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AN INKY RECEFPTION FOR MR. QUELCH!

(A diverting tnciden! from this week's splendid schoeol atory.)




> A TEAM OF UPS AND

SEE THE FOOTBALL ARTICLE BELOW!
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VERYBODY has bheard of the
litthe girl of whom it was said ¢
“When she was she was
very, very good, but when she

vas bad she was horrid.™ I suspect that
the same ceuplet could be .applied to
somse boys. And it could certainly be
i tee the Liverpool foetball chab.
: reeord in football is such that it
is almost lfterally true to say of them
Lhat they are tl-tgﬂ en top or they are
at the bottomr They don't dn thinga by
halses When they are good they are
very, very good, bot when they are bad
—well, they are really bad,

Many Ups and Downs!

A ;:lm back at the club’s “life
sbary ' wilf quickly serve to ‘show this
trmii i their character. The birth of
e elnk which was mamed after the
pert. on the Mersey, was really due to a

“row ™ in 1882 The club which is
kmown a» Evertem then played at
Andield. A rift in the hito led to Ever-
h:b moving their ltmnd.thn;si & new
o spr Lo on ;

—the pew dhﬁuﬁ the title of Liver-
peal. They were electad to the Second
Dhvision for the season of 18034, and
demsanstrated their appreciation h:,r Wil
mmg the championship, going throu
t HM:} Eucemzl :‘f::u&t o .
Jefewted, an 1 e “ upper

"—atherwise the First Division.

y were so “bad " in that season
that they again dropped into the Second
DEvision, but won promotics agsin au
the first attempt. The ups and downs
cantinned, however.
but between 1804 and
1906 Liverpool were

responsible for a
vamue feat. o suc-

FEFAIVE SCASGNS thlr

wan the
sidp of the Sncund
Pivision and the

First Division, Never
hefore or smes has
any club Been egqoal
to swelh & pericom-
ance, bat it was just
typical of this whele-
elub,

Joomug dewn to
pesent. times, Liver-
twice won th e

¥rst Division cham-
prouship in succession
soon. after the War,
and in the following
SEdSOTL WETE In thﬂ

o innr El:m- 1) me
e g %;we:pmll have 18

wet done—waon th o S
Cwp, though they B
were in the Final Tie §
¥ 1914, being beaten 3
at the last hurdle by
Burnley, :

S0 far as the pre- ™

gh doi

But they wra esrtainly An
wmnmg

consistently.
up-and-down side—onz wesk
handsomely and suggesting that they
are a guod team, and the followiag weck
that suggestion on the head in

no uneertain fashion. The biggest blow
they have received was the serious ilinéss
their maest successful fdrward—
Endzm* He is & South Afriean, and

was gelting goals very frequently when
atricken n with pmeumonia.

Long Service Men!

That the officials of the Liv l club
have their eyes open 1n many directions
is shown by the presence of two players
frony South Africa on their Hk&.{fhﬂ
other ome is goalkeeper Riley. Now,
Liverpool have wlways been famed for
guod goalk Hardy kept for
themy 1w the long ago, and Elisha Smth.
still an the hoeks, is considered by mady
players to bhe the best man between the
shicks even. yet. Ho has pl.ns-m:l Moy
times for his native Ireland. As Riley
has aften been chosen in front of Seott
thia season, yous get an idea of what they
muost think of him st Anfield

Foatballers must bu very hap
Liverpool, becauss they never Em
There dm same fine old nr;mli: still

uty., Among these s the skipper
snd left ful'lnhulr., Davald Mackinluy.
Not many people s his name that
way, but that ia t.lm way it should ha.
spelt. Donald has hm wmil. LI
for twenty yemrs, hu:i: he = sall
ready to and evem seore a
from forty vards out. Net .lu::nﬁed ‘l\'lth

QTR N T T AT

This Week :

LIVERPOOL

F.C.

Thﬁmmm&t“n
the of the Second

Division the first time of askimg,

(R EHTEE G P T R LI

being " captain of Liverpool in the foot-
ball seasom, be captaine a baseball teamn
durmg the sompes

An International Flavour?l

Ephratae Longwarth and Towm Laeas
have been Mackinlay's partnera, and
they are both sl good full-baeks.
Lucas 15 now considered first chowe. Ho
has played [or Eogland, but he ought
nBoL 1o wear o cap ' hrﬁhnxrma
picture.

Evidently somae:
the Law elub
awoross to Ereland.  Anyway, they bsve
always shown a fondness f[or Jrish
players, Une of thess now operates at
right half baek—David MeMfodlan, who
come fram Belfast Distillery five years

just after he had been chosem to
ﬁ tor Ireland. MeMailan was then
s oitaide-loft, hull;[‘ur the mement is a
pesmanency at right-hadf,

Incidentally, ttl?ﬂm i= a real Knter-
national Liwerpaol

u mnnur:ted with
esjos the sea trip

flavour about the
middle tria. MeMullssr, as I have said,
L lriah.. James Jackson, the ecenmire-
hadf, is Seotch, and Tom Bromilaw, the
Jeft-half, is fshi, Apd a foe eam-
Lbamationy these three men from differsnt
rountries mnhu toa. By the way, I
should oqualify the statement that Jbeck-
son 15 Seotch and say that he is of Seot-

tish parents, He was o in
Naweastle, while his father was g
for Neweasilea United. So if d

want & centre-half there = no resson
. why JFackson should nat Le cheosen, Ho
(Cantinued an pase )

LADS OF LIVERPOOL.

+ Jdo Hawitt (trainer),
Jeckson, Lucas,

esnl season 15 oan-
cerned, we cap suy
that they have Meading from left to right, photo showse : Back row : Seott (
neither heen very Waish, Feid, Riley, + Ohambsers. Front rew: McM
good ner very bad Mackintay (captain}, Bromilow, Hapkin.



YHE SLACKER COMES OUT STRONG! The Remove rebels are of the opinion that {
under the leadership of Lovd Mauleverer. But the one-time slacker shows

can do what they Mi:
ﬂh?ﬂ pummh-dnlhiy m;

HNROX P
resource, aond he has a frump-caorvd up his sleeve that is destined to give his vebellious rebels the shock of their Hves!

THE FIRST CHAPTER.

Just Like Quelchy !

1 T URRAIL!"
H “DBravo!™
“(Good old Quelchy!™

Most of the members of the
Groyiriars Remove were fairly letting
themselves go.

Hats and caps wore waved in the air.
Voicos shoutod, velled, and roared. It
was a tremendous ovation.

Any Form master might have been
expectod to look gratified, if not ex-
fremely bucked., at such a reception.

The Removites naturally expected it.
Harry Wharton & Co., as they waved
hots and caps, and shouted and cheored,
locked at Mr. Queleh's face for the ex-
pected smile of pleased and happy
gratification.

They did not behold it.

Instend of it, they beheld a [rown,

Mr. Quelch did not look pleased; he
looked wrritated. He did not smile; he
frowned portentousiv.

He could nol have doubted that his
boys were glad to sec bim. They made
that guite clear. Nobody within a vory
considerable radius of High Oaks, who
had ears to hear, could have doubted

ik,

Still, Mr. Queleh undoubtedly did notl
look pleased.

He held up o hand for silence.

But the Removites were not preparoed
to rin‘f off yet. They had only just
started.

Heedless of the Remove master's
ge=wre they roared and roaved again.

SEarrah !’

="y come "
“Srzvo!”

“Beed old Quelchy !

“Sieace " thundered Mr. Quelch.

e Form master had alighted from o
e 2t the gates of High Ouks. The
e was gore now ; which looked as °f
e Qesleh had come to atay. The
ewws did not doubt that he had come
e siar: and his arrival meant, to them,
e taeir old Form master was joining
up, a8 it were—backing up the Remove
in their rebellion against the head-
master of Greyfriars.  Fence their
enthusiastic greeling.

T
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“Speech [V shouted Bob Cherry.
“Henr, hear!”

“The speechfulness 2 the proper
caper!” said Hurree Jamset Ram
Bingh. “We are all earfulness,

FEF

psteemed sahib!

“Go it, Quelchy!™ shouted Bolsover
major,

Mr. Quelch erimsoned.

At Greyfriars be had been quite weoll
awaro that his boys referred to bim as
“Quelehy "—but not n his presonce.
He had considered it rank impertin
ence. Now that he wus dismissed from
Greyirinrs—a Form master without a
Form—Mr. Queleh was more punctilions
on points of dignity than ever, though

his enthusinstic supporiers were mnot
aware of the facl.

“How dare vou, DBolsover?” heo
exelnimed,

“Eh!" ejaculated Belsover major.

“Bhut up, Dolsover!™ said DBob
Cherry. " You're always putting your
hoof in it. Speech!™

“We're jr}'[[l_\' glad to see you here,
sir!” said Wharton, speaking for tho
Remove as captoin of the Form.
“Weo'vre all prepared to obey your
orders, sir, just the same as at Groy-
frinrs.”

“More or less!™
niajor.

“8hit up,
dazen voices,

“We welcome you to High Oaks, sie!”
wont on the captain of the Remove.
“We're backing vou up through thick
and thin, sir!”

“IP:.’anﬁum-{-!" rapped out Mr. Quelch.

(1] : Ir:

“What 1"

"Hem !

Bomoething like dismaay [ell upon- tho
onthusiastic orowd that had swarmed
to greot Mr. Quelech when he came in ag
the gates of High Qaks.

Some of the more enthusiastic fellows
had been prepared to hoist Mr. Quelch
r[n:% earry himi to the house shoulder-
righ.

remarked Bolsover

Bolsover!” shouted a

'hey gave oap that idea now
completely,

“You—you see, slr——" stammered
Lord Mauleverer. * We—"

“Silence !

il

A Rattling New Long Complete School
Story, featuring Harry Wharton & Co.,

the Rebels of the Remove.
BY FRANK RICHARDS.

“Hem! Yaas™

Mr. Queleh looked at the crowd of
Jjuniors, now fallen silent—some of
them rather resentful. The Remove had
marchod out of QGreyiriars in proiest
against their Form master's disinissal
by thie Head. They had taken a great
risk in doing so, and the risk was by
no means over yel. Nobody could su
how the revolt of the Remove woulid
turn out in the long run,

Eeally, Mr. Quelch might have shown
a little appreciation of this devoted
attachment of his Form. _

He showed none whatover, Tossibly
his view was that it was iimperlinent nf
i'!mif.lr:l to eriticise the sctions of thiei
wadmoster, whalsoover that head
master might do. Po=sibly he was down
on rebellion in any shape or form, even
when it was a rebellion in support of
lhimzell. The juniors had to admit thal
there nover was any telling what vied
Form masters might take of anythine.
Thoy were, as the juniors knew, guoeq
codgers. Still, Quelchy might lave
shown sonie appreciation.

“1 have come here—" began AMr.
Quelch,

“Hurrah!"

“Bilence "

“Oh! Hem! Yos, sirl”

“Feoling it my duty to put an end lo

the state of disorderly mot that ap
&arently obtains at this place,” said
Mr., Queleh, “You boys have [l

school without your headmastor's pos
missjion—"

“ Because he sacked you,
mered Bob Cherry,

“What "

“I--I—I mean dismissed, sir—"

“Bunked!” said Bolsover major.

“Bhut up, Deolsover.”

“Matters between your headmasier
and myself do not concern you boys »
all 1" said Mr. Quelch. “I wmmm shocked
and scandalised ol your conduct!”

“0Oh, my hat!™

“ Phow 1™ ‘

“1 rogard it with the greatest di-ap

roval. T have come here,” went on
Mr. Quelch, *“to take you back to Greg
friars."

erh‘t?ll

Tar Macxer Lisrary.—No. 1,045

sir, slam-

(Copyright in the United States of America.)



¢ THE BEST DAY OF THE WEEK IS SATURDAY—"' MAGNET' DAY!

i

“(Great pip!

“Haven't you come here to be our
headmaster and Form master, sir 7" ¢x-
claimed Lord Mauleverer blankly.

“ Do not be ?.i.mur&, Mauleverer. This
is not a school—"

“Yaas, sir, it's High Oaks School,”
said Mauleverer. “I've lind the namo
painted up over the gates, sir, In nico

ilt letters. Everything complete, sir,
vom the inkpots to the porter; ouly a
master wanted. And we want you _tu‘-
be our master, sir. We're not goin
back to Greyiriars unless you ﬂ: back,
gir] We re?um to allow the Head to
.ack our Form master! Weo stand by
you, sir—sink or swim together |

“Bra":q‘hMu.ulrI"

“Hurrah!" )

In the opinion of the Removites Lord
Mauleverer had put it very neatly. Mr.
QYuelch did not seem to agree.

“You are talking nonsense, Maule-
verer!” he rapped.

““Oh, begad!” : )

“1 shall assume authority here, simply
for the purpose of takin yuu“hlck to
Greyiriars,” said Mr, Quelch. “1 refuse
to allow vou to rebel on my account.
degline to permit my name to be used
in such riotous proceedings. 1 will not
allow this rebellion to continue!”

“Tndeed, sir!” said Lord Mauleverer
calmly. “But if you'ro not going to
be our master, sir, have you any
authority to put an end to it?

“ Mauleveror ! J :

“QOnly askin' a question, sir. Wn-vn
marched out of Greyfriars, and welre
not goin' back. We want you to be
come headmaster of the now s;-r:l'.mql. sir.
1 can tell you that we're goin' to run
High Oaks as a school tuntil Dr. Locke
sces reason! We're not givin' in! TI
vou'll take on the job of Head of High
Oaks, sir, we'll be glad. If not, we 1!
carry on somehow; but we're not goin
o Greyfriars until the Head asks you
to come back, too! We're backin' you
up, whether you like it or not, sir. ”Ynu
so¢, it's the principle of the thing!

“Hear, hear!"

Mr. Quolch blinked at Lord Maule-
VETET, is face was a study. H
had & cane in his hand at that moment
it is probable that he would have dis-
vegarded Lhe fact that he was no longer
in authority over Mauleverer, and
would have used the cane—with vigour,
Fortunately he hadn’t & cane,

- - -

W onderful— Amazing— Rousing |

BATTLE!"
B

y
ALFRED EDCGAR.

Thae greatest series of yarns dealing
with Alr Yorce life and adventure In
the Girent War cver written. The firat of
these amneing real-life atories nppears in

THE BOYS’ REALM!

On Bale Wednesday —— Price Twopence,
Tae Macxer LiBrary.—No, 1,046,

ad he-

“"Mauleverer, how  dare you?
Bilence!" rapped Mr. Quelch, as several
of the Greyfriars rebels began to speak
at once. *“Silenee! I shall go into the
houso now and call the roll. All of
you will follow me. All of you will
answor to your names. [ must be sure
that all are here. Then we shall proceed
to Greyfriars and I shall hand you over
to Dr. Locke,"

"“Oh, my hat!"

Mr. Quelch stalked on up the drive to
the house.

The jumiors stared after him, and st
one another, blankly. Thoy had greeted
Mr. Quelch with wild enthusiasm, in
the belief that he had arrived to instal
himself at High Oaks, hitherto a school
without & master, Their enthusiasm
had very perceptibly diminished now.
No cheering crowd followed Mr. Quelch.
The Removites stared afier him in
silence.  For the moment they were

ite at a loss. Having rebelled agninsé
the Head for Mr. Quelch's sake, they
were now apparently hooked for a re-
bellion agminst Mr. Quelch himeaelf,
which made the state of affairs at High
ﬂl.lul_ uthn: mfmpl&utui How this
peculiar state of affairs was going to
turn out the Greyfriars rﬂhell'dﬁ‘nnt
know; but they knew one thing which
obviously Mr. q;mlch did not know, and
that was, that they were not going back
to Greylriars.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Inky !
iiS E as houses!"” whispered
kinner.,

“But—" murmured Snoop.
“Leave it to mel”

“But~—-"" said Btott. [

“It's the only way, as the johnny savs
in the play,” said Skinner coolly. “Deo
we want gualehr here "

*No fear!” 4

“Do we want thumpin' lickings all
round 1"

“Nunno "

“Well, then, lesve it to me"
Skinner.
only keep ;

Snoop and Btott kept quiet—extremely
qufet. They did not want anyone to
spot them just then; cither Mr. Queleh
or the Itemove fellowa

Skinner was standing at tho hall
window of High Osks that fAanked the
big door. The window was partly open.
The February dusk was deepening, and
the window was in d shadow.
J uggms had turned on the eloctric light
in the hall and left it burning. Bkinner
had turned it out again. Skinner did
not want an .,][_i[‘ht on the subject.

At the z -open window Skinner
stared out into the dusk and held in his
hands a large garden squirt. That
squirt held two quarts of liquid. Tt was
quite full now, with & mixture of
several sorts of ink, Bkinner was wait-

gaid
‘“Safe as houses, I tell you;
uiet.”

ing for Mr. Quelch. /
‘Whoen  he this," breathed
Skinner, “he will be tired of High

Oaks. He won't want to stay. He will
think we are all in it—Whatton and the
lot of them. Stands to reason he will
buzz off again. That's what we want,

isn't "
“"Yes," murmured Snoop. " DBut—"
“Oh, rats!”
Harold Skinner peered from the

window into the dusky porch. He had
closed and bolted the big door.
Skinner of the Remove was, in point of
fact, in a rathor drﬁluutn mood. Mr.
Quelch had steadfa refused, hither-
to, to come to High Oaks or to have any-
thing fo do with ihe rebel Removites.
Skinner, in the belief that he was done
with his Form master for good, bad

told Mr. Quelch, on the telephone, what
he thought of him. That, quite unex-
pectedly, had decided Mr, Quelch to
come. Whether he had come lo stay,
whether he had mer::l'y come to thraszh
Skinner as ho deserved, Skinner did not
know ; but he knew that he did not want
Mr, ?iuelc*h there. Mr. Quelch was only
too likely to be dangerous at close
quarters. Skinner was not at all anxious
to have a master at High Oaks. A
school without a master suited Skinner.
Work never had appealed to Harold

e Queld
r. Queleh was eted by the con-
tents of that big a-quf:::a Ekin:fur sagel
;F_in_ad that he would be fed-up wi
Hgh Oaks.  Anybow. it would keep
him busy for a time, and he would not
ther about Skinner. The moment he
had delivered his fire it was Skinner's
intention to vanish, leaving no clue to
t rpotrator. If Mr. Quelch stayed
he would dmé]u out of High Oaks and
ko back to Greyiriars, and take his
sidered ", vy Beobable Shar s
lered Yery pro & ter
henﬂ inked, Mr, Quelch would ntl;t stay.
At all events, it was worth trying on,
Skinner wa cautiounsly,
He expected the whole crowd of Re-
Quelah, but o Nis et satisfurtion b
uelch, bu groat satisfaction he
saw the tall figure of the Form master

vm;nﬂglmg drive alone.
The ovites hung back and did not

follow him. Mr. Quelch arrived in the

old stone porch in solitary state.

bﬂﬂ:thing could have suited Skinner
BT,

Mr. Quelch came the d
advanced tuwud;n th: pg‘rut mﬂﬂgr

coming fairly inta range of the hall
\T]ﬂdﬁ'—

It was the psychological moment !

Whooosh! Swish ?ﬁaplnhl

Skinner let fly with the squirt.

El'll:i?ml::;umd ‘Mr. Quelch hardl

A r. Que

knew for some moments. A flood of ini
smote him fairly on the chin, scattering
and splashing tLqre. Ink drenclied the
Remove master, It splashed over his
face, it dyed his hair. it invaded his
mouth and nese, it soaked his collar, it
ran down his coat. For the moment
Mr. Quelch lived and moved and had
his being in an atmosphere of drenching

ink.

“Oh! Ah! OQooooh!”

Mr. Quelch staggered hack in his sur-
prise, and unfortunately staggered over
the m'n of the step he had just
mounted,

Over the edgo of that step Mr. Quelch
had, of course, no visible means of

m’i‘mﬂl—knuwn law of gravitation did
the rest.

Mr. Quelch remained for the millionth

art of a second suspended in space, like

ahomet's coffin,

Then, under the irresistible pull of
gravitation, he shot towards the centre
of the aarth, .

He did not, of course, reach the centre
:tfupﬂ;:f-dﬂ#:th The surface of the earth

im.

It stopped him suddenly and painfully.

Mr. Quelch sat on the urth?ﬂwith "

fea!in;g as if his backbone had been
pﬂ‘l‘lbh al through the back of his neck.

Skinner vanished from the window.
Mr. Quelch had not seen him—he could
not see anything but ink.

“Hook it!" breathed Skinner.

“ﬂl':! réTmhu! You've done it now!"”
El-‘ipn Dop.

"“Hook it, you ass["

And tho threa prﬁmpﬂi hooked it.

“Ow! Oh! Grooogh! ©Oooocach!
Mooooooh ! came in lamentable aceents
from Henry Samual Quelch.
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‘* Here, E
your lar

speaking English.

here, you blinking blacky !
“* Pr. Locke——"'

Ho sat breathless and gasping, with
8 vaguoe impression that the house had
faullen on him,

“Ooooch ! Gug-gug-gug! Moocoooh!"

Mr. Quo!rh clawed at ink on his face,
gouged at ink in hiz oyes, and coughed
nnd gurgled and gnnp:-d

“What on earlh—" exclaimed Bob
Cherey.

“ HBomething's happened! Come on!”
exclaimed \’.[r'm.rtnn and he ran up the
drive to the house, with & crowd at lus
heals.

The juniors had been too far off to
sec preciscly what had happened; but
they had seen Mr. Quelch stop back-
wards and sit down wviclently., They
came up with a rush, wondering “hul
was the matter. Mr. Quelch staggered
io his fect and turned an inky and
furious face on the astounded Romovites.
Many inks had been mixed m ﬂm seyuirt,
but black predominated. Queleh
had been suddenly turned mtn a black
man, with a touch of Redskin. His
aspect was alarming snd extraordinary,

‘Grreat  BScott!" gasped Nugent.
“YWhat &

“What's happened, =ir?" gasped
Johnny Bull.

“Grooogh! Oocoooh! Oooocch!"

Mr. Queleh’s reply was expressive, but

not enlightening.,
= Ii--lt-—:t 5 ink!"” gasped Squiff.
‘The mkiulness 12 terrific!” ejacu-
luted Hurree Jomsel Ram Singh., *The
esteemed Quelchy is drnn-chl'ufl}- poaked
with it."
“Oh, sir! What—who—""

gasped
Wharton helplossly,,
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u keep off, you blooming nigger! '* exclaimed the chauffeur, clutching

THE MAGNET LIBRARY.

.
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You sheer off ! ™

*“ Goodness gracious ! " exclaimed the Head.

negro ! ** (See Chapler 4.)
“Grooogh! Gug! Gug! You young
rnf-:.aln-—- i

‘Wha-a-at?"

“You young scoundrels! Oooooch !
Gug-gug-gug 1"
“We—we—wo didn't— We—we—
never .
“Young villains! Oooooch !V Mr.

Qualch aplullcrerl wildly. “So this 1s
why you—oooch —desired me fo come
he m-’gmmgh-—m play this disgusting—
mooooh—trick on me—to drench me
with—ooooch—ink. 1 e¢an only say—
groopcogh !
“We—we didn’t, sir!” gasped W har.
ton. “We never knew——""
“Some checky ead—
Mark Linley.
“"Bome terrific rolier—
“We're awfully sorey, sir—
“We had no idea—"
“Groogh | Young rascals!” splutterod
tho Remove master. “1 have no doubt
—moooch |—that you were all concerned
in 11155— ooogh—outrage! Gug-gug-
gug ! %Twerr- still your Form master
-mumh '—1 should flog the v.hnl-:*
Form! Grooogh! Oh, dear, Mooooj!"
There was ink in Mr. Quelch’s mouth,
and nose, and eves; he blinked fulmuﬁlg,
and u:lklh at tlu, dismoayed jumors. He
Was in a 'ln'i'i ering rage. That was reall
not surprising, in the circumstances, .gt.
middle-aged genileman could not sit
down violently on the earth without
being hurt, and Mr. Quelch felt hurt.
And nnbad}' could have rcceived that
cargo of ink without being annoyed.
Job himself would have found his
patience fail him in such circumstances.

"

exclaimed

PRICE 5
TWOPENGCE.

