“MUTINY 17 S o o Ve et

W No. 1,047, Vol. XXXIll, Wesk Ending March 10th, 1928.

“JIMMY THE PUG"” SOON SETTLE> THE REMOVE REBELS!
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~* READ WHAT OUR FOOTBALL EXPERT SAYS ABOUT THE " DERBY BRIGHTS™!

- i W W,

NE of the strapge things about
0 foothall is the way the names of
certain players are inevitably
associgted with cerlain  clubs
even after those players are no longer
won on the field. Theose of s who are
not so young as we used to be never
think of Derby Copunty without at the
same time thinking of Steve Bloower,

Of course, you didn't see lnm play—
vou probably weren't born when he was
scoring goals, But yon may have heard
iliat this Steve Bloomer got more goals
tlhann any other plaver has ever scored
in first-class foolball. He played for
Derby County almost throughout his
wonderful ecareer as inside-right,

There iz no Bteve Bloomer in ihe
Derby County team to-day — perhiaps we
can =ay that there is ne Steve Bloomer
in foolball, That there ara himits to
what one mar can go, however, 13
shown by the fact that Derby County
have never won eifher the Cup or the
First Division championship, and they
won't do ecither this season.

Absolute Genius !

Really, though, their story, so far as
ihe Cup is concerned, is one of sheer
hard luck. They have got as far as the
Qemi-Final on eight differcent occasions—
o record exceedod by three eclubs only.
On three oecasions the team has been in
the Final tie. First they were beaten
by three goals to one, then by four
poals to one; and, lastly, when the third
lime was oxpected to pay for all, they
were whacked by Bury by six goals to
nothing. That, 1
might say, is the
higgest score  ever
recorded against sy
side in a Cup
Final, so that wo
can =4y that Derby

have one “dis-
tinetion.”

It 15 a slrange
story which I have to
tell of the Derby
Counly team of the
present  seasol.
Their prospects

looked gaod at the
start, but they
fared Dbadly, and
rl:.ll.' i !JIIHI'! wWOert al
the bottom of the
League. Things
were beginning o
look desperate, So
Mavager Jobey—
one of ithe many
managers who has
been associated with
Newcastle United—
took the ram Dby
the horns, as we
might say, and
completely  revolu-
tionised the team.
He didn't do it
with a cheque-book,
either, He pgot hold
of "the promising

Wilkes, Qarr,

youngsters, put them iuto the side, and
told thewmn tfmt he had faith in them.
And the faith was justified to this extend
—that in one spell of eight League
matehes thess voung lads of Derhy

County gained thirteen points—five wins
and three draws, without a singlo
defeat.

In the team which brought about tho
transformation, and relieved the officials
of worry about relegation being the fate
of the e¢lub once more, there were only
two players whoe were in the side at the
start of the scason.

If things had goune differently we
should have said that Manager Jobey
had taken a foolish gamble. Judging
the man by results, however, we must
now admit that he showed absaoluin
genius. There are few stories in the
history books of football so strange as
the transformation of Derby County
during the present season,

So I propose to tell you about these
lads who have “bucked up " the Derby
team, but must Brst of all show how apt
are the words “bucked up." Derby
County are known m'm':l.-'.*.ﬂm'i: ns the
Rams,

An Ellective Delfence!

The pet name came to them because
the Derby coat of arms takes the form
of a buck in a park, Now for some
notes about these two-legped rams who
have butted in good and plenty, justify-
ing their manager's faith,

In goal is a six-foot lad named Wilkes,
I didn't know of his existence until the

Bcott. Front row — Bacon,

Whitghouss,

i
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Derby County
F.C.

Known throughout the footer
world as the “ Rams.”
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prosent scason was well omder way.
'Then he was put between the posts when
Oley was hurt, and did so well thai
Olney soon discovered that he hadn't o
chance of geiting back into the first
team. S0 he asked for las " papers,”
and was transferied to Aston Villa,

It looked like a big blow for Derby
when Tom Cooper wus hurt, for Tom 13
recognised as one of the finest full-backs
m tha game. He playved Tor England,
and one clubh was said io have offered
Dexby six thousand pounds for him.
When Cooper fell out, Carr went in—a
lad with his name to make. He imme-
diately started to make it, too, and now,
with George Collin, helps to make up &
most effective defensive line,  Collin
comes from Spennymoor United, and
was only signed on from this junior club
in Novoember. DBut he was mmmediately
put into the team and his made good.

At night-hall James Mcelotvre 15 one
of the players who has scen considerablo
service with the club, and has been
there for several years. He 1s still good
enough, but there is another right-half
in Scott—another Scot, by the way—who
15 also good enough to make the officials
wonder which is the belter of the two
men. Soolt came ta Derby {rom the
Airdrieonians last sumumer,

Footballer and Cricketer, Too!

A much-travelled player is “ Micky ™
O'Brien, many times capped for Ireland
as a centre-half, e gained famo with

(Continued on page 28.)

“DERBY BRIGHTS?” OF THE FIRST DIVISION.

Reading from left to right, photeo shows: Back row — Crooke, Melntyre, O'Brien, Collins,

Storer, Bediord, Stephenson, Mes.



QUITE AN ACQUISITION ! The vebels of the Remové snap their fingers af law and order now that Lor@ Mauleverer

ga their leader. Buf Mauly's not beaten.

promplly engages Jimmy to de the dirty worlk !

If he can't keep his rebels in order, ** Jimmy the Pug '" con, and Manly

Ancther Rousing Story of the Adventures of Harry Wharton & Co., the rebels

of the Greyfriars Remove.

THE FIRST CHAPTER.

Loder Takes the Lead !
6 -[T'H up to the Sixth!" said Loder.

Gerald Loder, of the Grey-
friars Sixth Form, made that
remark in the prefects’-room.

He addressed nobody in  particular,
but his eyes were fixed on Wingate, the
captain of the achool, as he apnﬁe.

Most of the Greyiriars prefects woere
in the room, and they had been dis-
cussing & topie which was now almost
the only topic at Greyfiriars—the rebel-
lion of the Remove,

In ordinary circumstances, the
Remove were considered rather small
beer by the senior Forms; indeed, there
wire Bixth Form men who affected not
to know that the Lower Fourth existed
at all,

But the circumstances were not
ordinary now. They -were cxbra-
ordinary. In fact, they mighl have

been termed extra oxtraordinary,
Nover before in the history of the old

school had the Lower [Fourth, or
Remove, filled the limelight to this
extent,. Never before had that rathor

unruly Form filled the thoughts of the
Head, the staff, and the other Forms,
sefiior and jumior. But now. any
strangor who had dropped in and heard
the talk going on in the prefects’-room,
or the Fifth Form games studv, or the
Rag, would bave concluded that the
Remove was the most important Form
in the schiool. Anyone who had heard
the talk in Masters’ Common-room
would have supposed that the staff were
more interested in the Lower Fourth
than in their own Forms. At the pre-
sont time the Remove were getting the
spotlight, and getting all of it

“It's up to the Sieth, in my opinion,™
repeated Loder. “We can't let things
go on as they are.  The prefects will
become the laughing-stock of Grey-
friars, at this eate.”

“Why use the fulure tense?" drawled

Walker. “The l]:n-at'e-nts have become
”]E laughing -stock of Urevfriars, if you
ark mo "™

*¢ Nobody asked you, sir, she said *!"
murmurmf Gwynne of tho Sixth,

Walker sniffed.

“Loder's right,” he said. “It's up to
the Sixth, and 1t's especially vwp to the
head prefect.”

Wingate took heed al last,

“If you men have anv suggesiion to
make, make it,” he said.“I'd be jolly

glad to bring those young sweeps to
heel.”
“The Head expects it of us,” said

Loder.

“Not much good expecting the im-
possible,” answered the captain of Grey-
friars. *“The Head, aftor all, hasn't
dealt with the Remove himsclf, and I
don't see where we come in."

“Well, I do,” said Lodor. “The
Head has a right to depend on the pre-
focts to uphold authority, He ordered
uz to go over to High Oaks, where
those young wrascals have fixed their
hﬂndl:!uurturﬁ. and foich them back.”

“Well, we went, and failed,” grunted
Wingate; “and the Fifth Form men
went, and failed worse. Do you want
another shindy at High Oaks, with
those young sweeps pelling us from
th::ﬁ:-“*n'mdnw:. and turning l'lie hose on
s !

“No. More ways than one of killing
n cat,” said Loder. *“1f I were head
prefect I should jolly roon think of a
way.

Wingate- gave Lim 2 rathier grin

look,
“Well, yvou're vot head prefect, but
that's no reason why you shouldn't

think of a way. il yvour brain will run
to 1it,” he said. “What's the way
vou're thinking of "

“There's such & thing as strategy,"”

said Loder. ““;{*‘TP tricil —ar, vather,

you've tried-rushing tactics, and
]

they're not any good. The woung

rotters have got thewsclves fairly dug
in st Hich Oaks, and they can't Lo got
aut, in the lnmp! But there's only two
or three ringloaders—Wharton  and
Manloverer and Cherry are the worst—
and if we got hold of them the rest
would chuck up the sponge. Once get

By FRANK r ICHARDS.

llhl'ir leaders away and lhrjr' are done
tor."

“Perhaps,” sanid Wimgatoe.

“No  perhaps about it." retorted
Loder. “Three or four of the voung
rascals will be enough—the ringleaders.
Unee they're bronght back here the rest
will follow like sheep.”

The captain of Greyfriars  looked
thoughtful. He wuas as anxiouns as any-
ono in the school to end the present
extraordinary state of affairs, and to

march the Removites back to Greyfriars.
But he shook his head.

“1 don’t feel sure of that,” he said.
*“And, anyhow, how aro you going to gul
hold of the ringleaders? The whole
crew will stand together, if we go over
o High Oaks, the same as they did
before.™

“Strategy,” said Loder. “Keep an
eve on the place, and catch the young
rascals singly.”

Wingate's lip curled.

" Precious occupation for Sixils Form
profeets,” he said., " Cateh e hianging
about watchmg for them!"

“Not good cnough?” asked Loder,
wilh a sueer.

g h’n.'r

“Load enough for me. anvhiow.”™

retorted Loder. “IT vou dou't care to
take it on, vou can leave it to me,
Wingate.™ -

“T'll do that with pleasure,” answored
the captuin of Greviriars, shrugging liis
shouldera. " You're more than welcome
to the job, Loder. If you suceeed in
putting down the Remove rcbellion I

shall be surprised. But try, by all
means. "

“Go w and win, dear man.” said
Gwynne. “I rather think the Remove

will be too much for you: but T wish
you luck.™

“You'll goe!” snapped Loder.

And Gerald Loder walked out of e
prefects"-room with lis  friends Carne
and Walker. Wingate looked afrer
them with a rather sareastic expression.

“Think there's anvthing in it old
bean *" azked Gwvnno.
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“Hardly. They'll get leave from
laxses to try it on, 1 durc say, and I
fancy that's what they want emcily.”

1t will menn a leg-up for Louer if
e pulls it off, old chap., The Head
plninly doesu't know hew to  handle
thoke Remove sweeps,” said Gwynne.
“He's letting them rip, not because he
wtits to, bhut siinply because he doesa't
~iow how ta handle them. Auy chap
oo solved the giddy problem for hiu
sould be in bigh favour sfterwards.”™

Wingate nodded.

“Maght he made head prefect, you
kow, T mivrennired  Gowy e,

“1 know,” aswnied Wingate. * Loder
would hke 1o give me a fall. I think
it's veory likely that i ho pgot the
Remove back to Grewfriars, and the
rebellion at an t‘f‘lﬂ, l!i’ll‘b Head would
make him head prefeet in my place,
faney thot's what he's got in mind. Let
hie go alwead. He knew I wounldn't
ke on snch a stunt, or he wouldn’t
have meutioned it to me. Hanging
about in pwbush, watching for stray
joniova, isn't quite in my line, and I've
wot other things to think of.”

“But if he pulls it off—"

“Let him, if he ecan,” said Wingale
indifferently, 1 don’t think it's likely,
though., Lot him rip, anyhow.™

And Wingate said no more on the
-nhject. He was quite well aware that
Loder's object woes more to give him a
fall than 1o vrestore order in the
Remaove and vindicate the authority of
e headmastor, lut hoe thought it
very unlikely that Loder would sueeved,
and e was not mneh interested anyway.

But Loder of the Sixth, at all evernts,

Jind Iigh hopes.

The wnest day Loder, Carne, and
Walker were not seen in the Sixth
Form room, which showed that they had
obtained leuve from the Head. Dr.
Lacke, in e present disconcerting state
of affairz, was probably roady to cateh
st straw, and ovidently ho was giving
Lodor a chanee, Lodor & Co, were got-
fing oult of Greok, at anv raie.

But whether they would sueceed in
dealing with the vebels at High Oaks
was another mattor. .

THE SECOND CHAPTER.

Mauly's Man !
‘M

AULY ™
“Where's Maulyt™
There was o roar of volces.
Higli Oaks School was in a

staie of upiroar,
B e o

THE TRUTH ABOUT THE

FOREIGN LEGIO

By ibe Author of " Eeau Geste."

Hera is thoe tiwe story of thoe moss
r?muun corpa in world—ils wara, its
'm“ur:"' “{-. m'um ;h“hu mnt*f - u
‘a WUrer. ary o

Geste ™ on Lthe pletures should read this in

PICTORIAL

WEEKLY - -
Outon Twes.,, Mar, Gih. Make rure of a copy
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“*Wher-'s that
Baolsover major.

“1 say, yeu fellows——"

“Where's Mauly

Consideredd as a school, High Oaks
was not in a satisfactory state, Over
the gate was a gilt-lettered board, an-
nouneing tho fact that the ono-time
manor house was now “High Oaks
School.” Bat if it was a school 1n name,
it did not look :uch like a school m
fact.

Some fellow:, selling & good example
to the rest, were in the class-room.
Harry Wharton & Co, were there, and
half a dozon other follows. The rest of
the Remove were rtoaming at large,
looking for Lord Mauleverer—their
leader—wnith the intention of ducking
him in the pond, Rebellion in the Re-
movoe had degenerated into riot, and
the juniors were quite out of hand, The
leading spivits in the outbreak were
Bolsover major and the Bounder and
Skinner, but a large majority ol the
Form lad joined in. They were fed-up
with playing ot school, ss Skinner
described i, and their idea was that so
long as the Remove remained away
from Greyirviars the Remove were going
to have a high old time, with nqt.hx:dg;
im the nature of lessons even mentioned.

“1 sav, wvou fellows!" yelled Billy
Bunter, “He's gone into the House!
He's got somehody with him!” )

“Come on !"" shouted Bolsover mn jor.

“Have lum oul !" yelled BKinner.

“Duck him !

“Hurrah!”

“We'll jolly woli show Mauly whether
wa're gong to have elasses here!”
grinned Snoop,  “What's the good of
getting ot of Greylrars if we're going
to have classes 77 .

“No good ot all,” grinned Hazeldene,
“Lot's have Mauly out and give him a
lesson.,

“What-ho 1"

And the erowd of Removites rushed
for the big doorway of the House. Lond
Mauleverer was in the old hall of High
Oaks, and he smiled as he heard tho
rush coming. Mauleverer had a surprise
in stora for the rebels, He stood with
his back to the fireplace, his hands in
his pockets, waiting for the rush. Beside
himi stood James Juggins, otherwise
known a3 Jimmy the Pug, s thickset
man, with a damaged nose and several
missing {eeth; a very tough-locking
custamer.

Mr. James Juggins had been a boxer
and a chucker-ont at a picture palace,
and soveral other things. Now he was
Enin to be Lord Mauleverer's right-
and man at High Oaka.

James looked puzzled as he henrd the
rush of footsteps and the rear of voices
outside,

“Row going on here, me lord? he
asked.

"Ylu,”

“My eye!” said Jimmy ihe DPug.
“1s that the job you've got me for, me
lord 1"

Il?uﬁ“‘l

“Right-ho!"” said James. “You'll
find me all there, me lord.” And James
spat on his hands as a preliminary.

Mr. Alfred Juggins, school porter and
goneral factotum at High Oaks, bolted
into the hall like a rabbit into & burrow.
The exuberant juniors had met him out-
sida, and Mr. Juggins looked as if the
meeting had been & stormy one. Ho
was breathless and dishevelled and
dusty.

"ﬁj‘ lord——"" he spluttered.
IIY‘“E‘H' T
“The—the young

nss Mauly ¥ roared

P g v
exciled, m ord,” splut T
Jugﬁ'im. "i'h{'j'—'l}l have rolled me
i"‘}u'f: ravel, my lord ™

[

E‘J 0

“They—they
lordship.™

“Yaas'

““1—-1 fear fhey are pong o duck
your lordship.”

“Yaas. It's all screnc, Juggins”
sald Lord Mauleverer. *“Your cousin
James bas arrived. He's here.”

“Oh!" gasped Mr. Juggins. .

He gave James a nod and a giin,
pud James winked in response. Moro
than a doren Jugginses were pow in the
service of the new owner of High Oaks,
and James was the latest recruit. He
was likely to prove the most wvaluable,
in the present state of affairs.

“The fellows are rather out of hand,
James,"” explained Lord Mauleverer.
“They're a bit excited. They're kickin'
over the traces, and 1'm goin’ to restoro
order. You're goin' to help me. Beel’

“Leave it {o me, me lord,” grinned
James,

“I rather think you can do it, dea:
man.""

“1 rather think so,” chuckled James.

Certainly James looked as if he could.
. “*1 say, you fellows, here's Mauly!”
squeaked Billy Bunter. ‘

“Here he is!" roared Bolsover major.

“Have him out!”

“Collar him!"

“Duck him ™

“You're for it now, Mauleverer!™
grinned the Bounder.

Lord Mauleverer held up his hand,

“Bilence !" he rapped.

“"Collar him!"

“Give a man a chance to speak "
nrged Mauleverar, *‘Just a fow words,
dear men.™

“Rats!" roared DBolsover major. -

“Oh, let him chin,” said the Bounder.

are looking. for your

“Wo're goin' to duck him; . anyhow
Cet it off your chest, Mauly, bubt buck
‘Ip.ij

“Only a foew words,” said Lord Maule-
verer placidly.  “'Look heore, you men,
1 don't enll this playing the game.”

“Rats1" :

“We left Greylriars as a prole:l
against the Head dismissin’ our Form
master, Mr. Quelch. We settled that
we wouldn't crn back till Mr, Quelch
was reinstated. So long as the Head
was obstinate, an’ refused to do Quelchy
justice, wo meant to run High Oaks as
a school. That programme still holds

Eood. The whole Form elected me
ader—""

“We've chucked you now,”
Hazel.

“1I'm not goin' to be chucked,” ex-
plained Lord Mauleverer calmly. “I
decline to Lo chucked; 1 decline most
distinetly. I'm goin' to keep order here,
and all you men are goin' to e lhe
line. Got that?"

‘“Ha, ha, hal” _

“How are you going to do it?"

“Collar himn ™

“Is that all 7" demanded the Bounder.

“Yaas, exceptin’ that 1 order you all
to go into the class-room; and if you
F-;’. at once, an' keep order, I'll overlook
1his,

“You — you — you'll overlook it!"
gasped Bolsover major. “You frabjous

ass, wo're to duck you!"
Bﬁﬂuﬂlr ﬂa silly ass!”

“Hold on!” rapped out Lord Maule-
verer, as the Removites advanced on
him, “I've got a man here o keop
order. James!"

“Yes, my lord?"

“I'm goin' to cane all these fellows
for disobedience to orders. You're to
sce that they take it quietly,

“wy my lord.”™ i

“Well, my hat!” ejacula the
Bounder, staring at Mr. Juggins’ gin
James “Do you think we'll let thet
scarecrow bullyrag vs, Mauly 1™

“Yaeas™

grinned
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Quite unsuspiclous ol Loder, Walker and
Carne hiding behind the tree, Harry
Wharton sauniered along the Ilane.
The three prelects watched him with
grinning faces. *“* The very [lellow we
want [ "’ said Loder. *“* He's the ring-
leader of the rebels, you know ; eaptain
of the Remove. We'll ecollar him ! ™

{Sﬂ# Uﬁﬂptﬂ a.)

"“We'll jolly soon show you!" shoutod
Vernon-8mith. ““Collar that tramp, you
fellows, and run him out of the place,
and then we'll give Mauly what he has
been asking for.” '

“Whﬂ-t'hu’!',

Cousin James, with a grin on his
scarred and tiamn.ﬁ;:d face, placed him-
self before Lord Mauleverer. His big
knuckly fists were closed, bis square jaw
pmtruﬁnd. his little deep-sel eves
gleamed. He looked so exceedingly
tough a customer that some of the
Removites hesitated, and Billy Bunter
promptly backed to the rear, and somae
other flellows followed his prudent
oxample. But the rebels were strong
in numbers, and most of them wore
plucky. TLed by the Bounder and
Bolsover major, they rushed at James,
and the next momont the old hall of
High Oals was tho scenc of a terrific
affray.

. a —

THE THIRD CHAPTER.

Order |
"J ARRY WHARTON & CO., in the
H - class-room, loocked at one
another.

Lovally the Famous Five had
gone into class. They had agreed to
back up Lord Mauleverer as leader of
the Remove rebellion, and they were
Lacking him up.

A few other fellows
thoir example.

Muark Linley was taking the place of
n Form master in the class-room, And
his class, though few in pumbers, was
orderly.

There had been backslidings, to some
extent, even on the part of the Famous
Five, In a school without & master it
was really not easy for [ellows to keep
up to the mark.

had followed

|

bl
ik

el )

But Harry Wharton & Co. were keep-
ing up to the mark now; and had their
example been fn]!nwurf, High Oaks
would have beon quiet and orderly,
But Lheir example was not followed.
Indeed, Mark Linley had had to lock
tho door to keep the rioters out of the
class-room itself; the Bounder and his
companions having determined to rag
the class-room and make a bonfire of
tho school books.

The din in the hall penctrated to the
room where the more dutiful portion of
tho Remove sat in class; and the din
was growing louder and louder,

“Look here, we'd better see what's
going on,” Bob Cherry declared at last.

“Munuly told vs to stop here!” mur-
mured Nugent,

“Mepuly's an ass!"

“Yes; put we agreed—~"

"Bounds to me as if Mauly is gelling
the regging of his life,” said Harry
Wharton. “He can’t want us to stop
here while he gots it."

“Not lhikely,"” grinned Johnny Bull
“Lot's go and sce—Mauly may be in
pieces by this time."”

“The piccefulness is probably terri-
fie,” remarked Hurree Jamset Rain
Singh, with a chuckle.

“Marky's Form master,” said Bob.
“Bhall we go and see what the row is,
Marky, aold bean?™

Mark Linley nodded.

“I really think we'd better,” he said.
“1t sounds as if poor old Mauly is get-
ting a fearful ragging.”

“Come on, then." .

And the class left their places.
Mark unlocked the door, and the
jumiors poured out., They ran down the
passage to the hall, the uproar growing
simply tremendous as they drow nearer
to the scene of sction,

“What tbe thump—" gasped Bob
Cherry, as he stared into
through an open doorway.

“My only hat!"” yvelled Peter Todd.

“Great pip!”

the hall

N

™

. _ -
y -..“-..:‘- o
'_“1-.;__-.._'-.
h‘_‘_"%:":.

The juniors stared Dblankly ot the
scene in Hall.

Lord Mauleverar stood withh his back
to the fire, his hands in his trousers
pockets, and a serene smile upon his
noble face. Evidently Mauly was not
in trouble,

Tho trouble hed fallen u&mn the re-

calcitrant mewmbers of the Remove.

Cousin Jamoes, alias Jimmy the Pug,
was busy.

Six or seven Removites lay on the
floor, breathless, dizzy, almost wonder-
ing what bad happened to them. Still
more woere dodging away in alarm.
James had Bolsover major by the collar
with one hand, and the Bounder by the
collar with the other. Both the juniors
were sturdy fellows: but they were like
infants in the berculean grip of Jimmy

the Pug. As Harry Wharton & Co.
looked 1 James was bringing their
heads together with a resounding

CONCUASI0N.

Crack | Crack!

“Yarcoooh!" roarcd Bolsover major.

“Ow! Ow!" shrieked the Bounder,

Crack !

“ Yoooop!"

“Reseue!”  yelled SBmithy, “You
rotten funks! Lend me a hand!”

Two or three of the rebels made a
desperate rush at James. The old pug
released Smithy and Bolsover, who
rolled yelling on the floor. He grinned
as he faced hizs new assailants, and hit
out right and left.

The rebels went over like ninepins.

Jimmy the Pug was by nc means hit-
ting his hardest. Had he done o
there would have been serious hospital
cascs at High Oaks.

But he was hitting hard enough.
Fellows who reccived his punches felt
as if a mule had kicked them.

The Doundor serambled furiously to
his feet, and sprang at Cousin Jamoes
like a tiger. o struck at the scarred
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face of the voteran with &ll the strength
of s arm, and the blow landed.

Clouzin James did not even wink,

Hefty as the Bounder was, and
powerful as was that drive of his strong
. right arm, it bad ahsolutely no efiect
on the old pugilist. Doubtless 1t was a
mere jest, after what Jimmy the Pug
had been through in lus days in the
roped ring.

