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(A startling incident from the grand sgtory, featuring Harry Wharien & Co.- inside.)
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THE PICK OF THE BASKET!

An interesting Footer Article dealing with the
““Possibles’” who will do battle for England against
Scotland at Wembley this month.
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ITY poor old England! Those
P words, applied to football, have
often been heard during the past

few years. They have been justi-

fied, too. Here is England, with moro
first-class football elubs, and theoretic-
ally, at any rate, more first-class players
than any other country in the world.
Yet not once since the War have the
chosen players of England been good
enough to -win - the International
Championship outright. The last time
England finished at the top of the little
table was in 1913. Fancy, fifteen years
since England won! In the intervening
period, Scotland has wou outright on
five occasions, Wailes twice, and Ireland
once. It is enough to make anybody
say “ Poor old England !” isn’t 1t ?
That sort of experience is also
sufficient to get people continually ask-
ing the guestion of what is the matter
with English football? How is it that
ihe old country can’'t beat the other
countries in football? - That 15 a
question to which many answers might
he given. It is suggested that England
plavers lack the spirit of patriotism
which tempts them to go all out on a
do-or-die effort. I don’t—1 won't

believe that.

The * Do~or~die "' Spirit!

For vears I have moved among and
talked to men who have been chosen to
play for England, and 1 know that there
has never been an England team
collectively, or an England player
individually, who has not been ready to
do liis very best to bring his country out

on top.
Look at !u:i'. yoar,
when we English

people had a bit of
consolation for many
failures by beating
“Seotland in the last
Intcrnational  matceh
nf the season, and
thereby having the
honounr of sharing
with Scotland the
[niernational Cham
pionzhip. That match
against Scotland was
won by sheor pluck
and determmation.
In the second half
Jack Hill, Fngland's & 3
captain and centre- A =
half, was very badly L%
hurt, but he nsisted %
on trying to do his bit
at ontside-right, And
with ten men and a
cripple England, a
g oal behind, played
up and beat Seotland
by two goals to one.
Another case which
rives the lie to the
idea that England
players don't care
what happens to the
country = im Inter-
national football
Eddie Hufton,
England’s gcalkeeper
in the mateh against

Kelly.

Ireland ecarvly in he present scason,
broke & bone mn his armin soon after
the start. The doctor who locked at

the limb told him he mustn’t go on
plaving ; the trainer tried to persuado
him to retire to the dressing-room. But
Hufton broke away from them both and
went into goal again. It i1s true he
stopped playing at half-time, but he
simply had to be prevented from goiug
back, almost by force. That's the
spirit, anyway. ‘Tis nobt in mortals to
command sueccess, but that 15 the sort of
spirit which deserves it.

When England beat Seotland in the
match last season, referred to previously,
we all thought that a brighter day had
dawned. It hadn’t. We forthwith fol-
lowed that success by losing to Ireland,

and then to Wales in the  present
season. So England hasn’'t a chance of

winning the championship this season.
But though she won’t do that, we can
say to the players who will meet
Scotland at Wembley on March 3lst,
“Win, and all will bé forgiven.”

Convincing Form !

There is a hope that the biggest
match of the season will end n a
victory for England, hecause . the
sclectors have got together what looks
like a good team. The side to play
against Scotland has not vet been
selected, but, barring injuries, it is
almost certain that the eleven who
appear in the photograph on this page
will be chosen. There 15 every reason
why they should be. T'wo trial matches
have been plaved this secason—two

“ ENGLAND EXPECTS THAT EVERY MAN . . . . .

Reading from left to right, photo shows : Back row:
Front row : Hulme, Dean, Kean (captain), Goodall; Bishon, W. H. Smith,

games between this elevem and team:
labelled “The Rest.” The first one was
won by the England side by five goals (o
oue, and tha second by eight goals to
three, That's what people call convine
ing ferm.

Lot us look into this basket of picke
men—who they are, where they com:
from, and why they look like making
up a teamy which will beat Scotland
The big trouble with England in recen
vears has been to find a forward lin
which blended. We look like having 1
now. Remember those thirteen goals in
two trial matches.

It’s really a strange mixture, this for-
ward hne;, but it 153 a pleasing mixturc.
Dixie Dean, of course, leads the line: he
is the. centre-forward. There is littds
new whieh ‘ecan be said about him,
becanse his name is in all the papers a-
a possible ‘record breaker in the goal
scoring business, and the finest centre-
forward we-have had for years,

Give It to ¥ Dixie ' !

But the best centre-forward in the
world can't get goals unless he has pals
to make openings for him, and two
have been found—Bob Kelly for the
inside-right berth, and Jackie Carr for
inside-feft. They arve both veterans, the
former from Huddersfield Town and the
latter from Middlesbrough. Though
ithe England side scored thirteen goals
in the two 1rial matches, neither Carr
nor Kelly got one., But Dean got eight
of them. Kelly and Carr can do the
work. They are the schemers, and they
follow the advice which has made
Everton such a successful team this
season—give it to “ Dixie.”

On the extreme wing are two other
players of experienco—Joo Hulme, of
Arsenal, and- Billy Smith, of Hudders-
field Town. . Knowing that the inside
men are not goalscorers, these two wing
players cut in and “have a pop ” them-
selves. So in this new England forward
line, so well blended, there are threc
goalscorers and two “grafters.”

In all the eleven, who mayv be said to
represent the pick of the basket, therc

(Continued on page 28.)
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Edwards, Osborne, Brown, Carr,



THE JAPLE OF THE TERAT!
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Ceri! Ponsmihy of Migheliffe has tvied vumipleen acheckos on his vicals of the Creyfriars

Remowve, but none more starlling or awdaciovs than the one which sces i in the vole of a headmaster !

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Ponsonby's Wonderful Whesze !

“ ITOSE Greyfriars cads——"'
“Eht”

“Arve askin' for it."”

Cecil Pousonby, of the
Fourth Form at Highelife, made iliat
declaration.

Pon of the Fourth was sitting on tie
edge of the tablo in his study, with his
feel resting on a chair.

He had a newspaper in his hands,

Gadsby, and Mouson, and Vavasowr
loafed in  their chairs, smokiug
cigarettes. They had been vegardin
Ponsonby with attention. As Pon hac
a newspaper in his hands, his pals
naturally expected him to read out some
news concerning the “gee-gees,’' 1
which they were deeply interested, Pon's
study at Highclife being & sporiing
study, not to say a disreputable one,

They looked surprised when he men-
tioned Greyfriavs. For once, Pou was
not thinking of horses, and the sums
that might be made—or lost —in backing
those elusive amimals. :

“0Oh, bother Greyfriars!" said Mon-
son. “I'm fedup with Creyfriars an’
Greyfriars cads.” |

“Fud up to the chin !" agreed Gadsby.

““ Absolutely !” yawned Vavasour.

Ponsonby did not heed those remarke
Pon was monarch of all he survayed i
that study, and when Pon said turn the
study had to turn. :

“They're askin’ for it,” Le eaid.
“Beggin' for it, in fact. Thos: Rewove
cads, you know—Wharton and his mob."

“Now, look here, Pon,"” said Gadsby.
“I’'m as much against that mob as you
are., But I'm fed-up. What's the good
of denyin’ that we always get the worst
of it when we row with them®* Iook at
what Bob Cherry did to your ere iast
term. "

Ponsonby scowled.

“I'm goin’ to make Bob Cherry sorry
for what he did to my eve, Gaddy.,”
~ “Look at the way Wharton handied
Mouson last time——"

“0Oh, cheese it, Gaddy !”" grunled AMon-
SOl

The reminder seemed rather painfnl
typ Monson., He passed his hand tenderly
aover his rather prominent nose as he
spoke,

“1 know you're funky of thom, Gaddy.
You needn’t take the trouble to explain
that,” snapped Ponsonby. -

“Well, T don’t want an eve to malch
yours, or a nose to matehh Monson’s,”
argued CGadsby., “Why not let them
rip:” :

*“Absolutely !I"" coneurred Vavasour.

“If vou'll give a man a chance (o
speak 1'll explain,” said Ponsonby, un-
heeding. *“There's been a lot of jolly

quecr goings-on in  the Greyfriars
emove lately, From what 1 hear, Dr,
Locke distmissed their Form master, and
the Remove got their backs up about it.
Goodness knows why, but they did. Any-
bodr would have expected them to be
glad to get shut of a Litin’ old blighter
hike Mr., Quelch, But they weren't."”
“No accountin' for tastes,” said Mon-
gon. ‘T know I shouldn’t kick up a shine
il our Head sacked Mr. Mobbs. I should

chup.” . : .
“Well, the Greviriars chaps didn't
chiirp. They seem to have broken out

iuto a sort of rebellion,” explained 'on-
sonby., ““That slackin’, foozlin" ass,
Mauleverer, appears to have taken the
lead! Y've had it from Skinner. They
just walked out of Greyfriars—"
“(Uheek !” said Gadsby. .
“They always were a cheekv crew,”
said Monson. “I hope they'll all get
Aogged, or sacked, or somethin’ worse.
But what the dooce does it matter toNs,
I’ani. what those cads do?”
“lots!”  answered Pon. " They
walked out of their school, and vefused

,J__-_-_-“‘“
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==~ By FRANK RICHARDS.

A Magnificent New Long
Complete Story of the Grey-
friars Rebels, introducing Cecil

Ponsonby of Highcliffe.
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relurn unless 1le Head took their
Forin . master back. That foozlin’
dumnmy, Mauleveror, bought a place
called High Oaks—you know that old
inanor house near Courtfield, that's been
emply for dog's ages, His qnardinn
seems to have let him do it—he's a mil-
lionaire, you know., They've turned it
into a school —of sorts, and they're just
stickin' there an' defyin' their head-
master till he eomez down off his perch
an' takes their Form master back, Of
course, he won't do il --s0 there you are!
Goodness knows how it will end. Not
thai I care. Only—"

“My hat! They muoslt be havin® a
high old time !” said Monson enviously.
“ No masters—no lessons —casy thing all
round—-"

“Off-side ! said Pon. “From what 1
hear, Manleverer is makin' them foe the
line, and most of the men back him up.
They're tryin’ to run the place as a
school, with classes, an’ s0 on. Dut, ol
course, & lot of the fellows don't see it,
and there's no end of shindies, acrordin’
to what Skinner tells me.”

Gadsby, and Monson, and Vavasour
vawned 1o unison,

They were not particularly interested
in the renmrkahﬁt procecdings of the
Greyfriars Remove, and they wondered
what Ponsonby was driving at—without
specially wanting to bear.

But if they did not want to hear, Pon-
sonby wanled to iell them. And Pon's
word was law im Pon's study. So he
wenl on:

“T've been thinkin' it over, and won-
derin’ whether ti®re was an chance of
gettin' at the rotters,” said Ponsonby.
“ Now they're askin' for it, and fairly
pittin’ it in our hawds. I've got a
wheeze."”

Gadsby raised a hand in protest.

“1 know your wheezes!"™ he remon-
siratad. “I've bad some. I've been

1'aeg Macxer Lisrary.—No. 1,048,
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them before. There's always somethin’
goes a little bit wrong somehow, and
we bag the beatin’. Wash it out, Pon!”

* List to this,” said Ponsonby, unheed-
g, “It’s an advertisement that that
foozlin’ chump, Mauleverer, has put In
the paper. Bkinner says they've been
tryin' to get Mr. Quelch to go to High
Qaks as their headmaster, and Quelchy’s
not takin® any. Now Mauleverer's ad-
vertisin’ for a headmaster.”

“What 7" yelled the three.

They sat wp and took notice at that.

““ Hore's the advertsssment,” said Pon-
sonby. And he procceded to read it
out of the newspaper, Gadsby, and
Vavasour, and Monson listening with
amazed attention now.

“¢ Headmaster wanted for High Oaks
School, Courificld. First-class recom-
mendations, and so on, will be required.
— Apply by letter to Lord Mauleverer,
Iligh Sakﬂ.’ "

“My only sainted aunt ! said Gadsby,
in amazement. “Is the fellow potty?
Advertisin® for a headmaster, as if he
wanted a page, or a boots! He won't
get any answers from headmasters—or
any masters, for that matter.”

“Not likely !” chuckled
“ First-class recommendations,
on! T like the ‘so on!" That sounds
like Mauleverer!"

“That fumblin’ idiot couldn’t tell the
difference between a headmasier and a
head-waiter,” said Vavasour.

The Higheliffe nuts chuckled.

Lord Mauleverer's advertisement for
a headmaster for the new school seemed
to strike them as exceedingly enter-
taining.

“Dign't I say they were askin’ for
it " said Ponsonby, with a grin. “Of
course, any genuine master, seein’ this,
would want to know what High Oaks
was, in the first place, and when he
found that it wasn't a school at all,
but a mob of juniors in rebellion against
their headmaster, yon can guess that he
wouldn't touch it, if he was ever so hard
up for a job.”

“I fancy not. Ha, ha, hal”

“All the same, they're goin’ to get
an answer,” said Ponsonby.

*From whom 1"

“What price me?” asked Pon.

His comrades stared at him,

“You?" ejaculated Gadsby.

“Little me!” said Pon complacently.
“They're askin’ to have their silly leg
pulled, and I've been lookin' for a
chance of pullin’ it. They're offerin’ me
the chance now—askin’ for it. I can get
a man to write the letter, and then——"

“You can't walk into High Oaks and
ask for a job as headmaster, I suppose?”
stuttered Gadsby.

“Just that. Just that, an’ nothing
more or less,” answered Ponsonby
coolly. “And if I pull it off T'll give
them such a high t}i‘:i time that they'll
wish they'd never left Greyfriars.”

“But — but — but you're potty!”
habbled Gadsby. “Won't they know
you, you ass? And do you think even
a foozlin’, frabjous ass like Mauleverer
is lookin' for a headmaster no older
than himself? Are you wanderin' in
your mind, Pon?" .

“Don’t be an ass!” said Ponsonby
cortly,. “I'm not thinkin’ of walkin’
into High Oaks in Etons. You saw me
got up as a man of fifty when we did
the theatricals in the Christmas term—
I borrowed Mobby’s cap and gown, and
rot old Lazarus to make me up—and
fellows would have sworn I was a
middle-aged Form master. 1 can do it

again, I sup g
“Oh crumg P,
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Monson.

and so ¥

‘Gadsby & Co. “were

“Ha, ha, ha 1"

“But—but they'd lyneh you, if they
caught you pullin’ their leg hike that!”
gasped Vavasour.

“They won't catch me.”

““Mean to say you've got the nerve to
go to High Oaks got up as a school-
master " said Gadsby dazedly.

“Yes, ass! 1 tell you 1 can pull it
off 1" said Ponsonby confidently.
“Mind, not a word outside this study—
upm'ialiy to Courtenay or the Cater-
fii]ar! It's got to be kept deadly dark.

can get leave from Dr. Voysey to ﬁo
home for a few days. I can get all the

things I need at old Lazarus' shop; and
old Larazus will help me make-up—he's
a dab at it! I could do it on my head,

now they're askin' to be taken in and
done or!” Ponsonby  ehuckled.
“Fancy those Greyfriars rotters with
me as their headmaster! I shall rather
put them through it!"

“Ha, ha, ha!” yelled Gadsby and

" Monson and Vavasour.

Tap!

The study door opened, and Rupert
de Courcy, otherwise known as the
Caterpillar, looked in.

“Sorry to interrupt!” he remarked.
“Courtenay wants to know if you're
comin’ down to f[ooter praclice, dear
ouths.”

“Tell him to ask again next year!”
answered Pon.

“From which I gather that the
answer is in the negative,” said the
Caterpillar, with a nod. *“That's where
you've got the pull over me—the dear
man won’t take a negative answer from
me. I've got to go an’ slave at Soccer.
Is there a jolly old joke goin' on in this
study 7"

“Oh, no! Nothin' of the kind!" said
Pnnsunb,? hastily.

- “Won't you tell me the funny story "
urged the Caterpillar. “I dare say
I've heard it before, but anythin' that
will keep me away from footer for a

feww minutes will be a2 boon and a
blessin’ I -
“Fathead! Shut the door after you!”

“You won't tell me the giddy jest?”

“There isn't any jest, you ass!"”
The Caterpillar laughed and closed
the door, as Frank urtenay's voice
called from the end of the passage.

Ponsonby & Co.—much too busy now
to think of Soccer—put their heads to-

ther, and Pon's wonderful scheme was
iscussed, and discussed again, and
decided upon: and all that remained
was to carry it out.

And though Pon's chums had con-
siderable confidence in Pon, and Pon
had unbounded confidence in himself,
lad that it was
their chief and not their noble selves,
who was to enter High Oaks School ss
a bogus headmaster—feeling that ihe
venture was remarkably like the ancient
E:plnit. of Daniel in entering the lions’

en.

They were all keen enough to score
over Harry Wharton & Co., but of all
the nutty company certainly Cecil Pon-
sonby was the only one that dared to be
a Daniel, :

—— —-

THE SECOND CHAPTER.

Surprising News at High Oaks !

L SAY. you fellows——"
I “Shut up, Bunier!”

“But, say,” howled Billy
Bunter, *“there’'s a notice on
the board !

“Blow it!” sniffed Bolsover major.
“Bother it!"” said Skinner.
" “But I tell you—"

“Rats! Think anybody wants to read
Mauly's silly notices on his silly
l:rcm.rdy 1" snapped Hazeldene.

“But I say, vou fellows, there's a
headmaster comning—"

“What

" A new headmaster!” said Bunter,

“Gammon " '

“It’s on the board, in Mauly's fist!”
said the Owl of the Remove. “I say,
you fellows, I'm not going to stand it,

-vou know!"”

Bolsover major snorted.

“We'll give him headmaster! Let's
go and see it, you fellows! If Mauly
springs a headmaster on us, we'll give
him socks!”

“¥Yes, rather!” .

And there was a rush of the Re-
movites into Hall at High Oaks, to see
that new notice on the board.

High Oaks was now High OQaks
School, as a gilt-lettered board over
thﬂdgates announced to all who could
read.

But if it was a school in name, it did
pnt.f lti; present, look much like a school
in fact.

It might have been likened to a bear-
Fnrden; at times it might have been
tkened to & pandemonium. More -and
more the rﬁhﬂf juniors of Greyfriars had
got out of hand; more and more had
they fallen from the high ideals with
which the rebellion had started.

All the best fellows in the Remove
agreed that the Form had rebelled and
marched out of Greyfriars because Dr.
Locke had unfgmﬂ: dismissed their
Form master ut many members of
the Form scouted that idea, and per-
gisted that they were out for a high old
time. Incurable slackers like Skinner
and his friends wanted a slack time—
domineering fellows like Bolsover major
refused to be dictated to—and the
majority of the Form swayed sometimes
one way., and sometimes another.

Even Harry Wharton & Co., though
they heartily backed up Lord Mauf&-
verer, had occasionally yielded to the
temptation to play football instedd of
going in to class; and other fellows had
sometimes felt that a fine day called
them up the river rather than to Latin
irregular verbs.

But, generally, Harry Wharton & Co.
and their friends backed up Mauly for
all they were worth, and set an example
of law and order to the rest of the
Form—which was sometimes foliowed,
and sometimes not.,

The fact was, as they all realised,
that a school without a master was not
a practical proposition.

ellows who had to decide the matter
for themselves often found wonderfuil
convinecing reasons why they shoul
take an extra holiday.

Most of ths. fellows played up fairly
well; but Bolsover major was against
law and order on principle, and Skin-
ner & Co. were against work in any
shape or form; nnﬁ Billy Bunter was
resolutely opposed to any occupations
except eating and sleeping. '

These fellows gave _the trouble
they could all the time, and sometimes
they were supported by a majority of
the Form: sometimes they were in a
minority ; but always they were a thorn
in the side of Lord Mauleverer. But it
must be confessed that even Mauly him-
self, determined as he was that High
Oaks should not be a home for slackers
and work-shys, sometimes was found re-
clining in an armchair after the bell
had rung for class, and sometimes per-
mitted himseélf the relaxation of a nap
in- the class-room.

All this; however, was goinf to be
chianged—according to his lordship.
Mr. Quelch had steadfastly refused
the pressing invitation of the rebels to
come fo HEI h QOaks and take control.

The only altérnative was to appomnt.
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¢ Will you get out, you rotters ? * ﬂkod' Lord Mauleverer. *‘ You're interruptin’ the work. You men, lend me a hand to

ghove them out I ** *“‘ You bet [ **

major & Co.

n headmaster, or to return to
Greyfriars,

Nobody wanted to return to Grey-
friare. The Remove was backing up
their dismissed Form master, little as he
appeared to appreciate their devotion.
They were resolved not to surrender.
And fellows who did not caro a rap
about Mr. Quelch, cared a good many
raps about getting out of classes. So
all the Remove, good, bad, and indif-
ferent, wore united on one point—to
stick to High Oaks as long as they
could, which most of the fellows ex-
pected to be until the Head appeeled to
their parents to intervene. That, how-
ever, Dr. Locke was obviously unwilling
to do; and so, for the present, the Re-
move remained out of Greyfriars, and
every fellow did what was right in Ins

OWNn 8YO0S.

The malcontents of the Form, of
whom Bolsover major was the acknow-
ledged chief, though his following
varied from day to day, received the
news of the new headmaster with
astonishment and indignation. They
crowded to the notice-board in Hall to

read the paper that was pinned up
there, in tllm:'e well-known hand of Lord
Mauleverer.

That notice bore out Bunter's state-
ment ; _

“NOTICE TO THE SCHOOIL!

A headmaster of Htgh Oaks Las now
been appointed, and will arrive to-day.
The school will assemble in Hall at five
o'clock to meet the Head,

“MAULEVERER."

only bhat!” ejaculated

“Well, m
X “Of all the cheek! Of

Bolsover major.

“ Hurrah ! **

all the neck! Does that chump think
we're going o stand it?"

“But where on carth has he dug up a
headmaster?” asked Skinner, in per-
lexity., " You can’t hire schoolmasters
Ej' the hour like window-cleaners.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Must be some jolly queer sort of a

iohnny, to take on a job as headmaster

were " said Snoop.

“A genuine headmaster wouldn’t do
it,” said Stott. “Mauly's been spoofed
by some man out of work.”

“Might be some man who's been

sacked from some school, and can't get
another job,” remarked Hazel.
“Praps he can't afford to be
particular.”

“Lots of tutor chaps can’t get jobs,”
observed Russell sagely. “It's an over-
crowded profession, you know. 1 dare-
say this johnny, whoever he is, has been
looking for a job for donkey’s ages, and
he may have jumped at this chance.”

“We'll make him jump again, if he
comes hore!” growled Bolsover major.
“If we want to knuckle under to a head-
master, there's our own Beak at Grey-
friars. But we don't.”

“No fear!™

“Why, we wouldn't stand Quelohy, if
Quelchy came here, as those silly chumps

asked him to,” exclaimed Bolsover
major, in great wrath. *““We're not
kow-towing to any dashed schoolmaster,
not if we know it.”

“Hear, hear!”

“Where's that idiot Mauly? T'll jolly
well talk to him about this,” said the
bully of the Remove. *“Anybody secn
him 1"

“1 guess he's in class,” said Fisher T.
Fish.

The whole class fairly rose to the task and advanced upon Bolsover
The next minute the rival factions were secrambling and scrapping
overturned forms, inkpots, scattered books and papers.

and yelling in the midst of the
(See Chapter 3.)

“Class!” Bolsover major snorted.
“Class! We'll jolly soon have him out
of class—and we'll rag the class-room,
too. Let's go and have Mauly out, and
raf all those swots who are playing at
classes.”

