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“WE WANT QUELCHY ! ”

That battle-ery in the ranks of the
Greyiriars Remove made fresh his-
tory, for it started the most amazing,
most original Barring-out of modern
times. But the youthful rebels win
their cause and at last

THEY GET QUELCHY—

that gentleman being their Form-
master who, for reasons that are
explained in this thrilling nar- |
rative, was sacked from his /,

post ! : /

THE FIRST CHAPTER,
Unexpected !

« TS Quelchy!”
“Oh, my hat!”

Classes were just over af
Greyfriars, and the quad was
swarming with fellows, when the tall,
angular figure of Mr. Quelch appearcd
nt the gates.

Hobson of the Shell was the first to
«spot him, aud Hobby passcd the word
it once.

Thore was a rush of fellows from all
directions at the news.

Every eyve was fixed on Mr, Henry
samuel Queleh, .

Only a weck or so hefore Mr. Queleh
bad been master of the Remove af
Greyliriars School, and his coming and
coing had exeited no remark.

Now his sudden appearance at Grey-

friars sent a 1ihrill of excitement
through the school.
Much had happened since the last
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time that Me. Queleh had
Form m rthe Remove rooimn.

at the school again. Mr, Quelch had
not resiened: lie had been  dizmisaod
from his post by the lLeadmaster for

reasons koown onlv to the ead himself.
It was well known that the two gentle-
men had parredd on bitter ferms. And
the Remove had marchod out of tho
sr-liool azs a protest agamst the dismissal
of theie Form master. In the cirenm.
stances, 1t was a sarprise to see Ilenry
samuel Queleh walk i at the
and the erowd of lellonws who warrhed

Fiarns,

him come - wondered what it !III-,L"FI*
!‘Iﬂ]'lt‘lhl’i.

Mr. Queleh, ieily ealm as  w=nnl,
walked in as f guite wmaware. of the

sensation caused by his orrival.

e hardly glanced at the erowd of
astonished faces that swrrennded him
as he walked towards the ITonse.  But
he could not heln hicarinz the exeited
ccmments of the Greyfriars fcllows as
he passed them,

. - f

“Ti's l_-}l.i.-_-icll_x—- .

“1e's eome back ™

“There's going 1o he a row,” said
LTobb of the Third. *“There's going to
be a shindy, you fellows. You'll see.”

Mr. Queleh coloured shightly as he
heard that remark.

Whatever might be Mr. Queleh’s
object ine revisiting 1he school from
which e had been ignominiously dis-
nissed, eoertainly his object could not
have heon a “shindy.” A shindv was
miles, 1f not leagues, below the dignity
of a IYorm master, even a distiissed one,

e strode on towards the ITouse.

An army ol fellows followed him.

To the fage, at loast, it appeared pro-
bhable that Mr. Quelch had como back
10 Groyfriavs to tell the Head what he
thought of him; and if there was going
ta be a row they did not want 1o nmuss it,

Me, Queleh arrived at the door of the
Touse with gquite a nnmeorows cseort.
In the dosrway Wingate of the Sixth
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prisec at the sight -of the dismissed
I aster.

“Mr. Quelch!” he cjucalated.

“Yes,. Wingate,” said tho
renster quiatly,

Y on—you've vome
clnfmed Wingate,

“I Lave not come back, Wingate, 1
have ealled to sece the Hesd™

“0Oh. sorry. sir!” said the captain of
Greviviars. “We were. all sorry when
vou left, sir."’

“Thank vou, Winz!

Form

oYl

back, sir?" ox-

The Ilead 1s

within?”
“Tu his study, 1 think, sir, I'll call
Tretier.”

Trotter, the House page, gaped at the
cight of Mr. Quelel:. He almost tottorec
away to take in the name of tlus un-
expected caller to the Head.

Mr. Queleh waited.

More and more fellow: gathered at a
morc or less respectful distance. to cre
the amazing visitor. Apparontly nncon-
spious  of the sensation, Mr. Quelch
chatted ealmly with Wingate of the
Qixih uutil 1roteer came back.

Trotter's face was red, and he stut-
téred as bo delivered the headmaster’s
mesz=age {o the former Remove master,

“If—if vou please, sip——"

“Well?” said Mr. Quelch incisively.

“The "Fad says, sir—he says 4

“Well ¥

“The “liad savs. siv, that he does not
desire to seo you, sir!” gasped I'rottor.
““Begging yvour pardon, sir, that's what
Dr. Locke sayas, sir.”

A pink spot glowed in either of Mr.
QOueleh’s cheeks., The gleam that eame
isto his eves made Trotter back away.

“That's what the 'Fad savs, siv!”
stuttered Trotter.

The Greyifriars fellows exchanged
glances. Tubb of the Third nudged

Paget of that Form.

“There's going to be a shinds
seel” he breathed ecstatically.

And then Tubb, catching Wingate's
eve, faded out of view,

Mr. Quelch stood quite still and silent
for a moment or two. Apparently he
had not expected this rehugfl He did
not even know why the headmaster of

yvou Il

lim, and he was quite at a loss to
account for the bitterness of the mild
old genileman’s feelings towards him.
Bitterness begets Litterness, and Mz,
Queleh’s own feelings were far from
cordial or friendly now; still, he was
surprised, and evidently taken aback.
He spoke at last,

“Trotter!™

“Yessir? gasped Trotter.

“You will go to Dr. Locke again and
tell him that I have called with refer-
erce to the Remove boys now absent
from the school.”

“Yessir "

Trotter lurried away again along
Iead’s corridor. Mr. Quelch, with a
heightened colour, awaited his return.

The poge came back at last.

S“Dr. Locke will see you, sir, if you
will kindly foller me.”

“Very well.”

Mr. Quelch followed Trotter, and was
shown to the Head's study. A crowd
of fellows pressed on to the corner of
[lead's corridor and saw him pass into
the Head's stody. The door closed
behind lam, shutting him off from their
cager oyes.

Tubl of tlie Third and his friends
waited with cager anticipation for the
sounds of a shindy. DBut no such sounds
came to their cars.

In the Head's study at that moment
there were feelings that in the Third
Form-room would undoubtedly have led
to a shindy. But in the Head's study
a shindy was unthinkable, All was
calm and circumspect.

Dr., Locke rose from his seat as the
former Remove mastor was shown in.
Eo fixed his eyes npon Mr. Queleh.
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miet him, and be faiely jumped with sur- Greyiriars had so summarily dismissed

He did not ask himm (o be seated
There wus no welcome 1n his looks. My
Quelch had not only been the most

valued member of his staff, but his
friend, in Lis days at Greyfriars. But
the Head's girim face showed thal
friendship was a thing of the past,

“1 have .called, siv——" snid Mr.
Quelch icily.

“This is not a call, sir. it I1s an in-
trusion !” broke in the Head. *“I ro-
gard it as most iruproper for vou to visit
Greyfriars in the circnmstances,”

“1f you will kindly allow me to spealk,
sir—"'

“1 am wailing, sir, to hear vour ex-
planation ol this intrusion. You ean
gearcely nourish any hope of reinstate-
ment in yonr former position here.”

Mr. Quelch's eyes gleamed,

“1I should refuse reinstalement here.
sir, 1f you offered 1 !"” he snapped. "I
have no desire whatever to beconie a
member of your staff again. 1 should
certainly decline to serve uuder a head-
strong, unreasonable, tyrannical head-
master !

“8ir!"” gjaculated Dr. Locke,

“8Bir!"” retorted Mr. Queleh.

The glances of the two scholastie
gentlemen erossed like wvapiers. Had
Tubb of the Third scen them at that
moment he would have had sno doubt
that the shindy¥ was close at hand.
Possibly both the gentlemen regreited
that the dignity of their position pre-
vented them from expressing their feel-
ings in the untrammelled mwnner of the
Third Form. Still, ihey did not think
of expressing them in that manner.

“You bave not ealled, sir, simply to
ulter these nsalting 1remarks, 1 pre-
sume?” said the Head at last.

“No, sir, 1 have called with refer-
ence to my Form-—-"

“Your late Form,"
Head.

“My late Yorm,” Mr. Quelch con-
ceded  bitterly. “The Remove boys
have left Greyfriars as a protest, they
tell me, against my dismissal. 1 need
not say that I disapprove strongly of
their action.”
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“Indced ! said the Head.

“Indeed !” said Mr. Quelch.

“Well 1"

“The boys have installed themselves
+t High Oaks, st a short distance fromn
tireyfriars, as you are, of course,
aware.'

“Y am aware of it, sir.” _

“They have been there, left to l]_'lﬂ'l;
own devices, for more than a weck, sir.

“That does not concern -~ you, Mr.
Quelch, since you no longer have any-
‘hing to do with that Form.” :

“J beg your pardon, sir,” said Mr.
(tuelch grimly, **It does concern me. It
voncerns mo very nearly. These boys
vore in my charge when I was a Grey-
| ‘iars master, ? had no idea of any-
ihing of this kind occurring when
i-ft. and T was greatly surprised when 1
loard of it. When these boys uested
e to come to High Oaks and take
vharge of them, I rafulned ;u thﬂ Tl?;t

cremplory manner. naturally :
i-nsed mt,tha boyvs would be taken back
.o Greyfriars. This, however, has not
iappened. They are still left to their
own deviees by the headmaster who 1s
responsible for them.” :

1 repeat, sir, that that matter nced
1ot concern you.” S "

“And I repeat, sir, that il _does an
raust concern me. I have studiously re-
(rainnd from interference—until now.
But I have learned, sir, that there is
Jisorder at High Oaks—that the atiempts
+f the more orderly members of the
lemove Lo maintain order have failed—
yat the juniors are wasting their time,
and that, in short, it is quite impossibie
tar the present state of affairs to con-
inue, have, therefore, decided to
netal myself at High Gli!l, and take
harge of these boys who were formerly
' nder my charge at Greyfriars.”

“Mr, Quelch!”

“Dr. Locke!”

“You will be allowed to do nothing of
1o kind, sir!” exclaimed the Head, his
‘oice trembling with anger. “You will
never be allowed to intervene in the
aTairs of Greyfriars, sir.”

“Y have no such desire,” said Mr.
Quelech. “But I refuse, sir—I refuse
sbeolutely—to see the boys who were
oneo in my charge left to their own
(lovices, without a master. If yom, sir,
'ack a sense of duty towards these boys
snd their parents, I, sir, feel it my duty
in step into the breach. I have called
io tell you so, sir, in order that there
may appear nothing surreptitious about
iy action. the Remove, sir, are
iaken back to Greyfriars, I am prepared
to wash my hands of the whole matter.
it is for you to manage that. But so
long, sir, a§ these boys are out of Grey-
{riars, I shall assume conirol of them,
-ir, and T tell you so plainly.”

“This reprchensible econduct, Mr.
Quelch——"

“Enough, sir! 1 have not called hero
io bandy words, but to state my in-
tentions. 1 have no more to say.”

“You will listen to me, sir—"

““1 shall not listen to you, sir.”

And Mr. Quelch opened the door of the
«ludy and stalked out. The Head's voice
followed him..

“Mr. Quelch, legul proccedings will
be taken——"

Slam !

The study door closed after Mr.
Quelch, cutting short the Head's wrath-
ful speech. Mr. Quelch came striding
down the corridor, and the crowd at the
corner parted for him to pass. Without
n glance to the n'lght or the left, Mr.
Queleh strode out of the House and down
io the gates. And Tubb & Co., in utter
disgust, realised that there was not to be
a, ind’ii after all.
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THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Mr. Quelch Takes Control !