Indecd, an observer might bave sup-
posed thar James Juggins did not even
know that he bad been punched, but for
the fact that he turned on the Bounder
und gave him & tap on the chest.

It was what James would have called
a tap. Anyons else would have called
it a terrific drive. '

It lifted the Bounder clean off bis
feet and laid him on his back with a
crash,

“Ow!"” he gasped, and lay where he
was, The tough Bounder was hors de
combat now; and he bad had enough of
James at close guarters. -

“My only hat!" murmured uilf.
“Aauly's got n good man there! Who
is that merchant, and where did he
spring from 1"

Bob Cherry chuckled. Y

“]1 told you Mauly had something up
his sleeve,” he said. “That is what he
had up Lis giddy sleeve. That chap
looks lll?&m a prizefighter.”

“He hits like one!” grinned Nugent.
“T'm rather glad that I made up my

mind to be good.”

“Ha, ha, ha!l”

“The goodfulness is the proper caper,
in the esteemed cirrumsiances,’

chortled the Nabob of Bhanipur.

There was no doubt that the [lellows
who had tood the line were boetter off
than the fellows who hadn't. ﬂulsuyer
major and his merry men were having
the time of their lives

Half the rebels of the Remove had
fled, and the other half strewed the
floor round about the Hall.

Cousin James, who had not turned a

hair, looked inquiringly at Leord
Mauleverer, and jerked a stumpy
thumb ot the doorway where Harry
Wharton & o. stood, intercsted
spectators.

“Bhall I mop
lord 1" he asked.

“Oh, gad! No!” Lord Mauleverer
glanced weross et the Co. *“'What are
vou men doin' out of the class-room?

“We camp along to save your life,
Mauly !"” chockled Bob.

Lord Mauleverer grinned.

v James is doin' that,” he answered.

them wup;, too, my

“Vou hlke back to the class-room.
The reet of the Form will soon he
thore™

“ Right-ho, old hean!™

Harry Wharton & Co. returned to
(e clase-room. They had little doubt
ihat the rest of the Form would soon
join them there, TLord Mauleverer's
measures were drastie, and looked like
heing erowned with succoss.

“Mauly’s the man for them!”
chiuckled Squiff. “I fancy we're going
to have order at last.” '

“The orderfulness will he——"

“Porrific ! chuckled Bob  Cherry.
“Hallo, hallo, hallo! Here they
come ¥

Billy  Bupter bolted into the class-
roous, gugmg for breath. Skinner and
Snoop and Stott came in after them,
cqually in a burrv. Hazel was the
next, and after Hazel came a dozen
INore,

Order was being restored. Classes
seamed to have a sudden attraction for
the rebels, who only a short time ago
had abolished classes at High Oaks, and
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had been looking for Mauly with the
intention of ducking him in the pond,

“I eay, you fellows,” gasped Bunter,
“that awful beast Mauly has sprung a
prizefighter on us!”

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Pesperate discases require desperate
remedies!” chortled Bob, “You can
vead that in Bhakespeare, Bunty.”

“Blow Shakespearel Blow Mauly!

I say, you fellows, if this goes on 1
shall have another barring-eut.”

“We'ra mnot standin’ 1t!” snarled
Skinner.

“No fear!"” hissed Snoop.

“Go and tell that old pug sol”

chuckled the captain of the Remove.
“No good telling us.”

“1 say, you fellows, Bolsover's got &
black eye—"

“He's weloome to it!” grinned Dob,

“SBmithy looks as if he's been under
n - traction engine—-"

“Smithy's always asking for it! It
will do him gﬂnd to get what he asks
for for once !’

“1 shall jolly well go back to Grey-
friars if this sort of thing is going on
here !* howled Hazeldenc.

“Botter stick it out! There's a
Head's flogging waiting for any fellow
who goes back to Greyfriars "

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! Here comes

Bolsover ™

Bolsaver major was coming, but he
was not coming willingly. His protest-
ing voice was heard as he came,

“T won't! I tell you I won't go!
Lanu, you ruffan! I'll bash you! I
tell you I won't— Yaroooh!"”

Cousin James appeared in the door-
way of the class-room, with the bully of
the Remove in his grip.

Bolsover major flew in.

He sprawled along the floor, yelling.

s We?dnmn home, Bolsover!” yelled
Bob Cherry.

“Ha, ha, hal"”

“Yarooooh 1"

Jimmy the Pug grinned and departed,
and returned a few minutes later with
the Bounder struggling in hi
The Bounder was tossed into the class-
room like a sack of straw. :

Then Lord Mauleverer walked in.

His lordship was calm and cheerful
and smiling. He seemed to be quite
satisfied with the method he had
adopted of restoring order at High
Oaks.

“ All hiere®"” Lo asked cheerily. “I'll
eall the roll, and you men answer to
your names! Stand by the door,
James [

“Yes, me lord |" ,

James stood grinning in the dogrway.
The job which Mr. Juggins had obtained
for his Cousin James at High Oaks
seemed to suit that gentleman down to
the ground, James looked as if he had
enjoyed his morning.

Lord Mauleverer ealled the roll.
Both Bolsover major and the Bounder

vefused to answer to their names; but
as they werc sprawling and gasping in
Mauly's sight, that did not matter. Dut

there were six other fellows who did
not answer because they were absent.

“Nix men missin' !” said Lord Maule-
verer. “Will you round them up,
James, and persuade them to come
here ™

“Yes, me lord ! grinned James.

He departed on his mission.

In a few minutes he returned with a
junior in either hand, gripped by the
collar. He tossed them, sprawling, into
the class-room. James' methods were
somewhat rough and ready, but quite
effective. There were four more
ahsentees, but in ten minutes James had
rooted them ouvt, and conducted them to
the class-room foreibly. -

his graap.-

“That
James.

“That's the lot, James.
and close the doar.”

“ Buttingly, me lord ™

James came in and closed {he door.
Lord Mauleverer glanced mildly over
the class,

“Take your places, you men ["

Only thoe Bounder and Bolsever major
remained out of their places, dogged and
defient.

“Bmithy ! said Lord Mauleverer,

“Go and eat coke ¥

(L] Eﬂ!ﬂﬂ?ﬂf ll]

“Rats !" snorted Bolsovoer major,

“Take your places ™

“Bhan't |

“We're startin' fresh this mornin'.
and lettin® bygones be bygones!"™ said
Lord Mauleverer cheerily. * All fellows
who toe the line from now on will be lot
off lickin's "

The Bounder gritted his teeth.

“You won't lick me, wyou checky
cad !

"Nor me!” snarled Bolsover major.

“Take yvour places at once !" rapped
out Lord Mauleverer, picking up a cano
from the Form master's desk—the desk
that had been placed thero for M.
Quoleh, but which the Remove naster
had so far declined to occupy.

For answer, the Bounder mado a rush
at Lord Mauleverer,

“James!"”

“'Ere, sir!"™ grinned James, as heo
grasped Vernon-Smith in a grasp of
iron and swept him off his {eet.

“Bend him over that chair ™

“¥Yessir |

Vernon-Smith, helpless in the grip of
the old pug, was bent face down over
the chair. Lord Mauleverer wielded the

cane.

Whaeck! Whaek! Whaek !
Whack | Whack !

It was “six " for the Bounder.

“Will you go to your place now,
Vernon-8mith " asked Lord Maule-
verer, with pertect calmnoss,

“No!" yelled the Bounder, slmost
choking with passion.

Six more times the cane lashed, the
Bounder struggling ineffectually in the
powerful grip of Cousin James.

The Remove looked on in silence.

“How about it now, Smithy " asked
Muauleverer.

“You rotter!* |

“That's not an answer "

“T'll smash you "

“Never mind the smashin’ now, dear
man! Will you go to your place and
toe the line " ;

“Never !" hissed the Bounder.

Bolsover ml.itnr quietly, almost soltly,
went to his place and sat down. The
bully of the Remove realised that he
was up against an iron determination,
and he did not want to go through it
as the Bounder was going. Of all the
rioters of the Remove, only the Bounder
remained obstinate; but he was very
obslinate indeed.

Lord, Mauleverer laid down the cane.

“Take him to an empty room and
lock him:in, James " he said.

“Yes, me lord 1"

“You'll be locked up on bread and
water, Smithy, till you make up your
mmind to behave yourself |

“You rotter!"”

“Take him away, James!"

Vernon-Smith was jerked out of the
class-room in the sinewy grasp of
James, The door closed behind them.
Lord Mauleverer glanced over a very
orderly Form. Some of the rcbels &ﬂa
him inimical looks, but most of them
had taken the change of affairs cheerily
enough. SBome of them were grinning.

tha lot, me lord?" asked

Now come in

Whack !
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“Geoutlemen.” said Lord Mauleverer,
with & vawn, “order is restored ! High
Oaks School will now proceed Lo busi-
ness "

“Hear, hear!” grinned Bob Cherry.

“Good old Mauly !" said Peter Todd.

“Just a word before we begin,” said
Lord Mauleverer. “Some of you may
not be satisfied with my methods. I
can't say I like 'em much myself, but
it was the only wn;v! I was elected
leader, and a leader's place 15 to lead—
what "

““Hear, hear "

“But dI'm ready to resign any
minute,” said his lordship.. “Bo long as
I'm leader, I'm goin' to keep order, and
High Oaks is going to be a school, not
a bear-garden! Cousin Jambs will be
always on tap te keep order. But if
vou fellows like to elect another leader,
'l stand down at once. Only in that
case, High Oaks will be shut down, and
you men will have the choice of goin’
back to Greyiriars to be flogged or
sacked, or goin” home, or doin’ anythin'
vou dashed well like! T don't want to

rude about it, but I bought High
Oaks for a school, not for a pande-
monium ! After class, any fellow who
isn't satisfied can walk out, with my
Irlllnld regards and best wishes, that's
l .H
. And Lord Mauleverer took his
in class; and for the remainder of the
morning Mark Linley had a very quiet
class to deal with—as orderly as ever
the Remove had been in their old Form-
room at Greyiriara under the gimlet eyve
of Mr. Quelch.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Bunter is Not Satisfied !

o AULY'S done i !" -
“It's a giddy miracle !”
“* Looks like it !"

Really, it did leok like it.
It was evening, and the Remove were
at prep in their studies at High Oaks.
Everv fellow had turned up to prep;
the Removites might have imapine
that they were still at Greyfriars.

Even the Dounder was there in the
study he shared with Tom Redwing,
working as quietly as any other fellow,
Ono day of solitary confinement and a
diet of bread and water had been
enough for the Bounder.

If e was not subdued, at least he
appeared to be so. He was al least
toeing the line with the rest of the
Remove. Even Billy Bunter rolled up
to prep, though he had loudly declarad
that he was going to bar himself out, as
he had done ence before since arviving
at High Oaks. Bunter seemed to have
Ewen up that idea, for the present,

owever ; Cousin James had a terrifying
cffect on the Owl of the Remove.

Lord Mauleverer had been absolutely
suecessfil in restoring order; High Oaks
was a school once more instead of &
bear-garden, though it still lacked a
master. Mauleverer had telephoned
again to Mr. Quelch, who was utilll atay-
ing on at the hotel in Courtfield, begging
himn to come over to High Oaks and take
control. Mr. Quelch's answer had been
short and u.hurE. and most decidedly in
the negative. But Mauly was prepared
to carry on, minus Henry Samuel
Quelch, the presence of Jimmy the
Pug being a guarantee of order and
diseipling, :

There iz always a fly in the ointment
somewhere, and the drawback to Lord
Mauleverer's success was the fuct that
he had to toe the line himself with the
rest. Personally, Mauly greatly pre-
ferred a school where there were no
lessons and no prep. But this was &

lace
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drawback that could not be helped, and
Mnauly played up manfinlly.

“Fancy old Mauly!" grinned Frank
Nugent, as he sorted out his books for
prep. “"Who'd have thought that he
would turn out a leader like this?"

Harry Wharton laughed.

“Mauly’s done it,” ho said. “I'm
backing him up all along the line,”

- Same bere, rather!” said Frank.

‘I say, you fellows—"

_ Billy Bunter's fat face and glimmer-
ing glasses looked in at the study door-
WAY.

“Hook it!" smid Wharton., “ Prop,
you know,"

“That's all rot,” said Dunter
peevishly. “I say, you fellows, I'm fed

ap with this. We might as well be at
roylriars."

“We've left Greviriars to back up Mr.
Quelcli, fathead.”

“Blow Mr. Quelch ™

“Blow him in your own study!"
suggestod Nugent, “You'd better get
on to prep, or you may got n licking in
the morning."”

“1 say, you [ellows, what do you think
the Head would do if a fellow went back
to Groyiriars on his own?" asked
Bunter.

He blinked anxiously ot Wharton and
Nugent, Evidently the Owl of the
Remove was thinking of deserting the
school which was turning out so very
unsatisfactorily, from his point of view.

“1 fanoy the Head would make an
example of any fellow who went back,”
answered the captain of the Remove,
lavghing. “ So long as we stick together
we're all right. If you want a Epﬂﬂiﬂ.“i
tough flogging, you've only got to wal
over to Greyfriars and ask for it."

" I—I dan’t think I—I shall go back,”
sahid Bunter, “Of ocourse, 1 wouldn't
desert you fellows. But I say—"'

“Prep 1" interrupted Wharton.

“Oh, blow prep! Look here, Whar-
ton, you're captain of the Remove, and
you've let Mauly take it oul of your
hands. ‘That's rather roiten for you,

ou know, I think yon ought to put

auly in his place. I'll back you up.
I don’t like to see Mauly swanking over
you, old fellow.”

Frank Nugent laughed, and Wharion
fixed his eyes on the Owl of the Remove.

“You'd like to see mo go for Mauly,
what?" asked the captain of the
Remove.

“That's it, old chap,” said Bunter
eagerly. “Put him in his place, vou
know. Mop him up.”

“Well, 1 won't go for Mauly,"” said
Wharton. “T'll go for you, old fat
bean—like this!"

“Yaroooh!" roared Bunter, as the
captain of the Remove grasped him by
the collar.

Bang !

There was a fiendish yoll from William
George Buntor as his bullet head smote
the study door.

“ Whooooop 1™

“Now, 1f you've got any mors sug-
gestions to moke——"" said Wharton.

Buntoer hadn't! At all events, he did
not stop to make any. He jerked him-
sell away and flod for his lit'le.

" Beast!” yelled Bunter
distance,

4 Wharton chinckled and closed the study
oor.

Billy Dunter rubbed his head and
wandered dismally on his way. P.ep
was going on in all the studies, but
Bunter was nol keon on prep. The
trouble was that if a follow peglected
hiz prep at High Oaks, under the new
regitne, he was likely to be licked in
the morning, just as ho might have been
at Gmgfrim. That state of affairs
roused Bunter’s deepest ire; but there it

from the

was! Bunter was wrathful and indig-
nant; but he did not intend to argue
the matter out with Jimm;,' the Pug,

Ho blinked into Smithy's study dole-
fully. After what the Bounder had been
through that day Bunter felt that
Smithy, at least, would sympathise with
a fellow who was up against Mauly, He
found both the Boundor and Tom Red-
wing busy with prep.

: say, you fellows o

Cheete it !" said Redwing, without
looking up. :

“You go and eat coke, Rodwing! 1
say, Smithy, old chap—" -

" Prep, you know, 'gsaid the Dounder,
with a sarcastic grm. “"We're under
orders now, Muauly
nonsense, "

]l‘tm:l wing glanced at Lis chum.

‘Mauly's right, Smithy," he sail very

Guietly.
the Bounder.

will sland no

"Quite!" agroed

;‘ '}'I'h_%t‘s why T'm goin’' to give him a
all.
_ "I say, Bmithy, you're the man to do
it," said Bunter cagerly. * You're the
very chap to put that beast in his
place.”

“I was thinkin' that you were the
chap !*" said Smithy,

Bunter jumped.

“Me " he ejaculated.

“Just you, old fat bean."

“I—I—I'd rather not bave any row
with Mauly," said Bunter hastily, “I—
I can’t enter into nny vulgar argument
with that man James Juggins. He's
rather too low for me to arguec with.
Beneath a fellow's dignity, you know. "

“Ha, ha, ha!" roared Redwing.

“Blessed if I can see anything to
cackle at,” grunted Bunter, **1 dare
say you like that low rotter, Redwing.
Birds of & feather.”

“Bhut up, you fal idiot!" szaid the
Dounder.

“Oh, really, Bmithy

“You'd better get goin' on your
prap. There's a lickin' in the mornin’
otherwise, Mauly will have that old
pug on hand, and I fancy no fellow is
goin’ to argue with him."

“It’'s  rolten!" groaned Bunter.
“What's the good of a rebellion if we
havo classos all the same 7

“"No gomd at all,” sgreed Vernon-
Smith. *I'm against it; but T've beon
handled by that pug once, and 1 don't
want any more. But yon—"'

*“1 decline to touch, the low beast,™

1 _bardly think you could handle
him,” grinned the Bounder. “ But
there are other ways, old fat man.

Y

You're so jolly clever—
l-lEh !.‘II
: "I:Ynu’vﬂ got such intellectual gifts

I. ._'___-I‘r

“That's so, old chep,” agreced the
fatuous Owl., “But I don't sen—""

"1 do, and I'll go into it with you
to-morrow. Now cut off and let a man
geot his work done.”

Bunter rolled awav. Tom Redwing
gave his chum a very keen look, with
a troubled expression on his face.

“What have you got in your mind,
Smithy " he Miiuﬂ.

“Lots of things,” yawned the
Bounder. * Among others, I'm goin’ to
bust up the show here. 1 had enough
of * Yes, sir,” and ' No, =ir,” at Groy-
friars, and I'm not keepin' it up here.

I''m goin' to down that ass Mauly.”
The Bounder's eyes glinted. *“Why, ]
wouldn't toe the hne, even il old

Quelch came here and took eontrol
Think I'm goin' to knuckle undoer to a
fool like Mauly*™
“1t's not knuckling under—it's play-
ing the game. We all agreed—"
*Oh, rats!"
“Anvhow, I don't see how ihnt Fab
Toe Magxer Lisrany.—No. 1047,



8 OUR MOTTO: CLEAN, WHOLESOME LITERATURE!

idiot Buuter ean help you,” said Red-
wing. _ )
“And IT'm nol goi’ to tell you,

grinned ihe Bounder. . )

And prep was presumed in Smithy's
study. Of all the Remove, only Billy
Bunter eut prep, snd the following
morning, in tho  clags-room, he was
called to account for the =ame, And to
the intense  indignation of William
George Bunter, he had to bend over—
puel a= if ho was back again with Henry
amuel Qualeh in the Remove room at
ECreyiriars,

—_— p—

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Loder's Luck ]

iy Ts Wharton "
I “Good luck !" _
Gerald Loder of the Greylriars
Bixth, grinned.

Loder of the Sixth was on the war-

nth.
¥ Wingate had loflily disdained to have
anything 1o do with the plan suggested
by Loder, as Loder was well aware he
wonld do, when he had suggested .
Hanging about High Oaks, watching
snd spying for a chance to get hold of
the Remove rebels singly, was not a
plan that recommended itscll to the
captain of Greyfriars, DBut if it was not
good enough for Wingate, it was quite
good enough for Gerald Loder,

Loder & Co. had lnaveo from thoe Head.
Yhat in itself was so much to the good,
from the point of view of Loder & Co.
Greek in the Sixth Form room at Grey-
friars was not exaetly attractive. Dr.
Locke, greatly puzzled and perplexed
how to deal with the rebellious Remove,
iad willingly given Loder leave to deal
with them—if he could. And there was
little doubt that if the prefect succecded
in putting an end to the present parlous
state of affairs, he would be in high
favour with thoe headmaster, and very
likely indeed to wrest the head-prefect-
ship from Wingate, who had failed.

Every day that passed made the situa-
tion more and more irksomo and humili-
ating to the Head of Greyiriars. lle
did not dream for one momenti of con-
ceding the demand made by the rcbels
Whatever mighi be the ressons for his
sudden und  unaccounteble prejudice
against Mr. Quelch, there was no doubt
that that prejudice was deep and strong.

The Remove master had been dis-
missod, and tha Head had no intention
whatever of reinstating him,

Probably he hoped that the Romove
rebellion would *“ peter out ™ of its own
adeord sooner ar later, and the juniors
would return to the school, But eer-
tainly there was no sign of that so far,
and if the Head entertained such a hope
it was a faint ono. Loder was mulrt:-:i
of high faveur if he succeeded in bring-
ng Fha Lower Fourth to heel, and
Lodor was sure that he could do it

Fortune seemed to be smiling on
Loder now. The three Sixih-Formers
hed been hanging about in the vicinity
of High Oaks all day, on and off ; and
now, rather late in the siternoon, the
very fellow whom théy would have
selected from all the Remove was walk-
i"E] fairly into their arms,

arry Wharton had come out of the
ates, and was sauntering away towards
Jourtfield. . .

Loder spotted him Yrom a distanece,
and immedmtelg backed behind a tree,
and Walker and Carne followed suit.

Quite unsuspicious of their presence,
the captain of the Remove walked on.
The three prefects watch>d him with
grinning faces, ;

“The very fellow we want!” said
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Loder. “He's the ringleador of the
whole gang, you kuow--captain of the
Remove. "

“I've heard that the young scovindiels
have made thot ass Mauleveror (heir
leader,™ remarked Carne.

“\We'll have that young rascul next,
It's a good lLeginning to get hald of
their Form-capinin.”

“Yes, rather. And he's really asking
for it," grinmed Walkes,

Harey Wharton, still  unsuspicious,
passid the spot where the cuetny were i
cover, and went on towstrds the tewn.
Wharton was bound on a shopping ex-
pedition to Courthield, and ns football
practice was going on at High Oake, he
went alone. Uertainly 1t did not cross
his mind for a moment thai encmies
were lurking near at band. All the
Remove were oarcful 1o keop st a safe
distance from Greyfriars when they took
their walks sbroad; and, so far, vothing
was known of Loder's deep designs ot
High Oaks, Wharton was quite uncon:
scious of danger till he heard the sound
of running feet behind him on the road,
Then he glanced over his shoulder, and
started at the sight of Loder, Cerne, and
Walker.

The three seniors eanie up with & rush,
and they were round the Removite in a
momaont.

“Got the young ead !" grinned Loder,

Wharton elenclicd his hands,

“Keep your distance!” he eaid
quietlv. “You've nothing te do wilh
me now, Loder; we're not at Groy-
friars.”

“You'll jolly soon be st Greyfriars,
though,” chuckled Loder. “We've been
looking for you, my pippin.”

“Oh!” said Harry. It devwned upon
him that this was not a chance encoun-
ter, as he hed supposed for the moment,

“You're the frst,” explnined Laoder,
with great sntisiaction. *“We're bag:
ging the ringlonders, and T fancy you'ro
the worst of the bunch, what? You're
coming to Greviviars with vs mow,"

“T'm not!" taid Harry coolly.

“1 faney you are! Collar him "

The three seniors closed in on the
junior,

The eapizin of the Remove had wno
chence in & struggle; but he did not
intend to be walked tamely back to
Greyfriars. Ho had only too lively an
anticipation of what awaited him t )

It did not scem to occur to Loder that
the cj}uniur would resist, He dropped his
hand heavily on Wharton's shoulder, to
march him off. The next moment he
staggeored back with a howl, as a
clenched fist was planted on hiz chin,
with all Wharton's strength behind it.
Loder sat down guite suddenly,

Wharton muede a swift spring, to

dash down the road. But Walker

gruped him at the same moment, and H

ragged him back. The next moment
his arm was pinioned by Carne,

“No, vou don't!"” grinned Walker.

“Not quite ! ch Carne,

The captain of the Remove stinggled

desperately. But either arm was
scourely pinioned now, end he was
helpleoss,

Lodes staggered to lus fect.  Tlo
carcesed his chin, his brow blacl; with
rage.

“You cheeky young rotter—*"

“Rats !
hissed Loder.

“Take him along!”
“I'll start him!" 2
And he kicked the junior savagely.
“0h, you rotter!"” yelled Wharton.
“Bettor come quietly,” grinmed
Cerne. “QGive him another, Loder.”
Loder gave him another, and then,
scoming to find solace in it, gave him 2
third and fourth. Wharton struggled

furiously, but be could not get his arms
free.

“ Now,
Loder,

Wharton went,

With a big senior grasping cach arm,
and Loder behind him with a ready
boot, he had no choice in the matler,

Back along the road he went; but Lae
liad not given up hﬂm yet. Ii the[v
passed the gates of High Oaks a yell
would bring n crowd of Removiles to
the resene.

But they did not pass the gates of
High Oaks., Loder was too wary for
that. They made a wide detour by the
ficld-paths, keeping quite out ofvsight of
High Oaks. '

Wharton walked between Carne and
Walker, his brow dark, and his eyes
gleaming. He was watching for a
chance to make his escape; but Loder &
Co. did not give him a chance.

