.

“Bools, vyou swine!”
harshly,

The four took off their boots, and the
soldiers threw them into the basket. Tt
was a4 precaution of Schiagel's, this. He
collected the boots of the prisonerz every
night, so that if one did escape he
would be hampered by lack of footgear.

Sehlagel's eve alighted on the cards.

“Games are forbidden!” he said
angrily. "I will report this!™

He awept the eards from the table
nnd stulfed them into his pocket, Then,
with a fioal stare round the room, he
departed, slamming the door behind
him and his men, and locking it.

he ordered

“Well, if he prowls around the
window we've still sitting as we were
when he came in,” remarked the major

quietly, “Now listen!”
Twe MaeNer Lingany.—No. 1,045,
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{(Introduction on page 25.!

Midnight sounded, and Bergeaut
Schlagel ect out to inspect the guards.
With him was Hauptmann Zeltehen, the
orderly officer, whose duty it was lo visit
the rounds,

Hauptmann Zeltchen bad imbibed not
wisely but too well. It was a dark night,
and more than once he lurched ngainst
the sergeant, He wanted to get the
job over quickly. He wouldn't have
gone at all, only Von Pleitzer was still
m the mess, Tief.r were making a bit
of a night of it in the mess. There
was good news from the Western Front.
The attack on Verdun had commenced.
The heavy artillery was clearing the
way, and thousands of men were wail-
ing to be hurled forward.

So they wenl the rounds, Schlagel
rim-faced and attentive to his duty,
Eelhuhen heartily wishing himsalf back in
the well-lighted mess, All was quiet
aroind the wire, and the sentries had
rothing to report.

“Well, that's all right!” said Haupt-
mann Zeltchen, when eventually he and
the sergeant fetched vp against the long
line of black huts which housed the sleep-
ing prisoners.

“There 1s an extra sent
night, sir,” replied Behlng::{

“Oh! Where!"

“At the stone cell,
English spy is confined.” |,

eltehen displayed the first signs of
interest which he had shown since he
sullied forth with the sergeant,

“Yes, | romember, scrgeant! He is
io be shot this morning!" he said.
“T'm going to have a look at himi{"

He sot off, with an oveasional stumble,
towarda the stone cell, which was faintly
illuminated by the eleetric bulbs on the
outer barricade of barbed wire around
the eamp. The cell was built on to the
end of a long wooden hut which served
a3 the men's sleeping quarters. To ap-
proach the door it was necessary to
pass down the gorrider which fronted
the doors of the men's rooms.

Sergeant Schlagel stalked down the
corridor, & pace behind the orderly
officer. The sentry on guard over the
cell came stiffly to ettention and saluted.

“ls the Epglander in there!” de-
manded Zeltchen.

on duty to-
gruffly,

sir, where the

-:- .

The Germans are going to shoot Eric Milvain at dawn—al least, they think they ave. But when
dmen eames the Germans get the surprise of their lives, for the prisoner has flown !
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-+ Additional interest attaches
to this story in that the
author was a British pilot
during the Great War, and
was taken prisoner by the

Germans.,—Ed.

An Amazing New Story of the Great War.

”Y-EF, sir 1

“Bwiteh on the light and open the
door, sorgeant!” ordered Zeltchen.

Schlagel did so, and the orderly
officer strode into the cell. Erie, his
arms still pinioned behind hum, was
asleep on the plank bed.

“Wake him up, sergeant! The nerve
of the dog to sleop like that!™

Sergeant Schlagel shook Eric roughly.
The boy opened Eia eyes and looked wup.
Zeltchen produced o silver cigarette-
case, and, lighting o cigaretie, stood
looking down at Eric.

“Why do you sleep, Englander?” he
asked curiously. [

“Because there's nothing else lo do!”
retorted the boy.

“Hulh! But you will embark on a
long, long sleep with the coming of
the dawn, Englander!"

Erie did not reply. Zeltchen allowed
a cloud of smoke to drift slowly upwards
from his lips, then turned on his heel
and moved towards the door,

“Englander,” he said, “1 will drink
to your courage! 1 only hope it is ss
much in evidence when you face the

firing-party in a few hours from now!"
With that he was gone. " Schlagel fol-
lowed him from the eell. ‘The door

slammed shut, was locked and bolted,
and the light switched out.

“Sentry, guard that man well!”
ordered Zeltchen. 'Then, dismissing the
sorgeant, he walked along the corridor
and out on to the darkened parade

ground.