ARRY WHARTON & CO. lined
the drive at High Oaks, and
there were loud cheers. Mr.
Quelch raised his hat slightly

in nsc to the cheers of his old Form,
Nearly all the Remove were there to
meet Mr. Quelch, and they shouted up-
roariously. The arrival of the Remove

master to take controi at High Oaks
meant lessons, and the old grind, and
the end of a rather easy time; but most
of the juniors were glad to see him, all
the same. For they realised that & sc’}uul
without & master was not a practical
proposition, and that the alternative to
Mr. Quelch’s control was a return to
Greyfriars. And that was surrender.

For a time the new “‘school ¥ had run
without a master, and a good deal of
class work had been done; but it had
lnut lasted. 1t really was not likely to
ast.

Most of the Remove were willing to
keep up classes, and thus make it clear
that they had gone on strike, not for
the sake of slacking, but in the causc of
right and justice.

But though the spirit was willing, the
flesh was weak.

Skinner & Co., the clackers of the
Form, had been against work of auy
kind from the start; Bolsover major, the
bully of the Remove, jibbed at any sort
of control, and better fellows than these
thought at times that a stroll round the
grounds, or a pick-up game of fooiball
was rather more agreeable than class.

So long as the dissentienls were few
they had been kept in order by Harry
Wharton & Co. ut when the dissen-
tients outnumbercd tho rost of the Form,
the Famous Five realised that the gamo
Was up.

So the school without a masier ceased
to bear much resemblance to a school
at all, and, as in the days when there was
no king in Israel, every man did what
was right in his own eyes.

That was a state of affairs that could
not continue; yet the juniors were
extremely unwilling to return to Grey-
friars.

Mr. Queleh had not been reinstated.

To return was surrender, which was
very unpalatable to Lord Mauleverer
and the Famous Five and other leaders
of the Form.

Moreover, there was the Ilecad's atti-
tude to be considered,

Dr. Locke had menaced the leaders of
ithe revolt with expulsion, and their
followers with a general flogging.

That prospect was exiremely unattrac-
live.

The advent of Mr. Queleh saved the
situation, Even feilows who were far
from keen on classes and had no desire
whatever to increase their store of know-
ledge, were glad to see him arrive.

They crowded round Mr. Quelch,

cheering, as he walked up the drive
towards the big door of High Oaks.

Mr. Quelch entered the great hall of
the house.

The juniors followed him in—almost
all the Remove. Some members of the
Form were not there. Skinner was lying
low in some quiet spot, and Billy Bunter
had locked himself in a room with a
ﬂﬂpﬁﬂ}" of provisions as the surest method
of keeping out of classes. But the rest
of the Form turned up, even Bolsover
major realising that the time had come
for an end of truculence. Mr. Quelch’s
pozition at High Oaks was a rather
peculiar one, and the foundation of his
authority there was rather vague. But
it was well known that he was not a man
to bo trifled with. He bad come to take

control, and it was quite ceriain ihat his
control would be as complete as it had

ever been at Greyfriars.
*“Wharton!”

“Yes, sir,” said Harry Wharton
promptly. :

o ou will kindly call the roll.”

“Certain] -

y, sir.’

The captain of the Remove called the
roll, and all the fellows answered to
their names, with two exceptions.
Skinner and Bunter were absent.

“Wharton, you will find Skinner and

Bunt?,r, and tell them to ecome here at
once,

“Yos, sir.”

Harry Wharton Jeft the hall on his
mission. Mr. Quelch stood by tho fire-
place, as immovable as a bronze image.

As he had not given the word to dis-
miss, the Removites remained where
they were, standing in order. But somo
ol them very soon grew restless. This
was rather a change from a school with-
out_a master, and to very many of the

uniors the change was not agreeable.

b Cherry shuffled his feet, Johnny Bull
grunted, Isover major began to talk
to Snoop. In a minute more there was
a hum of voices.

Mr. Quelch’s ginilet eyes turned on the
Form. |

“Silence, pleasc!” he rapped out,

There was silence. -

Still Harry Wharton did not return
with the two absentees, and the restless-
ness grew in the Remove. The fellows
cousidered that they were not, after all,
at Greyfriars, and Mr. Quclch was only
in authority at High Oaks by request of
the Remove. Some of the fellows were
not keen on implicit obedience. to a
master whom they had themselves
f.p;t:mnted. Bolsover major spoke at
ast.

“May we go now, sir?”

Mr. Quelch’s eyes gleamed at him.

*No, Bolsover! You may not go!”

Bolsover major shifted uneasily.

“The fact is, sir——"" he began.

“You need not speak, Bolsovey.”

“But, sir——"

“8ilence !”

PBolsover major scowled, and gritled
his teeth, but he was silent, though ho
wats looking and fecling extremely re-
bellious, But just then Harry Wharton
re-entered, leading in Skinner, with a
grip on Skinner's arm. Harold S8kinner,
obviously, did not want to come, but a
E!‘lp of iron on his arm had persuaded

mn_lo do so.

His eves fell before Mr. Quelch’s
glance. Skinner—in his belief that he
would never come again under the
anthority of Mr. Quelch—had told his
late Form master, on the telﬁthunn.
what he thought of him, What Skinner

thought of Mr. Quelch was not com-
plimentary. Now that the Remove
master had unexpectedly resumed

aunthority over the Torm, Harold

Skinner expected trouble.

But Mr. Quelch had apparontly for-
gotten that talk on the telephone. " Or
porhaps he did mnot feel entitled to

unish Bkinner for misdeeds that had

n done before he assumed control.

“Take wour place with the Forn,
Skinner,” he said quietly. “On this
occasion I shall not punish you for being
late; but you will remember in future
that 1 require punciunality,”

“Oh!” gasped Skinner, in greal
relief. * Yes, sir! Certainly, sir!” And
Skinner retreated into the ranks of tho
Remove. ‘

Wharton left the hall again, to fetch
Bunter. Again there was n'lunqrdelu.r,
and again restlessness grew. wo or
three fellows whispered' to Bolsover
major, and the burly Removite spoke to
Mr. Quelch at last.
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“1'm tired of standing here, sir.”

“What "

“Thired of 1t, sir,” grunted Bolsover.

At Greyfriars, assuredly, Bolsover
major would never have ventured to
address Mr., Quelch in that strain.
Evidently he supposed that matters
wore on a different footing, so far as
discipline was concerned.

“You are impertinent, Bolsover!” he
said ieily., “That is not the way to
address vour Form master !”

“We're not at Greyfriars now, sir”
mumbled Bolsover major sulkily.
- %uita so. Mauleverer !”
“Yaas, sir?” said Lord Mauleverer,
with prompt respect. Mauly, at least,
wanted to make it clear that he
respected the Remove master as much
at High Oaks as at Greyfriars.

“No doubt there is a cane in the class-
room 7"

“Yaas, sir”

“Kindly fetch it for me.”

“Oh! Yes, sir.”

Lord Mauleverer went for the cane,
There was a murmur among the juniors,
and Bolsover set his lips hard. If Mr.
Quelch was going to begin by caning
fellows

The Remove master took the ecane
from Mauleverer when he came back.
Bolsover drew a deep breath.

“Bolsover! 8tep here!”

The bully of the Remove did not stir
for @ moment. But there was command
in Mr. Quelch’s look and tone, and
before his steady glance Bolsover major

uailed. He left
the ranks of the
Remove, and ad-
vanced sullenly, Mr.
Quelch pointed to
a ochair with the
cane,

“Bend over that
chair, Bolsover!”

“You're not
going to c¢ane me,

sir?” muttered Bol-
sOVer major.

“I certainly am,
Bolsover !”

“You're not our
Formn mastor now!”
muttered = Bolsover

sulkil_}'. “You've
no right to cane
us "

“8hut up, Bol-
sover!” said Bob
Cherrv., “Play the
game |”

“You need not
speak, Cherry!”

snapped Mr. Quelch.

“Oh! No, sir,” stammered Bob.

“I am waiting, Bolsover, for vou to
bend over that chair !” said Mr. Quelch
sternly.

Bolsover major paused, breathing
hard. He looked at the Remove,
hoping to find support there. But there

was no support for a rehel. Skinner
& Co. sympathised, but they were not
likely to offer active support; and
almost all the other fellows were strong
in support of Mr. Quelch’s authority.
Only grim looks met Bolsover major;
and at last, reluctantly and sullenly, he
bent over the chair.

Swish ! Swish! Swish! Swish! Swish |
Swish !

It was six, and severe a six as Mr.
Quelch had ever administered in the
Hemove Form-room at Greyfriars.
Bolsover major fairly wriggled and
squirmed under it.

“You may go back to your place,
Bolsover !"” said Mr. Quelch quietly.

Poisover major limped back. Ile
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wriggled in his place painfully; but he
did not speak again, and the other
fellows did not speak. The Remove
were waiting the pleasure of Henry
Samuel Quelch, nns it was borne in
upon every mind that the school without
a master had a master now, and a
master who would ‘stand no nonsense.

— — =

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Bunter Thinks Twice !

6 AH”
i It was the fat wvoice of
William George Bunter,
Bunter WAaS speaking

through a keyhole.

The door of the room in which the
Ow!l of the Remove had taken refuge
was locked, and Dbarricaded with
furniture; and Bunter, safe behind his
defences, hurled defiance at the captain
of the Remove through the kevhole.

"

_ W
ey ,.!!”!"!,"-
- iI|!|! | _

5
[z
I .

B g — 5

“No, T won't!”

“I'Er. Quelch has told
yvou,

“Tell him from me to go and eat
coke !” retorted Bunter, * Tell him he's
an old donkey, and I don’l care a snap
for him, or for a dozen of him! Tell
him that, and—"

“You-fat idiot !”

Harry Wharton turned away and
went down the stairs. It was for the
Remove master to deal with the fat
rebel. Billy Bunter was full of defiance
now, but Wharton had a strong sus-
picion that the first snap of Mr. Quelch’s
gsharp voice would reduce him to order.
A fat chuckle from the locked room
followed him.

“Mind you tell him to go and eat
coke, Wharton !"” velled the Owl of the
Remove.

“Fathead !”

Wharton did not deliver Bunter's
messagé. When he returned to the hall
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dismissed master.

! l I

“You fat ass!” breathed Wharton.

L £ '&‘ﬂh 1.”

:: You've got to come out,”

Rats!”

“Quelchy is here.”

“Blow Quelchy !™

“I tell you he has come to High
Oaks, and he is master now !" exclaimed
Wharton.

“He may be your master, old bean,
but he ain’t mine !” jeered Bunter. “I
tell you I ain’t coming out! I don't
care for Quelchy! Quelchy can go and
cat coke!”

“You fat chump !” roared Harry.

“Rats! Quelchy ain’t my Form
master,” said Bunter, “He was sacked
from Greyfriars by the Head. and a
jolly g thing, too! Best thing the
old Beak ever did! Like his cheek to
come here, I consider! He's jolly well
not going to come the Form master
over mo!"

Wil
Wharton.

you coffie out?” roared

e

A7
-

Wingate of the Sixth fairly jumped
with surprise at the sight of the
** Mr. Quelch ! ™
he ejaculated. ** You—you’ve come
back, sir!* *““I have not come
back, Wingate,”’ said the Form master
quietly. “‘I have called to see the
Head.” (See Chapter 1.)

alone, Mr. Quelgh gave him an inquir-
ing look.

“Where is Bunter, Wharton #”

“He’s in a room upstairs, sir,” said
Harry. “He—'hem—doesu’t seem to
understand, sir. Perhaps il you spoke
to him, sir,~——*

“Very well,” said Mr. Quelch. “I
will deal with Bunter presently. I have
a few words to say to vou juniors.”