They arrived at last at the gales of
Greyfriars, Gosling, the porter, blinked
gt thon as th went in. Goslin
grinned n gnarl in at the sight o
the eaptain of the Remove,

“8o you've come back, Master
Wharton }” said Goesling, “I s'pose I
shall be wanted to hoiwst that young
gentleman, Master Loder 1"

*1 fancy s0,” grinned Lader.

“Hallo, they've brought Wharton
back !" roared Eoker of the Fifth, as the
captain of the Remove was marched
across the quad. g

Thero was a rush to see the prisoner.

“They've got you, old bean,
chuckled Temple of the Fourth. -

“ Looks like it,"" asseuted Wharton.

“Hard luck ! grinned Hobson of the
Shell. “You're for it now.”

“Head's Aogging !” gaid Tubb of the
Third.” “The ﬁlud'a in a fearful wax,
Wharton.” i

Bolsover minor of the Third gave the

risoner a thetic look. Having &

rother in the e, Bolsover minor
rather sympathised with the rebels.

“Ta my major at High Oaks, Whar-
ton 7" he called out,

“Yes," answered Harry. .

“Good! They won't get him in a
hurry,” said Bolsover minor; and the
next moment he gave a yell, as Loder
cuffed him. “Ow! Yow!" :

“Bring the young rascal in, you men,”
said Loder.

And Harry Wharton was marchaod
into the House, where, in the Hall, he
met Dr. Locke, the Hoad of Greyfriavs.
- ““Wharton, sir !" said Loder cheerfully.
“T'vo brought this junior back to Grey-
iriars, sir!” ;

“You have done well, Loder,” said
Dy, Lofkn. “I am very much obliged
to you.

“Not at all, sir 1" said Loder modestly.

“You may release the boy,” said the

earl.
Walker and Carne relessed Wharton's
armas,

The captain of the Remove gave a
quick glance round. But there was no
chance of making a bolt; Loder & Co.
were rendy to seize him again, and there
were o dozon other fellows between him
and the door. The captain of the
Remove realised that he was “for ¥ 1,
and he faced his headmaster with all the
equanimity he could.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Held by the Enemy !

R. LOCKE fixed his eyes sternly
on Wharton,
The once kind and benevolent
face of the Greylriars head-
master showed little sign of kindness
Nnow,

sre you going?” grinned
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What the thump do you want me at High Oaks
“* Kick him, Cherry,” sald Lord Mauleverer, ** he will understand that ! ™

“ Whooop ! " Loder evidently did

understand that, for he moved off In the midst of the erowd of Removites, grasped on all sides, a helpless prisoner.

The dismissal of Mr. Quelch, and th:c
troubles that had followed, had told ou
Dr. Locke's nerves and temper, as his
lonks very plainly showed,

“Wharton !" said the Head, in a deep
voice,

""t"m sir,"” said Harry.

“You have not returned to school of
your own Mmrd e

“No, sir.

“Your companions—]1 should rather
say, your confederates—are still at High
Onks 1"

“Yes, sir.”

“With no intention of returning fto
their duty ™

“We think 'll: our duty to back up
Mr. Quelch, sir,” said W hnrlun mwkh
“So long as he 15 dismissed

“Bilence ! oxclaimed the Head,
cyes sparkling,

“Very well, sir,

“A few days ngﬂ.” said Dr. Locke,

‘two Remove bovs, Vernon-Smith and
lledwmg were brought iuto the school
and placed in the punishment-room.
They wore taken away, I presume, by a
party of their friends from High ‘Onks.
Is that the cast, Wharton 1"

“Yos, sir.'

“Doubtless you were concerned in the
matter ?"”

“Yes, sir, I was.”

“I shall take care that nothing of the
kind occurs in vour case, Wharton!™
snid the Head grimly. “ 1 should expel
vou from the echool at once for your
rebellious conduct, but I think it vory
probable that in that case you would
rejoin your rebellious associates at High
Oaks, and urge lhnm to keep on this
rockloss rebellion.”

“Yes, sir,” said Wharton demurely.

“You will not be expelled—for the
present at least,” said Dr, Locke. " You
will be kept in security, Wharton, Iln
the first place, you will be severely

hisz

(See Chapter 8.)

flogged for your offences. At rolleall
this evening, I shall flog you in the
preseuce of all Greyfriars!™

Wharton did not answer,

Ho had quile expected that, and there
was nothing to be a.mnl

“In the meantime,

“you will bo locked
Loder.”

“Yes, sir,” smiled Loder.

“Kindly conduct Whartou to the puu-
ishinent-room.”

“Certatuly, sir.’

Lodor's hand drnpped on tle junior's
snoulder, and Wharton was marched
AWHY. Dr. Looke followed.

A mnrmur of voices died away behind
the captain of the Rewmove, as he
traverscd the long corridor leading to
the punisiment-room,

In that apartment, Bwithy and Red-
wing bad been locked up, {‘efnre they
had been reseued by Lord Mauleverer
and hLis followers, only a few days ago.
But Wharton had no Lopa whatever of
such o reseue in his case, It was quite
cerfain tha! too many precautions would
be taken, for the rebels to have a chauce
of aceess to him.

The bars had been replaced at the
window, as he noted at once, and a
wooden shutter had been pllc{:d over
the whole window. 'Thiz shutter the
Heud now closed and locked, placing the
key in hi= pocket. Communication %mm
out-ide was now impossible. Jvidently
tho Head had taken warning by what
had bappened in the case of Smithy and

III“ i‘”‘F

Dr. Locke glanced round the room, es
if to make RASUTALCE doubly sure that
the junior was safe there, and then,
without another word to W lmrt-:}n.
stepped out into thie corridor. Loder,
with & trimmphaut grin at the Remm'itl:.
followed him out.

The door closed on Wharlon ;

" sand the Head,
Up 13 security.

the key

turned in the lock, and he heard it
withdrawn. Then the footsteps of the
headmaster and the prefect died away
along the corridor.

“0Oh, my bat ! nwirinured the caplain
of the Remove.

He sat on the corner of the table.

There was no escape from the punish.
ment-room, he knew that; and no chaneo
of rescue by his friends. Lord Maule-
verer, with all the unexpected qualities
of leadership he had ai:ﬂwn, was not
likely to be able to help him now.

He was tp be flogged when the scliool
assembled for evening calling-over; and
aftor that, apparently he was to be
locked up again. He had little doubt
that the incensed headmaster would
have expelled Lim, but for the fact that
expulsion would simply have left him
free to return to Hip:[lu Oaks and rejoin
the rebels there. That the Head was
determined to proveunt; aund the only
way to prevent it was to hﬁ:p the cap-
tain of the Remove locked in.

It was a diamal prospect.

And Wharton had & clear idea now,
too, of the tuctics that Loder, if not the
Ien was adopting. The rcbels of

h Oaks were to be caught singly,
nnf Wharton undorstood quite well that
he was only the first. Ii the other
leaders of the Remove fell into the
hands of the cnemy in the same way,
what was likely to happen?

The collapso of the revolt was a cor-
tainty in that case. Indeed, High Oaks
Was ‘{l]{l‘.‘!j to come to an end, as the
headquarters of rebellion, if Lord
Mauleverer alone fell into the hands of
the enemy. And Loder’s tactics were
quite likely to be successful, for the
rebels had no suspicion of what was
intended—they wers oun their guard
ugnlllﬁt an attack, byt not against
Loder's strategy.

Tee Macser Liprary,—No. 1,087,
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“(h, iny bat ! repested Wharton,

He moved restlessly abbut the room.

[t wus somo hours vet o roll-call at
Greylviars, and the nminutes passed on
leadon wings Lo the prisoner.

‘Tap!

Wharton started, snd turned to the
door.. He had been about half an hour
in the punishiment-room when he heard
that cautious tap on tho panels.

He bent to the keyhole, and whis-

perod :
‘“Hallo! Whe's there?” .
“Me!" It was the whispering voice

of Bolsover minor, of the Third I'onn.

Wharton

“1 s=ay, it's me—Dolzover
minor. I say, I shall get a licking if
I'm caught epeaking to you. Iz there
anything 1 can do?”

“You can't open the door?" said
Harry.

“Noj; the key's tuken awny." _
“Could you get a message to High
Ooks 1" asked Harry.

“T'd try!" answered the fag, “I'd
like to give them the tip there. Loder
may bag my brother next.”

Wharton smiled faintly, Bolsover

niinor's concern was chiefly for Bolsover

major, not for ihe captain of the
Remove.
“Look here,” whispered Wharton.

“Loder and his crew are Egtl:uinp; to ba
the fellows one at a time if they can.
dare say the rotters are at the game this
very minute——" |

“I saw them go out of gates™ said
the fag. *“They seemed jolly pleased
with themselves.”

“Give Mauleverer the T:p what to

expect, kid. Tell him they've got me,
and they'll get the others in the same
way if they can. You can't over to

0
High Oaks—you might fn.llg in  with
er, Can you get on to a telephone 1"

“The phone's still in Quelehy’s study,
There's nobody there—they haven’t got
a new Remove masier yet. Two or
lhree fellows have been using that phone
lately,” whispered Bolsover minor.

Mind

“Good; wvou can uze il then.
vou're not caught,”

“You bet 1"

“And tell Mauly—"

Wharton was interrupted by a yell in
the possage. He peered through the
keyhole, and saw DBolsover minor wng-

gling in the grasp of Wingate of the
Sixth.

“You voung raseall” camie Wingate's
voice. " Head's orders are that no one

is to speak to a fellow in the punish-
mont-room.”
“"Yow-ow-ow ! Leggo mn
Bolsover minor cut off, clesping a
erimson and burning ear. Wingate
followed him along the corridor.

Wharton turned away from the door
again. Through the wooden bars of the
window-shutior he could get a glimpse
of sky and the high branches of trees;
that was all. If any Greyfriars fellows
had walked round to stare up at the
window he could see nothing of them.
He had no doubt that Bolsover minor
would pass his message on to Lord
Maulevercr at High Oaks, and it was
something for the rebels to be put on
their guard against Loder's insidious
taotics, But so far es Wharton could
500 ihemdwns no help Lﬂr hilrrsrqlf .
escape and rescue appeared equally im-
pnsaﬁ.?le. and he could not help his
spirits sinking as the dusk began to

eepen in the punishment-room,

ear |

I —

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Up to Mauleverer !

Y lord!”
“Yana?”
“The telephone, my lord,"”
sald Juggins.

Lord Mauleverer yawned deeply.
Mauly had playved up manfully that
day, getting a good example 1o the
Romove of attention to lessons and
devotion to study. Tt was much against

his noble grain, but he felt that 1t was
]
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Jim's. By MAELIN

up to him, and he did it. Classes being
over at High Oaks, his lordship was now
taking & well-earned rest in the most
comfortable armchair that could be sup-
plied by Chunkley's Stores in Courtfield.
And he waz not glad to hear that he
was wanted on the telephone,

“Juggins!”

“Yes, my lord.™

“Take the call, old bean.”

“I've taken it, my lord,” answered
Juggins, “lt's a message for your lord
ghip from Greyfriars 8chool, my lord."

“Oh!” Lord Mauleverer sat up and
took notice. “Oh, gad! I it’s tho
Head ringin' “? to say he's givin' in, I
shall be jolly glad to hear it. Is it the
Head, Juggins?”

““A small boy, I think, my lord, {rom
the voice,” scid Juggins,

“Oh, ged! T suppose I'd belier go,”
si%(hed his lordship. *“You're sure he
asked for me, Jquins?"

“¥es, my lord.”

“Very well, then.”

Lord Magauleverer made o wmanful
effort, and detached himself from the
armchair. A telephone call from Gre]}‘-
friars was rather unexpected, and Mauly
understood that it might be importani.
He remembered that ?Nugm:t minor, of
the Becond Form, had rung up to give
warning on the celebrated oceasion
when the Fifth-Formers had come over
to High Oaks on the war-path. It might
be a warniog of some new move on the
wart of the enemiy, and Lord Msuleverer
ost o time in getting to the telephone.

“Hallo!” he yawned into the trans-
mitter.

“Is that Mauleverer?"” came a very
youthful veice,

“Yaas,"

*“Bolsover minor speaking on
‘Quelchy's phone.”

“Oh! ire away, kid."

“They've got Wharton !"

“Eht

“Loder and some other prefects
bagged Wharton, and they've got him
here, _lr.:l-r.!kad up in the pumshment-
roeom.,”

“Oh, gad!” ejaculated Lord Maule-
verer in dismay.

“T've spoken to him through the key-
hale, and he asked me to give yon the
tip, Mauly.”

“Thanks no end, old bean.”

"“"Loder and Carne and Walker have
gone out again, and I rather fancy
thev'ro hnnginpi about High Osks now,
looking for a chance to bag some meore
of you. 1 say, tell my brother to look
out,”

“Oh, yaas!"”

“Wharton says you're lo look ouf,
becauseo it's Loder's game to hang round
and catch you one at & time. Seel”

Ill mE.JJ

“Wharton's going 1o be flogged at
roll.call.” '

#1s Le, by gad !”

“They've got lum for keeps. Mind
you tell my brother Percy to keep his

eves open,” said Bolsover minor
anxiously.

“Yaaa, dear boy,”

“That's all,” said the fag. **Minpd

you tell Porey.”

And Bolsover minor rang off.

Lord Mauleverer left the telephone,
with a verv thoughtful expression on
hi= face. Jumgins was waiting in the

hall, and he eyed hia lordship very
euriongly. Every day that High Oaks
Schoal coptinved Mr., Juggins was

more and more snrprised that it did
nat come to an end. But Me, Jugminag
was by no means anxious for it to como
to an end ; he was anxious, on the other
hand, to see it continue. High Oaks
was a land of plenty to Mr. Juggine,
and to innumorable relatives of Mr.
Juggins, who were having the time of
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theiv lives in Lord Mauleverer's sor-
vice., The end of High Oaks School
meant that the horn of plenty would
run dry, which was not, from Lhe Jug-
ins' int of view, s consummation
evoutly to be wished. So Mr. J uggins'
cxpression was rathor curious and rather
anxious as he eyed Lord Mauleverer.

“Nothin' wrong, I hope, my lord?”
he ventured.

“Yaas."

“I'm very sorry to 'ear it, my lord.”

“Thank you, Juggins. You're =&
sympathetic chap,” ssid Lord Maule-
obliged to you,

vorer.,  “T'm mugh
Juggins. One of my friends has been
kidnapped, Juggins.® _ ;
“Kidnapped, my lord?" ecjaculated
Mr. Juggins, -
.‘Y.“.:’ :
“Perhaps 11_13.; Cousin James can help,
my lord,” said Mr. Juggins. “James

is very eager to oblige ydur lordship.”

Luﬁ M.E::luvemr grinned. Jimmy the
Pug had been remarkubly useful ‘in re-
storing order at High Oaks, but Mauly
doubted whether even the redoubtable
Pug would be useful in the present emer-
gency. A frontal attack on Greyiriars,
oven with so lefty an auxiliary as
Jimmy the Pug, was rather loo large
an order.

“You see, Juggins, my pal Wharton
has been xidnapped by the Greyfriars
crowd,” he explained.

“Oh, my lord "

“His headmastor, yvou know. Rather
an obstinate old gentleman, but 1 don't
think it would be quite the thing for
James to give him his left.”

*“Oh dear! No, my lord!"” gasped Mr.

Juggins, *‘Certainly not, my lord.”
'va got to get the chap away from
them, Juggins,” remarked Lord Maule-

verer thoughtlully.
“Have you, my lord !"' murmured Mr.

Juggins.

“Yaas. Only the Beak will be too
wary to let us nip him away as we did
Smithy and wing the other dl;r.
And lyl'n.m:y they'll see that he doesn’t

t away on his own. It looks like a

x, Juggins.”

“It does, my lord,” murmured Mr.

Juggins. :
: F)ul'. he's goin' to be flogged this
evenin', Juggins, I've got to stop that
somchow,”

“Yes, my lord.”

“The question is, how!" said Lord
Mauleverer. ‘I suppose you haven't
any idea how, .'.l-'ug‘r-ma?“

“Nunno, my lord," .

Mr. Juggins did not state his privato
opinion, which was that these young
rascals who had walked out of their
gochool, and defied their headmaster,
would be all the better for a Hﬂg‘g‘inq
all round. That was Mr. Alfred Juggins
fixed opinion; but he d it
judicious to keep it strictly to himseli.

“Ring the school bell, Juggins," said
Lord Mauleverer

“Yes, my lord.”

In a few minutes the bell was clang-
ing, drawing the Removites to hall from
lquul.rters of High Oaks. Only a short
time ago most of the Remove would
have passed the clang of the bell un-
heeded. Cousin James' advent had
changed all that. The juniors rolled up
to the clang of the bell as Frnmptly as
they had ever done at Greyiriars. Any
fellow who did nét turn up was liable
to be looked for by Cousin James. No-
body wanted to be specially looked for
by Jimmy the Pug. The Pug had a
heavy hand in carrying out his lord-
shin's orders,

he Remove gathered in Hall, and all
but Wharton were present by the time
the bell ccased to clang.

“Well, what's this game " asked thoe
Dounder,

“Think you can make us turn up in
Hall whenover you like, Mauleverer "
demanded Beolsover major.

“Yaas.”

“You cheeky nss——

“Oh, shui up, Bolsaver,™

ny

raid Bolb

Cherry. “What's the row, Mauly?
Somothing happened ™

“Yaas’

Is the hn]ﬂuwzfulum-. serious and ter-
rific?”  sskod Hurree Jamset Ram
SIE%!I.

aas"

M Well, give il u name,” suggestod
hugent. .

II'. 'hey’'ve got Wharton," said his Jord-
ship.

"Whllt?"

Lord Mauleverer explained how the
matter stood.

“Well, the sill
“If they've got
You won't get him away like you did
Smithy, old bean.”

“* Not likely,” said the Boundoer. *“The
Beak will be wise to that now.”

“Bo that's their game, is 1t 7" gaid
Bob. “Catching us one at a time? I
hadn't looked -for that.”

“Just like Loder!"” said Johnny Bull,
with a sniff.

“The justfulness is terrific.”

“Well, thgg'va got him, and there's
an end.” said Bkinner. *They're wel.
come to him, so far as 1I'm conecrned.”

“Bame here,” grinned Snoop,

“Bhut_up, you rottérs!” bawled Dob
Cherry. “We've got to get him back,
if we have to march over to Greyfriars
and pull the blessed place down!”

“Mauly's leader,” said the Bounder,
with a sneer. “What are yout goin' to
do, Mauly?” _

“We're all ready to back you up,
Mauly,” said T::m edwing quiotly.

B 'E-ﬂ.l' ‘Jf

“What's the orders, Mauly?"

Lord Mauleverer was waiting placidly
till the buzz of comment died down.

Y Bolsover minor tipped mo on the
telephone what had happened,” ho said.
“He Etieulnr!y desired me to put you
wise, Bolsover. He wanls you to keep
your eyes open, in case they catch you
the same way.”

Bolsover major snorted.

“Cateh them catching meo! he said
contemptuously. “I'm not an ass like
Wharton, I hope, to walk into their
claws. Rats!"

4“1 told the kid I'd give vou hiz mes.
sage,” said Lord Mauleverer mildly.
“Now shut up a bit, old chap.” -

“Look hoere——"

“1 said shut up, old bean™ said
Mauleverer gently, “We're goin’ to gei
Wharton back, of course. 1 don't think
wo can hook him out of Greyfriars as
we did S8mithy. They'll be on the
watch. We shall have to find another
way.”

“1 can sce you findin' it!” jeered the
Bounder.

. “Thank you, dear boy. I want =
dozen chaps,” sauid Lord Mauleverer.
“Must be hefty chaps, and fellows who
can shut up and obey orders. The rest
will keep within bounds till we get
back. ﬁnw I'll call the names of the
follows I want.”

Lord Mauleverer ticked off a dozen
names, which included the four remain-
ing members of the Co, and Peter Todd,
Redwing, Linley, Penfold, Squiff, Tom

: nss ! suid Sl—:innﬂnr.
im they'll keep him.

Brown, Newland, and Ogilvy. Leavin

the rest of the Remove in a buzz o
excited discussion, his lordship marched
out with his merry men, all of themn

utterly puzzled to know what Mauly's
intentions were, but prepared to back
him up through thick and thin,

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Sauce lor the Gander !

L sl of all the jolly Inek!”
Gierald Loder's face [aivly
beamwed,

Lk had come his way
that afternoon, and now it scowed to
have come s way once more. Fortuno
appeared to be dealing in the most
open-handed woay with the Sixth Form
man who was ambitious t0 beoame head
rn_:{unt of Greyfriars
Yingate, .

Loder & Co. were lurking along thla
Courtficld road, within sight of the
chimneys of High QOaks over the troes,
when the bully of the Sixth spotted
Lord Mauleverer. Loder had rather
had an idea that as Wharton did not
return some fellow might go to Couwrt
ficld to look for him; and now it looked
as if Loder's surmise was well-founded.
Of Bolsover minor's performances on
tho telephone Loder had not tho faintest
suspicion ; he had no idea that the rebels
were on their guard. That was one of
the many things that Loder of the
Sixth did not know.

Lord Mauleverer was strolling along
the road, with his handzs in his pockets
and a earcless [ace. Certoinly he did
not loek Like a fellow wha knew thal
danger threatened. Mauly's pace was
never rugnd: but at present hLe seemed
to be understudying & small snail as he
sauntered along. Loder fairly  grinned
with wleo at the sight of the leader ol
the Remove rebellion, alone, and walk-
ing into the hands of the enemy pre-
cisely as Harry Wharton had done.

“Jevver sec such Juck?” grinnéd
Loder,
“Well, hardly ever!” chuckled Walker.

“ Looks like an easy thing,” remarkcd
Carne. “Blessed if I thought vour
wheeze would work out as cnsily as this,
Loder. It's simply pie!”

“Come on!" said Loder. .

Lord Mauleverer stopped and glanced
round him, and stoed looking at the
three seniors as they cut across toward:
him. He regarded them calmly and
thoughtfully for & few momoents, and
then, as if mn.kinr up hi: noble mind
his usual leisurely manncr, he turned
and walked back towards High Oaks.
Even then he did mot run; he wn!kfd
sadately,. Tn a couple of minutes the
three prefects, running hard, eame up
with him, and they surrounded him with
grinning [aces.

“ Burprised to sco us—what ¥ chuekled
Loder.

“Not at all, dear man," answered
Lord Mauleverer. "The fact 1s, I was
rather expectin’ to sec you.”

“That’'s why you came out alone, 1
suﬂq?w?':j said Loder, with grim banier.

HAas.

in the place of

“Well, you're comin’ to Gueyfriars
with us now, It may interest you to
know that we've got Wharton,”

“ Dear man, a little bird told e that
long ago,” said Lord Mauleverer. * But
I'm afraad T can’t come to Greyiviars
now. Hands off "

“Collur him," grinned Loder.

Three pairs of hands were laid upon
his lordshin. At the ssme moment there
was a4 sudden roar in the well-known
tones of Bob Cherry, and Deb came
bursting through & hawthorn hedge
beside the road.

“Rescue, Remove!” he roared.

“allo! Hoere's another of the voung
rasonls " exclaimed Loder. “We'll take

Liil:nl, too, snd—— Oh-—ah—ch! My
.t '."
Lodor broke off, with a siartled glare,

as a crowd of other Removite: appearved
behind Bob., The whole dozen of Lord
Tue Macxer Linrainy.— No. 1,047.
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Mauleverer's selevled party rushed on
Lthe seene,

“Livae bawled DBob
Cherry.

“ taurral !’

“Give them terrific beanfuliucess, iy
estieremed elnons!”

“On, my hao!”
dismay,

The thren Sixth-Formers let go Lord
Mauvleverer to defond themselves as the
erand of Removites rashed on them.
Even Rixth Foria men were not of much
use against odds of four to ene. Loder
& Co. wore fairly overwhelmed and
knocked right and left,

They had let go Mauleverer, but
Mauly had not lei go Loder. He held
on to Loder tenaciously, and three or
four other fellows followed smit. Carne
and Walker, gasping and furious, ran
for it, and went down the road as if
they fancied themselves on the cinder
wath. Loder would gladly have fol-
owed their example, but there was no
escape for Loder. In the grip of the
crowd of juniors Gerald Loder was o
powerless prisoner.

“@Got him!" chortled Bob Cherry.

“The gotfulness 1s——"

“Parrific? chuckled Johnny Bull
“Hurray " i

“La ,  you voung scoundrolsl™
Tunredgﬂdm. “1'll emash you! T'll
skin you! IYI--1'l——"

“Bring him along, dear men,” said
Lord Maulevorer placidly, * Much
ohliged ta you, Loder, for walkin’ into
the trap like this and =avin' us & lot of
trouble,”

“Ha, ha, ha!l”

“What 1" panted Loder.

“ You soe, we knew you ware moochin’
around, like a giddy lon lookin’ for
what he miglht devour,” explained Lord
Mauleverer. *“That's why I let you sco
me all on my lonely own, dear man,
You took the bait, dear man, like &
mounse gobblin® up cheeso in a mouse-
trap.”