“* Hurrah !"

Bolsover major jerked the notice down
from the board.

“I'll make Mauly eat this!"” he said.

“Ha ha, ha!”

And Bolsover major, with the paper
crumpled in his bhand, and his rugpged
face red with wrath, led the way to the
class-room, where the more orderly
members of High Oak School werc at
lessons. A crowd of fellows followed
h:m, keen for a “rag” to relieve the
monotony of existence. Shouting and
trampling, they poured along the
passage to the class-room. The door was
closed, and Bolsover major opened it by
the simple expedient of planting a
heavy boot against it with a terrific
kick.

“Have "em out!" he roared.

“Go it1”

“Ha, ha, ha!"

It really looked as if the new head-
master of High Oaks, when he arrived,
would discover that he had taken on a

.full-sized man's job!

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
In Class!

6 HERRY I”
‘ “Yes, gir!” said Bob, with a

grin. _
There was a chuckle in the
class-room. -
Tue MacxeT LiBrarY.--No. 1,048,
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While Bolsover major and lis viowd
were reading the notice in Hall, Harry
Wharton & Co. were in class.

Lord Mauleverer was manfully sup-
pressing a portentous yawn. If was a
tine spring day—and on a fine spring
day, Lord Mauleverer felt a strong dis-
imclination for work. He felt the same
disinclination, as a matter of fact, on
ﬂ.tmmﬁr days, autumn days, and winter

AvyS.

The Famous Five were playing up,
though Bob Cherry could not wholly
suppress his sense of humour, .-

Mark Linley, the most studious fellow
in the Remove, was taking the place
of Form master. Mark was popularly
supposed, 1n the Remove, to have ac-
quired stacks and stacks of knowledge,
such as would have made a Shell fellow’s
head ache, or even a Fifth-Former's,
(Certainly Murk seemed far enough
ahead of his Form fellows to be able
to play the part of Form master with
credit, His quiet, serious character
suited him for the role, also, and he
took his duties sedately. Bob Cherry
was prepared to punch anybody’s head
if he bothered Marky in class. Yet Bob
himself could not refrain from en-
livening the proceedings with a little
humour. The whole class grinned as he
addressed Linley as he would have
addressed Mr. Quelch in the Form-room
at Greyfriars.

“Chuck that, Bob,” said Harry
Wharton, shaking his head. *“Re-
member Linley's our Form master—pro
tem,”

“The pro-temfulness is terrific!” mur-
mured Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.
“But the respectfulness to the ludierous
Marky is the proper caper.”

“Well, a man calls his Form master
sir, you know,” said Bob.

“No larks in class!” said Nugent.

“Stick to the rules,” said Johnny
Bull. *“Remember we're setting a it:ll:!;r
example to the slackers and moochers.”

Bob Cherry chuckled

“One of the rules is that there's no

e e

talking in class,” he said., “What are
yvou fellows doing?”
i Heﬂl !.JJ‘ )
“Shut up, the lot of you,” saud

Vernon-Smith. *“There's Linley want-
ing te talk all the time; and Form
masters are allowed to talk as much as
they like in real schools.”

“Yes, silence in eclass,” said Tom
Redwing. “Go ahead, Linley.”

“Silence for the chair!” said Peter
Todd.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Order!” bawled Squiff. “Silence!

“Yaw-aw-waw!” came f{rom Lord
Mauleverer. The class-room being full
of voices now, his lordship saw na reason
for suppressing further the yawn that
had been trnuﬁling him for some time,
So he yawned, deeply, and with great
relief ; and finding solace in it, yawned
Rgain,

“Look here, you chaps, this isn't the
thing,” said Mark quietly. *“If this 1s
going on, you fellows may as well be
outside the claxs-room with the others.”

“Mea culpa!” sighed Bob Cherry.
“My fault, old bean! I withdraw the
‘ Yes, sir,” with apologies.”

“Shall I punch his head, Linley?”
asked the Bounder.

Vernon-Smith was one of the orderly
mewmwbers of High Oaks now—he had
backed up Mauly sinee his fight with
that noble youth, in which Mauly had
had the better of it. BSmithy secemed
to respect Mauly now as he had never
done before, which was a rather un-
expected outcome of the fight, and o
disappointment to Skinner g Co.

But though the Bounder was now one
of Mauly’s backers, he was rather keen
on anything that would disturb the
studious solemnity of the class-room.
He was ready to keep order; but he
would have preferred to keep it by
means of a rourh-and-tumble with any
other fellow, instead of by sticking to
lessons,

Bob gave him a warlike look.

T
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“ Better not, Smithy,” he said em-
phatically, *“I don't think my head
Ef_c:iuld get the hardest punch, if you
I -.l]'

“Rats!” said the Bounder.

“Shut up, Smithy,” whispered
Redwing.
“Rot! I'm keepin’' order—backin’ up

Mauly and Linley. You were grousin’
at me for not backin’ them up a little
while ago.”
Bob jumped to his feet.
“Look here!” he shouted.
“Order !
“8Sit down !”

Wharton dragged Bob back to the
form.

“Well, that cheeky fss——" said Bob
warmly.

“Cheese it! Order!” said the captain
of the Remove. “Marky has been

trying to speak all this time. Do shut
up.
“Sorry, Marky,” said Bob.. “Gé

ahead. old chap! I won't say another
word. Not a giddy syllable.”

Mark Linley suppressed a sigh. He
had taken on the task of acting as
temporary Form master, at the urgent
request of Lord Mauleverer, backed up
by the other fellows. But the task was
no sinecure.

“You were speaking to me, Marky,”

went on Bob, the next moment. “Sorry
I interrupted you, Cut in.”

“You're interrupting him again,”
remarked the Bounder.

“You dry up, S8mithy. You talk too

much.”

“Well, I like that! If ever there was
a fellow like a sheep's head—all jaw—
you're the chap.”

“Look here—"

“Bilence !

“Cut in, Marky.”

“1 was going to say.” began Linley,
“that drawing Red Indians on your
blotting paper is not what you're in
class for, Cherry.”

“Oh. erumbs!” ejaculated Bob.

He gazed at the figures delineated on
his blotting-paper, and then at the boy

Form master.

“Are they Red Indians?” asked
Nupgent, looking over Bob’s shoulder.

“Well, Marky says they are, and he's
our Forin master,” said Bob, rather
grufly. “But I was drawing a football
match -at least, I thought s0.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

**Some artist!” chuckled the Bounder.

Mark Linley joined in the laugh—he
could not help it. DBob’s hands were
remarkably active and wvery reliable
with the boxing-gloves, or with a
ericket bat; but they certainly lacked
skill in any form of pictorial art. His
footballers might have been Red
Indians, or Chincse pirates for that
maiter,.

l ‘“Anyhow, chuck it!” said Mark, at
ast.

“Certainly, old fellow!”

Bob screwed up the blotting-paper
and hurled it across the room towards
the waste-paper basket. The waste-
paper basket was behind Mark Linley,
a little to one side; there was room for
the missile to pass—had not Mark
But he did move;
with the result that the crumpled-up
blotting-paper landed on his neck,

“Oh!” he gasped.

“Oh, my hat! BSorry!” exclaimed
Bob. “You told me to chuck it, you
know., 8o I-—I chucked it !”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Bob was evidently in a humorous
mood—a mood which would have been
carefully repressed, had Henry Samuel
Quelch been in charge of the class. But
Bob, with the best intentions in the

~ world, could not help allowing himself
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a little licence, in charge I a Form
master no older than himsell. .
Mark quietly picked up the blotting-
paper and tossed it into the waste-
paper baskel.
“This won't do!” he said.

“Nunno! Awfully sorry, old tulip!”

“Give him six arky,” said Lord
Mauleverer, “There’s a cane on the
desk.”

“Shut  up, Mauly,” said Bob.
“You're talking in class! 1'm surprised

at you. If the House of Lords sets us a
bad example, what will become of us
common morials?"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Oh, begad! Look here—"

“Order!” grinned Nugent. “You
talk too much, Mauly.”

Tramp! Tramp! Tramp! .

“Haifn. hallo, hallo! here come the
fellows!” exclaimed Bob, ‘‘You're to

have & full class after all for this
lesson, Marky.”

Footsteps and loud voices came
surging along the passage. A tremen-
dous kick caused the class-room door to
fly open. DBolsover major and his
merry men had arrived. They crowded
into the doorway. Bolsover was careful
to get the door wide open and plant
himself inside, before it could be closed.
On a previous occasion when the rowdy
clement had attempted to rag the class-
room, Linley had locked them out.
This time there was no chance of lock-
ing themn out. They were already in.

‘“Class going on, what?” roared
Bolsover major. “Playing at lessons,
what, you sets of saps?”

The class jumped to their feet at once.

“Get out of this, Bolsover!” ex-
claimed Harry Wharton. *“If you've
come in for lessons, you can sit down
quietly—if not——" .

“Ha, ha, ha! Not!" recared Bolsover,

“Then get out!™

“QOutside, and sharp!” shouted Bob
Cherry.

“Yaas, get out, you know!” yawned
Lord Mauleverer. *“You're interruptin’
the work, you know.”

“That's what we've come for!” said
Bolsover major. “ Mauly, you crass ass,
vou've stuck this notice on the board?”

Isover major held up the crumpled
paper.

Yaas!”

“What does
Bolsover major.

“What it says, dear man!”

“Mean to say you've angﬁged a head-
master to take control of High Oaks?”
thundered Bolsover major.

“Yaas!”

“Think we'll take any notice of him?”
shouted Skinner.

“Yaas!”

“You silly ass!” hooted Snoop. " Do
vou think F’au can bring along some
down-at-heel tutor-wallah and put him
over us?” |

“Yaas!"

“You're going to eat this!” roared
Bolsover major. “8See?! I'm going to
n*.Inlnke you eat your words—paper and
a 'u .

“Outside, you rotter!" shouted Bob
Cherry.

“And we're going to rag the class-
room, and stop all this rot, and when
vour precious headmaster comes, we're
going to rag him!” roared Bolsover,

“Oh, gad! Will you get outside?”
asked Lord Mauleverer, “1 keep on
tellin’ you you’re interruptin’ the work.
You men, lend me a hand to shove
them out.”

“You bet!”

“Pile in!” shouted the Bounder.

“Kick 'em out!”

“Hurrah 1"

The whole eclass fairly rose to the
task. They were the orderly members

it mean?’ demanded

of Higlh Qaks—they were playing the
game, sticking to work, and setting an
example. DBut there was no deoubl—no
doubt at all—nol the shadow of a
doubt—that they preferred a shindy
to lessons. In the present circum-
stances, a shindy was required in the
case of law and order—and the orderly
section jumped at the chance. And any
stranger, looking in at High Oaks just
then, would ﬁuwz been extremely
uzzied to distinguish the orderly
ellows from the disorderly ones—they
certainly all looked much of a much-
ness, as they scrambled and m':rnpped
and struggled and yelled, in the midst
of overturned forms, and inkpots, and
scattered books and papers.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Something Like a Shindy!

“ OCK it to them!”
“(ive "em beans!”
“Yar h!”?
“Kick them out!”

“Mop 'em up!”

“Ow! Wow, yow!”

It was a wild and whirling scene.

The odds were on the side of the
raggers, but on the other side were
the best fighting-men in the Greyiriars
Remove—the Famous Five, and Smithy,
and Peter Todd, and Squiff, and Mark
Linley, It was, so to speak, guantity
against quality; and quality held its
own very well indeed.

Other fellows, taking neither side in
the shindy, crowded along the passage
and stared in at the doorway, shouting
encouragement fto the side they sympa-
thised with, or to both sides i1mparti-

ally.

“Go it, ye cripples! Pile in!”

“1 say, you H:]i‘lnws. mop up these
rotters !”

“Bravo!”

Crash! crash! bump! stamp! tramp!
tramp !

Both sides in the class-room were
going strong.

Lord Mauleverer, a few minutes
before, had looked a picture of lazy
slackness. Now he was fighting like a
Trojan; and he had Skinnor’s head in
chancery; and Skinner's volce was
heard all over High Oaks as his Jord-
ship punched and pommelled. Bob
Cherry and DBolsover major were
fighting hard, with plenty of punish-
ment given and taken. All the other
fellows were engaged hotly.

Quality told over quantity at last,
The raggers were driven back to the
doorway, and Snoop was the first to
flee. The battle was to the strong, but
the race was to the swift. Sidney
James Snoop vanished; and Skinner,
Fﬂtting away from Mauly at last, fol-
owed him fast.

“Shove 'em out!” roared Bob Cherry.
“QOut you go, Bolsover, you rotter !”

Bolsover was driven to the
before Bob's vigorous attack; but he
rallied there and came charging back.

But man after man of the raggers
was hurled forth, sprawling, into the
passage, and there they picked them-
selves up and bolted.

Bolsover major was the last, and he
resisted manfully as three or four
fellows drove him out. But he was
sent spinning through the doorway and
rolled in the passage. ;

He sat up there gasping, and clasping
his nose, which was streaming crimson.

"“He, iI'E. he !”

Billy Bunter, undoubtedly, sympa-
thised with the raggers, though he did
not carry his sympathy to the length
of lending them a hand. 8till, he
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scemed to find entertasinment in  Dol.
sover's baticred visage, as his [at cackle
testified.

“Ow!” gasped DBolsover major.
“Wow "
“He, he, he!”

Bolsover major staggered up.

He had had enough >f Bob Cherry—a
little too much, in fact. e did not
think of entering the class-room again.
But even in his present state he was not
to be smiggered at by William George

Bunter., His heavy hand smole, and
Bunter’'s cackle was changed into a roar
of anguish.

“Yow—oooorp !

Bunter rolled on the passage floor, and
Bolsover, staying only & moment to kick
him as he rolled, staulked away., The
yells of William George Bunicr awoke
all the echocs of High Oaks.

Harry Wharton slammeod the door of
the class-room after the ejected raggers.
Then he looked round the scene of havoo
—what time he caressed a damaged nose
and an injured ear.

“Oh, my hat !” he ejaculated.

Bolsover major had not suecceeded in
making Lord Mauleverer eat his words,
as he had set out to do. But he had very
effectunally interrupted class. Fellows
who had been studying—more or less—
under Mark Linley’s guidance, were now
attending to manifold injuries—ihere
was not a man present who did not bear
signs of the combat. Breathless fellows

gnsped and panted, and dabbed their
1oses,

The class-room was a wreck. Forms
were overthrown, books and papers
trampled underfoot; ink seattered in all
directions. The room looked as if a
cyclone had struck it.

“My hat!” repeated the caplain of the
Remove,

“My nose !” mumbled Johnny Bull.

“Ow! My eye!” moaned Frank
Nugent.

“We've beaten the rotters!” exclaimed
Bob Cherry. “They're licked to the
wide, anyhow !”

“The lickiulness is terrific!” gasped
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. “The pain-
fulness in my esteemed boko is also
great.”

“Look at my rose!” said Johnny Bull,

“What aboul clasz?” asked Mark
Linley.

A chorus of groans answered him.

“0Oh, blow class!” said Peter Todd.
“I'm jolly well going to bathe my eyel
Look at it!”

“Look at

“Bless class!" said Squiff.
my nose "

‘Yaas, begad |” said Lord Mauleverer.
“I shall have to go out and get a clean
collar! Look at my collar, after
Skinner’s paws have clawed it! Class is
dismissed for the day.”

“Right-ho !” said Mark. “1 ecan do
with a rest. Blessed if I know what the
new headmaster will think when he sees
us. I never saw such a collection of
rize noses and thick ears.”

“The new Head will keep order,” said
Lord Mauleverer.

“1 hopa =0, said Mark,
dubiously.

“The {mpafulnm is terrific; but the
likeliness is a boot on the other lrﬁ;" re-
marked Hurree Jamsoet Ram Singh.

“0Oh, he will be all right!” said Lord
Mauleverer confidently. “I've gone into
that with bam 1n my letters, you know.
He knows he's got rather a handful here,
and he's prepared for it. I'm goin' to
change my coliar.”

The juniors streamed out of the class-
room. lass was over for the dayv; the
casualties bad to be attended to now.
The troubles at High Oaks had come to

Tae MaenNerT LiBrarY,—No, 1,048,
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a8 head now:; something like civil war
was reigning at that remarkable
gcholastic estab:ishment.  If the new
_headmaster engaged by Lord Mauleverer
gucceeded 1n establishing order and
maintaining it, it would certainly.be a
considerable feat on his part; and all
the fellows had very strong doubts on the
subject.

A man like Mr. ?mlch, no doubt,
would have performed tho task; but it
was very unlikely that a man like Mr.
Slllﬂlth would take on the post at all, in

e extraordinary circumstances. In-
deed, the jumiors wondered very much
what sort of a schoolmaster it was who
had answered Lord Mauleverer's adver-

tisement ana secured the appointment of
Head of High Oaks.

That afternoon, Lord Mauleverer,
having removed all the signs of combat
that he could, dressed with care, and
telephoned to Courtfield garage for a
car. He was going to meet the new
headmaster at E?mri.ﬁcld Junction, he
explained to the Famous Five, and bring
him to High QOaks.

“And for goodness’ sake have the
fellows in order, if you can,” said hie
lordship, rather plaintively. “We don't
want Mr. Buncombe to think we're a lot
of Iqiddy hooligans, you know.”

“The urdar%ulness of our esteemed
gelves will be terrific,” said Hurreo
Jamset Ram Singh. “But the other

esteemed fellows——" He shook his
dusky head.
“Let's go for 'em and mop them up

lgain.” suggested Bob Cherry. “That
will teach themn manners.”

Harry Wharton laughed.

“Don’t you think there are enough
black eyes and swollen noses at High
Oaks already ?” he asked.

“Well, a few more would do ’em
good.”

“My. Buncombe, if that's his name,
will find all his work eut out here,” said
Johnny Bull. “Can’t understand the
man taking on the job. Does he know
we belunq to Greyiriars, Mauly ?”

i YEH- 2

“ He knows we've cleared out of school,
and started on our own, and told our
headmaster to go and eat coke,”

i '&Tm.ll

“And still he’s taken on the job ?”

i Y“E-ll

“Blessed if I catch on. How many
answers did you have to your advertise-
ment

“Only Mr. Buncombe's.”

“Where does he come from

“Lantham.”

“Any recommendations

[ 13 I.;CltE 1!.!

“Well, what are they 7"

“He's goin’ to tell me when he comes.”

i Oh, my hat !”

‘Bure he’s a schoolmaster at all, and
not some moocher looking for a job?”
acked Nugent.

T

“Well, how do you know §”

“He's told me s0.”

“HH, h-ﬂn, ha 1#

“Well, T must be off,” said Lord
Mauleverer, glancing at his watch.

“ You must be off,” agreed Peter Todd.
“Right off, 1 Ehuufd gay, if vou take on
a man on his own recommendations with-
out seeing him.”

“You see, it's a case of Hobson's
choice,” explained Lord Mauleverer.
“1'd rather have had Mr. Quelch here;
and if Quelchy wouldn't ecome, Marky
eould have run the school if the fellows
Elayad up. But they haven’t., Must

ave a headmaster, and if only one
offers, must have that one. Beo?”

“Well, he may turn out all right,” said

Tee MacxeET LiBRARY.—No. 1,048,

Harry Wharton, laughing, “He will be
o good man if he can kecp order here, at
any rate.”

“Yaas! VYou fellows will promise to
obey orders, and back him up all along
the line, of course?” said Lord
Mauleverer. “With bhalf the Form
backin’ him up, he will soon get the rest
to toe the line.”

“Rely on us, old bean.”

“The backupfulness will be terrific.”

And Lord Mauleverer, the car having
arrived from Courtfield, stepped into it,
and departed to meet the new head-
master at the station. Bolsover major &
Co. saw him start, and exchanged grins.

“Ho's coming back with the new
Head,” said Bolsover. “We’'ll all turn
up in Hall to meet him—and give him
the ragging of his life. We'll make him
glad to take the next train home.”

“Hear, hear!” said the rebels
thorus,
The' new headmaster was evidently

ing to have a very mixed reception at
igh Oaks School.

in

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.

A Change of Identity !
L ON! Oh, my hat !”
P “Ha, ha, ha!”
Gadsby and Monson and
Vavasour chuckled in chorus.

Mr. Lazarus rubbed his fat hands and
grinned,

In the little parlour behind Mr.
Lazarus' shop in Courtfield High Street,
the Highcliffe nuts had gathered that
Wednesday afternoon. There Ponsonby
tn_a.d undergone a remarkable transforma-
ion. -

Pon, undoubtedly, was clever at
amateur theatricals. Ie was, in fact,
clever at many things had he chosen to
use his cleverness for good ends—which
he seldom or never did. Mr. Lazarus,
who kept a stook of ds for private
theatricals, did a gmﬁenl of business
in that line with fellows belonging to
Higheliffe and Greyfriars, and some-
times he gave his skilled assistance in
making-up. He had been very suc-
cessful with Ponsonby on this oeccasion.
Certainly Pon's nearest and dearest

relation would not have recognised him
now,

Mr. Lazarus was given to believe that
he was helping Pon make up for
theatricals at Higheliffe. Not that he
cared much about the matter, so long
as his fee was paid. On that point Mr.
Lazarus was rather particular,

The Highcliflians eyed Pon, when the
transformation was complete, with
many chuckles and great admiration.
They had had a good many doubts at
first; but now that they saw Pon in his
new character, they considered it very
likely that he would succeed in *“‘ getting
away " with it.

Ponsonby looked about fifty, with
greyish hair and a greyish beard, and
scholastic wrinkles in his brow.

Elevators in his boots added con-
giderably to his height, and he was
naturally rather tall and slender, and
his slenderness was now disguised by
skilful padding. *

A large pair of horn-rimmed glasses
added to his age and his scholastic look,
and heiped to disguise him beyond the
remotest possibility of recognition.

His  boota had elastic sides, and
squeaked as he walked, like Mr. Mobbs’
boots at Higheliffe.

“Oh, Pon!” gasped Gadsby. “Oh,
m¥ sainted aunt! Blessed if I really
believe it’s you !”

“Silence 1n the class!” rapped out

Ponsonby suddenly, in a squeaky voice
very like Mr. Mobbe’, and nothing at
all like Ponsonby's own. “How gnre
you talk in class! Take fifty lines!”

“Ha, ha, ha !”

“Ripping !”

“ Absolutely 1"

“I rather think I ghall pass!” grinned
Pon, his grin contrasting oddly with his
wrinkles, his spectacles, and his grey
hair. “If the car’s there, we may as
well go!” '

“Ha, ha, ha!”

The Higheclifians lefit Mr. Lazarus’
establishment together. A ecar was
drawn up to the kerb.

“Well, good-bye, old chap, and good
luck !” said Gadsby.

Ponsonby stepped into the taxi.

“ Redolyfie Railway Station !" he said
to the driver in his squeaky voice—the
voice he had praetised carefully for his
character of Mr. Buncombe.

“ Yessir |” said the taxi-man.

The driver evidently had no suspicion
that this elderly gentleman was no older
than the schoolboys who were saying
good-bye to him.

The taxi rolled away, and Gadsby,
Monson, and Vavasour walked back,
chuckling, to Higheliffe. In all the
alarums and excursions of the Highelifio
nuts against the Greyfriars Remove,
Pon & Co. had generally come off worst.
But this time, they agreed, it looked
as if Pon would score. The Greyfriars
fellows had, as he said, fairly asked for
it, and Pon was going to give them
what they had asked for.