T ‘e

up a spanner for sell-delence.
“What? What? " exclaimed the apparition, unexpectedly

L
F o o
oy #

** None ol

““ Mr. Quelch. 1—I took you for a

4 stammerod

sir, we know

"We — we —nover—
Wharton. "1 assure you,
nothing about this !™

“Bilence! Grooogh!
Oooooch !

“Good gad!” said Lord Mauleverer.
“This puts the tin hat on it, and no mis-
take! Cocean I help you, =ir?”

Mauly came forward anxiously, In
his anxiety to help Mr. Quelch, he forgot
the man's inky state,

Smack !

"Yarooooh ! roared his lordship.

In ordinary circumstances Mr. Quelch
would nevor have boxed a fellow's ear.
It was an undignified proceeding. 1lut
the circumstances were not ordinary.

Lord Mauleverer jumped back, clasp-
ing & burning ear in anguish,

“Oh, gad! Ow! Wow!"

“My hat!"

“ Look out, vou « haps !
“Here, lot's get awny from him !’

The rest of the Hemmr. crowded buack
in alarm. They did not want any ol
itha same. And they did not want to
handle Mr. Queleh, especially in liis
I-rm-vnt. state., He really was not fit fo
mndle,

Mr. Qualeh bestowed sn inky glare on
his dismayed Form. ‘Then he strode
away down the drive. The juniors
parcted to right and left to let him pass.

“Well,” saigd Bob Cherry, with a deep

Young rascals!

breath., *“Thnt's torn it!1 "
Undoubtedly it had. High Oaks
School was still a schoal without a
muster.

Tur Maaxer Lisrany.—No. 1,046,
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THE THIRD CHAPTER.
The Head Sees It Alll

o INGATE "
W “Yes, sir!" eaid the cap-
faimn of Graylriars,

Wingate of the Sixth had
cutered Dr. Taocke's study at Greyiriars,
having been swmmoned there after class
by the Head. He wondered what was
wanted : but he hed little doubt that he
was wanicd in connection with the
presont estraordinary state of the Lower
Fourth Form.

The Remove were away f{rom Grey-
[rinrs—etill away, after tho lapse of days
pnd days, Greyfrinrs generally had
cermrted the Hrad to come down on the
rebels more or less like o ton of bricks,
I'tie Head had not come down on them
like & ton, or even & hundred-weight, of
Lricks; and Greyiriars wondered =t first,
and then grinned. A headmaster who
vould not bring a junior Form to order
was rather small beer, Coker of the Fifth
lold his friends; aud for once the
fellows agreed with Coker. Really, it
was up to the Head to put that rebel.
linn down, the school considered.

Certainly, the Head had despatehed
the Sixth Form prefects to fetch the
joniors back, ‘The 8ixth had returned
in » shocking state—without the juniors.
After that, the Fifth hed taken the job
an, without instructions, just to show
how they econld do it. They certainly
showad fmw they could do it—sall Grey-
friare was still chuekling over that. The
Kifth liid come back in a more shockin
state than the Sixth, IHigh Oaks seem
lo be a sort of schoolboy Gibraltar, not
o be taken by assault.

Wingate of the Sixth, as head prefeet,
and a dutiful senior, was prepared to
support the Head, and to earry out any
orders. But he hoped, from the bottom
of his heart, that he was not to be sent
a second time to fetch the Remove back

irom Ihigh Oaks.

It was all very well for Greyfriars
genorally to declare that the Lower
Iourth rebels ought to be marched back.
But there were serious difficulties in the
way when it ‘came to marching them
hack. It wae one of these pumerous
things which aro more easily =aid than
done,

Dr. Locke ayed Wingate very thought-
fully as the prefect waited for him to
speak. The Head was not looking his
aceustomed kind and benevolent self.
The strain of thn prozent state of alfairs
in the school had told on his nerves and
his temper. In thesa days the Sixth
found him very tart in their Form-room,
and when he expounded Sophocles and
Euripides to them thoy fell that they
disliked him almost as much as
Sophocles and Euripides.

“Wingate! You are—er—awaroe that
eertain juniors are absent from Grey-
i.'rilnt without leave ?" said the Head, al
ast,

Wingate maintained his gravity with
an cffort. Certainly he was aware of
it, a8 Greyiriars had talked of nothing
c-!.f:eT{nr days, I

‘Yes, sir,” he gasped.

“From certain statemenis these rebel.
lious boys have made I gather that they
left the school on acecunt of the dis.
mnissal of their Form master,” said the
lead. .

“1 understand so, sir,” said Wingate,
wondering why the Head was telling
Jiim what all Greyfriars knew, from the
Sixlh te the Sceond.

“1t appears, furlher,” said Dr. Locke,
“that ﬁr. Quelch, whom 1 had oceasion
10 dismiss from his post here, is still in
the neighbourhood.”

Wingate did not answer that.

Tae Macxer Lisrary.—No. 1,046

He was fully aware that the dismissedin a most arbitrary and unjust manner.

master wis staving at the hotel in Court-
ficld. Why, nobody knew. But the fact
wis certain. A dozen fellows or more
hod seen him sinco tho day of his dis-
missal. Apparently the faot had now
come to Lthe Iead's knowledge.

Dy, Locke looked wery sharply at the
prefeet, as he did not answer,

“I am asking vou for information,
Wingate,” he snapped. ““Are you, or
are you not, aware whether Mr. Quelch
is remaining in the vicinity of Grey-
friaps 1" \

“1—1 think so, sir,” stammered Win-
gate,

“Do you merely think so, or do wyou
know "

“Well, I know, sir,” admitted the
Greylriars eapiain,

“In that case, vou should have said so
dircctly, Wingate."

“Oh! Yes, sir,” mumbled Wingste,
reddening. f

He realised that he was geiting a
little of the acerbity which the liead
would naturally ave desired to
hand out to the Lower Fourth, had those
cheery young gentleman not been out
of range.

“ Are you aware whether Mr., Queleh
is at the building which is oalled, I
bolieve, High Oaks?" asked the Head.

Wingate started.

“1 think not, sir. I am sure not. Mr,
Quelch could not possibly be concerned
in what the Remove bave done.”

“It is very improbable, Wingate, that
the Remove are acting in this lawless
manner without encouragement,”’
3] the Head. "“Mr. Quelch's re-
maining in the neighbourhood requires
explanation. ™

Wingute stood silent. It seemed to
him natural enough for the Remove
master, whose time was now his own, to
remain at Courtfield for a week or two,
It was natural that he should be con-
cerned about lis Form, now in a siate
of rebellion, though he was no longer
their Form master. DBut if Mr, Quelch’s

resence in Courtfield uired explain.
ing, Wingate did nob feel called upon to

oxplain it, s6 he held his o
‘}'ﬂI}n you know where htlr. Quelch is

staying, Wingate?"

“A fellow said he'd seon him at the
window of the Courifield Hotel, sir,"”
answered the prefect.” - ; *

“You fesl sure that he is not at High
Oaks 1" ]

“Quite, gir," sald Wingate, with con-
viction.

- “You did not see him there on the
occasion of your visit !

“No, sir; the juniors would hardly
have mtnE as they did had a master
been on the spot.”

“T am not so.sire of that,” said the
Head dryly. “In short, you can give
me no information regarding Mr.
Quelch’s poassible connection with this
lawless outbreak of his late Formt"

“None, sr.”

“Very well, Wingate!” :

It was & dismissal, and the caplain of
Greyfriars left the study. He was glad
to go. In the Head's present dry and
touchy frame of mind an interview with
him was neither grateful nor comforting.

Dr. Locke remained in deep thnur t
for some time aftor the prefect had left
the study. He was frowning darkly,
and there was a bitter expression on his
face, once so benevolent.

All Greyfriars had wondered af the
dismissal of Mr. Quelch, who had been
a friend, as well as a colleague, of the
headmaster. The Head's change of feel-
ing towards ithat valued member of his
staff had taken the whole school by sur-
Frim; and certainly all Greyfriars
ooked upon the Head as having acte

d High Oaks.

Whatever might be the reason—which
Dr. Locke confided to nobody—there was
no doubt that friendship had changed lo
o bitter aversion. At one time Dr. ke
had trusted Mr, Queleh with an absolute
confidence. Now, since their estrange-
ment, he was ready to suspect him of
almost anything, on the slightest
grounds, or no grounds at all. Anyone
gould have told the Head that Mr.
Quelch was the last man in the world
to approve of, or mix in, a schoolboy
rebellion. But the Head was deeply pre
judiced now,

He turped o the teltrhona at last,
and rang up tho Courtfield Hotel. He
hud & bitter suspicion that Henry
Samuel Quelch was at the bottom of the
Remove rebellion, and he was deter-
mined to ascertain.

“Courtfield Hotel " came a voice ove:
the wires.

“Dr, Locke saking from Grey-
friars," snid the Head. *1 desire to
speak to Mr. Quelch, who, T understand,
5 & ftmn in the hotel.™

‘ Please hold on, sirl™

There was & pause.

“Mr. Quelch is not in the hotel at
resent, sir,”’ came voice, & minute
ater. " Any message when he returns?"

Dr. Locke compressed his lips. He wa-
not at all surprised to hear that Mr.

Queleh was not in the hotel. At the
bottom of his heart he was convinced
that Mr. Quelch was at High Oaks,
niding and abeiting the rebellion of the
Remove,

“Can you tell me where My, Quelch is
at present?” he asked. 'The matter is
rather important, and 1 may be able to
communicate with him on the tele
phone.™

“Certainly, sir! Mr. Quelch ealled
a taxi a short time ago to take him to
High Onks.” )

The Head almost gasped st this con-
firmation of his suspicions,

“Thank you!" he said.

He rang off without waiting for more.

“ Iniquitous !  muttered the [lead.
“Infamous! It 13 as 1 supposed—it
is scandalous! A Form master—a
middle-aged gentleman, a Master of
Arte, taking part in a sochoolboy rebel-
lion against authority ! Tt is almost
beyond belief 1™ |

It would have been quite beyond belief
had not the Head licen angry, and sus-
picious, and prejudiced.

Dr. Loocks did not ring up High Oake.
He ordered his car, and ten minnytes
later was {hr.hng away from G
in_the February dosk, A number of
follows watched him depart, with whis
pered commenis, I

In the ear, the Head sat with a dark
and frowning brow. He saw it all now
—quite clearly. That unexpected out-
break on the part of the Remove—it was
that he saw it all!
Henry Samuoel Quelch, who had—as ho
firmly believed, proved unwor of
the confidence placed in him—had
engineered 1t! Planned the whale
thing, stirred up the Lower Fourth to
revolt, and was now keeping an other-
wise loyal Form away [rom the schaol
to which they owed (heir allogiance.
Decp and bitter was the Hend's anger,
now that he saw it all!

friars

explained, now

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Looking Black !
i BLEEST my soul ! Wh:tls—-—"
i {1
The Gmy&:w headmaster
stepped from his car in the

Courtfield road gite the gates of
ourtfie rniﬂpp:hmgatefﬂiil
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large board, which bore, in large g'.ilt
letters: ** Hagh Qaks School "—an in-
coviption that made the headmaster
frown, Tle big bronge gates stood wide
open, and the Head entered the gate-
way. Then he halted, in great astonish-
ment, and a little alarm, as a shadowy
figure came down the drive in the dusk,
unsteadily, ultering strange and weird
HJUIl!le-

“Groooogh! Hooogh! Moooooooh!
Gug-gug "

“Bless my soul!" said the Head
faintly.

“* Ooooogooo ™ _

Dr. Locke stood stock-still staring at
the strange figure. Even while it was
al a distance, and dim in the dusk, he
was conacious of something strange and
very unusual about it. As it came near
enough for him to see*it more clearly,
the Head felt a tremor. A hideous
Llack face glared at him out of the
deep shadows of the cak drive—a face
that was black, with a reddish tingo
here and there and with two glaring
eves: and a volee that sounded choked
uttered strange. unintelligible sounds:

“Grrreereh ! ooch! Gug-gug!
Oooooh 1"

“0Oh, goodness gracious!”

L. Locke jlu{npm! back, with an
ecotivity wnusuel in a gentlemen of his
yenra,

He lind come to High Oaks to call his
dismissed Form master to smecount: to
‘overwhelm that gentleman with scorn
and contempt; to withdraw the misled
Removites from his malign influence,
But he had not come there to encounter
;. horrible-looking ttT ro of a wild and
erocious aspeet. ¢ Head jumped
back, his heart thumping “‘ilﬂl_"i':] e

“ What—what——"" he ejaculated.

“Ul‘ﬁﬂﬂﬂﬂ'h!"

Naturally the Head did not guess that

Form master who had been drenched
with & mixture of inks, of which & good
deal had gone into his mouth. Nothing
of the kind crossed Dr. Locke's mind.
He backed away rapidly, and, to his
horror, found that the hideous black
man was following him out of the gates,

“Good heavens!"” panted the Head.

Dr. Locke was not wanting in
courage, by any means, but this unex-
pected and unnerving encounter had
quite shaken him. As the horrible-
looking figure followed him out of the
gateway the Head turned and fairly ran
for his car.

The clinuffour stared at him,

He was so surprised at seeing n
diguified gentleman like the headmaster
of Greylriars bolting back to the car at
top speed that he did not move to open
the door of the car. He stared blankly,

“Quick!"” panted the Head, in groat

agitation.
He fumbled at thoe door.
“Oh, sir! What—" pgasped tho

startled chauffeur,
“A—a—a horrible negro—some foar-
ful madman, I fear!” gasped the Head

incoherently.
“Oh, my eove!” ejaculated the
chaulfeur, Heo opened the car door, and

the Head fairly dived inte il

“ Quick—quick 1" the Ilead.

But before the chanffeur could start
up, the horrible-looking negro was close
at hand., He stared at the car,

“Kecp off | gasped the Head. " Keep
away! Do not mpproach! Bless my
soul! Keep away!”

“Here, you keep off, you blooming
nigger!” exclaimed the chaufleur, and
he elutched up a spanner in self-defence,
** Noue of your larks here, you blinking
blacky! You sheer off IV

“What? What?" exclaimed the a

rition, unexpoectedly speaking Eng!iuﬂ

this fearful-locking apparition was & *“What do you mean? Dr. Looke—""

—

“You know my namel” ejaculated

the Head.

"What—what! Have you lost vour
senses, sir?” hooted the black man. “1
am nobl likely to be unaware of your
name, I presume, after an aoguaint
ance of o quarter of & century !

“What!"” gasped the Head, peering

from the car uneastly, “Your voice
seems familiar, Have I :zeen you
before "

““This iz childish buffoonery, sir!" ex-

elnimed the Head, realising at last that
this was the late Remove master of
Greyfriars.  * Coodness gracipus! 1—1
took you for & negro——"'

“What!" roured Mr. Quelch.

Alorm had now changed to indiEna

tion and scorn in the Head's speakivg
countenance,
“Scandelous!” he exclaimed. " Afcer

your conduet, Mr. Queleh, perhaps 1
shotild not be surprised at anvthing vou
may do. DBut this really is almaos
beyond eredence. For a man of vour
years, sir, to blacken his face and ap
pear on the ublie roads in the
character of a blackamoor -

“What?" yelled tho Remove master,
“How dare you, sir! I repeat, how
daro you!'

“And I repealt, sir, that this is
soandalons!” aﬁzutﬂd the Head. “Ii
ot are so frivolous, sir, as to attend
-Il-.mi)'—girea.s balls in & childish disguise—
s judge from your appearance—al
least, sir, you might conceal your folly
from the public view. Is it your in-
tention, sir, to walk the streets in the
guise of a blackamoor? Could you not
take & cab, at least? I trust, sir, that
the police will take you in charge, sir.”

“0h, my eye!” murmured the chaul-
feur. He put down the spanner,

(Continued on next page.)
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AMr. Quelch gave the Head of Grey-
friars an inky stare, fairly trembling
with passion. The Head's mistake
really was excusable; but the Remove
master did not excuse it.

“Dr. Locke! How dare you! Do
you think I am & man to attend fancy-
dress balls in a ridiculous disguise?” he
shricked. A ‘ e

"T3 what I see, sir,”’ retor
tho d?udgﬁtgfdlr. “If that is not the
case, why are you disguised, sir, as &
negro?”

“You are a fool, sirl” roared Mr.

nelch. .

Q“ What!" gasped the Head.

“Y repeat it, sir—a fool! Cannob you

EOD Ithl.ﬂ h:&n been drenched with 1ok

—that I am the vietim of a dastardly
outrage?” shrieked the Remove master.

“D ou imagine, sir, that 1 have
drn:ehid mysell with ink intentionally,
sir? Have you no common sense, girl

“ Bless my soul!" | _

“] ¢ame here, sir, to this piace, mir,
{o bring tho Remove boys back to Grey-
friars, sir, and hand them over to you,
gir!” roared Mr. Quelch. “1 took this
duty upon myself, sir, becanse you ha
peglected ita-nﬂgled:#& it, sir]l This is
my reward, sir] And now, sir, 1 wash
niy hands of the whole business—I1 de-
cline to interfere fur d if you
do not deal with these rascally young
rebels, sir, as it is your duty to do, they
may remain here till their parents
intervene, sir—I will have nothing more
whatever to do with the matter, sirl
1 will only add, sir, that I re ard you,
nnd your opinions, sir, with the utniost
contempt, sir!” _

“Bless my eoul!” said the Head

o 2 Cuaaleh ikl o, el ki
Aund Mr, ° with & final i
l'll.'rll:l at :-]m stalked away and

vanished into the gloom. -

Dr. Locke sank back on his seat, He
was feeling guite overcome. Obviously

1 Blsﬂliipi-:iunm > ha:gmwduund.f: Mr.

was in mand High

aks; even the prejudiced hoadmaster
could see ihat now.

“O0me, sir?” asked the choufleur,
ufter waiting several minutes.

“Yes!" gasped tho Head.

The car gli
At a litt& distanco down the road,
where a roadside lamp cast a glimmer
on a stone fountain, an inky gentleman

was sighted, washing ink from his face
with the help of a handkerchicf. The
Heoad gazed at him in passing. Mr

g .
Quelch was too busy to heed the car.
In righteous wrath and indignation,
Mr, olch had stalked away from
High Oaks, shaking the dust of that
establishment from feet; but st had
ocourred to him—rather late—that heo
was in no state to present himself in
the lighted streets of Courtfield. Seo he
was doing the best he could with a wet
handkerchief and a roadside fountain.

Pr. Locke stared at him, and a faint
smile camo over his face. The car
passed on, leaving the hapless Remove
master at his ablutions; and the Head
was still smiling as he glided on to
Greyfriars. Apparently there was some-
thing in the episode that struck the
Head as comio—though, if thers was,
1t was quite lost on . Quelch., He, at
least, did nokt smile—indeed, judging
from his expression, he was under-
studying that ancient king who never
piniled egain,
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THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
What's to be Done?

w { OMETHIN' will bave (o Dbe
done.”
Lord Mauleverer n:ade that
statement,

His lordship was reclining at case in
an ample armchair in the old hall at
High He looked the picture of
lagy comfort. But the expression of his
noble countenance was very serious and
thoughtful. Lord Mauleverer had been
doing & groat deal of thinking of late.
Some of the Removites had wondered
whether his aristocratic intellect would
stand it. Now he was thinking again,

Harry Wharton & Co. nodded assent
to his lordship’s remark. Al the
Famous Five ed that something had
to be done. he question was—what?
No answer to that question was imme-
diately forthecoming.

The state of affnirs at High Onlis was
not satisfactory from the point of view
of the more thought{ul members of the
Remove. It had been Lord Maule-
verer's great scheme to march out of
Gra}'hinammd persuade Mr. Quelch fo
take on position of master of the
new school, until such time as the Head
of Greylriars should see reason, and
reinstate the Remove master in his old

osition. The Famous Five had backed

im up heartily ; and the leading spirita

of the Remove, such as Peter Todd,
Squiff, Tom Brown, Penfold, Mark

Linley, had backed up with equal keen-
Ness,

Vernon-Smith had joined up eagerly
and the Bounder had a good deal o
influence in the Form—though Smithy
was probably actuated rather by love of
a row than love of gimﬂu Many of the
Remove, such as Skinner & (g.. had
joined up unwillingly. But in the
present state of affairs, Skinner & Co,
and their !.'Eeudn ?igm the keenest on
kmgm; up the rebellion ; not on acepunt
of Mr. Quelch, and not on account of
ustice and fair Ea. i  but  simply
Lmula'thuy were having the time of
their lives at High a.ka-—-mm.pmfr
lessons, prefects, masters, and all
unpleasant things,

All the Remove therefo , bad,
and indifferent—were united in keeping
up the rebellion. That was so much to
iha as far as it went. But tho

idea of the leaders had not been to slack good wh

about like this—they lad planved to
on classes, with Mr. Quelch or
t, and for some days that idea

been a success. Now it had
collapsed. Not only the slackers of the
Form, but better fellows were taking a
different line, Even Harry Wharton &
Co., though their intentions were still
excellent, felt to a certain extent the
;t{.rn:tium of freedomn and irresponsi-
ility.

Bob {Emn;i had remarked that Soccer
was better than classes, and his chums
could not help agreeing with him. The
spirit was willing, but 1t appeared that

e flesh was weak. More and more of
the rebels had fallen away from the high
ideals with which the rebellion had been
started—as 1is rather oustomary I
rebellions. Classes were a thing of the

. Every fellow did what he liked;
and found it very ceable. 8till, the
more thoughtful fellows agreed that it
would not do. If parents came on the

or governors of the school inter-
vened, it would not do to be found slack-
ing and idling. That, certainly, would
never look as if the Remove had gone
on strike for the sake merely of justice.

“Bomethin' will have to be done!”
repeated his lnrdll'.lip. “This sort of
slackin' can’t go on!™

The Famous Five agreed; but they

wi

grinned. Lord Mauleverer, at the
present moment, did mnot fook very
ann?ehn.
“The fellows are doin’ nothin',” went
on Mauly. “Only Linley is keepin’ up
study, and ynuuf Penfold, There's «
pick-up game of footer every day, while
I:hﬂ fellows at Greyfriars aro in class.”
. “"Hem!" murmured Bob Cherry, look-
ing rather guilty.

SBkinner and those shady wasters
Eh-ﬁ cards and smoke,” said M’;ulcmrer.
ful at really isn't what we came here

i

::_ﬂu fear I said Johuuy Bull.

“That fat idiot, Bunter, has locked
himself in & roomn with & stuck of grub,

and is havin’ a barrin'.out on Lis own !

";?hn F.nmuuu Five chuckled,
That's not a bad thing,” remarked
a I‘E_E'Ef to be shut

Nugent, “It's rather
of Bunter for a bit.”»
" Yaas. But it won't do.”
2 "Ib_ won't,” said Harry Wharton.
“You're leader, Mauly, and we're back.
ing you up. Give your orders, old
bean |
* Yans, but that's just the difficultsy,”
0 e thas sikiia’s p L b den:
R in's got to ne,
hul%ﬁiun’t know wm,ﬁ"' 1
i L ass %mld:n ¥ ought to have taken
vontrol,” sai Humhg “Blessed if I
kl.'tl?w why he doesn't "
“ Well, he's refused.”

The ‘refusefulness was emphatic and
terrific,” remarked Hurreo Jamset Ran
Singh. “We have thrashfully ra ged
the esteemed Skinner for inki fnm:.
but the worthy and ludicrous Quelchy

is gone from our gaze like a bnutif:ii

Bob Cherry glanced from the windows.
1t was the day following Me. Quelch s
tather disastrous visit to High Oaks;
and a sunny, bright morning, with o
breath of grml in the air. hm wWas
no doubt that out-of-doors had stronger
attractions than a class-room.
ﬂmﬂllcl tell mhﬂl'tlh" uiie?uh. as if

a bright idea. * Lel's get out
and-—snd think it over.” it

"“1t's ely  weather!™ remarked
Johnny Bull, *Real spring! Rippin
along the river this l:mruin: S

“The nipfulness is terrific.”

“Good!” assented Nugent. “Mauly
being leader, we'll leave Muulv to if,
and perhaps he will have struck a jolly
eeze when we get back.”

Harry Wharton laughed.

";ubéu orders at present, Mauly?” he

“Nunno! Bot—"

“Then we'll see you at dinner.”