He crossed to the mess, but halted
ahnﬂ:tiy when within a few feet of
the door, :

For a moment he stood peering Lo-
wards Von Pleitzer's quarters, which ad-
joined the mess. _

“Btrange!" ho murmuored. “I could
have sworn I saw somebody! H'm!
Curse, but it's cold !"

He shrugged his shoulders and walked
on to the hghted mess,

The Incendiary !

8 the swinging door of the officers’

mess swung shut behind Haupt.

mann Zeltohen, a man lying full

length in the black shadows
beneath the window of Von Pleitzer's
quarters rose cautiously to his feet,
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“Phew!” he murmured. “That was
close | _

He was clad in the grey uniform of
a German soldier, but the words he
spoke were in Engfiah. Gently he tried
the window. It was fastened. He
fumbled with his knife, inserting it be-
tween the sashes, There came a sharp
click, and carefully he raiscd the lower
frame of the window an inch or more.

That done, he paused for a moment,
liis head inelined, listening infently,
From the adjacent mess came muffled
talk and laughter. Apart from that,
the camp was wrapped in silence. As
though satisfied, the man glided round
a corner of the '::uildiug. It was obvious
that he knew his way about, for he
paused in the dark shadow of & wooden
shod. He folt the heavy doors with his
tingers, till he touched the cold metal of
a thick padlock fastening.

From his pocket he took a smeall
screwdriver and went to work in the
darkness with wonderful dexterity and
rapidity, In a quarter of an hour the
matal fastening which was screwed to
the woodwork camoe away in his hand,
and the dodr swung open beneath the
pull of his fingers, | s

The shed recked of oil and petrol. ~ It
was Von Pleitzer's private garage.
Within a minute the man was outsido
again, & large tin of petrol in his
haud, Then carefully he went to work
to replace the fastening. He worked
with steady fingers, and, the padlock
in place once more, he groped for the
tin beside him and returned to the
window. 3

Aguin he listoned; then, placing the
tin on the sill, he pushed the window
open inch by inch. More than once ho
pa then_suddenly drew himself up
to the sill and clambered into the room.
Softly he closed the window, after plac-
ing the tin of petrol on the floor beside
him. And softly he groped for and
olosed the shutters which served Von
Pleitzer in lieu of curtains or blinds,

From his pocket he drew a small
electrioc torch. One sweep of the room
with the faint beam was enough to
show him that he stood in Von Pleit-
ger's library. A fire, almost dead,
glowed faintly in the hearth. A
massive locked desk stood against one
wall, and in the centre of tle floor was
o heavy table. )

Switching off the toreh, after havin
taken his bearings, the man unscrew
the stn]"qmr of the petrol tin. Quickly,
methodically, he deluged with petrol
the thick pile carpel on the floor, tho
desk, the table, and the skirting-boards.
From his pocket he drew a box of
matches, and, stepping softly to the
door, opened it an ineh and listencd
intontly. Nothing stirred. Outside the
corridor was dark and deserted.

Holding the tin in_his hand, he struck
a match and w il into the centre of
the floor. It fell on the ocarpet,
flickered an instant, then a tongue of
flame leapt upwards. With terrible
swiltness that tongue became a sheet of
vivid flame, licking hungrily at furni-
ture and walls. |

8till the man lingered, one hand
clutching the amp% tin, the other on
the door-handle. en, when the room
was rapidly becoming n ﬂminﬂ furnace,
he opened the door and glippe ug:ﬂint-n
the corridor, shutting the door ind

him
ite him was the door of Ven
Pleitzer's private dining-room. He
slipped into the reom, crossed the floor,
and, opening the window, dropped out.
ing on the empty tin, he reached
up, closed the window, then glided away
into the darkness, The tin he placed
beside the shad from whence he had
taken it. Then he away and
crouched down in the sh

Fire |
ERGEANT BCHLAGEL was un-
S easy. He had been the "rounds
with Hauptmann Zeltchen, and

everything  was quiet. Yet he
was conscious of a tepsion in the sir.
He had felt like this before. Nerves!?
Pahl He had no nerves,

He rose from his chair at the tablo
in the gusrd-room and walked out on
to the ade ground. Nothing broke
the stiliness save an ocessional burst of
laughtor from the officers’ mess,

“Drunken hogs!"” snarled Hchlagel,

and clenched his fists, .