Evidently it was those few words for
which the Remove had been kept wait-
ing. Mr. Quelch looked at his Formn,
and the Removites waited guietly and
respectfully for him to speak.

“My boys,” said Mr. Quelch, “you
are here under somewhat peculiar cir-
cumstances., Lord Mauleverer, with his
guardian's permission, has purchased
this building, as you know, and what-
ever I may think of that proceeding, 1
will offer no comment. You boys have
left Greyfriars, as a protest against the
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Head’s dismissal of your Form master.
I disapprove strongly of your action.”

“Oh!” murmured the Remove.

“ Nevertheless,” resumed Mr. Quelch,
“1 thank you for your attachment to
me, though I think you have d:sfln]md
it 1n & very mistaken manner. 1 have
advised you to return to Greyfriars.
‘This advice you have not taken. I fully
expected the Head to compel you to
return. He has not done so. In the
circumstances, 1 felt it my duty to come
here and take control. I shall remain
in control until you return to Greyfriars
or until your parents otherwise decide.
Classes will proceed on precisely the
same lines as at Greylriars—the same
work will be done and the same disci-
pline will be maintained. I desire this
to be understood very clearly. You are
schoolboys, and, now that I am 1n
charge, you are at school, and there
imust be nothing in the nature of disre-
spect, disobedience, or rioting. I trust
] make myself clear 1

“Yaas, sir,” said Lord Mauleverer.
“We ask nothin’ better, sir.”

“Hear, hear!”

“Very good,” said Mr. Quelch. ® That
matter 1s now settled, and you may
dismiss.”

And the Removites dismissed ; and, as
it was not yet dark, most of them went
out of the house, to discuss the new
state of affairs at High Oaks with more
ov less approval, generally less. Lord
Mauleverer remained, and he ap-
proached the Remove master. ot
\ “May I show you to your study, sir "
T :

“Thank you, Mauleverer!™

Mr. Quelch glanced round the room io
which Mauleverer led him. It was a
lavrgo and handsome room, Ffurnished
rogardless of expense. Lord Mauleverer
was one of the most valued customers at
Chunkley's Btores in Courtfield ; and his
simple system was to telepilﬂnu to
Chunkley's for anything he thought was
wanted, or that any other fellows
thonght was wanted. The schoolboy

millionaire did not count the cost, that
was left to Chunkley’s.

. “I am afraid you have been expend-
ing a ﬁrut deal of money, Mauloverer,”
said Mry. %t:alch. perhaps by way of
thanks for being provided with such
very comfortable quarters.

‘E!Yu.: sir,” said Lord Mauleverer
innocently. ‘

“It is extraordinary, Mauleverer, that
your guardian should give you permis-
sion to do s0.” i |

“QOh, not at all, sir!” said Mauleverer.
“Nunky—I mean, my uncle, sir—has no
end of faith in my judgment, sir, Ho
knows I spotted a good %mpar_ty in
High Oaks, sir—no end of a bargain.”

r.-Queich loocked at him.

“Indeed!” he said dryly.

“Oh, yaas, sir!” said Mauly. “If wo
don't imep the place on as a school, sir,
it will be sold for buildin', and it will
bring in about twice as much as 1 paid
for 1t in bulk, sir. - I'm rather a busi-
ness man in this line, sir, 1 know my
way about.”

“Bless my soul!” said Mr. Quelch.

“But I hope, sir, that we shall keep
on High Oaks, and that you will remain
as headmaster of the new school, sir,”
said Mauleverer.

My, Queleh smiled slightly.

“We will not discuss that mnow,
Mauleverer. Certainly I shall remain
in charge until something definite 1s
decided in the matter.”

“Yaas, sir. I'd like to show you to
your room upstairs, sir; but that ass
Bunter has locked himself in that very
proom.” .

“I will deal with Bunter ndw.”

“YVery well, sir.”

Lord Mauleverer led Mr. ?‘uuleh up
the stairs and along to the handsomea
apartment which had been furnished as
a bed-room for the Form master, and
of which Bunter bad taken possession.

His lordship tapped at the door.

“*Bunter, dear man!” ;

“Go and eat coke!” came Bunter’s
voice, “I'm barring out tho lot of you,
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and that includes old Quelch, too. I've
gntﬂ Ttﬂ of giuh here, and I can jolly
weil tell you 1I'm not coming out—sce ?”
“Mr. Quelch—0r> "
“Blow Mr. Quelch!” interrupted

Bunter. .
you fat ass!” gasped

“He's here,
Mn]ilevﬂer,

“1 don't care where he is—"

“Bunter I ,

Mr. Quelch’s voice wes not loud but
deep. There ‘was & gasp from within
the locked room.

' “ Whos—who—who’s that 1"

f‘dlt ‘&u I, Iu;.ii lf“urll.:lq nl:inter, Bunter,”
gsaid My, Quelch in his deep voi

T Uh, Il}l‘q [ - P ﬂ'
_Lord Mauleverer grinned. William
George Bunter's defiance had burst like
a pricked bladder. His cou such as
1t was, had oozed out at his fat finger-
tips. The well-known, authoritative
voice of the Remove master was enougl
for the fat rebel. - L

“Open this door at once, Bunter” -

“Ow! Oh! Yes, sir!” g Bunter.
. There was a hurried sound of remov-
ing furniture, and a crashing as several
articles, removed rather too hurriedly,
went whirling over, In a wonderfully
short. space of time Billy Bunter had
demolished his -barricade, and the key
turned back in the lock and the door
opensd. The Owl of the Remove
blinked out at the Remove master,
quivering like a fat jelly with terror.

“What_does  this mean, Bunter?”
mrgp_gd_:h[x;. Quelch. '

‘J—I—I—" stuttered Bunter.

“How dare you?”

“I—I—the fact is, sir, J—I—I—"

“You may go,. Bunter,” gsaid Mr.
gyn!uzh_. “But you will remember thal

iscipline is now restored, and you ‘wil!
behave yourself, you absurd boy.”

i I == I_I'__;"
Quelch.

“Co!” rapped out Mr,
“Ow! Ves, sir!” gasped Bunter.
el o

And he fled.
THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
 Fed-up !

IGH OAKS SCHOOL, the follow

3 day, was as orderly as any

_ chool in the kingdom, if not a
Had Mr. Queleivs suthority been d

Mr, Queleh’s authority n dis-

puted, there were plenty of fellows in

the Remove ready to back him up. The

~ Famous Five would have handled any
" rebel as one man, and

tm would have
!:::Id plenty of assistance they needod
it.
- But the authority of Hen
Quelch was not disputed. r the
feeble attempt of B;r:.urar major on tha
first dav there was no more ition.

Mr. Quelch had a forceful characte:.
He had a voice of authority, and an eyve
like Mars to threaten and ocommand.
Skinner & Co. argued—among then-
sclves—that Quelchy had no right to -

ive them orders, but they red
51191::!1]"5 orders with commendablc
promptness.  Resistance might be
debated in the study or the dormitory.
but under the gleaming eyoc of Henry
Samuel Quelch i1t became unthinkabie.

During the two or three followiug
days the slackers of the Remove wore
brought to book sharply; and even the
fellows who had been most enthusiastic
in the cause of Mr. Quelch, and who had
been keenest to get him to High Oaks,
wondered a little if they were wholly
satisficd with their success. sl

A school without a master might not

Samuecl

~amount to much in the way-of a school,

but it had its agrceable side. Now the
High Oaks fellows might as well nave
}:_e_en back in the Form-room at Grey-
riars. - - . b . £ 3
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No doubt many of the fellows had ex-
pected an easier rule. Mr. Quelch owel
his present authority to them. He was,
50 to speak, an eclected monarch, not «
king by right divine. Older and morc
experienced fellows would have been
aware that an elective monarch 8 a

ood deal moro jealous of -authority
than the genuine article, and that the
president of a republic iz likely to be
much more imperious than royalty, 8o
it was with Mr. Quelch in his present
anomalous position. Instead of ruling
with a lighter hand than at Greyfriars,
he was undoubtedly more severe and
oxacting. A man holding authority that
might be questioned at any moment by
anyone was bound to be much more par-
ticular in maintaining that authority.

Upon the whole, however, the Remove
were satisfied, and the dissentients
grumbled without being much regarded.

Meanwhile, no move came from the
headmaster of Greyfriare. That gentle-
man was still puzzled, and at a loss how
to deal with the recalcitrant Remove.
S8o far, it was clear that he had not
communicated with the parents of the
Remove fellows, since the juniors had
heard nothing from home on the subject.

Perhaps the Head was waiting for
the whnrl,e affair to “fizalo” out of iis
own accord; but, if so, he was likely
long time. The
greater part of the Remove, at least,
were determined to stand h{‘ their dis-
missed Form-master, and to keep out of
Greyfriars till he was reinstated in his
old position. They were, perhaps, =
little discouraged by the fact that "My.
Quelch did not seemn at all obliged to
them for taking up his cause; and,
indeed, seemed rather to regard it as
impertinence on their part. Bul they
were determined all the same. :

“1 sav, you fellows, I'm fed up with
cillﬂlﬂll}" 1 Billy Bunter snuounced to
the Famous Five, after a few days of
the new rule.

*“Go hon!” remarked Nugent.

“I mean it,” said Buunter BGrmly;
“and, look here, I'vo got an idea!
Now there’s no Remove at Greyiriars,
theve's no Remove master—the Head
won't appoint a new Form master till
the Form go back.” '

" “What about 1it, Fatty?"” asked
Johnny Bull. |

“Don’t you see? There won't be any
classes there for us—not till there's a
new master., I mean, if a few fellows
went back——"

“A few fellows won't go back.”

“You chaps can stick hereo if you
like,” said Bunter. “In [a{-t; the longer
vou stick the better; but I've decided
to go back.”

Bunter blinked wvory seriouslvy at the
Famous Five. He had thought it out,
and he considered that he was on to &
good thing. :

“You fellows keep it up,” heo said.
“Keep it up as long as you like; I'm
fnmg back on my own, sce? T ghall
wmve a jolly EI-E% time. The Head
won't get a new Form masier just for
me—and he won't appoint a prefect to
take a ‘class of one. ks to me as if
1 shall have nothing to do, sece?”

“Which, of course, would be simply

glorious!” remarked Bob Cherry
sarcastically.

“Exactly !”

“Chuck it!” said Wharton. “You're

not going back!”

- ic,’ really, Wharton—"

“The whole Form have got to stick
together, ass!”

“The stickfulness is the proper caper,
my esteomed fat Bunter,” =aid Hurree
Jamset Ram Singh.

“Rats!” rotorted Bunter scorufully.
“ Besides, there’s another thing—a very
unportant thing, The Head's not

sending on our letters. I was expect-
ing & postal-order——"

“Oh, my Lat!™ -

“From ono of my titled relations!”
ecxplained Bunter.

“Give us a rest!”

“Well, T can't afford to leave m>
mouey lyving about,” said the Owl of
the Remove. “I am actvally short of
ready cash now. I shan't get that postal
order unless I go back to Greyfriars.”

“And perhaps not even then!” sug-
gested Johinny Bull.
“Ha, ha, ha!”

“The rhapsfulness 13 terrific!”
chuckled Hurree Singh.

“Well, I'll tell vou what,” said
Dunter.

“1f Jﬂu fellows want me to
stay here, lend me the pound—~"

“What pound?”

“The postal order is for a pound.
Lend me the pound, snd you can havé
the ﬁnhl-nrdar when I get it; sce?”

**When!” grinned Bob Cherry,

“If you refuse—" -

“Take that as read!” suggestcd Dob.

“Then I'm going.”