“Ha, ba, hal”

“With all theso men near at hand,
out of sight, to collar you when you

rm beans!”

gasped Walker in

nibbled,”  smiled Lord Mauleverer.
“You sce, we want you, Loder. You
bagged our pal Wharton, and we're

baggin' you—see "

er glared at his lordship in
spoechless wrath, It dawned upon him
now that he had fallen into a trap. His
luck had not been quite so good as he
fancicd.

“Camoe along, dear man,” said Lord
Mauleverer, “ You're wanted at High
O e, ™

“ At—at Higli Oaks?" gasped Loder.

i Ym‘ﬂ

“You young tascal!
once 1" shouted Laoder.

“My dear man,” said Lord Maule-
verer, in a tone of patieni remonstranae,
“van'va bagged Wharton—and fair
play's a jewel! What's sauce for the
goose is sauce for the gander, you
knaw !

“You — you — you——"
Lader,

“Dring him along!
Yady, to start him !

“Yaroocogh |"”

“Come on, old bean !
time 1

“You young villain!" gasped Loder.
“You—you— I'm not going to High
Oaks! What the thomp do you want
wo at High Oaks for 7"

“You're stayin' there as long
Wharton stays at Greyfriars!”
plained Lord Mauleverer.

“What " shrieked Loder.

“Pon’'t I make my meanin’ clear?
Kick him again, Cherry! He will

Tuwe MacNEr Liprary.—No. 1,047.

Lot me go af

spluttered

Kick lim, some-

We're wastin'

Bs
ex-

AN EARLY ORDER FOR THE *‘MAGNET" SAVES DISAPPOINTMENT!

understand that!" said Lord Maule-
verer. '

* Whoooop !

'“Ha, ha, ha!"

Loder evidently did understand that,
for he moved off in the midst of the
crowd of Removites, grasped on all
sides, # helpless prisoner., Surrounded
by the triumphant juniors, the bully of
the Sixth was marched in at the gates
of High Oaks, and loud cheers greeted
his appearance as he was marched into
Hall. By which tinie Gerald Loder re-
]}cntcd him from the bottom of his
weart that he had taken in hand the
difficult tack of bringing the Remove Lo
heel, and doubted very much whether
his success would earn him the u?uﬂu:d
distinction of becoming head prefect of
Greviriars.

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Exchange No Robbery !

INGATE of the Sixth looked
W from the doorway of the
House &t Greyiriars and

smiled.

Up to the House came Walker and
Carne, dusty, untidy, snd breathless
Evidently they had been through
trouble: and Loder was not with them,
which looked as if Loder had not yet
got through the trouble. Wingate
smiled sweetly, He had had stron
doubts as to whether Loder & Co. woul
score a striking success in dealing with
the rebels at Huigh Oaks. It loocked now
as if his doubts were fully justified.

Walker and Carne came in,
gasping from their run.
themm a cheery nod.

“ Anything up?" he asked amiably.

still
Wingate gave

“Those young scoundrels!” panted
Carne.
“You've collaved some more of

them ?" actked the Greyfriars captain.

“Nunno! They've collared Loder!™

Wingate jumped.

“What !” he ejeculated.

He was prepared to hear that Loder's
strategy hiad turned out something like
a boomerang, and recoiled upon Loder's
own head. But this was rather a
SUTPrise.

“They set on ns—a whole mob of
thein ! gasped Walker. “We thought
we had that young rascal Mauleverer
by himself, but it turned out that he
wns kidding us, and he had a whole
mob of them hidden close by, ready to
rush on ug-—"

“Ha, ha, ha!" roared Wingate.

“Oh! It'sa laughing matter, is it?"
genarled Walker.

“Yes, 1 think so0,"” said Wingate, still
laughing. “If vou'd had any sense, yow
might have expectad it! Seo you walked
into an ambush, and the juniors mopped
von up, is that it?"

“There were a mob of them; we had
no chance I said Carne. “We had to
clear off ! Only they wouldn't let Loder
clear off! We—we stopped at a dis-
tance, and saw them yanking him
along! They've taken him to High
Oaks!"

“0Oh erumbs ! zaid Wingate. “This
is getting rather thick! What on earth
do they want Loder for "

“Goodness knows! DBut they've got
him! What's going to be done about it,

“ Anything you jolly well like!”
answered ingate. “No bimey of
mine! This was Loder's wheeze, and
yours, and you can deal with it exactly
as you think fit! J wish you luck !

And Wingate walked away, evidontly

reatly entertained. Walker and Carne
ooked at one another,

« Wingate 7"

Possibly they had supposed that Win-
gate would call together all the Grey-
friars prefects and hurry to the rescuo
of Gerald Loder. II =0, they were dis-
appointed. The Greyfriars ecaptain
made it clear that he was not concerned
in the matter at all.

“1—1 suppose we'd better report to
the Head !" muttered Carne.

¢ 1—1 suppose so !" murmured Walker.

Coker of the Fifth lounged up,

“ Where's Loder " he asked curiously.

“Those young villaina have got him
at High Ouaks!"

Coker stared for a moment, and then
burst into a roar,

“Ha, ha, ha!"

"Walker and Carne glared at bim.
They had to stand it from Wingate, but

they were not disposed to be laughed
at by Horace Coker. They seized on
Coker, and jammed Coker's head

against the wall with a terrific concus-
sion, Coker still roared, though not
now with laughter, and he was still
roaring when Walker and Carne went
on to the Head's study.

It was ncar time for call-over at Grey-
friars, and Dr. Locke, in his study, had
just seleotod a stout birch for the special
benefit of the prisoner of the pumish.
ment-room. At call-over Wharton was
to be flogged before all the school—as &
punishment to him, and a warning to
any Greyiriars fellows who might be in-
clined to tread in his rebellious foot-
steps. The Head had the bareh i his
hand when Walker and Carne presented
themsolves,

r. Locke listened to the report of the
two hapless prefects, with a grm
countenance. His countenance grow
grimmer and grimmer as they pro
ceedod,

“Da vou actually mean to toll me
that these rebellions juniers have made
n prisoner of Loder?” he asked.

“¥es, 'nir."

“Why did Loder allow them to do
ol

“‘Hemm! They were too many for us,
gir—a whole mob——"

“Why did yon not help Loder?"

“We—we did, sir; but—but—"
stammered Walker,

“What T caunot understand is why
yon have returned without TLoder!”
gaid the Head. *“You should certainly
nnt have loft him in the hands of those
reckless juniors!™

Walkor and Came exchanged rather
sickly looks,

“They—they were too many for us,
sir. You g0p—"

“Nonsensge |

L 'H'Em!“‘

"1 am very surptised indeed!" said
the Head. “I eannot understand how
Sixth Form prefects could allow juniors
to act in such & way! Am I to under-
stand that you actually ran away from
theso Lowar boys?™

“Oh, you—yon see, sir—'

“Woe—wo— You see—"'

Walker and Carne were erimson.
The Head was really putting it in a
mnst unnleasant way.

“T do not see!"

¥

interrupted Dr.

Locke.
“Wa did our best, sir!” gasped
Walker.
“Nonsense! You anpoar to have

acted in a vwery foolish and, indeed,
unmanly way ! said the Head. *“You
mr"_ E_ﬂ!'l‘l.

The two wretched prefects wont.

Thev were plad to get away from the
Hoad's scornful glances,

In the passage, they looked at one
another and breathed hard.

“That's the thanks we get!” mut-
tered Walker. *“Making out we're
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funks—uller what we've been througls,
gnd——"

“I'm fed-up with it!” said Carno
savagely. “Loder's got himself into
this scrape, and ho can jolly well get
out of it! I'm done with the Remove !
The Head can take them in hand if Le

Likes! 1'm done!™

“Same herc!” said Walker fer-
vently.

And the two prefecls  tramped

angrily away, mecting smiling faces on
all sides. The story had spread now
and all Greylrinrs seemod to be deriv-
ing entertainment from the adventures
of Loder & Co. In the prefcots’ room
there was much merriment, All the
Sixth wondered what was going to
happen to Gerald Loder, but nobody
seemed  personally concerned about
what might happen to bhim.

Dr. Locke, in his study, stood with
the birch still in his hand snd thunde:
in his brow. Ho had hoped that the
problem of the Remove was near solu-
tion—instead of which it appeared now
to be [urther from solution than ever,
There was only one solace. One of the
voung rebels—one of the ringleadeys—
was 1n his hands, and that one could be
adequately punished, His grasp
tightened on the birch as his thoughts
turned to Wharton.

Buzrzzzezz |

It was the telophone-bell, and the
Head impatiently laid down the Lirch
and took up the receiver. |

“Well?" he snapped.

“Is that Dy, Locke!"

“"Dr. Locke is speaking.”

L8

¥Cood-evenin®, sir!

“What

“* Maulevors
Oaks, =™

“Oh™

The Head felt a2 sensalion of relief.
No doubt this young rascal, whom he
now wunderstood to be the chief leader
of the rebellious Removites, was fright-
ened at what he had doue, and was
seeking to make his peace. No doubt
ho was telephoning to aunounce that
the rebels wore, at last, returning to
theiv duty. No doubt bhe was seeking
o make terms before be arrvived; and
the Head smiled grimly at the thought.
The only terms for the rebels were un-
conditional  submnizssion and severo
punishment.

“Bo that is Mauleverer speaking
said the Head, aflter a puuse,

“Yaas, sir.”

“YVory good. You
Mauloverer—"

“Eh™

“And bring yonr Form-fellows with
vou. Your punisliment will be decided
upon later.™

“Oh, gad!

“What "

“We're not comin® back, str.”

Dr. l.ocke realised that e
jumped to a  conelusion rather
quickly, It was not surrender,

“Nolt unless Mr. Quelch = comin'
back, too, sir. In that case, we'll be
very glad to return to Greyiriars”

“You impudent young rascal!”

speakin’ from High

A Y return,

L] ]

You're off-side, sir.

lradd
Lo

“Hem! 1 rang you up te speuk
about Loder, sir. He's here”
“You will tell Loder to return to

PRICE
TWOPENCE.

13

Loder was marched fo the telephone, and asg
his hands were tied, Lord Mauleverer obligingly
up Greyifiors, veisiteting whh
up Greylriars, apprehension.
The Head’s o "
** Loder speaking, sir ! " gasped the
““I'm a prisoner at High Oaks, sir.
they'ra goin® to flog
if you fleg Wharton ! "

Loder called

deep voice came through.
fect.

me with a cane, sir,
(See Chapler 10.)
Creyviviarvs the
Iead,

"1 think he would jump at the
chance, str. But we're not lettin® hiny
off. Whait we want is a fair exchange
of prisoners.”

“"What " pasped the Head.

*That's the big idea, sir. You've gol
Wharton, and we've got Loder. We'll
hand over Loder in exchange for
Wharton. Is it a go?”

“Bloss my soul!”

“As soon a: Wharton gels here siv,
we'll let Loder go. I suppose you wang
him back 1"

*“This unecxanplod
Mauleverer—"

“I don't see ii, sir, An exchange of
prisoners 15 fair play—that's why we
nobbled Loder—-"

“Bilence! You will release Loder al

immediately | snapped

impudence,

once. As for Wharton, he 15 about to
be flogged most severely.”

“In that cuse, sir, there will be
reprisels."”

“"What? Wiat?™

“1f you flog Wharton, sir, we shall
fllog Loder.”

“YWhat 7" shrieked the Head.

“BSorry, sir; but we're bound to do it.
1f Wharton's flogged, Loder gets the
samc—that's fair play. So Eiung as
Wharton is kept at Greyiriars, Loder
will be kept here. Catel: on, sr "

The Head breathed hard and deep.

“Mauleverer! Unless vou releasze
Loder immediately, 1 shall invoke the
aid of the police to deal wich you."

“Nothin' in it, sir,” answered Lord
Mauleverer calmly. “High Oaks is my
property, bought and paid for, and
nobody has a right to step on it with.
out my permission, When you sent the
prefects aver here, sir, I could have
bad them run in Tor trespass, if I'd

(Continned on page 16.)
Tae Maexer Lisrany.—No. 1,047,
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I.

ALY BIRCHEMALIL, D.D.
B.Se. (Dithering Dolt and Bearded
Seamp) walked elong the road to

D
St. Bamn's, ptlnhqu" Ho
1

n truck.
wns walking on air, with his head bhitting
the sky, (This is moerly a figger of spoech.
11 his bead had really lut the sky, he would
have seon stars !)

Anyway, Dr. Birchemall was in grate
spirits, Ho was boaming all over his dile
ns he cume along the road with his truck,
and with kis well-known gate. It wns a
peculiar, jauuty sort of pute, which any
self-reepecting  lieadmaster would have
barved. Certainly, it was not the sort of
gato that signified the dignified.

Dir. Birchemall had every reason to foel
hucked with life, He had just spent o jolly
afternoon in Muggleton, selling eopies of
hie latest, greatest, and up-to-datost paper,
* Dogtor Birchemall's 'F\I“MI:.]}'-" He had
got out from Bt. Bam's with a trackload of
popers, and he had suxxeeded in selling the
lot.

Dr. Birchemall's method of getting rid
of his scoperflucus Hp&]:m hed not been
above suspishun. He had dashed up and
down the High BStreet of Muggleton,
whouting :

* Extra sposhal—papoer ! All the lntest
football rezzulie—paper!”

Now, Muggloton was a grate foolballing
town. Its team had once reached the First
Qualifying Hound for the {.‘h.mlif?vihg
Rounds of the English Cap Competishun,
That wae the {artheat Muggleton had ever
got along tho road to Wembley, and the
farthest it was ever likely to pet. Biill,
the good people of Muggleton, from the
errand-boys down to the Mayor and
Corporation, were all crazy keen on foot.
ball ; snd when they h Dr. Birehemall
ghouting '* Football Rezzulta ! "' there had
beon & wild stampeed to buy papers.

But the wily old Head had sold them s
}Jup. g well as o paper. For the latest
ootball rezzults, detailed in the Btop
Press kolluim, proved to be the rezzults of
Form-matehes at 8t. Bam's, instead of the
English Cup contests |

gr. Birchemwall was eggstremely lucky,
in the gerkumstances, to leave Muggleton
without being linched, or at least torn him
from lm. For nothing annoys the
publick miore than being sold a pup—
unless they happen to be dog-fanciers !

However, once he had got rid of his

apers, Dr. Bircheamall had lost no time
in shaking the dust of Muggleton from his

feet. And now, as he pranced gaily along
the road, pushing his truck, he whistled a
lively air in the lively Spring air.

“Bold cut!" he chortled. * Bold out
within twenty-four hours of publieation !
Thia ia where I shake hands with mysalf !
I'd give myself o pat on the back, too, if it
didn't mean scrooing myself up like a
contortionist. Really, that was a wunder-
ful brane-wave of mine, to bring out & real,
iive, go-ahead poaper in place of the
Skool Magazine, now defunked! I1I'm
roping in the jolly old shekels at such n
rate that I shall soon be as rich as Crocus |
¢IJL::.-*]i then everything in the garden will be
ovely 1Y

Little did Dr. Birchamall dream, as he
walked on air, with his head hitting the
ky, that there were trubbled times in
tore for him. He had no four-bodings of
soming disoster—mnot a single one, in fact |
He walked briskly and blithely ; he didn't
doueh along

“ Like one who on a lonely road
Doth walk in fear and dread,
Bekawse he knows some feerful feend
Dothi cloze behind him tread.”

Not being gifted with second.sight, Dr.
Birchemall eould never sec dizaster ahend
until lie landed plump in the middle of it |

On reasching S5t. Sam’s, he handed over
vl truck to Fossil the porter, and made
his way to his study, which was also the

I'se Maicxer Lisrany.—No. 1,047.

Edditorin! Sanktun
of “'Doctor Birchom-
all's Weekly."
Sterange  sounda
camo 1o his ears as
he approached his
study door—sounds
of snarling and
growling, as if a dog-
fight was in progress,
“ Bray-re 1M

Dr.  Birchemall
jumped, )
“Grate jumping

erackers ! he ejock-
wlated, ' Can it he
ossible ihat some
eeree canine beast
has gained axxess
Loy study ¢

The fecree snarling
nojso continued, and
tho Head was ¢uito
MEryus s ]'ﬂéi“]ﬂﬂf
openod the door of
his study, inch by
inch,

" What the thamp
" he began, in
astonnishment,

And then he
jumped back in
nlarn, on eatohing
sight of the feerce
red face and bulldog
jaw of Colonel Fiery Sparkes, one of the
Guvverners of 8t. Bam's,

Colonel Fiery BSparkes was never &

lassid jentleman at tho best of times.
?Iin colleega on the Board of Guvverners
called him ** Vesoovius,” bekawse he was
in & constant state of eruption. And he
was erupting now, with » vﬂn{fnnﬂl His
eyes rolled in their sockitts ; his military
mistosh brissled with rage. Ho stampod
up and down the study like & caged lion.

Jack Jolly & Co., the youthiul sib.
edditers, who had been at work on the
next number of * Deetor Birchemall s
Weakly,” wore erouching back in & corner,
looking quite scared,

On ecatching sight of Dr. Birchemall,
Colonel Fiery BSparkes erupted more
violently than ever. Ho strode toweards
the doorway, and scized the astonnished
Head by the seruf of the neck, snd farely
hauled him into the study. Then he
ghook him until his false teeth rattled.

* Birchemall ! ** he eried, almost foaming
at the mouth. " You are a scamp and a
gleoundrel, sir! You are o dasterd !

The Head shook himsel{ free.

“Colonel Bparkes,” ho eggaclaimed,
drawing himself up with dignity, and with
the aid of & chair. ** I would ask you to
choose your words more carefully, =ir.
You have no right to ﬁ]'.l_p!}( such epitaphs
to me in the pressence of these juniors,
What have 1 done that you should tell
me to my faco what Tam ? "

Colonel Fiery Sparkes snorted.

“ What have you done ' " he stormed.
“ You have wielded a poyson pen, sir !
You have grossly libelled me in the currant
issew of your pernishus paper! But
for the fact that you are ss poor as a
church mouse, I should soco you for
definition of carracter ! ™

** Grate pip ! "' gasped the Head.

“You have written an article in which
you state 1 am the biggest boob that ever
sat on & Board of Guvverners ! You have
coverod me with oalummy—swamped
me with scorn! You have dragged my
name through the dirt !

" Well, vou dra me through the
dirt just now, so that moakes us quite! "
said D, Birchemull with a faint grin.

“Does it, begad " rvoared Colonesl
Fiery Bparkes. "I will show you, sir,
that I am not the sort of man to be libelled
with immunity | You will give me sattis-
faotion, sir | ™
“How t " asked the Head in alarm.

=

“ In the only way possible,” barked the

“You will fight a duel with

colonel,
me !

“ A—a duel " faltered the Head.

1] EEFM‘-]F ! 11 ]

“ Pistols for two, eoffin for ono!™
mermered Jack Jolly, sotto vocey,

“Ha, ha, ha ! "

Dr. Birchemall frowned,

“ Roally, Colonel Bparkes, you must be
rottin iy

“Not at all ! You are the ono who wﬂl
be rotting by the time I'vo finished with
you! ILet us adjourn to the Bkool
Mewseum and chogse our weppons ! ™

Dr. Birechemall hesitated a moment.

“ Hadn't wo better settle this matter
with hoxing-gloves, colonel 1", hLe sug-
gested. ‘' If we fight & ducl with swo
it ia possible somebedy may got hurt.”

“Quite possi-
hla 1 “l Bl ] tho
colo rimly.

i 'l]-,l?w 1] FEFIEE(]
the terryfied
Head.

Jack Jolly & Co,
were larfing fit
to bust, The
srospect of a duel
Lc twaan Dr.
Birehemanll pnd
Colonel Fiery
Sparkes  tickled
them immenﬂrly,
And they meaut
to be on the spot.
Thoy would not
have missed suoh
n spactacla for a
whole term's
pocket-murny.

After Dy. Birche-
mall had made
some lame argew-

he eggsclaimed.
ooloneal ! "’

ments ageainst

Dr. Birchemall pounced on %

i You -
“ Othars T ' gas~ies
there's only this Aunt s
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duelling, and more words had been
handied, the two jentlemen sallied fourth to
the Bkool Mewsevm in quest of weppons,

1T,
DIL BIRCHEMALL get off ot a jog-

trot, alimost as if he was cagér for

the fray. And Colonel Fiery

Bparkes, snorting like a war-horse,
came slriding in his wake,

“Of corse,” panted the Head, ' I ean
Lhave the choice of weppons, being the
ngegreeved party 7

“Of corse!” snapped the colomel.
* Bworda or pistole—it's all the same to me,
I am equally dexierus with both."”

i Dh T 3
Dr. Birchemall guickened his pace and
- farely pelted into
the Bkool Mew.

seum in front of
the fiery golonel.

There was
mothod in  the
Head's soamin
rashness. He ha
a jolly good reason
for ﬁﬁti-ing in first,
and elaiming
choioo of weppons,
For the onl
weppons the Bt,
Sam's  Mewseum
contained were
long, formidsble
pike, and a short-
handled . battle-
nxe.

The rest of the
armoury—swords,
and shields, and
pistols, and blun.
derbussts — w A §
missing. Dr.

weppon 1
pour choloe of the others,
Fiery Sparkes. '* Why,
battle-axe here! '

“ Thie is m

IS POPULAR PAPER TO A NON-READER!

Birchamall had dis-
posed of them, from
time to linie—on
ovoensions. when he
had been hoard wp—
to tho anteek dealer
in Muggleton.

Indeed, it was
only by the merest
chance that the pike
and battle-axes had
not gone the way
of the rest. The
Head had intended
to take them over
to Muggleton that
very aitornoon, had
the sale of his papers
not come up to
eggspoctations,

Dr.  Birchemall
prampily pounced
on the pike.

“This is my
weppon ! ”* he eggs-
claomed, “You
may take your
choice of tho others,
colonel.”

“ Others 1" gasped

Colonel Fiery
Sparkes. “"What
ntlmrl!_l!' Thﬂr?‘u
A complete story only this Auntie-
written.by the budding ﬁfﬁ?‘“ﬂﬁ’: H le :
genius, Dicky Nugent, round the Mewsetim.
of the Second Form AR e ae  She
at Greyfriars. swords 1"

The Head did not

puswer that .ques-

tion. He could not have answered it,
withiout revealing his sworded past !

“Huh! I think we had bettor postpone
thig duel for n day or two,'"" growled the
colonel. “T've gol a case of piatols at
home—--"

** No, no ! " gaid Dr. Birchemall hastily.
“1t's too late for you to back out now,
eolonel. You thrust this duel upon me,
and now you must go through with it!
Ba o man, and don't show the white
fether ! ™

At this, the colonel gave a hellow like

r an angry bull,

"' The white fether, hey * "’ Le stormed.
" You shall pay for thore words, Birchem.
all, with your mizzerable skin ! "

“ Ow | " moaned Dr. Birchemall,

“ Now chooswe your second !’ eried
Colonel Fiery Sparkes.
“Becond 17 g the bewildered Head

of 5t. Bam’s. *“ Did you say ‘second.'t?”

“ Yes, for the second time I'll give you
a sscond to choosa your second ! ou
must have a sccond to see fare play.”

Bo saying, the colonel seized the old.
fashuned battle.axe,

They set fourth together, the Head
trailing his long pike, and the Colonoe)
brandishing the E&ula-nx-n.

Mr. Lickham joinoed them in the quad,
and the Head promptly engaged the master
of the Fourth as his secdnd, But no master
could be found who was willing to act as
second to Colonel Tiery BSparkes, [or
fear of losing his job after the duel—if
Dr. Birchemall lhiad the good fortune to
survive,

The duellista adjourned to & quiet
clearing in the wood. They wero followed
syruptitionsly by Jack Jolly & Co., who
nmmbushed themselves behind trees, and
peered eagerly betweon the branchea to
witness the fourtheoming duel.

Dr. Birchemall peeled off his gown,
and doffed his morter-board, and flung
themm at Mr. Lickham. Then, picking
up the pike, he pranced around with it,
making the most horrible grimmaces,
evvidently with the intention of putting
the wind up his opponent,

But Colonel Fiery Sparkes, slthough
blazing with pashun, was cool and ealm ;

—— e

and he deteriwined that lLis
would shorlly be collacted !

“Regard | "' ho eried, brandishing Lis
battle.axe.

Dr. Birchemall stopped making faces,
ond stared around lim.

“Eh1® Regard whatt' he askoed.

“Look to your defence!" roared (Lo
colonel, *" The duel has started, imbecile!"

8o saying, the colonel ade s sadden
feerce rusliy only to be warded off hy the

opponenl

Head's pike, which comnianded a wide
sweep,

The pike had an ugly-looking hook at
the Enrlpnf it, and the eolonel hed no wish

to find himself harpooned like = wail,
He was balked and baflled, and obliged to
rétreat.

“* Yah !
scornfully.

At this, the colonel ruilied in szaein,
But be hopped back suddenly as Dr,
Birchemall made & jab at him with tho
Eika. If the ecolonel hadn't beon guick,
4 would undouhitedly have beon dead !

The duel weni an in this way for some
time, with the Hosd holding the upper
hand, besides all the cards, and the pike.

Being at a safe distance from the colonel's
battle-axe, the Head could afford to taunt
ond tanterlise him. And he said all the
cheelgiest. and most sarkastie things he
could think of.