Ponsonby grinned under his disguisc
as the taxi bore him away to Redeclyfic
Station. In his correspondence with
Lord Mauleverer, in answer to the
advertisement, Pon had used a Lantham
addréss, having acquaintances in the
town, and Lord Mauleverer understood
that the new Head was coming from
Lantham by railway. Pon had no in-
tention of travelling ten miles, how-
ever; he intended to pick up the train
at a near station. Quite easily Pon had
obtained leave to go “home ” for a few
days — Mr. Mobbs had obligingly
arranged that for him—and at High-
cliffe 1t was supposed that Pon had gone
home that afternoon. Only Pon's
immediate friends and ecronies knew
where Pon had planned to pass those
few days

The taxi arrived at Redclyffe, and
Pon stepped out at the station and dis-
missed the car.

He walked into the railway siation,
with a suitcase in his hand. He was in
good time for the train, and had ten
minutes to wait before it came along
for Lantham.

“Oh, gad!” murmured Ponsonby,
below his breath, as he caught sight of
several Greyfriars fellows on the plat-
form, evidently waiting for the same
train.

Wednesday was a half-heoliday at
Greyfriars as well as at Higheliffe.
The Greyfriars men were Coker, Potter,
and Greene, of the Fifth Form. Pon's
first impulse was to avoid their sight;
his second to court it, as a test of his
disguise. Coker & Co. knew him we!l
by sight in his natural person—indeed,
Coker had once taken it upon himself
to cuff the dandy of Higheliffe, whom
he had found smoking a eigarette in the
lane—Coker being a fellow who was
always as ready to mind anybody else’s
business as his own, if not readier.

Ponsonby walked past the three Fifth-
Formers n?’ Greyiriars with the slow and
leisurely tread of a middle-aged
gentleman,

They glanced at him carelessly as he
passed, but took no further heed of him,
evidently supposing that he was what
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he looked—a middle-aged man who was
a stranger to them.

He passed them again and again, and
on the third ooccasion bumped into
Coker. Coker gave a grunt.

“Mind where vou're goimng!l”
snapped. “Are you blind?”

Ponsonby blinked at him through the
horn-rimmed spectacles.

“Eh—did yvou address me, little boy "™
he asked in his squeaky voice.

Horace Coker turned crimson, and
Potter and Greene exchanged a grin,
Coker was a Fifth Form man, and a
Fifth Form man was a great man; and
Coker, in his own estimation, was ong
of the greatest. To be addressed as a
“little boy " naturally aroused Coker's
ire,

“Look here, don't you be cheeky, and
don’'t tread on a fellow’s toes!” he
snapped angrily.

“Did 1 tread
boy 7"

“Yes; you jolly well did !

“You should not have such
feet !” said Ponsonby. *““Do you

Rl

them feet’

“What !” gasped Coker.

“I should call them yards!™

“Wha-a-at!"

““Ha, ha, ha!” roared Poiter and
Greene.

Coker glared at this middle-aged
gentleman who ventured to jest on the
subject of his feet—an extensive sub-
ject. It was not to be denied that Coker
of the Fifth had been treated liberally
by Nature in the matter of feet. He
had, of course, only two, but there was
enough of them to provide an ordinar)
fellow with three or four. Coker was
rather sensitive about them ; his friends
were aware of that, and they agreed

he

on your feet, litlle

large
call
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that Coker had a lot to be sensitive
about.

“Why, vou—you cheeky old chump,”

exclaimed Coker, in great wrath,
““joking about a fellow's feet! 1f you
weren't old enough to be my [ather,
I'd jolly well dot you on the nose!
What sort of an old ass do you call
yourself 7"

The old gentleman blinked at him.
Ponsonby realised that his little joke
was scarcely in accord with his elderly
appearance. But it entertained him to
pull Coker’s leg. He had not forgotten
the cuff thaet the Greyvfriars Fifth-
Former had once bestowed upon him.

“Be civil, please!” he said. *“1 shall
complain to the stationmaster if you
are not civil "

“Complain to your grandmother!”
snorted Coker,

“You arc a rude little boy,” said
Ponsonby reprevingly, “but yon may
carry my bag!”

“Carry your bag!" stuttered Coker.

“Yes. Put it into a first-class
carriage when the train comes in, and
be careful with it! 1 will give you
sixpenee !V

“Bus-sus-sixpence |” stuttered Coker.

“I never give more than sixpeuce!”
said Ponsonby.

“You—you—you foolling old ass,
what do you take me for?" shrieked
Coker,

“Eh—aren't vou the porter’s boy 7"

“The—the porter’'s boy!"” gusped
{T.flltf'i'a

“ Aren’t you looking for a job?”

“ Looking for a 3-j-job!”

“Take my bag! And, mind, 1 shall
not give you more than sixpence! I do
not believe in pampering the lower
classes !”

iy
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“I"'m geing into this carriage ! ™
Coker, righteously indignant, and
wild with wrath, dragged at the car-
riagedoor. Thedisguised Ponsonby,
holding the handle with one hand,
let down the window with the
other, reached out, and gave Coker
a terrific thump on the nose.
“ Yaroooh ! "' Coker went spraw-
ling backwards on the platiorm.
(See Chapter H.)

“0Oh, my hat!" gasped Potter, while
Greene turned his face away to hide Lis
emotion.

Coker stood in a dazed state.

“Why, you—you—you cheeky old
chump ! raved Coker. “I'll give you
porter's boy! T'll give you lower
classes ! 1'll give you sixpence ! 1 )

“Hold on, Coker!” gasped Potter,
clutching at Horace.Coker's arm. “You
can't hit an old man, you ass! Chuck
it ¥

“T'Il punch his cheeky head!™ roared
the incensed Coker.

“Cheese it, old chap, for goodness’
gake 1"

Ponsonhy walked away rather quickly.
His disguise—not to mention his features
and his feolings—would have suffered
considerably from Coker's heavy fist as
close auartlers.

He walked quickly along the platform
with his bag, leaving Potter and Grecne
arguing with Coker and gently restratine
ing him.

The train came in from LantLam, snd
Ponsonby entered it, Coker & Co. were
still arguing; and doors slammed along
the train before Coker made a rush for
it.” realising that he was near losing 1
He charged at the earrviage Ponsonby
had entered; and Pon jorked the door
shut just before he reached it, Coker
grabbed at the handle, and Pon held i
on the inside. Coker glared at Lum
furiously.

“You!" he howled. “ You old dl
let me in! I shall lese the tranl

“Stand back, therc!” yelled a poricr.

“Next carriage, old chop !’ exclaimoa

Potter. . _ ” L
“I'm going into this carriag
roared Coker. *“What right has thal
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old donkey to keep me out, T4 like to
know 1" _ .
 we shall lose the train!" exclaimed
Grcium -
“1'm going in here ‘
Cuker,gngt%muuuiy indignant and wild
with wrath, dragged at the door. FPon-
sonby, holding the handle with one
hand, let down the window with the
other, reached out, and gave Coker a
terrific thump on the nose.
“Yarococh!"”
Coker went sprawling baclkwards on
the platform. )
“Oh crumbs!” gasped Potter, Is
that old johnny mad, or drunlf’,
what? He's knocked Coker down!
“QOh, my hat!” stuttered Greene.
They rushed to pick up the dazed and
bewildered Horace. The last door
slammed, and the train glided out of the
station. Ponsonby settled back eomfort-
ably in his seat, grinning under his dis-
ise, in a very cheery frame of mind.
e considered that he had started the
afternoon well. On the Redclyffe plat-
form Coker & Co. were left bebind;
and Coker glared after the vanishing
train with a glare that might have ex-
cited the envy of a basilisk.

—————

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Lord Mauleverer’s Headmaster !

ORD MAULEVERER stood on
the platform at Courtfield
Juuction and watched the train
come in from Lantham.

His lordship was there to mect the
new headmaster of High Oaks, and he
was in good time. With all his rather
lazy ways, Mauly was seldom or never
late for an appointment. Punctuality 1s
the politencss of princes as Mr. Quelch
gometimes told the Remove; and Mauly,
who forgot nearly ererg]hmg else, never
forgot to be po]im. there he was,
readv and waiting, dressed very nicely
as usual, with a ﬁilili‘inﬂ' topper on his
well-brushed head, and only a_slight
swelling on his noble nose marring his

good looks—a trace of the scrap in the.

class-room at Iligh Qaks. k

The train stopped, and nine or ten
passengers alighted from it. Lord
Mauleverer glunced over them and
picked out at once a rather little old
gentleman in horn-rimmed spectacles.

This was the only passenger who could
possibly have been taken—or mistaken—
for a schoolmaster; the others being
obviously nothing of the kind. BSo
Mauleverer approached the horn-
rimmed gentleman and raised his hat
with great politeness.

“E;?I?? me, Eir,'I’
respecifully, *“am
Buncombe?"”

The middle-aged gentleman blinked
at him through his huge spectacles. It
did not occur to Mauleverer that the
man knew him by sight. Certainly it
was not likely to occur to him that a
man_with horn glasses and grey hair
and beard was no older than himself.

“Yes, my boy,” said the gentleman,
blinking at him. “My card, sir—my
card.”

The horn-rimmed gentleman, with the
deliberation of middle age, took out a
card-case and extracted therefrom a
car<, which he handed to Lord Maule-
verer. Mauly looked at it and read:

said Mauleverer
speakin' to Mr.

“ Joseph Buncombe,
M.A. Ozon, O.B.E.”

Lord Mauleverer looked at the little
gentleman again. He. was rather im-
pre by learning that the man was
an O.B.E. A man who had obtained
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the Order of the British Empire was
bound to be more or less distinguished
in some way or other. A man who was
not only a aaster of Arts of Oxford, but
an O.p.E.,, was gurely a suitable head-
maswer lor High Oaks dchool.

There are certain legal penalties at-
tachbed to giving a false description of
cneself, as Ponsonby of Highchfie was
well aware. but he had had his cards
printed in Lantbam without the slightest
hesitation,

Howsoever his jape on the Greyfriars
Remove turned out, it was not likely

to bring him in contact with the law.

Lord Mauleverer, in the innocence of
lns heart, did not reflect that a man
might call himself a Master of Arts
without being “artinn magistar ¥ at
all. And that O.B.E. might stand as
well for the Ovder of the Bad Egg as
for the Order of the British Empire.

“I'm glad to see you, sir,” said the
schoolboy mi‘I’Iimm “I'm Maule-
verer, sip——

“Quite so, quita so—Lord Mauleverer,
Iﬁt;nderstnud, " squeaked the Master of

rts.

“Yaas. If you'll come with me, sir,
I've got a car waitin™—"

e arﬁ good, very good!"”

Mr. Buncombe walked out of the
station with Lord Mauleverer, a porter

following with his bag.

“Any more baggage, sir?” asked
Mauleverer.

“Yes, quite, quite,” said Mr. Bun-

com who seemed to have a way of
repeating his words, not uncommon in
niiddle-aged gentlemen, . My trunks
—hem—two large trunks, will come on;
the guard failed to put them in his van
at Lantham., I esaw them on the plat-
form—hem—as the train went out.
Most annoying ! But never mind, never
mind ; they will be sent on; they are
labelled.” '

“1'H Phnua along the line, sir, if you
like—"

“Not at all, not at all!l The railway
is quite rcliable; the trunks will arrive
in due course.”

“Very well, sir.”

Lord Mauleverer conducted the O.B.E.
to the car, and followed him in. The
chauffeur started for High Oaks at onece.

Mr. Buncombe blinked at Mauleverer
through the big horn glasses, which gave
him an oddly owlish look, and certainly
a rather learned aspect as well,

Lord Mauleverer veturned his inspec-
tion with some interest

As o matter of fact, Mauleverer was
quite well aware that advertising for a
headmaster was, to say the least, an
unusual rn-ceudilzﬁ, lms that a -school-
master who applied for the post was not
likely to be in the ordinary run of
schoolmasters.

But so far as he could see, Mr. Bun-
combe was satisfactory.

He loocked owlish and learned, he
looked middle-aged and respectable;
and he was a Master of Arts of Oxford
University, and an O.B.E. over and
above,

High Oaks Schoel was rather fortun-
ate to bag such a headmaster, in the
somewhat extraordinary circumstances,
Mauly considered. Few Masters of Arts
or 0.B.E.’s would have cared to take on
the ntﬂ#tﬂrﬂhl][;l of a school composed of
fellows who had marched out of their
own school in defiance of their own head-
master. Mauleverer could not help
wondering a little that Mr. Buncombe
had done so. But that, after all, was_
Joseph Buncombe's own business.

“Perhaps I'd better warn you, sir,
that you may find the fellows at High
Oaks a little out of hand,” said
Mauleverer,

“No doubt, no doubt.”

" Youw'll know how to handle them,
§ir,

“Obh, quite, quite! I have been used
to unruly boys,” said Mr. Buncombe.
“1 have had great experience as a Form
master, and headmaster also—very great
experience. 1 assure dvuu_ that 1 main-
tained very careful discipline when I
was—hem—a Housemaster at Eton."”

" You've been a Housemaster at Eton,
sir?” asked Mauleverer, feeling that
this was an additional recommendation,

“Quite, quite! I gave up my House-
mastership in the War,” explained Mr.
Buncombe, answering the question
Maulevercr was too courteous to ask.
“War work kept me wvery busy—hem.
It was then 1 was—hem—awarded the
—hem—irifling distinction 1 bear—hem.
Having considerable private means, I
have allowed myself a long holiday, de-
voted chiefly to study. %u dnu{:t. at
Itigh Oaks I shall find timo for con-
E‘"“::E’ my work on the Earlier Greek
L Gets,’

“*Yaas, sir,” said Mauleverer, feeling
his respect greatly inerease for a man
whoss constitution and intellect would
stand the Earlier Greek Poets, “We
don’t take Greek in the Remove,” he
added rather hastily. “Only two or
three fellows had Greek with Quelchy—
I mean Mr. Quelch,”

“My ievourite subject,” said Mr.
Buncombe.  “Possibly it may be
plrmiunbia to institute a special Greek
class.”

“I—1 don't fancy the f[ellows will
exactly rise to it, sir,” said Mauleverer
in dismay. .

“Well, well, we shall see!” said Mr.
Buncombe, winking into space with the
e:; that hwns fnwn / fm; HELHEIIF-‘-?

onsonby of I e's knowlgdge
of Greek was limitg*:tnl two words which
he had heard in a Gilbert and Sullivan
opera in the holidays. In these ecir-
cumstances, certainly Mr. Buncombe
would have found some difficulty in deal-
iua_ with a Greek class at High Oaks,

he car ﬁhdeu_:l out of Courtfield now,
and was following the road across the
common, which led to High Oaks, and
beyond that scholastic establishment to
Greyfriars and Friardale

By the roadside a tall, angular gentle-
man was walking, and he gﬁuncad at tho
apﬁrum:hmg oar.

‘Mr. Buncombe locked at him, and so
did Mavuleverer—the latter recognising
Mr. Quelch, late Remove master at
Greyiriars.

r. Quelch, though dismissed from
Greyfriars School, and steadily refusing
to have anything to do with T-ﬁ h Oaks,
was still staying on in C‘ourtﬁels.

Perhaps he was at a loose end now
that his duties as a Form master had
closed, and considered that Courtfield
was as good as any other place in which
to spend his leisure. Perhaps anxiety
for what was happening to his late Form
kept him there. Or perhlga he was
simply haunting the scene of his former
activities because he could not tear him-
self away, like a ghost revisiting the
glimpses of the moon. Certainly his dis-
missal had been a heavy blow toe Mr.
Quelch, and he could not reconcile him-
self either to idleness or to seeking
another post in another school.

He was now in possession of leisure;
but he had had so little leisure for so
many years that he hardly knew what to
do with it. He was, in fact, a school-
master bred in the bone, and out of a
school he was at a loss. Once he had
been, so to speak, a real turtle, and now
he was only a mock turtle.

There was a cloud on his face as he
walked along the road over the common
in the sunny spring afternoon. But his
exproession changed at the sight of Lord
Mauleverer in the car,
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“Bless my soul!” said Mr. Buncombe, -
in his squeaky voice. . ‘That odd old
gentleman seems to know you, my boy."

“That what, sir?”" asked Mauleverer,
rather sharply. 3

“I refer to that bony person with a
face like a crawfish,” explained Mr.
Buncombe.

Mauleverer Irowned.

“That is Mr. Quelch, my Form master
at Greyiriars, sir,” he said, very stifily.
“A gentleman whom 1 respect very

highl , Bir.”

‘Oh, wyes, yes:; the person who was
dismiaaeg,' 1 “think you mentioned in
vour letter to me,” said Mr. Buncombe.
“Why was he dismissed? Dtink?"

Lord Mauleverer jumped.

“Certainly not!” he gasped.

Mauleverer signalled to the chauffeur
to stop the car. Mr. Quelch had afa%ped
into the road, and evidently desired to
speak. 'The car drew up, and Tord
Mauleverer iguilluted his old Form master
very respectiully. )

Mr. Buncombe looked away from him
out of the window on the other side. No
doubt he had his own reasons for not
desiring to meet the gimlet eyes of
Henry %nmual Quelch, I.F he could. help
it. '

“Good-afternoon, sir,” said Lord
Mauleverer. “Takin' a little walk this
nice afternoon, sir?" ]

“Yes,” said Mr. Quelch, glancing
past Mauleverer at the horn-rimmed
gentleman, and obviously curiovs,- or
at least interested, "I am sorry to see,
Mauleverer, that vou and your friends
have not yet returned to school.” -

“We're at our own school, sir.”

“Nonsense !" -

“Hem!" .

“ Althongh I am no longer your Form
master, Mauleverer, I have not lost my
interest in my late Form,” said Mr.
Quelch. :

“You're very kind, sir.” \

“I trust that something like order is
being preserved in the Remove, in spite.
of their rebellious conduct.”

“Well, sir, the fellows have been a
bit out of hand.” said Lord Maunleverer.
“I engaged a prize-fightin’ chap to keep
order——"'

“Wha-a-at?”

“Bnt there was a bit of misunder-
stanpdin’, ard a row, and he went. But
it will be all right now, sir.” said Maule-
verer, “We've got.a headmaster now."”

“ Tmpossible.”

“Thizs gentleman, sir,” said Maule-
verer, indicating his companion in the

car.
“T repeat, impossible,” =said Mr,
Quelch. “No headmaster wonld assnme

control at High Qaks in the eircum-
starces,” )

“Mr. Buncombe has done so, sir.”
said Lord Mauleverer.,” “Perhaps I'd
better introduce vou, sir——"

“Nothing of the kind," interrupted
Mr. Buneombe, still with the back of his
head towards Mr. Queleh. “In the cir-
cumstances, it is betfer not, my boy. It
would be most awkward for me to come
into any contact with your former

master.”

“I stand corrected, sir,” said Maule-

verer. ‘“As you like, sir.”
Mr. Quelch was fixing a Benetrntin‘g
uncombe’s

look on the back of Mr.
head, as if he really desired to pierce
through it to his features beyvond.

“Y cannot understand this, Maule-
verer,"” said the late Remove master.
“Y can understand no man taking on
such a responsibility. 1 trust, Maule-
verer, that you have not been deceived.”

“Oh, sir!"™

“By some charlatan!” said Mr.

Quelch grimly.
Lord gﬁ[nulevarer flushed.

“That is scarcely civil, sir, to Mr,

yerer,

Buncombe,” he said.
better drive on.”

And ‘at a sign the car passed on, Mr.
Quelch standing in the road staring after
it with a blank expression on his face.

That any headmaster of a proper
standing would accept the headmaster-
ship of High Oaks, as matters stood,
Mr. Quelch felt to be impossible. That
the simple and unsuspicious Mauly had
beeh taken in by some charlatan was the
only explanation of which Mr. Quelch
could think.

He was feeling dmpl; uneasy as he
stared after the car. Perhaps at last
he was beginning to reconsider his re-
solve not to have anything to do with
High Oaks 8chool. If some charlatan—
some man of dubious character—was
imposing himself upon the juniors as a
headmaster, it was assuredly time for
somebody to intervene,

Mr. Suelnh's face was deeply thought-
ful and perturbed as he resumed his
walk towards Courtfield.

“I apologise, sir,” said Lord Maule-
“I'm sorry we stopped to speak
to Mr. Quelch, sir. ope you're not
offended, Mr. Buncombe."

“No—no; the man is

“Perhaps we had

: _ doubtless
annoyed by his dismissal, and speaks
bitterly in consequence,” said Mr. Bun-
combe. “But I, of course, cannot have
any contact with a dismissed Form
master.
Is that High Oaks?" he added, as the
car turned into the drive. :
“Yaas, sir. We're there now.”
There was a yell from a fat
loafing near the gates.
“*1 say, you fellows, he's come !"
And there was a rush of the Removites
to behold their new headmaster.

junior

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
The Heavy Hand !
M R. BUNCOMBE stepped from
the car.
He stood on the steps of
. . High Oaks, surveying the mob
of juniors who g:tf:arnd round. Lord
Mauleverer stood by his side as the
ult-.ef“dad away down the drive to the
ates. L
- “So that's the man!" snorted Bolsover
major. |
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It would be—hem—infra dig.

T R,

“I say, you fellows, he’s rather a guy!
Look at his s §™

And Billy Bunter blinked through his
own big glasses at the horn-rimmed
spectacles of Mr. Buncombe with great
entertainmont. -

“What a sﬁﬁciman 1" grinned Skinner,
~ “Not much of him, but what there is
isn't much to look at!”
Sidney James Snoop.

“Order!" ahnutacr Bob Cherry.

l:l-Rats!Il

*“*Shut up, Bolsover.”

“GGo and eat coko!”

“Rag him!” yelled Stott.

““Order ! o =

There was a roar of contradictory
voices.

A trace of uneasiness might have
been observed in Mr. Buncombe's
wrinkled, owlish, spectacled visage.

Ponsonby of Higheliffe had planned
to jape the Remove; but certainly not
to be ragged by those cheery young
gentlemen,

He had not taken inlo account the
possible state of feeling at High Oaks,
where something like eivil war was now
the order of t-gu day.

A ragging from the unruly spirits, to
begin with, would have been an abso-
lute disaster to Mr. Buncombe.

5o JﬂnE as he was only looked at, anc
not touched; he could see that he woul
pass muster. But a rough handling
would have played havoe with his grey

remarked

hair, and beard, and spectacles, and
make-up; and' would, m fact, have
revealed the imposture. In which case

the venturesome japer had the time of
his life to ex ;

He back a little behind Lord
Mauleverer. .

“This—this reception—" he slam-
mered.

“I'm afraid some of the fellows are
a bit unrulf. sir,” said Lord Mauleverer
apologetically. “But we'll jolly soon
bring them to order.
ruffians 1™

“Yah!”

“GCo and eat coke, Mauly?"

“Duck that old image in the pond!”
yelled Bolsover major.

“Good egg!”

“Rally round,
Lord Mauleverer,

“Yes, rather!™ ;

Harry Wharton & Co. formed a body-
guard round the new hea er
at once. Whatever they thought of Mr.
Buncombe, and of his accepting the
gxtraordiniary appointment Lord Maule-
verer had offered him, they were reads
to stand by him and uphbold his
authority.

“Line up, yoa fellows!” said Harry
Wharton. _
“The line-upfulness is terrific.”
“Back up!” shouted Peter Todd.
Toddy joined the bodyguard, and
Squiff, and Tom Brown, and the
Bounder, and Redwing, followed suit.
Nearly half the Form were on the sido
of law and order; and of the others
several stood aside as neutral, Bolsover
major & Co. found themselves in a con-

Shut up, you

you men!” exclaimed

siderable minority.