“Yaas; but—-

“Ta-ta, old bean!" said Bob Cherry
chieerily. And the Famous Five strolled
out, leaving Lord Mauleverer to his
meditations.

As they left the house a falL voice
lailed them from an upper window,

“1 li-ly. iﬂu fellows |

* Hallo, hallo, hallo1”

Harry Wharton & Co. looked up. as=
Billy Bunter looked down. The Owl of
the ve blinked at them through his
big spectacles.

“I say, you fellows, Skinner says that
classes are chucked up,” said Bunter.

o %r:u h_:fm.." 'Ili.:;nin hﬂmﬂuLi

' , if you're g sensibly,
1'll come out,” said Bunter. “Alind,
I'm not having any classes, and I'm get.
ting up when I choose in the mornng.
On those conditions I'll come out.”

o I::m't tmfﬂhiﬁ'l" numcmdk“‘htrhmr.
laughing. * anger you keep your-
Hlfﬁluukad up the better, old fat bean !
Yuul can’t imagine how nice it 15 to miss
il 20
¥ The missfuluess is an esteemed boon
and blessing !
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“ Seize them ! ** boomed Mr. Prout. Potter and Greene
The Bounder fought like a wildeat, and the two Fifth-Formers had

flneaﬁt!ll

““Besides, lessons are going lo begin
again, ns soon as we can arrange it"”
said the captain of the Remove.
“Mauly's thinking it out now.”

“But there's none to-day?”
Bunter cautiously,

“Ha, ha! No.”

“Then I'll come out. Tho fact 18"
cxplained Bunter, “1 got in enough tnck
in this room, as I thought, for a week.
But it's u.ll]g'unu ™

“Ha, ha, ha !"

The Famous Five roared. Bunter had
provisioned himself for a barring-out;
but evidently he had beon very active
with the provisions. The largest imagin
able supply of tuck was not likely to
last long, when William George Bunter
was at liberty to give it his undivided
attention,

“Well, it's & go,” said Banter. “I'll
come out: bult mind, if you begin any
rot about classes again, there will be
another barring-out!™

*Fathead |

asked

“Yon fellows going out?” asked
Dunter,

"‘T'E‘-F-." ,

“Hold on a few minutes, and T'll
come.”

Dilly Bunter disappearcd from the
window. °

“ Put it on,” grinned Bob Cherry.

And the Famous Five accelerated. By
the time William George Bunter rolled
out of the house they had vanished.

Meanwhile, Lord Mauleverer was
thinking over the situation in the easy-
chair before the log fire in the Hall
Mauly was convinced that something
lind to be done; and he was determined
to think ont what was {0 be done.  Dut

resistance. (See Chapler B.)

the casy-chair was very easy, and tho
log fire was drowsy, and the house was
very quiet; and perhaps Mauly’s un-
necustomed mental exertions tired him.
Five minutes after the Famous Five had
left him, Lord Mauleverer was sleeping
peacefully; and the solving of the
problem was unavoidably postponed.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
The Tribulations of a Venirilogulst !

b HERE'S the car!” said the
Bounder.
“Oh!” said Hﬂdwin?.
Tom Redwing ooked

dubious.

A handsome car had stopped at the
gates of High Oaks in the sunny morn-
ing. Herbert Vernon-Smith had made
his arrangements for that day—not in-
cluding anything in the nature of study,
The Bounder, who had plenty of money,
had telephoned to Courtficld Garage for
a car—and here it was, He proposed to
spend the day in a long run with his
clum;: and undoubtedly the iden
npﬁulﬂd to Redwing. But—there was
a but!

Redwing had a sense of duty—which
the Bounder rather lacked. At that
hour Greyfriars School was at classes;
and certainly High QOaks School ought
to have been similarly occupied. Smithy
read his chum's thoughts in his face,
and grinned.

“You'd like to come " he asked.

“Yes. But—"

“We'll got 8 ripping run,” said the
Bounder, “We'll go by way of your
old place, Hawkscliff, and have a look

—— e ——— e — o
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grasped Vernon-Smith and d
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ragged him struggling from the car.

plenty to do to hold him, whilst Redwing also put up a stout

al your {'nlly old cottage, what? Then
on to Folkestone, and round by Canter-
bury, seel” )

“Ripping,"” said Redwing. “But-
the fact is, 8mithy, old man, we really
nnght not to go, You see— "

[ see,” assented Smithy. “It's your
jolly old conscience. You feel that you
ought to be at work in school time.”

“Well, es,” admitted Egrdwmlg.
“Linley and Penfold have gone into the
class-roomt with their books”

“Let "em!"” said the Boundor, shrugg-
ing his shoulders.  What are the other
fellows doing?! Skinner and Snoop and
Stott mare in the summer-house yonder,
p!nfmﬁ banker; and I think Hazel's
with them.”

“They're not exactly an exam le for
ne, Smithy,” said the sailorman’'s som,
with a curl of the lip.

The Bounder ll.ugi‘:ed. }

“Well, no! But Wharton and his
pals have gone up the river.”

“Oh!" said Redwing. !

“8aniff and Tom Brown and Ogilvy
and Russell have gone for a ramble in
the woods."

“Oh!” repeated Redwing,

“All the other fellows are
about, doing as they like,
shouldn't we do the same?”

“Well, wo're backing up Mauleverer,
you know, and——"

“And Mauleverer's fast aslecp in an
armchair,” grinned the Bounder,

Redwing laughed. )

“All serene—let’'s get off, Smithy.
I'd like the run as well as Fuu would,
I'll bo glad to see Hawkschiff again -
and if my father's home [rom sea,
can see him.”

Tar Macxer Lisrary.—No, 1,046
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“1f he's home, we'll make him hap
in the car, and take him on a giddy
joy-ride all over Kent.”

“Oh, pood!” said Tom,
sparkling.

“ Come on, then"

“1 sav, yvou fellows——

“ Buzz off, Bunter!” : .

“I gay, I don't mind coming with
vou, Bmithy,” said the Owl of the
Remove, “In faet, I refused to go out
with  Wharton, specially on  your
account.”

“Aren't you having a barring-oul,
all on your lonely own?" grinned the
Bounder.

" I've changed miy mind, old chap!”

“(Good,” said the Bounder, “the one
you had was a rather p-utl'iy one, and
yuu‘fnn’t heve changed it for a worse
one. .

“You silly ass!* howled Bunter, *1
didn’t mean that! ] mean—"

“Tell somebody else what you mean,
old fat man, Come on, Redwing "

Evidently the Bounder did not desire
the fascinating company of William
Leorge DBunter oa the motoring trip.
He walked down the drive with Red-
wing, and DBunter glared after him,

liis eyes

L)

with =  wrathful glare, his ver
spectacles gleaming with wrath. Bel-
at a little

SOVET IDAJOr Was attndinﬁ
distance, and suddenly Bo
wusllﬁntl;d. " v
“8mithy! Btop! ou're not goin
out=—=1"11 ﬁck you if you do.” e
The Bounder swung round, his ecyes
Llazing with anger.

saver's volice

“You cheeky cad, Bolsover!” he
roared., “ Lick me, by gad! Come and
do it
~ Bolsover stared at him.

“Eh!  What's biting wyou? he
ejnculated.

The Bounder was striding towards

hun, his eyes ablaze and his fisis
cle , when Redwing eaught him by
the arm. .

“Bmithy—"

“Let go!" shouted the Bounder
savagely. “¥You heard what he said.”

“YXou ass, it was Bunter—*"

“DBunter?” exclaimed the Bounder.

“It was his rotten ventriloguizm, you
ass 1"

The Bounder stared for ao moment,
and then he understood. The ventrile-
quist of the Remove had imitated
Holsover's voice—an  old  trick of
Bunter's. Ventriloguismm was a gift of
the Owl of the Remove'!'—a weird gift,
which hod often led him into trouble.
The fat junior was grinning, in the
cheery anticipation nF a row belween
Bolsover major and Vernon-Smith—
both hot-headed fellows who were more
prompt to hit out than to inquire. Bus
a3 Redwing spoke, the Owl of the
Remove ceased to grin, and turned and
bolted for the house.

“Why, the fat rotter!” gasped
Vernon-Smith, “I—-I-T'l—" He
rushed furiowsly after Bunter,

“Yarooch!” roared Bunter, as he
heard the pursuing footsteps behind
him, *“Yoop! Keep off! I didn't—I
wasn't—I never did— Yarooooop!”

Vernon-8mith closed up behind and
took a flying kick,

William George Bunter fairly flew
and landed on his hands and knecs,
roaring.

“There, you fat villain !’ gasped the
Bounder.

" Help!" yelled Bunter,

‘“Now give me some more venirilo-

uism, and I'll give wyou ancther!”
shouted the Bounder,
“Yow-ow-ow! Keep off ! Wow ™
No more ventriloquism was forth-
coming from Billy Bunter. He was
using his own natural wveice naw, and

using it with wigour. Indeed, ho
seemed to be seeking to rival the cele-
brafed Bull of Bashan, -
“Come on, Bmithy !" called out Tom
Redwing, laughing.

And the Bounder, panting, rejoined
his chum, and walked down to the
gates with him. Billy Bunter sat up,
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still roaring.
at him,

“I—1 say, DBolsover—"
Bunter. “1 say, that beast
called you names, vou know.”

“Becavse yon made him think 1 wos
cheeking him, with your roiten ven-
triloquism,” said Bolsover major,
~ "But vou're not the fellow to stand
it,” urged Bunter. “Smithy's a checkyv
ead, and he called you mnames, you
know. Look here, you go after himn
and lick him, old chap! I1'll hold your
jacket.”

Bolsover mnjor chucklod.
¢ ':l won't lick Smithy,” be remarked.

I'll lick you, you fat ventriloquising
rotter! Like that——*

“Yaroooogh!"

“And that——"

" ¥ ooooop 1*

Billy Bunter serambled up and fled.

lsover major did mnot take the
trouble to follow him; but it was said
of old that the guilty fiee when no man
pursucth; and Billy Bunter rushed on
ut top speed, in momentary terror of
the impact of a heavy boot upon his
tight trousers. It really was not safe
for a short-sighted fellow like Bunter
to c¢harge at full speed anywhere, He
did not discern Peter Todd sauntering
ahead of him till it was too late.

. What seemed to Peter like a batter.
ing-ram  smote him suddenly in the
back, and the next moment Peter's noso
was grinding into the earth, and Peter
was spluttering wildly, Bunter sat
down from the shock, gesping.

“ Wha-a-at—what—" gasped Peter.

He blinked round dizzily and beheld
Buu‘tfnr.

" You—you—you fat idiot!” gasped
Peter. “1Is that your idea of :; jnlrn.
you blithering chump, o butt a fellow
over from ind? Why, you dangerous
dummy, I'll pulverise you!" -

“I—1 say, Peter, 1 didn't—1 mean,
I wasn't— Yarooooogh !"

(Unoe more Billy Bunter gathered him-
self up and fled, with Poter Todd in
hot pursuit, dribbling him. :

By the time William George Bunter
escaped from the enraged Peter, ha was
wishing fervently that he had remained
barred out, or allernatively, as Lhe
lawyers say, that he had not indulged
in mi ventriloquial stunts that morn-
ing. He had never found the life of a
ventriloquist worth living at Grey-
friars, and really matlers secemed fo
‘E:;nkwnree rather than better at High

AKS, J

Bolsover major grinned

asped
mithy

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Juggins to the Resoue !
i 'IUGGIHEI”
L

“Yes, my lord!"

Alfred Juggins' manner was

deeply respectful, if mnot actu-
ally adoring.

True, Lord Mauleverer was the only
millionaire with whom Mr, Juggins had
come into personal contact, ut judg-
ing millionaires by Mauleverer, Mr.
Juggins was prepared to approve of
them heartily as a class,

Mr. Ju_qgms, as caretaker of High
Oaks, while that mansion was still a
desirable residence offered for sale, had
not been in a flourishing state financi-
ally. But as porter of High Oaks
School, mattors had Jooked up very
much for Mr. Juggins in the financial
limne. As Jupiter was fabled to descenl
upon the dazzled eyes of Danm in the
form of a shower of gold, so Lord
Mauleverer had descended upon Juggins
shedding eurrency notes. I‘Ellz Juggins
had a particular partiality for currency
notes, He liked them numerous, aud
he liked them regular, Mr. Juggins
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hagd many relations—and the glad
tidings had been spread through the

whole tribe of Jugginses,

All over High Osks, by this time,
there were Jugginses of all sorts and
conditions, all faithfully serviug his lord.
ship in one capacity or another, and
hoping that High Oaks School would
tflourish long in the land. As a school,
they regarded it rvather with their
tongues mn their cheeks, but as an insti-
tution for the benefit of the tribe ot
-lugﬁmn they considered that it could
uot have been improved upon.

What the whole affair meant, what it
was all about, and what the end of it
would be, the Juggins' clan peither
knew nor eared; they only hoped that
the end was far off. In the mceantime,
they thrived. Juggins cooks and maids,
Juggins gardeners and chaulfeurs and
pages and boot-boy: and odd-job men,
filled High Oaks like an army of occupe-
tion. There were Jugginses from the
ege of twelve to the age of soventy;
and, with so much faithful and enthu-
siastic service, affairs cortainly went
very smoothly at High Oaks. The ser-
vant problem there was not too few ser-
vants but too many. And they were all
so cheery and contented that it was
guite s pleasure to Lord Mauleverer to
sco their faces. His lordship liked
happy faces about him, and there was
no doubt that he had made the Jugging'
clan happy.

Lord Mauleverer had woke up after

an enjoyable mnap, and rung for Jug-
“gins. Juggins was school porter, but his

utics as porter were not onerous, and
he was also general factotumn to his lord-
ship. He was always at hand when
Mauleverer wanted him, and often when
he did not.

Lord Mauleverer sat up, and yawned

and blinked at Juggins. Juggins stood
respectfully awaiting his o ip's com-
mands, )

“You rang the school bell this
mornin', Juggins!” inguired Lowxd
Mauleverer, .

Juggins concealed a smile.

“Yes, iny lord.”

“How msnl:r fellows went into class ™

“Two, my lord.”

“ Any gone in since?”

“T think not, my lord."” )

“What are the fellows doin® 7"

Mr. Juggins considered.,

oid Hﬁtﬂhnﬂnn and his friends have
gone up the river, my lord. Master
Vernon-Smith and wing have gone
oul in a car. Master Skinner snd his
friends are playing banker in the arbour.
Aastors Field, Brown, Oeilvy, and
Russell have gone for a walk in Friar
dale Wood. Masler Wibley is trying on
some theatrical costumes in his study.
Alaster Bolsover is quarrelling with
Desmond and Newland., Master Todd
was kicking Master Bunter when I saw
him last. I am not quite aware what
the othor young gentlemen are doing for
the moment, my lord.”

Lord Mauleverer gave him an adwmir-

ing look.
“By Jove, vwou've a frightfully
observant fellow, Jugging! And what &

memur{ fvn'.:lu"-wﬂr' got! It was awl'ly

!1.:31;? ound wvou here, wasn't it? 1
hardly know what I should have done
without vou, Juggins.”

“Your lordship is very kind," mur
mured the gratified Juggins

“Fromn what you toll me, the fellows
are havin' rather a time,” said
Lord Mauleverer. *“But this iz a
school, you know. Fellows don't go to
school to have & good time—at least, not

in this style. Fellows go {o school to
learn things, Juggins, ork, you know,
Carlyle—I dare say you've heard of

Carlyle, Juggins——"'

“There is a tobacconist in Courtfield
of that name, my lord.”

Lord Mauleverer coughed.

“Nunno; the chap l'm speakin' of
was a writin' j-}hnn{—u very celebrated
writin' johnoy. Well, Carlyle said there
was an endless dignity in lubour,”

“Did he, my lord 7

“Yaas; and he ought to have known,
you know, because a [ogker-on sces mast
of the game, and he never did any him-
sell. But the fellows don't seem to sec
any catch in labour, Juggins. They
won't work. And we really came here
to work like—like Trojans. This won't
do, Juggins. Bomethin' will have to be
done, ™

lord.”

“Yes, m

“I wsked you the other day whother
you t'i;ad juqr r_-r-.!u.h%thwlm wus a school-
master, Jugging, What we want is a
schoolmaster hore.  You're quite sure
you haven't?”

“Quite, my lord,” said Mr, Juggins
regrotfully, '

ﬂ"It'a a pity,” said Lord Mauleverer.
Yours is an awf'ly clever family, Jug-
g g That nephew of yours puls a
ellow's trousers in the press like a real
artist. I wish you had an uncle or some-
thin' who was a schoolmaster. You see,
Juggins, I'm in command here, but,
somehow, fellows don't do as T tell them.,
I keep on tellin' them to stick to work,
but they don't.”

Mr. Jugging concealed another smile.
Possibly he thought that his lordship
would do woll to teach by example as
well as precept.  Mauleverer, leaning
hack in the armchair, with his hends
clusped behind his head, did not really

‘0 & fellow who had a deep and
keen appreciation of the dignity of
labour,

“Can't you suggest somethin’, Jug-
gins ! askod his lordship. “ You're an
awf'ly intelligent fellow, and all your
relations seem a very clever lot. Can't
you suggest some way ol pullin' the
school together, and makin' the follows
toe the line? Haven't you another rela-
tion somewhero who could do it 1™

“If 1 may make a suggestion, my

lord——"
“That's what T want. Trickle on.™

“1 have a cousin, sir—"

liﬂmd'!‘ﬂ Y

“Doorkeeper at the Courtfield Pic-
ture Palace, sir,” said Mr, Juggins. “I
bave just heard that he has laft his situa-
tion owing to & misunderstanding.”
- “Do we want a doorkeeper here, Jug-
gins " asked his lordship innocently. * ?f
we do, bring him along.” -
- “My Cousin James 15 officially stylad
a doorkeener, my lord, but he is fre-
qu‘?ﬂy :fll;:fad ltu n.a i l:hi:_nkﬁwnuti:;f

3 ow ne ol those by,

becfy chaps—" ¥

" Precisely, my lord. A very powerful
man nhysically.” said Mr. Juggins.
“He contemplated. at ono time, a careor
in the ring, and has actually had some
boxine engagements. I have no doubt,
my lord. that my Cousin Jamos econld
restare order here, and make all the
young wentlemen willing—indeed. enger
—to ohey your lordship's lightest com-
mands."

Tword Manleverer sat bolt upright, his
eves sharkling. =

“Tonerins,” he said, "vou're a
gening ! :

“Oh. my lord! said Mr. Juggins
deprecatingly. .

“A  giddy genius!”  said Lord
Mauleverer, with enthusiasm. “T1 knew

it wanld be safe to ask vou for advice.
What "'m surnrised at. Juewrins, iz that
vou haven't become a banker, or & cap-
Lain of industry, or a nrime minister, or
somethin®, with vour intelleet. If vou've
no ohjeotions, Juggins, I should like to
double your salary."

“Oh, my lord "

"1 forgot what it is, but double it, "
said Lord Mauleverer. “You won't
lorget, Juggins "

“Nunno, my lord I gasped Juggins.

“Good! Now you hike along and
gather in that cousin of yours, and the
thing's done. You're surc he's hefty ¥

“He knocked out the Game Chicken,
my lord.™

“Bravo! Is he a University man 7"

“IKh "

“1f he's a Master of Arls, or anythin'
of that sort, I can make him headmaster
here, and the trick's done,"” explained
Lord Mauleverer,

“Oh dear! I—I mean, no, my lord.
I fear that Cousin James' education has
been somewhat neglected,” gasped Mr.
Jugging, “He has learned to use his
hands Ltncﬁmmnn}v well, my lord, butl
on other matters I fear——"'

“It's & pity, Btill, Marky can play at
Form master, so long as tho fellows roll
up for clase. Bring him along, - I'm
goin’' to restore ordor here or burst some
thin’. When can he come ?”

“1 will get word to him at once, my
lord, und to-morrow——"

“Good! Lose no timo, Juggins”

“Not & moment, my lord.”

“I'm very much obliged to youy
Juggins,”

“Not at all, my lord.”

And Mr. Juggins retired in a state of
giil'cst satisfaction. Cousin James was
the only Juggins that bhad not been
hitherto provided for at High Oaks, and
now Cousin James was to be brought
into the fold, Mr. Jugging was satisfied,
and Lord Mauleverer was more than
satisfied. He smiled cheerily as he ros
from his chair and strolled out of the
house in the spring sunshine. Beolsover
major gave him a grin.

“You ought to be in class, Bolsover,”
said Mauleverer.

“Do you preler your teeth where thex
are, or knocked through the back of your
head 7 inguired Bolsover major.

“Where they are, thanks.”

“Then don’t give me any orders, you
footling ass!™

“1 shall expoct to see you in class to.
morrow, Bolsover.”

“You can expect!" grinned Bolsover.
"NFE': sheer off before 1 dot you in the
eye

Lord Mauleverer shecred off. He
looked in ot the summerhouse, where
Skinner, Snoop, Stoit, and Hazeldene
were playing banker. oy glanced al
him and grinned,

“1 say, this is frightfully blackguardly,
you know," remarked Mauleverer.

*Clear off 1"

“You ought to be in class.™

“Can it !

“You'll be rounded yp for class
to-morrow."

"8hut vp and clear!”

Lord Mauleverer shut up and cleared.
He came on Peter Todd, Newland, and
saveral other fellows punting i &
footer. :

“What about class, vou men?" called
out his lordship.

“Go and eat coke!”

*But look here——""'

“Get out of the way, fathead !™

Lord Mauleverer got ouwt of the way.
He sauniered on, looking ﬂ‘.loufhtful,
but with a twinkle in his eye. Obviously,
his authority was at a discount. He was
leader of the rebel Removites, but his
leadership did not seemn much of an
asset. A strong band wa: necded to pull
High Ousks together and establish
authority. Mr. Quelch had declined,
without thanks, and any other school-
master did not seem to be immediately
available. But on tho morrow James
Juggins would be there, and Lord

MacweT Lisrany.—No. 1,046,
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Muuleverer opined that James would be
able to work the oracle. There was one
more day of lawlessness for the rebels
af Gireylriavs, after which discipline wan
tiv he restored—if James could restore
“f. And Lord Mauleverer had no doubt
thiat he eould.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Captured by the Enemy [

d MITHY—"
S T WE" 1“
“We shall be passing Grey-

friars on this road

-IiI hnﬂwill

“ It will be morning break——"

“1 know that, too.”

“Let's turn uﬁ'. then.”

The Bounder laughed.

The car was gliding swiftly along the
road, and the old tower of Greyiriars
School was slready in sight over the
troes.

Tom Redwing looked perturbed and
uncasy. The Bounder's eyes were
spurkling. He had deliberately arranged
to pass the gates of the old school
durmg morning break, when plenty of
fellows would about to see him. It
was & reckless defiance of his old bhead-
master, and the Bounder did not pause
1o reflect that such a defiance was in
thie worst of taste.

Instead of turning off the road, as
Redwing suggested, the Bounder sig-
nalled to the chauffeur to slow down.
e did not intend to ph::a Greyfriars in
haste. He wanted to seen. ) 1

“It's cheeking the Head, Smithy,
urged Rﬁdwinig.

*Isn't marching out of the school and
yefusing to return at his order cheekin’
“Lim?" grinned the Bounder.

“Yes: but that's for a reason—back-
ing up Quelchy. There's no reason for
checking him at his own gates.”

“Rats ! said the Bounder. “I want
to show the lot of them that we don't
care two pins for the Head, It will
make the fellows green with envy to sce
ws in & car when they've got to stick to
lessons.”’

*“1 don’t want to make anybody green
with envy, Bmithy."”

“ Well, 1 do,"” said the Bounder coolly.
“1n fact, it's just what I want. Hallo!
There's old Prout.” The Bounder was
looking from the car and he spotted the
penderous, portl ﬁéurﬂ of Mr. Prout,
the master of Lﬁe reyfriars Fifth, at
the school gates. * He's looking at us.
We'll give him a yell as we pass.”

“For goodness' sake, Bmithy—"

wi B'DW-WGW !Ii

The Bounder was in a reckless mood,
looking for trouble. Redwing could do
nothing but submit, but his face was
treubled. The car glided on towards
thic gates of Greyfriars

Mr. Prout glanced at the car care-
lessly at first, and then with a fixed

gaz>. Mo recognised the two Removites
in it., A deep and dark [rown came
over Mr. DProut’s plump countenance.