War! What did they know of war?
Ah, };1:1:11. he promised himself savagely
in t
when every man would be wanied on
the Western Front. Yes, every onel
They. had raised the age limit again,
and cut down the rations for non-com-
batants, Did that point to victory?
Perhaps, but not for a long tune yet,
It was whispered that the Landsturm
had received orders to undergo a course
of firmmg. What did that mean, if 16
didn't mean they were going to be
sent to the fromt? Sehlagel grinned
malicioualy as another burst of laughter
was wafted to him ascross the parade

round. He hated his officers.  Laet
them eoarouse on the strength of the
despateches from Verdun. The day
would come when the laughter in them
would be dead—ay, when they lay face
upwards in No Man's Land. For every
man would be wanted——

Schlagel halted abruptly in his pacing.
Ho sniffed sharply. ere was & most
perceptible smell of burning in the air.
From one of the windows in the com-
mandante's quarters shone a blood-red
glow. BSergeant Schlagel deshed for tho

*I"ﬁl:lﬂ'h
“Alles oust, schaum!” he roared.
Tho

“Stir yourselves, wyou swine!
general's quarters are ablage!”

Heo ran from the room to the centre
of the parade ground and tug
savagely at the alarm bell.  Its dis
cordant jangling note brought officers

and men from mess and sleeping
quarters.
“The fools! They were so close but

could not see!” swore SBchlagel, ne-
tuating his words with many a choice
onth,

The commandante's quarters were

THE STORY SO FAR.

to descend in enemy counlry afller a
tﬁﬁ%ﬂﬂ!ﬂrﬁhﬂnwﬁ"'m
Caplain Erie Milvain, erack pilot o mm‘
an

bhing Squadron, encounters B
0 %ﬁhﬁﬂrﬂuh Secrel  Service.

f inglton hande over some rcolu
plane to the young airman and implores him
to huq‘g them undid can be recovered and got
through to the Iy vuarters, Thiz is
barely done before Milvain 12 captured by the
enemy and faken before Dr, w-mﬂ. chial

:
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man as #on o (210
Milvain, the inventor. Eric escapen from prison
at Karleruhe, where he y fo
he fmnturﬁf sent to Sirasbourg, There he
is with a man named -
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darkness, the day would come

well alight by now, and the voice of
Von Pleitzer himself bellowod across the
purade ground for explanations, for
belp, and for water.

" Bohlugel ! Schlagel | Where's
Schingel ¥ he roared,
“ Here, sir!"”

Schlagel was in front of him, rigidly
at the salute.

"et water—buckets—anything ! Pux
that cursed fire out! Don't stand there,
vou confounded idiot!”

There wes much more to the sama
cifect, for Von Pleitzer was in & tower.
g  passion. But Schiagel was gone,
shouting to the soldiers to get buckets
nid hmupigea.

All was bustle and confusion, lit up
redly by the flames, which were now
ronting wpwards mto the night. Men
dashed hero and there, unknowing how
to act. But Schlagel got them into
some sort of order, and concentrated o
saving the officers” mess and neighbour-
mg guarters,

“Bring in every sentry exeept those
on the wire!” roared Von Pleitzer.
“Every man is wanted here !

The leaping ﬁﬂ.ﬂ?ﬁﬂ lit up the parade
ground with a vivid light. The prison
huts stood stark and clean cut in the
glow. If the prisomers broke out then
they would be instantly seen and shot
down,

“Warn all prisoners that they will
be shot if there is any attempt to force
the doors of their huta!”

Again Von Pleitzer's voice roared out
orders, and tho warning was conveyed
to the prisoncrs who wgm crowding at
their barred windows,

Schlagel waa working like a demon,
chncouraging the men, sweann at
them, threatoning them. But the flames

wed, and the officers’ mess was now

urmng f[ariously.

A German officer dashed into the
men's quarters. The rooms were empty.
Kvery man was at the scene of tho fire.
He rushed out into the dimly.Jit corri-
dor, and his eye fell on the sentry
st:i.;]dmg' irresolute in front of Eric's
cell. :

“You!" be shouted, “What the
devil are you standing there for1"”

“1'm on duty, sir——"

“Curse you and your duty, you fool!
Don’t you know the camp is on fire!
Your duty lies out there, Donner und
blitzern, 1f you don't stir Fnum!! I'll
have you put under arrest!’

The sontry hesitated no longer. He
saluted and departed at the double,
The cell door was locked, and apart
from that he had received his orders.