“Fathead "

“1 mean it,” roared Bunter; *“and
I'm jolly well going now.”

And Bunter, with a defiant blink
rolled away towards the door. He did
not roll very far, however,

Five hands grasped him all at once.

“Bump him!” said Wharton.

“Here, 1 say—leggn—— I say, vou
fellows—— Ya i

Bump ! i

- **Whoooop !"” roared Bunier.

Burap !

* Yow-ow-ow-ow-ow-wooooop !’

“That's a tip!” said the caplain of -

the Remove. *“Cut it out, old fai man.
You're sticking to the form.”
“Yow-ow-ow! Help! Fire! Murder!
Yu-nae ' roared the fat junior.
“What is this disturbance?” It was
Mr. Q'ueleh'a nhlrﬁi'rnim. a3 he came

inlo the hall of High Oaks. “ What
dn:a; this uprosr mean?”

‘Yaroooogh ™ yelled Bunter.
L1 LEEHﬂ !l‘!

“Release Bunter at once!” exclaimed
AMlr. Queleh, frowning.

The Famous Five relecazed Bunter at
once—so suddenly, in fact, that he
bumped on the floor with a bheavy
bump, and an ear-splitting yell.

“Wharton! This horse-play in Lall
cannot be allowed! You are iend boy

of the Remove, and should know
better.”

“Hem!'”

“Eaoch of you will take two hundred
!u:%;: .E;“d r. Quelch severelyr.

“Let there be no more of this.”

“HE‘I.I]!”

Mr, Queleh rustled away, frowning,
and the Famous Five blinked at one
another, rather uncertainly.

“I supposo that’s Quelch§’s way of
expressing his thanks for backing him
up !” murmured Bob Cherry,

“The thankfulness does vol scem to
be terrific.”

Johnny Bull grunted.

“Are we going to do thosze lines?” he
demanded.

“Must play the game,” said Harry.
“We'll do the lines. Bui—”

“But what?” grinned Nugent,

“0Oh, nothing.”

“He, he, he!” Billy Bunter con-
tributed a fat cachinnation. “1 sav, vou
fellows. serve you jolly well right. I'm
going.” ,

Bunter rolled away again. - The
Famous Fla'cflnrnd after him—but this
time no hand was raised to stop him,
Backing up Mr. Quelch, and receiving
impositions from that gentleman by
way of reward, was rather too much of

a good thing. The Owl of the Remove
departed unhindered; and when the roll
was next called at High Oaks, W. G.
Bunter failed to answer “adsum!” to
his name.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
The Deserter !

AMMY BUNTER, of the Second
Form at Greyfriars, blinked
through his spectacles at a fat
figure that rolled in at the gates,

and grinned. He recognised his major,
whom he had not scen since the day the
Lower Fourth marched out of rey-
friars, Sammy had not missed his
major. In the Bunter clan, brotherly
love could not very well continue, as it
had never started. But Sammy rolled
down to the gates to greet his returning
falntwe, with a fat grin on his podgy
ace.

*B80 you've come back, Billy!”

William George blinked at '{nis minor,

“Yes, Sammy, Glad to sec me?”

“Eh! Not specially ! answered
Sammy. “I say, you're for it, you
know.”
“What do you mean, you little
beast ?"

“Head's licking!” grinned Sammy.
“The Beak is in a fearful rage. I hear
that he's been giving the Sixth a high
old time.”

“Blow the Sixth!” said Bunter un-
casily., “I shall tell the Head that I
never wanted to go. I was practically
kidnapped by those beasts, you know.”

“ET{ he, he!” i

“What are you cackling at, you fat
little ruttcr?"y' . R

“You can tell the Head that,”
chuckled Bammy, *“Perhaps he will
believe it! I fancy he will make you

sit up all the sameo.”

Bunter paused, He was fed up with
Mr. Quelch at High Oaks; and he
anticipated a much easier time at Grey-
friars—where there was at present mno
Remove master, - and where the Head
was scarcely likely to constitute a class
of one, consisting only of William
George Bunter, Bunter's idea was that
he was going to have a very easy time,
so long as the revolt of the Remove
lasted—and he hoped that it would last
till the Eastor holidays. But if he was
to bear the first brunt of the head-
master’'s wrath, that put a rather
different complexion on- the matter.
He began to doubt whether he had not
EEEII}E from the frying-pan into the

re.

But it was too late for retreat now.
ITe had cut classes at High Oaks, and
for that there would be severe punish-
ment—Iif he returned there. e had
spent & happy afternoon loafing about
and arrived at Greyfriars just before
lock-up. He relied upon his wonderful
powers as an Ananias to make his peace
with the Head; though now that he
was on the point of facing that gentle-
man, he haqgkm to dqut. Ty
Bunter chuckled, :p&nuﬂtly deriving
entertainment from the dubiety in his
major's fat countenance. .

“ You're for it, old man,” ge said com-
fortingly, “Better put sonie exercise-
books in your bags before you see the
Beak." -

“Rot!” grunted Bunter. “ The Head's
bound to be glad to seo me back. I'm
setting a good example 40 the Form, yo
know, by coming back to duty, and all
that, Besides, 1 never had anything to
do with it. 1 disapproved of the whole
thmf."

“Tell the. Ilead that!” chuckled
Sammy,
Billy Buuter hLesitated for some
Tae Macxer Lrsrary.—No. 1,049,
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moments. But there was certain punish-
ment behind him, whatever there might
be before him. So he solaced himself
by kicking Sammy, u:h_u.ngm{f that fat
vouth’s chuckle into a wild yell, and then
rolled on towards the School House.
““Hallo, here’s Bunter!” yelled Hob-
son, of the SBhell. And there was a rush
of fellows towards the returning Owl
of the Remove., . -k
“T say, you fellows, I've come back!”
said Bu{ﬂgr. “1 say, is the Head m a

wax 7"
“Ha, ha, ha!” o
“Wax?"” grinned Iobson. “Wax
is=n’"t the word. He's m a towering
rage,” .

“ Fearful ! said Hoskins,
“(nashing his teeth,” eaid Stewart, of
ithe Shell.

“Oh!™ Bunter.
“If yuﬂﬁ tears, prepare to shed

{hem now!” chuckled 'Temple, of the
Fuu].'r;.h. W

“*Ha, 1! :

“I—I—%1 say, you fellows, T—I think
I'll go back to iligh Oaks, after all,
stammered Bunter. “Ouly, that beast,

elechy, will wallop me for cutting class
this afternoon. Oh, dear!

“Hallo! Here's a_Remove kid!™
roared Coker of the Fifth, ''Theyre
coming back! Where are the other
cheeky young rotters, Bunter?"

“They—they haven't come,” stuttered
Bunter. “I'm setting thom a good
example, you know. say, Coker, 1is
the Head really in a wax?

“Frightful ! chuckled Coker. “Rag-
inﬁ like a Hun!"

‘Oh, dear!" ‘

Billy Bunter blinked towards the
gates. Wingate, of the S8ixth, came out
of the House. He had secn Bunter from
his study window. .

“Here, Bunter——"' )

“I—1 say, I'm not sﬂmg I:: gasped
Bunter. “I'm going back— _

The prefoct's hand dropped on his
shoulder. .

o

“You're 1
“You're mmu‘l,g " -

“JI—I say, Wingate—

“That mfl do. Come on!"” [

¢ Js—is—is the Head in a wax, Win-
ate?” mumbled the Owl of the
Ramove

not !" said grimly.

“You'll find that out soon enough,”

“Oh, dear!” i )

Wingate marched the fat junior to-
wards the House steps. A shout of
laughter from the Greyfriars crowd fol-
lowed him. Evidently all the fellows
0% the Head to make an example
of Bunter, as the only Remove re
within his reach. And they did not seem
lo sympathise at all with the deserter
from High Oaks. Bunter had arrived
at Greyfriars in quite a hopeful mood;
but now his spirits were down fo zero.
His footsteps were slow and reluctant
as he went towards the House, and the
Sixth-Former jerked him along im-
patiently.

“(et a move on!” he snapped.

“1—I say, Wingate——"

“Shut up!l”

“I'm jolly well not going to be
licked !"” howled Bunter indignantly.

“T fancy’ youn are! Come on!”

Billy Bunter’s little, round eyes

gleamed behind his spectacles.  As they
reached the House he suddenly wrenched
himself away from Wingate's grasp and
bolted for the gates. Wingale stared
after him.

“Btop !"” he roared.

Bunter flew. \

“Stop him, you fags!” shouted the
Greyfriars captain.

iln. ha, ha!”
Five or six Lower E8chool fellows

- Tue Macxer Ligrany.—No. 1,049,

closed up in Bunter's path. Cecil Regi-
nald Temple, of the Fourth, stretched
out a hand to seize hum.

“Chuck it, Bunter!” he grinned.
“You—— Oh, gad! Yooop!”

Bunter, in desperation, lowered his
head and butted Cecil Reginald fairly
upon his waistcoat. Cecil Reginald weni
spinning, as if a battering-ram had
smitten him. He sprawled in the quad
with a gasping howl.

“Ow!"” gasped Buunter,

He rushed on wildly. But Hobson of
ithe Shell grasped his collar and spun
him round.

“You're wanted, Fatty "’ he chuckled.

“Yaroooh ! Le;gul" -

“This way—'

“Leggo!”" roared Bunter. “I'll hack
vour shins! I'll—— Yarcoch! Leggo,
you beast !”

“Here he 1s, Wingate |” |

Wingate's grasp closed on the Owl of
the Remove again. This time it closed
like a vice. '

Billy Bunter was led into the House.
By that time the Owl of the Remove
wished, from the bottom of his fat
heart, that he had stayed at High Oaks.
But it was too late now. Wingate led
bhim to the door of the Head’s study and
tapped.

“Come in!” .

“ Bunter, sir!” said Wingate, opening
the door.

“Bunter, of the Remove! Bless my
soul !
“I1—I say——""

Wingate pushed the fat junior into the
study, drew the door shut, and walked
away, and William George Bunter was
left quaking in the presence of the Head
of Groylriars,

— i — —

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
The Deserter’s Reward !

R. LOCKE stared grimlly at the
fat junior. If he wnsfnd to see

Billy Bunter at Greyiriars once
more, his looks did not betray

his giadness. There was a thunderous
frown on his face., Probably the Head
was thinking more of Bunter’s sins than
of his virtues, and moro of his having
taken part in the Remove rebellion than
of his tardy return to obedience. Cer-
tainly the look he gave Willlam George
Bunter was almost terrifying.

“Bunter !" said the Head, in a deep
voice. “So you have returned!”

“Yes, sir,” gasped Bunter. “I—1'm
awfully glad to see you again, sir. I—
I've missed you, sir.”

“Where are the others?"
_“The—the others? They haven't come,
sir,”’
“What? Do you mean to say that the
rest of the Lower Fourth Form are por-
aisting in rebellion and disobedience 1"
demanded the Head.

Really, the Head seemed to think it
was Bunter’s fault that the Remove ﬁr-
sisted in rebellion and disobedience. And
really, it wasn't!

“They—they wouldn’t come
stammered Bunter. “I—I urge& hem,
sir, with—with tears in my eyes, sir—"

“You have come alone?”

sir,”

“Yes, sir; I—I thought I'd set the
fellows a d ﬂxmpﬁz. gir, I—I'm
rather shocked at them, sir. I haven'{

cleared out of High Oaks because
Quelchy’s come thero and made us work,
SiT.