Mr. Prout was greatly shocked by the
rebellion of the Remove, and amazed
that the Head did not take immediate
and severe measures to bring the revolt
to an end, He had conbhded to his
volleagues in Masters' Common-room
thut had the matter been placed I his
hands he would wvery gquie lir have Bﬂt
down the rebellion. Probably had Dr.
Locke placed the matter in Mr. Prout's
portly hands Mr. Prout would have
found himself up against serious difficul-
tics in dealing with the Remove. But
the Head evidently did not think of
doing s0. He had not even asked Mr.
Frm:l.'ldldn though Hr'lh:;ﬁt was
prepared to ofier it at great length,
Te Macner Liprary.—No. 1,046,
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Mr. Prout frowned portentously at the
two juniors i the car. Herbert Vernon-

Smith caught his eye and nodded
cheerily and winked at the Filth Form
master. Mr. Prout's plump face turned

purple with indignation. To be winked
at by a cheeky junior was really too
much for a g#l]tfcman of Mr. Prout's
ponderous digoity,

He made a sudden stride into the road
and held up his hand to the chauficur.

“8top!"” he thundered.

As the chauffeur could not have pro-
ecoeded without running over Mr. Proul
he jammed on his brakes. Who the
plump gentleman was and what he
wanted the Courtlield chauffeur did not
know, but he did not want to kill Mr.
Prout. e was a busy man, and had no
time for inguests.

“Want to be run over, old codger?”
he demanded. ** What the thump do you
mean by jumping in front of a car, hay?
Ain't vou old enough to huve done with
larking in the road?”

Mr. Prout fairly burbled with
indignation.
“Why, you—you— I—-I—" he
stuttered.

“Qut of the way, old codger!"

“Drive ou!” shouted the Bounder.

“Don't want to slaughter the old gont,
sir, even if he i1s mad—as 1 n'Fm he is,
jumping in frout of a car!"” said the
driver.

“Do not date to procecd!" gaspod
Mr. Prout. *Thase boys belong to this
school; they have run away from
school !

“Drive on, T tell you!” yelled the
Bounder, ruther alarmed now. He had
not fureseen this outcome of his reckless
detiance of Greyfriars gencrally.

“Got aside, old covey!" urged
chauffeur,

“T refuse to stir!" boomed Mr. Prout.
“1 refuse to take one step pside! Drive
on at your peril I

Mr. Prout was close up to the front
of the car, almost touching the bonnet.
The chautfeur simply could not proceed
without massacring Mr. Prout—and he
was not out for a massacre that morning.
86 he stopped where he was, in spite of
the DBounder's angry urFinga; nnd,
moanwhile, a crowd of Greviriars fellows
appeared on the scene,

“Remove kids!" shouteu Loker of the
Fifth. ’

“Swankin' in a car while we're at
lessons ! exclaimed Temple of the
Fourth indignantly.

“(Cheek !" said Hobson of the Shell.

“Drive on, man!” shouted the
Bounder, :

“ At your peril!” boomed Mr. Proot.
“Coker, Potter, Greene, Fitzgerald,
remove those juniors from the car at
onoe! They are 10 be taken into the
school and delivered to their bead-
master ! Take them at once!”

“What-ho!” grinned Coker.

“Keep off, you Fifth Form cads!"”
shouted the Bounder.

“Hsave 'em out!” roared Coker.

The car was surrounded now. Both
dpors were dragged opem, and many
hands stretched mto the car to svize the
rebels. The Bounder clenched his fists,
wild with rage. Resistance was: hope-
less, but the Bounder did not think for
a moment of submitting tamely.

“Hands off, you rotters!” he pantod.

“Out with you!” grinned Coker,
grabbing at him. “Out you come, rou
young saweep! 1T Yarcooonh I
Horace Coker staggered back as the
Bounder landed a set of knuckles in his
eye.  *“Whooop!"”

Coker sat down quite suddenly.

“Seize them!” boomed Mr. Prout,

Potter and Greene had hold of
Vernon-Smith the pext moment and

the

dragged bim, stroggling, from the ear.
The Bounder fonght like a wildeat, an:
the two Fifth-Fermers had plenty to do
to hold him. Tom Redwing sprang af
onee to his aid, and was collared by
Fitzgerald and Blundell of the Fifth,

Struggling  desperately, the two
juniors were dragged into the old gate-
way of Greyvfriars.

“Well, my "at!"” observed the driver.
“This 'ere 1s 8 game! I'd like to know
the meaning of this "ere, old covey!”

“Those boys belong to this school "
boomed Mr. Prout. *They have run
away, and will be taken back to their
hendmaster, You may go!” )

“That's all very well, old covey!” said
the chauffeur. “ But who's paying lor
thig car if them kids ain’t ¥

“That docsa not concern
answered Mr. Prout, with dignity.

“It do concern me, old covey. This
‘er¢ car was booked for a drive for the
day. Now, what about it?"”

“Kindly go!" said Mr. Prout, with «a
wave of 1 hand. “ Doubtless the
headmaster will sea that you are paid.
You may go now.”

“Go back te High Oaks, and tell them
what's happened I yelled the Bounder.
* Ask for Mauleverer—he will Eﬂrcﬂuu.”

“Good enough, sir!" said the driver
cheerily,

And as Mr. Prout withdrew his portly
person out of the way, the chauffeur
turned his car and departed for High
Oaks. Vernon-8mith and Redwing,
still resisting, were bundled in at the
school gates, Mr. Prout following with
a triumphant air, and Coker following
Mr. Prout with his hand to his eye. In
the quad nearly all  Greyfriars
gathered round the two prisoners as
they were marched in by the grinning
Fourth-Formers, There were shouiz of
merrviment on all sidea. Between lines
of laughing faces, Vernon-Smith and
Redwing were taken up to the House.
Mr. Prout followed them in.

“Bluudell! Potter! Bring them to
the Head's study ™

“*Yes, sir,”

“You cheeky rotiors!” yelled (he
Bounder. \ .

“Silence, Vernon-Bmith!"

“8Silonce yoursell, you old idiol !™

“What?"  gas Mr., Prout,
“Whﬂ.t ?11

“Can't you mind your own businpess,
vou old fathead?” yelled the Bounder,
“What do you want io buit in for, you
fat ass?”

““Ha, ha, ha!" shricked the Greyfriars
fellows.

The exproession on My, Prout's purplo
countenance was worth a guinea a box,
as Temple of the Fourth remarked to
Dabney of that FForm,

“Pless my soul! You—you insolent
yvoung knavel” g Mr. Prout.
“Take them to the Head—use force—
any amount of ferce—"

“Ha, ba, ha!”

“Silence!” boomed Mr. Prout feroci-
ously.

The Bounder
marched into the Head's corndor.
P’rout tapped at the Head's door.

“Two HRemove boys, sir!” be
announced, wilth almost & smirk of
satisfaction. “1 hand them over to you,
ﬂ“‘." ]

“They have returned " exclaimed the

e ing the gates i

o were passi g ga in a
car, ai(:*]: and I tankn?t upon mysell to
compel them to come inte the school,
gir,” said Mr. Prout.

“Very gknnd Mr. Prout!”

Dr. Locke fixed his eyves upon Red-
wing and Vernon-8mith. Redwing

stood with his eyes to the floor; but the

L2

mie,

and Redwing were
Mr.
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Redwing

non-Smith anxiously as
he gripped the rope, set
his teeth, and lowered
himself hand below

hand, swaying in the
wind against the high
wall, (See Chapter 11.)

usaal cool hardihood,

“You have not returned here will-
ingly, it appears,” said Dr. Locke.

“No fear!” said the Bounder.

“That is not the way to answer your
headmaster, Vernon-Smith."”

Thoe Pounder shrugged his shoulders.

“Had you returned willingly, I might
have taken that fact into consideration,”
said the Head quietly. ** As the matter
gtands, 1 shall punish you with the ut
moat soverity."

“Go ahead!” said the Bounder reci:-
lessly.

“How dare you answer me thus,
Vernon-Smith? I am not surprised al
finding you rebellious and insolent; but
I am surprised, Redwing, at such con
duct on your part!" said the Head
sternly,

Redwing eoloured uncomforiably.

“I am sorry to seem rebellious to you,
gir! But we are all standing by Mv.
Quelch "

“That is impertinence, Redwing! Mr.
Proul, will you send two prefects here "

I".
Bounder faced his headmaster with his H

“Certainly, sie.”

Mr. Prout de-
parted, leaving Blun-
dell and Potter
holding the two cap-
tured jJuniors by
their l'ﬂjiﬂ.l'bl, There
was a grim silence

in the study until
Wingate and
Gwynne of the Bixth
arrived. They

glanced curiously at
the two Raoinovites,
and looked 1o the
Head for orders.

“You will take
these two juniors to
the unishment-
rootn, and lock them
in, and bring me the
key," said the Head.

“Very good, sir!"

“Yernon « Smith!
Redwing! You will
remain in the

unishment-room to-

ay, and will pass
the night there, To-
mMOrrow MOorning you
will be flogged in
public before all
UGreyfriars,. Gol"

The two Removites
were led away.

Five minutes later
the key of the
punishment - room
turned in the look
behind them.

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Mauly Means Business !

R. JUGGINS was standing in
the gatewav at High Oaks,
gazing gently and placidly
across the road and the

common on the other side, with a
pleased and contented expression on his
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ancient fuce. Things were going well
with Mr. Juggins and all the Jugginscs;
and that sunny spring morning Alfred
Juggins found the general aprangement
of the universe quite to his satisfaction
Mr. Juggins had feared that, if Higl
Oaks ever was sold, his job thera wouold
come to an end: instcad of which it had
blossomed into a much better job, an
enormously better job—a job such a-
Mr. Jugging had never dreamed of in
his rosiest dreams. Bo no wonder Mr.
Juggins looked pleased and contented.

The buzz of a ear on Lhe road caused
him to loak round, and he nodded to the
chauffeur, who drew up apposite the
gates. 1t was the man from Courtficld
Garage who had driven the Bounder
and Redwing that morning. Mr.
Jugging was w'quainlml with him, and
he gave an affable nod.

“RBack alroadv?” he asked.

¢y soks a bit like it, don't it ¥ asked
the driver,

“Where's your passengers”

“Took "

IfEh l_jl!'l

“Taok | repeated the driver. “Took
by & stout old gent and a crowd of con-
founded schoolboys! Took out of my
car by force, Alf! Shoved into another

blinkin' school! Now what's this
game "’
Mr. Juggins shook hix head. |
“Don't ask me, Bill,” he replied.

“I've been thinkin' it hover and hover
ever sinee his lordship bought this man-
sion, and T can’t make 'ead or tail ol
it. Don't ask me.”

“Is this 'ere a school?” demandei
Bill, staring up at the gilt-lettered
board that announced that this waa
”Hifh Daks School.™ iig,

“The young gentlemen says it 1s

“One of their
larks, 1 dessay. But they says so.”

Bill rubbed his nose hard.

“What are you doing here, Al[?” Lo
asked,

“Drawing the best pay of my life-
time,” answered Mr, Juggins, with

(Continued on page 16.)

answered Mr, Juggins,
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aont that fiver!

latest

& APER! All the
P Paper ! "
There were seens of

annimation in tho old, hystorioal
quadrangle of 5t. Bam’'s. .
A number of fags rushed hither and
thither, bizzily engaged in selling copies
af the latest, greatest, and up-to-datost

grate

jornal ever published—"" Doetor Birch-
owall'da Weekly ! ™

The first issew of that weird snd wunder-
{11 production was now on euil | And it
was solling like hot cakes.

Doctor Birchemall's new paper wus
taking the place of the old skool magazine,
viisich the Head had aboliceted, on the
grounds that it was too loorid and sensa-
tional, and likely to have a pernishus
¢feet on the minds of the skollers.

“ What the boys want,” the Head had
inld Mr. Lickham, " is clean, holesome
fiction—something uplifting and instruc.
tive, such ns pirste stories, Wild West
yorns, and tales of imagination, mistery,
and horrer. And I shall make it my
business to supply that long-felt want.”

True to his word, Doctor Birchemall,
with the assistance of wet towels, lumps of
e, and a large staff of sub-edditers, had
produced his new paper. And the shouts
oi the fag newsboys rang like musick in
his ears, a8 he stood on the Skool House
stops and watched the annimated seen.

Certainly the newsboys were doing a
roaring trade, They were solling papers
rad collecting tuppences as {ast as they
could go.

'J'hng Head had prommist the fags a
apecinl bonus of a farthing, for every
huadred copies they gold ; and this acted
as a grote stimulus. Bome of the fags
hoped to make as much as a whole penny
helore thoe day was out.

Tubhy Barrell, the fat fellow of th®
Fourth, rolled out into the quad, and he
Tiae Magxer Lipnany.—No. 1,046,

was profaptily pounced wpen by Midgetl
minot,

* Paper, gir ¥ All the latest nows and
views ! All the latest shocking sensations
and garstly trogedies at 8t. S8am's ! "

Doctor Birchomall grinned. But his
rin faded when he saw that Tubby
arrell purchased only one copy of the
paper.

*Hi, Barrell !" he bawled, meking a
meggafone of his hands. * Come here ! ™

Tubby trotted obediently up to the
Head.

" What do you mean by buying only
one copy of my paper?" demanded
Doctor iﬁrchenm]l.

Tubby Barrell looked serprized.

*1—I only need one copy, sir,’' he
stammered,

“ But what of your friends and relations,
you utterly solfish boy ! What of your
pater, and mater, and auonts, and uncles,
and cuzzens T They would all welcome a
eopy of my wunderful weekly.”

“Pr'aps—and p'raps neot, sir,” geaid
Tubby dubiously. * But it would cost me
a protty penny if I were to buy eopies
for all my kith and kin ! I've got duzzens
of aunts and uncles,"

“Then you will buy duzzens of copies
and despatch them without delay ! " said
the Head sternly. "1 have made it
quite clear in my Edditorial Chat, that the
purchess of my paper is entirely optional,
At the same time, any boy who fails to
purchass copics for himsel! and for all his
relations, will be birched block and blew !

* Oh, erambs ! ™

Tubby Barrell found himseli fervently
wighing that ho had not come out into the
quad at such an unforchunit time.
Luckily, he happened to be in funds;
but he would much rather have expended

thoss funds on doe-nutts and cream search of

INTRODUCE JACK JOLLY, M:

AS CUNNING AS A FOX! Jack Jolly & Co. imagine tha! they are on a ** cevl
fiver " sohen they enter Dy, Birchemall's competition. Bul they veckon without
the cunning of the Head of 81, Sam's who has also gol his hands —and his eyes —

H

buns than on " DOCTOR
BIRCHEMALL'S WEEKLY."”

However, there was no help
forit; and with the air of n
marter, Tubby went back 1o
Aidgett minor, and bought two-
and-a-half duzzen copies. He
counted out five ehillings, and
rolled back into the %ﬂﬂiﬂg
looking quite woshegone.

Doetor Bircheamall ehuelkled,

" That's the way to speed up
the jolly old serkulation ! he
muitered 1o himself. * Hi,
voung Midgett! Bring me o
copy of my paper, will you ¥
[ haven't had & chence to look
nt one yet."

The fag handed over a paper,
snd Doetor Birchomall's shifty
little eyos sparkled with pride
s ho unfolded it. He peroozed
the edditorinl he had written,
and his fare wore a broad
grin from hers to here.

But the grin vanniched
abruptly when the Hewd staried
to read some werses which
Lirrick minor, the St. Sam's
poet, had writtan,

Doctor Birehemall had askod
Lirrick 1o write o little poem
for his new puper,

* Write something about your
headmastor, Lirrick,"”” he ha
anid, ** and make it na Aattering
md eomplimentary ns possible,”

So wouung Livrick, invoking
ithe aid of the Mews, had pro-
duced a very flattering poem,

which startod like thia:
“Who is Leloved by all 5t.
Sam's,
A sheppard to his Little
lams !
Who cocches us for ows

Exams ¥
The Head !

Doctor Birchemall had woarmly approve!
of this verse, and of the wverses which
followed : and he h_ﬂ.d looked forward
eagorly to seeing them mn print.

Lirriek minor, however, had evidently
genn fit to make some drastick alterations
in his posm, bhefore the paper weni to
press, For the first verse now read as
follows :

“ Who swaonks and swaz-
pors throagh 8t. Sam's,
Expecting hommidgs and
galaams ?
Who sets
Exams ?
The Head | "

Boctor Birchemall eould
genreely beleeve lis eyes.

“What cheek ! ' ho mut-
tored. “What frnghtfal
ordassity ! "'

But the frat verse was
really gquite flattering, com-

ared with the verses which
ollowed.

Daotor Birchemall's beard
bristled with rage as he
percozed the poem, and by
the time he came to the
lnst verse he was farely
dancing with rage., Ho
looked like a person in the
throws of an appleplectio
(it

“That young rascal
Lirrick shall sufier dearly
for this!® he ovied, in a
choking wveiee. ** IT'Il bireh
him—1'l belaber him—I"ll
jolly well burst him 1"

S0 saying, the furious
Head, Inau..'ii:'i::m%1 his birchrod
from under his arm, went
siriding into the bilding, in
Lirrick minor.

us jolly st

®

THE COMPE
BIRCHEM -

1
:




ND BRIGHT TO YOUR CHUMS!

He passed lois of fellows who were readin
the first number of his WEEKLY ; an
some of them were larfing fit to bust
over Lirrick’s poem.

But it was no larfing maiter for Lirrick
o little lator.

The schoolboy barred was ran to earih
in his study. Doetor Birchemell burst
in upon him like a burrycan, thrusting
* the paper under Lirrick's nose.

* Lirrick, you checky wyoung cub!™
roared the Head. . How dare you libel
yvour headmaster in this manner ! How
dare you, Isay 1"

Lirrick umpnd to his feet in alarm.

“IT—1 didn't! 1 nover!'™ he cred
wilﬂ{y. “That was a printer's error,
girt "

Doctor Birchemall snoried. Mr. Lick.
ham happened to be the -printer of
“DOCTOR BIRCHEMALL'S WEEKLY"™
and Mr. Lickham, being a Form-master,
could not be Hogped eggsept for very
serious offences. 'f‘tm H realised this ;
and, printer's error or not, he determined
to take it out of Lirrick's hide.

““Get across that chair, you young
welp 1" hist the Head. ™ I mm about to
hireh you black and blew." -

But Lirrick had other ideas on the
subjoct, Without waiting to be birched
black and blew, he made a sudden dart
jor the door, and seuttled away down the
passidge.

“Btgp ! roarad the Head, rushing off
in pursoot. *' Btop theef | "

irrick raced madly on, with Doctor
Birchemall hard on his heals.

A whole crowd of fellows watchod the
ngeeiting chase. Lirrick bolted into the
quad, and the Head, over-cager to capture

his pray, delighted the onlookers by
pitching headlong down the Skool
Housn steps.

“ A sprintor's error | ehuckled Jock
Jolly.
*Ila, ha, ha ! ™
Doctor Birchemall sat up dazedly at
the foot of the steps. Thinking he was
badly hurt, Lirrick rushed up to render
firat aid. He couldn’t have n more
foolish thing, for the Head, who was only
shammering, suddenly lept to his feet,
and enught Lirrick by the seruf of the neck
in & vice-like grip.
“Goteher | "' he panted brethlessly,
“1 will now seed to put
you through the hoop, and

mAT Dl' you shall have an extra
. duzzen strokes for giving

LED ' mea all this trubble !’
G . Then the Head's birchrod

was brought into action,
#nd justiss was done to the
uvnhappy Lirrick. It seemed
to tho schoolboy barred that
justiss  was very much
overdone ! Heo howled like
n dog as the crool birch
rose and fell ; and he
mentally resolved that he
would mnaver ain  libel
Doctor Birchemall in that
jentleman s WEERLY !
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e FIVER!" ejacku-
Inted Juck Jolly.
“ Five golden

auidlets for solv.

ing six simple picture
uzeles ! " eggaelaimed

] . “Ths is where we
get rich quick, you fellows ! ™

“ But we're not slond to
go in for the kompetition,
are we ?" said Brght.
“You see, we're mombers of
the edditerial staff.”

“ Ratta ! ™' qruw]ﬂd Jack
Jolly, '* There's nothing in
the rules to prevent us
entering. Listen to this "

- ——mm —r m
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And Jeck recited the rules puvverning
the kompetition. '

1. The six pictures on the right represent
tho names of Bt. Sam’s skollers. There is
no cheating ; every name actually appoars
in tha Skool Register.

2, The guvverners of 8t, Sau's will
award a Prize of FIVE POUNDS in eash
to any St. Sam's pupil who suxxecds in
eorroctly solving ALL the pictures. In
the event of a tie, the five pounds will be
whacked out equally between the blokes
whao tie.

3. Bhould no covey suxxeed in salvin
ALL the pictures, the Five Pounds wi
not be awarded, hut will be handed over
to the funds of " DOCTOR BIRCHEM.
ALL'S WEEKLY."

* There's a eatch in that somewhere ! "
gaid Bright doubtfully. “ You know
what a cunning old scamp. the Head is.
I daresay he's made the six pictures so
jolly difficult that nobody will be able to
solve the lot.

“ You're wrong there, old chap,” snid
Jack Jolly, " bekawse I've already solved
the whole lot myself."” .

" You have T cried Merry send Bright,
in ¢aOria.

Jack nodded.

“ Lend me your ears ! ¥ he said, ' Now,
the frst picture shows ug w sturdy,
muscular fellow, The solution is * Bur.
leigh," or I'm a Dutehman. The sccond
Picturn i of a vory tall felow. That's

Tallboy'.”

“ Wunderiul ! " gasped Merry.

on carth do you do it, Jack 7"

“Thiz is where you want it," said Joack
Jolly, tapping his forrid, " Yon need
matter, not sawdust, for a job of this
sort.”’

“What do yom make of the third
icture—a drawing of a cask * "' inquired
dright. " We haven't a fellow at Bt,

Sam's called Cask, or Tubb, or Walter
Butt.™

“No: but there's Barrell ! cried
Jack Jolly eggritedly. * Tubby Barroll
fits that picture perfectly. And the next
one—a fellow pouring over some books
— i8 ' Swolter,” for a cert. The [ifth
picture is a hit of a teaser—a fellow stop-
ping & runaway horse—but I'vé run
through all the names 1 can think of, and
it must be * Fearless," ™

“That's it!1" = Merry. * And
what's the last picture of all--a fellow
dancing, with a broad grin on Lis dial 1"

Jack Jolly rinkled his bhrows.

“Ah! That's where the Head has
get us a poser. Tho answer to that pieture
can be either Jolly, or Merry, or Bright.,
There'as not a pin to choose belween "em.
But I'll tell you Lhow we can make surs of
bagging the prize. T'll put Jolly as the
answer ; Merry will put Merry; and
Bright will put Bright. Oue of us is
certain to be right.”

“ Ripping ! " eried Merry. " And we'll
whack out the five pounds betwesn us
—when we win it 1"

“What-ho 1 "

The three chums proseeded to write
down their solutions to the pictures.
Thev had grate eggspoctations of winni
the prize, and they were simply bubbling
over with eggsitement. Even ight,
wlio had been a bit of & wet blacket at
first, was now all agog with eagerness,

But so were others ! In fact, there was
hardly a fellow at St.Sam’s who was not
certeyn, and eonvinced, snd eocksure, that
he had sclved all the piclures correctly,
and would win the fivo pounds,

All the entries had to be handed in {o
Doctor Birchemall within  twenty-four
hours. This didn't give the kompetitors
a groto deal of time ; but then, the pictures
wero not bhard to solve.

It seemed a stone certaint
correct solutions—which had n sealed
and deposited in (he Head's cafe—would
read thus g

* How

that the | Yar:

L

1—Burleigh ; 2—Tallboy ; 3—Barell
4-—Bwotter ; 5—Fearless; 6G—Jolly or
Merry or Bright. '

The notiss-board was promptly beseegod
by o hoard of fellows. When they read
the rezzult, they blinked and sgtared and
fas and glared, and rulbsbed their eyes,
and wondered if they wore drecming.

“The entries for our contesl was

enormnsg,. No eovoy suxxeeded in solving
ALL the pictures—in fact, nobody kas
solved ANY of Yhe pictures !