At laat, the colonel could endure the
taunta and tanterlisations no lo Y.
his eyes, he rushed in h'li::ﬁf )

Cowherd | 7" yollod the Iead,

Bhutting
only to boe deitly hooked by the Head's
pike, which fastened into his muffey.
“Gotcher |  eried Dy, Birchemall
Lrium‘flmnt[ o
And from behind the buzshes came a loud

mermor of applaws.

Colonel Fiery Sparkes resombled a pink
SAMINON whig wd just been hooked.
With perple lace, and eoyes starting oub
of their sockitts, he found himsel{ drawn
towards his opponent.

But this waa just what the ecolonel
wanted, for it brought him at last within
striking distance,

“Now 1" he eried, in a choking voiee,
brandishing his battle-axe. " Now's m
chance to administer the ' oup de grace.' ™

Dr. Birchemall vealisod his danger in
a flash, and his curridge oozed out at his
finger-tipa. Ho let go of the pike as if
it had suddenly become rod-hot, and threw
himeelf on to his knees,

“Mersy !"" he eried, grovelling in the
gross, " Bpare me! Think of my youth
and innooance ! '

“You have left both behind yon long

0. was the colonel's comment, as he
detached the pike-hook from his mufer,
“There is no real renson why 1 should
spare your worthlesa lifo. However, I
will do g0, on one condition."

“Yen, yos 1" falterod the Head,
squirming and cringing at the feet of the
colonel.

“In the first place yon will make o
publick apology to me for having libelled
me in your paper——""

* Oh, eertainly !”

“And yon will agree to collect all tho
currant copied of ' Doctor Birchemall's
Weekly," and make a bonfire of them !
You will also agree never to produce the

r again.’
mﬂcﬂﬂﬁr no mara! Honest Injun!™
eried the Head. ‘' From this moment,
* Doetor Birchemall's Weekly ™ is dead ! ™

And Jack Jolly & Co., as they trmmped
back to Bt. Bam's a little Iater, reflected
that it was eggstremely fortunate for Dr.
Birchemall that he had not shared the
fate of his now defunked paper !

THE END,

(There will be another amusing tale of
St. Sam’s in next week's MAGNET, chums,
entitled : “+CAT" BERGLARS AT 8T.
SAM'S 1™ Don't miss this record laugh,

whatever you do /) .
Tae Macuer Lisnanry.—No. 1,047,



(Gontinwed from page 13.)

tiked. T lot them off thet, sir, out of
constderation for you."

“Bless my soul'” seid ile Head
faintly. i
“You ecan't send peclers hera for

Loder, sir, without = geunrch-warrant,
the place bein' my property. Exouse
my instructin’ you in the law of the
land, sir, but you don’t seem to know
much sbout it. 1w rather well up in

the laws relatin’ to property and
things. Now, unless you give me your
word at ouce that Wharton will not be

flogged, Loder will Le fogged. How
about it, sir?” .

The tolephone in Dr. Locke's study
rocked l!ip he slawmed back tho
receiver on the hocks. It was extremely
fortunate for Lord Muauleverer that he
was not within Lis headmaster’s reach
at that moment. U'he slamming of the
receoiver was v, Locke's ruTl_'f to the
chief of the High Ousks rebels, and he
picked up the Lirch egain with a brow
of thunder.

e

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Nice [or Loder!

ORD MAULEVERER put up ihe
I receiver, and went down to
meet his Form-fellows. In tho
Hall the Removites were
swarming; and in the midst of tho
crowd was Loder of the Sixth, with a
face that Bob Cherry likened to that
of & demnon in a pantomime. Loder
i:ad resisted all the way up the drive,
and as a result he was in rather & dis-
lievelled state. His hat and collar and
tie wera gone, his clothes were badly
rumpled, his hair was like & mop. Ho
liad given so much trouble, that
Mauleverer had ordered his hands to be
tied together, and Loder was now quito
helpless. He glared at the laughing
faces round lhim, like a cagoed tiger.

“Well, what does the Head say,
Mauly 1 asked Boli Cherry.

“He's rung off,” answered Maule-
verer, “He scemed to be in a bad
temper about somethin'.”

IEHEI hl. I-'IE-I”

“The badiulness
probably  terrifie,”
Jamsel Ram Singh.

“Well, the man might be redson-
able,” said Mauleverer. “1've nﬂ'urr_-j]
him a fair exchange, and exchange is
no robbery. Woe want Wharton—and
he wants Loder. Wharlon's no usc to
him—and Loder's no uso to us, DBlessed
if I see what use Le i3 at sll, but the
Head must think sowetlon’ nf him, or
he wouldn't have made him a prefect,
The Beak sayvs that Wharton 1s goin’
to be flogged, although TI'vo warned
him that er will be flogged, too.”

“You . young scoundrel——" bhegan
Lader,

“Shut up, Loder!
this nect!™

“If you don't let me go at once—'

“Will you dry up, Loder?”

“No!” roared Loder furiously. “I
tell yos, you young rascal—-"

“Kick him, Cherry 1™

Tur Macoxer Lismany.—No. 1,047,

of the temper i
chuckled Hurreo

You'ro dead in

]

—— e ——
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“Yaroooh!"

“"Borry, Loder, old beau, but il seems
to be the only way to muke you shut
up,” seid Lord Mauleverer politely.

T Hﬂ,_ h-ﬂ, hl j"‘

Loder suppres:sed his feelings, glarin
at Lord Mauleverer as if he woul
have liked to bite him,

“What time is callin' over at (rey-
friars, you men?” asked Mauleverer,
“ Anybody remember?”™

“Beven, you ass!"

Mauleverer glanced at his watch.

“It's cloke on zevon now. I'm alraid
vou'll have to be Hogged al seven
Lodey.”

“You—you—you—"" gasped Loder.

“Sorry, and all that; but it can't bo
belped. If the Head ill-uses prisoncrs
of war, reprisals are the only thing.
But there's one difficulty I never fore-
gaw,” added Lord Mauleverer.

“What's that?" grinned Cherry,

“We've no birch here. I quite for-

ot to order & birch when we stacted

igh Oaks School. We shall have to
flog Loder with n cane. I suppose it
won't make much difference to you,
Loder?”

“You—you young villain—

“You see, it's too late lo telephone to
Chunkley's for a birch to bo delivered
before seven,” expleined Lozd
Mauleverer.

di H.. h.,, hl‘”

“Will one of you men feich & cane
from the eclass-room*"

“Yes, rather!” ‘

A oane was speedily fetehed iuto
Hall. Loder eved it with well-grounded
apprehension. More and more decply
did the bully of the Sixth repent haviug
taken the problem of the Remove n
hand. Oncc clear of High Oaks, there
was no doubt that Gerald Loder would
he particularly careful to give that
romarkable scholastic establishment a
wide berth. But he was nol clear of
High Oaks yel,

“Five minutes {o seven,” said Lord
Manleverer. “ Place a chair for Loaer,
you men, IHe will have to bend over a
chaire.”

“Ha, ha, La!™

A chair was placed for Loder to bend
over. Lord Mauleverer swished the
cane,

“You really mean it, Mauleverer?"
asked the Boundoer.

“Eh? Yaas!”

“If you dare to lay o finger on me
—"" hissed Loder.

“I'm not fnin' to lay a finger on you,
old bean. I'm goin’' to lay this cane,
The Head will give Wharton six. I'm
goin’ to give you six. Make up your
mind to it."

Loder gasped. It was almost unbe-
lievabla, from the poiut of view of a
Sixth Form prefeol; but Loder had to
believe it. Lord Mauleverer was
evidently in deadly earnest,

“Look here,” panted Loder, “let me
speak to the Head. If I—if I go back
and—and speak to him——"

“I'm afraid 1 couldn't trust
come back bere and take your
dear man."

“Hardly 1" cliuckled Nugent.

"I—I—i'll speak fo him on the tele-
phone ! gasped Loder. * Let me phone
to the Head, for goodness’ sake.”

Lord Mauleverer smiled faintly. As a
matter of fact, he had been waiting for
Loder to make that suggestion,

“Any old thing,” he said. "If you
can persuade the Beak to listen to
reason, you're welcome to try, old bean.
Bring him to the telephone, you men."”

“Better give him a few first,” said
Bolsover major,

“Shut up, Bolsover !

Loder was marched to the telephone.

L]

o1l _tn
oggin'

Frey

Az his hands were tied, Lord Maules
verer obligingly held the receiver to his
ear. Loder called up Greyiriars, palpi-
tating with apprehension. ‘The Head's
decp voice came through.

“Loder speaking, sir!” gasped the
prefect,

“Indeed |

“I'm a prisonor Lere, sir, at High
Oaks,”

“8o I understand from Walker."

“ They—they're goin' to flog me, sir,
with a cane, 1f vou flog Wharton, sir,”
gasped Loder,

" Nousenso !” !

“It's true, sir. They've tied my
hands, and they've got the cane ready.
I—I don't think, sir, that you ought to
let me be flozged, when I got into this
through trying to do my duty as a
profect, sie."

" %’nnmun{-." - " sasped Tad

“ You—you seo, sir—"g er.

“1 am Fussurtrd that the juniors will
not dare to do anything of the kind.”
snapped the Head.

“Oh dear! I—I assure you, sir,
they're just goin' to flog me,” panted
Loder. “The little boasts nre fairly
enjoyin' il, sir. 1 give you my word.'

“You should not have allowed these
Lower boys to make you a prisoner al
all, Loder.”

“I1—1I couldn’t help it, sir."

“ Nonsense.”

“1 did my best, sir,” groaned Loder.
“You can't let me be flogged by these

voung scoundrels, sir.”
Loder listened

There was a pause,
hopelully.

“1 can scarcely boelieve, Loder, that
these juniors, rebellious as they are,
would dare to proceed to such a length, "
said the Head at last. *“In the cir-
cumstances, however, I shall postpone
Wharton's flogging until you have re.
turned to Greylriars, and you may tell
them so.”

“0Oh, thank you, sir!"

“You will return heve al the carliest
possible moment, Loder.™

“1—I—I will, gir." .

Lord Maulevercr swmiled cheerily,
He was close enough to the receiver to
hear what was said from Greyfriars,

“That's all right," be said. * The
floggin's off, you men. Wharton's in the
muhﬁmt-rm at Greylviars, I think,

er

“Yes,'" growled Loder.

“We haven’t a punishment-room here
—another oversight,” said his lordship.
“But any old room will do. You're
goin' to be lovked :f. okd bean, so lon
ns Wharton is locked up at Greyfriars.

“ Look here—"

“That will do. Bring him along, you
men."

“1 say, you fellows, we'd bebter give
him a few with the cane.”

" Bhut up, Bunter,”

Loder was led away. He was deeply
relieved at having escaped the flogging ;
that was so muoh to the good, though
many of the Removites looked rather
disappointed. But the prospect before
him was nob attractive, being just the
same as that before Wharton in the

unishment-room at Greyfriars. He was
fﬂd upstairs to one of the many un-
occupied rooms in the great rambling
building, followed by a crowd of
chuckling juniors. To the Removites it
seemed quite a priceless lark to shup
up & Sixth-Form prefect in a punish-
ment-room.

“Call Juggins, you men," said Lord
Mauleverer. :

“Here, my lord!” Alired Juﬁgms
was at hand st once. Juggins had the
great gift of being always at hand.

“Juggins, this fellow 15 bein" kept
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shut up for a bit,” said Leord Maule-
verer. "'(Get this room furnished a bit,
will you 7™

“¥Yes, my lord."”

“8ea that he's fed and fairly com-
fortable, Juggins.”

“Yes, my lord.”

“ Where's James—"

I’“ Here, me lord " grinned Jimmy the
ug.

“James, 1 want you to see that this
prisoner does not get away, You will
come with Mr, Juggins when he brings
him food and o on. Bee?”

“Yes, me lord.™

“If he gives any trouble, thrash him,
but don't do him any injury—none of
vour knock-out blows, you know, Just
a lickin".”

“Leave him to me, me lord !" grinned
Jamaes.

“Thank you very much, dear man,”

And Loder, enraged, amazed, and
utterly dismayed, was Jocked in end
left to lns meditations.

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.

Bunier Does It !

ILLY BUNTER  blinked at
Smithy, his little round eyes
growing rounder behind his big
spectacies.

“Oh!" he gasped, * Oh, my hat "

It was the following day, and although
Harry Wharton was still a prisoner at
Greyiriars, and Loder of the Sixth was
a prisoncr at High Oaks, the new school
was proceeding on the even tenor of
its way.

Ho far as the captain of the Remove
was concerned, Lord Mauleverer was
waiting for the Head to agree to an
exchange of prisoners, and he had no
doubt that the Head would so agree,
as soon as he realised that there was
nothing else to be dona, and that his
lofty dignity had to be put, as it were,
in his pocket.

Wharton weas nocessarily absent [rom
the Form, but every otlier member of
the Ramove had to atiend class as usual,
Lord Mauleverer was really ruling High
Oaks with a rod of iron in thewe days.
Certainly e was only able to do so
because the majority of the Remove
backed him wup; and Jinuoy the Pug
was more than cnough to keep the
unruly spirits in order, Skinner & Co.
had never been quite so meek and
orderly at Greyfriars as they now were
at High Oaks, and DBolsover major
wwemed Yo have lost nearly all his
truculonce. Bunter, tho laziest fellow in
the Form, bhad become almost in-
dustrious; all the slackers were tocin

the line. Even the arrogant spint o
Vernon-S8mith  seemed to have been
tamed.

But that was only in seeming.

Had the Bounder been elected undis-
puted leader of the High Oaks rebels,
doubtless he would have been :atisfied,
though certainly, in that case, High
would not have much resembled a
school. But the Bounder ecould not bow
his head to authorvity, FEven at Grey-
[riars there had often been trouble be-
tween Bmithy and the capiain of the
Remove, for that reason. At High
Qaks, in a state of rebellion against
authority, Smithy had no idea at all of
i:ln.;,'ing second fiddle and taking orders
rom another Removite. With most of
the Remove backing up Lord Maule-
verer, and the rest in awe of Jimmy the
Pug, it looked as if S8mithy would have
to lump it, if he did not like it; but the
Bounder’s thoughts had been busv, and
it was upon William George ]{untar
that he fixed to help him bring about a
change. What might follow that change

the Bounder did not care about in the
loast ; he was reckless of results as usual.
“"You can do it, you fat duller,” he
said. *"1t's the only thing you can do;
but you can do that,"
“Uh, really, Bmithy—"' )
“You're o hopeless dud at everything
aelse, but you can do fatheaded ventrilo-
quial tric'r( " *“¥You

s,"" sard the Bounder.

nearly got me into & scrap with
poisover the other day with your
trickery, and I jolly well kicked you tor
it

*“ Look here——"

“GUoodness knows how you do it! It
can't require any bramms, or you
couldn't,” went on the Bounder. " Btill,

the tact remains that you can. Now, all
the 1eilows know you're a rotlen ven-
triloquist, but that brute James
Juggins doesn't, so you've gol a ciear
fiela with him.”

“ But—" altered Bunter,

“But what, ass? Aren't you fed-up
with playing at school here, and gong
into ciass, saiue as if we were at Lirey-
friaps ?"

* yos, rather!” said the Owl of the
Remove promptly, * But——"

*Aren't you led-up with Linley 1:-1113-
in' at Form master, and givin' us
lessons, and lines, and Mauleverer
captainin’ us with that ésrim-ﬁ_glum- to
protect him?” demanded the Bounder
savagely.

“yos; but—bui—but he's a dangerous
beast, you know," =aid Bunter uneasily,
“ Look how he chucked you about like a
sack of coke when you tried.to tacklo
hinop—and Bolsover, too,”

Vernon-8mith gritted his teeth.

“That's why we're goin’ to get shut
of him," he said, "It ean be done by
your ventriloquial trickery. Unce we
get that old pug out of the place, we'll
all do as we jolly well like, and give
Mauly the raggin’ of his life. Most of
the fellows are backin® him up now, but
they'd come round fast enough if they
weren't scared of that bruiser.”

*Yes, but—"

William George Buntor liked the pro-
spect in one way, but he evidently did
not like it in another. Jimmy the Pug
had terrified the fat junior, snd DBuntor
almost shuddered at the idea of playing
tricks on him, Still, he was greatl
tempted. Bunter had lines to do, with
a licking to come if the lines were not
done, and Bunter hated lines. Bunter
had to work in class, and Bunter hated
work, What was the good of a rebel-
lion if a fellow who was rebelling had
to behave himself just the same? That
was what Bunter wanted to know.

“You've to do it!" growled the
Bounder. “You're afraid that that pug
m'Lght lick you if he spotted it, what "

Not afraid, of course,” said Bunter.
“8till, he would, you know."

“Well, if you don't try it on, T shall

lick you,” said the Bounder.

It's thare, vou know, wails
ing for me. In fact, there's probably
more then one. 1 was expecting several
postal-orduers—from my titled relntions,
yvou know." !

The Bounder breathed hard.

“It's & go—if you do as 1 tell youl™
he snapped,

“Ragnt-ho, then!” said Bunter, "Of
course, 1 can do it. I'm & jolly clever
ventriloguist, as you know, 111 jolly
well make that przefighter sit up, |
can tell yeu! Mauiy, too, and the
fellows who=re bacling himm np  Leave
it to me!”

“TH tell you exactly what to do—"

Bunter made a disdainful gesture.

“"You needn’'t tell me anything,
Bmithy. I know what to do!"

“1 tell you—" %

“Rats! Lot you can teech me!" said
Bunter.

Vernon-8mith suppressed his desire to
take William George Bunter by the
scruff of the neck and bang his head
against a tree. He promised himself
that pleasure later. At present Bunter
was needed and he had to be placated.

“Well, go ahead.” said the Bounder.
“Have your own way."”

“1 mean to,"” answercd Bunter calmly,

“There’s the bruiser now,” said
Smithy, with o glance towards Jimmy
the Pug, who was strolling down a path
with bis pipe in his mouth, and an ex-
pressio) ‘of nmieable satisfuction on his
battered faco, .

It was after moming class at High
Oaks, and as the weather was fine, most
of the {ellows were out of doors.
Skinner and Snoop were detained in the
class-room for carel seness in  lessons,
and they did not cven think of leaving
the closs-room  without  permission.
Cousin James had instructions to take
them back if they did and they were
anxious not to give Cousin James that
trouble,

Some

Greyfriars,

of the juniors were punting
about & footer, and Jimmy the Pug
stopped to looh on. Bob Cherry camo
along to join the punters, passing Cousin
James as he stood on tﬂn-_ path. The
Dounder heard Billy Bunter give his
little fat eoueh, always a preliminary to
his ventriloguial stunts.

“Get ont of the way, you low rotter !"

C'ougin Jwnes spun round towards Bob
Cherry. For ihe moment even the
Doundor sumnsed that Bob had s{mkﬂp,
so exactly had the Remove ventrilogmst
imitated his voice. The fat grin on
Bunter's face enlightened him, and he
grinved, too, and watched developments,

“Wat 1" ejaculated James Juggins.
“Wot's that, young Cherry?"

“Eh, what?" said Bob, staring ab
him. Dob had heard the remark, and
wondered whna had spoken: but he did
not recognise his own voice, naturally.

(Continued overleuf.)

Bunter blinked at
him through his big

spectacles.
tell you

lu'r”
what, EBmithy. I
was expecting a
postal-order the
day we left Groy-
friars—"

“You fat idiot!"

“Of course, it
hasn't come here—
the Head's not
sending on our let-
ters,” said Bunter.

“Can vyou let ine
have the—the
ound? Of course,
'II hand wyou the
postal-order when—
when we got back to
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Jimmy the Pug had recovnised it and
Lo was wirnthy,

“You impudent young rsscall” ex-
Coimed Jawmwes, Justiv incensed.  “ Do
von want to be weolloped, what ¥ .
Tuwhat the thwmp do you mcan !
exclaimed Bob angnily. I you think
von can bully me, my man, you're wmak-
g o mistake!  Get out of the way,
please 1" James had planted h=elf ain
wob's patly, with a belligerent look.

“For two pins," roared Jewes, * I'd
lay vou acrosz my kuee and spank you,
vaung Cherry 17 -

“oh, shut up, and don't be a fool !
retorted Dob.

“That does it!"

And Cousin  Janics
Cherry in an augry grasp.
“Here! Chuek that " roared Bob,

Bob stiruggled,

But, powerful fellow a< he was, be
was _powerless in the grasp of tlv old
pugilist.

“Resone, you men ! shionted Bob.

A crowd of the Removites ran up,
The Bounder chickled, and Billy Bunter
grinmed with glee, There wrs po doubt
that the Remove veutriloguist had done
it now. Cousin Janies wos grasping Bob
in & _grip of iron with one hand, and
smacking him foreibly with the. other—
and Dob was punching at him furiously,

“Stop that, you ruffian!" shouted
Johuny Bull,

“Chuek it!" exclaimoed Nugoent.

“Collar T ! '

“Rescuc I yolled Dob,

“Al right, Bob, we'li be with you in
a sec!”

There was a rush at James,

Johnny Bull and Nagent and Huovree
Jamsel Ram 8Bingli soized Lhim at once.
What the row was about they did not
know, bul they knew thatl they were not
going lo seo their chum handled by the
prizefighter, DBul all the Co. fogether
were mnot equal to lhandling CCansin
James, and Bquifi and Peter Todd
jumped to their aid, and the Bounder
risshed in.  The troulile having lLeen
started, the Bounder was keen to mnke
it worse, and to prevenft exvlanations,

So manythands were latd on Jamies
Juggins that even the redonhtable old
PUg WAS OVerpo , and he went to
the ground with a dozen Removites
clinging to him like entls. The Bonnder
grinned gleefully as he grasped James'
prominent ears. and baneed his head
on the hard earth. Muffod roars came
from Cousin James undaer the scram-
Lling heap of juniors,

“Duck him !" yelled Bolsover major.

“Hurrah "

“8hove him mn the pond!™

“'"Fre, you stow it!” howled Jamos.
“You chuck it, you ‘ear mel! Oh
crikey ! Obh crumbs! Ow!”

For once the Removites were united,
Clouain James had kept the rebellious
=pirits in order, because most of tho
fighting-men in the Remove were on the
rame side. Now the fighting-men were
handling Cousin James, as well as the
rest, and against the whole Form Jimmy
the Pug no chance. Heo was
bundled along helplessly to the pond,
struggling and roaving, and using
language which really ought not te have
been used in the presence of innocent
voulth, but which was perhaps excus
nble in the circumstances, In a yellin
mob, the Removites reached the pumﬁ
and Cousin James was hurled headlong
(LW

E}i_fnﬂh! g4 @ o
“Groooogh! Gug-gug! Oooch!™
“Ha, ha, ha!” roared the Removitos,
“Now coal down there, you cheeky
rotter I” bawled Bob Cherry. “And
vou'll get some more of the same if you
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ask for it!”

“Yes, rother!”

“The rathorfulipess is terrific ™

Auvd the Removites crowded aw By,
leaving Jimmy the Pug to erawl dis-
mally out of the pond, looking and foel-
ing as if he did vot find hife at High
Oaks worllh Living.

- o —

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
The Oaly Way !

ARRY WIIARTON stood by the

window of the punishmesit-roomn

at Greyfriars, staring out at a

patch of blue sk, which was

all be could see of the outside world,

when there was o sound of footsteps in

the eorridor. Ho turned to the door,

expeeting to see Trotter, the page, with

g tray and dinner. But it was Wingate

of the Bixth who entered the punish-
ment-roow,

Wharicn gave hini a nod and a smile.

“Hallo, Wingate!”

"Uoltting fod-up with this?" asked the
captain of Greyfriara

“Yes, rother!" answered Wharion
promptly. '

“You're going now.”

“0h, good!”

“Head's orders to let you out,” said
Wingate,

“Oh. wiy Laot! That's good news,’
said Harry. “Buot why "

“T suppose you don’'t know whoat's
been havpening,” said Wingate, with a
grin.  “Your puecions friends over at
Hich Onks hove got Loder.”

“Nood for them ! said Harry.

“They've keyt him a prisoner," said
Wingate, “He's been away all night,
and he's still at High Oaks.™

Farry Wharton langhed.

“Anulv's some loudor,"he said. "Is
the Head letting me go so that Loder
can come binck ™

“T . imagine s0, Anyvhow, tho ordors
are 1o let you out of the pumnishment-
room, and vou're to teke o message to
Loder to veturn to Grevfriars at once.
That's all T've bean told.”

“TU  take that message with
pleasure.” snid Harey Wharton, laugh-
ing. “In fact, I've mnever becn wso
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Blnuwd in my life to take a message.
oes the Head want to sce me?”

“Ho doezn't!” answered Wingate
dryly.

Ho threw the door open wide, and
Harry Wharton walked out of tho

wmishment-room.  His face was very
right as he walked down the ecorridor
and down the stairs. The Greylriars
fellows wero not yet out of the Form
rooms, and Wharion guessed that the
Head had lot_ him depart while tho
fellows were still in school, so that his
departure should not be witnessed. It
wias a defeat for the Head, and lLe did
not want all Greyfriars to be witnesses
to his deleat.