“What 1"

o Nnthin‘f of the sort, sir. I—I thought
vou—you'd like me to come back to
Greyfriars, sir.” :

“T am glad to see, Bunter, that you
have returned to obedience, whatever
your wotives may have beemn 1 shall, of

i

course, cane you severely for having leff
the school without permission,”

“Oh, really, sir—"

“You may be thankful, Bunter, that
J do not expel you from Greyfriars,”
?ﬂﬂp[]ﬂd the Ilead. *1 shall cane you
0l ¥y
“I—I say, sir,

I—1 wasn't to blame,
vou know,” gasped Bunter. *I never
wanted to leave Greyfriars at all. I was
against 1t all along. I wasn't waxy at
your sacking old Quelchy, sir. 1 thought
it a jolly good thing. I think he's a
beast, sir, same as you do.”

“What?"” gasped the Head, scarcely

~ believing his ears,

“An awful beast, sir.” said Bunter.

“I was jolly glad you buunked him, sy,
and ’

“How dare you use such an expres-
sion, Bunter?”

“]—I mean, sacked hun, sir. 'That is,
booted him!" stuttered Bunter. *'Tho
other fellows thought you a high-banded
old donkey, sir, but I didn't——"'

“What?”

“1 didn't really, sir. And if T did
I wouldn't tell you so, sir. I'm teo
re tful to tell my headmaster what
I think of him, sir,” gasped Bunter,

Dr. Locke rose to his feet and picked
up a cane from the table. Bunter's ex-
F ation had not cleared the thunder
rom his brow. Rather, it had intensificd
it,

“Bunter, bend over that chair!”

“JI—I say, sir, I—I wasn't to blame.
I—1 was practically kidnapped by the
other £ellnwa, sir. I never wanted to

go— ;

“Bend over that chair!” _

“Oh dear! I wish I'd nt;lyud at High
Oaks1” gasped Bunter. ‘I say, sir,
I've come back to set a good example
to the other fellows, sirl” =

“1 am waiting, Bunter,” said the
llead grimly. *“As you have returned
to school of your own accord, I shall
make your punishment lighter than it
would otherwiso have been.” ‘

Bunter's fat face brightened a litle.
But it became overcast again as the
headmaster went on:

“] shall give you only one dozen
s Rl i

& 1" gas unter.

If the EHaa& regarded a dozen
strokes as a light punishment, his ideas
on that subject differed very consider-
ably from William George Bunter’s.

“Now, bend over that chair imme-
diately, Bunter!” rapped out the Head.

“Oh lox’!” :

There was no help for if. Billy
Bunter bent over the chair in fear and
trembling, and waited in anguish for
the fall of the cane.

The hapless Owl of the Remove had
supposed that his return to Greyfriars
of his own accord would have the effect
of making his peace with the Head—
that he would wolcomed with open
arms, as it were, as the only dutiful and
obedient fellow in & rebellious Form.

Instead of which, he had let himself
in for a punishment, which the fellows
who persisted in rebellion were escaping
—s0 far, at leagh. 3

Bunter might really have e 1it.
The Head wanted to cane al] the Re-
move; but the Remove were out of his
reach, Only one member of the rchel
Form was within reach of the head-
master, so naturally the Head caucd
him—and quite probably was giving
him a little extra on account of the
rebels still out of reach!

Whack! Whack! Whack!

' " roared Bunter. )

“Cease that ebsurd noise, Bunier!”
rap out the Head angrily.
*Yow-ow-ow ! _

The cane whacked on foreibly; and
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As the Lower School fellows closed

Bunter did not cease that absurd noise:
he increased it. The yells of the Owl
of the Remove rang far beyond the
Head's study. They floated out into the
quadrangle, where a crowd of Greyfriars
fellows heard them, with unsympathetic
grins,

“Bunter's ttin
Hobson of thegghellfr

“What did the fat
grinned Hoskins,

“Serve him jolly well right!"” growled
Temple of the Fourth, caressing his
watstcoat, under which there was a
lingering pain, “I hope the Head
makes him squirm!”

““Oh, rather!” said Dabney.

‘“He, he, he!” cackled Sammy Dunter,
“He's making a row, ain't he? Poor

old Billy! He, he, he!"

Louder and louder rang the roaring
of William George Bunter.

If Bunter hoped to touch the Head's
hieart by those sounds of suffering, and
to canse him to lay on the cane more
lightly, he was disappointed. The Head
appeared to be more exasperated than
touched, and he laid on the strokes
harder, instead of softer—perhaps with
the intention of giving Bunter some-
thing substantial to yell for., Ho even
seemed reluctant to stop when he had
inid on a dozen. However, he stopped.

“Bunter o

“Yow-ow-ow-ow-ow !"'

“You may go, Bunter! I shall ar-
range for your studies fo-morrow, As
vou will be doing no preparation this
cvening, yon will write out three hun-
dred lhines of Virgil, in order not {o
waste vour time.”

I.iCl,‘T,I'IJ

“You will be gated, Bunter, and if
you should venture boyond the school
gates on any pretext whatever you will
Le flogged !

“VYow!"

it!"”  remarked

idiot expect?”

up lﬁiBuntor'sq Fpa,th, the Owl of the Remove, in des
butted Cecll Reginald Temple fairly upon his waisteoat. Cecil R
and sprawled in the quad with a gasping howi.

d went sp

“Now leave my study!”

Billy Bunter erawled away from the
Head’s study, He moaned and groaned
as he limped down the corridor. His
happy anticipations had not been
realised ; and apparently even his studies
were to be arranged. e was not to
spend his time in slacking, as he had
expected. Deeply did he wish that he
had remained at High .Oaks. Even
Quelchy was better than this!

He crawled away to Study No. 7 in
the Remove—his old study. There he
put in & considerable time moaning and
groaning. The Remove passage was
silent and deserted ; Bunter was the only
fellow there. They would be havin
tea now at High Oaks; and at Hig
(aks tea was ample and plentiful.

In the lowest of spirits, Bunter re-
flected on what he had left behind—
and on what lay before him. The re-
collection that he would be late for tea
in Hall stirred him at last, and he
rolled dismally downstairs, Ere&tﬂd by
grinning faces on all sides. There was
no fatted calf for the returned prodigal;
the Head had treated him with what
winter could only regard as base in-
gratitude; and the Greyfriars fellows
evidontly thought that he was rather
a rotter to-have deserted his Form, and
rather an ass to have placed himself in
the hands of his incensed headmaster,

Bunter, as he sat at tea in Hall,
wriggled very uncomfortably on his
seat; and later, as he sat in his lonely
study grinding out lines, he still
“'I'Iiglt‘{]. and before long he had made

i

up his fat mind to get back to High
Ouks at the very earliest possible
moment. Having cscaped from the

frying-pan into the fire, as it were, the
Owl of the Remove was eager to get
back into the frying-pan. But that, as
he was to discover, was not likely to
l'ﬂ'ﬁ\ L ["':'lii'n'.
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inning, as if a

tion, lowered his head, and
ttering-ram had smitten him,
“Ow!”™ (See Chapter 5.)

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Bunter’s Bolt !

ILLY BUNTER came down the
B following morning with a glum
face.

The Remove dormitory was de
serted now, in the absence of the Form,
and Bunter had been given a bed in
the Third Form dorm. There the fags
of the Third bad chipped him and
jeered at him, and even pelted him with
pillows, after lights-out, not in the least
appreciating the honour of having u
Remove man in their dormitory.

They had stayed awake unusually late
in order to make things warm for
Bunter. And when the rising-bell
clanged out in the morning, and Bunier
had sought to snatch a few extra
minutes iﬁfﬂl‘ﬂ turning out, Tubb and
Paget and Bolsover minor had turned
him out in a yelling heap on the floor.

Only too clearly Billy Bunter realised
that he would have done better to share
the fortunes of tho other rebels at High
Oaks; the unpleasantness of Quelchy
was, compared with this, as moonlighl
unto sunlight, as water unto wine. And
William George Bunter rolled out into
the quad before breakfast, determined
to clear off without even waiting for
that meal.

But, like the lion's den in the fable,
Greyfriars was easier fo get into than
to get out of.

One member of the rebel Remove was
back in the scheol; and that member
was not to be allowed to rejoin the
robels—the Head bad seen to that
When Billy Bunter rolled away to the
Cloisters, to climb over tha wall ocut
of sight there, Loder of the SBixth called
out:

“ Bunter!”

The fat junior blinked round.

Tue Maoxgr Lisnary.—No. 1,049,
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“Go into the House!” rapped Loder.
“J—I say, I—I am taking a walk
before brekker!” faltered the hapless
Owl of the Remove. b
Loder qrinnad*
“Quite!” he agreed. ‘“‘Now take a
walk into the House—and stay there.
And take that for answering me back!”
“That” was a ringing cuff; and
Bunter took it with a wild howl.
Then he rolled dismally into the
House. He realised that the prefects
had been instructed fo see that he did
not get out of bounds. He was gated
by the Head, and with the Sixth Form
wefects keeping an eye open for him,
]Iiﬁ escape was exceedingly problematic.
Bunter breakfasted in dismal
Iortunately, the troubles on his fat
mind did not affect his appetite, and
he took in provisions in bulk as usual,
After breakfast he went into the quad
again. Ho blinked round eautiously,
and started for the gates—and Win-
gate's voice followed him :

irits,

“Bunter !” :

“Oh dear!” groaned Bunter,

“Keep in sight of the House,
Bunter!”

“I—I say, Wingate—""

“That's enough !”

Bunter kept in sight of the llouse
ull it was time for c¢lasses. He still
nourished a faint hope
cscape classes. But that faint hope was
soon shattered. There was no Form for
Bunter—his Form was at High Oaks.
But he was not to waste his time. 'The
Head had taken the lrouble to arrange
a special timetable for him.

is happy morning was spent first in
& French class with Monsienr Charpen-
tier, then in a maths set wich My,
lascelles, and then a geography
lesson with the Third. :

That filled wp Bunter's morniog
nicely.

It was quite as bad as classes at High
aks; worse, in fact, for Bunter hated
mathematics with a deadly hatred, and
Mr. Lascelles was & man who made a
fellow work.

After class, Bunter wandered into the
quadrangle and cautiously went down
to the Fllﬂﬂ. which were now open. No
prefect's voice hailed him, but as he
reached the gates the portly figure of
Gosling inta{hpoaed. and Gmﬁng waved
lum back with a gnarled grin.

“You ain't nﬂ‘nwnd out of gates,
Master Bunter.” :

“Oh, really, Gosling——"

*“Wot 1 says is this 'ere, you go back
to the "Ouse, Master Bunter, and it's my
dmmtu report you.”

“Beast!” howled Bunter.

_“I'll report that, too,” grinned Gos-
ing., “Calling & man names for carry-
g out the horders of the 'Ead.”

“Look here, you rotter——"

“Go it,” said Gosling. “T'll report it
all to the 'Ead.”

llY.h!!!

Bunter rolled away dismally. About
len minutes later Gwynne of the Sixth
tapped him on the shoulder.

““Head’s study!” he said briefly.

“Oh dear!” .

Bunter limped to the Head's study.
Dr. Locke picked up a cane as he pre-
sented himself.

“Gosling reports that you have
attempted to break bounds, Bunier.”

“Oh, no, sir!” gasped Bunter. “I-1
was just going to—to—to look out of
gates to—to see if any of the fellows were
coming, sir,” |

“Gosling reports also that you called
lim names for stopping voun,” said the
Head, unheeding.

“Oh dear!™

““Hold out your hand, Bunter !”

Swish ! '
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that lie would

i YBOGPI"

“The other hand!?

Swish!