The correct solution is

I—Strong ; 2—lLanky; 3—Buti; 4 —
Studdy ; &—Boulter ; G—Gay.

In accordance with Rule 3, the Five
Pounda will not be awarded, but will be
handed over to the funds of " DOCTOR
BIRCHEMALL'S WEEKLY "

The St. Bam's followsn ware almost
ovarcome, when they read that eggs-
traordinary rexzull.

Jack Jolly was the f{irsi to speak.

“It's & swindle!™ ho cried hotly,

** There's nobody at St. Sam's namod
Strong, or Lanky, or Bult

“Shame ! interposed a score of
voices,

The 8t. Sam’s fellows were so upsch
about the rezzult that they marclied in &
body to the Head's study to demsand an
eggsplanation.  Thoy swarmed in upon
Doctor Birchemall, and in their fury
told him that le was a swindler,

o
gl
ts

0

s JIE T
o B
.\r ‘%iﬂ‘

I

Jack Jolly & Co. rushed n: Doclor
Birchemal and gave him the bigg=:%
bumping of his lite. .

“ DOCTOR BIRCHEMALL'S WEEKLY
KOMPETITION REZZULT Y

“The names are faked ! " hooted Jrek

Jolly. “They aren't on the Skocl
Hagmter i
“Pardon me, Jolly,” replied Docter

Birchemall with diggnity, " but you'rs
alking out of the back of your nock ! ™

And he went to the bockesss, and
reached down a  hefty, well-thummed
vollume—the Bkool Registor,

“You will find every name lLorp,” said
the Head. “ The boy Strong was at St.
Sam’s in the rain of Queen Anne. Lankey
was & skollor hero in 1828 —a hundred
yoears ago. And Butt i '

But the Iead got no further. When
thoy realised the cunning way in which
hoe had wangled the kompetition, by
interducing the names of dofumked skollers,
tha Bt. Ban's follows ' saw rod.” They
hurled themselves u the sacrod—
and scared—poerson of Doector Birchemall,
and gave him the hifgﬁﬂt bumping - he
had over reseeved in all his ninety years.

And that was the only "' consolation "
the St. Ham’'s fellows reseeved from the
kompetition in " DOCTOR BIRCHEM.
ALL'S WEEKLY."

THE END.
(Now look out for next week's topping
v of St. Sam's, entitled : AN AFFAIR
OF 'ONNER!" You'll vole it the funniest
tale you've ever read.)

Tae Macxer Lisranv.~No. 1,040,
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|:.I' ﬁ-”h';u.r..f jIlvr..iH'l' f!l’”ﬁ" ]F‘.]

wink. “Hi= lordslop s thay  opeti-

‘andod, it's o pleasure Lo wateh "
1ur ax 1 con make oul, these young
ripe bave had a row with their head
maslor at Greyfriare, and have clearsd
oll- cheoky yonng rascals, il you nsk
me. They make out they're starling »
pohiool of their hown.  His  lordsiup
a=ked mo if T hisd a relation who was
s 'eadmasior— -

“Hu, ha, ha!” voarcd Bill.

Mr, Juggins chuckled.

"1 s'pose this won't go on lor over,”
he said.  “ But the longer it gocs on, the
better T shall like it. I'm doing well
‘ere, Bill. I've got jobs ‘ere for all my
relations, from my Aunt Matilda, who's
sixty-nine, down to young Algernon
Cectl Jugging, who's twelve-and-a-"arf.
[ix lordship is & geni. He never connts
s money.” )

“My eye!” said Bill. “Is his blink-
ing lo ip looking for a shover?"

Mre. Jugginsg smiled. !

“My wyoung brothers, Percival and
Albert, have been taken on as chanf-
fours,” he replied. “ As there ain't any
car here, two chavffeurs are enough to
go on with. His lordship might think
I was overdoing it il T took on another
thongh 1'll sav this for ham, he amn’i
ne suspicious youmg gentleman.  It's
very pleasand, Bill, to come across such
a trostful nature in this wicked world,
But wot's that you say about your pas-
gengers being took

“They're took, for & eort,” =aid Bill,
grinming. * Their own schoolmaster, |
w'pose that fat old josser was; anyhow,
he took ‘em, and bunged them into
Greviriars, and young Vornon-Smith
told me {o come "ere and reporl, anid
ask Mauleverer for my money.”

“That's lis lordship,” said Mr.
.'hlg';l_ril:s. v B Weur money’s all right, 1ill,
don’t yon worry. That young Smith is
a bit of a young blighter, but he's the
son of a Citv mullionaire—not the same
class as hLiz lordship. of conrse. Bul
he's got pilet of dibs. Don't you
worry.”

“Well, if it's all right—"" said Bill.

“Right as rain!” said Mr. Juggins
reassuringly,

“Right-ho '™ said Bill, and he gave
Mr. Juggin: a nod and a grin und
tooled his car on lo Courtfield.

Mr. Juggins walked up the drive lo
the house to reporl 1o his lordahip. The
capture of Redwing and the I!:Jumh}r
did not surprise Mr, Juggins; what sur-
prised him was the fact that all the rest
af the rebel schoolboys had not been cap-
tured and taken back to the school
where they belonged. Mr. Juggins
would have been glad could High Oaks
tchool have become a permanent institu-
tion; he would have liked it to last for
yvears and years; bul every day it lasted
was a fresh surprise to him.

“Good gad!” ejaculated Lord Maule-
verer, when Jugging reportod what had
happened to Vernon-Smith and Red-
wing.

Ho blivked at Mr. Juggins in dismay.

“This 15 what comes of playin' .the
goat, Juggins,” ha said. “II those
fellows had been in class, as they ought

Tuw Manxer Lignanvy.—No. 1,046,
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to have I.H‘E'H_ thi= eouldn'l Imvr- hﬂ]h
pened. ™

“Quite =0, nmy lord ! agread My,
Juggine.

“I's their own fauli, Juggins?™

“Quate, my lord 1M

“But thea've gol ta be gol back

sotiiehow. ™

“Oh, my lord !

“Only most of the {ellows are oul,”
gald his lordship, * Keersihin's at sixes
and sevens, Do voon know when Whar-
ton  awd  his  pamls wre econin’ in,
Jugging 1

“They did nol mention it 1o me, my
lord.™

“Bomethin’ will liave 1o be done,” de.
vlared his lordship. *We ean’t have
High Oaks chaps kidnapped m this way.
I wonder if Dr. Locke has flogged
them."”

“1 think il very probable, my lond,"
murmured My, Juggins, Mr. Juggins
based -his opinion upon ihe kunwﬁ-dgu
of what he would lave done in Dy,
Locke’s place.  Certainly he would not
have sparcd the rod.

“Well, serve em righl for plavin' the
ﬁ‘Oal,_" said Mauleverer. “I dare say a

nﬂnn‘ will do them good.”

“1 think it very likely, my lond.”

“1t may teach them to-beliave them.
selves," remarked Mauleverer,

“Nolhing like it, wy lord,” agiecd
My, Juggins,

And Lord Mauleverer dismissed the
matter fromt his noble mind for the
present. But st dinner at High Onke,
It was an exciting topic among the
fellows who were indoors. Niue or ten
fellows were siill out, making a du;.' of
it; and among them, the Famous Five.

It was not till the dusk was fallin
that the absentecs returned to Higﬁ
Oaks. Harry Wharton & Co. came in a
little tired, but wery cheery. The day
had been a very pleasant one and they
had enjoyed themsclves up the river.
On these lines High Oanks School was
rather an improvement on Greviriars,

“Bmithy back yet?" asked Wharton,
ar the Famous Five came into the Hall,
where the juniors were at tea,

“He, he, he! No fear!" chuckled
Billv Bunter, '

“They ought to e lack by dark.™
said the caplain of the Remove, [rown.
ing a httle. *“*There's a lmit.”

“Phe Head's got them ! roared PBol-
SOVOr INNjor,

“What "

“1 say, you fellows, they were bagged
&t Gm{!riarn, aml  they won't be
coming back at all!” chortled Bunter.
“Borve them jolly well might, 1 think.
I'd have protected them if I'd gono in
the car.”

“"They've bagged:!” exclaimed Bob
Cherry.,

“Yaas,” said Lord Mauleverer,
“Berve them right for playin’ the goat.
It would have served vou follows vight,
too, if vou'd beeu collared.”

“Oh, draw it mild, Mauly ! said
N “F“L
“There's goin' 1o be a change here

to-morrow,” said Lord Mauleverer

soverelv. “T'm goin’ to restorn dis.
cipline '™
“Ha, ha, ha!" ’
“Maunly the Marlinel!” ehonekled
Skinner,

“Ha, ha, La!"

“You can rgrrhlm“ said his lordship.
“But T mean it; vou'll see! But what
are we goin' to do about Smithvy and
Redwing, vou men?®"

“Blessed if T know,”" said Johnny
Bull. “If the Head's got them, he's
not likely to lot them go sgain.”

“The likeliness is terrific,” remarked
Hurree Jamset Ram Bingh,

“’g‘.’e‘re goin® to met them Dback, of

course,"' said Lord Mauleverer calmly.
“"We're slandin’ together in this row,
and it's up 1o us 1o resene them,"

" Roesene thew |7 ejaculated Nugont,
“Oh, my hat "

“Yans."

“What utter rof !™ yawped SBkinnes

“My dear man, [—"

“You cun leave me out of sueli a
stunt,” sneercd Skinner,

“"Thut's just what I was goin’ 1o sav,
il you'd lel me finish,” said his lnrdshi!-
inocently. * Funks would be no good.™

“Why, you silly chimp—""

“Ha, ha, ha!" roared the Removitcs

“1 shall want halfl a dozen fellows 1o
come with me,” said Lord Mauleverer.
o funks need apply; so you're sale
out of it, Skinner. Same to vou, Buoop."”

“You cheeky ass—-"

“And Bumtey Iy

“Oh, really, Mauly—" '

“Let’s see." Lord Mauleverer ran
over the grinning Removites with hi:
eve.  “Wharlon, Bob Cherry, Squiff,
Toddy, and Linley, That will make six,
with me, if I've counted correctly, 1
believe 'm right.™

About

“Ha, ha, la!
chuckled Bob,

“Bul who's to be leflt in command
here?" asked Harry Wharton,

! “ Nobody!" said Lord Mauleverer.
‘No necd for sanybody to be in com-
mand when nobody obeys wmy orders.”

“Ha, ha, ha!"

*The commmnndfulness would be terri-
fically superfluows,” remarked Hurree
Jamset Ram Singl,

“That will be all changed to-morrow,"
said Mauly cheerfully, “I'm goin' (o
make a chauge all round to-morrow, and
r_'n:-n* fellow will be expected to toe the
ine."

“Cateh me ! grunted Bolsover major.
_ “Bhall we bump Bolsover major for
mﬂiburdmuhpn, wly " asked Bob.

Well, I like that, when vou've been
out all day vourself, breaking all the
riules and regulations of High Oaks!'”
jecred Bolsover major,

“Hom! That's different—-"

“Not a bit of it, Cherry,” said Lord
Mauleverer. "You're as bad as Bol
sover |

HOh1" ejaculaled Bob, tuken aback.

“The question is, are the fellows I've
named backin® me up in resenin’ thoso
chaps at Greyfriars?” asked Lord
Mauleverer. “1 shall go alone if
nobody backs we up.”

“OF course we're backing you up,
Mnul;r 1" exclaimed Wharton, colouring.
“We've made you leader, and we're
backing you up all along the line.”

“I'm mnot backing up anybody!”
snorted Bolsover major.

- " You shut up, Bolsover.”

“Yaas, shut up, old bean: vou talk
too mueh,” gaid Lord Mauleverer., “I'sn
startin’ for Grerfriars at eight. Talke
a rest till then.™

“But what are wo goin' to do " asked
Bob.

“Obey orders, old bean.,” answered
Mauleverer affably,

“Ha, ha, ha!"

And it was left at that.

vight !"”

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Removites to the Rescue !

REP was going on at Greyfriars,
P but certainly not at Hiia Oak-,
when Lovd Mauleverer buttoned

his coat against the wind, and
siepped out of the big doorway. In the
great lighted hall, a erowd of fellows
with grinning faces watched him. The
five followers he had selected wero all
ready; and they were the more dutiful
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portion of the rebel Form, and prepared
io follow the leader they had elected.
They were feeling very doubtful of the
result of the expedition, however, and
the rest of the Remove openly regarded
it as a jest.

Loord Mauleverer did not, as a matter
of fact, inspire deep confidence as a
warlike leader, Yet the fellows had to
ndmit thet, as a leader of the Remove
revolt, he had so for done amazingly
well, It was Mauly who had picked on
High Oaks as the new headquarters of
the Remove; Mauly who had led the
march out of Greyfriars; Mauly who
was the fellow most determined not to
surrender until the object of the revolt
wis attained. Certainly Mauly's
authority was now very much dis-
regarded : bul that was not his fault;
and, moreover, it was that disregard of
their leader that had Janded the
Bounder and Redwing in their present
BECTH _

Still, though the schoolboy ear]l had
niroved his quality as a leader over and
over again, his followers had many
doubts, Mauly had been too long known
is the champion slacker of the Remove,
Nobody would have been surprised to
find him fast asleep at & eritical moment,
His selected followers followed him out
ef the big doorway of High Oaks, but
they followed him in a very dubious
:I'rnulm of mind, ot i

“1 say, you fellows, good-bye for
good [ chuckled Billy Hunll.m‘.'Ir “Wo
shan't see you any more,”

“Pul some exercise-books in your
bags before you go into QGrevlriars!"
volled 8kinner. " Remember the Head's
hirch I

“Ha, ha, ha!l"

Lord Mauleveror walked down the
drive unheeding, and his followers fu!l-
lowed. Skinner's remark had made
them feel a little uncomfortable. They
had little doubt of getting into Grey-
friars. But they had some doubt of
goluing oul agaln.

If Lord uleverer had made any
plans he had not confided them to his
party. That was not because Mauly
was secretive, but because he hated the
trouble of talking. But the five juniors
suspected that uly badn't made any
plans st all; and they could not help
thinking that he was leading them, uot
in the rescue of Smithy ﬂuﬁ Bedwing,
but to a similar fate.

“Well, we're for it now!" murmured
Bob Cherry. “We've got to see it
through ! allo, hallo, hallo! What's
that car doin’ here?”

“Waiting for us,” answered Mauly,

A car was standing at the éﬁltﬂ!.
The chauffeur alighted and opened the
door for his passengers.

“Trickle in!" said Mapleverer,

“Is this a joy-ride " demanded Peter
Todd.

“Yaas; as far as Groyfriars,”

“Why on earth couldn't we walk it?"
axked Squiff.

H.Tire ‘I‘I

“Oh, my hat!”

The juniors piled into the ecar, and
the car glided away in the darkness.
The juniors blinked st omo another in
the gloom. If arriving aj Greylriars in
5 car was part of Mauleverer’s plan, it
did not promise much in the way of
siccess—to their minds, at least.

“Hallo, hallo, halle! What's this?”
asked Bob Cherry, fumbling at soma-
thing on the seat beside him.

“Probably a coil of rope,” answered
Mauleverer.

“What on earth is it here for?"

“Very likely because I told the man
to bring it when I phoned for the car,”
explained his lordship.

"What's it for, then 1" asked Dob.

"“Uee, dear man.”

u,

“Are we going to take the Ilead
risoner and tie him 1 asked
Equiﬂ'.

up

“Qh, give Mauly a chance!” said
Mark Linley. I shouldn't wopder if
Mauly's got it all cut and dried.”

“Have vou, Mauly!” demanded
Squiff,

“Yaas." .

“Why can't you explain, then?"

“Tired.” _

“Well, we shall be able to buzz off ‘n
the car when the prefects get after us,”
said Bob resiguedly. ''That's some-
thing!” o

The car glided on swiftly through the

gloom., It did not proceed as far os
the school gates, however; it stopped
fifty yards from Greyfriars. rd

Mauleverer alighted,

“Follow on!" he said.

The juniors followed on. His Jordship
led them through the darkness to the
Cloister wall, a well-known spot to all
Greyfriars fellows. It was a spot that
had often been used for getting quietly
out of bounds

“Bunk & man up!"” said Mauleverer
cheerily. :

Bobh Cherry bunked him up, and
Mauleverer reached the top of the
wall. He sat astride there and peered
down.

“Pass up the rope!”

Wharton passed up the rope, and the
juniors climbed after Mauly,

“Yollow r.-ip]u!" ::,lnigdh?rd Mauleverer,
“You stay there, Toddy!™

“Eh! What for?"” demanded Toddy.

“ Keep guard,”

" LnuE Enre, if there's
Ehindyh. I don't want to
it 1" ohjected Toddy.

“Quite; but you're here to obey
orders, old bean,” said Lord Maule-
voerer placidly, * Stay where you ave,
old chap, and sit

mg to be &
Eg left out of
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“Quiet, old man; wvoices may be
heerd,” murmured Lord Mauleverer.

“somebody may be takin' a stroll in
the quad.”

“Not in this wind.”
“Shut up, all the same "

Bob grunted, and relapsed inlo
silence. Lord Mauleverer led the way

onward at last, skirting the sechool
buildings. Apparently, his object was
to reach the rear of the school; why,
the juniors did not know. DBut they folt

it was up to them to follow, and they
followed

Mauleverer halted again, st lazt, and
stood looking up at the irregular pile of
buildings, black against the darl shky.
His gaze fixed uvpon a little barred
window high vp—fifty or sixty fect {rom
the ground. From ithat window a faint
light glimmered.

“Good!” ejaculated Lord Mauleverar,

“Well, what's good!" asked Dob
Cherry, in a lone of exaggerated
patience,

“You know that window, dear man?”

“It's the punishment-room."

“Yans."

“Oh!” ejaculated Wharton, “'They re
there! There wouldn't be n liglht ia the
room if nobody was there.”

i Y‘H.JI

“My only hat!" breathed Bob Cheryy.
“OF course, it was likely enough that
the Head would lock them up in the

punishment-room. But how did youn
know, Mauly®"

“31 didn't know."

“Eh1"

“But T thought it likely. I fancied

we'd draw the punishment-room firet 25
the likeliest place,” yawned Mauly.

(Continued on next page.)

e

on the wall. We
may want a helping
hand when we come
back, if we come
back in a hurry.
And wa may."”
“Very likely!™
chuckled %k&h.
Petor Todd
grunted discon-
tentedly. Ide was
not pleased with the
prospect of mount-
ing guard on the
wall, and waiting
there for the return
of the other fellows,

The night was
chilly, and there
was a cold wind
from the sea. But
there was no help
for it, and Peter
grunted and re-
mained.

Lord Mauleverer
led his men through

th2 dim, deserted

silent; but many
lights gleamed from
the windows in the
great facado of the
House. Lord Maule-
verer cut AcCross a
corner of the quad;
but he halted near
the old fountain,
and stood with his
eyes fixed on the
many lighted
windows,

“What are we

CADBURYS:|:
Cloisters. The quad- | ; i
rangle was dark and =

=
BN O

stopping for?" in-
quired Bob Cherry.
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" Fusy enougli to try somewhere else, if
{lie fellows weren't there, Cateh on?”

“T'hey might have been in their study
in the Romove passage.”

“Not in tho dark.™

“Eh®"

“1 looked u
from the qilﬂ.tP

“QOh 1" . .

“Theyv're in the punishment-room,’
sntd Maunleverer. “8Saves us a lot of
trouble to get right to the spot at once
--what ?"

The juniors pecred at Mauleverer
rather curiously in the gloom. Once
more his Iurdsﬂip was surprising them
by his qualities of leadership.  Ob.
viously, qhhuly liad thought out the
whole thing, and the juniors understood
now what the coil of r was for.

"Good old Mauly!” said Mark
Linley.

“Hem!" sald Bob. “And aro we
going o climb up a blank wall of hilty
fect or so, Mauly, and hand them the
ro ?!ll .
“Conldn't be done,” said Mauleverer
calmly, *““But there are more ways of
Lillin® & cat than chokin® it with cream.
1 fancy Smithy will know how to T;L
hold of the rope when wo attract lis
uttention.™ -~

“We're going to shout to him?"
grinned Bquiff. “We shall have half
(srevfriars on the scene by the time
Smithy hears us!"

“What sbout a pebble at the window,
dear man?*

“Oh, good—if you can chuck a
pebble up fifty feet in the dark and hit
that window!"

“ A catapult would do it easily, old
bean!”

“Very likely. .!’lmdl 1i;rl'u':rlf.vrI are you

oing to gel a catapult from1"

coat
And

at the Remove windows
-they were all dark.”

Lord Mauleverar drew {he
article required from the pocket of his
overcoal.

“Oh, my hat!” murmured Bob,
almost overcome. “Some leader!™

“1 found the youngest Juggins peltin’
sparrows with this,” explained his lord-
ship. “I kicked him for tryin' to hurt
the sparrows, and fnvu im half-a-
crown for Lhe catapult."

‘“Are you a good shot with it " asked
Wharton.

“I don't know.”

“You don't know?” ejaculated the
¢aptain of the Remove.

“How thould I know, when 1've never
tried 77

“Oh my hat! If you've never tried
the chaneces are that you're a jolly bad
shot," chuckled Bob.

“Yaas, But the worst shot can hit a
farget, if he tries long enough. We've
lots of time—ijt's nol nine yet, and it
will be all right if we get home with the
milk in the mornin'," said his lordshi
placidly. “But I don’t really think it
will take me till mornin' to hit that
window.”

“Ye gods, I hope not—in this wind."

“ Better stand well back, you men. 1
sliould bo sorry to ealeh one of you in
the oye—"" -

“Not so sorry as we should be”
chuckled Bob., *“Come on, kids, give
iim a wide berth. He's dangerous!”

And the juniors crowded well back
behind Mauleverer as he commenced
catapulting pebbles at the high window
of the Groylriars punishment-room.
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THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
French Leave!

T ANG @t1"
H “Not much good Erousing,
Smithy."” ]
the

““Oh,

e

rata!™  snarled
Bounder.

Herbert Vernon-Smith tramped impa-
tiently, savagely, to and fro across the
narrow limits of the punishment-room.
His face was pale with anger, his ex-
pression almost desperate.

Tom Redwing eat at the little table,
with a pen in his hand and a sheaf of
impot paper before him. Redwing was
taking it calmly. As there was: nothing
to be done, the sailovrman’s son did not
sed any use in expending enérgy in
grousing and growling.

The Head had set the two imprisoned
juniors tasks, with a thoughtful desire
that they should not waste their time,
Rodwing had sal down to his task after
tea in the punishment-room; there was
nothing elsc to do, and he did not want
to =it in idlencss. But the Bounder had
hurled his exercise into a corner of the
room. He was not in a mood for Latin
irregular verhs.

One burner shed a light in the room.

The door was locked, the window was

barred. Each time that Toby, the page,
had come to the room, to bring in meals,
to make the beds, or to take away trays,
two Bixth Form prefects had stood in
the passage outside al! the time, cutting
off the remotest chance of escape.

Now the prisoners of the punishment-
room had received their last wisit for
the night, the door was locked asgain,
and they had heard a bar placed in posi-
tion outside, he mere thought of
cscape was hopeless, and Redwing was
taking it philosophically, But the
Bounder conld not follow his example.
Ho roamed end raged sbout tho room
like a d tiger.

“Hang it1 All our own fauli!" he
said betwoen his teeth.

Redwing smiled faintly, and the
Bounder gave him a glare, He was in o
mood to gquarrel even with his best
chum.

“You think it was all my fault?” he
gnarled.

“Well, you know it was, Smithy,"
said Redwing quietly. “You played the
fool. and we've got to pay for it. Can’t
be helped now.”

“We're gelting a fOogging in  the
morning.” said the Boonder savagely.

-II-I knﬂw'.r

- E‘Frhnpi vou like the prospect. blow
yout"

“No more than vou do, SBmithy. But
what ¢an’t be cured must endured,
I suppose. Anylow, what's the good
of grousing ?"’

“Oh. chease 341"

Redwing resumed his task, and the
Bounder resumoed tramping round the
room, gritting his teeth savagely. e
went to the window and examined it
for aboul the twentiell time.

“T could get thesp roften bars out if
T had a screwdriver,” he growled.
“They're serewed in."