The German officer slipped into tho
men's quarters again. A minute later
he was out in the corridor, a riflo slun
on his shoulder, a heap of clothing ov
his arm. He gave a sharp glance
round, then ran down the corridor to
the cell.

From his pocket he whi

1 d & key,
inserted it in the lock, an

drew back

the bolts,
The Major !

RIC, roused by the shouting and

E the flamnes, was standing by the

window, watching the scene on

the farther side of the parade

round, when he heard the screech of

the bolts being withdrawn. The k
*turned in the lock, and a man a&ﬁ
d

liL.qun the eell, locking the door
i,

There was a faint illumination in tho
cell from the leaping flames. C SaW
that the man was clad in the uniform
of a German officer. Then:

i'ml
m

“Listen! I'm the man to whom
spoke this morn major.
Tree Macxrer Lmrm—ﬁu. 3,045,
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going to cut your bonds. We haven't a
moment to sparc. I want you to get
into these clothes.”

‘'he words came in an urgent whisper,
and Eric felt a claspknife cutting the
ropa around his arms,

“Hurry—please——" ‘

It was no time for questions. The
rope fell away from Eric's arms, and
he grabbed the clothes—a German
voldier's uniform—and struggled into
i hem.

“The rifle—on vour shoulder! Keep
a bold face if we meot anyone
Ready t” 2

Again came the urgent whisper, and
iric murmu an assent. The major
st to the door, unlocked it, and
looked out into the dimly-lit corridor.
It was deserted. )

“Follow me! Use the bayonet if
we're questioned.” %

The command came in a terse
whisper. The next moment the major
and Eric were out in the corridor. One

recious minute spent in relocking and

Iting the door, then, with quick,
deliberate strides, he strode up the
corridor, Eric at his heels.

"Through the window!
Inﬁ‘he I]-I.I‘h-EEIII wire I o og

ric saw the grey pa of an open
window at the end of the corridor. The
major slid through, and Kric followed.
They crept along in the dark shadow ol
a hut. Buddenly the major halted, and
laid his hand on Eric's arm. With
bated breath they crouched down,
whilst a sentry on the other side of the
wire sauntered slowly past.

Then on again till the major halted
and whispered:

*Give me the rifle! Lie fat on your

It facos on

licking hungrily at

arranged the escape of
more than one
prisoner. We learned
to-day that vou were to
ba shot at dawn. All
we know about you 1s
that you are an
Englishman who hae
come up against the
German Seocret Soervice.
We decided to get vou
out of the cell, and,
M'ﬂnt.unli;.'. out of the
Y camp. You can speak
Goerman 7"

i Yﬁ.lf

“That is oxoellent!
It will make our task
much easier."”

“It's jolly good of
vou to have helped me
like this!” replied Eric
warmly. “I ' should
like, if 1 may, to tell
vou briefly how I came
to be in that cell under
sentonce of death.”

“"We should be most
interested to hear your

story,” replied the
major,

Eric at once plunged
into an account of his
forced landin and
meeting with Birching-

stomach, and follow me!l Keep touch-
inﬁl my boot 1"

o wormed his way into some lon
grass, flanking the wall of a hut. Eric
S0 rather than saw, that he was

nsed, her th hat h
removing some banked-up pieces of

turf. Then on again, and the darkness
suddenly deecpened. Erie put up his
hand and touched wood. Ho was

undorncath one of the huts which had
obviously been built on raised founda-
tions to prevent the floor rolting
through dampness.

There came a creak from sbove, and
the major wormed his way upwards
through & hole in the flooring.

“This way!” he whispered, and
reached out a guiding hand. Then
faintly Eric heard another voice say:

"'il"mfm got him, major? Oh, good
mlﬂ L1

In the Hands of the Escape Committee !

OLLOWING the major through
the hole, Eric sensed, rather
than saw, that he was in a small
room. Dimly he made out the

forms of two men secated at the table.

“We dare not show a light!” said the
major softly; then, taking Eric by the
arm, ho guided him to the table and
hooked forward a chair with his foot.

“8it down, old man!” he said.
“We've only got a few minutes at the
most. 1 supposes vou're wondering what
all this means?"

“Yes, rather!” admitted Eric.

“My two [riends, here, myself, and a
fourth man, are the Escape Committee,
You may have heard of such organisa-
tions. I have not the time to go into
details as to our activities, but we have

The next moment a tongue
and walls. But still the man lingered, one
the empty tin, the other on the door handle. (See page 25.) '

ton. e told, briefly,
all that had transpired
since then, and con-
oluded with the
v gentenoe of death
assed upon him at
Ennd-.hut Camp by
Doctor Kauterfauld.