Wharton walked across cheerily to thoe
gEiles,

From the window of the Bixth Form
roomn Dr. Locke glanced out, and there
was a deep frown on his brow ss he
looked alter the captain of the Remove.
Lnﬂnrl‘s place in t}‘m Bixth wds vacaut
and all Greyfriars knew that Gerald
Loder was a prisoner in the hands of thie
rebels at High Osks. That he was
being held as a hostago for Wharton the
fellows could casily guess, and there had
been much merriment on the subject,
as the Head was probably aware,

It was impossible to allow such a situa-
tion fo continue, as the Head had
realised on refloction. He had been
scarcely able to believe, at first, that the
High Oaks rebels would venture to kecp
e Grevirviars prefoct @ prisoner. .

Loder had mnot returned, however,
and the Head bad to believe it at last.
To visit High Osks and demand the
reloase of Lodor was futile, as he Hnm';
it would unlﬁ have been met by defiance. |
To invoke the aid of the police was, no
doubt, possible, but that meant that
Greyfriars and its affairs would become
tha_ talk of Lthe county, and figure in the
newspapors—an awflul thought to the
Head. who hated publicity of any sort.
and shrank especially from publicity of
the present state of Greyfriars' affairs.
To leave a Sixth Form man s prisoner
with the rebel Removites was impossi-
ble, and the only alternative was to
accede to Lord Mauleverer's depnand.

It had been a bitter pill for the Fead
to swallow, but he had bad to get it
down. He had saved his dignity as
much as he could by sending Wingato
to release Wharton and give him =a
meassagoe for Loder. ‘That was all the
Hend conld do. He had done it, much
against the grain, and now Wharton was
free. He turned from the window, and
possibly he detected lurking smiles
amoneg the Sixth, for until the elass was
dismissed the Fead's temner was unoom-
monly acid. and the Greviriars Sixth
had never been so glad when the hour
of dismiseal came.

Meanwhile, Harry Wharton walled
cheerily away up

_ v Courtfield voad
towards High Oaks.

He had had more than enough of the
pupishment-room at Greviriars, though
he had been suoported by faith in the
amazing caualities of leadership that
Lord Mauleverer had develoned. Heo
had honed, at least, that Mauly would
find some way of getting him oul of
durance vile. and row Mauly had dono
it. o strolled along cheerily in the
spring sunshing, and turned in at the
gates of Wigh Oaks,

“Nroagh! Gue-gug! Oooch!”

Wharton heard those remarkalile
sotinds as he walked up the drive and
elanerd round. AL a short distanco
fram the drive was the vend, and from
the vapd » drenched and dripping figure
wae erawling,

“Oh my hat!” ejaculated Wharton, as
he recoenjead Jimmy the Pug. WHa
turned off the drive and approached the
old pugilist.
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In a yelling mob, the Removites

reached the pond, and Cousin

James was burled headlong in.

Splash ! ** Groocogh ! Gug-gug !

Oooch!" *‘Ha, ha, ha ! * roared

the Removites. ** Now cool down

there you cheeky rotier ! ** bawled

Bob Cherry. ** You'll get some =

more of the same i you a:zk for
it1" (See Chapter 1].)
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TWOPENCE.

“Been swimming with your clobber
on 1" he asked humorously
James give him a drmpinﬁjg!n.re.

e

“TI! sinash "em!” he mumbled.

“But what——"

“You're one of 'em! I'll smash you!”

““Here, say—— Oh, my hat!”
roared Wharton, ns the enraged James
grasped him. *“ Leggo! Yarooogh!™

Possibly James, with his eyes full of
water and mud, did not recognise
Wharton, and did not remember that
the captain of the Remove had been
ahsent that morning, -Perhaps he did
not care. In his present frame of mind
he was yearning to thrash somebody, ns
was nalural in the cireumstances, and
Wharton had come slong at the right
moment for that purpose. With a grasp
on the astonished junior's collar, James
rfﬂcnede::l to smnack lhis head right and
1L,

“Take that, you young rip——"

" Whooop 1 2

* And that—and that——"

“Leggo! Yoaw-ow-ow!”

James had a heavy hand, aud he was
using it with vigour,

“And that—and that—and that —"

“You shrieked
Wharton.

“And that!"” gasped James.

Fortunately, Wharton suceceded in
hooking his leg into Janes and giving
the exasperated pugilist o shove at the
same time. James staggerod back, and,
being still on the edge of the pond, he
sat down in the water. There was a
mighty splesh and s muoflled roar from
Jameos.

Wharton did ot linger.

His head ‘was singing from James'
hefty smacks, and James was struggling

(11

potty idiot, leggo!

out of the waler again, with an expres-
gion on his battered face which told only
too plainly what the junior had to
expect 1f he was stil] on the spot when
James emerged from the pond. l{%hﬂ.rt'ﬂu
started for the house atv a run.

17¢ was rather bhreathless when he
dashed into the hall of Hign Oaks. The
Removites were at dinner there.

“I1Iallo, hallo, hallo!” roared Baob

Cherry. “ Here's Wharton [

“Hurray !"

“You got awaey?" exclaimed the
Bounder.

“I'm released in exchange for Lodoer,”
sald Harry., "1 fancied you'd manage it
somchow, Mauly, old man.”

“Yaas, I rather thought it would
work, you know,” said Lord Mauleverer
mmui:l:.-. “The Head couldn’t very well

lenve Loder bere a permanent fixture,
Juggins ™

“Yes, my lord.”

“Go to the punishment-room, Juggins,
and let that fellow out. Tell him to
clear off.™

“¥Yes, my lord.”

Jugging departed. Havry Wharton
dropped into a seat at the table beside
Bob Cherry. Ho was ready for dinner,

“Jolly glad to see you back, old chap,”
said Dob.

“And I'm jolly glad to get back”
sald Harry. “Has anything happencd
here this morning 7

“"Hem! Yea"

“I found that old pug crawhing out of
the pond.” said Harrv. “He went for
me and I pushed him in again, What's
the row "

“The rowfulness hias been terrifie, my
esteemed chum,” said Hurree Jamscl
Ram Bingh, “The excellent and

ludicrous James has been ducked fap
his own esteemed good.”

“He asked for it,” growled Baob.
H';Iﬁnggad for it, in fact ” said Johnny

ull.

“He, he, he!"

That fat cachinnation came from
Billy Bunter,

Smithy gave the Owl of the Remove
n fierce, warning look. Billy Bunter
winked at him reassuringly.

“Al serzne, Bmithy. I'm not letting
anything out,” he said fatuously,

*“¥You fat idiot!" hissed the Bounder,

“Oh, really, 8mithy——"

“Shut up!" hissed Vernon-Smith.

“If you think [ ecan't keep a secret,
Bmith o

“What's that {fat
about 1" asked Nugent.

“Oh, really, Frarky——"

“Youn see, James got his cars up,”
Bob Cherry explained to the capiain of
the Remove. ““He thought he could

duffer burbling

smack my head, just as if it were
Skmner's——"

“You cheeky chump!" interjected
Skinner,

“Blessed if T know what was tho

matter with him," went on Bobh. *' Just

flew inta a temper and flew at o chap.”

“He, he, he!™

“For goodncss’ sake, stap going off
like an alarm-clock Bunter. What are
you cackhing at, you fat duffer ¥"

“Oh, really, Cherry——""

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!
Loder ¥

Through the open doorway Laoder of
the Rixth ecouwld be =ecn, hending for
the gates. Loder was not looking grate-
ful for his release. His face was furious,
Probably he did not expect a very agrees
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able reception when he returned to
Greylriars. Bolsover major jumped up.
“Let's tea Lader off " he exclaimed.
“Good egg!" cxclaimed half a dozen
fellows, and there was a rush out of
the doorway.
“Hold on!" called out Lord Maule-
verer, )
But Mauly was pot heeded. S8ix or
soven fellows rushed down the drive to
soe Loder off: end Loder, as he saw
them coming, broke into a run. Loder
disappeared out of the guales, going
stiimng. ) )
Greviriars was at dinner when Loder
arrived there. He wont in and took his
place at the Bixth Torm table, and a
general grin greeted him.
“Had a good time?"
quired a.ffuhf_-,', -
Loder did not answer that question.
When the Head went to his study afler
lunch Loder presented himsell thore to
report. He had doubted whether his
reception would be a pleasant one, His
dou were set at rest mow. It wans
not pleasant. Dr. Locke eyed him over
his 51:53&4 with his grimmest look

Wingate iz-

“Oh! You have returned, Loder?"”
he =aid. !

“Yos, sir. I—" o

“I am very displeased witlh you,
Loder.”

“You see. sir, I— "

“Your folly and incapacity Pla.und me
in & vary awkward position,' mnpﬁl
the Head. “I had wo alternative but
to release Wharton, on your aeccount,
Loder. I cannot imagine why you
allowed yvourself to bo foreibly detained
by Lower boys.” )

**A whole moly of them, sie—-"

“Nonsenso |

““But, sir, you secc——"

“ Nousense!"

Loder was silent. The Head did noi
seomn to be in & mood to listen to excuses.
It is said that nothing succeeds like
success, and certainly nothing fails like
failure. Loder had failed, and he was
in disgrace. ) _

“T am very displeased with you," said
the Head. "“You bave acted very fool-
ishly, and the result has been to Jﬂm
me in a very awkward position. I doubt
whether 1 can allow you to remain a
prefect at all, Loder.”

“Oh, sir!™ gasped Loder.

“*1 shall consider the matler. You
may go."” :
Loder woent. This was the reward of

liis devolicn, and the outcome of his
soliene to give Wingate a fall, No
doubt it was what he deserved, but in
that knowledge Loder found no comfort
whatever.

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Exit James !

11 O0K ‘ere—"
“My dear man!" said Lord
4  Mauleverer mildly.
“Ducked!” roured James.
“Drenclied! Dripging! Look 'ere—"
“I'm not deaf, ®ear man,"” said Lord
Mauleverer in a tone of plaintive re-

monstrance.  * Would you mind moder.
atin’ vour voice a little? Shoutin'
rather gels on my nerves.”

“Ducked!" roared Jimmy the Pug.
“Ducked 1n a blinking pond! Wel!
Muddy! Smothered!™

James was not moderaling his voice
as requested. Rather was he intensi-
fying it. There was no doubt thai

Jalnﬁli when he was excited, erred on -

the side of emphasis.

“Did T come 'ere to be ducked??”
hooted Jates. *““Did I come 'erc to be
chucked in a blinkin' pond? 1 arsks
you, as man to man.”
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Lord Mauleverer shook his head,
“To the best of my knowledge, my
dear [ellow, yvou did not come . cre for

uny such purpose,” he said soothingly.
“Am goin' to stand itf" roared
James,

“My dear man—""

“Am I the sort of bloke to stand it 1"

Lord Mauleverer sighed. James was
propounding a series of queries, just as
il he wore asking Mauleverer a set of
conundrums. He did not, hike DBrutus,
pausa for a roply. Ha did not scem to
want a reply. His own elogquence ap-
peared to suffice for James,

“Am 1 the covey to put up with this
'‘ere " demanded j'una.-. in great wrath,
and then, at last, he answered his own
quesiion. “Neo, sir, T ain’t! Not by
iong chalks! 1 ain’t the covey to be
‘andled like this ‘ere! Drenched!
Soaked! Muddy! I found a blooming
frog down my neck when I got out!
Then a young rip pushed
Look at my eye! Punched! Look at my

nose! Bashed! Think I'm going to
stand it? Don’t you make any blinkin’
error! [ ain’t!"

James had ch d his clothes since
his ducking, and he was dry, but his
temper had nob improved. James' bat-

tered face, which retained many signs
of ancient damages, now showed a good
many more; in the struggle with the
Removites he had not » handled
gently. One of his aiu was nearly
closed ; his nose, which had always had
a list t:dgmt now looked almost on its
beam-snds. James was damaged, and
James was hurt, and Jamos was in a
towoering rage. -

IT this sort of thing was going to
happen at High Oaks, James had had
enough of High Oaks; in fact, a little

too much. James was so excited that
Mauleverer, had he been a suspicious
fellow, might have suspected that James
had warmed himself, after his ducking,
with some liquer of a potent nature,
James was asctually brandishing &«
knuckly fist, almost under his lordship’s
uoso, to give point to his remarks.

“The young rips!” continued James.
“The whole gang of 'em! Why, I'll
limb 'em! 1'll bash 'em! You mark
my words—I'll bash "em!”

Alfred Juggins came out of the house,
with a worried look.  Hitherto, the
numerous members of the tribe of Jﬂ
gins who had gathered at High O
i Lord Mauleverer's service, had
proved extremely satisfactory. Thoy
were on to a good thing, so to speak,
and they did not want to lose it. But
James was rather different from the
other Juggiuses. In the prize-ring, and
in his later position as “chucker-out "
in a picture palace, he had not learned
refined manners,

“Here, stow 1it, Jimmy!" said Mr.
Juggins anxiously, “That ain't tho
way to talk to his lordship.

“You 'eld your jaw, AlL" replied
James. “I'm tellin' his lordship that
I'm going to bash them young rips,
and, you mark my words, that's jest
what I'm going to do ™ _

“You've been drinking!" said Mr.
Jl:gfim accusingly )

“1f a bloke took a drop, arter being
ducked in hicy water, ain't a bloke a
right to do 807" demanded James hotly.
“I'm tdlling his lordship, fair and
square, that I'm gning to bash them
young rips. Callin' a man names, and
dgucking him ir a pond!”

‘“He, he, he!”

James stared round as he heard that
cachinnation. It was quite involuntary
on Billy Bunter's part, and the next
moment he was sorry that he bad
cachinnated, as Jamcs' baleful eye fell
cu him,

me ip again. °

'Kre

- “"That's one of 'em!" said James,
and he made a rush at Bunter.
“Yarocooh!™ - :
The [ot junior fled [or his lie, with
Janies in hot pursnit. Lord Maule-
verer stared after them in dismay.
“Oh, gad!” he ejaculated. d
“My oye!” murmured Mr. Juggink
He rushed after James and caught him
by the shoulder, “Now, look here.
James, you be'ave—none of your
chucker-out games here, you know—
[I,h [JJ

A inh from James' elbow took effoct
on Mr. Juggins' waistcoat, and he sat
down suddenly with a gasp, ss if punc-
tured.

" Doooooh 1

“James!” cjaoulated Lord Maule-
YOrer.

James did not heed. In his present
[rame of mind, he was deal to the veice
of the charmer.

He rushed on in pursuit of Bunter.
Bunter, as a matter of fact, had had no
hand in the handling of James; Bunter
was not the fellow to take & frout seat
on such an occasion. But it was all one
to James. He was on the war-path; and
he rushed after Bunter with vengeanco
inn his eye.

“Oh dear ! gasped Lord Mauleverer.

The institution of James at High
Oaks had worked, hitherto, like a charmn.
But it seemed to have its drawbacks
now. Lord Mauleverer had congratu-
lated himself upon his astuteness n
ongaging James to keep order. Dut
keeping order was not really James
long suit, Probably, in his chequered
corecr as a boxer and a chucker-out, ho
had been more accustomed to disorder.
Certainly he was quite out of hand now.

Lord Mauleverer hurried down tho
drive after James. That infuriated
member of the Juggins clan had over.
taken Bunter, n stretobed out a
kuuckly paw to seize him. In sheer
terror, Bunter dmgpﬂd on the ground—
B lu'lidﬂllh‘ that James stumbled over
him before he knew what was happen-
ing, and went full I&nFtch landing with
his nose in the gravel. o roar that
proceeded from James as he landed
would have done credit to the Bull of
Bashan. ]

Bunter sat up dazedly, groping for his
spectacles,

“Yaroogh! Help! Murder! Fire!
1 say, you fellows, help! Yoooooop!
Keep him off 1" roared Bunter.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo 1"

“What the thump—"

Removo fellows came running upon all
sides,

“That bruiser’s broken out again!”
chuckled the Bounder. " Collar him I

“Yaroogh ! H;ép[ I{aﬂpg:’m off 1” :

Juines staggered up, g grave
from his features IP;:H had been
enraged before, he was a Borserker
now. Lord Mauleverer hastily inter-
posed between him and Bunter.

“My dear man, take it calmly,” said
Mauleverer. “1 shall have to sack you
if you kick up a shindy, you know—
Whooooooop !”

A knuckly fist landed on Mauleverer's
noble nose, and ho sat down—on Bunter.
There was an expiring gasp from the
Owl of the Remove.

“Oh, gad!” gasped Mauleverer. “Oh
dear! Hold him, you fellows! Oh, my
nose! Oh, my hat! Owl”

“Mop him up!" yelled the Bounder,
in great delight,

“Collar him 1*

“Collar me, will you?” roared James,
“T'll bash you—I'll bash the lot of you!
nu;! I'm ;gttﬁr youl” e 2

An ames, without waiting
collared, rushed to the attack. Lord
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Mauleverer, sitting breathlessly on
Bunter, clasped his nose, and gazed at
James in horror.

"0Oh, gad ! he murmured fecbly.

"Ow! Gerrofl 1" moaned Bunler.
“You're s-ssquashing me, you beast!
Gerrofl ! Ow! You silly idiot, gerrofi !

The Removites scattered beforo
James' rush, but they elosed up aguin.
James, fighting valiantly, was borne 1o
the ground by weight of numbers, He
almost disappeared under the swarm of

juniors,

“8it on him!” gasped Wharton,
“Hold him!"

"Yaroch! ILet a bloke go!” roared
James. “TI'll bash you! You mark my

words, I'll bash the lot of you!”

“The bashfulness will not be terrific |
gasped Hurree Jamsot Ram Singh, hold.
ing on to James' ears.

“Duck him again!” shouted Ilolsover
major,

“Tuarn him out " yelled the Bounder.

Lord Mauleverer staggercd up—much
to Bunter's relief.

“Turmm him out!” said Mauleverer
breathlessly, "James, you're sacked!
Take him out of pates, you men !

“Yes, rather!”

"Juggins! Where's Juggins "
“Here, my lord!" gasped Alfred
Juggins.

“I'm aw'fly sorry, Jugging, but James
will have to go.”

“Yes, my lord !” gasped Jugpins,

“Pay him o month’s wages, Juggins.'

“¥Yes, my lord.”

“ Wil you go quietly, James "

“I'l bash you!" roared James. “I1'l]
bash the whole lot! You mark my
words—1I'll hash you!"

"Help him out, you men!"

James was hel out. The Famous
Five grasped him, together with the
Bounder and Redwing and Squiff and
Toddy and five or six more fellows.
Hefty as James was, the odds were too
heavy for him. There was hardly
enough of James to go round, with so
many fellows grasping him. In the
midst of the juniors, James was dragged
and hustled along, through the gateway
and landed in the read. By the time he
landed there, even James had had
enough. He sat and spluttered in the
road; and Mr. Juggins prodently
locked the gates,

James staggered to his feet at last;
and for a quarter of an hour he stood
ol the gates, and told High Oaks School
at the top of his voice what ho thought
of them. Lord Mauleverer and Mr.
Jugging eama in for a full share of
Jamos' eloquonce, which seemed almost
inexhaustible. It was quite a relief
when James ceased at last, and, alter
shaking a knuckly fist at High Oaks, by
way of farowell, tromped away up the
road to Courtfield.

James was gone. And when the school
bell rang for afternoon classes, it was
only too clear that James was gane; for
less than a third of the Remove turned
up to class. Onee more authorily had
broken down in the school without a
master.

¢ ]

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
Called to Account !

i OT our fault, Mauly, old man "

N "Couldn’t be helped, old
clmpl"

“The [sultfulness of our

esteemed selves was not terrific, my

esteamed Mauly !”

Lord Mauleverer shook his head. His
lordship's face was very thoughtful at
tea in the hall at High Oaks. Once more
the leader of the Remove rebellion was
up against trouble; and the [ellows who
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THE JAPE OF THE TERM !

Cecil Ponsonby and his [
cronies at Higheliffe have
been lying very doggo of
late, for their deadlyrivals,
Harry Wharton & Co.,
have always beaten them
in any encounter,

But Ponsonby & Co.

haven't despaired of ever | #

getting even with the}
Greyfriars juniors — far|
fromt ! :

In next week's delightful
yarn of the Remove Rebels
Cecil Ponsonby springs a
real sorprise on Harry |
Wharten & Co. It's a e
great jape. and the laugh
15 certainly - against the
Grevinars juniors—for a
time ! |

You'll enjoy
chapter of —

“THE BOY

HEADMASTER!"”
By Frank Richards,

Don't miss it, whalever
you do, boy: !

every

;

were backing him up were sympathetic:
Jumes had been Mauly’s right-hand man
in keeping the recaleitrant epirits m
order; and now he was gone, and
discipline had gone with him. There
was & malicious grin on the Bounder's
face. His scheme had worked out even
more successfully than he had hopad.
Bkinner & Co. were openly gleeful, and
Billy Bunter was in great Fl&'lirilﬂ. But
Loord Mauleverer was worried.

“All garene, you men,” he said. “I'm
not blamin' anybodsy. 1 suppose it
coitldn’t be helped, tEmlgh I ean’t quite
make it out, Blessed if I can under-
stand why James went off at the deep
end to-day.”

“He, he, he!™

“What are yon cacklin’ at, Bunter?”
asked Mauleverer, fixing his eyes on the
Owl of the Remove.

“0Oh, nothing!” grinned Bunter. “I
don’t know anything about it, Mauly,
He, he, ho!”

The Bounder gave him a dark glanece
across the table: a circumstiance which

did nﬂtl{_lnu unnoted by Lord Maule-
in

verer. lordship was not suspicious,
but he was sometimes very keen to
observe.

“Bomethin’ must have happened to
make James break out like that,” he
said. “Yon don't know anythin' about
it, Bunter®™

old echap,”

“Nothing at all, said

Bunter, He winked at the scowling
;I'iuul:d?r. “Bmithy doesn't, either. He,
e, he!”

“Have you been é}]a
Bunter 1" asked Lor
quietly,

"Caminl% not, old fellow !” Buunter
blinked at Mauleverer through his bLig
spectacles, a littlo alarmed by Mauly's
expression. * Nothing of the kind, old
chap. 1 wouldn't, vou know. If you
think Smithy said anything to me this
morning, you're mistaken. I haven't
spoken to Smithy at all to-day, have 1.
Smiihy 1"

' any iricks,
auleverer, very

% i e e e S e e R S
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“You fat fool !” growled the Bounder,

“Oh, really, Bmithy—"

“My only hat!” exclaimed Bob
Cherry. "It was that fat villain all the
timoe——-"

“Oh,- really, Cherry——"

“It's not ithe first time that fat rotier
has Kicked up a shindy with his beastly
ventriloguisin,” exelaimoed Bob wrath-
fully, “7Tliat was it, of coursc! I re-
moember now——"'

“It wasn't!” yelled Bunter, in alarm.
*“ Nothing of the kind. I wasn't thero—
Smithy can prove I wasn't there—he
was with me on the spot.”

“Ha, ha, ha 1"

“aAnd Boaithy put you wp to i de-
manded Lord Mauleverer,

“No!" howled Bunter., “Don't I
keep on telling vou I never did it? 1
never spoke to Smithy at all this moru-
ing-—never saw him, in foct.”

“You fat chump!"” roared Peter
Todd. “You've just said he was with
you on the spot.”

“I—=I mean— mean he wasn't
with me on the spot,"” gasped Bumter.
“That's what I meant to say., As for
hiz offering to cash my postal-order,
that's got nothing to do with it. 1'm
poing to hand him the tal-order
when we get back to Greyinars—"

*"Ha, ha, ha!" roared Skigner. “So
it was Bunter! Good for you, Bunter!”

“Juggins!" called out Lord Maule-
viTer.

“¥Yes, my lord 1™

“Will you take Bunler away
thrash him, Juggins?™

“0Oh, my lord |

“It was DBunter set James pgoing,
Juggine, and eaused all the trouble.
I'd much obliged, Juggins, if you'd
fuke lLim away and thrash him.”

“ Clartainly, my lord ! .

“Look here,” roared Bunter, “if yon
think I'm going to let a dashed man-
servant touch me, Maunly—"

“Yaas, 1 rather think so,” said Lord

T Maoxer Lisranry.—No. 1,047,
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Muuleverer  placidly. “Thrash i
yather hard, Juoggins"

“Yes, my lord."

Jugmins went rouud the ieble and
ook William George Dunter by (he
eonllar, Bunter renved,

“Yow! Leggo! I wasn't me! I
was Smithy all the time! Own up,

You know you put
!li

Y aroooogh !
Alasler Bunter!"

=mithy, you benst !
e up to !
*“1is  way,
Juggins.
Bunter was jerked oul of bis chair
ond Juggins marched him out of the
ﬁl Lovder and louder yells

snid

hall, velling. .
vere soon heard from the distance,
which  indicated  that Juggins  was

gotting busy with n cane in the elass-
room, and carrving out his lordship's
instructions with no lack of wigour.