“But vou haven't, old man. And
vou conldn’t climb down s sheor wall,
ﬁfttr“fe::rt or more, if you got the bars
out,

“Think T dou’t know that?™ snarled
Vortion-Smith, *“Talk sense, if you
want to talk."

Redwing resumed Latin verbs. The
Bounder tramped, and tramped, and
tramped, gprowling all the time, and at
Inst threw himself on one of he beds,
tired with his incessant tramping. He
lliy there scowling, and are Was
silence in the rocm al last, broken only
by the seratching of Redwing's pen.

But Tom Redwing ceased to wrile and
looked up suddenly.

“What was that?" he exclainied.

“"What was what?" growled Vernon
Smith.

"It sounded like a tap at the window."

The Bounder gave a scoffing laugh.

“Yes, a tap at s window fifty fvo!
from the ground is likely, isn’t it°
Don't be an ass!”

Redwing did sot answer, but he laid
down his pen and sat listening, staring
at the little square of the wintfﬂw. The
Bounder f{ollowed his gaze with an
angry sneer.

:?I Crack!

“Oh, my hat !” gasped Vernon-Swmith.

It was more than a tap this time—
something had struck the window and
eracked a pane of glass. Obviously it
was a stone. Vernon-Smith bounded
from the bed.

“It's some fellow signalling to us—
somebody whe may help us!" he
breathed. *“Ol, good luck! One of the
fellows——" )

edwing rose and turned off the light.

“What on nagth have you done that
for 1" snapped the Bounder. )

“Tn_ show we've heard, so that they
needn’t chuck any more stones,” an-
swered Redwing. *Also {o keep us
from being seen at the window, if any-
Is should h:.p?aﬁ to look this way.

“Oh, all right!"

The Bounder was at the window with

a jump. He opevsed it and put his head
throngh the bars and pecre dm:*n. Bul
the darkoess baffled him.

From below came a faint whistle,

., Obviously it was a signal to the
juniors in the punishment-room, and
the Bounder whistled softly in return.
His eyes were gleaming now. It did
not yvet oocur to him that rescuers had
arrived from High Oaks; he fancied
that the fellow below was some friend
of his in the Fourth or the Shell. But
whoever it was, it meant help and s
chance of escape. The Bounder was
frirly trembling with cagerness,

“Got any string, Redwing 1"

“No. but we'll jolly soon make »
substitute,” said Tom, jerking off his
necktie. He wasz as cageér as his chum,
but much cocler. “I wonder who it is
down there! The fellows would help
us if they ecould; may be some chaps
from High Oaks—Mauly, perhaps.”

“That fool Mauleverer? Likely!”
snegred the Bounder. “Look here,
wo've got to make m cord somehow.
We've got to get in touch with him,
whoevor he is. He can send up a note
on a cord, or a rope, if he's got one."

“Teave it to me,” said Redwing.

he sailorman’s son was nol long in
making a string of strips from his hand.
korchief and a sheet from his bed. The
nimble fingers of the sailorman's sou
worked swiftly, and the improvised cord
was ready in a vory short time, Vernos-
Smith tied a silvor fen-uﬂm to the end
to weight it, and lowered it from the
window,

There was a slight jerk below, telling
him that the pencil-case had reached
the fellow who stood in the deep dark-
ness beneath the window. ;

A ﬁum followed, then another jerk,
which the Blunder guessed to be o
signal to haul in. e drew up the
cord, and a strong rope followed it in
nt the window.

“Oh. good!” breathed the Bounder.

Redwing coiled up the rope as it was

in.

“But—the bars?" muttered Vernon:
Smith. “We can't get through the
bars, and we can't shift them!"

“Wait till we get the rope in
Smithy.”

The end of the rope came in at the
window al lazt, and tied to the end was
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a small bag. Red-

wing opened it and
1'rr1.'c-n|f."r‘ a chisel, a
hammenr,
serewdriver,

The Bounder's eyes
danced.

“Oh, good! That
chap, whoever ho is,
hins got some sense |"
he exclaimed, ' Now
we jolly well ghan't
be long 1"

The

and na

Bounder

;i rasped the screw-
driver and started
on the screws. They

were well driven in, '
but the Bounder
worked feverishly
and tirelessly, and °
onc by one the screwa
were withdrawn and
tossed back into the
1oom. With a
chuekle at last
Smithy jerked a bar
EWAY.

“We can squeezc
through now,
Reddy.”

“What-ho! Fasten
the rope to the other
bar.”

" Right-ho 1™

The rope slithered down agsin, one
end knotted securely to the bar thal ro-
mained screwed in position.

" Let me go first, Smithy.”

“Rats ™

“T'm more used to climbing ropes
than you are, old chap,” said Redwing
uncasily, <" It's risky!” _

“Bosh! Fat lot I care for the risk!"

The Bounder was on the deep sill of
the window, his legs already out. Ho
gripped the rope and lowered himself,
Redwing watching him anxiously, It
was o cﬁ!mnnt that many fellows might
well havo hesitated to maeke; but it was
the only way eof escape, and the
Bounder's nerve was of iron. He
gripped the rope, and set his {eeth, and
lowered himself hand-below-hand, sway-
ing in the wind against the high wall.

His arms were aching under the strein

when at last he felt his feet touch the

ecarth, Ho gasped with selief os he
landed.

“All serene, old bean?” murmured a
voleo,

The Bounder started.

“ Mauly !™

"“Yans.”

“You!"” ejaculated the Dounder.

“Little mo! Is Redwing comin’{"

“Hea's coming.”

The Bounder jerked the rope as a
signal to Redwing, and the sailorman's
son came actively down, making tha
doseent in less than half the time taken
by Vernon-S8mith.

“It's Mnuleverer,” whispered theo
Bounder as Tom landed. “What a
giddy surprise !

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! All O.K., you
chaps 1 chuckled Bob Chorry.

“How many here?” asked the

Pounder, staring round in the gloom.

“Five here, and one keeping guard
on the Cloister wall,” pnswered Harry
. Wharton. " But Muuf:.;‘ﬂ done the wholn
bizney. He had a bag of tools in his
pocket., Lucky he didn't forget to put
on his coat.”

“Ha, ha, ba

“If you fellows are ready, we'll
mizzle,” said Lord Mauleverer quietly.
“We're not quite out of the woods yet,
Wie'll leave the rope as a present for the
Hoead. The sooner we get out of this
the better. I

17.’

Follow on!
“Yes, rather.”
And the jumniors

scudded away.
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Mauleverer's plan had worked like
charm. The prisoners were rescued, and

un empty punishment-room remained to.

grect the astonished eyes of the head-
master of Greyfriars in the morming.
All that remained for the Removites to
do was to get elear of Greyfriars. They
scudded into the black shadews of the
(‘loisters, and as they plunged into the
darkness of the old stone arches there
was a sudden crash,

“Oh!" gusped Vernon-Bmith, reeling
Lhiack from a collision with an invisiblo
object. *““What the thump——"

“Bless my soul!” It was the voice
of Mr. Prout, the master of the Fifth.
“ Goodnesas gracious! Who—what—that
is Vernon-Smith’s voice. Bless my
goul 1”

And the Bounder struggled wildly in
the grasp of the Fiuth Form master

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
That was the cause of

A Narrow Escape !
collision in the Cloistors,

R, PROUT had dined not wisely
Mr. Prout’s old enemy, indigestion,

but ton well.
ihe

01y

! | .
A I
=\

“Up you come !’ eried Bob Cherry.
The juniors on the wall were helping up
those from below when Wingate arrived
on the spot, and gras fiercely at the

disappearing legs. A boot landed on the
school captain’s nose, and he tottered

back with a yell. (Se Chapler 12.)

had attacked him after a too-ample
dinner, and Mr. Prout was fairly
knocked out by this insidious enemy who
hit below the belt. Mr. Prout had gono
out to walk it off. DBy old experience,
he knew that indigestion could be
walked off, and for a long time Mr.
Prout had walked and walked. He had
walked up and down and round aboul
the quad; he had walked round the
Hoad's pardon; he had walked to and
fro across the Sixth Form green, and
now he was walking in the Cloisters. I
was just ill-luck that he was walking
back towards the quad just as the [ugi-
tives rushed into the shadows.

Now Mr. Prout's grasp had closed on
Vernon-Smith like that of a vice, and
his voice boomed through the silence.
Oneo mora Mr. Prout was the right man
in the right place, from his own ponl
of view; the wrong man in the wrong
place from the point of view of the
Remove rebels, Nothing could bave
been unluckier for them than this unex-
pected encounter,

“Bless my soul! You have had the

Ture Maever Lirrany.—No. 1,046,
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impudence to escape from the punish-
ment-room ™ gasped Mr. Irout.

“Let go, you old fooll” yelled the
Pounder.

Really, that was not the way to make
AMr. Prout let go. Instead of letting go
he tightened his grip, and the Bounder
struggled and kicked io vain. A hack
on dis plump shins did not induce Mr.
I'rout to let go, it only enraged him.
With a powerful grasp, he dragged
Vernon-8mith back into the dim star
light of the quadrangle.

“ Rescue " yelled the Bounder.

The sudden occurrence had taken all
il party by surprise. Bix f'umur: had
rushed past Mr. Prouwt, and they were
a good way on when they realised tha
Vernon-8mith had fallen foul of some
inyisible person in the dark.

“Brop!"” m}tleﬂ Redwing. - “ Bome
body's got Sinithy.”

“Oh, pﬁugnd e :

“Reoscue!” the Bounder was yelling.
“Ti's that old fool Prout; he's got me!
l.end a hand!™ ]

The juniors came rushing back,

“Blesa my soul!” ai_‘m:ulatnd My.
Prout, realising that he had more than
one to desl wiﬁ-. “Help! Help!”

My, Prout's voice boomed over
(Greviriars. . )

He was dragging the Bounder fore-
ibly towards the House, in spite of 'lns
struggles. In the distance, two or threoe
lighted windows opened, and voices wore
heard ealling. Then there was & burst
of light in the gloom as the great door
of the House was flung wide open.
Figures appeared in the light, running
out into the quad,

By that time, however, Harry Whar-
ton & Co. had reached the Bounder and
the Fifth Form master. P

“Lot Smithy go, please!” said Lord
Mauleverer politely. “Wa don't wanl
to handle you, sir,”

all

“Thump the old fool, you idiot!"”
velled the Bounder.
“8hut up, 8mithy! Let him go,

please, sir.

“PBless my soul! Is that Mauleverer?
You young rascal !

T Rﬂ'lu!; sip—-~"

“Let go!” shouted Redwing. _

He grasped at Mr. Prout's clutching
hands to release them from the Bounder.
AMr. Prout released one hand and
grirped Redwing by the collar, Instead
of losing one prisoner, he gained two.

“What's the row!"” came a ecalling
voice across the guad—the voico of Win-
gate of the Sixth,

“Help, Wingate !” shouled Mr. Proul.

“Coming, sirl"”

Harry Wharton & Co., rebels as they
were, felt a natural hesitation to handle
n majestic gentlewan like Mr. Prout.
Nut it was clear that the only alterna-
tive to the handling of Mr. Prout was
the recapture of the escaped prisoners
of the punishment-room.

“Collar him!” said Lord Mauleverer.
“Can’t be holped. Bump him over!”

“ What-ho !’

Many hands elosed on the portly figure
of the Fifth Form master, and he was
bumped aver.

A terrific roar escaped Mr. Prout as
e made closer moquaintance, all of a
md‘d}en, with the bard, unsympathetio
carth.

But Paul Pontifex Prout was a sticker.
fle went down, but he retained his grip
on the collars of Bmithy and Redwing,
and they sprawled over with him. Win-
gate and Gwynne and Loder of ihe
Sixth were speeding towards the spot,
and after them camo a crowd of Grey-
friars men. The whole school had been
alarmed by this time.

There was not a moment to lose.

Tae Maoxer Lisrary.—No. 1,046,

Instead of the reseno of the prisoners, it
looked like capture for the rescuers now.

Mr. Prout wes firmly grasped and
rolled over without ceremony. His
plump face was pushed into a puddle,
and he gasped and spluttered frantically,
and let go his hold on the two juniors,
Redwing and Smithy dragged them-
solves away and scrambled up.

" Hook it!" Plntud the Bounder.

“Como on!’ J

Leaving Mr., Prout sprawling and
spluttering. the juniors dashed off
towards the Cloisters at top speed. They
were only in time, for Wingale and
Gwynne woere scarcely - three  yards
behind them. The two prefecis rushed
on in hot pursuit, and Loder, following
on, stumbled over Mr. Prout, He gavo
a howl as ho came down, and Mr Proul

avo a londer howl as Gerald Loder
anded on him.

“Yoooooooop! You young rascal!”
roared Mr. Prout, clutching Loder, cvi-
dently taking him in the darkness for
one of the juniors. A

“Yaroooh!"” howled Loder. "Loggo!

Smack ! Smack ! Smack !

Mr, Prout, breathless and furions,
was smacking Loder's head frantically,
under the impression that it waz a Re.
movite's head that he was smacking

“Yow-ow-ow! Stoppit!" shricked
Loder wildly.

Smack! Smack! Bmack!

Loder realised that Mr. Prout took
him for onc of the Removites, in the
dark: but that did not soften those
terrific smacks. Loder saw no reason
why lie, too, should not make a mistake
in the darkness. 8o he landed out
with a clenched fist, and caught M.
Prout on the point of his plump jaw,
There was a gasp from Mr. IProut as
he collapsed.

“Woooooooooch ! )

Loder tore himsell away and jumped
up.

“Come on!" Wingale was shouling,
“I1's those juniors—they've got out of
the punishment-room——"

“Groogh! Seize them!" splutiered
Mr. Prout, siiting up and nh.spm& his
jaw with hands. *Seize them!

o of them has struck me! Ow!
Wow! B8eize them! Oh—moooocoooh!”

“Tut it on, you men!" gasped Lord
Manleverer.

“You bet!"

Tho juniors raced wildly through the
shadowy Cloisters, with heavy foolsteps

thudding behind them, They reached
the wall where Petor Todd sat astride,
peering towards them anxiously through

the gloom. It proved fortunate that
Lord Mauleverer had left a man on
guard there, for the escaping juniors
would searcely have had time to elimh
up. But with a helping hand from the
top of the wall, things moved swiftly.

‘Toddy |

“Here!” i

Toddy lay on the wall, reaching down.
He grasped a hand, and helped the
climber up., It was Bob Cherry: and
ithe moment he was on the wall he
reached down to help another; and two
more jJuniors were dragged up,
scrambling. Four on the wall were
helping up four from below, when Win-

te arrived on the spot, and grasped
eroely at the disappearing lege. A
boot Ianded on Wingate's nose, and he
tottered back with a yell—and the next
moment the shadowy legs had disap-
peared over the wall.

The juniors dropped on tho farther
side, broathlessly,

““All here, you mon?” asked Lord
Mauleverer breathlessly.

The voices of all the party answered.

“Come on, then, dear men!"

DERN BOY™?

e — — e — m—

IT'S GREAT!

“Stop, you young scoundrels!” Win-
gate of the Sixth was half over the
wall. “Stop—do you hear!"

“Go and eat coke!"

The juniora rushed away.

Wingate dropped from the wall, and
after him dropped Gwynne and Leoder
and five or six of the Sixth and Fifth
Form, all hot in pursuit. They could
hear the fleeing footsteps of the juniors,
and they dashed in chase.

panted

“Bettor scatter!” the
Bounder. *“We can’t race the Bixth!™

“Come on!" answered Lord Maule-
YOrer,

“But 1 tell you M

“And I tell you como on, you ass'”

"“Look here——""

“There's a car waitin', you duffer!™

“Oh1" gasped the Dounder.

“Mauly’s thought of everything!”
chuckled Bob Cherry. “Put it of—
we'll beat them yet!™

The juniors were in the road now
and they could hear the throb of the
engine; the chauffeur had had his in-
structions, and he was rea to starl
at an instant’s notice. Had the race
been run on foot, there was no doubt
that the seniors would have run down
the juniors very soon. But the fugi-
tives had time to reach the car, and
they bundled into it breathlessly,

“Home!" said Lord
ecalmly,  All through the wild excite-
ment his lordship had been as calm as
a marble statue. His lordship regarded
excitement as an unnecessary exertion.

The car glided off, packed by gasp-
ing jf::tr.min'.:tt'n.ﬂ‘r Wingate and ].'IEI' com-
panions came up the road with a rush,
and the red rear-light winked at them
as the car dashed away. They rushed
on furiously; but the red light faded
into the darkness of the night, and they
stopped at last, breathless and disap-
fmnmd, The resouers wero gons, and
he prisoners of the puni t-room
were gone with them: and Greyfriars
was left with a wildly-exciting fopic
for discussion, while the rebels of the
Remove glided on swiltly to High Oake.

g s N ——

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Rebellious Rebels !

b SAY, von fellows, they've come
back!” yelled Billy Bunter,
“(Great Scoll!”
“Phew !"

There was & roar of astonishment in
the hall at High Oaks as Lord Maule-
verer and his merry men came in, and
with them the two rescued prisoners.
The Removites could hardly believe
their eyes.

“My only hat!" exclaimed Bolsover

or.

““The got-awayfulness is terrific,"” said
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. *The
esteemoed congratulation is great, my
ludierous friends ! '

“Jolly glad to see you back!" said
NuﬁmL “Blessed il I quite expected
to!

“You men don’t mean to say that
Mauly mnlﬁn-d it?" asked Skinner,
E“"I.rﬁoks like it!" remarked Johony

ull.

“Mauly waﬁlged the whole giddy
oracle,” said b Ghm‘rr “*Mauly's
somo chief, I can toll you!"

“Bravo, Mauly " :

“Mauly's the real goods!" said Mark
Linley. “I'd like to sce all your fellows
backing him up as he deserves.” _

“Rats!” said Bolsover major. *This
is Liberty Hall, and we're jolly well
going to do as we like!"

“Yes, rather!™
Snoop together,

said Bkinner and

Manlaviier
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“You swots can stick to classes, ifwmm

MAULY’S “ CUCKER-OUT it

vou like, all on your own,” went on
Bolsover major. “None for me,
thanks!"

“]1 say, you fellows, T don't think

classes ought to be allowed here,” said
Billy Bunter. “Those swois ought to
be jolly well ragged! "
Lord Maulevergr looked at his watch.
“ Bed-time!” he said. “We're back
in time for dorm.”

“Think again!” jeered Bolsover
major,

“1 am!” answered Lord Mauleverer
mildly. “(lastes begin egain  to-
morrow, you know.”

“Rats 1™

"1 % ,Bgm fellows, if classes begin
again, I“ all jolly well have ancther
barring-out!” said Bunter.

"I mean it,"” said Lord Mauleverer.
“I've been elected leader, and it's too
late for you men to back out now.
Classes begin egain to-morrow, and
every man will be expected to play up.”

“ Blesend are those who don't ex-
pect!” grinned Skinner. “They never
pet disappointed, you know."”

“Yes, chuck it, Maulevercr,” said the
Bounder. “I'm going out to-morrow
for my joy-ride, as it was mucked up
to-day."

Lord Mauleverer looked at him.

“You're goin' to be caned to-morrow,
Vernon-Smith, for goin' on a joy-ride
to-day without leave,” he answered.

“What1" ejaculated the Bounder,

“ Caned.” y

“ And who's goin’ to cane mel” de-

manded the Bounder, with a grim
look.

“T am!” answered Lord Mauleverer
calmly.

The Bounder stared at him, and burst
into a scoffing laugh.

“Make your will first!” he said
derisively.

“1 mean it. Skinner and Snoop and
Stott and Hazeldene will be cuned, also,
for playing cards to-day.”

“1 don't think!” grinned Hazel.

“Go to sleep and dream again!" sug-

gested Stotf.

“Took here!” c::':-ln,i,,med Harry Whar-
ton. “Mauly's right. We've elected
him leader, and what's the good of a
leader if he's not obeved?”

“No good at all,” said Skinner.
“Wa don't want any leader. Mauly
can go and eatl coke—and you can go
and do the same!”

“Say the word, Mauly, and we'll
iolly soon bring Skinner to order,” said

ob Cherry.

“Will you?" roared Bolsover major.
“I'm backing up Bkinner in this. So
are most of the fellows, 1 fancy.”

“Hear, hear!"”

“Count me In said the Boundar,
with a grin. *“I fancy. you haven't
enough supporters to carry things here
with a HT‘; hand, Mauly."”

“8ay the word, Mauly,” repeated
Bob, with a belligerent look at the
Bounder. **We're hatkinq you upl”

“Sorry, old man, but you're goin’ to
be caned, too,” said Mauleverer,

Bob Cherry started.

“Me?" he ejaculated,

“Yaas."

“Oh, my hat!" said Bob, quite taken
aback.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Js Mauly going to canc the whole
giddy Remove!” chortlod Snoop.

“Yaas—if they don't toe the_line,”
answered Mauleverer placidly. “I mean
business, you men,”

“I guess it won't wash, Mauly!"”
chuckled Fisher T. Fish. “There'll bo
a dead duffer lying around, I reckon,
if you start in caning me.”

"But what am I going to be cancd

'IH

It looks as if the Remove
Rebellion 1s ﬂing to
fizzle out, for tﬁe Rebels
refuse to obey orders.
No one realises more
clearly than Lord Maule-
verer that a stronger hand
than his is necessary to
keep his followers in
order. In consequence,
Mauly employs a “strong’
hand—in fact, two strong
hands in the person of Mr.
James Juggins, ex-prize-
hghter and one-lime
" chucker-out ! 2
~ This burly individual,
in his own primitive
fashion, soon puts the
kybosh on Mauly's unruly
rebels.

* Magnetites = will
laugh loud and long over

“MUTINY !”

Next week’s rousing story
of Harry Wharton & Co.

By Frank Richards.

Ovrder gour MAGNET
carly, boys !

for, Mauly?" exclaimed Bob Cherry,
at his lordship blankly.

starin

“Takin' a day off from classes and
goin’ up the river. Wharton and
Nugent and Bull and Inky, too.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Me!” exclaimed the captain of the
Renove.

1] leﬂ'

Harry Wharton's fuce was a study.

“Ha, ha, ha!" yelled Skinner. “Tlis
i too rich! Even his Magnificence 15 &
naughty I_Ibﬂy and is going to be

whacked !

Wharton drew a decp breath. _

“Right " he said. * Mauly's right.
T'll take it quictly, Maunly, old maun.
The game's the game!”

“Borry all round,” said Lord Maule-
verer pcﬂitely. “But I'm goin’ to mai-
tain discipline. High Oaks is o school,
not & bear-garden.™

“ 8omethin' like & school!” grinned
the Bounder. *All right so long us wo
do just as we Dlke™ ;

“ Yes, rather!” said Russell. “Call it
off, Mauly! We'rc not going lo stand
it, you know.”

“T've said it's bed-time,” said Lord
Mauleverer calmly. “All you fellows
get off to the dormitory.”

il Rﬂtﬂln

“Go and eut coke!”

“Oh, play the game!”
Mark Linley. *I'm going.”

Mark set the example. Penfold fol-
lowed him, and then the Famous Five.
After a little hesitation Peter Todd and
Tom Prown followed, and then two or
three other fellows. Lord Mauleverer
glanced over tho numerous crowd that

exclaimed

remained, and took out a little notebook
and began writing in it.

“What's  that guuel!” Piguired
Skinner.

“Takin' down your names,” explained
Mauleverer.

“What on earth for?"

“ For lickin’s to-morrow,”

- N O
e e

“0h, my hllt-'i
are going to hick ust”
(1} #!“ﬁi

You really think rou

“You'll find us there when you
start 1" grinned the Bounder,

“Come on, Smithy—dorm!” said
Redwing.

* Rubbish "

Tom Redwing went to the dormitory
alone, Lord Mauleverer proceeded to
take down names, amid loud laughter.
When he had finished he put the book
away and rang the bell for Juggins.
That valuable factotum lppearﬂcf at
once, as if by magic.

“Your lordship
Juggins.

“VYaas, You've fixed it up with that
cousin of yours?”

“ Yes, my lord.”

“What time will
worrow 1"

“1 have told him to get here at ten
o'clock in the morning, my lord.”

“Very good, Juggins.”

Ju imn retired.