But the bully of the Remove was in a
truculent temper.

“Rag the old donkey!” Le roared.

“8hut up, Bolsover!”

“Rag him!" yelled Bolsover; and he
led o rush at Mr. Buncombe.

That gentleman was quite reassured
now. e @ knxﬁﬁha I:.]e:;"lm'ims betler
than they sup ; and he was awnre
that all the hefty fighting-men of the
Form had rallied for his protection.

“This is most disorderly!” he re-
peated in his squeaky voice. “1 was=—
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hem—far from expecting this! Order!
I repeat—order!” -

“Rats to you!” roarcd Bolsover.

He came on with a rush; but in face
of the determined attitude of Lord
Mauleverer's supporters, Belsover's fol-
lowers melted away. Bolsover arrived
alene within punching distance. _

And the punching, when it started,
was all receaved by Bolsover major, the
whole bodyguard falling upon him and
smiting him hip and thigh.

It is said Lo be more blessed {o give
than- to receive; and that is undoubt-
edly true in the matter of punches
straight from the shoulder. .

Bolsover major went spinning off the
steps, and he crashed down on the drive
with & heavy concussion and & loud
roar.,

“Next man in!" chortled DBob
Cherry, =
“Ha, ha, ha!”

There was no next man.

Now that a rallying point had been
found, in the person of the new head-
master, all the orderly elements in the
Remove had rallied; and they bhad the
upper hand without question. Doubtful
neutrals promptly went over to the win-
ning side. Fisher T. Fish, with his
keen Transatlantic cuteness, saw at once
upon which side.victory was going io
smile, and he ranged himself along with
the - i)od}'guard; and others followed.
Skinner & Co. backed away; Bolsover
major sat up, dizzy, and furious, and
breathless, and found that he had wno
supporters at all. Only a short time
before he had been a rebel ieader; now
ne lay there, like Julius Cmsar, with

none so poor to do him reverence,
“Ow!” he gasped. “Wowl! Tl
smash you! Ow!”

“Come and have some morel!”
grinned Nugent,

“The morefulness is read and

terrific, my esteemed, beastly Bolsover!”
chuckled Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

Bolsover major staggerad up.

It was clear, even to the bully of the
Remove, that he was not going to rag
the mew headmaster of Hi Oaks.
There was no support to be had—f{or the

resent, at least—from his late fol-
owers; indeed, they were grinning at
him now, apparently entertained by. his
dusty and Dbattered looks. :

“You - rotters!” .gasped Bolsover
major. “Jf you. thiuk I'm going to
knuckle under to that old image you're
mistaken! BSBeel”

“You'll toe the line with the rest,”
wid Harry Wharton. .

“Rats to you!” .

*Go into Hell now, all of you,” =aid
f.ord Mauleverer.

“Shan’t !’ yelled Bolsover.

Mr. Buncombe stepped forward. He
was feeling sure of himself now.

“What 15 your name, boy ¥’ he asked.
h_Thn bully of the Remove glared at

im,

“Find out!” he snapped.

“That is not the way to address your
headmaster |” \

“Rata !

“Discipline must be restored in this
school,” said Mr. Buncombe.

“School!1” yelled Beolsover derisively.
“It ain’t a school, and you ain't a
schoolmaster, or you wouldn't be here.
We belong to Greyfriars, and we've
chucked our headmaster, and we're not
laking on another—see?”

“8hut up, Bolsover!”

“Rats to you!”

“Your mname is Bolsover, I under-
stand,” said Mpr. Buncombe. ‘ Bol-
sover, you will obey my orders!”

“Catch me!” sneered Bolsover.

“Mauleverer 1" iy
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“Yaas, sirl” )
“1 presume that there is a cane in

the school 1"

. “Oh, yaas!|” -
“Kindly fetch it here for mel”
“QCertamnly, sir.”

- Lord Mauleverer went in for the cane,

Bolsover major gave the horn-rimmed

gentleman a glare of concentrated

wrath,

“You think you're going to lick me!™

he bawled.

“I am going to flog you,
example,” said Mr. Buncombe,

“Why, you—you—you blinking old

owl, I'ﬁ smarsh you if you lay a finger

&5 @an

on me! I could knock you into pieces
with ene punch!” '
“Take hold of that boy!” said Mr.

Buncombe, pointing at the bully of the
Remove, and addressing the Famous
Five. “Bend Lhim over, and hold him!”
There was a moment’s hesitation, If
any fellow ever had asked for it, Bol-
sover major had; but nnboﬂ_ll; wanted
to see the mew headmaster egin by
flogging one of the Remove.
WEnrtun & Co. had given Mauleverer
their word to back up his new head-
master ; and their word was their bond.
They had no choice in the matter.
“1f Bolsover apologises, and obeys
orders, sir—" hinted Wharton.
“Catch me!” roared Bolsover. "I'll
knock the old fool's blinkers through the
back of his head!" )
“That does it!” exclaimed the captain
of the Remove angrily. “If you will
have it, you bullying chump, here goes!
Collar him!”

The next moment Bolsover major was'

furiously in the grasp of five

struggh
1 ands.

pairs of

Bolsover was a powerful fellow; but
his hefty struggles availed him not.inng.
He was unceremoniously drngfed over,
bent in a favourable position for a flog-
ging, and held there in a grasp of iron.
Lord Mauleverer came back with the
cane, and handed it to Mr. Buncombe.
That gentleman’s eyes gleamed over his
horn-rimmed glasses. There had been

an occasion when Bolsover of the

Remove had kicked Ponsonby of High-
clife. He was going to pay for that
k%ﬂk now, though he wag quite wnaware
of it.

Mr. Buncombe flourished the cane,
and amid a breathless silence on the
part of the Remove bhrought it down
on Bolsover major with a terrific eut,

Bolsover's_yell reng far beyond the
confines of High Oaks,

Whack, whack, whack | .

Mr. Buncombe laid on the cane with
all the strength of his arm, which was
considerable, . ‘

- 8Six terrific swipes brought a succession
of fearful yells from the bully of the
Remove.

The juniors looked on breathlessly.,

They hed scen floggings at Greyfrars,
some of them severe: but they had never
witnessed such a thrashing as this,

Bolsover major fairly crumpled up
under it.

“Leggo!" he yelled. “I give in. Let

a fellow go! Oh, my hat! Keep that
Er:tﬁ‘ off! Yaroooogh! I give in!

“That's six, sir,” hinted Harry Whar-
ton, as Mr. Buncombe raised the cane
for another lash.

“Silence, Wharton !”

“But, sir—"

“Hold your tongue, boy!"

Wharton coloured, and was silent. The
cane came down again, with another
terrific swipe, and Bolsover major fairly
howled. :

“Tsn't that enough, sir?” asked Lord
Mauleverer.

“Bilence "

But Harry

“Oh, d”
~ Harry Wharton & Co. exchanged =
glance, and released Bolsover major.
He had asked for a thrashing, but there
bad been enough of it, in the opinion
of the Famous Five, Bolsover major
squirmed away just as  the cane
descended for the eiglih time, and
escaped the slash,

“Yow-ow-ow-ow !” he roared.

Mr. Buncombe tucked the cane under
his arm,

“That will do,” he said. “Take that
as & warning, Bolsover. You will be
flogged again if you are disobedient.™

“Yow-ow-ow !’

“Now go into Hall!” said Mr. Bun-
combe.

- In deep silence the Removiles marched
inta Hall, Bolsover major limping in
with the rest, his rugged face white and
furious, but all the truculence teken out
of him, for the time being. And when
the roll was called Bolsover major an-

swered to his name as obedien and
ﬁmmptly as if he had been in the old
all at Greyivia with Dr. Loeke

calling the roll. S8kinner & Co. were
even more prompt. The look on Bel-
sover's face was enough for the mal-
contents of the Fogm. And, for the
present, at least, there was no resistance
to the authority of the new Head of
High Oaks,

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
The New Head of High Oaks!

“ UGGINS!” .
. J “Yes, my lord 7"

“8how Mr. Buncombe to his
room, Juggins,”
' es, my lord !” -
Juggins fniriy gaped at Mr. Bun-

combe.

The happenings at High Oaks, ever
since it had been turned into a school,
had caused Alfred Juggins more and
more astonishment, but the arrival of
a new headmaster was, to Juggins, the
most astonishing circumstance of all.
That any hecadmaster could be found
to take charge of a school such as High
Oaks was, to Juggins' mind, amazing.

“This way, aiﬁ“' he gasped.

Mr. Buncombe followed him. A very
handsome room had been Prapnrad for
the reception of Mr. Quelch at High
Oaks, and had never been occupied,
except by Billy Bunter for a short
time—Bunter having had a little
“barring-out " on his own there. Mr,
Buncombe now took possession of that
apartment. His bag was carried into
it by the amazed Juggins. His larger

age had not yet arrived—and, in-
deed, was not likely to arrive, as it had
no actual existence,

““You are the school
asked Mr. Buneombe.
“Yes, !il‘," J“fﬂi’“- W Il}fl
confidential servant to his lordship, sir.
P'r’aps you'll ring this bell if you want

Ring, s P
¥ Ther then?”

ere are servants here,
uged the num }
uggine su a grin.

Ahgna:at every relation that Alfred
Juggins possessed in the wide world had
secured a job at High Oaks by this time.
And as all the ﬁo were exceedingly
well-paid ones, the Juggins clan were

happy.
“Very good. Y::uh y go,” said Mr,

ma
Buncombe, rather ¥, noticing that
Juggins' cyes lingered on h_:m very

porter, Juggins 7"’

curiously. .

“Yes, sir, Thank you, sirl”

Juggins went, rominating as he de-
parted. There seemed, to Juggins'

mind, t0 be something queer about re
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““1 am afraid some of the fellows are a bit

unruly, sir,”” said Lord Mauleverer apo

logetically.

------

Al

ll kw& 'h.' .

““* But we'll jolly soon bring

them to order.”” *“*¥Yah!” **Go and eat coke, Mauly ! ** * Duck that old image In the pond ! ** Dr. Buncombe backed
behind Lord Mauleverer nervously. (See Chapter 8.)

Buncombe having taken up his appoint-
ment, and something queer about Mr.
Buncombe himself,” What it was he
could not tell exactly, but there i1t was—
Juggins was sure of it. ' His ancient eyes
certainly did not penetrate the new
master's disguise, but something struck

him as not being' as it should beé. He
was very dubious indeed, ahd after
leaving Mr. Bunctombe in his room he

proceeded to seek Lord Mauleverer,
whom he found in hall. '

“My lord,” said Juggins, -with a
cough. ,

“Yaas?"” ; |
© “Mr.—hem !—Buncombe, sir, I—I
suppose your lordship knows all about
him, sir?"” hinted Juggins.

[T} Ylu.il ]

“Oh! Very good, sir!"” said Juggins.
“In the present somewhat—hem !—un-
usual circumstances, sif, 1t struck me as
a little odd that a schoolmaster should,
if your lordship will excuse me—"

“0Oh, quite,” said Lord Mauleverer
affably. ‘‘But he is all right, Juggins.
Master of Arts of Oxford, and all that.”

“Indeed, sir!” .

“And an O.B.E., Juggins.”

“Really, sir?” said Juggins. * Your
lordship has seen his ' credentials, of

-

course, my lord?” -

“T'm goin' to,” said Lord Mauleverer.
“As it happens, his papers are in his
trunks, which have been rather delayed
on the railway, it seems. Not that it
makes any difference.” ~

“Oh!"” said Juggins, eyeing his lord-
ship. “Very good, sir, if your lordship
is satished, my lord.” '

“0Oh, yaas, quite."” . pe

Juggins gave it up at that. He was

uite convinced in. his pwn_ mind that

r. Buncombe was some sort of a char-

-boys in order—which, from

latan. The same idea had occurred to
Mr. Quelch. It really scemed incredible
that a bona fide headmaster would take
control at High Oaks. Still, it was no
concern of Juggins, if his lordship was
satishied. The man could hnrdEr be
a _hurgnr#thcra was nothing much at
High Oaks to burgle, if it came to that.
And he looked like keeping the school-

Eﬁr. Juggins'
point of view, was a econsummation
devoutly to be wished.

My, Juggins had been ragged more
than once h}; Bolsover major and his
crowd, and his own opinion was that
the more they were thrashed the better
it was for them, and High Oaks
generally. So Mr. Juggins let the
matter drop, though he could not help
wondering what sort of a spoofer Mr,
Buncombe was. |

Lord Mauleverer was not worrying
over the bona-fides of Mr. Buncombe.
But he was a little troubled by the
severity of the punishment inflicted on
Polsover major. He strolled along to
Wharton's study after a time, and found
all the Famous Five there.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo, here's Mauly 1™
said Bob Cherry. “ Well, how do wyou
like your new Beak, Mauly?”

“He looks like keepin’ order,” said
Mauleverer.

“Hem! Yes.”

“You fellows think him rather a
brute !’ asked Mauleverer.

- “Well, 1T eouldn’t help thinking so,”
said Wharton candidly. “He seemed

fairly to enjoy thrashing Bolsover, and
he laid it on frightfully hard. Almost

“as if he knew the chap, and had a grudge

against him.,” |
“Yaas. But, after all, Bolsover asked

for it. You can't call a headmaster
names to his face, vou know."”

“Oh, yes; that's all right, But——"

The captain of the Remove did not
finish.

“You're not quite saiisfied yoursell,
Mauly,"” remarked Johnny Bull, with a
grin.

“Well, perhaps not quite,” asscnted
Mauleverer. * But my idea 1s, give the
man a chance: We want a man to keep
order; and he can do that, I'd rather
chuck up the tussle an' go back-to
Greyfriars than run this place as a bear-
garden, with a hooligan like Bolsover
doin’ as he chooses.” .

“Same here!” agreed Wharton,

“The samefulness i1s terrific.” |

“Yes; give him a chance, by all
means,” said Harry Wharton. “I don’t
quite understand the man. There seems
to be something about him——"

Whearton paused, looking puzzled, as
he felt. )

“Something a bit queer,” said Bob
Cherry, _

“Out of the common, anyvhow,” said
Wharton. “I can't exactly give it o
name, but—well, he may be all right.
We'll give him a chance. Rely on us
to back him up, Mauleverer.”

“That’s what 1 want,” said his lord-
ship, relieved. “If you mén set the

example the others will follow, an’
things will soon be goin’ on swim-
mingly at High Oaks. We wanted a

headmaster, an’ we've got one, and it's
no good grousin’' first shot.”
" Tlight as rain, old bean.”
“1 say., you fellows—"
William George Bunter blinked into
the study.
(Continued on page 10.)

Tar Macyer Lienary.—No. 1,048,



bl rmy

1

ANG! Crash! Wallop!
B Thera was a timid ta
door of the Head's study.
“Comeo in, fethead!” called Dr.
Birchemall, in hLis refined, skollerly
tones.

The Head wss not best pleased at the
intruption. He was rveclining in the
armchair, with his feet on the mantle-
peace, absorbed in the fassinating study
of “First S|ieps in Crime.” Lying on
the floor, awaiting peroosal, was
“Berglary for the Beginner.” Dr,
Birchemall preferred this sort of fiction
to the loorid * Odes of Horace,” or the
sensational works of "Arry Stotle. And
he never liked being intrupted in the
corse of his studies. Still, his tone was
pollished and perlite as he repeated:

“Come in, fathead!”

It was Mr. Lickham, the master of
the Fourih, who burst into the sacred
department. He was in a very eggaited
and agitated state. His eyes were wild,
his hare was unkemped, and he was
shaking as if with pawsy.

“What's up, Lickham—school
fire?” asked the Head casually,

“Worse than that, sir!” cried Mr.
Lickham, in a pannick. “ Dy, Birchemall,
a most terrible thing has happened! ]
am distracted! I am undone!”™

“So I perseove,” oried the Head,
glancing at AMr. 1fckliam’s unbuttoned
weskit,

“During the night,” ericd Mr. Lick-
ham, *“ihere has been a berglary at
this school I

“Gammeon !

lusl
i

oun tho

on

said the Iledd incredu-

_ it's a fact, sir! And my watch—my
eighteen-carrot gold watch—has been
perloined !"’

“Pinched !"" correeted the Head. “In
your eggsitement, my dear Licklram,
ﬁrlu are forgeiling to speak the King's
inglish. You say your wateh has been
pinched "

Mr. Lickham nodded.

* My eighteen-carrot gold hunter!” he
said, with a qu'.P im his eyo and a tear
in his throat. ‘“‘The makers garanteed
it wonld go all rvight—but I didn't dream
it would go so soon !
over my bedrail, as is my
on waking this morning f

found it had
vanished "
Tae Macxer Lisrany.—No. 1,048,

I hung the wateh |
custom, and | (The Head hastily picked up “ Berglary

Cal

the

“You vamoosed !’ =aid
Head.

“Vanished or vamoosed. it ecrtainly
was not there!" wailed My, Lickliam,
“Where 1s my gold watch?”

“Bearch me!’ said Dr.
shaking his head.

“Very well,” said Mr. Lickham, step
ping forward.

The Head hastily lowered his feet from
the mantlepeace, and headed off Mr.
Lickham—or, rather, footed lLim off —
by planiing a boot in his chest.

“Gerraway, Lickham, youa chomp!
What do you ihink you're doing of ¥"*

Mr. Lickham gasped, and rubbed his
chest. :

“You asked me to search vou

“No, I never! When I said, * Searel
me,” T meant, * I'll give it up!"'”

“Well, give it up, then!” said Mpr.
Lickham, holding out his hand for the
watch.

Dr. Birchemall clicked his falze teerth
with annoyance,

“Really, Lickham, you are & most
cggsasperating person st times! If it
wasn't undignified in a headmasior, I'd
chip you alongside the ear. Do you sap-
pose for one moment that I have stalen
mean pinched — your worthless
bawble? Do you suppose that T, vour

nmean

Birchemall.

dh—

headmaster, would dessend 1o berg
lary 7"
“*No: but you might have assendad

to it,"” said Mpr. Liekham. *“The
berglar had to elimb up the Slkool House
wall in order to reach the masters’ bed-
rooms. He must. have gained axzess
through a window, bekawse we locked
all our doors last night."”

Dr. Birchemsall gave e snort.

“And do you suppose that me—a man
of my years—can shin up a watl like
a munky!” he demanded.

“You might have used a ladder,” said
Mr. Lickbam thoughtfully.

Dr. Birchemall spun round feercely
upon the master of the Fourth.

“Look here, Lickham, I'm not stand-
ing this sort of cheek from one of my
insubordinales!” he eggsclaimed. “1
have been accused of a good many
thin in my Ltime, but never of
berglary! This is a subject of which
I am as iggnerent as a new-born babe.”

for the Beginner ” and thrust it out of
sight.) *1I shall remember ls'nur baseless
accusation, Lickham, and, a

L4
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hough I am

_WHO'S THE BIGGEST LAUGHTER MERCHANT ON EARTH? w4

- e T ES——— e

. g SAM 'S /
&
DICKY NUGENT

Another Jolly Story of the Merry
end Bright Adventures of the Cheery
:Chums of St. Sam’s.

f not a revengeful sort of bloke, T shall

pay you out at the frst opportunity !
Mr. Lickham shuddered. le knew
that Dr. Birchemall, once he sct his
hart on revenge, was as implackable as
Nemmysis.
There was o tramping of feet in the

| passidge, and Mr. Justiss, the master of

the Fifth, came rushing into the study.

“Tr, Birchemall!l’” he eried. ‘' Theve
has been a “cat’ berglary at St. Sam’'s!
1 have been robbed of all my munny !"

“Jay-ho!” mermered the 1Tead, with
a yawn, '

“My life’s savings—totalling one-and-
fourpence-ha’ y—were taken from
under my pillar during the night!”

“Go hon!”

“1 always keep my munny uvndetr my

pillar,” cggsplained Mr. Justiss, “1I
don't trust these banks. To depossii
a vast sum like one-and-fourpence-

ha'penny is to put temptation in their
war. Last night my munny was under
my pillar as wvswal, This mormng—
blank it! It was gone! I tried to
bolster myself up with the hope that it
had slipped under the mattress; but no.
There had been no pillar-shp. And
then, on investigation, I found traces
of a cat berg!nr having broken inlo
iy bed-room 1
v. Birchemall gave a violent starf.

“Youn—you found tracest"” he faltered.
“YWhat sort of traces, Justiss?” _

Mr. Justiss produced & few sirands
of white here—similar sorts of hare to
those which formed Dr, Birchemell's
beard,

“T discovered these on the window-
¢ill of my bed-room,” he said.

The Head looked as frightened as a
rahhit as he glanced at the hares. .

“Hm!” we- cjackulated. “Un-
donbtedly the berglar must have been
a cat—a white eat. Now I come f{o
think of it, I was once told by Mrs,
Buxom, tho skool cook, thai the kitchen
cat is an awlul theef.”

“Ratte!” snorted Mr. Justiss, *“How
could a cat steal munny? This out-
rage, sir, is the work of a crook—an
ective and agile yewman being, with a
kmng-almng for elimbing rainpipes.
Vhile I was sleeping the sleop of the
just the shoundrel stole silently into my

roon——""

(Crash! Bang! Clatier!

The berly ﬂ@g‘er of Herr Guggen-
heimer, the (German master, ecame
cherging into the llead's study like a
Linrryean., |

"x::h!" cried the German master,
“HHair Birchemall! I hafl been robbed !
Hock! - Hock! Donner und blitzen !"

“1 don't know what thal means,"” said
the Head, “but better langwidge,
pleasa 1 |

“JI.haf been robbed of five
German marks—"

“Poo! That's nothing!" sneered the

thuu;lud
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Head. “An English
would cover that loss.”

“Noddings?"’ shouter Herr Guggen-
heimer. “You: say it i3 nnL:-rJltlin{.*_.';s'!h
Donnerwetter! 1 haf been robbed ol
live thousand marks aend a hundred
fennigs!” :

Dr. Birchemall raised his highbrows.

“What on earth are fennigs?’ he
asked. ““Are they domestick pels,
equivalent to our Enghsh white mice?
Will they come when you wissle fto
them? Can you teach a fenmg to sit
up and beg?”

The German master glared.

“Ach! You ves von iggnerent peeg,
Hair Birchemall! A fennig is a Ger-
man coin—the hundredth part of |
nark.” _

“Great pip! Then I don’t consider
vou've been robbed at all,"Guggy. You
could afford to lose a million fennigs
without wmissing them. What are you |l
making all this fuss about "

Her Guggenheimer farcly danced
with rage.

“Y haf been robbed!"™ he roared. |

“1 beleeve you mentioned the fact
before,” yawned the Head. “Lickham
and Justiss have also been robbed—
though why vou should come and worry
me with such trifles passes my ap-
prehension |” '

“We want you to hold an inguiry
into the matter at once,” said Mr.
Justiss, “If wvou don’'t, them we shall
go to the perlice!”

At the mention of the perlice a sickly
paller overspread the Head's face. .

“Nunno!”™ he eggsclaimed hastily.
“There's no need to drag the perlice
into this. We can’t have the fare name

of St. Sam’s dragged through the dirt.
It would take agos to ﬁt it clean again,

threepenny-bit q

i

[ will call a General Assembly st once,
and seo if T can lay the cat berglar
iy the heals.”

“Ripping 1"

“Dot vos goot!"
~ And the three masters left the Head's
study considerably mollyfied, while Dr.
Birchemall gave the order for 8t. SBam’s
to dissemble in Big Hall,

I1,
ANK by rank, phial by phial,
R seniors and juniors and fags
filtered into 1J]u:ir places, And
gome of them faliered as they
liltered, for they had gilty conshences.