“Yow-ow-ow |”

“Také warning, Bunter,” said the
Head, as he laid ﬁuwn the cane. ““Your
next offence will be visited by & much
more severe punishment.” -

Bunter rolled away from the Icad's
study fecling that life was hardly worth
living. He did not venture to make
another attempt before classes were re.
sumed, and that afternoon he had
French again and mathematics again,
and then the remainder of his time was
filled up by an exerciso in Latin irregular
verbs, which the Head set him specially,
and which he had to write out in his
study. He had finished the exercise by
the time the other fellows had finished
classes, and when he took it to the Head
he was told that it was slovenly, and
was directed to write it out again.
Writing it out again neceupied Bunter till
tea-time. |

The mranin¥ at least, he hoped to
have to himself, while the rest ol Grey-
friars were at prep. Instead of whieh,
as he had no prep to do, he was given
three hundred lines to write,

Billy Bunter had been fed-up al High
Oaks. But fed-up did not deseribo his
feelings -now, -

The Lower Fourth Form, now that it
consi of only one fellow, was re-
ceiving morce attention from the Head
than 1t had ever reeeived from that
august gontle?‘mn when it was present
in full foree.

Billy Bunter went to his study, bui
not to write lines.” He waited there till
he was sure the other {ellows were at
prep. Then he erept ecautiously down-
stairs. The big door of the House was
closed, and Bunter did not venture to
open it. He crept into the Remaove
Form-room and closed the door aluer him
gilenily. Then he opened a window,

He blinked out into the guadrangle.
All was dark there bevond the rading of
light from the House windows.

The fat junior climbed on to the
window. As he did =0 the door of the
Form-room opened, and he heard & voice
—the voice of Gerald Loder of the Sixth
Form.

“T tell you I saw him, Walker. The
little beast came into this room.”

Bunter q[l‘ltknd.

“Why. there he is!” shouted T.odder,
as he ﬁlimpued the fat form wriggling
out of the wigdow. !

- Loder rushed across the Form room,
Bunter elambered hurriedly aut, hint the
prefect was too quick for him. Lader's
grasp closed on a fat ankle.

“Got him!” said Loder grimly, *I
thought he was up to this! I've got you.
you young rascal. and yon may &g wall
Yaroocooh 1"

Bunter was desperate. Loder had cap-
tured one foot: but the olher was free,
and Bunter drove it at Loder, careless of
where it landed.

—_——

It landed on TLoder’s chin with a
terrifiec 1mpact.

Crash !

Loder siagpered backwards. velling

frantically. His chin felt as if it had
been driven half-way down lis neck.
He clasped it_with both hands in great
anguish, and Dunter, finding himzelf re-
leased, slipped out of the window and
dropped {o the ground.
“Got him?"” asked Walker, groping
nn‘r‘nv:_a the Shldhnl' Fnrﬂ;&nup]. ]
0000000g WAaS er's reply.
““ Anything the matter?” Walker in-
guired in astonishment. He could nat
understand Loder's remark, - -
“Gurrrererrgh ! moaned Loder, still
nlm%it:lg his chin. *“Murrrrgh!”
“Didn't you get Bunter$”
“(Goooooooooogh !

“You've let him go?"” asked Walker.
I don’t see him! What are you
making that row about, Loder?”

** Yooooooooch 1™

Leder did not explain what he was
making that row dbout.. He could do
nothing but clasp his chin and moan.
Walker stared at him in the gloom, and
then stared into the shadowy quad., He
could see nothing of Bunter. -

Bunter was not lingering.

He had damaged Loqjﬂr—lm knew
that. He was rather glad of it—if he got
clear., If he did not get clear he would
be sorry for it, there was no doubt about
that, Buoter streaked for the Cloisters
as fast as he could carry his weight.

There was a negotiable wall at the end
of the Cloisters, and Billy Bunter negoti-
ated it breathléssly. He scrambled
wildly over, and dro on the other
side bumping, and pi himself up and

Ells, wi

fled. High th which Bunter had
heen 30 {ed-up the previous day, was his
only refuge now, and William George
Bunter fled for I'iigh Oaks—puffing and
blowing wildly, but not daring to halt.
But there was no pursuit, and William
George Bunter puffed and blew at last
in at the gates of High Oaks.

“TI

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
The Bounder Does Not Go !
HSKINNER! Snoop! Stott!”

There was no answer,
Mr. Quelch was calling the roll
at High QOaks.

Three members of the Remove failed
to answer to their namos. |

The Remove master glanced over the
Form and noted the absence of Skinner
& Co., but made no remark.

Already Bunter had been absent for =
whole day; now there were three more
absentees,  Whether Mr. Quelch was
pleased or displeased .the Removiles
could not tell from his loeks.

Heo finished ecalling the roll, and dis-
missed the Form,

“Three more gone!” remarked Bob
Cherry. “Not much loss,’ anvhow. We
can do withont Skinner.”

“¥Yes, rather!” assented Nugent.

“Quelchy doesn't scem to mind,” re-
marked Squiff. “1 fancy he would
rather like to soe the lot of us hike back
to Greyfriars."”

“Yaas, but we're not goin’,” said Lord
Mauleverer.

“No fear!"

“The Head’s bound to come round if
we stick out long enough,” said his lord-
ship confidently. *“He will have to take
back Quelchy along with us. Anyhow,
wo're not goin’ back without Quelchy.”

“He's so nice, isn't he?"” suggested
Vernon-Smith, with a grin. The
Bounder Rad been caned that day, and
he was already turning it over in his
mind whether he should follow the
example set by Billy Bunier—an
example which BSkinner & Co. had
evidently followed. '

“It's the prinri}ﬂa of the thing, dear
man,”’  said auleverer, “We're
standin’ up for Quelchy.” g

“He doesn't seem to appreciale
much,”

“That makes no difference; we're
standin’ up for him, all the same. Tt
will all come right in the end,” raid
Lord Mauleverer comfortably. * Besides,
I dare say Bunter got a lickin’ when lLe
went back. I'm not keen on a lickin’
from the Head.”

“The lickfulnesa was probably fer-
rifie,” remarked Hurree Jamset Ram

=i h
“ﬁluntar would have come back in that
case,” said the Bounder,

i
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*“They mightn't let him,” said Harry
Wharton.

- “Well, I'm thinkin' of chancin’ it,"
gaid the Bounder. “‘I'm gettin’ fed-up
here. What's the good of- backin’ up a
master who thinks we're only playin’
the goat in backin' him up.”

Bob Cherry grinned.

“Quelchy 1sn’t exactly grateful,” he
agreed. “Bus Form masters have their
own queer ideas, you know; you nevér
know how to take them. Stick to the
Form, Smithy; play the game, you
know.”

“ You can't sneak off like Bunter and
Skinner, old chap,” said Tom Redwing.
*It's not good enough for you.”

Vernon-smith grunted.

“Quelchy's here at our invitation,” he
said, “We've made him what he 1s.
We give him his authority here. But he
scems to fancy that be can rule the
roost just as he used to at Greyfriars.”

“Well, that's right,” said Wharton.
“1t would not be mueh use having a
master who had no authority.”

Another grunt from the Bounder.

“1 don't like it,” he said. -

“Smithy, old chap——" urged Red-
wing.

“I think we ought to have an easy
time bere, as we're on strike, and we
chose to take Quelchy in as naster,”
said the Bounder. “He had the check
io cane me to-day; and l've got two
hundred hnes for answering him back
in class. 1'm not going to do those
lines.”

“Oh, rot!” said Bob.

“ Better do them, Smithy,” said Red-
wing. “Look here, I’ﬂ help you.
You've got {o take them 1in before
prep.” . . )

“1'm not goin’ to do a single line of
them,” said the Bounder aceliberately.
“Quelchy can go and eat coke, and I
shan't mind tellin’ him so.”

“That's not layin® the pgame,
Smithy,” said Lo auleverer.
“Thanks for your opinion,” smecrcd

the Bounder, “
difference to me.”

“You'll get licked,” remarked Hazel-
dene, “Quelchy's shown that he isn't
standing any cheek.” |

“We'll see.” -

The Bounder did see. When the bhour
of prep came round, and the juniors
went to their studies, Mr. Quelch came
along to see the Boynder.

“Vernon-Smith !

“Yes, sir,” said the Bounder coolly
and negligently.

“Have you writtcn your lines?”

HNB, sir.™ |

“Very well, I shall cane you, Vernon-
Smith. Follow me to my study.”

The Bounder did not move. |

“I don't think you ought to cane meo,
sir,” he said. .

“I1 do not desire to hear your opinion
on that subject, Vernon-8mith. have
told voun to follow mo to my study.”

And as the Bounder did not stir, Mr.

ut it won't make any

(Tualuh dropped a heavy hand on his
=}

woilder and marched him away.
Smithy went with a black brow. A
few minutes later the sound of a

swishing cane was heard from Mr. -

Queleh's study. |

When the Bounder ecame out, he did
-not join the Remove at prep. He took
liis cecat and cap and walked out of the
house. That caning had decided the
Bounder, and he was going back to
Lireylriars. o

There was a footslep behind him on
the shadowy drive as he reached the
l;gu:es. Redwing came hurryiug aflter
M. |

“Smithy ! pented Redwing.

The Bounder looked back.
¥ Well " he snapped.
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“Come back, old fellow,” urged Red-
wing, catching hold of the Bounder's
arm.

“Rats! I'm goin'.”
" ¥You can’t desert the Form, Smithy,
like a fat duffer like Bunter, or a sneak
like Skinner. It's not good enough.”

“Hang the Form,” grunted the
Bounder. * You come with me, Reddy,
and we'll go back together to Grey-
friars.” <

“Can’'t be done,” said Redwing,

shaking his -head. “I'm sticking to the
Form. You ought to do the same,
Smithy.”

“Thon I'll go alone,” growled Vernon-
Smith,

“Grooogh! Ob dear! Ow! Grooogh!”

Both the juniors started as that
breathless gasp came to their ears from
the darkness,
- “What on earth—" exclaimed Red-

winf'.
“Grooogh! Oh dear!”

“Buntor !” breathed the Bounder.

- “Then he’s come -Back!” grinned
Redwing.

“ Looks like it!"

A fat figure and a pair of glimmering
spectacles loomed up in the shadows.
Billy Bunter gave a start at the sight
of the two juniors.

“1 say, you fellows—

“What have you come back for, you
fat idiot?” asked Vernon-Smith.

“Oh, really, Smithy! Grooogh! I'm
out of breath!” gas Bunter. *“1I =ay,
you fellows, I've had an awful time.
Grooogh! I've run all the way—oooch |
I believe that beast Loder is after mo!
Oh dear! T say, you fellows, I've had
an awful licking. The Head walloped
me—groogh !" _

“Wasn't he glad to sce you back?”
chuckled Redwing.

“Nunno! At least, e didn't seom
flensed " groaned Bunter. “1 explained
hat it wasn't my fault—groogh—and it
didn’t make any difference—ow! He
gave me a frightful licking, and—and
he set special class . for me—oh deav!
I've had French and maths, and no .nd
of lickings—and gated, too! Prefects
jumping on a chap all the time! I—I
wish I hadn’t gone back! Oh dear!”

The Bounder chuckled.

“8kinner will wish the same, at that
rate,” he remarked.
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“Eh? Has Skinner gono back " ex-
claimed Bunter. _

“Yes; with Snoop and Stott.”

“He, he, he!” Billy Bunter seemcd
to forget his own woes for a momeni.
““He, he, he! They'll have a high time!
He, i'lﬂ, he 1”

Bunter rolled on up the drive. Rod-
wing looked rather curiously at his
chum. The Bounder remained silent for
a few moments; and then ho started
back to the house with Redwing. Evi
dently he had changed his mind about
returning to Greyfriars.