“Then the plans are
still at Mulden—in thﬁ
clump of bushes!?

asked the major sharply. :

“Yeu: they've not Eoun found, other-
wise Kauterfauld would have known
Vou Ecke's package was s fake before
he ned it." :

“Quite! Well, you have travelled in
Germany, so far, in the guise of a
hunted l};gitire. The chances have been
all against I have another dis
guise in mind which may see you
through il you have nerve enough to
adopt it."”

o paused, then added slowly:

“1 refer to the role of a German
officer. You would make no effort to
hide, but would move about in broad
daylight, gradually working your way
towards Mulden.

}‘ﬂﬂ .

A bold bearing might
carry you safely through. What are
your views on such a disguisel”

“ It appeals to me very much,” replied
Erie.

“It will be terribly dangerous,”
warned tho mninrn"“au risk tﬂ! ex-
posure as a spy wi ever at your
elbow, Tt wsﬁl require a nerve of
stoel 1™

“T1 should like to try it,” replied Erie
doggedly. “Thoso plans muss be got
tunmudqunrtern in France, sonichow.”

A sudden thought struck the young
pilot, and he asked quickly:

“But where will I dgnr. s German
officer’'s wuniform an identification
plpcrn?"

'We will provide them,"” replied the
mli]nr. =
“You?" ejaculated Erie.
The major smiled in the darkness.
“ Before you leave this camp,” he said
quietly, * you may see some little of our
resources. We have been prisoners hera
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(Continued from précious page.)

for throe years now, and we have not

been idle. If Von Pleitzer only kunew
one half o

“Yes?” asked Eric, es the major
paused,

“Then he would have us shot out of
hand,” was the reply.

Eric was silent for a moment.

"You must run a terrible risk,” he
said gravely; thon, with a burst of
boyish admiration: “But I think you're
splondid—all of you!”

The major shook his head smilingly.

“It is great fun,” he said quietly;
“and it is the one Lhing which makes
life here worth living., Schlagel is a
foul creature, and the way in which he
gnashes his teoth when we abstract a
prisoner from under his nose and get
the poor devil out of camp, amply re-
pays us [or any risks which we might
take!” _

Eric was silent, knowing the sterling
courage and iron nerve which these
men of the Escape Committee must

possoss, 1
“What I would like to know,” he
u:ﬁﬂ" i how woun got me out of the

“We set fire to Von Pleitzer's
warters,” replied the major, “and in
the paniec which we knew would ensue,
we gol you out. If was very simple."
o laid his hand on Eric's arm.
“My boy,” ha said, and his voice was
very stern, “you were in desperate

straits, and only desperate methods
would have availed to offect your
rescue. But we had another reason for

buening Von Pleitzer's quarters to-night
—a resson which some day you may
learn. We have contemplated it for
some time now, and——"

He broke off and bent his head in a
listening altitude. From somewhero
bencath the flooring there came a faint
vustling, then a voice whispered :

“It is I, Carstaire. Ts everything all
right "

“Yes; we've got the Iad, Carstairs,”
replied the mujor,

“Good!" grunted Carstairs, and
dragged himself through the hole in the
floor, He waos elad in the grey uniform
of a German privale,

“1 sel fire to the hound's quarters all
vight,” he said. “Then 1 slipped away
and clipped the barbed wire Ephind the
stone cell.  They'll think the fellow
they were going to shoot has escaped
from the camp. Behlagel's beginning
fto go the rounds of the prisoners’ huts.
The fire is about out now."

“Then we haven't a minute to lose!™

rapped the major.  “Off with that
nniforim, Carstairs, You, Milvain, got
throngh that hole. Hurry "

Eric slipped through the hele in the
Hooring. Irom somewhere outside the
hut came harsh veoices, aud the tramp
of heavily-booted fect. A bundle of

clothing was pushed down beside Eric,
and the major's voice whispered
urgently :

“Keep quité quict—mind your head!"

Loose floorboards were pushed into
place above Erie, then to his cars came
the . muffled, but harsh, voice of
Schlagel, saying as he strode into the

are you nok in

hut ;

Wi h
dogs tl.fy Englanders "

Schlagel, who was in an ugly mood,
only remained a-few moments in the
hut. He satisfied himself that the {our
English prisoners were there, then
departed, alter threatening them with «
visit to the Commandante for being out
of their bunks.