“That's for Duntes,”" said Lord
Mauleverer. ** As for yvou, Smithy——""

* Are vou goin' 1o tell Juggins to lick
me?” aneercid the Bounder. " You'd
Letter insure him first,”

“T'm goin’ to lick P*uu myscli," an-
swored  Lord  Manleverer  quietly.
“You've ae bacd hat, Bithy, and vou've
acted like a rétter. You put Bunter up
to that rotten trickery—"

“Adnntted ! said  the Botnder
ceollv.  * And vow, what about it 3"

“T'm goin' to lick you."

Lord Mauleverer vose from thie table,

All the Roemovites were on their feel
vow. From the classxroom the yells
of Willimin George Dunter still rang
loud and long, but they rang unheeded.
The Bounder jumped up with a mock-
ing sneer on lis hard face,

“And how are vou goin' to lick me,
vou silly mss?" ho asked contemptu-
ouslv.  “Yon haven't got that prize-
ighter now to back you np. Do vou
think I'm going to bend ever at vour
order, vou slackin' dummy 1"

“SWo'll jolly soon bend you over if
Mauly pgives the word!” exclaimed
Harry Wharton.

“Bay the word, Aauly ' shouted Bob
Cherry. “We're backing you up!"

“Phe backuplulness s terrific!”

“Hear, hear |

“I'm backing up Smithy!”
Bolsover major.

“Hold on!" said Lord Mauleverer,
“We don't wantk a free hght here. I'm
not tellin® yon to bend over, Smithy,
' goir’ to lick you. Take oft your
jacket 1™

“Obh, my lat!"  cjaculated the
Bounder. “ Why, vou tailor's dumnmy,
do you think you eould lick ene side of
mes"

“T'm goin' to trv.” |

Lord Mauleverer sodately peeled off
b= well-fitting jacket and pushed back
his spotless mlﬂlm. Thoe Bounder eyed
hita in blank sastonishiment, Mauly had
never hgured as a lighting-man belore,
nud VernowBmith bad not the slightest
doulst that bhe could knock out the
schoolboy earl in n single round.

“Thivk again, you silly nss!” he ex-
claimed dersively. * You'll want a new

sliontod

sel of f[vatures vwhen I'm done with
F L] ]
Yol g

" I'm‘_u:-l.'m Hial, dear man. Are vou
ready ¥

“Leave him to me, Maulv," urged
Bob Cherry.

“Thanks, old bean, 'm hand!in® him
myself. You keep time, Wharton, will
you*" saitl Lord Muuleverer.

“T'd rather von kept time for me,

Mauly," said the ecaptain of the
Remove,

“Rats! Whaitin' for vou, Smithy."
The Dounder gave a jeering laugh,
“1 won't keep vyou waitin', vou
dummy |

He threw off his jecket, and the
Removites made a ring in Hall round
the two combatants. Harry Wharton

took out his wateh.

“Poor old Mauly !” sighed Skinner.
“If you Lave any tears prepare to shod
them now, my beloved "earers!™

“Ha. ha, Lin!™

The Bounder came on with his honds
up. grinning over them, Me had no

doubst whatever about knocking out the

dandy of the Remove, and few of the
onlookers had any doubts. Harry
Wharton & Co. locked anxious, Skinner
& Co. gleefully wnticipative,

But Lord Mauleverer, who had sur-
{Wiiwt‘d the Remove g0 miuch since the
wginning of the rehellion, hsd not
finsshed surprising them,

He stood up to hLis opponent guietly

and coolly, without a trace of the
swagger that was noticcable in - the
Bounder. And he did not go down, as

the Removites expected, under Smithy's
slashing attack. He gave ground a
littla, and then a little more, and as
Vermon-Snnth rushed in to finigh, Lord
Maulevercr secmed to wake uvp sud.
denly, His right came through the
Nounder’s ard wnd ciught \?nrnml-
Bmith on the side of the jaw, and a:
Bmithy spun half-round umll::r the foreo
of the blow, Mauleverer's left ovashed
in and the Bounder weul spinning.
my

Crash !
hat!" welled Skinner in
amagenont.

“Oh,

“Man down!"” trilled Bob Cherry.
“Good old Mauly! Xeep that up!™

“Bravo, Mauly !"

Harry Wharton began to count, I
looked almost as if the Bounder would
be counted out in the first round. Bul
Vernon-Smith serambled (o kis fesl and
rushed an, with a furious face,

“Go it, Manly!"

Lord Mauleverer was going it, No
one, looking at him now, would have
taken him for a slacker. He looked
more like a live wire. He met the
Bounder with right and left, and just as
Wharton was e:ﬂling time the Bounder
weoent down again, :

There waz a rour in the hall. 8kinner
picked the Bounder up, with nmnjEEmpnF
on his face. Smithy leaned on him,
gasping for breath,

“Good old Mauly!"”

“Rravo!"

“Whe'd have thonght it?'" gasped
Bob Cherry. “0Old Mauly’'s o dark

(Continued on the next prge.)

"TO AND
FROM

THE BOAT RACE.

| m\Ta Vot
e HO'S going to win—0Oxford or
W L'amﬁridge?” That's the
query which pops up in most

of my letters these days.

Some of my readors favour the elaims of
Oxford, others Cambridge. Yot none of
iy, of oourse, can say posttively at this
stnge which 'Varsity will win. That
remains to be seen.  There have been
surprise results before in these once-a-
yvear tussles on old Father Thames; this
vear may sce another. We are told by
the ecribes that Oxford is thowing great
form; that Cambridge could do with a
little wmore weight in the boat; we are
told that Oxford has too much weight in
the boat., Really, it would be difficult 1o
prophesy the result of the raece if we
were to form our decision on everything
we are told, DBut let's wait and see. 1t
will eertainly be a strenuous battle, with
each member of the respective crews put-
ting in overvthing he knows in a “ do it
or bust ¥ elfort to bring glory to his
"Varzity., 1 am asked by many readers
whether T shall be " there this year *'—
meaning, whether I shall be present to
watch some portion of that glorious
struggle. T shall be there, if all goes
well, I wouldn't miss sceing the Doat
Race for anything. More than one
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reader 15 anxious to know whereabouts 1
shall be. But that's telling. I'll be
there as T said before, and I shall cheer
these gallaut oarsmen on with as much
etithusiasm as the youngest of vou.

THE RIGHT SPIRIT.

There's one thing that appeals to me
in these annual contests between our
lending Universities, and that is the ex-
cellent spirit thal pervades them, There
are alwavs plenty of eroakers ready 1o
howl down sporl in any shape or form;
crinky reformers have iﬂ!ﬁh ieard to gay
thut overy sport is corrupt. 1 venture
to disagree—disagree most emphatically.
There's wnothing corrupt about the
“Valbsity Bont Race; to use an old say-
ing, it's ns “clean us u whistle.” Another
l,hl_ng that appeals to me is the party
sl:url;t. Thousands ol the people lining
the towpath have never boen to eithor
"Varsity. DBut that doesn't make the
slightest differenco; they're “backing ™
Uxford or Cambridge as the case may be
with as much fervour and enthusiasin as
the undergraduate next to them, It
makes no differenes to their whole.
hearted support whether Oxford lose or
whether they win; they'll “hack ¥ the
same "Varsity next year and the year

after that. A few “turnconts” therc
arc, of course—you'll find them in every
walk of life—but generally speaking, the
Oxford supporter and the Cambridge
supporter will  shout encouragement
every year to the erew whose colour he
favoured in the very beginning. And
who would have it different?

OUR COMPANION PAPER!

Just & few words about our companion
paper, the “Gem.” I'm prompted to
give it a mention on account of the
numerous letters 1 have recoived from
Magser readers who have given thoe
“Gem "™ a try out. In each ecase the
render has been thoroughly satisfied with
his twopennywaorth,

This week’s storv in the “Cem™ is a
particularly good one. It's entitled
“Prefect and l;l.uﬂeul," Gerald Knox, the
unpopular Sixth-Former, being both pre.
fect and rascal! His adventures, and
those of Tom Morry & Co., of the Lower
School, will keep 3you enthralled.
Another thing—this weck's issue of our
companion paper see: the ap{ming chap-
ters of o great new school serial dealing
with the adventures of Jimmy Silver &
Co., the cheery chums of Rookwood. 1
can thoroughly recommend this yvarn o
Magner readers, and, if they are in-
terested, now is the time for them to
order a copy of the “Gem,” for, as I re-
marked above, this school serial kicks off
in this week's bumper number,  Don't
forget, then, chums, to ‘ask for ‘the
“Uem "—it’s on sale every Wednesday.

YOUR EDITOR.
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horse. It's Mauly's fight, you men!
Bravo, Mauly "
*Tiune |

The Bounder sprang to the aitack like

a tiger. The second round was hard
and fast. The Removites watehed it
breathlessly, Nobody had ever sus

pected the guiet, unassuming schoolboy
carl of being a fighting-man.  But
Mauleverer was putting up a Lght now
that astonished the Remove. Amazing
#s it was,. he was out-classing the
Bounder, who was well lmown to be
an good man wilh hig hand:. He took
sovere  punishment  without Rinching,

and he drove in blows that made his
adversary gasp,

When Wharton ealled time for the
third round the Bounder came on much
more cautionsly., He realised by “this
tirne that he had to go “all out,” and
his confidence in the result was very
such diminished, He repented him,
too, of the cigarettes he had smoked
that afternoon. Those cigarettes were
taking their revenge now; the Bounder
had bellows to mend. He fought fiereely
for the upper hand; but he fought in
vain, and there was a roar that echoed
from one end to the other of High
faks when the Bounder went down
again, with a cresh, to the floor.

“ Licked I gasped Bkinner. “Oh, my
hat! Smithy’s licked !”

Wharton was counting. All eyes were
on the Bounder, sprawling dazedly on
the floor, gasping painfully {for breath,

“One, two, three, four, five, six—"

The Bounder made a ficrce effort to
rise. But his head was swimming, and
he sank back again,

“Seven—eight—nine——"'

Again the Bounder mnade an efiort,
and again he failed.

H{']UT E.U

“Licked!" roared Bob Clerry.
“ Bravo, Mauly !”

Harry Wharton put away his watch.
siriithy was counted out, and the fight
was over. Lord Mauleverer sat on the
cdgo of the table, and fanned himself
with his handkerchicf. Two or threa
fellows helped Vernon-Smith to his feet,
and the Bounder stood unsteadily, still
dazed, One of his‘eves was closed : his
nose streamed red; his breath came and
went in panting gasps, He blinked
dizzily at Manleverer.
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“You—you—you've licked meo!"” he
gasped at last

Lord Mauleverer nodded,

The Bounder stood for some moinents,
%n.:.i ng uncertainly at Mauleverer.

ien his damaged countenanee broke
into a twisted grin.

“You're a good man, Mauly,” he
said, * Ble if 1 thought you could
lick me! But you've done it, and done
it fair and square. Blessed if I thought
you had it in you. Look here, I—I'm
sorry I played that rotten trick—1 know
it was roften! I'm backin' you up after
this 1"

And the Dounder, leaning rather
heavily on Tom Redwing's arm, went to
bathe his face—which needed it badly.

“Prep!” said Bob Cherry.

“The Eraptuhmm does not appear to
be terrifie!” remarked Hurree Jamset
Ram Bingh, with a dusky grin,

The nabob was right.

Not more than eight or nine fellows
turned up in their studies to prep that
evening. Amosg them, however, was
the Bounder, who had joined the pariy
of law and order. The licking in Hall

seemed to have inspired Smithy with a

roal respect for Lord Mauleverer, and
when Redwing went to prep, the
Bounder went with him.

There was a ceaseless roar in Hall,
where Bolsover major and Skinner &
Co., and a erowd of other fellows, were
riotously displaying their independence.
That evening Lord Mauleverer tele-
phoned to Mr. Quelch to request him
once more to eomu over to High Oaks
and take control; and, as before, was
answered by a curt refuzal, Mauleverer

Having overiaken Billy Bunter, the
infuriated James Juggins stretched out a
knuckly paw to seize the fat Removite
In sheer terror, Bunter dropped on the
ground-—so suddenly that Jimmy the
Pug stumbled over him before he knew
what was happening, and went full length,
landing with his nose in the gravel !
(See Chapler 13.)

had o thoughtiul look when he strolled
mnto Wharton's study.

“"Quelchy's refused again,” e re
marked. *There's only one thing (o he
done, you men.”

“"Back to Greyiriars?”
Wharton,

Maulaversr shook hijs head,

“Not without Quelchy bein® taken hack
by the Head,” he answered. *“ Not
iﬁ'll“ﬂ' there's & shot in the locker, any-
wow.”

His voice wans drowned for a moment
by n terrific roar from Hall, accom-
panied by the erashing of furniture.

“That can't go on,” he remarked.
“As (i::!lnh:.' won't come and take con-
trol, there's only one thing to be done.”

“What's that 1" asked Harry.

"1'm going to engage a headmasior.”

“Oh, my hat!"

“T've been in communication with a
man,” explained Mauleverer.  You
see, I put an advertisement in the papes,
and he answered it. From what he
says, he scems to be all right.”

“Oh!"  ejaculated Wharton.

“I'm goin’ to tell him to come,” =aid
Maulevere=. “T'm sure he will he &
suitable johnny for the job.”

“How do vau know ¥ '

“Waoll, he savs so0."

“0Oh, my hat "

“That's scttled, then,” said TLonl
Mauleverer. “There will be a Head of
Hiﬁh Oaks to-morrow—and everythin'
will ha DT " And, with a cheery nod,
Lord Mauleverer ambled away,

Wharton and Nugent looked al ane
another, with a grin.

"1 wonder——" murmured Wharton,

“1 wonder——" murmured Nugent,

And they left it at that!

THE END.

(Whatever you do, chums, dan’t miz
the hext exciting yarn in this serics,

ﬂﬁkﬂﬂ

entitled: “THE BOY HEAD-
MASTER!™ It shows Frank Riclards
tn tip-top farm.)

TI'Ak “MaoxeET Lisnant.—No. 1.047.



AGCAME OF BLUFF! Il isn't exaclly a healthy pastime for a British officer -a prisoner of war —fo walk about fn
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the guise of a German officer. But Eric Milvain tries it on, and gets away with it, too !

i
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Additional interest attaches
to this story in that the
author was a British pilot
during the Great War, and
was taken prisoner by the
Germans.—Ed.

An Amazing New Story of the Great War.

The Aerodrome at Bunich !
SLIGHTING from the train, Erie

walked boldly towards the
barrier, elbowing his way
through a press of German

soldiers and civilians,

A dozen soldiers, with fixed bayonets
and rilles, were drawn up by the
barrier. A grim-faced sgergesnt barred
Eric's passage,

“Your papers, sir?”’ he said harshly,
with a curt saluie.

Eric handed over the papers which he
had taken from the Gorman on the
train. The sergeant glanced al theu,
then stiffened and saluted smartly,

“*My orders are to report to you,
sir!” he said erisply. “To Leutnant
Non Fahl!”

Eric took the papers from the
sergeant's outstretched hand, He knew
they bore the name of Leutnant Von
Fahl. But this was awkward, What
the dickens eould he do with the
sergeant and his men?

Heoe looked at the man keenly, and
hiz hand strayed towards the pocket in
which lay his revolver as he said:

“Hauptman Eberhard Von Rustung

roceeds Lo Strasbourg! Report that to

eadquarters. 1 follow him. Arrest at
the moment 1s dangerous.”

The sergeant hesitatod.

“Do you understand?” snarled Eric.

i ?l'l:"-'.l. sir 1"

Eric strode past the man, almost
ignoring his salute, So he had been right
after all. He had been suspected. Grimly
ho made his way to the booking-office,
lingered there & moment, then inquired
the time of the trains to Strasbourg and
the number of the departure platform.

Receiving the information, be walked
into the refreshment-room, and ordered
a meal of coffce and rolls.

“1 am going to have a wash,” he told
the waiter. ‘‘Have tho feod ready for
me on my relurn.”

“Yes, sir,” replied the waiter humbly,

Eric strode out through the opposite
door to which hoe had contered. A
minute later he was in the strect.
Hailing & crawling taxi, he snapped:

“The aerodrome! As quick as you
can mako it!”

threaded

As the taxi its way

{(Introduction on pige 25.

through the wide streets of Munich Eric
loaned back on the cushions and wiped
his brow. Ho knew how exceedingly
thin was the ice upon which he was
treading., It was a race against time
now. He picked up the speaking-tube
and shouted angrily :

“Quicker, you fool—quicker!"

The taxi shot forward and, now
racing through the oulskirts of the
city, made good progress, There was
scarcely a Hying-man in France who

did not know of the large instructional

flying school at Munich. The majority
of the German pilots trained there
before proceeding to the southern

sector of the line.

Eric looked out en
which were now whizzin
second was precious. Ahead loomed a
medley of canvas hangars and long,
low huts. The taxi reached them and
drew up with a screaming of brakes.

Flinging open the door Eric alighted,
and, pausing to throw the man a coin,
hurried towards the white gates which

the flat fields
past. Every

marked the entrance. A senftry on
guard saluted smartly as the boy
approached.

Striding past him, Eric hailed =

flight-sergeant.

“Here, you! Where is the office of
your commandante?” '

Within five minutes he was standing
in the commeandante's office, a bleak,
sparsely-furnished room. A middle-
aged officer, seated wriling at a table,
loocked up as Eric entered. The boy
breathed a sigh of relief. This fellow,
apparently, was cither the orderly
officer or the adjutant—easiocr to deal
with by far. .

"My papers!” rvapped Erie,. and
thrust them. forward. “T am Lioutenant
von Fahl, and have been detailed to
effect the arrest of 2 man whom we
suspect to be the DBritish spy who
escaped from Landshut. He has eluded
me at Munich Railway Station—is
heading for Strasbourg., I must get
there before him. You will furnish me
with an aeroplane at once "

. The officer stretched out & hand for
the papers.

“But—"" he began slowly.

“There is no time to lose, you fool I™

snarled Eric. “This man must not
escape. Give me a chit—find me a
pilot! You will get corroboration from
the garrison at Munich! Hurry!”

The officer nodded,

“1 know somcthing of this,” ho said.

“Wait—I will speak to the com:
mandante." ' )
He picked up the telephone receiver.

Eric att-[lrnd orward and crashed his
fist angrily on the table.

“Where is he? Where iz your com-
mandante?” he shouted.

“He is in his quarters!”

“And have I to wait whilst the fool
is roused from his bed? Verfluchen und
blud, but if this spy escapes through
delay here there will be & court martial |
Kauterfauld bhas a personal interest in
this! Get me a machine and a pilot,
you fooll Your commandante should
be here—not skulking in his bed "

The officer hesitated. He saw the
need for immediate action. Kauter
fauld—yes, he'd heard whispers about
Kauterfanld wanting this spy who had
escaped from Landshut. Erie snatched
up his papers.

*How much longer am I te stand
here?* he snarled. *I shall report
this "

The officer snatched up a bufi-caloured
pad and scribbled a note. Maybe the
communndante would bo held responsible
for any delay, but lesser men might be
broken through it.

“@Give that to the Aight commander !
ho =said, thrusting forward a slip of
papor.

“He may not be there; he may also
ba in bed!” sneered Eric, *“ You will
accompany me to the hangars!”

The officer rose to his feck with a
curt nod of assont. Eric was conscious
of a fervent feeling of relief, He knew
that at any moment the telephone-bell
might ring jn that office. By this time
the real r‘“:m Fahl must have been
found, and Eric would be traced fo the
serodrome. J

With the officer iy his side he quitted
the office and walked towards the
hangars. They had not gone Llwoenty
yards when his heart missed a beat.

Tre Macner Lisrary.—No. 1,047,
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Was it imagination, or was the
telephone-bell trilling shrilly in the

room they had jusi lefi?

He broke into ‘a loud-voiced con.
versition, speaking of the machines—
liow {ast they could travel—who was the
best pilot—was he available? And thus
they reached the tarmac in front of the
vaws of canvas hangars.

Overalled mechanics were wheeling
out the machines, Leather-clad pilots
—pupils for the mest part—were stand-
ing about in groups. Here and there
were  stern-faced instructors, holding
themselvos aloof. And it was to ono
of these latter that Eric's companion
spoke.

“Zulzen!” he said sharply. “ You will
take this gentlemsn to Strasbourg at
once "

& Zulzen saluled and, glanced towards
irie.

““1s your machine ready?” wenit on
the Germon officer.

“Yeos, sir! It is theret”

He indiceted a machine of the
Albatross tj'ro. standing out on the
aerodrome with a mechanic priming the
engine,

“Then get some flying kit for
Leutnant von Fahl and take off al
once, "’

Zulgen sululed and turned towards

the hangars. Frie sauntered towards
the machine. He wanted to hurry—to
run. Cold reason bade him uvse dis-
vretion, but never had reasonm had =
more uvawilling listener. His every
nerve was taut, and lns clenched hands
were wet and clammy,

He roached the machine. The
mechanie was bolting down the engine
vowling,

The mechanic dropped o the ground.

“How much petrol have you aboard
this machine?” asked Eric casusally.

“The tank is full, sir,” he replied.

“The pilot, Herr Zulzen, wishes you
lo swing the propeller, 1 will awiteh
on for you,” said Erie,

Casually, lazily almost, he swung
liimsell up to the forward cockpit. He
lind examined a captured Albatross in
France, and he was acquainted with

the controls. As he drop into the
pilot's seat he glanced over his
shoulder. Zulzen was approaching, a

Jeather flying-coat over his arm.

Eric leant forward,

“Contact!” he cried sharply.

“Contact!” repeated the mechanie,
and swung on the propeller. The engine
voughed, gasped, and the mechanic
took a fresh grip on the blade of the
propeller,

At the same instant there came a
shout from Zulzen and a roar of voices
from the hangars. FErie glanced quickly
round. Zulzen had dropped the flying-
kit and wans running towards
machine. Men were running madly in
the same direction from the hangars.

“8wing that propeller, you dog, or
yOou aAre a man !” rapped Erie, and
his revolver covered the staring

mechanie, '
Stop, vou hound!™ shouted

“Stop !
Zinlzen.

The mechanic licked dry lips, his
oyes on tlie revolver which pointed
straight at his heart.

“T shall fire in one second !" warned
Erie harshly.

The mechanic's eyea HRickered to
Eric's face. 'What he read there
galvanised him into action—he had no
wish to die. He threw his weight on
the propeller blade, then leapt back.

The e¢ngine roared into life, and at
the same instant Zulren leapt for the

cockpit.

—— ——

The Bushes !

RIC whirled in his seat. His

E clenched fist snapped out, 1aking

Zulzen full on IEE mouth. Tho

man released his grip on the

edge of the cockpit and fell heavily

backwards, He rolled over to avoid the

tail-skid, for the machine was gather-
m% Way.

The roar of the engine rose to a high,
pulsating note as Erie jorked open the
throttle,

Crack! Crack! Crack!

Shots rang out from hehind, and
bullets tore t ruuﬁh the fabric of wings
and fuselage, ut the machine was
rushing forward now. Thero was no
time to swing into the wind, and, at
the risk of a crash, Eric decided to take
off in the direction hoe was heading,

He pulled gently on the control stick,
and felt the maching lift then bump to
the ground again. He eased tho pres-
sure on the control for an irstant, then

pulled for the second time. Tho
Albatross lifted:; for a moment she
lurched uneertainly, then, as her

racing propeller gn;F:md the air she
went upwards in a deafening roar.

At five hundred fect ahove sea level
Eric swung due south snd held on that
course, climbing steadilv. He glanced
backwards. Machines wera {rundling
along the acrodrome aud taking the air
in pursait. A glanee wpwards showed
him the friendly eloud belt

He leaned hack in his seat, his
muscles relaxed, and he laughed exult-
antly. He could reach that cloud belt
hefore the pursuing machines got near
him, and opce in the clouds he would

swing due west towards Strazhourg ond
Mulden.
But he would held the southerly

course till he was lost to view, and the

‘Germans would of a certainty jump to

the conclusion that he was heading for
cither Switzerland or Italy. E"?i:th
expert ear, Eric listened to the thunder
of the engine. The rhythm waédper-
fect. His oil feed, his temiperature, all
were in order,

The Germans mnst have discovered
that he was not Von Falil, back on the
serodrome. Tho mere fact of his
mounting to the cockpit, and having
the mechanic swinging the propeller,
was not sulficient to have canzed the
rush towards him whicl: had ensued.

FEEE PRI EEI NN F NN AT NP E PR EE SRR

THE STORY 80 FAR.
Forced to descend in ememy country after a

A0 SR e g

encounters Birchington, an
Sercive.

:
i
i
2
3

E
i

i

hine

g

:
il
:
;

1

i
|
&
;
:

iE
g!
H
is
i
g

i

:
;
43
;i
i

E

i

X
g%
i

A

’i
i

g
4

:
1
3
i

?
5

?,
;
ol
188

i

|

r
i

£k
_g.i

:
'L
HE
s
g
4

fE

5
5
;

a5

3

i

3

S
H
g3

i

g
2
&

it
i}
iij
et
ﬂg;;

PRICE
TWOPENGCE,

- e— - -

23

. -

———

No, the real Von Falil had obvigusly
heen found, and the falso Von Falil
had Dbeen traced to the aerodrome.
Well, all that remained to be done now
was (o retrieve the plans and take io
tho air without loss of time, headinzs
into France.  There would be danger,
of course, even i the air, for the
roving Allied planes were not to know
that the " Alhatioss " was piloted by an
Englishman. They would attack him
on sight, and Erie had no mind to bo
drawn into oeven a defensive fight with
any French or British machine. No,
he would land the moment he had
erossod the trenclics,

A wraith of elond eddied past the
mschine, Eric banked and saw the
pursiing machines—eight of them- a
thousand feet below him end a [ull miln
behind. The next minule
bank had swallowed him up.