THE NINTH CHAPTER.

Asking For It!

¢¢ Q] T'S risky !” muttered Snoop.
*“Rot |” said Skinner.
“1The Head may take it oul of
us !” said Btott dubiously.

“Rubbish "

Skinner, at least, was confident.

The three deserters wero in sight of
Greytriars. T'he school gates were clost
for the night; and Snoop and Stolr
hesitated to apply for admittance. “l'iev
were following Skinner's lead, as they
usually did, but they could mot help
fecting doubtiul.

“1 tell you, it's all right,” exclaimed
Skinner impatiently, “The Remove
have been away more than a week—aund
the Head's done pothing to bring them
back. He can't do anything. osn't
it stand to reason that ha'llgbﬁ glad (o
see tellows coming of thewr ovn
accord 7"

“Weil, ves,” admitted Snoop. “ But

“He looks a fool, as matters stand,”
said Bkinner. “The Lower Fourth have
defied him and he can’t do anything--
and soonecr or later the fellows' parents,
or the governors of the school, will bult
in, and then he will look a bigyer focl
than ever. He must be simply longing
to see the chaps comin’ back to Gﬁ'e;.-
friars, and if he's got any sense, he will
welcome them with open arms when
they begin to come back, 16 encourage
the rest to follow.”

“Yes—but has he got any sense!”
asked Stott doubtfully. “ Headmaste:s
haven't got much, you know.” :

“Well, Bunter's tried i1t, and found it
all right,” said Skinner. “I don't say
I'd be the first to try it on. Bunter
went yesterday, and I've waited a day
to see whether he came back. He'd
have come back fast enough if they'd
made it hot for him.”

“Well, yes, hu_l:_n

“Oh, rats,” saila Skinner. “I kecp cn
telling you it's all right. We shall
tell the Head, of course, that we lu:l
nothing to do with the rebellion—ve
were forced away by the other fellows.
I've no doubt Bunter's told him that.
and it must have worked, or Bunlcr
would have cleared back to High Oals
again. Safe as houses, old beans.”

Skinner was not aware that, in thosg
very moments, William George Buunter
was dropping from the Cloister wall, and
seuddin nﬂ’gtn High Oaks as fast as his
fat little legs would carry him. Had
Skinner been awarc of that, no doubt
it would have dashed his confidenco
in his own perspicacity, But Skinner
was not aware of it.

“Come on,” he added. “You follow
my lead and I'll sce you through. You
can rely on it that the Head will be
jolly glad to see us back, and will treat
us well to encourage the other fellows to
follow our example when they hear of
it.” ,

And Skinner settled the matter by
ringing a loud peal on the bell.
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There was a delay of some minutes
before Gosling came gronting down to
the gates, Goshing pecred through the
bars at the three juniors.

“Ho!" ho gronted

“Let us in, old bean!” said Skinner.
“We've come back!”

“Ho!” repeated Gosling. _

And he admitted, the three. Skinner
& Co. went in, and tho gate clanged
shut behind them. Gosling locked it
again, and grinned a ;;;narlcd grin.

“You go up to the 'Ouse,” he said.
““Nice gomgs hon—1 don’t think! Wot
I says 1s this 'ecre, you young rips go
and report yourselves to the "Ead.”

Gosling's erusty grin had a rather de-
pressing effect on E“m]lf 1d Srott, and
even Skinner, with all lns airy confi-
dence, felt a fittle uneasy.

Gosling certainly looked as if he sup-
posed that the three returned prodigals
were booked for an unpleasant time
when they reported themselves to their
headmaster.

But it was too late to retreat now,
with the gates locked behind them.
Skinner started for the House, and
Snoop and Stott followed him.

Skinner had worked the matter out,
in his own mind, to his satisfaction.
The Head had been unable to deal
with the Remove rebellion—the rebels
were still at High Oaks, flouting his
authority. 1f they came back of their
own accord the Head was saved from
an awkward and humiliating position.
It was ohviously his cue to encourage
their return, and, by a kind reception
of the first deserters, undoubtedly the
remainder would be ecncouraged to
return, .

When Skinner & Co. let the other
fellows know thai, the Head had re-
ceived themy kindly and benignantly,
more deszertions from High Oaks were
very likely to follow, and, in the long
run, the return of all the Remove.

What the Head would do, if he had
any sense, as Skinner expressed it, was
clear. Skinner was still feeling con-
fident, as he arrived at the House, and
he rang the bell with a cheery smile on
his face.

The Greyfriars fellows were at prep;
but Wingate of the Sixth came along to
see the returned Removites. He eyed
them with a mixture of grimness and
astonishment,

““So you've come back ** he asRed.

“Yes, Wingate,” esaid Skinner
meekly.

“ Any more of you?"”

“Only us three, so far. We tried to
persuade the other fellows to follow our
example,” said Skinner virtuously;
“hut at present they won't listen to us,
We wore practically forced to go when
the others went——"'

“You can tell the Head that,” said
Wingate dryly. “I'll take you to him
now. Have you seen anything of
Bunter ?” .

“Bunter!” repeated Skinner, with a
start. “Isn't Bunter here?’”

“He was here, but he cleared off. He
geems to have got out of a window, or
something.”

“Oh, my hat!”?

“T1—I—1 say, why did he clear off 1"
exclaimed Snoop, in alarm. “Was—was
—was the Head rongh on him, Win-

gate ¥
“Not rough enough, in my opinion,”
answered Wingate. “But fdlrﬂ say
Bunter thought 1t rough. Come on!"
“Oh  ecrumbs!” muoarmured Stott.
“You ass, Skinner! I jolly well knew
we were foola to come back! But

ou
always fancy you know E‘H’EI‘IthiI’lEI'?
“Wa're for it now !” mumbled Snoop.
“TFollow me!” snap Wingate.
The three deserters followed the Grey-
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friars captain. Even Skinner wis appre-
hensive now, but there was no help for
it ; retreat was impossible, 1f Bunter
had boited by way of a window 1t did
not look as it the reception of deserters
from High Oaks was very kind or
benignant; apparently the Head had
not s0o much sense as Harold Skinner
had given him credit for possessing. In
great trepidation the three Keiuovites
trailed atter Wingate of the Sixth to the
Head’s study.

“These juniors have returned
Greyfriars, sir!” announced Wingate.

Dr. Locke turned a glhnting eye on
the ‘t;hrua.gﬂﬂd “ )

“Very ., Wingate!
been found 1"

“No, sir; I'm alfraid he succceded in
getting out of the school, Loder very
nearly caught him.”

*“ Loder appears to have been very care-
less!” snapped the Head. *‘‘He should
not have allowed Bunter to leave. You
will take care, Wingate, and warn the
other prefects to take care that these
three boys do not succeed in leaving
Greyfriars again!”

“Certainly, sir!” said Wingato.

“Kindly send Gosling here.”

“YVery well, sir!"”

Wingate left the Head's study,
leaving Bkinner & Co. quaking. The
Head had sent for Gosling, and they
knew what that meant. It was to be
an official flogging—not a mere bend-
ing over, but' a flogging!
Stott looked at Skinner as if they would
have eaten him. This was what Skin-
ner's airy confidence and perspicacity
had landed them in.

Dr. Locke, taking no notice whatever
of the -quaking trio, resumed writing at
his table. Skinner cleared his throat.

“If wyou please,
mered.

“You need not speak, Skinner,” said
the Head, without looking up.

“But, sir, I.want to explain—"

“There i1s nothing to explain.
silent !"

“We—we've come back, sir—"

“I am aware of that, Skinner, as I
see you standing before me,” said the
Head. “BSay no more!”

" Wer-wa never wanted
Greivqfrmrl, sir—""

“ Nonsense !”

“The—the other fellows forced us o
go with them——" '

“If that is correct, Bkinner, yon
should not have allowed them to do
so. It does not excuse your conduet in
the least.”

“We—we came back of our

to

Has Bunter

sirr——" lLe stam-

Be

to leave

own
ﬂﬂ:ﬂl‘d, H’h"“r"‘ Fm Enu-up.
- u_{ ‘]'n: uklﬂﬁ tlhlt- I:Ilt-'u ﬂﬂ"EidEl‘_"ﬂ;-
tion,” said the Head grimly. “I shall

not expel you from the school, as yon
deserve. 1 shall flog you for your re-
bellion and disobedience!”

“Oh dear!”

“I—I—1 say——" stammered. Stott.

“Silence "

The wretched three were silent. In
a few minutes Gosling came into the
study, with a crusty grin on his gnarled
features.

Then the Head rose to his feet, and
selected a birch. Skinner & Co. felt
their hearts sinking inlo their boots.

“¥You sent for me, sir,” said Gosling.

“Yes, Gosling; these juniors are to
be flogged. Kindly teke up Skinner
first,” said the Head,

il YE-EEEI‘."

Skinner gave a hunied look at the
door. But there was no escape for
Skinner. He had walked into the lion’s
den of his own accord, and there was no
way out.

ling, whose expression really
seemed to hint that he was enjoying
this unhappy episode, hoisted Skinnaer

Snoop and

i T S — ]

on his broad back, in a position for
flogging. Then the Ilecad started in
witn his birch.

Loud and sharp rang the whacking
of the birch, and louder still ran
Harold Sxinner's wild yells. The Hea
at other times had never scomed to be
a believer in the savage old maxim that
to spare the rod is to spoil the child.
But he seemed to have become a be-
liever in it all of a sudden. Certainly
he ran no risk of spoiling Bkinner by
sparing the rod. Bkinner had been
flogged before; but he had never been
through it like this,

He was gasping and groaning when
the Head had nmshed with him,

Then came Snoop's turn.

Sidney James Snoop's rang
londer than Skinner’s, '

Then came the turn of Stott. Stoit
went through it more hardily, scowling
savagely instead of yelling.

The Heaa laid down the birch at last
and dismissed Gosling.

“You may now go to your study,” lLe

yells

said,. “Each of you will write out
Ehr?n hundred liness. Not a word!
0 e

The three went without a word.
They limped into Study No. 11 in the
ove passage, and fnr somo time
nothing was heard in that study but
asping and groaning. Stott was the
rst to speak, his eyes gleaming
vengefully at Skinner.

**Bo this 13 what you've landed us in,
with your dashed cleverncss, joo
burbling idiot!” he hissed.

Groan from Skinner. ;

“You told us to follow your lead and
it would be all right!” hissed Snoop,
“You always know better than other
fellows, Skinner. Well, we've followed
your lead. Is that all right 7"

“0h, shut up!” moaned Skinner,

“I'm aching all over!” yelled Snoop.

“Glad of it!” snarled Skinner. “I
wish you'd had it worse! Oh dear!"”

“You dummy!”

“You frabjous ass!”

And Snoop and Stott with one
accord, fell on Harold Skinner aud
smote him hip and thigh.

For the next ten minutes Study No, 11
in the Remove was the scene of wild and
whirling scrapping. }

Not t1ll they wera tired oui did Stott
and Snoop relax their efforts, and by
that time Harold Skinner was more

than tired,
Stott at last. * Per-

“There!” ;
haps you won't be so jolly clever

-another time!”

Groan ! L

Skinner lay on the floor in a colla
state, feeling as if he had been u
traction-engine,

The way of the transgressor was hard.
By this time Skinner was repenting, noé
only that he had deserted the Remove,
but that he haidplared the scurvy trick
which had can the trouble in first
place between the Head and Mr.
Quelch, with the Remove rebellion as a
result. It was Skinner who had caueed
the trouble—and it was Skinner, un-
doubtedly, who was getting the chief
benefit of it. Which was no more than
he * deserved, thongh that knowledge
afforded no comfort whatever to Iarold

Skinner.

ey

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Bad for Bunter !