The minutes dr
that., Suddenly
cars the sound of a bell,
shrilly and insistent,
throughout the camp.
again,

A floorboard creaked some little timo
later, and a thin shaft of groy light
streamed down on Eric as one of the
boards was raised.

“They've discovered that vou're miss-
ing!” whispered the voice ng the major.
“You must lie low, and we will smuggle
food into the hut.for you, It is now the
dawn.”

The hoard dropped eoftly back inlo
place, and Erie was left lying in the
darkness,

Three long, weary days and nights he
spent beneath the flooring of that room,
venturing out for only a few minutes
during the dark hours of each night.
And then, whilst he stretched and
massaged his cramped limbs, the Escapo
Committee would tell him of the latest
developments,

“Tha Boche are certain vou have
;]uitti!d the camp, Von Pleitzer is
rantically endeavouring to discover tho
German officer who dismissed the sentry
on guard aver your cell. Bohlagel has
narrowly escaped arrest for insolence to
the German officers. T'he whole country-
gide hus beon scoured,”

This much and more theoy told him,
but on the third night the major said
gravely :

“You must leave to-morrow, Milvain !
It is guest night, and the German
officers are entertaining the officers [rom
the garrison in the town of Landshut!
You will walk holdly out of the camp,
and you will be taken for one.of tho
latter. But I am afraid that T must tell
vou that & reward of fifty thousand
marks has been offered for your capture,
dead or alive!™

“They must want me very badly!™
commented Erie grimly,

your hﬂld. you

ged slowly by aftor
re came to Eric's
It ::hmqﬂd
reverborating
Then. silence

(Deapite the perids that beset him on
every side, young Erie iz determined to
tanke his chanece of eacape] Read how
-Hulfzh"m' ky woung Britisher fares in nert
week's theilling instalment, chums,)

FAMOUS FOOTBALL CLUBS,

(Continued from page 2.)
A Fleet-Footed Winger!

It 1s rather a usoful maxim for the
opponents of The Wednesday to mark
Hooper. Mark is his Christian name,
and he comes of a family from Darling-
ton—six brothers of whom have played
football with a certain amount of sue-
coss. Hooper can cut it nlong the wing,
believe me ! His partner is Harold Hill,
who went to Sheffield from Notts
County nearly four years ago. He's a
little chap, but very quick on the ball.

At one time it was expected that
James Trotter would develop into a
wonder goal-socorer with the Wednesday,
but somehow he lost his shooting-boota
early this season, so the management
had to look round for another centre-
forward. They got—at a price—Eddie
Harper, from Blackburn Rovers, and to
show how pleased Harper was at joinin
the Shelfield club, he scored four goals
for them in his first match. Harper 1s
the fellow who jumped out of Kent
League [ootball into the Blackburn
Rovers team, and from there into an
England jersey. There are a lot more
goals in those boots of his yet!

A Man of Great Promise!

At inside-left 'th%hlfa Jimmy Seed.

You know him. a’s another plﬂar
who has appeared for England. That
was when he was with the Spurs. Goal-

scoring iz not Seed's speviality; ke
delights, rather, in making the openings
for fliﬂ colleagues,

Seed only went to Hillsborough last
summer, and it took him some little
time to settle down with his new
colleagues. DBut he -has since proved a
source of inspiration, and came along
with all-important goals to help the side
through tha earlier rounds of the Cup.
He told me about a month ago that he
folt confident the Wedneaday would
escape relegation because they had ono
of the best half-back lines in the country.

Beod is bringing on Jack Wilkinson,
the outside-left, at a fast pace, and there
nre El‘!ﬂ]’_‘l'ﬂ who predict a groat fnture
for him. He joined The Wednosday
from Wath when he was barely nineteen
*i'ﬂlrﬂ EE age. A ::lm'.mi player, on whom

am keeping a special eyo,

Tho Yﬁdt:uday have some wvalyable
mon in reserve, among whom should be
mentioned full-back. William TFelton,
who is always ready to step up into
the first team,

At Hillshorough the r.ﬂuh1_1M a fine
ground, and the oMeces—well, you should
soe thom. Onee when The Wednesdav
wore rather down in the dumps I was
ghown all round these sumptuous oflices,
And as I expressed wonder at them, the
director who was with me made this
remark: “Wo have everything except
a good football team.” 1 hope that
remark may never bo troe again,
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