A CGeneral ‘Assembly usually meant a
flogging for somebody; and a flogging
from Dr. Birchemall was no joke—
though it often made the victims hold
their sides!

“Somecbody's for it!” mermered
Jack Jolly, of the Fourth, “The Head
looks fearfully waxy.”

“And he's brought six birches into
Hall!” muttered Merry. “Looks like
being a wholesale execution !”

H'Drr “p I.ll .

The stern voice of Dr. Birchemall
boomed through Big Hall. And then
the silence became so intense that yon
miFhI':. have heard an ncid-dru?.

“Gentlemen, chaps, and {ellows,”
hegan the Head, turning to the masters,
the seniors, and the juniors respectfully.
“I will now prosced to drop a bom-
shell. Last night there was a cat
berglary at this school, and I have
called you together for the purrpuss of
finding out who the “cat’ was.”

A mermer of amazement ran through
BIF Hall.

“In the silent watches of the night,
Mr. Lickham's watel: was pinched. M.
Justiss also lost his life's savings,
amoufiting to one-and - foirpence-
ha'penny; while Herr Guggenheimer
reports the theft of  five thousand
Uerman marks and a hundred fennigs.”

“Grate Scoil!”

“The marks and fennigs, and
Lickham's wateh, were of no intrinsick
value,” said the Head. “That is not
the point. We can't have this sort of
thing going on, in an Academy for the
Sons of Gentlemen, We can't have St.
Sam’s turned into a Theeves Witchan.
The ‘cat' must be found, and severcly
stroked—with my birch !

“Ach! Ach! Donner und blitzen!”
ceried Herr Guggenheimer eagerly.

“Shurrup, Guggy!” growied
Head.

And then, drawing a grubby-locking
sheat of paper from his pocket, he pro-
sceded 1o call the roll,

“Burleigh "

“Adsum!” answered the eaptin of St.
Sam’s.

Dr. Birchemwall gave a jump,

“What! Do you mean to say that
vou've "ad some of the stolen property?
Really, Burleigh, I''m ashamed of you!
A boy in your position, captin of the
school, and Head of Hopscotch, adunit-
ting that you are a resecver ol stolen
roods.” |

Poor old Burleigh was in a fearful
fintter,

“"You -- wou've

the

misunderstood me,

i "@

Dr. Birchamall wag very ﬂ.:ll.ll'l'l.lull in his

method of cross-eggeamination, and he
shook some of lhn.:r.l:ﬂ till their teeth
r .

sir!” he oggsclaimed.
I mean, ‘ Present!' "

“Oh! You 'ad some as a present, did
you? Well, that does mot make your
offence any 1ihe lighter. It is a
dasterdly thing, to be a reseever of
stolen property. Come out beforo ihe
skool,
and blew!” -

At this Burleigh farely cggsploded.

“I don’t know anything about this
blessed berglary, sir!” %m shouted.
“I'm as inmnosent as you are—p'r'aps
more so! YWhen I said * Adsum!”" 1 was

“By “Adsum!

merely answering the roll in the usual

way.”

urleigh, and I'll birch you black

=

|

“Then why on earth didn't you say-

gso before?” snapped the Head. “It
gounded to me as if you were making
n confession.”

Dr. Birchemall insulted {he list of
names in his hand.

“Bounder!” he called out,

“ Adsum ¥

The Head stared.

“So you've 'ad some, ¢h?®” he ejaku-
lated. “Well, T can’t say I'm serprized,
in your case, Bounder. You are about
the biggest bounder that ever bounded.
I can well imajin you being in leeg
with a cat berglar.’ b -

Bounder's face turned a garstly pink.

“I'm innocent, sir!” he burst out.

“And I can prove my innosense, too'l

15
e
What time did t(he berglary take
Mr, | place t”

“On the actual stroke of midnight,”
said Dr. Birchemall.

“How do you know that, sir?” inter-
rupted Mr. Lickham in amazement.

“Ahem! What I meant to say was,
the berglary must have taken place
some time between dusk and dawn.”

“Then I can prove an alley-by |” eried
Bounder triumfantly. *“I spent nearly
1I|c:l hole {ﬁulu;‘; mght] at  the ] Jolly
Sailor iIn ggleton,  playi cer "

“ Poker!” gasped f)r.ymgirﬂ?lemnlh
" And what is Eﬁuer, pray 1"

Bounder looked astonished. To think
that the Head of Bt. Sam’s, lerned
skolar as he was, had never heard of the
klussic game of poker astounded him. |

“You—you really don't know what
poker is, gir?” he stuttered.

“No!” thundered Dr. Birchemall, his
eves lighting-up like fire. “ Explain
yourself, Bounder. What is poker?”

Bounder figetted uneasly for
Monent,

“Well, sir,” he began, “poker i1z an
American card-game in which the
players bet on the valune of their hands.
You see, sir, you play for steaks!”

“Steaks!” ¢ried the infuriated Dr.
Birchemall. “ Why, don’t you get enough
to eat hear? Too much meet, you
know, i# not—"

“But we don't play for-meet, sir, we
meat to play for——" Bounder rattled
the few coins he had in his trousers
pockets significantly, and then the Head
understood. |

Dr. Birchemall frowned.

“8o0o you broke bounds, what?” he
eggsclaimed sharply. “You spent %
night in an inn! You know jolly wel
that isn’t aloud!” .

Bounder was silent, And the Head's
frovn was fearful to behold. It sens,
cold shivers bounding down Bounder's
spine.

“J will put a stop, once and for all,
to 1ihis disgraceful pracktiss of pub-
hunting !” eried Dr. Birchemall. “E
will punnish you, Bounder, with the
utmest rigger! 1 will make suech an
eggsample of you that you will remem-
ber it to your dyeing day!”

“Take fifty lines!™

Bounder Inirlﬂ collapsed :

The Head finished calling the roll;
after which he made all the Bt. Sam’s
fellows turn out their pockets, and
questioned them closcly on the subject
of the ecat berglary. He weas very,
thurrugh m his method of cross-eggs-
amination. He shook some of the
juniors till their tceth rattled, and he
twisted tho arms of the [ags till thev
squeeled with angwish. ut, lry as
he would, Dr. Birchemall ecould not
squceze a confession out of anybody.

“Well, gentlemen,” he said, turning
to the masters," “T have left no stone
unturned to discover the cat berglar;
but his eyedentity remains a compleat
mistery., And there the matier ends.
You must resine yoursclves (o jyour
losses, and in a day or two the whole
affair will be forgotten!” :

But, although it might have suiled
the Head for the affair to be forgotten,
the aggreeved macters were not likely
to let it drop. And they wade a
sollom rezzolntion that, sooner or later,
they would lay by the heals the Cat
Berglar of 8t. SBam’s!

THE END.

(There will be another zcrcamingly
{'mmy story of St. Sam’s in next week's
umper number of the Macrer, chums,
entitled: "“BOWLING 0OUT THE
BERGLARI™ |Prepare yourself for
another good long laugh.)
Tae Maoxer Linrarny.— No. 1,048,

g



~ DOES YOUR PAL READ THE "‘MAGNET"?

(Continued jrom page 13.)

*Hallo, Lallo, halle!  How do you
like the new Beak, Bunter? grinned
Bob.

Snort from Bunter,

“I can jolly well tell you that I don’t
like him at all. If he tﬂinks he's goin
to lick me, he's making a mistake.
shall have a barring-out again if there's
anything of that kind.”

“Fathead !

“Oh, really, Cheiry——"

“You're going to toe the line with
the rest of us, nﬁi fat bean,” said Frank
Nugent. “You'd better do your pr
this evening, too. Mr. Buncombe will
be taking tﬁe class in the morning.”

“I say, you fellows, he can't be much
of a schoolmaster, or he wouldn’t come
here,” said Bunter. “Mauly’s idiot
enough to beé taken in by any spoofer,
you know. Ain't you, Mauly "

“0Oh, begad!” |

“8kinner says that if he's an O.B.E,,
O.B.E. stands for Old Bad Egg!” went
on the Owl of the Remove.

“Ha, ha, ha!” |

“8kinner says he wears a wig—"

“How does Skinner know

“Well, he says so,” answered Bunter.

“ Most schoolmasters are a bit bald on
the crumpet,” said Bob Cherry. “Per-
haps Buncombe feels the cold there this
weather. No harm in a man wearing
a wig if he's lost his mane. He may
have lost his mat wearing a tin hat in
the War. Lots of men did.” _

“8kinner says he's Emhﬁ.m fish for it
out of window with a fishing-rod and
line and hook it off.” , |

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Bob involun-
tarily, and the other fellows grinned.

Lord Mauleverer chuckled, but he
became grave again at once. . _

“Skinner will get skinned if he does
anythin' of the eort!” exclaimed his
lordship. *“As a matter of fact, you
men, I noticed that Mr. Buncombe was
sportin’ a wig in the car comin’ here—
at least, I theught so. No reason why
he shouldn't, "if ‘he wants to.. Look at
the polished tops in Master's Common
room &at Greyfriars—nmot a beautiful
sight, is it? If the masters didn't wear
tnortar-boards in the class-rooms most of
them would reflect the sun like burnin’-
glasses.” '

“Ha, ha, ha!” -

“1 say, you fellows——"

“Shut up, Bunter! Prep.”

“Yah!” -

Billy Bunter rolled away to prep. He
was angry and indignant at having prep
to do; but after what had hap |
Bolsover major he considered it judicous
to get his preparation done, and he did.
And the rest of the Remove did the
game. Nobody in the Form wanted a
licking from the new headmaster:in the
morning. But—if they had only known
it—there were lickings to come, whether
asked for or not. It was a case of the
wolf and the lamb over again, as the
Removites would have understood h
they béen aware of the real identity bf
Mr: Buncombe, But that, so far, was
& deep sceret.

Tae MaoNeET LiBRany.—No. 1,048,
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THE NINTH CHAPTER.
The Prefects ol High Oaks !

LANG, clang, clang!
The nsing-bell rang out
loudly at High Oaks i the

clear spring morning.

Every fellow in the dormitory turned
out at once. ~ Even Billy Bunter did
not linger for a few moments more of
balmy slumber, )

Harry Wharton & Co. were setting
an cxample. But an example ~as
hardly nceded, The thrashing of

_Bolsover major was example enough.

The slackers, indeed, were more eager
to get on the right side of the new
headmaster than the others <vere.
Harold Skinner fairly shuddered at the
thought of oing through what
Bolsover mnjurﬁnd ne through. And
if it came to him there would be no
help” for it, so long as the greater part
of the Form supported Lord Mauleverer
and his new headmaster. The only
alternative was to eut High Oaks and
go back to Greyfriars, and that was an
experiment Skinner hesitated to try.
Matters would have to be very bad at
High Oaks before Skinner would take
the risk of facing the wrath of Dr.
Locke at Greyiriars on his lonely own.
Skinner told his chums that he meant
to try it on, if Quelchy came to take
control at High Oaks. But Quelchy did

not come, and it was not so bad as
that, } ol
The Remove were down in good time,

rather curious to see their new Head
aguin, though not much liking him.
Lattle had n seen of him the pre-
vious evening. He had stated that he
was tired from his journey, and had
sl in his room and gone to bed.
Nobody minded that, and certainly
nobody guessed that he was anxious to
avoid observation as much as possible
on his first day at High Oaks.

Mr. Buncombe did not appear at the
breakfast-table, as the juniors had
rather expected. ~Lord Mauleverer
assuredly expected to find him at the
head of the table, but he was not there.

“Juggins,” called out Mauleverer.

“Yes, my lord.”

“Mr. Buncombe has beén ralled 7"

“Yes, my lord. He is breakfasting
in b{ilsh :-m\:y l:n:irml:::in;-:lci."J _

S ery uggins.”

““ Mr. Buncombe has lgnstruntad me,
my lord, to telephone to Chunkley's
Stores, my lord, for a supply of cigar-
ettes, my lord.”

“Oh, begad!”

“Y thought I would speak to your
lordship first, my lord.”

“You will obey all Mr. Buncombe's
instructions, Juggins, without referrin’
to me,” said Lord Mauleverer.

“Yes, my lord.”

“8o0 the Beak smokes fags, does he?”
said Skinner. -

“Why shouldn’'t he?” said Lord
Mauleverer, “It's his own bizney. 1t
won't stunt his growth as it does yours,
Skinner.”

“Oh, rats!” 1 5

“I'm sure he's done growin',” said
Lord Mauleverer. “He can't be less
than fifty. I believe fellows finish
growin' before fifty."”

“Ha. ha, ha!” roared Bob Cherry.
“Qome time before fifty, I believe.
Buncombe finished ouite early, I fancy;
he's not so tall as Bolsover now.” )

“And he's got elevators in his
boots,” jecred Skinner. “I've seen
them. Must be a little shrimp in- his
socks !”

“ Little but good, perhaps.” :

“1 don’t sec what you want to spy
into & man's boots for, Skinyer,”
remarked Lord Mauleverer. “
shouldn’'t a little men make himself a

bit taller if he likes! Live and lef
live, You shove on double hose on
your spindle shanks, you know, when
you sporf Norlolks.”

“I don't!” yelled Skinner.

“He, he, he! You jolly well do!”
chuckied Billy Bunter. “ Lots of skinny
fellows do—bony blighters like you,
Skinner.  8till, where’s the harm?

Every fellow can't have a good figure.”

And William George Bunter glanced
down at his own ample preportions in
genuine admiration, and there was a

roar of laughter along the breakfast-
table. Certainly iliam George
Bunter was never likely to be in need

of padding. Nature had been very
ge_gill;uua with Bunter in the matter of
width. -

. Bolsover major sat through breakfast
in sullen silence, with a scowling brow.
He was still l&ﬂiing a little the effect of
his tremendous licking of the day
bofore, and he was full of bitterness
and rancour, Buf he realised that for
the present it was futile to think of
making a move against the new Head.
Bolsover major toed the line, but he
toed it reluctantly and savagely, wait-
ing_for a chance to stir up webellion
again.

When the juniors ragnirad to the
class-roomn—which they did at the first
clang of the school bell, rung by
Jugg;m—thuy did not find Mr. Bun-
combe there.. The new headmaster did
not seem to be in a hurry to sssume
his official functions.

“Taking it easy,” snecred Skiuner.
“Well, he can't take it too easy for
uai;' remarked Hazeldene. “I'ma not in
a hurry to iy

“Does he know the time of class,
Mauly 7" asked Mark Linley.

i Yxlu, I told him.”

“Well, shall I give him a call, then?”

Lord Mauleverer shook his head.

“Let bim take his own time,” heo
answered. “He's headmaster, on a full
ticket, and we don't want to look like
dictatin’ to him. I think probably he's
the first headmaster engaged by the
pupils themselves to take charge of a
school——" e = o

“The probability is terrific."

“Ha, fn. hal”

“8o the position’s rather delicate,”
said Lord Mauleverer. “We must be
very careful to avoid doin' anythin' that
would look like an infeingement of his
authority, what?’ ' p

“Spoken  like. a giddy oracle,” said
Bob Cherry. “Besides, what's the
matter with a game of ienp—!rog on &
cold morning?” :

“Hear, hear!"

“Well, there's no harm in a game
while we're waitin’,"” conceded d
Mauleverer.. “I'll sit down and walch
you men.” .

Lord Mauleverer sat down, and

awned, while the othor feliows played
fﬂi‘p-f , or loafed about the class-
room. It was more than half an hour

later that a step was heard in the

passage.

“1 say, you fellows, he's coming!”
asped gill]r Bunter and he made a dive
or his place.

“8it dpwn, you chaps,” called out
Harry Wharton. “Order when the
Head comes in.” L
“The orderfulness will be terrific.”

“Rats!” said Skinner; but be sat
down all the same. Until a large
majority of the Form should turn
against Lord Mauleverer's headmaster,
it was SBkinner’s intention to be very
good indeed. .

Mr. Buncombe appeared in the door

wayv. : -
fln wore a mortar-board and a Master
of Arts' gown now, and certainly looked
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very scholastic; though for a middle-
aged gentleman there was no doubt that
he was remarkably short of stature.
Not only Bolsover major, but other
fellows in tho Remove, were as tall as
Mr. Buncombe, or taller. In a Sixth
Form-room it was not uncommon for a
fellow to be taller than his master; but
it was extremely unusual In a junior
room. Lord Mauleverer certainly would
have preferred a more imposing head-
master to take control at High Oaks:
but, after all, headmasters did not get
appointed for their inches, like guards-
men. 1t was to be hoped that Mr.
Buncombe's intellect had developed on
more extensive lines than the rest of
him.

He blinkéd at the class through the
big horn-rimmed glasses, aud there was
silence. Why Mr. Buncombe was so late

to take the class, the juniors did not

know ; and certainly they did not guess
that he bad hesitated to face them in
the class-room, for reasons that were

to himself. But he had made up
his mind 1o it at lasl, and here he was.

The juniors eyed him intently. Now
that they had been “put wise,” as
Fisher T.. Fish a:rreaaﬂd it, they could
se¢ that he had elevators in his boots,

and were sure that his grey hair was a

wig. They little dreamed, however,
how much more of him was an i1m-
posture.

“Good-mornin’, sir!” ventured Lord
Mauleverer.

“Good morning, sir,” said several
other fellows st once, with great polite-

11ess.
Mr. Buncombe breathed hard for a
mhoment. Perhaps he had doubted

whether his get-up would stand the full
glare of day in the class-room. If so, he
was reassured now.

“ Good-morning, good-morning,” he
said, in his squeaky voice. "1 have—
hem—a few words to say before we—er
—commence, As there are no other
masters in this school, I shall select
members of this Form to act as
prefects.” _

This struck the Removites as quite a

good idea.,

“Very pgood, sir,” said Lord
Mauleverer. “ Wharton's captain of the
Form, sir—"

“1 am not in need of advice, boy.”

“Oh, begad!”

“Bolsover!” rapped out Mr.
combe. .

Bolsover major jumped.

“Oh, yes, sir!” he ejaculated.

“I appoint you head prefect of High
ﬂrﬂ,kﬂ_.'

Bolsover major stared at him h]nnkliv.
This was about the last thing he would
have expectod to hear, after his ex-
perience with Mr. Buncombe. There
was a murmur in the class. In the

neral opinion of the Remove, the

d had made tho worst selection
possible,

“You will be head prefect, Bolsover,
with power to cane the other boys, as
is usual with prefects,” said Mr.
Buncombe.

“Oh! Yes, sir!” gasped DBolsover
major. i

“Skinner |

“Yes, sirl® 7

“You are appointed a Prefect also.”

“Oh, my hat! I—I—I mean, thank
you, sir!” stuttered S8kinner, in utter
amazemenf, hardly believing his ears.

“Btott! Snoop !”

“Yes, sir!"” almost gurgled Snoop and
Stott. Was the amazing Head going
to make them prefects also?

:'Hf o f f Higl

‘l appoint you prelects o igh
. Oaks!” pﬂ-lid Mr? Buncombe.' *Four, I
think, will be sufficient—Bolsover,

Bun- -

Skinner, Snoop, and Stott. T trust that
I shall be able to rely upon you.”

“Oh, yes, sir!"” gasped the astounded
{our.

The rest of ithe Remove simply stared.

The new headmaster had picked out
the bully of the Form, and the thrae
worst slackers, to appoint as prefects!
True, as a stranger to the Remove, he
could not be supposed to know the
characters of the feﬁguwa yet. Dut surely
a man with any sense at all would have
waited till he knew the fellows a little
before appointing prefeets! It did not
occur to the Removites that their new
Head knew—only too well—what he was
doing !

Bolsover major was grinning now,
His savage sullenness had vanished. At

ono swoop he was turned from Mr.
Buncombe's bitlerest enemy into his
most enthusiastic supporter. Bolspver

could be relied upon—if not exactly to
be a dutiful prefect, at least to bully and
raﬁ and hector any
fellows who were in
his power. Un-
doubtedly Mr.
Buncombe  knew
what he was doing
—if his intention
was to give the
Remove an exceed-
ingly unpleasant |
time during  his

headmastershup! -

“Well, my only
hat!” murmured
Bob Cherry, in
utter disgust.

Mr. Buncombe
blinked round
through his horn
glasses.

“Bomeone is talk-
ing in the class!
Jt was you, I think,
Cherry.” -~

in I_I_I L3

“Tell me
truth, boy.”

Bob flushed
angrily.

“1 shouldn’t tell
you anything clse,
gir,”’ he snapped.

“No impertin-
ence,”” said Mr.
Buncombe.
“Answer me at
once, and answer
me truthfully. Did
yvou speak?”

“T did!” grunted
Bob.

“Take & hundred
lines.”

Grunt from Bob
Cherry.

“Do you
me, Cherry?”

“Oh! Yes "

>

the

hear
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things of the past at HHigh Oaks. 1 shall

keep the strietest order, supported by
my prefects.”

His prefects grinned.

The four bitterest opponents of the
new Head had been turned into his
firmest supporteérs. There was no doubt

that t-hig would back up Mr. Buncombe
for all were worth, Mr. Buncombe
might look rather an owl, and rather &

guy; but he knew what he was about!
He was following the ancient Homan
maxim of “divide and govern": a
maxim which, it is to be feared. most

rulers keep in mind, especielly n
troubled times,
Lord Mauleverer felt called upon tof

raise & remonstrance. After all, the
Head was a headmaster of his own
apponting.

“If youw
Maunleverer.

{Continued on neéxt page.)

please, sir—" said
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Bob Cherry's man-
ner rather lacked
the respect due to a
headmaster, there
was no doubt about
that. . |
~ “You will write
out the lines after
class, Cherry, and
hand them 'to the
head prefect before
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“Very well, sir,”
:aid Bob, breathing
hard and deep.
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tion,” said Mr.
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keep order in this
school. Indiscipline
and disrespect are
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1 do not please, Mauleverer. Take
a hundred lines for talking in class.”

“Oh, gad! But really, sir—"

“Two hundred lines.” ,

“The fellows you have selected as
prefects, sir, aren’'t of much account in

the Form,” explained Mauleverer,
“You see——"

“Silence! Another word and I shall
cane you.”

“Oh, my hat!"

Lord Mauleverer was silent, feeling
rather like the man in the fable who
warmed a viper to his bosom, and was
stung in return for his kindness. This
raa.]g' was not what he had expected
of his new headmaster. He sat silent,
dismayed and perplexed. _

“We shall now commence,” said Mr.
Buncombe. “I desire you all to under-
stand that slacking, and disorder, and
carelessness in lessons, are at an end.
Work is now the order of the day.
While I hold my sppointment here, I
shall keep High Oaks up to the mark.
You have your Latin grammars, 1 pre-
sume? Each of you will take six Latin
irregular verbs, and write them out
wi&% iEl?Eir complete conjugations.”

“The prefects will keep order here. as
I have some other matters to attend to
—matters of some importance. The
prefects will not take part in the lesson;
they will take charge of the class and
keep order. You understand me, Bol-
sover?” -

“Oh, quite, sir,” grinned Bolsover
major.

“During my absence, do not let me
hear a8 sound from this class-room!”
said Mr. Buncombe. *“Any indiscipline

will be severely punished. Proceed
with vour lesson.”

And Mr. Buncombe walked out of the
class.room.

- THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Bead Over!
HARRY WHARTON & CO

looked at one another.

Lord Mauleverer sat blinking.
To say that the Remove were
amazed would be to put it very mildly.