“Taking on some more Jugginses,
Mauly 1’ asked Skinner, with a chuckle,

“ Yass—one more,” said his lordship.
“Im givin' all you fellows one maore
chance. Goin' to bed?”

.‘Rﬂ.“ IH )

“1 say, you fellows, bump him for his
check I squeaked Billy Bunter. * Who's
that ass to give us orders, 1'd like to
know?” :

“Good egg!” exclaimed Skinner.

“Bump him "

Lord Mauleverer hastily retired from
ihe scone, A roar of luughter followed
Jum, )

Lights gleamed from the windows of
High Oaks till a very late hour that
1 ﬁ:t. Bunter snored in an armchair;
Bolsover major and a crowd of fellows
played leapfrog; Skinner and a sclect
circle played banker. Anyone who had
looked in at High Oaks up to midnight

Tus Macxer Liprary.—No. 1,046

rapg!"” inquired

he be here to-
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that night would have been strongly of
opinion that it was high time that the
eelinol without a master came to an end.
In the opinion of the majority of theo
Remove, High Oaks was ‘“‘something
like a school,” run on its present lines.
But certainly an unprejudiced observer
would li,ne said that it was nothing like
u school, .
Undoubtedly it was time—high time—
thut o change was made and order re-
stored. And a change was coming on
the morrow—with the help of the newly
enrolled member of the tribe of Juggins.

e

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
Ructions in the Remove !

"9 ARRY WHARTON & CO. turned
H out at the clang of the rising-
bell in the morning. Juggins

rang the bell; and in the first

davs at High Oaks School the bell had
been heeded. Perhaps on the ground
that familiarity breeds contempt, it was
geuerally unheeded now. Billy Bunter's

docp and sonorous snore did mot cease. .

Dolsover major opencd his eyes and shut
them again. Skinner turned over;
Stotwt yawned. The Famous Five hopped
oLt nP bed; and Mark Linley, Penfold
snd Redwing followed suit. Lor

Mauleverer turnod out at last with a
menful effort. Mauly hated turning out
of bed, and he sighed deeply when he
Jdid so. But he felt that it was up to
hitn to observe his own rules and
regulntions.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo, Toddy!
slacking?” bawled Bob Cherry.

Peter Todd yawned and turned
head on the pillow,

“Et tu, Brute !” grinned Nugent.

“Oh, give us a rest!" said Toddy
sleepily, and he closed -his eyes again.

““What about you, Squiff?”

Sampson Quincy Iffley Field eat up,
found that it was cold, and lay down
aguin, )

“What's the matter with another half-
hour?™ he yawned.

‘“* Slacker 1" . —

“It's eatching; everybody's slacking.”

“[ shall have to take your mname,
Ec{;:il’f " said Lord Mauleverer gently.

quiff chuckled. _
“Pake it, old chap! I don't mind
vour adding my name to your collection
il it amuses you."
“You'll be licked.”
* Bpare me "™ said
“What about you,

his

uiff humorously.
rowney 1" called

out Bob. “Turn out! They don’t slack
i New Zealand.”
That a | was enough for Tom

Prown, and he grinned and turned out.
‘The junior from Taranaki was anything
hut o slacker, but example is infectious.
But it was only a handful of the Remove
that turned out; tho greater part of the
Form allowed the clang of the rising-
bell to gms them t&y like the idle wind
which they regarded not.

“Precious lot of slackers!” growled
Tob Cherry. * What price bumping the
let of them out of bed?”

“Too many for us to bump out, I
ithink,” said Mark Linley, with a smile.

“1 say, you fellows——""
“Hall, hallo, hallo! You turning out,

Biunter "

** No, I want you to shut
np,” said Bunter Eeavishly. “How's a
fellow to sleep when you're jabbering
away like a lot of parrots?”

“It's rising-bell, fathead "

“Oh, rats! Don't be an ass!”

And William George Bunter snored
nZain.

Clang, clang, clang! |
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oun ass!

You

Allred Jquins was dninrj- his duty
with the bell, It clanged loudly and
insistently,

“Mauly " yelled Skinner.,

i 1!'!]&5-':}“

“Toll Juggins to stop that row with
tlsat bell,"

“(n, begad!”

“Yes, rather!” said Bolsover major.
“Tell him to stop it, Muuly; and tell
him there's not to be any more rising-
bell, That [rightful row in the morning
spoils my sleep!”

“It's rizin'-bell, dear man,” remon-
strated Lord Mauleverer. “There
can't be a school without a risin’-bell.”

“Ohy, don't be an ass! If vou don't
miuke that old donkey stop that row I'll
lick you when I get up!”

“ And I'll do the same,” said Vernon-
Smith. “I want another hour before 1
turn out ; 1 was up late last night.”

“You're goin' to be caned to-day for
bein' up late, Smithy!”

“Billy ass! Stop that bell, T tell you,
or I'll jolly well punch yvou when I do
turn out,” growled the DBounder.

Clang, clang, clang!

“Do you I'lu..-n.rF Mauly?” roared Bol-
sover major. " Call oul to that idiof,
Juggins, to stop it.”

“*Nothin' doin',” said his lordship
placidly, "“I'm advisin’' all you slackers
to turn out. It will be better for you
in the long run.”

Bolsover miur sat up, groped for a
boot, and hurled it with deadly aim.
There was a wild yell from Mauloverer
as ho ecaught the t with the side of
his noble head.

“Yarooogh!"

“Well hit!" chirruped Skinner.

“Goal 1" chuckled zeldene,

“Ha, ha, hal”

Lord Mauleverer rubbed his head,
and then picked up the boot. Bolsover
sat up in bed and gave him a threaten-
ing glare.

“You chuck that boot at me, you
tailor’s dummy, and I'll get out and
smash you!"” he snarled,

Whiz!

The boot flew before Bolsover major
finished speaking, and it landed on
his chin with a terrific crash. Bol-
sover major gave a roar of mingled
pain and wrath, and rolled furiously out
of bed to take vengeance, He was
rushing at Mauleverer, when Bob
Cherry put out a timely foot, and the
bully of the Remove sprawled over it
and bumped on the floor.

‘ 'l‘lHnnd% off Mauly!"” said Bob cheer-
ully.

“ [—=I-T'll smash him, and you, too!”
yvelled Bolsover major.

“Me first, then!” grinned Bob.

Bolsover major scrambled up, dodged
round Bob, and rushed at Mauleverer.
His lurdﬂhlﬂ had %ngud up a jug of
water; and he met Bolsover major with
the contents, in a whizzing food.

Splash !

“Ha, Eh:, hné“ Eﬂnd Bob, as Bﬂ:i
rover staggere ; ing an
gpluttering. “ Good old HE:?;!"E

“Grooogh! Gug-gug! Ooooch!”

“Have the ]uF next, dear man?"
asked Lord Mauleverer affably,

“(iroooogh !" Bolsover major snatched
a towel, and began to towel himself
furiously, “I'll thrash you within an
inch of your life for that, Mauly.”

“Dear me!" said his - lordship, un-
moved.

Bolsover major towelled himself, and
then advanced upon Lord Mauleverer,
with clenched fists and blazing eyes,

“Pile in, you men !" gaid Bo (gharn'.

And the Famous Five grasped the
bully of the Remove as .one man, and
Bolsover major came with a crash to
the floor.

Dang! bang!

Wild roars came f{rom Bolsover, as
Bob, grﬂﬂ:ing hizs ears, knocked his
head on the foor in n series of post-
men’s knocks. Bolsover’s head was
hard; but the Aoor was harder.

“Bay when!" said Bob cheerily.
“We're backing up old Mauly, you
know—we haven't backed him up quite
so well as we intended; but nobody's
going to lay a finger on him, at any
rate.  Bay when !

“T'Il smash you!" shrieked Bolsover.

Bang, bang, bang!

“"Yow-ow! Stoppit!” shrieked the
bully of the Remove, struggling wildly.
" Smithy—Skinner—back up, you
rotters |
_The Bounder put a leg out of bed;
Skinner remained where he waa, Mark
Linley quickly interposed.

" Stay whare you are, Smithy!”

“¥You going to stop me?” sneered tho
Bounder,

“Yes, if you chip in!”

“I'll give you a chance, then!"

The next moment the Lancashire lad
and the Bounder was fighting. Nobody
clse showed any desire to come to
Bolsover's aid; ~most of the juniors
were sitting up in bed now, laughing.
Little dtmuﬂmﬂ remained in the rebel
Form; and fow had any intention of
regarding Mauleverer's leadership; but
all the fellows liked Mauly personally,
and nobody desired to see him punched
by the bully of the Remove.

Bang, bang, bang!

" Stoppit!"” raved Bolsover major.
“I'll ehueck it—I won't touch Mauly—
leave off—— Yarcoooogh!”

“Might as well have said that at the
start, and saved me a lot of trouble,”
said Bob, panting for breath.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

h: mlﬁ#nrd niajor wtbsbgllu:!i&dfn rise,

o tottered away, rubbing his damaged
head in anguish. 'The %ounder went
sprawling across his bed, under a right-
hand drive from Mark Linley. He was
coming on again, furiously, when Bob
Cherry interposed.

“Chuck 1t Bmithy—"

A savage punch was the only reply;
and the next moment, the Famous Five
collared the Bounder.

Bump, bumﬁ. buinp !

Thrice the Bounder smote the floor,
hard, and then he was tossed, breath-
less and n'a.u[iving, upon his bed.

Lord Mauleverer siilad.

“1 fancy that will be enough for the
Bounder, by ﬁ’lld i

“The enoughfulness will be terrific, my
esteamed friend !” said Hurree Jamset
Ram Singh, with a dusky smile.

&p{mmutl\' it was enough for Vernon-
Smith, for beyond glaring savagely at
the Famous Five, Le mnge no fusther
stiow of resistance.

_ Most of the other slackers did not seem
inclined to linger in bed after that: Lord
Mauauleverer, obviously, had the support
of the Famous Five, and the fistical
prowesa of Harry Wharton & Co. was
well known to 8kinner and his eronies.

“They all seem to be getting up,” said
Dob Cherry, glavcing round the dormi-
tory. And then he started, as his gaze
alighted on the fat form, huddled in
blankets, of William George Bunter.
That fatuous youth was snoring loudly
and unmusically, apparently oblivious of
what had been going on around him.

“Heave that fat idiot out!” said Bob
Cherry.

“ Yaas, begad!” dratwled Mauly, "I
shall have to put his name down for a
camin’ |

The Famous Five surrounded William
CGeorge Bunter's bed, and seized it at all
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At a signal from Harry
Wharton they lifted the bed,

Bump !

“Whoop! Yah! Yoop!"

four corners.

Billy Bunter came to ecarth, so to
speak, with a bump and a roar.

“Yah! You rotters!” he gasped.
“Ow! My back's broken! My spine’s
fractured in three places! Yowp! I'm
dying 1"

“Well, don't make so much noise

about it,” said Bob Cherry heartlessly.

He lifted his foot suggestively, and
with remarkable celerity for a person
who was d:,'ing, Dilly Bunter scrambled
to hin feet and backed away,

“¥ah! Beast|”

“J']l give you two seconds Lo decide
whether youw're going to get washed or
not 1 said Bob Cherry meaningly.

But one second was enough for the fat
Removite. He rolled towards the wash-
stand and commenced his ablutic as.

“That's that!” said Lord Mauleverer,
“Now, let's get down to brekker!”

And the Famous Five trooped down-
stairs, conscious of the fact that they
had begun their day well.

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
The Limit !

REAKFAST was a late and irregu-
lar meal at High Oaks that
morning. Lord Mauleverer and
the other early risers had

finished before the rest of the Form
came down. They came down in
batches of two's and three's, every
fellow pleasing himeelf in the mattar.
Aunt Juggins, the High Oaks cook,
was kept busy for a very long time;
and the secepe in hall was uproarious.
. Bolsover major, especially, was out of
all control now; and he finished his
breakfast by shying cup-and-saucer and

lates across the room, to smash into
ragments on the opposite wall, Two

(M

deadly aim.
he caught the boot

Bolsover major sat up, groped for a boot, and hurled it with
There was 2 wild yell from Lord Mauleverer as
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with the side of his noble head.

“«Yaroooh! ** * Well hit! ** chirruped Skinner. (See Chapler 14.)

or throe other wild spirits followed his
example—nothing is so catching as o
bad example, where there i8 no
authority to restrain. The rebels of
High C'yuka had been disorderly for
some time, and pow they were simply
riotous. Skinner & Co. started smoking
cigarettes after breakfast, and the
Bounder began a gamo of map with
Hazeldene.

Harry Wharton & Co. looked at the
scene and wondered whether it ‘was
not time that the Remove rebellion was

thrown up, and a return made to Grey-

friars. The Remove had gone on strike

in support of Mr. Quelch—but the
leaders of the Form had anticipated
nothing like this—matters had gone

from bad to worse, and cvidently were
going to be worse still.

“It's not d enough, you fellows
said Bob Cherry soberly. ‘‘This sort
of thing isn’t backing up Quelchy—this
is just blackguardism!”

“1 suppose we might have expected
it,” enid Harry Wharton ruefully. |
don’t see what's to be done. There
aren’t more than eight or nine fellows
backing up Mauly now—and they can't
lick the rest of the Form into order.”

“The lickfulness does not appear
Euaathe,” nFrm’-d Hurree Jamset Ram

ingh. “All we can do, my esteamed
chums, is to set an ¢xeellent and ridicu-
lous example.”

Harry Wharton laughed.

!jl

“Wea haven't cven donc ihat,
afraid,” he said.

“The irit 18  willing, bLut the
esteemed flesh is weak. But we can

turn over a new page,” said the nabob.
“It is never too late to mend the
cracked pitcher that goes longest 1o
the well, as the English proverb says.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”
“ Something in thal,”? said Bob
Cherry. *“Let’s go into class when the

I'm

bell rings—it's up 1o us lo back up
Mauly."

“ Right-ho 1"

And when Juggins rang the school
bell, the Famous Five went into the
class-room with Mark Linley and Peu-
fold. Lord Mauleverer followed them
in, with a cheery smile on his face.

“ You men toein’ the line?” he asked.

“Yes, old chap—with n.pnluiiea fov
previous shortcomings,” said the cap-
tain of the Remove.

“ All serene, old bean! You're let off
our lickin’s, then,” said Lord
auleveror amiably,

The chums of the Remove grinned.
They had forgotten that Mauly had
sentenced them to be licked.

“ Right-ho!" said Harry, laughing.

“Marky, old bean, you'll take the
class, same as at first,” said Lord
Mauleverer. “I'll go and round wp the
others "

“Hadn't we beiter come with you
Mauly 1™ asked Bob Cherty anxiously,
“They may handle you, you know.”

Mauleverer shook his head.

“No: you stick to class, old bean.
I'll have the rest in shortly. Leave it
to me.”

“But look here—" said Wharion
dubionsly, He was rather alarmed a
the idea of what might happen {0
Mauly, if the schoolboy earl aitempled
io enforce authority over the wilder
gpirits of the Remove.

“Leave it to me, old bean!”

“Oh, all right!”

Lord Mauleveror strolled out of the
class-room, and the dutiful mentbers of
1]1;:] Form looked at ong another doubt-
fully.

“Mauly's in for a hilgh old time, 1
fancy,” suid Johony Bull. :

“Has he got nt:}-thinggup his eleeovet”
asked Bob Cherry. ' Mauly's rather a
dark horse, you know. Look how he

Tue Macxer Lisrary.—No. 1,046,
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managed the rescue last might.
turns up trumps every time.”

“Bilenee in elass, pleass!” said Mark
Lanley mildly,

And the juniors grinned and were
stlent.

Lord Mauleverer went back into the
hall of High Oake, where some very
late risers wore still broankfasting. Billy
Numter was the last down 1o breakiast ;
Lt he was making up for lost time.
Dalsover major was enjoving himself
with a new game of his own invention ;
shying plates at the big clock in the
Hall, The glass of the clock had gone
h-r{ soon ; and DBolsover was industri-
ously striving to knock off the hands,

“I've come here to tell you fellows
that you're late for class”

“Chock it, you ass|”

““1 say, you fellows, bump him for Lis
cheok 1" squeaked Billy Bunter. “I'm
fed-up with Mauly, for onet”

“Give a fellow a hearin'!” said
Muauleverer. “Toe¢ the line and play
tho game, and we'll let bygones bo
byvgones; all lickin's called off.”

“Ha, ha, ha ™

Bnt some of the fellows walked away
to the classroom—Squiff, and Tom
Biown, and Peter Todd, and Monty
Newland, Tom Redwing, after a vain
effort Lo persuade the Dounder to necoim-
pany him, followed them.

“Now you other fellows get a move
on,” suggested Lord Mauleverer. “This
vort of thing has got to stop, you know.
Don't drive me to severe measures, you
moen,  Play the game |

“Are you goin’ to lick us?” chuckled
tho Bounder, -

“Yaas, if you don't play up.”

“Come on and do it!” yelled Bolsover
I jor.

Lord Mauleverer glanced at the clock.
Nut the elock was out of action now;
and he looked at his watch. It wanted
ten minutes to ten. At ten, James, ot

Dotted throughout the thousands of miles of the
floating aerodromes linking the scaboards of Britain an
the giant air liners with their cargoes of mail and bullion,

IT'S GREAT!

— e s

the tribe of Juggins. was booked to
arrive.

“I'm givin" vou a
urged Manleverer,

“shut up "

“Go and eat coke!™

Crash ! Crash ! Crasl: !

Bolsover major & ('o. resumed shying
crockery at the Lig elock. Juggins put
his startled foce in at o door,

“"Young gentlemen!” he protested.
“Young gentlemen Y arooooh !
Juggins roared, and vanished, as a plate
cracked on his head.

“Ha, ha, ha!" .

“1 say, xou [ellows, shy some at
Mauly 1" velled Billy Bunter. “That'll
teneh him not to talk to us about class!™

“Good egg!” ' '

“Go it !" roared Bolsover major.

“Oh, gad!" ﬁuped Lord Mauleverer,
ns a tencup whizzed past his car, and
a plate cracked on his watch.chain. “ Oh
erumbs 1" And his lordship beat a
prompt retreat from the Hall, followed
by yells from the rebels,

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“That much for Mauly ! chuckled the
Dounder. “Now, let's have out those
swots in the class-room! This isn't a
place for sappin’. Let's have "em out
and make o Tnuuﬁrv of their books!"

“Hear, hear !”

“Come on!” roared Bolsover major.

A mob of execited fellows swarmed out
of the hall, and headed for the class-
room. Only Billy Bunter remained at
table; he was not finished breakfast yet,
having so far eaten only enough for
three fellows. All the rest of the erowd
swarmed to the class-room, ready for
mischief. The Remove rebellion had
deienorntcd into riot now; and High
Oaks was rapidly approaching a stato
of anarchy.

“Have 'em out!” roared DBolsover
major, glaring in at the doorway of the
class-room. " No swots allowed here!
Have "em out !

last chanece!”
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“ Oh,
Cherry,

Mark Linley ran to the door.

“Come in to elass, or keep out!” he
rapped,

“Rats to you!” roared DPBolsover
major. “We're coming in to wreck the
room, and to rag all you swolts! We—-
Yarooooh !

Bolsover major broke off with a roar,
ns the door slammed on his nose. Mark
Linley quickly turned the key. The
next moment the door was shaking and
creaking under a rain of blows,

“Let us in, you saps!"” :

“Open this door, you sneaks!”

“Smash it int”

“8Bome school!™ murmured Bob
Cherry. “This looks to me like the
limit, you chaps! Unless Mauly's got
something up his sleeve, we shall have
to chuck up and get back to Greyfriars.”

Crash | Crash ! Bang!

The door, fortunately, siood fast. The
rioters streamed out of the house, and o
few moments later, Bolsover major's
exeited face was looking in at o window.
A Latin dictionary landed on Bolsover's
nose, and he disappeared suddenly, witl
a8 wild yell,

Crack ! Crash! Crack!

Three or four panes of glass weunt
under missiles hurled from without.

“My hat! It's the giddy limit, snd
no mistake!” said arry  Wharton.
“This is the finish |
~ The rioters streamed away from tlie
cluss-room windows. Dolsover major's
voice was heard roaring,

“Where's Mauly?  Where's that
cheoky cad Mauleverer? We'll jolly
well make an example of him! Tar and
feathers, what **

“Good !*

“Bravo I"

i Aftl!'r hiﬂl 1”

“1 say, you fahﬂwa, let's duck him in
the pond!" yelled Bunter, Bunter had
finished breakfast at last,

“Hurrah !™

And the rioters spread about the
grounds in search of Lord Mauleverer,
with direful intentions towards that
noble youth when found. It was, wus
Bob Cherry had said, the limit; the
school without a master was wholly out
of hind, and verging into anarchy.

Lord Mauleverer, at that moment, was
standing at the gates, in conversatio:
with a brawny, thickset, muscular man
in a spotted neckerchief, whose face,
somewhat resembling that of a bulldo:x
in expression, was sdorned by a number
of ancient scars, and was not renderer!
any the more heautiful by the loss o
three front teeth, and a sideway twist
to a Fug nose,

“Mr, James Juggins, what?” asked
his lordship.

“Yes, me lord—likewise called Jimunv
the Pug!" said the gentleman with the
damaged nose. “1 "ear you've gol a
job for me 'ere, me lord 1"

From the distance came a roar,

“Where's Mauly t*

“Dueck him!*

“Yaas," said Lord Mauleverer

lacidly. “I've got a job for wou,

pmes; and the }uh's quite close at
hand, from what I hear. Follow me,
old boan 1"

“T'm arter you, me lord "

And James Juggins followed Loid
Mauleverer up the drive. His job wis
quite near at hand—and, judging by his
looks, Lord Mauleverer was of epinion
that Jimmy the Pug was quite equal to
his job.

my hat!” ejaculated Dobh

THE END.

(Whaterer wou do, chums, don't mia
next week's rovzing long story of Harry
Wharton & Co., entitled: “MUTINY !
It shows Frank Richardas dn tip-top
form /)
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On the Road to the Town !

" ES! It'a Kauierfauld's doing, 1
have mno doubt,” said the
major. “‘Now, listen! At
dusk to-morrow mnight, after

Schlagel has gone the rounds, you will

don the uniform which we will provido

for you. We will furnish you with
rs and with Germian money.”
“ But where,” asked Eric blankly, * do
you obtain all these things®™
The major laughed quietly,
“Prince Ruprecht, of Bavaria—and
this camp is in Bavaria—has always
looked sskance at the War Lords of
Berlin, the Prussian Junkers,” he
added, after a ]l:tl.um:. “Lately he
has openly quarrelled with them, and
has withdrewn a Davarian division
from the Western front. All food
supplies across the Bavarian frontier
into Saxony and Prussin have been
prohibited. The food ration In

Bavaria has been increased, and ihero

is bad bLlood between the Bavarians

and the Prussians. Schlagel and Von

Pleitzer are Prussians, whilst the

guards of this camp are Bavanans

Money—German money running into

thousands of marks, and rececived by

us secreted in the food parcels from

E&mlapd—caﬂ be utilised with good

effect.™

“ Amongst certain of ithe guards”™
commented Evie. :

“Maybe,” replied the major quietly.
“Money will always command thoso of
& certain mentality.”

“But how does Von Pleitzer fail to
find this money in vour parccls?”

“Because he would have to put every
it of food through a mincing machine
beforo he discoverad the manner in

It is packed by

ecxperts,”

“1 see,” said Eric. “The foodstufls
are in airtight lins, of course.”

ll'ir{lﬂ-!!

“It would be a bit ewkward if Von
Pleitzer took your parcels for his own
use,” commented Eric.

The major laughed. '

“He does. He takes hundreds, bul
you can rest assured he mnever geis a
!Ij“ml which he should not get. Why,

cannot tell you, but maybe, you wih

which it is hidden.

(Introduction on page Z6.)

undorstand when I say that a certain
t official in Landshut is a British
pcret Service agent.” :
And there was forced in on Eric in
that moment how far reaching and
elaborate were the channels in which
the Escape Committee worked,

“Now,” went on the major, "to-
morrow night you will have little time
in which to talk with us Keep thesc
facts in your mmd when you escape,
for they are of primary importance. If
you fancy someone in tho street or on
the thhﬂu:,r is looking at you sus
piciously never return the starc and
never, never turn your head to look
back at anyone passing you. Alsp, if
anyono of similar rank greets you
with the spoken word answer pleasantly
and without hesitation. On obtaining
the plans, if you decide to make for the
Swiss frontier, avoid Mulhausen at all
costs. The Boche has bloodhounds
{here, and also avoid the Swiss soldiers
patrolling their side of the wire which
guards the [ronlier.”