He swung westerly then, kecping a
pomt or so towards the north. ‘or
close on threo hours he flew, his speedo-
meter  registering  eighty-three miley
an bour, Then throttling down till his
propeller was barely ticking over, he
dived. The clouds wero heavier here,
for he did not cioerge from them (il
the altimeter necdle had swoung back 1o
nine hundred feet.

Thoen, with anxious vyes, he seanned
the ground below lam, He saw, far m
the east, the twisting waters of the
Rhinc backed by the dark srea of the
Behware Forest.  North-ecast was the
greyish blur of a town with a tower
ing cathedreal spire,

**Btrasbourg |"

Firic -;ni-::cdgt.lm word trivmphantly.
He had overshot his mark shightly, bus
his reckoning had been in the
main. He opened the throttle, and at
five hundred feet brought the Albatross
level, He kwew this couniry well, and
without diffienliy he pleked up Mulden
Railway Station. Again his hand closed
on the throttle. Yes, thera was the
anti-aireraft battery to which he had
been {uken when first roade prizoner,

The next instant the roar of his
engine died away, and bhe commenced
to descond in o wide spiral. At ane
lmindred fect he %;idnd over the clump
of bushies where Birchington had dicd
and where the plans had buried,

Shoving the control stick diagonally
forward, and kicking on the rudder,
Erie dropped earthwards in a steep
side-slip. At twenly [eet he Aattened
out, and, thrusting the contrel stick
forward, landed near ithe bushes, Ha
jerked open the throitle, and taxied
towards them. Then, swinging the
machine round in readiness to take the
air again, he closed down the throtile,
leaving the propeller ticking over.

Leaping from the cockpit, e ran to.
wards the bushes. He knew thoso
mquizitive fools from the battery would
be along presenily, and they would
recognisc him. He crashed into the
bushes. Ah, how it all came back to
him then! He knew the exact spot
where Birchington had died—where the
lans were buried, He dropped on his
nees and clawed at the ground with
his fingers,

the eloud

The Sergeant !
HF moist soil came away easily
' wnder Eric's fingers. He knew
that he was not mistaken in the

#pot. How could he be, when

always through the days which lad

: he kept ithe picture of it in
is mind.

limp

His touched somethin
mﬁgﬁg{n Jasrany.— No- f,
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and sodden. With an exclamation of
triumph, ho drew forth a long enve-
lope. The outer covering pecled off in
his hands, disclosing a thin package of
oiled =ilk. It was the plans.

Yausing just long enovgh to thrust
the package into his tunic pocket, Eric
carefully buttoned the fap, and, turn-
ing, dashed from the bushes towards
the acroplane. Then a grim look crept
into his eyes.  Hurrying towards the
machine was a German sergeant. - De-
hind him trailed fve soldiers, their
hands in their pockets and obviously
nnarmed.

The sergeant was the same [fellow
who had taken Eric prisoncr a few days
boforchand, and the boy had no chance
of reachihg the machine first. Recogni-
tion was bound to come, and then—

Eric's hand slipped to the pocket
wherein lay his revolver, and his lips
twisted into a grim smile. He had got
so far, and he was not going to fail
now., He slowed down to a walk and
casually npproached the Albatross, near
which the sergeant and lis men were
standing. _

“Can I be of any assistance, sir?"
askod the sergeant, saluting smoartly.
Lll_ll

The words dicd away and he stood
staring at the boy, amarzement and in-
credulity in his eyes.

“You?" he gasped, “The Eng-
lander!"
“Yes, i i= 1" replied FEric coldly.

his eyes on the man's face.

With an oath the sergeant wheeled
on s moen,

“Ile has escaped!" he roared.
“ Donner und Llitzen, why do you stand
gaping, vou fools? Get him!"”

he men sprang forward, then froze

into immaobility as Eric's gun flashed
from his pocket, and be cried:

“8top! I'll shoot the first man who
moves !

He edged backwards till he felt the
fabric of Llie fuselage belind him. The
sergeant glarved at him, Lis lips twitch-
ing, hiz eyes blaang.

“Put your hands uwp—every one of
you!" suapped the boy. - L

The men stood irresolule, excing their
sergeant,

“T shall
Eric ecoldly.

The sergeant’s cyes fickered down-
wards towards the gun-holster which
was slung on his belt, then he nodded
to his men, Their hands, and his, crept
skywards.

“Now turn and walk!"” commanded
Frie. “The first man that stops will
ent a hullet in the back!™

The men moved slowly away from the
machine. Then, with a lightning move-
wient, the scrgeant’s hand dro to
his gun-holster, and he wheeled, yank-
g the weapon upwards,

Bang'! Bang!

Both revaelvers roared simultaneously.
The sergeant staggered. spun round,
eid erashed limply to the ground.  FErie
vaas still on his feet, but his left car
v as torn and hleeding.

“That’s one ™ .

The words came icily fromn his lips,
and hands which had wave down-
wards jerked upwards sgnin. 1

“ Keep moving ! 1 shall <hoot te kill 1™

The men kept going. slouching along
with never a backward glance. Then,
when twenty paces separated them from
the machine, Frie gripned his revolver
in his tecth and leapt for the cockmt.

One of. the soldiers turned, shouted,
and started back for the machine.
Slumping inte the seat, Eric whipped

(11

not ask again!"” warhed

his revolver from between his teeth and
sent a shot over the man's head.

The next iustant the engine burst into
o shattering roar as be jerked open the
Lthrotile. The machine moved forward,
bumping and swaving over the mushci

uneven ground, then, as it gaine
impetus, Eric pulled on the control
stick, 'The floor of the cockpit tilted,

the ground slipped away from under
Lum, and he was in the aiwr

He had suvececded, then—had kept
faith with Birchington! The plans werc
in his pocket, and all that now remained
to be done was to cross the trenches
and land as soon as possible,

He banked at one hundred [feet.
Delow him the German soldiers were
running wildly towards the anti-aircralt
battery. The sergeant lay whore ho
had fallen. Iucl.mgﬂ- on the rudder,
Eric waited till the flickering compas.
needle settled at duc west, then sank
back in lis seat and kopt the Albatross
on that course.

Thoere was an anxious look in his
eyes. Was il imagination, or, when tho
sorgeant’s bullet tore his ear, had there
comne from behind him a metallic thud ?
If that was so, then the bullet must
have buried itself in tho engine !

With straining cars he listencd to the
high, roaring, pulsating rhythm.
There was no jarring note there. His
eves swept tho dashboard in front of
him. The gauges showaed nothing amiss,
Eric relaxed. All seemed well.

He climbed gradually to two hundred
feet, then brought the machine level.
He did not wish to any higher, for
the cloud-belt was thinning beneath the
rayvs of the sun, and up there would be
Allicd machines on offensive patrol. A
light with them must be avoided at all
costs, for hoe knew lie would be attacked
on sight,

Minutes pessed, and, looking down,
he saw the German acrodrome of Bithl.
Thirty minutes, now, would sce him
overgihe trenches. FHo roarcd over the
tops ©f the canvas hangars, and noted
the array of fast-flyving Fokker planes
drawn up on the tarmac which fronted
thom, +

Then suddenly he stiffened in his seat,
The indicator on the temperature grugn
WAas nreeaaing slowly past the danger
point, 'he engine was heating up!
In a flash it camo to Erie. The ser-
geant's bollet must have punctured tho
radiator |

Tight-lipped. Eric watched the tem-
perature gauge. Slowly, relentlessly,
the indicaior eropt wupwards. Ten
degrees past danger-point now. The
machine would neover reach the line.
That was obvious. The boy’s brain
worked rapidly. Then, quietly pushing
on the rudder with his left foot, he
swung towards the south, ghd the forest-
clad slopes of the V Mountains.

Nemesis !

ELOW Himwas a pleasant country-

B side unsullied by the hand of
war, Tiny hamlets and seat-

lered villages showed here and

there amidst the trees. For ten minutes
he flew, then shut off his engine, and
commenced to descend, cireling lower
and lower over a small Geld Banked by

4 narrow country road.
A few hund vards from it nestled
n peasant’s white-fronted cottage.

Lunding, Eric waited till the machine
came to a standstil, then clambered out
on the engine. A minute's investigation
showed him a gaping hole low down
in one side of the radiator.
Dropping to the ground, Eric walked

e m— —

to the hedgerow, and, selecting a few
small twi bound them tightly with
his handkerchlef. Returning to the
machine, he plugged. the hole with
them, knowing that the makeshift repair
would last tithr- had reached France.

All that he wanted now was walcs
with which to refill the empty radiator
Well, by wvirtue of his umniform, he
should have mo difficulty in obtamning
that from the near-by cottage.

He set off down the road, walking
unhurriedly, although he knew that
every moment was precious. Reaching
the cottage, he walked up the neatly
kept patch of garden which fronted il
and knocked on the door. No one an
swered, although a wisp of smoke was
curling upwards from one of the
ohimneys, token that the cotliage was
not deserted.

Amuin he knocked, bul nothing moved
in the cottage. Doubtless there would
be & pumpl at the back, and maybe a
bucket. ‘ime was pressing, and bhe
would help himself. narrow path of
beaten earth led round te the fear of
the building, and, following this, Eri
came to a small orchard.

He halted, looking about him, then
a cry of horror eame from his lips.
Lying on the ground against the rear
wall of the cottage was a little boy and
a grey-haired old lady.

ric rushed forward. The boy was
lying on his back. He was quite dead,
shot through the forehead by a Dburst
of bullets.~ Dropping on his knees by
the woman, Eric gently raised her head.

Faded eves in & wrinkled, kindly old
face flickered open. They stared up at
him uncom ra?:mdi ly, them therc
erept into their de some light of
vnderstanding.

“Why—why have you returned:” she
whispered weakly, speaking in French.

“Mam! Mam!” Ere's hand was
stroking the pale, bloodless cheeks.
‘;Whnl has happened? Who Las done
this*"

The faded eyes stared at Iim in
wonderment.

“Do—do you not know!" =he whis-
pored _!Iull:ing!r. “Are yon not—not—

or

“1 am no Boche!™ ecried the boy.
“Mave they done this? Wait, T will get
some water "

He hall started to his feet, but.the
woman clutclied at his sleeve.

“No, no! I am dying. It is too late!
Who—who are yoy¥" :

“1 am English!"

“Anglnis? You swear i7" .
“Yes, yes. I cannot esplain, but I
swear it "

‘I'he woman closed her vyves, Her lips
moved, and Eric bent his head to hear
the words. =

“Yieaven has heard wmy praver:
'‘ Vengeance is Mine! T will repuy 07

The old eves fickered open sgain, and
in them secmed a stronger consclOUsness,

“Listen ! She plucked al Eric's
sleeve. “1 am of this province—ofl
Alsace. Ah, how T have loved la
France! For two weeks I have sheltered

an English prisoner of war, I was be-
traved. They came for him this morn-
ing. For what T have done thoy shol
me—and little Henri, whose father fcll
in France. They lrughed—laughed [—
whon they shot the boy. Buk, ah! How
straight he stood! Like a true son of
France !"

“Where have they gone—the fend:
who did this?” asked Eric hoarsely.

“T de not know, To the wvillage, 1
think—along the road—"
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Eric whirled in his seal, and his clenched fist shot out, taking Zulzen full on the
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the edge of the cockpit, and fell heavily backwards.

the words came more strongly, whilst unhealthy-looking face, in which were wheeled on the two soldicrs who stood

the tired old eyes slowly closed.

“Along the road, Ah! Bee, they
comel Tramp, tramp, tramp! Do you
not hear it? The Tricolour is waving
m the breeze, Listen! It is  the
Marscillaise 1"

The weak voice paused, then went on,
But Eric knew that, wilth the deliriwm,
the spark of life was almost gone,

“Laft e up—that I may sce! AlL!
Le bon Dicu be praised! Here they
come—hbrave sons of France! It is the
victory -

The words tvailed away. The end had
COLHIG,

L] L ] - L]
It was some l".\'r-uij.' II.IJ.IHﬂI_F.-_: f.'l,tu*l.'

when Eric st out along thie winding
country road towards the village., His
[ace was pale, his eves blazing. 1He had
n job to do before he muii:. the nue
i,

The Albatross lay in the shadew of a
hedge, overhung by trees. Her radiator
was flilled with water, and shio wis ready
for o gquick takeoff. [FErie knew the
terrible risk Le would run in carrying
out that whieh he contempluted, but he
was in 1o mood for counting the cost.

A quarter of an hour’s sharp walking
brought him to a long, low. red-roofed
inm, fronting the road, on the outskiris

of a small, straggling village. 1ore, if
anywhere, he would got news of the

men he sought. He lLioped [ervenily
that he was not too late,

Striding wp the two wooden stops,
which gave on to a wooden veranda,
he p:hﬁ:rti apent the dmgy white front
door of the iun and pauvsed on ihe
thieshald,

Hé fownd himsell looking into o long
room, with sawdust-strewn flpor. At o
trestle-tahle sat six German soldiors and
a sergeant, Boer mnpgs were at their
elbows, and dirty plates in front of
them, Btanding by the sorgeant’s chair
was a fat civilinn, with a white, Qabby,

rot Iittle, pig-like eyes, He was in his
shirt-sleeves, and his hands were folded
m an apron aeross his fat peunch.

At the sight of Eric the sergeant aud
his men pushed Lack their chairs and
stood rigidly at attention. But the boy
had no eves for them, He was staring
at a pitiful, emaciated Bgure, secated
on & chair against the wall, and ¢lad
i peasant's  garb. 11iz  hLead was
slumspoed forward on bis chest, Heo raised
it to lock dully at Erie, then it droppad
again with a bopelesspess which told its
own tale.

The hoy advanced into the room. He
shifted las gaze (o the fat civilian, whom

he took to Dbe the innkeeper, That
worthy bowed ohsequiously, Erie's gazo
travelled to  the  sergeant—a short,

stocky,  hluewlinped, Iwutish-looking
rl}||iiil', with a brek-red face,

“What 15 your name?” he demanded
]“”'-"il]"l.'.

Rergeant
the mian,

“Where are you f[rom "

* Caszel, =ir!"

“What are you deing here ™

The sergeant shifted wneasily under
the cold eyes which stared so un-
waveringly  into  his. Yet he had
nathing to fcar. No, not he.

“Answer mie, you dog!™

“Wo came here to offect the enplure
ol an .F:nnii.-h |H'i.-.n|u1.1' who we Lnuw
was i hiding near here, siv,” repliod
the sergeant. “He cseaped  from
Cnssel five weeks ago.”

“And bhave you found the prisoner #™

“That 15 he !

The sergeant indieatod
figure in poasant garl.

“Alht! Where did von find him="

“Al a cottage romie distance up the
road, sie™

“And the inmates of that collage--
what of them ¥ .

The =ergeunt Eric

Vorzewhew, sir!” rephlied

the shoddy

Licsitated.

mouth. The man released his grip on’

(See page 25.) v

L L

noarest.
 "Get your rifles!” Lio snapped. “Fall
i alongside that man. Sergeant

Voreeichen, you are under arrest!”

The two soldiers serambled for their
rifles, which were propped against the
wall, and ranged themselves one on
each sido of the sergeant. The colour
drained from the latter’s face, and he
stoad staring at Eric, fear in his oves.

“You!” Eric brought tho fat inn-
keopor up with a jerk as tho man
ull.mu[:lmi to sidle from (Le room,
“Clear this table, you dog, and bring
me a chair!™

For Ere, in his

uise of o German
ofticor, kmew it to be in order to dis-
dam the uvso of a chair upon which
ordinary soldicrs had boen sitting. The
table was cleared, a fresh chaiwr was
bra ght, and within a few minutes the
stuge was set for as grim and ironic
n jesk as ever plaved by man.

Une of the soldiers stood on guard
al the door, with orders to allow hono
to ocuter.  Sergeant Vorzeichen stood
in front of the boy between his guards
on the opposite side of the table. Next
camne the fat innkeeper, gquivering with
apprchension, shaking in  every limb,
Beside him stood & soldier with zifle
wnd lixed bayonet, and, next to the
soldier, the prisoner-of-war, scated in
n enaw. The two romaining soldiers
stood  behind Eric's chair, rigidly at
attention. i

“1 am Lieutenant Von Fahl of the
Carrinar Iﬂapimmgﬂ serviee,”  began
Eric crisply, addressing the scrgeant.
“Your orders whoen you left (Cassel
wirre to bring back the 1irll'll:&i}11l.‘i" e

“Yes, sir,” assented thoe sergeant,
lieking dry lips. !

“Then who "—and Eric's voice was
deadly cold—* gave you ordors to shoot
that -woman and the Loy ?"

“They —they barboured 1ihbe
lander,” stammered the sergeant,
- I thought——"

Eng-
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¥ ou cured Towl 1" Evie leapt to i
foel, crashiog Gls Ost o on 1o tne table
» 1= that sny excuse {or deliberute ol
wantoy wmnrgder 17

Ho turned to the prisongr of war, and
demandod 1o Fuglish:

“Wnen vou were taken this roorning,
did the persops who were hoarbounng
you shew any resistaoce ¥ _

“No,” repupd tne man woarily M1
gave myscll up'when 1 zaw the seldiery
coming. 1 thougtt mwybe it would
gave the puor old tady #ome trouble.™

“Who betinved ‘You to the cuthor-
ties?"

“He did, 1 reckon!”™ 'Tho prisoners-
of-war jerked s hicnd  towards the
innkeeper, " He was nlways suspicious
ol ns gt the cotiage.”

Eric nodded grimly,

“Phen the ald Iady and 1he boy wore
shat in eold blood ¥

i E"HE.”

“You swear thual?
Jite at stake!l” )

“1 swear it! He had no provecation,
the dirty hound!™

The man's voice shopk with passion.
He wheeled, pointing o quivering finger
at Vorreichen.

“Killed them, vou beast!” he ebouted.
¥ Like you've killed others.”

“ Bilence!" barked Eric.

He turned to Vorzeichon.

“You are guilty of a bralal apd
wanton nmrder!” he said ieily. * Have
you anything to say before 1 have you
taken out and shor?™

“You have no rvight! 1 demoend o
court-martinl !" sereamed Vorzeichen,

“T have every right!” replicd the boy
baeshly. ¥ In eold blood you shol down
» dafeneeless woman and a little boy

e turned to the soldiers.

“Tuke himn awsy!” he said, with a
gestiure of dismissal. “T-will wait bere
whilst sentenes is carvied out.™

Struggling like a maniac, shouting,
kicking, bellowing, Sergeant Voraeichen
was takon from the voown. , KEric sal
silent. » He. was very pale. but jin his
thouglits was the picture of a laughmg
little lad and & kindly old lady

Crasl!

There came a ratile of musketry {rom
outside the inm.  The fet  peroprietor.
groaned aloud,  Heavily booted - fect
strode across the threshold. A soldier
gtood. .in. front of Eriv, :

“Qontence has Doen earrivd oul, e
he wnid  “Sérgeant’ Vorzeichen s
doand )

(There will be anathor feast of thrills
in nert week'a instalment of thys Grent
War. aerial. Mind wou read i, elmal)

Thero is o wian's
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FAMOUS FOOTBALL CLUBS.

‘oatieued from page 2.

Huil Cutv. ond then ad an ides thai be
could pick up wany dollars w the land
where thoy are supposcd to be plentiful
—Anierica, However, O'Bren  di-
covered Lhat dollars ween' l-t--l'lyilti!:tf.'.
Lin ] ].'-. [:l“.'i'lfd 1o O .I-lﬂl.'lu. -h‘-'“]‘l".. -".“l-l
Derby County forthwith signed him oo,
Micky hoas not alwavs been preferved to
Thoms, who for a long time wis
caplain.

The now skippee i Jeichall Hary
Storer. He bas played “or England this
genson, and miav do =0 again belore the
campingn is ended.  Storer is, of course,
a fine ericketer, who plays regulnely for
his county, stepping right from cricke
togs to fostball attire st the end of caoch
putarner. Slorer was origmally w for
ward, and the way bho becsme a half-
back is tuteresting.

Bome vears ago, BSlorer wos  witl
Grimsby Town, and one day a half-back
could not play. 8o the then manager of
Grimsby deeided to pul Storer in tha
pasition—n change which caused one of
the officinls of the Grimsby elub {o de-
clare that the monager “ must bo mad.”
Well, the pequel ghows. how sane was
that managor, because Storer has gained
mere fame as s half-back than he ever
gained ns a forward,

“ Derby Brights!"'

Coming to thoe attack we tind hLeve
two of tha players who have not boeen
changed during the transformation of
the Derby team.  These are -contre-
forward Hurry Bediord, and inside-right
Jaek Whitchouse,

Bedford cost Derby a lot of fnoney
whoen b ‘was transferred from Black-
pool sae time ago, and he i5 a bretzy
playey, belicve me, capable of beating
any goalkecper from almost auy range
when he is in the mood. Whitehiouse is
the schiemer of the line, and thepe are
Birmingham supporters who declare that
one of the Liggest mistokes ever mado
by that club was inede when they allowsd
Derby to take Whitchouse from them for
u more Cbagatelle” of five bhundred
povinds.

The other forwards are youngsters,
and forciuost amoung thewm 15 oulside-
right Sew Crooks. I 1 awe any judge
of w foolballer, ihis lad—he iz still
under twenly—is  going to be talked
about quite o lob before he is finished

PRICE
TWOPENCE.

—— = - B - -

_[!_I Wiks  Ladl thilo Lize .Itll'l_' dl  Lhe las
wiitte during (e wonth of Octobe
nnd did so well thar o few wieeks Lol
Derby fell that they could safely g

with Thoruewell, the i who pre
viously plaved al oul:dde righi. { MIT
sy of Crooks fn gust I}'!l'tt:nll !
Detliv's vovbgsicrs tlns seu=on.  Tndecd

= wh § v
they eall the Tadds the “ Derby Drights
anotli

The weserve  usideright 12
young plaser named  Bucon, bt fin
mnide-left  they hmve an  experienced
man in Georgoe Stephenzoun, e is tl

heother of Clem, now skipper of Huod
dersficld, and, like Clem, hes boen wit!
Aston Villa. The Villa thought thes
didu’t peed him, Derby thought the
did. He hns Htted like a glove into th
pew Deovby team, o wneh so that e ho
beon called up for International irio
matches. Al outside-left there 13 o liet!
follow with the cuvious name of Me
He, like Boedford, came from’ Blackpoo!
Disappointing for some time, he lost b
place to Murphy, but he got 1t bac!
warly in the preseat season, and Murplis
has noiv gone to Bolton Wanderer
Indeed, while Derby have becn tram
forming their {eam during ihe presem
season they have transfersed almost Lialt
i side o other elubs.

Il is not in Mabager Jobey, or anl
other manager, to command suceess, b
this manager of Derby deserves it.

He telle mo tnat he hopes, and
believes, that in the couvse of the nex
two or Lhree seesons, Derby Couitly will
have - real toptballing eide—perlinps
the best that has ever represonted the
old olub

It alsp fullows, of course, that Man
agor JJoboy. is  dedd keen on the mes
under . his _command pla 'mf; the
scientific game Az a footligller, I
spent ' some *tithe &t NeweddtleSin the
deys when Newtastde United lind b feam
of “really selontifid foothaliers, and the
men -of that tewm who have -sine
acceptod managers’ jobs are all olsesscd
with the sane idea—to build up another
Newcastle United, _

And the: Derby team of. to-day 1=
apidly advancing in the direction - of
their manager's iddenl.  They play font
ball as football shkould Le ;qinymi—-n:iﬂu
the ball on #he ground-and not “high
up in' the wir. In addition, the science
of the side is alljed 1o spoed which i:
so necessary. in the modern game.  Th
a word, Derby lo-day has a team of
which the town his everv riglhit to. be
prouwd, und the prospect is-that there
are ovenbetter things in store for this
fine colection of young blood,

OYS WANTED

| -wupply the finest Coventry bailt oys

& for Canada, New Zealand

Farm truning—outlits—nssiated pacsages—conduoted  partivs e
vided by The Salvation Anny, who kecp: in toueh when i Deminions,
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1/6 The Bully Boy Pea Pistol 1 /6

Perfoeet Repoating Action, Fires 20 | :
ghots -with foree amd oeceuracy. 1/8 9.
Bright nickel tnish., As Ulustrated f =
a5 Shot, heavy model; - autbmatic pat- ~
tern, 2/+; 6O 8hol, heavy model, nutomatio patiern
@/8; Good supply -of ammunjtion with ench Pislol
Postage on each Jd. extra; Colonial, od.r gxtrk,
A. HERBERTS (Depl. H), 27, Adys Road, Peckiiam,
LONDON, 5.E.15.
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