They were astounded. -
Some of the fellows had doubted
whether the new Head would be able
to restore discipline at High Oaks.
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Thejr doubts on this point were now
set at rest. It was chyvious that he
was a strict disciplinarian. But the
fellows who had been keenest to see
order restored, were the fellows who
were now most deeply incensed agawnst
the new Head. The malcontents were the
fellows who were backing him up most
enthusiastically now.

Bolsover major was still feeling the
effects of his thrashing. But he had
forgiven Mr. Buncombe for that vow.
He fully approved of stern discipline,
whan it gave him the power to bully
and hector.

Skinner & Co. were equally satisfied.

They had @scaped work—which was
their chief object. They were invested
with official powers. They were

amazed, bnt they were decidedly
pleased.

For some moments, nothing was said.
The - juniors were too astonished to
speak. They did not proceed with the
task Mr. Buncombe hng assigned them.

That task astonished them as much as
anything else. Writing out Latin con-
ju§ltiun5 from their grammars was not
a lesson. They could have done that
“on their own " if so inclined: a head-
master was not required to give lessons
of that sort. If this was Mr. Bun-
combe’s method of instruction, Mark
Linley was & bBetter master than the
new Head

- “Well!” said Bot Cherry, at last
“This beats it! What sort of a potiy
freak have iﬂu dug up, Mauly?”

- “The freakfulness is terrific!”
“Those rotten slackers appointed
refects I” growled Johnny Buﬁ, “and

Fat off lessons, too! What does the man

mean "

“1 say, you fellows, I'm not going
to write out six irregular verbs," weailed
Bunter, "I hate irregular verbs, you
know," -
tu“ The man must be mad!” said Whar-

n.

“Mad as a hatter!" said Nugent,

“Look here, Mauly. I'm fed up with

ur dashed headmaster!” exclaimed

eter Todd. “Call him a headmaster?™

“Back him, Mauly !"” suggested Squiff.

“Bay the word, Mauly, and we'll
kick him out,” said the Bounder.

“Hear, hear!” .

The four * prefects” had left their
places in the class, and stood in a

rinning group; the only fellows in the

move who,kK were pleased with the
amazing turn that events had taken.

From all the rest of the class came
a growl of deep discontent.

rd Mauleverer looked worried and
distressed. Hitherto, Mauleverer had
proved a remarkably efficient leader for
the Greyfriars rebels. But in this
appointment of a8 new headmaster, it
looked as if Mauly had made a rather
bad break at last. But Mauleverer was
not the fellow to turn back at the first
discouragement. He had appointed
the Head of High Oaks, and to ecancel
that appointment on the first morning
in class was not to be thought of.

Mauleverer was distressed and dis-

appointed. but he was loyal

Take it calmly, you men,” said

Mauleverer, at last. “We wanted a

headmaster, and—and we've got one,”

“We have—no mistake about that!”
growled Johnny Bull,

“Bome headmaster!” jeered Hazel-
dene,
“What’'s the pgood of grousin’?”

argued Mauleverer. “We've got to
plu?y up. We're bound to give the man
a free hand; and if his methods don't
exactly please us, we've got to stand
it. After all, he's restored order in
this school, and that was what we
wanted.”

“Ye-p-es—but——" gaid Wharton
restively.

“You men promised fo back him
up,” =aid Lord Mauleverer quietly, *“1
hoid you to it.”

“That's all rnght. But—"

“The butfulness iz terrific.”

“He's got a sinecure as headmaster,
if he’s going to teach us by setting us
to write out verbs, while -{IB goes out
for a walk!” jeered Wibley.

“1 dare say that's his method——"

-“Roy 1"

“Rubbish!” howled Bunter. “T'm
not going to write out verbs, I know
that. I shall jolly well bhave another
barring-out, I can tell you.”

*Shut up, Bunter!”

“Oh, really, Maul M

“It's all rot!"” said Peter Todd.

“Utter rot,” ssid Russelll “I'm
jolly well thinkinF that Bolsover was
right, and we don't want a headmaster
here at all. I'm going to back up
Bolsover, Mauly.”

“Same here,” said Newland.

** Yes, rather!”

i ?la.mr. Eear g L 4
“Play the game, you know,"” urge
Lord Khylernt‘&r.! “We're bound to

play up; it's up to us.”

IlRItsil‘l

“Rﬂl IH

Lord Mauleverer . opened his Latin

rammar, and took up his pen. He
tked Latin irregular verbs no more
than the other fellows; indeed, the

mere thought of the task before him
made him feel tired. But he felt that
!]":;‘hwnii!‘ up to l!'1.'.|im,, and h: ‘“;‘:I al.

e Famous Five, though wit ce
feelings, followed eisis example. Huﬂ
Linley and Penfold were already at
work. Squiff and Tom Brown and
Toddy joined in more slowly. One or

two  other fellows—Redwing and
ﬂml:j, followed on. But the others
talked, in rising tones of indignation.

Most of them were prepared to obev
a8 headmaster who was a headmaster;

but this sort of headmastership “got
their t, as Fisher T. Fish ex-
pressod it. '

Bolsover major could have counted
upon a big majority now, had he been
Enuum an outbreak against the Head.

ut Bolsover major was now thinking
of nothing of the kind.

Bolsover major was tasting the sweet-
ness of power, and he was more than
satisfied with the new regime, No work
and official permission to bully and
overbear, suited Bolsover major down
to the ground. Undoubtedly the new
headmaster knew very well what he was
about. The loyal members of High
Oaks were put on their honour; and
the disloyal members were influenced
by having it made worth their while
to support the new Head. There was a
surprise in store for the fellows who
looked to Bolsover major as a rebel
leader.

“1 say, Bolsover!” called out Bunter.

“Bolsover, old man!"” exclaimed
Ruszell,

“We're on your side, old chap!” said
Hazeldene. |

Bolsover mhjor lgprnlﬂhad the class.
The expression on his rugged face was
unpleasant aggd domineering.

“Too mun!"li _tliking: in class!” he
“Hﬁlﬁut' Silence !
“What?”

“0Oh, really, Bolsover——"

“Silence !” shouted the bully of the
Remove, alias the head-prefect of High
Oaks Bchool.

“Look here, you beast——" howled
Bunter, in breathless indignation.
“You cheeky beast, do you think you're
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‘““ Hear—hear ! " ** Well, there's no harm
*“1'll sit down and watch you men ! ** The schooiboy earl

sat down aua yawned, while the other fellows carried on with their game. (See Chapter 9.)

going to come the prerect over us? Go out before ihe class,

and eat coke!”

Bolsover major eyed him grimly.

“Hand me the cane, Skinner, will
you "’ he said. :

“You bet!” grinned Skinner.

“Do you think you're going to cane
me 7" shrieked Bunter.

“You heard what the headmaster
said !" chuckled Bolsover mujor. ** Pre-
fects can cane fellows for choek and dis-
obedience, same as at Gresvfriars!”

“You're jolly well not poing to cane
me !’ yellegl Bunter.

“You'll see!”

Skinner handed Bolsover major the
cane. The prefects of High Qaks were
enjoying their morning, at all events.

‘You beast, Skinner!” howled
Bunter. “Why, only yesterday you
were saying you'd fish off Old Bad
Egg's wig with a fish-hook I”

“Yesterday isn't to-day!" grinned
Skinner. “I wasn't a prefect yester-
day !

“You're not a prefect now, you
cheeky beast !" shrieked Bunter. “And
Bolsover isn't, either! Yah!™

“I'll show you whether I'm a prefect
or not!” said Bolsover major. * SBtand
outr before the class, Bunter!”

“Shan’t 1" yelled Bunter.

“Hook him out, you men !”

“What-ho !

The other three prefects proceeded at
once to hook out Willlam George
Bunter. This exercise of their new and
unexpected powers greatly delighted
Skinner & Co. As Skinner had re-
marked, yesterday was not to-day; and
to-day Skinner & Co. had no faunlt to
find with their new headmaster. They
arprn?ed of him and his methods with
all their hearts.

Bunter, roaring protest, was hooked

Dol=over major
brandish:ed the cane,

“Bend over, Bunier!”

“Shan't 1" shiricked Boiter.
you fellows, rescue! [
band! Yaroooogh!”

Peter T'odd half-rose, and sat down
again. Bolsover major was only exer-
cising ibe powoers conferred upon him
by a hesdmaster--and there was no
doubt that a real prefeei at a real
school would have moade Bunter bens
over, 1n tho circumusiances,

“Todd+ 1" yelled Bunier.

" Bend over!” rosred Bol-over major.
“Bend him over, vou chaps ™

skinner & Co. bent Rupter over a
chair. The Owl of the Bowove roarel
in fearful anticipation,

Whacek!

“Yarooooh !"

Whack !

“Whoooocop ! Help! Fire! Murder!
Whoooop "

Bolsover major tucked e cane undor
his arm in the mauner of a Greyfriars

refect with his ashiplunt. Undoubted!y

olsover fancied him=e!i in the role of
prefect.

“That will do! GCo
place, Bunter!”

“Yow-ow-ow-ow !”

“8top that row !” sunapped Bolsover.

“Cease those ridiculous  noises,
Bunter !” said Skinuner solemnly, in
imitation of Mr. Queleli's sigle.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Oh dear! Ow, ow, ow!"”

Billy Bunter crawlcd back to his
place. It was borne in upon his fat
mind that Bolsover major really was
a prefect—to all intents and purposes,
at least.

The head prefect of ITich Oaks cast
a vaunting look ever the cluss.

“Anybody else kicking over

*1 say,
«ay, lend a

back to your

the

fraces?” he asked. "1 warn vou that
I'm going to keep order here—jolly
good order!”

“You'd better draw it mild, all the
same, Bolsover ! said Harry Wharton.

“Draw what mild?” sneered Bolsover
major. “You've been ragging me for
not oheying the new Head—ragging me
for kicking over the traces! Neow I'm
obeying orders, and doing exactly =
I'm told! What have you got to groust
about, I'd like to know 1"

The ecaptain of the Remove was
silent. Bolsover major, for once, was
iy the right—at least, it was diflicult
to mako it appear that he was in the
wrong.

“(Get on with your verbs!” said Bols-
over major, in his most bullving tones.
“No slackers allowed in this class!
You're so jolly keen aganinst slackers
that you ought to be pleased !

The other prefects chortled.

“Any more cheek from you, Whar-
ion," added Bolsover major, " and you'll
get the same as Bunter |”

“Yes, rather!" chuckled Skinner, in
great glec.

Wharton shrugged his shoulders con-

“temptuously,

“Mind, I mean it!" s=aid Dolsover
major. “T'll have you out before the
class and lick you for two pins,
Wharton |V

“Detter nol ! said Harry.

There was a gleam in the junior cap-
tain’s oyes that warned the newry
appointed head-prefect not to exceed his
authority. His nose had come in con-
tact with Wharton's fist on more than
one oceasion.

And Bolsover major, on second
thoughts, seemed to decide that he had
better not. Class that morning at High
Oaks finished without any more lickings.

Toe Maener Lisrary.—No. 1,048,
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THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER. .
Guiug Stro.g !
HE Remove poured out of the

I Ferm-room after class, most of

them with aungry, discontented

faces. Four of them were
smiling cheerily—the four prefects.
Some of the more quiet fellows, liko
Linley and fenfold, took the new order
of things philosoptically, and made no
complaint, Bul the greater part of the
Remove were infuriated,

Having fellows like Bolsover and
Skinner & Co. set in authority ovesr
them was exasperating, especially to the
Famons Five. But the Famous Five,
undoubtedly, were in a diflicult posi-
tion. They had been keenest of all on
keeping order at High Oaks—keenesl
of all on running the place as a school,
and not as a refuge for slackers and
frowsters, They had given Mauleverer
their word to support the authority of
the new headmaster. To appoint a
headmaster, and then to criticise and
interfere with him, and call bim {o
order, was obviously not the thing.

A headmaster had to be Head on a
“full ticket,” as Mauleverer had said.
Resistamce, too, meant that the Famous
Five would be placed in the position
of rebels and malcontents—the position
formerly occupied by Belsover and his
friends, and which they had severely
contdemned. There seemed nothing for
it but inﬁin%lthe line, exceedingly un-
pleasant as that was; but the chums of
the Remove were indignant and sore
and savage, and most of the fellows
gshared their feelings. .

Most of the Reinove told Lord Maule-
verer what they thought of him and
of his precious headmaster. His lord-
¢hip listened patiently,. He had =a
hopeful nature, and he still hoped that
the experiment would turn out well
After all, as he pointed out, a head-
master had been engaged fo restore
order, and order had been restored.
Class was now regularly attended; not
a fellow had cut the class-room that
morning. That was so much to the
good.

“Rot!" was Bob Cherry's reply.
“We could write out Latin verbs
wvithout a master at all! It's not a

:sson! lsn't the man going to do any
work now you've got him here?”

“1 dare say he has his own methods,
desry man.”

“*Blow his methods, then!"”

“The worst slackers in the Form are
still slacking, and more than before!”
said Nugent.

“Yaas. I dare say he knows best.”

“Bolsover a prefect!” Bob Chevry
clenched his hands. “Why, he may be
ordering me to bend over next !

“Yaas."

“Well, do yon think T'N
bawled Bob.

e &'HHH-JF

“You silly ehump!

“Yanas.”

“Don’t yon think vou're the biggest
Wiot ever, Mauly " asked Nugent.

“Yans—1 mean, nol”

“Blessed if I know what's going to
Rappon now !” said the captain of the
lemove. “1 suppose it's up to us to
stand it if we can !V

“I'm fed-up with the Old Bad LEgg,
envhow !" growled Johnny Bull.

“You ought not to speak of vyour
neadmaster like that, Bull! That was
Skinner’'s name for him! 1 supposre
vou're not going to pick up Skinner'z
ways now vou're dissatisfied 2

“Oh, rats!” grunted Johnny Bull.
“I'm going to stand it—as long as |
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You'll sce!”

can, anyhow! But if those precious
prefects think they can cane me——"

Johnny cienched his usis at the idea.

W hen the juniors came in to dinner
they did not see Mr. Buncombe. He
was not taking the head ot the table.
¥From Juggins 1t was learned that the
new headwaster was lunching in ks
study, Apparently mar, puncombe wgs
bent upon keeping hunseli in loivy
seclusion from tne scnool,  like a god
on cloudy Oiympus. ‘ILhe juniors cer-
teinly did pot wmiss his company; they
were glad he was not there.

Bolsover major took wne head of the
tabie. Bolsover was bivssoliiug more
and more under the inguence oL Uis new
position. 'Lhe greatest of poets has toid
us that man, vain man, dressed In a
little briet authoirity, piays suca ian-
tastic tricks beiors high heaven, as
make the angeis weep., Wowsover major
was dressed 1 & htde briel authority
now, and the usual resuit accrued. Like
most rebels, boisover becsme a tyrant
the moment power was piaced w lus
hands, Ho hated obey.ng orders, but
ho delighted 1n giving tueln,

“Tnere’'s too muecn taiking at this
table !” snapped Uboisover., It was a
remark Mr, Quelech had sometimes had
to make at ureyiriars, oiten because
Bolsover's own tougue was oo busy.
But ecircumstances had changed snce
then. DBoisover was top Qog nLow.

“Oh, ean it !"” suid Bob Cherry.

11!‘

“Bilence, Cherry !

“Rats "

“Take a hundred lines” said
Bolsover.

*“Bosn !

“1 sunall expect thoze lines before class
this afternoon !” said the head pretect of
High Uaks,

“You can expect!” assented Bob.

“If they're not dome, you'll get a

licking I
“Somebody will get hurt, I fancy.”
“Bob, old chap!” murmured Lord
Mauleverer.
“Uh, rats!” growled Bob., “Do you

think I'm guing to be buliyragged by a
swanking cad hke Bolsover?”

“8ilence, Cherry!"” shouted Bolsover
major,

“Rats !

“] shall report this to Mr. Bun-
combe.”

“Report, and be blowed !"

*1 shall not cane you myself, Cherry,”
said Bolsover major, no doubt realising
that the task would prove a httle more
troublesome than caning Bunter. “I
shall report you to Mr. Buncombe for a
caning."”

“Oh, ghut up ™ _

“Who's kicking over the traces now "
snecred Hazeldene., “That's the sort
;:-f thing vou fellows were ragging us
ﬂl'-”

Bob Cherry coloured uncomfortably.

Dinner was not a cheery meal. '}‘he
chums of the Remove were glad when
it was over, and they got away from
the obnoxious company of DBolsover
major.

Mr. Buncombe was not seen again till
afternoon elass. The juniors little
dreamed what motive he Jhm:l for keep-
ing himseli ont of sight as much as
possible. Cool aud confident as he was,
and suecessful as his imposture had
been, Pousonby of Higheliffe could never
feel so many eyes upon him without a
lurking unecasiness.

Hoe appeared, however, for afternoon
class,  All the Remove were in the
class-voom - on time when the horn-
rimmoed gentleman came squeaking in in
his elastie-sided boots. )

“1 have to report Cherry, sir,” said
Bolsover major. “He says ho refuses to
tlo the lines 1 gave him.”

“Is that the case, Cherry?” snapped
Mr. Buncombe. ! 2

“Yes, sir!l” grunted Bob,

“Stand out before the class!”

Bob hesitated a moment. Then, with
deep reiuctance, he obeyed the order.
Mr. Buncombe siguned to Bolsover to
hand him a cane, and the bully of the
Remove grinned and handed it over.

" Bend over that chair, Cherry!"”

Bob Cherry did not move.

“Do you hear me Cherry ?” exclaimed
Mr, Buncombe., *“Is this how vou obey
your headmaster "

“Play up, old man !” whispered Lord
Mauleverer,

All eyes weres fixed on Bob Cherry.
There was a struggle in his breast. But
he realised that 1t was up to him, and,
with deep, suppressed feelings, he bent
over the chair.

Whack, whack, whack, whack, whack,
whack |

It was the first time that Ponsonby of
Highelifie had bad the opportunity of
thrashing Bob Cherry wmﬁo impunity.
He made the most of 1t.

The “prefects” looked on, grinning.

The rest of the Remove watched 1n
gllence.
“Now go to your place, Cherry!

You are 8 disobadient and unruly boy !”
he squeaked. *“I will keep order in this
school ! Wharton, what do you mean
by scowling in that manner?’
Wharton breathed hard.
“Hold out your hand, Wharton !”
There was a pause, and then the cap-
tain of the Remove held ont his hand.

Whack !

id Nugantlll

“Oh! Yes, sir!”

“I will not allow you to look at me

in that impertinent way. Hold out your
hand ™

Whack !

Mr. Buncombe handed the cane back
to Bolsover major.

“I shall be busy this afternoon, pre-
paring some—soue excrcises lor the
school,” he said. * You will take charge
as boiore, Bolsover.”

“Certainly, sir.”

" Cane any boy who is disobedient or
disorderly.”
“You bet,
sir 1"

“1 rely upon yvou to heag order. You
may usc severe measures.’

“Ohb, yos, sir; rely on me.”

“The class will write out six more
Latin irregular verbs,” said Mr. Bun-
combe, who evidently had his own
methods of instruction. *The prefects
will keep order as belore, without takin
Ezrt in the lesson. 'l'o-morrow we sha

gin work in earnest, 1 am very dis-
appointed in this class—a set of lazy,
ignorvant, stupid boys, i my opinion,*

With that, Bir. Buncombe departed.

“Get going, you fellows,” grinned
Bolsover major. And there was a
chortle from Sknner & Co. Mr. Bun-
combe was an amazing headmaster, but
Skinner & Co, were beginning quite to
like him.

The Remove got going, with feelings
too deep for words. Jolsover major
eyed the class, locoking for a chance to
exercise authority. But for a time, at
least, he had no chance, The juniors
scttled down to work, and the prefects
vawned and chattered and loafed, and
rapped out commands for silence when-
ever there was a whisper in the class.
Bolsover & Co. were still E:Hg}‘mg them-
selves; but the rest of the Remove were

gelting very near to breaking-point,

sir—=I mean, certainly,
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THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Bunter has had Enough!

ILLY BUNTER blinked
him cautiously,
Bunter had made a pretence of
being busily at work, to satisly
the searching eye of Bolsover major.
But William George Bunter found 1t 1m-
possible—really impossible—to concen-
trate his fat brain on Latin irregular
verbs, Bunter hated all the nine parts
of speech—verbs more than any other.
Latin verbs more than English, and
irregular Latin verbs most of all.
Bunter couldn't, and wouldn’t, write
out six Latin irregular verbs in all their
conjugations

Bunter was persuaded that he knew
a trick wort: two of that, if not three
or four. And he was only waiting for
a chance. Once before in the history of
High Oaks School, Bunter had had what
he was pleased to call a barring-out ”
on his own, and on that occasion he had
barred himself out for much less reason.
What he had to put up with then was
as moonlight unto sunlight, as water
unto wine, compared with what he had
to put up with now.

Bunter, instead of cogitating over
Latin irregular verbs, was thin ing of
another barring-out all by himsell, to
last as long as Mr. Buncombe lasted at
High Oaks, and longer, if another
master came in his place,

For a long time the Owl of the
Remove had no chance. But the four
prefects, bored at last with watching
and fault-finding, gathered in a half-
circle on chairs round the fire, and en-
tertained themselves eating toffee from
a packet produced by Bolsover major.

Then William George Bunter, blink-
ing round with the utmost caution, rose
in his place.

From the class, many glances turned
on him; but the prefects had themr
hacks to him just then, and did not see
him—and Bunter took care that they
should not hear him.

On tiptoe, Bunter
on tiptoe he reached the
class-room.

Softly, cautiously—with almost agoniz-
ing caution— Bunter turned the handle,
and opened the door wide enough for
his fat form to glide through.

The whole class were grinning as they
watched him. Nuhnd{y made a sound to
betray him. It was for the prefects to
look after truants. No one was inelined
to do their work for them.

Bunter wriggled silentl
doorway, and with infinite
closed the door behind him.

The Owl of the Remove was gone.

Just as if the Owl of the Remove had
been a fat Boojum, he had suddenly,
gilently vanished away.

The class resumed Latin verbs, with
ﬁrinning faces. It was a quarter of an

our later that Polsover major, having
finished the toffee and tired of loafing
i:?r the fire, turned his attention to the
class again.

He was rather puzzled to see a large
number of smiling faces; he did not ¢x-
pect Latin verbs, especially irregular
ones, to make the [jnniurs smile., Then
he noticed that a place was vacant.

«“ Where's Bunter?"" he rapped out.

« Puzzle—find Bunter!” murmured
Bob Cherry.

““Ha, ha, hal”

“Stop that row in class, or I'l jolly

round

left his place, and
door of the

through the
caution

well lick the lot of you!” shouted Bols-
over major truculently. “Wharton,
where's Bunter 1"

“Find out!"

“Do you want a thrashing?”
“Oh, shut up!”

“The shutupfulness is the proper

RE NSTATEMENT

Like a bombshell to E
all at Greyfnars comes
the astounding news
that Mr. Quelch, who
was “‘sacked’’ from his
job as master of thef
Remove, has been re-§.
instated.

How this comes
about and what partf .
Harry Wharton & Co.f
—the Remove Rebels—
play in the climax of §
the most amazing Bar-}
ring-Out ever known in
the history of Grey-
friars you will learn in§f

“17 rRE URNCUF
THE RiBcl>!”
by Frank Richards.

Next Snlﬂily'l j'l"f.lil'l-iL
long, complete story.

Don’t miss this treat,
whatever you uu, buys .

vaper, my esteemed bullying Bolsover !

“The

said Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.
the

thrashfulness would be a boot on
other leg!”

“Will you tell me where that f[at
rascal's gone?” roared Bolsover.

The juniors grinned, but made DO
answer.