““PBut they are noutrel, sren't they?”
inquired Eric.

“They should be, but a lot of them
are in German png'. A monetary
reward is given y the German

Goverument for every escaping prisoner
returncd by the Swiss soldiers across
the frontier inte Germany ain.
Richardson escaped from here, and got
as far as Berne. He went to a man
who volunteered io take him to the
British Consul. Richardson agreed
thankfully, with the result that he is
now in Holeminden Prison Camp.”
“Betrayed |"” cjaculated Eric.
“Exactly! The frontier will
stiff proposition, and will take you
longer. Our advice iz to try Lhe line.
You may get through there.”
“Then if I get the plans T shall try
the line!” replied Eric decisively.
“Yes, yon cannot do better, You
may easily slip through under cover of
night. We will provide you with a
map and compass in case you should
require them, but the bold course is
ithe best. Travel by railway and by
day, and your discretion must be your
guide as to your acltions should danger
become suddenly apparvent.”

rove a

“ Here's Schlagel with the orderly
officer | muttered Carsiairs st that
moment, and the discustion came fo au
sbrupt termination as Eric dived for
his Jhiding-place,

Dusk had decpened into nighl some
twenty-four hours later when, in the
darkness of the room, Eric donned =
smart-fitting grey, high-necked uniform,

» A sword hung from his belt, and not »
detail had en overlooked by the
Escape Committeo.

“Your papers are stamped with the
name of Von Rustung, a captain of
Bavarian artillery,” smid ihe major.
“ Hauptmann Eberhard Von Rustung,
and you are on your way to join your
hal:tr;q:;?v fifteen kilos south of Nancy on
the Western front.,”

b |

He held out lis hand in the darkness,
“(Good-bye, lad, snd good luck! Leb
us know if you get through, 1 don’t
think the Boche has yet mastered

Playfair’s code.”

‘“Good-bye, sir!”
streteched hand,
code when I reach France.’

Somehow he felt & lump in his throak
now that the time had come to say fare-
well, He weanted te thank these men
for their splendid help, and, although
e tried, words scemed so fulile. He
was going, whilst they stayed behiud to
face nnother long, dreary winler in (hak
desolate camp—they whe could cscape,
vet stayed behind to sucecour their un-
fortunate fcllow-countrymen,

He shook huands with thoso f{our
English officers, and firm was the pres-
sure of their grip and very simcero
their low-voiced good wishes. Then bo
donned a sct of overalls to protect his
uniform, and squirmed along beneath
the flooring, to cmerge in the long, -
withered grass which flanked thc cul-
side of the hut,

Cronched down, Lo siripped off the
overnlls and thrust them back iuto the
grass, knowing that once ho was away
they would be retrieved by one of the
Escapo Commiltee.

Rising to his feet, he crept cantiously
round the hut and looked out acrosy

Tee Macxer Lispary—No. 1,040,

Eri¢ took the out-
“T'll write {o you In

L
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thie parade ground. A long, low hut
sicar the scene of the fire was ablazo
with lights, for the Boche feared no
Allied bombing planes so far inland,
and did not nuc}u his lights as was
necesaary farther wﬂatwurtf

Voices raised in  Joud talk and
laughter came to Kric's ears. It was
ps the major had said. The resident
aflicars attachod to the camp were en-
terlaining those from the goarrison of
Landshut,

Eric waited a mwoment to get his
hoarings, then, bracing himself for the
lirst test of his new disguise, he stepped
boldly out on to the parade ground,

With head erect he stalked towards
lhe gates of the prison camp. Tt was &
dark night, but fine. A figure loomed
ip out of the gloom, then halied with
A snap salute,  Lriec saw the man's
face, & whitish blur, It was Schlagel,
cver on the prowl,

He returncd the salule wilth & erisp:

“Ginte-nacht, sergeant 1™

Schlozel roplicd gutturally to  the
palutation, and, waiting till Eric had
prssed, walked on towards the guard-
I OO, Whﬂ' had the brule slopped,
Erte was asking himsoll: then, with a
gense of relief, he remembered that no
LGevman  soldier or non-commissioned
officer may walk past an officor, but
must first halt and then saluto,

He reached the large, massive gates
of wood and barbed wire withoul
further ineident. The seniry saluted
smartly nnd swung open a little wicket
gale at Fric's curt order.

Eric passod through and felt his fect
on the slushy road which led to Land-
shut town., He set off, walking briskly,
till one hundred wyards or more
soparated him from the camp. Near at
hand in the darkness sounded the
swirling waters of the fast-flowing lscr.

Erie lnlted and locked back at the
lights of Landshut prison camp, with

its  rows of silont huts whercin
languished weary prisoners of war,
fellow-countrymen  of  his. For a

moment he stood, a prayer in his heart
for their carly deliverance, then he
turned and walked on into the night,

Pasl the Barrier !

1’1‘ was very late, and a thin drizzle
of rain was falling when eventu-
ally Eric reached Landshut. He
had little difficulty in finding his
vy  through the narrow, twisting
sireets to the railway station. Few
people wore about, save a smattering of
saldiers out on late pass, an occasional
military licenian, and . here and
there a  shivering bundle of elderly
hunanity erouched in a doorway.

As the boy passed through the
cuilrance Lo the station a large Lor
Learing flaving black lettors caught his

eND:
“REWARD!

e

FIFTY THOUSAND MARKS FOR
CAPTURE OF BRITISH SPY, DEAD
OR ALIVE!"

Then followed a deseription of Erie,
and a statement that he was probably
wearing the ecivilian attire which he
wore whilst under sentenco of death at
Landshut.

With a grim look in his eyes, Erie
passed on towards the barrier at which
sal & Gorman non-commissioned officer.

“Your papers, sir!” zald the man
sharply.

Eric produced the papers which had
been given him by the Eseape Com:-
mittee. He stood with lis face averted
whilst the German examined them, then
breathed a sigh of relief as the man
picked up a rubber stamp and thumped
it down on the papers.

“You are in Landshut on—" said
the man questioningly, as he handed
the papers back to Erie,

“On a wvisit to a friend at the
garrison,” replied Eric calmly,

“And you proceed to——"

“Munich!™

“Yes." The German nodded. “A
train leaves 1n tweonly minutes.  You

will take that train.”

Something in the man’s words causod
Eric to look at him sharply, and, draw-
i“F himsalf up, he replied arrogantly:

‘1 beg your pardon!” )

“¥You will board the Munich train at
platform two, as I directed!” reoiorted
the German,

“You verge on the insolent ! snapped
Eric, \

The German flushed and shrugged his
ghoulders,

“In instructing you which train 1o
take, sir,” he rveplied respectfully
enough, “1I but earry out the orders of
the commandante of the garrison.”

Erie could have kicked himself for u
fool. He should have known by now

that evervone in Germany were under
the jurisdiction of the military.

“Yery d!” he replied ecoldly.
“Put sce that yvour zeal doe= not cauvse
vou to forget vour rank!”

With that, he turned on his keel and
stalked through the barrier. The
(German star after him, a puzzled
look on his flushed and heavy festures.

Frie strode to the ticket office, and in
a lond voice demanded a  licket to
Munich. He toock the picce of paste-
board, then turned to corsult  the
departure board.

From the eorner of his cye he saw
that the German scated at the table by
the barrier wns talking rapidly to a

THE STORY 80 FAR,

Forced to descend in enemy country after n
terrible fight with four Cevman ageroplanes,
Captnin Eric Milvayn, erack pi'qu of the 97th
Bombing Squadron, entounters Birchinglon, an
agent of the British Secret Sercice, Fatoll
wounded, Bichington hands over somse !‘ﬂlﬂd‘bfg

ang fo the young airmar, and implores fiim
0 them witil they ean be recoversd and got
through to the Rritish headquorters. This s
barely done before Milvain is captured by the
enemy and tnkeu beéfore Dr. Kowlerfauld, chief

the Gernwtn Secret Service, who recognises

¢ young Englishman as the son of Professor
AMilvain, the inventor. Erie escopes from prison
at Karisruhe, where he has been taken, ondy to
be recaplured and sent lo Strasbovwrg., There he
-.‘an?hmd in o el with a wan wamed Cranleigh,
and despite kis tnstimwtive distrost of the waan,
Eri¢ joins him in an alle to excape the same
night. They are successfni, but Eric Milvain's
sugpiciows of his companjon prove to be well
founded, for in the act of wnearthing a sealed
envelope he 18 altacked from bekind and knocked
unconscions. Eric's next prison 15 the pumwisk-
ment camp al Landshut, where ks 45 anain taken
before Dr. Kavterfowld, The lotter's triumph is
shorl-lived, hotwever, awhen he discovers thatl the

sealed envelope in only a fake, and the voung
Englishman 18 ordesed o be shol the next al
dawn. Then, just when things are at their

blackest, Kric comes into cordact with the mya-
terioun Escape Conumittee, o band of daring
men led by a major and privoners themseives,
whe sueceed in ing Erie into their men
gquarters. Nuot undil three doye and nights hare
passed, however, does a to escape present
vizelf, and Eric learns that a reword of fifty
thouzand marks has besi offered for hiz enplure,
dead oralive ! ' They must want me very badly '

says Eric grimiy.
‘ "?Haw read on,)

man in civilian dress, They both
glinced towards Erie more than once,
and the bov's lips tightened,

He walked casually towards No, 2
platform, where the Munich train was
alroady standing. Drifting in his wake
ecame the eivilian,  Selecling o firsl
class compartment, Eric opencd the
door, and, entering, ssuk down on the
cushions.

The civilian  lounged along the
almost deserted platform. Not once did
he seem to glance towards the compnrt-
ment in which Eyie sat, but the boy
know that he was: being Lkept under
observation.

A whistle trilled sharply. The train
jolted into motion, and commenced 1o
slide out of the station. Erie rose to

his feet;, and, running down the
corridor, thrusl his head out of =
witidow. DPlainly, in the illumination of

the platform, he saw the civilinu dis
nf;{w&rmg into the stefion mastor's
office,

Strange Company !

ETURNING to his compartment.
Erig threw himself back on the
cushions, and gave himself up to

& survey of the position.
The question was—what was (he
motive behind the eivilian's surveillpne.:

of him? Had the man merely becn
ascertaining whether Ere took il
Munich train in order to sabisly tie

brusque German non - commissicned
oficer at the barrier? It was quile
possible, but—-

No, it wns impossible that they sus-
pected him of being the wanted spy!
Almost suvagely Erie tried to conviner
himself on that point. If they had sus
peeted him, why hado't they had him
at once arrcsied ?

But  cold reason whispered why.
Rash indecd would be the non-commi-
sioned oflicer who dare put a commi-
sioped officer under arrest on s
pcion only,

The eivilian bhad watched thie train
pull out with Eric on board, and hadl
then made for the station master's
office. Landshut wss mnot a large
station, and it was possible that the
only available telephone was in thal
office.  Even now the news might be
flashing over the wires to Munich thal
n suspected spy was on the train,

Well, if that was so, Eric know Lo
would be arrested at Munich Station
and detained pending inguiries. But
was it so—was he suspocted?

Az the train thundered on  through
the night Erie pondered over his
roblem. From Munich he could gel n
ast train right through to Strasbours.
But dare he go to Munich?

He paced the compartment, bauds
l."ll].BPFd behind his back, striving fo
devide upon his course of action. He
could dr:-?:p off the train between
where he was and Munich, yet such an
acl might be guite unnecessary.

If only he knew why that ecivilian
lad shadowed him!

He dropped back into his seal as,
with & grinding of brakes, the train
drew up at a small wayside junction.
The platform was almost deserted. savi
for a CGerman officer, whose militayy
cape was glistening in the weot, and a
fow German soldiers.

They boarded the train, the officer
eotering  LErie's  compartment. b
boy glanced at him, then fell to watel-
ing two uniformed station officials who
were pacing the platform mnear tho
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window of the compartment. There
was o grim loek in his eyes as he noted
that the two men never strayed far
from the door of the compartment

Was it imagination on Eric's part or
was the net slowly drawing in about
him ?

He glanced again at the German
officer., The man was reclining in a
corner, reflectively watching, through
half closed eyes, the smoke curling
languidly upwards from his cigaretie.
His wet cape was thrown on to the
opposite seat, and Erne noted, with a
tightening of his lips, that a revolver
holster was u.rtn.uhecﬁtﬂ the man's belt
—a full helster, with its leather Hap
unbuttoned.

Tha train jerked into motion. I
quickly picked up speed, and, as it
roarcd through the night tewards

Munich, Erie lolled back-in. his seaf,
his eves closed. Once or twice durin
the next fow hours, he squinted throu

lowered lids at his companion. e

latter was smoking innumerable cigar-
ettes: his head was turned towards
Fric. and the boy felt that the man was
watching—watching !

The Struggle !

URING the passage of those long
D hours Eric decided on his course

of acwsion. The grey light of

early morning ‘was filtering
through the steaming windews of the
compartment, when he stirred n ° his
seat. He knew that Munich could not
he far away now. Rubbing the wm-
dow, he stared out across the flat
pasture lands.

White-frented houses with red roofs,
strangely toy-like in the grev mists,
became more and more numerous.
magnificent building of white stone,
with lofty towers and terraced lawns,
flashed inte view and dropped behind.
But not before the boy had seen the
flag which stirred lasily above the tall
centra towoer.

It bore the symbol of an eagle. Not
the Prussian eagle. Erie felt a quick-
ening of his pulse. It was the Bavarian

major held out his hand. ** Good-bye, lad, and good
“ Yes," said Erie, taking the outstretched hand,

Inek ! ** he said.

uai(lﬂ. Then the bnilding must be the
palace of Prince Ruprecht, of Bavaris,
which lay a few kilos outside Munich.

Eric rose slowly to his feet. The
German officer was wateching hinx curi-
ously. ‘The boy yaswmed prodigiously
and moved his lambs as though to dis

el the stiffsess of the long journey.
T'hen he drew out his handkerchief.
His actions were natural and unforced,
but his heart was beating rapidly, for
the moment had come,

Without warning, ho hurled himself
forward. With “sickening force, he
erashed down an top of the German
officer. The man's head jerked back,
striking the hard, wooden framework of
the window with a dull thud, He
opened his mouth to shout, but no word
came, for Eric thrust the handkerchief
far back into the man's mouth.

The CGerman struggled desperately,
his hand groping, feeling. for his
revalver holster. His eyes were glaring
up at Erie, blaaing and passionate.
The boy's hand closed on the man's
right wrist, and he fought frenaiedly
ta obtain possession of the half drawn
revolver.

They rolled off the seat and thudded
to the floor: The silence of the com-
partment was broken omly by the
metallie beat of the racing wheels and
the panting of the boy and man as they
threshed about the floor.

Once the German almost sueeeeded in
spitting out the cheking handkerchief;
but, savagely, Eriec rammed i baek.
The revolver fell from the man's hand
and clattered away under the seat. He
brought his knee up sharply, taking the
*boy full in the stomach. Eric g E
sick with the vielence of the blow.

Dimly, fighting desperately for eon-
trol of himself, he saw the German
stagger to his feet and spit out the
rolled-up handkerchief with an oath.
‘Eric had the fractional part of a second
in which to sct. Calling upon every
nerve and sinew to obey the dictatés
of his reeling brain, he whipped for-
ward his arms, clutching the German
below the knees.

** Let us know if you get through au right 1 *
mmum_EMMImHMI* (See page 25.)

At the same instant he jerked his
encircling arms upwards,
ing to his feet to help gm
leverage,. The German crashed for-
ward over the boy's shoulder. His

head struck the opposite door with =
sharp crack. Erie groped for, and
found, the revelver, then whirled round
with the weapon raised. But the

German was lving im a limp -
of s

temporarily stunned by the foree
blow. .

Eric lost not & momént in getting to
work.  Already the train was rumhﬁin
over points, and a bhasty glanece throu.gg
the window showed him that they wers
running eon  gaunt, ly, smoke-
blackened buildings which the
t racke.

He pgagged the man by the simple
proeess of tying the handkerchief
tightly round his mouth. Then, ri
ping the grey military cape, which the
general had discarded on cntering the
compartment, Eric tied the man's Emd:
behind his back and lashed his ankles
together. Ho worked with feverish
haste, but the German regained con-
gciousness before ~the task wus com-
Ejﬂted. He struggled meffectually im

ia bopds, and glared up at Eric.

“] am going to put you under the
seat,” said the boy tersely, “ You'll
work that gag loose mn half an haur, so
yon won't ceme to much harm. Excuse

mae "

He bent down and evened the
officer’s tunie. He brought to light a
leather wallet and rummaged through
it till ke found the man's identifiea-
tion pwpers. These he slipped into his
m puer_r:t after a cumrrﬂleilc':.npﬂ Et

B own. papers b in the
wallet, closed it, and. slipped it back
into the man’s pocket.

That done, he thrust him under the
seat. and a few minutes liter the train
ran into Munich Station -and
up alongside a erowded platform.

(There will te anothéer full-of-thrills
instalment of this grand serial wexi

week, chums. Look out for it.) )
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FAMOUS FOOTBALL CLUBS !

(Continued from page 2.)

joined Liverpoo! from Aberdeeun,
p0st & pretiy penuy, (00.

The Right Mixture!

Left-half Bromilow 15 one of the
Jumtu sl p WYers in liis ['nL‘r.-.-Hml'l in the
ZRINEe ruhn They say of him that
ire 1= Hn one lhm licking in his play,
but T =ay that by the adoption of gentle
nethods  Bromilow accomplishes more
Jian muny footbaliers who claim atten-
sion bocauso they dash here, there, and
evervwhere

Forward Liverpool have the right sort
of mixture of vouth -and experience.
Less than o couple of vears ago they
seenred from Gillingham® an  oulside-
righl. with a curions name—ldmed. He
is the goods, though—a racer along the
wing, and 8 man who can be depended
upoun to cut in_and get a goal when the
op] p;j__l;l'r} DT LSes,

ydmed's tﬁ-tll[:‘uuﬂll on the right wing

iz James Walsh, s’ native of Brockport,

who ]rln\ud th the county club for u

few - sedsons . ore “being transferred to
L IHJJ'IDD' in 1924

Centre-forward is she place which has

- and

given the Liverpool managesr consider-
uble trouble in recent years. Devlin was
bought from Huddersfield Towr, and he
scored a few goala for them earlier in
tho season.. But Devlin has now gonr
and his place has been filled with young
Thomas Reid, another S8cot who went to
Anfield from the Clydebank club @
couple of years ago, “He cost Liverpool
a round thousand pounds, byt 15 coming
on at such a poace that he promises to be
worth much more than that figure,

One nf the really luh:r:.,-ﬂtu:g Per S0 -
Lh]:lllt!-."l- in the Liverpool side is another

“veteran "—Harvry Chanibers, the inside-
left. He has often played for England—

a burly footballer with s wenderful shot
u hich gonlkeepers tell me makes the ball
swerve in  the most amazing way.
Uhambers is still the mspiration of the
Liverpoo!l forward line, and though the
offictals  must inevitably begin to look
round for a sueccessor, it will be o sad
day for the club if.they can't find as
good a man. And players as good as
Chambers are not easily found.

For the outside-lo ft ‘berth they have
Fred Hopkin, a man who doesn’t score
gouls hlmHlf but ‘who sees to it that his
inside mllauguea have chances to score
goals from his centres.

The Best . Hobby
of All—Wireless !

There iz no more fascinstin
hobby for boys than Hadio, an
nothing else that can glra ns
much plefisure. There is the
interest of making your own seb
yourself, apd |I' you nh‘nnd* hava
a set, Ib s always possible to

im rove it and keep it up to date,

Viether you want to muke a
E-H- or to experiment with wour
presént one, Yyou muost have
POPULAR WIRELESS—the paper
that is specinlly written to help
vo. Buy a copy today and

you'll want it every week.

PULA

Every Thursdowy A all hewsagentd,

=

-_ >
A huge gift which is surs to please every collector!

kinds ASREAD MYSTERY PARCEL WHICH IS FULL.OF O
PAKCEL BY RETURN!

FREE MYSTERY PARCEL !!

Btamps galore—und good

| § 4 u send 2d. A SPLENDID MAGNIEYING GUH
Lebes VICTOR BANCROFT,

.-i_-...l-—l—ﬁ
, all of theml. USEFEL &GE LES of m-ni'g

D THENGS. . Ja'-rltn ¥-and you wlll n MYSTER
. A TR £ V08 Approviis.

Matlock.

HEIGHT COUNTS

in “winning gupcess. Helght Increased — health and
p!iﬁlquﬁ dmproved . “Wonderful results, Send fot

£100 guarantes, Lo — GIRYAN
ﬁ' aﬂwﬂa}.ﬂn Stroud E-run Rd., London, N.4.

CINEMATOGRAPH
ILLUSTRATED

PRICE LISTS FHE’E
Agents for ¥ Campro” Cine.
Camera-Projector, - |
FORD'S (Dept. A.P.),

13, Red Lion 5q.|

;A London, W.C. 1.
'l ' Entrance Dane Stroet.”

Muphines from 5/«
to £18. Lighting
Sets, = Rewinders,
Spools and all ac-
pessorigs. Films all’

& subjects,
Sample Film 1/- post free.

STAMP COLLECTOR’S OUTFIT FREE!!

uoh . Gange ang .,Case, -Bramp - Mounts,  Britlsh Colonlals, :ete. A
< *wdhdorful upmﬂnnu}ﬂ m: poatagn And roguest Approvals:
IH;IIIH & TOWNSEND, LONDON ROAD, -L

HEIGHT INCREASEII §/- Ogmplate
Coursa
l 8 inchop / In ONE lﬂHTE-

b Without® lprllll.ll-l:n.l-—dm.ll—ﬂl' disting. * ° '
!I!:IE FAMOUS €LIVE SYSTEM NEVER FAILS.
Domplnto Course 5/ P.O. post free, or further partics. stamp,
#. A. CLIVE Harrock Hoase, COLWYN BAY, North Walm.

L“SH l N G SELF=- nuusnmuaﬂ:sa.

SHYNESS, TIMIDITY,

Duiplicate Stamp Albvam, GO different” Stamps (25' unused). Perfors I

RPOOL.

‘Bimpls T-day Permanent Home Curs for elthar NEX. B
Auto L an, drill, ete.  Write at -once, mentiog ** M ﬂ..
l.nj ab ua.rti:,sulln e I"I.]] rilvataly.

j.ll Saints Road . ANN l-ﬂ!l-llll..

" AGIB THIGKS ete.—Parcels, 28, 5/8. \'Em!lm- ulat’s

L Instrument, Invisible.' Imitate Birds
Priceéd.each,4for] -.—T. W.Harrlson, 239, Pentonville Rd., London, N.1.
STOP STAMMERING.. St dousselt o 1A, Far

HUGHES. 7. SOUTHAMPTON ROW, LONDON, W.C.1,

FILMS from EE 1.000 ft. 110-ft. Sample,” gd.

post 3d. Lists free. —nﬂﬁ\"l.ﬂlil 48, Il.[i'l.llll
nn;u. FOREST GATE, LONDON, E.7.

Enlr t'lm fingat Covomry bkl ayclan
4 DAYSE' APPROVAL, PACKED.
rnnn AND CARRIAGHEH PAID,-ou L l'LLLING

"Lowest _canh " [PMITIT]

'L receipt of .o small Geponits
pricea, or ocas jm,fmmr. germa. 4 °

§ Write Iﬂ‘l‘ ‘ltlt argain Lists NOW,

il THE WORLIZ
@ 3

TRIAL without obligation t-ﬂ hng'g
CYCLES are British thro ut and
sent straight to you. d.lm-ct. from our
factory. Wnndarful EASY TERMS.

Supeth quallty and cusy rypaing. Guasantesd
CHEAPEST Hﬂé&% TN} 'i'l

E BEFOL
CYCLE A E‘EEEEH E
JUNO CYCLE Cﬂ. ( uU.2),
168, Bishopsgs Lnundm ELC.2.

: f yoursclf under ALL clroui
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