«Phe fat slug must have crawled oul
while our backs were turned,” said
Qkinner. “May have locked himself in
a room fgain, like he did before. We'll
make an example o1 him!”

“VYou fellows keep order here, while 1
look for Bunter,” said Bolsover major,
and he strode angrily out of the Form-
room.

He tramped savagely up the statrs.
His little brief authority had been
defied—and by so negligible a nobody
as W. G. Bunter. The bully of the Re-
move tramped upstairs in a towering
rage. .

On the occasion of Billy Bunters
previous barring out, he had selected
the room prepered for Mr. Quelch—now
the room of Mr. Buncombe. Bolsover
major headed for that room first; and
when he found that the door "~ was
trailed

locked. he knew that he had
down William George Bunter.

Bang, bang'

Bolsover major’s fist smote the door
wrathfully.

“PBunter!” he roared.

i Ynh !!i

“Vou fat scoundrel, unlock tlns
door!"

“Rats!”

“What?"" gasped Bolsover major.
“Rats!” jeered PBunter, through tho
keyhole. “'Think 1 care anything for
on, you long-legged, fat-headed
rump? Go and eat coke! 1I've locked
that door, and I've got all the furniture
against 1t, and I've got some grub
heiw. too—lots, I can tell you! It's a
barring-out—and 1 ain't coming out
again, see? Go and chop chips!™

“VYou fat villain!"” bawled Bolsover
major. “I'll smash you §
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“Yah!
rabbit !"”

“Wha-at 1"

“I'va a jolly F-‘Jﬂd mind to come out
and thrash you! But you ain’t worth
the trouble. Yah!”

Bunter, behind a locked door, was
evidently a new Bunter—a bold and
defiant Bunter, remarkably different
from the Bunter who had been caned in
the class-room. Bolsover maliur banged
on the door, kicked at if, ye led threats
through the keyhole, and fairly
stamped with rage. While he was thius
occupied, Willham Gﬁurﬁa Bunter told
him—through the key ole—what Le
thought of him, of his ?unks, and of his
manners; and all that Bunter thought—
and stated-——was uncomplimentary.

Bolsover major tramped away 4t
last. and went down to the new Heads
study. This was a matter for Mr. Bun-
combe to take 112 hand.

He tapped at the study
opened it.

“0Oh, my
involuntarily.

Mr. Buncombe had said that le
would be busy that alternoon preparing
oxercises. The exercises were not in
ovidence. Mr. Buncombe was seated 1n
a chair by the fire, tilted back, with las
foot on another chair, reading a novel
and smoking cigareties. Cigarctte-cnds
littered the floor round him, and the
voom was blue with smoke.

~ 0Oddly enough, he had laid aside his
horn-rimmed glasses for reading; and
without them his face had quite a dif-
ferent aspect; and there was gomething
strangely familiar in it to Bolsover's
¢y CS.

Ho started as he saw the junior in the
doorway, and scowled. In & moment
he had dropped the novel, caught up
the  horn-rimmed spectacles,  and
jammed them on. He stared angrily at
Bolsover major.

“What do you want?” he snapped,
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door and

hat!” he cjaculated
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“Why are you not in tho classvour,
confound your”

Bolsover fairly gasped. M. Bun
combe’s voice bad lost the squeaky tones
he knew ; it sounded different—younger,
bovish, in fact, and strangely fanmhav
to Bolsover's cars. ‘

But Mr. Buncombe recollected hiw-
«elf the nest moment. '

“What does this mean?” He was
squeaking now. “I left you in charge
of the class—""

Bolsover major
explanation,

“Nous<ense !" snapped Mr. Buncombe,
“T will deal with Bunter later! Go
back to the elass! Cane anyone who has
misbehaved in your absence. You may

ol”

% Yes, sir!” gasped Bolsover. .
And he went--his brain almost in a

stutiered out an

whirl. There was somcthing about Mr,
Buncombo that  perplexed him
strangely. He realised that there was

more in the new headmaster than met
the eye; but for the life of him he could
not puzzle out what it was,

But he was soon to know—as woll as
the rest of High Oaks School. The new
Head was nearer than he dreamed to
the end of his tether.

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
An Aslounding Discovery !

"ARRY WHARTON & CO. eyed
H Bolsover major with smiling
faces, as he came back into the
class-room. The fact that he
came alone -showed that William
George Bunter had found a safe retreat.
For once the Fawmous Five felt that
their sympathies were with the Owl of
the Remove. It required little more,
i fact, to make them go and do
likewise.
Only their promise to Lord Maule-
verer to uphold the authority of lis
amazing headmaster kept the Famous
Five from drastic measures. And that
promise certainly did not bind them to
submit fo bullying from Bolsover
major. They smiled cheerily as the
bully of the Remove came scowling in,
“Letting Bunter off—what!” grinned
Bobh Cherry.

Bolsover major gave him a scowl.
Billy Bunter's defiance of his pre-
fectorial authority had exasperatod
him; and Bunter was safe out of his
reach. - Bob Cherry was within kis
rcach: and Dolsover was in his most
truculent and bullying mood.

“Cherry!” he rapped out. *“I've
warned you before about checking a
prefect.”

“Oh, my hat!"” said Bob,

“Stand out before the class!”

“Bow-wow !"

“Skinner, hand me that cane!”

“Here you are, old bean!” grinned
Skinner.

The head prefect of Xigh Oaks
swished the cane.

“Stand out, Cherry, and bend over!™

“1 don't think!" said Bob.

“Look here, Bolsover,” said 1llarry
Wharton, “don’t be a fool!"

“What!” roared Bolsover mnajor.

(1] Fm] !1"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“I've ordered you to bend over,
Cherry!” said DBolsover major. “I'll
deal with you next, Wharton. Will vou

stand out before the class, Cherry v"

“I rather think not!” =said Bob.
“I've got a sort of an idea, not 1™

“Then, take that!"”

Bolsover major strode along (e
Form, and the eane whacked down over
Bob Cherry's shoulders. TlLere was a
roar from Bob. .
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* Whooop |

The next moanew neve was avolhoer
roar, from Bolsover major, as Dob's fist
caught him on the point of the chan.

Crash!

Bolsover mnjor went spinning along
the class-room, and landed with a
terrifie ¢concussion on his back.

“Hurvah!” oored Johnny  Dull,
“That's the stuff to give ‘'em!
Tlareah !

“Look lere, you men—" gasped

Lord Mauleveroer,
The Bounder leaped to his feet.
“Mop them up!” he shouted.
“Give them socks!”
“My dear fellows
Lord Mauleverer,
Mauly was unhceded. The Dounder
led the rush, and a dozen fellows fol-
lowed himn. Bolsover major, staggering
to his feet, was swept over again; and
Skinner and Stotl went spinning right
and left. Sidney James Snoop dodged
i::t;b of the Form-room, and fled for his
ife.

" aanrinured

“Bump them ! poarad Vernon-Smith.
“Ha, ha, ha !
“Bump those jolly old prefecis!”

velled Bob Cherry,
prefocts !
Bump, bump, bump !

“We'll give 'em

“Yow-ow-ow |” howled Skinner.
“Leggo: O, my hat! Help!
Yooooop !

“T'll smash yon!"” raved Dolsover
major. “Leggo! Help! Mr. Bun-.
combe! Whooop! VYaroocogh! Oh,

crikey "

Bump, bvmp, bump !

“YFah! Oh! Yow!”

“Ha, ha, ha!" :

The hapless prefects tore themselves
loose at last, and rushed for the door.

“After them 1” velled the Bounder.
_"Oh, gad!” gasped Lord Mauleverer,
in dismay. “This is the giddy finish !
Look here, vou men——"

*“ After them !”

“Rag the rotters!”

The wildest excitement reigned in the
Remove now. The upholders of law and
order were more out of hand than the
rest. There was a fierce rush in pursuit
of Bolsover mwjor, Skinner, and Stott.
Down the enividor the crowd of exeited
juniors went whooping, and the wretched
prefects ran for their lives. With one
accord they headed for Mr. Buncombe's
nh:ii: and the protection of the new

“Collar them !" shricked Peter Todd.
“Mop "em up!”

Skinner was collared, and dragzed over,

shrieking. Stott was captured next
and yelled wildly as he was bumped and
rolled. Two or three hands clutched
Bolsover major; but he tore himself
away, and reached Mr. Buncombe's
study door and hurled it open and
rished in.  Mr. Buncombe leaped to his
feet in alarm, just in time to meet
Bolsover major, as the bully of the
Remove rushed in with an excited mob
at his heels.

Crash !

“Oh!" gasped Bolsover major.

“Oooch 1" splutiered Mr. Buncombe.

The new headmaster went spinning
fromn the shoek, and rolled on the floor.
His mortar-board tilted at an angle of

forty-five dﬂgi‘t:ﬂﬂ, and his wig becamo
dislodged. Iliz horn-rimmed glasses
slipped from  thetr moorings, so to

spoak., llo =l up dazedly, with his
grey beard hanging on one side of his
face, bewildercd and dizzy.
There was a startled yell from the
TLook at

Dounder.

“Look ! him !
Christopher Columbus 1™

“My ounly hat!” spluttered Peter
Todd, his eyes fixed on the face of Mr.

Great

Buncombe—eyes that he could scarcely
believe.

The mob of juniors had halted at the
doorway, two or three of them inside the
sludy. The Dounder, and a good many
of the others, was prepared to handle
Mi. Buncombe himself—they were quite
fed-up with the new Head. Whether the
Famouns I'ive would have defended him,
at this stage of the proceedings, was
rather doubtful. DBut the disarrange-
ment of Mr. Duncombe’s disguise Bl.':tlFEtI
the matter beyond a doubit,

The fellows had suspected that Mr.
Buncombe's hair was a wig—but that
had not made them suspect the im-
posture; middle-aged gentlemen some-
times sported wigs when Nature un.
kindly Igﬂ.therad in their natural erop at
too carly & period to please them, They
had su pjmsed, of course, that a bald pate
was under the wig, But now that the
wig was gone, they saw a close crop of
dark hair—quite thick hair. And the
disarrangempent of the grey beard re-
venled a chin that was innocent of the
slightest hirsute growth—not even a
clean-shaven chin, but obviously a chin
upon which hair never had grown—a
boy's chin. The Removites fairly stut-
tered in amazement as they realised that
Joseph Buncombe, M.A., O.B.E., instead
of the testy old gentleman they had sup-
posed, was a fellow no older than them-
sclves, in a clever disguise,

Lord Mauleverer came panting up.

“You fellows! Remember you pro-
mised to back up the Head—play the

~game, you know——"

" Look at him!” yelled Toddy.

“It's some swindler!” yelled Hazel-
dene, “Why, he's a boy—not a man as
all! He's got up——"

“ Disguised !” howled Johnny Bull.
“Oh, crumbs 1"

“He's some spoofler—"'

“ Some swindler—a thief, very likely—
a burglar—"

“You fathead, Mauly——"

“ You blithering ass! YT.ook at him !”

“Got up like a chap in private
theatricals!” gasped Wibley. “I knew
he had a wig—I spotted that! But——"

Lord Mauleverer gazed at his new
headmaster. The fellow, whoever he
was, was not yot recognisable, owing to
the make-up on his face. But it was '
easily to be seen that he was a boy and
not a man at all; and obvious that Lord
Mauleverer had been taken in by some

extraordinary spoof. - The Bounder burst
into a yell of laughter.

“You frabjous ass, Mauly! It's some
spoofer pullin’® your silly leg! No
‘wonder his baggage hasn’t arrived—and
his eredentials——" .

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Master of Arts!”
“Some Master of Arts!

“0O.B.E.!” shricked Bob Cherry.
“Some O0.B.E. He's not an Old Bad
Eg e's a young bad egg!”

i a, hﬂ. hﬂ!"

“Oh, gad!"” gasped Lord Mauleverer.
His lordship felt as if his noble brain
was turning round, as he gazed at_ the
discomnfited spoofer. ¢

Rt ou still want us to back up your
jolly old headmaster, Mauly?” asked
Harry Wharton, laughing.

gasped Nugent.

“Some headmaster!” chuckled the
Bounder.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Oh! Begad! No! I—I—I've been

taken in!” stuttered Lord Mauleverer.
“ I—I—I suppose I ought to have made
him show his eredentials |

“If any!” chortled Squiff.

“The anyfulness is terrific.”

“Who are you, you spoofin’ outsider 7"
demanded Lord Mauleverer indignantly.
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sutertained themselves eating toffee. Bunter left

the handle, he opened

the door wide enough for his fat form to glide through.
as they watched him

but nobody made a sound to betray the fat jumior. o |

his place, and on tiptoe
class, Cautiously

The whole elass were
(See Chapter 12.)

—
-

“1 seam to know your face—what 1 can

see of it, Who are you?”
Ponsonby of Highcliffe scrambled to
his feet. He cast a longing glance at the

window ; the doorway was crammed, and
the room was half I.’ufl of juniors. There
was no avenue of escape for the spoofer
of Higheliffe; and the game was up now,
with a vengeance. 'The best-laid schees
of mice and men gang aft agley, as the
poet has told us; and Pons vonder 31
acheme had " ganged agley ” in the full
tide of success.

“Look here!” he gasped.

“] know that voice!”
Wharton. *“ Who—"

“Not a Greyfriars man,” said Bob
Cherry. “Who are you, you rotter

“(Collar him!” shouted the Bounder.
“We'll bump it out of him!”

“ Mr. Buncombe ” jumped back.

“ Hands off |” he gasped. “I—I—I
own up! It was only a jape! You fel-
lows asked for it, with that silly adver-
tisement for 8 headmaster. Hands off I”

«Y know him now!” yelled the
Bounder. ““Ponsonby !”

“ Ponsonby 1™

“That Higholiffe cad 1"

“Great %ip Id |

“ Ponsonby !” gesped Harry Wharton,
almost dazedly. “ We've been spoofed
by a Highelifie cad! Your new head-
master 18 a Highcliffe Fourth-Former,
Mauly! You frabjous, foozling ass!”

“Oh, gad 1’ stuttered Mauleverer.

“ Hands off 1 shrieked Ponsonby. “It

was only a jape—"
“Japing is all very

exclaimed

well,” said Bob

Chorry. “We'd let you off for the jape,
as that foozling fathead Mauleverer
asked for it.

But caning fellows isn't a
jape—and what's rauce ?nr the goose 18
cauce for the gander! It’s your turn
m;ln.nirI to bend over—before you're kicked
ﬂ“tl 1

“Fetch a cane |” yelled Squiff.

“Ha, ha, hal”

Ogilvy rushed to the class-room for a

T T

i TT—
e ——
]
- l

o
e

catte. Ponsonby made a wild rush to
oscape, and was collared on all gides.
Still in the garb of Mr. Buncombe,
M.A.. O.B.E., but minus his hair and
horn-rimmed glasees, Ponsonby, of High-
clife, was foreil.ly bent over a chair.
Bob (herry wielded the cane.

High Oaks had seen many extra-
ordinarv sights since it had had a local
habitation and a name. But certainly it
had seen none sn extraordinary as this—
its new headmaster yelling and squirm-
ing in the grasp of the juniors, under
the whack:ng cane!

Really, it was the climax !

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
A. Lase!
UZLZZZZ!
Lord Mauleverer went wearily
to the telephone.
High Oaks School was still in
a state of wild excitement. .

The new Head was gone!

He had been glad to go!

In a state of diczy and dusty dis-
heveiment Ponsonby of Highchfte had
been kicked down the drive and kicked
out of the gates ot High Oaks, Buch

was the oulcome of Pun'n}grunt scheme

ot giving the Ureyfriars Remove what
they had asked for. But 1t was not to
be denied that the Highcliffe spoofer
had scored a success—and that it was
largely by accident that he had been
snown up. Ponsonby erawled away from
High Oaks fecling tired of life; but the
Remove fellows had to admit that the
episode was ‘‘one up ” for Higheliffe.
“Mr. Buncombe ” being gone, his
“prefects '’ came in for a very hectio
time. They had used their little brief
authority not wisely but too well, and
alter the feast came the reckoning. Bol-
gsover major and Skinner, Snoop and
Stott: had the time of their lives, and
they had an exceedingly tired feeling
when they were finished with. It was

. nhﬂ' 1Y

very probable that if a new headmaster
came to High Oaks and offered the four
the position of prefects, they would de-
cline with thanks. They had bhad

enough. :

Fellows asked Lord Mauleverer, with
many chuckles, whether he was going to
engage another headmaster. Lord
Mauloverer shook his head sadly. One
experience of that kind was enough for
Mauly; he was not going to engage any
more headmasters.

Once more High Oaks was a school
without a master, and this time it looked
gs if that mastorless state would be
permanent. And then came the ring at
the telephone, and Mauleverer took up
the receiver. He gave a jump as Mr.
Quelch’s voice came through.

“Mr, Quelich!” he ejaculated.

“Ts that Mauleverer "

“Yaas, sir.”

“T have been feeling wvery anxious,
Mauleverer, concerning you and the
other foolish boys at High Oaks. I was
absolntely alarmed to learn that you had
engaged a—a—a person as headmaster.
I have not the slightest doubt that the
man is some charlatan.”

Lord Mauleverer grinned faintly. At
the nreennt stage he had no doubt about
it himself.

“Y am very much perturbed,” went on
My, Qvoloh.” “T am extremely anxious.
Verv anvious indeed, Manleverer, and
as Dr. Locke is apparently taking no
measnres to control the Remove, T feel
that I cannot allow matters to go on a3
they are at present lﬂ{ longer. 6—
the nerson yon have so foolishly engaged
m__'___ ¥

“He's gone, Sir.

“ona!” repeated Mr. Quelch.

“Vans. sir! He—he turned out to be
a snoofing rotter, sir, and we've kicked
him ent”

“Rless my sonl!”

“VYou sece, sir— '

" (Continued on page 28.)
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IN AN ENEMY PLANE! The very sight of a German plane is suffi
And in the solitary German *° Albatross *’ that flies towards the lines is a British Air Force officer —an escaped

tail.

prisoner of rear ! But how can he make himself known 7

. -

—

A Friend In Need !

ll" Yy ERY good!” said Erie Mil-
vain quietly. “Leave him

where he fell !”

The boy rose to his feet and crossed
to the door. Outside, the soldiers who
had comprised the Hring-!mrty stood
waiting. Eric paraded all six of the
men in front of him.

“Who amongst you has the longest
gervice ?” he demanded.

A bearded veteran stepped promptly
forward.

“Your name ?” rapped Eric.

“Seltsam, sir |” _

“Very good! You will take charge
of these men. Go to the cottage and
give the bodies there decent burial.
I will remain here with the prisoner
till you return.”

" The man saluted smartly, turned,
barked out an order, and the pariy
set off up the road.

Eric watched them till a bend hid
them from view, then he entered the
room again, pausing to lock the door
and put the big rusty key into his
pocket. )

The fat innkeeper, standing by the
table, watched him fearfully. The

risoner of war, too, was watching

im with interest.

“Bring this man a plate of food—
the best you've got!” said Erie
curtly. .

The quivering bundle of humanity
waddled from the room with a haste
which was almost ludicrous. He was
baek within a few minutes with a
plate of steaming stew, which he set
down in front of the prisoner. -

“Now, what is your name?”
demanded Erie.

“Jaques Lamore, sir!"” quavered
the innkeepgr.

“You are of Alsace Lorraine—of
French blood P”

“No—mno! 1 am a true son of the
Fatherland |”

Eric strode, across the room and
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(Introduction on page 25.-

grabbed him by the front of his
waistcoat.

“Don’t lie to me, guu dog !” he
snarled. “ You are of French blood !”

“Yes, I am !” whined the miserable
fellow. “But I am a patriot of the
Fatherland, I—I sent word about the
English prisoner !”

Eric smiled grimly.

“I know wyou did,” he said softly.
“And if you had been of German
blood I would have forgiven that.
But you are French—a cursed
renegade !”

Slowly, deliberately he unbuckled
his belt. The innkeeper watched him
with dilated eyes.

“I am going to flog you!” said the
boy ste'ruﬁr. “And if you shout, then
I shall kill yon I”

“No—no—not that! Master, please
—not that i

The innkeeper flopped down on his
}cnees. his faee ghastly white with
ear.

“No—uo,” he was almost sobbing,
“T did not mean e

Thwack! Thwack! Thwack!

The belt bit deep into the broad,
flabby back.

“Remember, if you shout !” warned
Eric.

Thwack! Thwaeck! Thwack!

The belt whistled through the air,
wielded by all the strength of the
boy’s right arm. And when finally
he paused, panting, the innkeeper was
lying a crumpled heap on the floor,
moaning and sobbing like some great
animal that was almost human.

“Get up ! . |

Eric touched him with the toe of
his boot.

“Get up, 1 say, or I will give you

more of it E’L

The innkeeper rose infully,
lumberingly, to his feet. lEB:swajred
as he st and gripped the table to
u‘pl%urt himself.

s
ake this key and open that
door !” ordered Eric. “Bring mec the

-

NN

cient to send British and Freach aiveraft hot on ils

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.

sergeant’s clothes. If you exchange
a word with anyone I will shoot you
like the treacherous hound you are !”

The innkeeper took the key in his
trembling hand. He lurched across
the floor and inserted it in the lock.
Eric followed him from the room,
and, standing on the veranda, kept a
watchful eye on the road.

Within ten minutes he was back in
the room, the innkeeper in front of
him carrying the clothes of Sergeant
Vorzeichen. He relocked the door
and turned to the prisoner of war.

“Get into those clothes, my man !”
he said in English,

“But—but 1 don't understand !” re-
plied the other in astonishment.
“What does it all mean ?”

“It means that I am an English-
man ! said Eric quietly. “And if
you hurry I can get you safely ont of

this country !”
6
[ this to you later,” went on
Eric quickly. “This is no
{ime for questions. You must hurry !”
After onc scarching look at the
boy's face the man commenced to
change, without loss of time, into the
scrgeant’'s uniform. Whilst he did
go Erie plied the innkeeper with
questions about the inn. He dis-
covered that there was no one on the
premises except the innkeeper’s wife
and a half-witted lad who was no
good for military service., He dis-
covered also that the railway station
was two kilometres away, in the
opposite direction to the cottage. *
¢ turned to his fellow-countryman,
who was now buckling on the ser-
geant’s belt. ,
“Go outside and see if those Boche
are coming!” he said.
“Yes, sir!” replied the man, and,
taking the key, he unlocked the door
and stepped out on to the veranda.

Along the Road !
WILL explain something of all
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Eriec turned to the inn-
keeper. " Send your wife to me—
bring her liere! Andif you mention
one word of what has eccurred you'll
never see the sun set tu-night!"
“Youn—you're mot going
gtammered the fellow.

“Now "'

to—'

“No, you fool! I don't make war
on women! Bring her here! At once,
you dogl”

The innkeeper shuffied through the
side door, to return with a thin,
hard-faced, angular-looking woman.
Eric returned her stiff c-.urtﬁe&v with a
alight inclination of his head.

“Ma’am,” he asked politely, “are
you a good walker?”

“No! returned the lady, with
emphasis. 2 _
“But a Dbetter one than jyour

hushand, I do mot doubt! Also, as
e and I have had a elight difference,
Jie is in no mood for walking !”

Then, knowing the shrewish type
with which he had to deal, he went
on sternly:

“You will leave here at once, and
carry this message to the station-
master. Say that the Leutnant von
Fahl will not require the compartment
which has been reserved for him on
this afternoon’s train!”

«1 could send the boy, eir—"
began the woman.

7You will go yourself, as I say"
retorted Eric. “ Please leave at once !

Do you understand?”
“Yes, sir!” replied the woman
sullenly, and, with another curtsey,

left the room.
A few minutes
set out along the road
the station. Then he
prisoner of war.

“Quick! We've got to bind and
ga% this fat fool! Hurry! The
soldiers will be back an moment.
Thank goodness I’'ve got his wife off
the premises !” -

Within an extremely short space of
time the innkeeper was lying bound
and gag&ed in a back room. Eric
locked e door upon him, then
turned to his companion.

“Now, come on!” he said. “If we
can get a few hundred yards u the
road before we meet those Boche re-
turning here, we've goi more than a

rting chance of winning through 3

Together they quitted the inn and

get off up the road towards the

later Eric saw her
which led 1o
called to the

cottage.

“What is your name?”’ asked Eric
quietly, as theg walked along.

“Qergeant Beverley, sir, of the
Staffordehire Yeomanry !”

“Been a prisoner long?”

“Two years, sir! I was at Cassel
most of the time!”

He broké off with a shudder, and

his eyes narrowed.

“I'm glad you believed I was an
Englishman, without question 1 gaid
Eric. “It saved a lot of time!”

“ After what I saw you do in that
room 1 believed it, sir! I understood
gou when you spoke in German 28
well. Before the War I represented
an English firm in Germany !”

Eric laughed grimly.

“Lucky the Boche did’ not suspect
ﬂn;'t]ling!" he murmured.

‘“Th
with a badge of rank on it!"” snapped
Beverley. The stupid fools are nob
paid to think. They ohey blindly. -1

*re scared stiff of a uniform

guppose  it's  what they  call
discipline !”’
“Yet even you are not asking where

I'm taking you:” returned Krie.

Beverley faced him squarely.

“I'm leaving that to you, sir!” he
replied simply. * You'll tell me, may-
be, what it all means, sometime, and
how you came there like you did. I
Jnow that this is mno time for
questions !”

Erie did not reply. A kend in the
road lay just ahead, and there came
to his ears the tramp of heavily-
booted feet and the rumble of grufl
voices.

. “Quick!
snapped.

Beverley went through a gap in the
hedge like a rabbit ﬁning to cover.
Eric followed him, and, hnlding their
breaths, they lay doggo amidst the
long grass on the farther side while
the artg of soldiers passed on their
way back to the inn.

aiting till they had passed
view down the winding road,
rose to his feet.

“Now!” he said tersely. “We've

Over that hedge!” 'he

from
Eric

got to run for it!”
Pursuit !
E and Beverley reached the
cottage without incident. At
the rear, in the orchard, Eric
saw two newly-dug graves. He ran
back to the garden and, gathering
some flowers, laid them reverently (n
the last resting-places of those two
poor victims of Grerman “kultur.”
" For a few precious moments he and
Boverley stood bareheaded, and when
the latter turned away there were
tears in his eyes. - In silence they
passed down the trim garden on to
the roadway.

“The aeroplane is a few hundred
yards farther along!” said Eric, for
0 brief snatches he had acanainted
Beverley as to how he intended to get
him ont of Germany. “I—"

A hoarse shont from down the road
broke in on his words. He looked
round : then, with an exclamation 1o
Beverley, commenced to run.

jeEEseANEEERSNERRGRERE SeESEEUEREERERRRREP sEaEEnd

THE STORY S0 FAR.
Foreed to descend in enemy ecouniry after a

terrible fight with four German wﬂaﬂv
Captain Erie HHmJl, crack pilot of o7th
Bombing encounters Birchington, an
agent n{ the  British Secret Service. Pat
‘Eﬂ?ﬂ : ,mﬂirﬁm “hands ﬂrul; m{ o mhth_

o the young airman, and implores him
until they can be recovered gﬁ ﬂ'ﬁ

afor, [Eric escapes from the pris

camps of Karlsrhue and Strasbourg,
recaptured and sent to the terrible punishment
mﬂluﬂhuhm&ﬂhhmﬁrﬁbﬁn
Kauterfauld to be shot the nert at n.
by the mysterious Escape

disguize of a German

gs 5 ri#:wdhzmﬁmr

ominitlee, a )

officer makes @ bold bid for biberty. By a
ruse ‘Bric obtaing an enemy aeroplane
recovers the buyied plans, but a

to land Il#ﬂi;! goon afte

The German soldiers were return-
and
Obviously, they had found the uns
fortunate innkeeper.
Crack !
Bullets whistled over the heads of

ing,

the running men,

Crack !

they meant

Crack !

business.

They had two

hundred yards start, no more.
“The
panted Eric.

He and his cnmpanin

up the

the

road,

fiel*s—across

the

loping bank which

and broké

through the bedge.
Crack !

The bullets were whist

ously

vation of the

Crack !

their

fields !™

n scrambled

fringed
way

ling peril-

close, but omce through tho
hedgze the higher ground shut them
from range and gave them a tem-
porary res

Beverley
long, laboured gusts. The long star-

?it{!.
s breath was coming

in

prison camp at Cassel

had played havoe with a physique
which had omnce been robust.
«]—I cannot go on!” he gasped.
“Leave me!”
“No,

no !
panted Eric; and

Keep going,

about the stumbling figure.
“]'m—I'm done ! gasped Beverley,

and, tripping, fell heavi
Stooping, Eric picked hi

foremost
through the hedge.
“Leave

“You—you'll
“Shut up!

He

slung the

soldiers were

never make it 1"

shoulder and ran on.
Crack! Crack! Crack!
Eric

hedge

Summoning al

OllE

the rear cockpit.
It was the work o
leap up to

was
waveringly,

running

a thin,

man !”

placed his arm

on his face.
m up. The
breaking _

panted Beverley.

» engpped Eric fiercely.
man Across

his

staggeringly,
and it was that which
gaved him from the bullets.
crashed through

Ho
stunted

Ahead lay the Albatross.

final

ewitch on.

ground, he

swung

on the blade.

1 his energies into

spurt, he reached tho
machine and bundled Beverley into

Then,
ran to the
The

{ a moment to
the forward cockp

it and

dropping to the
propeller and

nearesh

German soldier was within fifty yards.
The man dropped on one knee and
raised his rifle, squinting carefully
along the sights.

Crack !

) Eric felt somethin
ingly against his r
was not consclous

He pulled

proneller.

wards, an

thud

hie whole weight

ight shoulder.
then of any pain.

sicken-
He

on the

The blade swung down-

shattering roar.

The bov ran
clambered up.
growing strangely
the seat he jerked

into

numb.

d- the engine burst into a

for the cockpit and
His right arm was
Slumping
open the

throttle, The Albatross shot orward,

gathering impetus every

rushed across the field, then,

anked back the contro

in a steep, upward climb.

Stiffi

His righ
felt his

he changed his grbir
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The French Spads !
T less than one hundred feet
Fric swung the machine on to
a west-north-wester

1
t arm seemed deag.
‘shoulder mbist and sticky.

i

second.

It
as Erie

1, took the air

COUrsc.,
and he

on the
II,I.‘HI&.
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conlroul-stick, holding it with lus lclt
hand.

Miuutes passed, and, looking down,
he picked up old familiar lanﬁm;ui_cs.
Less than Lalf an hour would ece him
over the line. His onp great fear
was that he might be atbacked by an
Allied plane. He was in no easc for
a fighit, even if fight were possible.

He was over the war zonc now.
Looking down he saw, on the rvoads
below, winding columns of greg—clml
soldiers, slowly moving tractor-drawn
guns, ammunition-wagons, lorries,
ambulances, and all the appuricnaiices
of war. Ahead stretched a desolate
area of shell-pocked ground, woods
etark and riven, all swept by Lhe
devastation of war.

Eric kept on, flying low. Oncc lse
{urncd his head towards Beverley.
The man had recovered, and he gave
Eric n cheery grin.

Ten minutes now would sec them
through-—they were less than ton
kilometres from the tremches.

Then suddenly Eric groaned aloud.
Above him, hurthing downwards like
twin streaks of eilver, were iwo
single-scater scouts. Blood-red flame
licked back from the muzzles of their
synchronised guns as they converged
on tlie Albatross.

Eric recognised them in an iunstant
as French Spads. The worst had hap-
pened. How could they know he was
an ally? He could not run for it,
for he would be casily outpaced Ly
iliose swift little hawks of the air.
He could not fire on them, although
Tis machine was fitted with a guao
for target practice. But the alterna-
tive was to be shot down in flames.

He shoved forward the control-
«tick and went earthwards in a tear-
ing nose-dive, loping that the
Prenclimeh would not follew him into
the mouths of the German guns, But
he knew they were behind him,
following grimly,

The Albatross was eluggish on the
controls, At fifty feet ¥rie pulled
on the atick and filattered out. At
the same ingtant the machine lurchied
sickeningly. A tongue of flame leapt
hackwards from the petreo! tank. He
was hit!

Whipping the control-stick over
diagonally, DEric kicked on the
audder, The Albatross fell into a
clumsy side-slip, The flames from
the petroi-tank licked upwards and
outwards. Eric glanced downwards.
The ground scemed fect away, rush-
ing up to meet him. He leancd {ar
back in the cockpit, holding the con-
trols with grim determination.

“Jump for it!” le yelled;
Beverley nodded understandiongly.

The nese of the machine dropped,
and FErie leapt to bhis Ffeet. l:i'hr-
flames veered, licking hungrily at
the cockpit. Proteoting his cyes
with lis crocked right arm, the boy
gcrambled on  fto the wing and
jumped.

He hit the gronnd heavily with a
jar that wrenched cvery muscle aud
sent an agouising pain througl lhis
wounded shonlder, We was conscious

and

aware of Beverley by his side, He
rau o few sleps stumblingly, then
sprawled limply, face downwards, on

the ground.
E
H rose  groggily to lis  fecl,
The Albatross was burning
furionsly, 1he leaping flames sur-
mounted by a pall of heavy smoke.
The Spads had zoomed upwards, and
were elimbing  rapidly. Grey-clad
men were rununing  Inmberingly  to-
wards him from various quarters.

“Listen ! he said sharply, turn-
ing to Beverley. *“We caunot be
together any longer. I am from
Bubl, on artillery observation, if
vou are questioned. Cold nerve may
se¢ you through. Make for the linc
under cover of darkuess to-night.
Coan yon do it?"

“I'l try, sir,” replied Beverley
determinedly.

“You'll get across all right. Tell
the N.C.0.'s here that you arve re-
furning fo Buhl with me when T'm
ready.  That’l  aecount for your
hanging about {ill darkness.”

He broke off, touching the pocket
of his tunie. The plans were safe.
He and Beverlev were now only five
kilometrves behind the line. They
had a sporfing chance of winning

—————r

Behind the Lines !
lav a few momenle, then

througii.
“Here they come!” murmured
Frie. “Good-bye, and good luck!”

“Good luck to you, sir!” replied
Beverley, a ring of cmotion in his
voice.

“Are yon all right, sir:” panted a
sergennd, the first to reach hLim.

“Yes!” snapped Ervic; then, with
the vole which ke must play upper-
most in his mind, he furned, and
ashook a fist at the fast-disappecaring

Spads.
“Cursec the Franzosisch!" lie
gnarled. “You!” IHe wheeled on

the sergeant.  “Where is the nearest
officers’ hillet *”
“There, sir.”

The sergeant indicated the bat-
tered runins of an old farmhouse
slanding amidst a shellswepl

orchard of dead and withered trees.
With a grunt, Eric pushed his way
through a press of gapiug soldiers
and strode fowards i{. Some of the
men drifted enriously in his wake,
others remained to walch the Alba-
troes burn itsclf out, and also to talk
to Beverley, _
From the west came (he cternal
heavy rumble of guufire. Once Eric
had to halt on the edge of a muddy,
shell-pocked road whilst a grev-clad
batlalion passed. Sullen-faced,
weary, and apathetic, they were
moving up to the line. Erie watched
them curiously. Many wore dirty,
blood-stained bandages around their
lieads, The grim-faced officer at
their head wos limping badly. There
was no <ffort lo keep step. They
slonched alomg. their rifles slung on
slumped slmuﬁic
ground.

rs, their eyes on the:

— ——
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muttered curse at the clinging mnd.
Lﬂll%hit‘l‘, there was  none; for
laughter had long since died in the
welter of blood and carnage to which
they were returning.

They passed, and to the boy il
scemed thal with them stalked the
phautoms o} fear, misery, and death.
Ah, how different mow from thal
mighty, grey-clad army which had
swept westwards in  August, 1914,
drunk with the victory whieh was to
be theirs, contemptuous of the piti-
fully thin line of British bayoncts
which barred their path!

But through the long, weary years
which followed, that line of stecl had
never broken. Where now were the
Uhlans, the Prussian Guards, the
Death’s Head Hussars —the very
flower of the German Army? Gone
—all pgone!—and wearily [following
them along that eame blopdy read to
death now marched army after army
of grey-clad, soulless automatons.

And there came to Eric in that
moment an acute realisation of the
dreary spirit of desolation and im-
pending disaster which brooded over
Germany when the tide of war was
turning against her.

He pulled himself together, for the
next few hours would mean success
or failure for him. And ({failure,
though he did mot count the cost,
would mean death., Crossing the
road, he strode on towards the ruined
farmhouse.

The frout door swung drunkealy
on its hinges, and, pushing it open,
Eric cntered a large room, stone-
floored and thick with tobacco fumes.
Four or five German officers, in mud-
bespattered uniforms, were lounging
about. Awnolher, a caplain of in-
fantry, was sitting writing af . a
table in the centre of the floor.

He looked up sharply as Eric
cutered,
“I've crashed!” eaid 1ibe boy.

“Shot down by two French Spads!"

“Yces." The captain nodded. “We
saw it. Where are yon from:"

“*Bull. Artillery ohservation,” re-
plied Erie laconmically.

“You were lucky to get out of it
alive!” remarked the other. “You'll
probably be able to get a lorey
going that way. Shall I ring through
to headquaricers, o that they ean
report you alive? The battery com-
mancder for whom you were spotting
will probably want another
machine.”

His hand moved towards the tele-
phone on the table,

Erie laughed casily.

“Thanks very much !" he drawled.
“But you infantrymen have enough
to worry you without bothering
about my troubles. I'll give 'em a
ring mysclf in a few minutes. Asg
for the battery commander, his guns
are ranged. 1 was making for home
when the French got me!

“1 thought you were flying wesl-
wards,” inlerjected an officer,
propped against the window-sill.

“]l saw them coming and turned,”

of a terrific erash behind him. Stag-  Therc was liltle of talk, just a replied Evic. Then, changing the
geringly he rose to his feet dimly mumbled word here and there, or a subject abruptly: “I got a bullet in
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the shoulder, and if there's a doctor
about I'd like to'sce him.”

“Yes, there is. I'll take you down
{o the casunalty clearing etation,”
offered one of the officers.

Half a kilometre farther back
along the road Ervic had his wound
probed and dressed, then his com-

panion led the way back to the
billet. ‘

An Old Enemy !

HOSE German officers accepted
Eriec without question for
what he appeared to be. An

orderly set before him a meal which
surprised him by its excellent quality.

“Yes,” one of the officers laughed
in response to the boy’s remark of

appreciation, “the food here is good.
Better than Buhl, eh? Did you not
know, then, that by orders of the

military the very best food, wines,
and tobacco are sent to the line?
Ach himmel, but I lived on anisecd
cheese and black bread till I came
west 1"

There came to Erie a vision of the
thin, pinched faces of the children
whom he had seen playing in the
streets of Hagenot. They, and all
non-combatants, must starve that the
army might be fed. Yes, everything
must be. sacrificed in order .hat the
great war machine should function.

And after a hearty meal Eric sat
chatting with the officers. They were
attached to the seventh Braunschweig
Kavallerie, a cavalry unit raised in
Brunswick. and now serving as
infantry. They had been back from
the trenches for thirty-six hours—

were moving up again that night.
T'here was talk of a great offensive to
be launched at dawn; yes, no ouc
knew very much, but it was s0.

Through the dirty, unwashed win-
dow Eric saw column after column of
slowly moving men passing fowards
the west. Gradually he dropped out
of the conversation and sat listening
while the others talked.

A big battle was imminent, they
said. The troops which for days past
had been concentrating at Trier had
been gradually poured into the line.
The battery commanders had received
their orders. It was whispered that a
distinguished mneutral was to he
present to watch the great fight
which was coming. The neutral, who
held high rank in his own couniry,
would see for himself how the Father-
land must prevail, He would be
suitably escorted, of conrse, hy some-
one who would make clear the finer
points of the offensive.

Eric rose to his feet. Dearly would
he have liked to have lingeved, hut
already one or two had looked at lim
curiously as though wonderving why
he made no effort to rejoin lus
squadron.

He bade them good-hye after in-
Huiring is to where he was likely to
nd transport back from the war
arca. Then, having been directed,
and having borrowed a military cap
and cape—for his own had been
burned with the machine—he set off
towards a village which they said lay
but half a kilometre back along the
road. All around him as he walked
were scenes of ‘great aclivity. Guns,
ammunition wagons, ambulanecs,

with jostling soldievy.

While the flames veered, licking hungrily
at the cockpit, Eric Milvain protected
his eyes with his crocked arm and scram-
bled on to the wing preparatory to leaping
to the ground. (See page 26.)

mobile workshops, aund column after
column of grey-clad men were moving
slowly forward. '

Eric reached the village, a sad ruin
of its former self, and pushed his
way through narrow streets crowded
He had little
diffienlty the transpors
officer. .

Eastwards? No, nothing was going
eastwards.. He was told to clear out.
Buhl? - }f he wanted to go to Buhl
he could walk—crawl if he liked.
Would lie clear out and stop wasting
the time of a mam who was almost
frantic .with worry? Bul Eric per-
sisted. Yes, something might be
going ecastwards after the dawn.
Nothing till then—no, nothing.

Then; having duly made such a.
nnisance of himself that the {rans-
port  would not lightly forget lim
should any questions be asked from
the billet at which the boy had
lunched, Erie made his way to what
had once bheen the village inn and was
now eiven over to the offjeers who
were hilleted in the village.

He entered the bar parvlour, which
vecked with the fumes of tobacco and
wine. It was full of officers, some
seated at tables, other standing In
groups. All were talking excitedly.
Fric found a vacaut chair at a table
in a corner of the room and, seating
himself, -watched ilie seene throngh
lowered lids. 53

in finding

(Don’t miss lhe conclusion of this
amazing sevial, You'll find it in nexi
week's topping issue of the MAGNET.
You can only make sure of your copy
by ordering if well an adrance.)
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THE PICK OF THE BASKET !

(Continwed from page Z.)

is only one Second Division player—
Willis Edwards, of Loeds United. He
used to be a coallieaver noar Chesterfield,
but apparently hearing somebody sing,
“Don't go down the mine,” he stopped
doing =0 and took up football instead.
He is a great half-back. And on tho
other flank is Syd Bishop, once of West
Ham. and now of Leicester. He 1s a
learned footballer. In the middle, and
io complete the half-back line, 1s Frod
Kean, who coines from Sheffield. He
was captain of ‘the side in the two trial
games, and, if the honour is conferred
upon. him for the match against Seokb-
land. will be the first Shefficld born man
to captain an England (eam.

A Mixture of Brain and Brawn!

This half-back line is good—very
good. Dehind them are re iable full-
backs—Roy Goodall, of Huddersfield
Town. and Reg Osborne, of Leicester
Citv., Goodall Lias played several times
for England before, But Osborne had not
been considered in the running for a cap
until this season,

Possibly: this pair of full-backs are not
great in the sense that Bob Crompton
and Jesse Pennington used to be con-
sidered greut, but they don't make mis-
takos. The man between the sticks 13
Jack Brown of the Wednesday.

Thus you will-see that in this eleven
whicli is mios likely to play against
Scotland there are three Huddersfield
Town M!) ayers two from Sheflield
Wednesday, two from Leicester City
and one each from Leeds, Middles-
brough, Everton. and Arsénal. It is a
collection from many piaces; but the
fellows will start against Scotland with
this advantage—that they have already
played in two matches together.

Here's to them! .They- are the pick
of the basket. And when they take the
field at Wembley they will know that
the minds of the followers of English
football are runmne on that good old
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battle-ery : “ England expects that every
wan this day will do his duty.”

rersonally, I haven't the slightest
doubt that thoy will do their duty. |
don't mean that they are certain to beat
the chosen of Scotland, but 1 do know
that they won't go under without a
struggles

From time to, time it has been sug-
gested that England players did not win
International matches because the men
chosen did not put heart and soul into
the games, That is a libel. I have not
vot come across a man who did not put
yis very best into an International
game, and 1 have not yet met a player
who did not want to play in more Inter-
nationals. Even from the selfish pomnt
of view there is the inducement to get
more caps. When a player is chosen
to appear for his country, and actually
does appear, he gets six pounds, plus, of
course, all his travelling expenses.

There is even more convincing evi-
dence than this, however, that the pro-
fessional footballer likes the honour of
playing for his countryv. 1 have said
that “the professional Internationa!
players get =ix pounds. But they may,
if they so desire, have a medal instead
of the six pounds. And it not inire.
quently happens that half the England
team chooses the medal instead of the
money. They know that the money will
be spent, but that the medal will be a
souvenir which can be shown, with
justifiable pride to their sons in the
yvears to come.

I am also glad that in the pick of tho
hasket this season the officials who_ selece
England’s team have not pampered to
the ery for a greater number of Second
Division playvers. The suggestion that
players from the Sccond Division would,
by their reobust play, -put the Scots off,
may be sound. Dut to me an Inter-
national match, if it means anything,
means a game between_the best—the
most’ scientific—players of thé opposing
gsountriecs. Wo get enough kick and
rush in ordinary League games and Cup-
ties. In Internationals we want science.

THE BOY HEADMASTER !

(Continued frum page 23.)

“1 see, Mauteverer, that the Remove
require control, snd that somc serious
disaster may occur if the prosent stato of
affairs should continue. 1 shall come to
High Qaks, Mauleverer.”

“Oh, good, sir!” gaspcd Mauleverer.

“1 shall take contrel of High Ouaks,
and remain ss your master until you
veturn to Greyfriars, I shall call upon
Dr. Locke and ecquaint him with my
intention, in order that thore may be no
misunderstanding."

‘We'll all be jolly glad to see you, sir.
It's what we wanted all the time.
We're backing you up, sir, and stickin’
to yvou like—=like glue, =«r.”

“ Nonsenso "'

And with that charactenstic
Henry Samuel Quelch rang off.
Maulcverer put up the receiver
strolled back into Hall, smiling.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! What's
glad tidings ¥ asked Bob Cherry.

o %uel:-h}f'u coming.”

reply
Lord
and

the

“Quelchy !
“He's agreed to take control here,”
said Lord Mauleverer. *“lIle seems to
have got the wind-up over that blinkin'
new héeadmaster, and he thinks it's up
to him."

The news spread through High D;ks
that Mr, Quelch was coming over to take
control. 1t was reccived with rather
mixed feelings; but most of the follows
agreed that it was good news. *Billy
Bunter was informed—through the key-
hole—that Mr. Quelch was coming, b¥d
told to come ont. But Billy Bunter ré;
fused to come out. His answer was thy
Quelchy was a worse beast than the
other beast, and he added that he wonld
sce Quelchy blowed before hoe would
come out.

THRE END,

(Next week's Tasue of the MAGNET will
sontain another topping long completo
school atory of Harry Wharton & Co,,
entitled : “THE RETURN: OF THE
REBELS!’ I1j you -fail fo read 1!,
chums, you'll miss the-treat of the week,)
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