(Y BSAY, you fellows!”
[ el e
“ Bunter "

“Pve—I've come back, old
chaps!” said Billy Bunter, blinking
feebly into the room which Wharton
and Nugent used as a study at Iligh
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Ocks, and which they tried to think
vas as jJolly as their old study ab
Cieyfriars, -
The two juniors stared at Bunter.
“Turned up again, like a bad penny!”
roinarked Frank Nugent. “Didn’t the

tHlead jump with joy to see you,
Punter?”
“Oh! Yes! But I-I thought I'd

come back.
fvllows a lot.”
“Oh, my hai "

“What sort of a time have you had?”
asked the captain of the Remove, eye-
i:g Bunter curiously.

**Oh, topping!” :aid Bunter. *“Rip-
ping, in faet! I've really had the titne
of my life; but I was sorry to leave you
cliaps in the lurch, How have you been
getting on without me?”

“Fine!"

“ Splendid ”

“Oh, really, you know! I say, you
follows, i1s Quelchy very ratty with me
for clearing off?” ask Bunter
anxiously,

“More likely to be ratty with you for
coming back, 1T
should think,” an-
swered Harry Whar-
ton. “Most likely
vou'll get licked. Did
vou get licked at
Ureyfriars 2"

“I—=I've had a !
¢plendid time—" '

“Liar!” said =
voice behind Bunter;
ind he blinked round

ut  Herbert Vernon-
Smith, ~

“Ob, really, ':!‘
Hmi!lll};-—-—" e
Yoo -J

Y ou fat
rotter, told me |(
vou'd beon licked,
and - had  a rotlten
time!” saxd the
Bounder. “Redwing
heard you.”

“Only pulling your
leg, old t".tl.;'[l- T aaid ’

You see, 1 missed ‘ you

Pl e

e =
—— X

you

Bunter. never
meant to tell you—I
iean  there wasn't
nl‘l"i"t.hil]g' to tE'lJ you.
I had a fine time at
Creviriars. The Head AN
was very glad to see I I
1ne.  He asked me

into his study for a

chat as soon as he ‘

knew I'd come: He
said, * My dear Bun-

ter, " how pleased I

am to sce you hers the Remove passage.
again !’ His very

words !”

" Bunier had evidently repented him
of having stated the facts on his return
to Redwing and Smithy. He had had
time to think over it since, and had
_improved his story considerably

“He patted me on the shoulder,”
went on Bunter., *“He was quito
touched.”

“Must have been iouched if he was
glad to tee you!” remarked Nugent.
“*Awfully touched—fit for Colnoy
Hateh.”

“Ha, ha, ha!"” |

“He was so pleased,” roared Bunter,
“that I thought he was (foin to hug
me. He said, * My dear, dear boy, how
I have missed you!" Just like that! 1
said, * All serene, old man—""

“You eaid that to the Head?”
shrieked Wharton.

“Those very words! * All serene, old
bean!" I said to him. ‘I've come back,
but I'm not standing any nonsense!
You see, I thought I'd put it plain to
him," explained Bunier.
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“Ha, ha, ha!”
“Blessed if I see anything to cackle
at!"” grunted .?runter. “If wou don't

believe njg—
gasped

“ Believe you!”
“Oh dear!”

“Well, I can’t do more than tell yon
the facts,” eaid Bunter. “I'm alinost
sorry I came back here now. It will
be a blow to old Locke. He told me
that Greyfriars didn’t scem the same
without me there. It made me feel
quite sorry I'd left the poor old chap.”

“Pile it on!"” said Nugent.

“8till, here I am,” said Bunter. *“I

Wharton.

felt that I couldn’t desert you fellows,

so 1 came back,

will be pleased.”

: ‘;I!‘]lfﬁﬁed if T know why he should
“Oh, really, Wharton——"

comes,”

[—1 suppo=e Quelchy

“Here hLe grioned  the

———

idiot,”" hissed Stott.

Bounder.
look very pleased.
hiding his emotions.”

“Ha, ha, hat” _

Billy Bunter blinked round in alarm,
as Mr. Queleh bore down on him. The
Remove master was frowning.

“Bunter! What are you doing here?”
he snappefl.

“I—I've come back, sir
Bunter,

“Why bhave yon come back?”

“I—I—I thought you'd like me 1o,

“He doesn't seem to me to
But perhaps he's

gasped

sir,”” mumbled Buuter.

“ Nonsense !’

“I—I couldn’t keep away, sir!”
gasped the Owl of the Remove. * You

see, sir, [—I—I'm so fond of you, sir.”
“Kindly do not make such ridiculous
statements, Bunter. You have been at
Greyfriars, I presume, during the past
day®”
“Yes, sir.” ;
“You should have remained there,”
said My, Queleh. The Remove master

had a cane under his arm. He slid it
down into his hand &nd took a business-
like grip on it. “You will bend over,

Bunter !"
“Oh dear! I—I thought
glad to see me liere again, sir

the Owl of the Remove.

“T see no reason why vou should havo
supposed anyvthing of tilu': kind, Bunter.”

“Oh!” gasped Bunter,

“DBend over st once!”

“(Oh, lor't”

Whether Mr. Quealch was caning Bun-
ter for having left High Oaks without
leave, or for having returned to High
Oaks unrequested, was really not clear.
Bunter was left in doubt on that point;
but on one point he was not left in
donbt—the eaning was a vigorous one—
on that point no room at all was leflt
for doubt.

Rilly Bunter was howling wildly when

-

you'd Lo
1" gasped
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=
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i
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Skinner, Snoop, and Stott lelt the Head's study, gasping and groaning with pain, and limped along
** 8o this is what you've landed us in with your dashed ecleverness, you burbling
“Wow ! " (See Chapter 9.) .

Mr. Quelch tucked his cane under bis
arm again and walked away.

“Ow, ow, ow, ew! I zav, vou fellows,
I''n not going 1o stand this!” howled
Bunter. *0ld Quelch's
lick a chap! Ow, ow! Dve a jolly good
mind to tell him so! Ow!”

“Only a jolly better wind not to teil
him ! suggested Nugzent.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Ow,; wow, wow!"

“Try Greyfriars again!” suggested
Harry Wharton, 1.1||g?1iu::. “1f the
Head'’s so jolly glad to see you there,
on
J “Ow! Beast!™

Billy Bunter Jdid not try Greylriars
again. He limped away to his study.
groaning. Peter Todd was at prep
there, and he glanced wp as Bunter
came in, and grinned and glanced down
again.  Apparently he wgs not over-
joved by his fat studvaunate’'s return.

(Continted on page 16.)
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I.

LD Foszil, the ancient and decrep-
O pit school porter, was hobbling
across the quad on his gouty

Eilm, when Jack Jolly & Co.
bailed him.

“1 say, Fossil|” shouted Jack Jolly—
for Fossil was as deff as a bat—"we've
lost our gutter-percha ball. 1t's perched
itself in the Futter of the roof. Lend
us & Jadder, there's a good fellow !”

“Bellow ! grunted Fossil. “ There's
uo need to bellow; I'm not defl.”

“My hat!”

“Wot was it you was wantin’, Master
Jolly 1"

“Qur ball !” roared Jack Jolly., “It's
lodged up in the gutter!”

“Butter ?” said Fossil, with a stair,
“If you want butter, you'd better go to
the school shop for it. I'm a porter, I
am—not & walkin' dairy !”

“Help |” groaued Jack Jolly. And he
iifted his voice as high as e could with-
out dropping it. *“Look here, Fossil !
We want the loan of a ladder, please !”

“Cheese 1" shid Fosstl, still misunder-
standing. ‘*Wol are you arskin’ me for
cheese fnr? Do you suppose I've got a
tamoe Gorgonzola chained up in my
yard "’

“Oh, cheese it!"” growled Merry.
“You'ro as deffi as a blessed oister,
Fossil] And your deffness 15 an afflic-
tion to everybody else, as well as your-
self | Look here! WWe want our balll”

Fossil glared.

“1 tell you, there's no need to bawl
it only deafens me, Wisper, and I ahali
hear "

3o Jack Jolly & Co. wispered in
corus., And their “wisper ” might have
been heard a mile away.

“A ladder, you dumimy !
ladder I”

“Oh!”

Fossil nnderstood at last, but he shook
his head glumly.

“The ladder's missin',” he eggs-
plained. “I've 'unted for it everywhere,
but neither 'ereabouls nor thereabouts
can I discover its whercabouts, If you
arsk me, young gents, I beleeve Dr.
Birchemall as sperrited away that there
ladder. 'E's chopped it up for firewood,
heltke, When funds is low, 'c’s always
up to them s=ort of capers.”

Jack Jolly gave a snort.

“Just like the IHead!"” lie growled.
“Qur luck’s out, vou f{ellows. There's
only one ladder at St, Sam's, and that's
blazing away in old Birehemall’s great.”

“But therve's another ladder!” said
Bright brightly. “1 saw it only this
morning.”

“Where?”
cagerly.

“In the Ilousze dame’s stocking !” was
the yewmerus roply,

£l AEE El‘l

“Fatted [

Bright's yewmer was quile weaisted on
his chums, And he had a narrow escape
from being bumped on the flaggstones.

Old Fossil shuffled away, and the three
chums gazed wistfully up at the roof of

We want a

asked Jolly and Merry

the 8kool House. They badly wanted |of an ape-man.
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Who is the mysterious
cat~burglar at St, Sam’s?
That's what his victims
are asking and that's
what they mean to find
out. How they ll{ a trap
for this light-fingered
gentleman is told in the
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humorous story below.

their ball, but there seemed no possibul
chance of retreeving it. For the roof
was & terrifick height from the ground,
and mnobody but a cat-berglar could
have made the clime. Even a cat
would have found it nessessary to have
nine lives, for the clime was most
perrilus,

Jack Jolly & Co. were ringing their
hands in despare, when Dr. Dirchemal!
came upon the seen unsecen.

“Top of the morning, my boys!” said
the Head cheerily. * Wherefore those
worried looks?”

The juniors spun round and “capped ”
Dr. Birchemall res ively,

“Please, sir,” said Jack Jolly, “our
gutter-percha ball has hecome a gutier
E‘ernhﬁr. It's up on the roof. And

“That's so0,” grinned the Head. "1
cut it up, and Fossil's very cut up about
it. But it's saved me tfm price of a
bundle of firewood. However, you don't
need a ladder in order to recover your
ball. What wyou mnced is a skilled
accrobat. Watch me!”

And Dr. Birchemall strode up to the
wall, and elutched at the rain-pipe, hnd
started to clime,

Jack Jolly & Co. looked on speech-
lessly, shouting to the Ilead (o desist
from such madness.

“Come down, sir!” eried Jack Jolly.
| “You'll brake your neck if you attempt
such & clime !”

Dr, Birchemall glenced down with «

rin.
“Why, it's simp!” he said coolly,
“My four-bears were munkics, and ]
have inherrited their feet—and their
feats! I'll be up on the roof before
you've got time to say, ‘ That is a very
rash clime for the Head to undertake.
We sinseerly trussed he will not brake
his neck in the prosess, for we could not

bare the thought of losing our beluvved
and respected headmaster. We hope to
see him alight safe and sound on terror
firmer," ”

“Grate pip!"” gasped the juniors.

And, with startled eyes, which farely
bulged out of their sockitls, they
watched Dr. Birchemall make hiz haz-
zerdus clime.

The way the Head shinned up that

rain-pipe was a revvarlation to them.
He was wunderfully agile, for one so
fragile. His hands and feet wera those
Not once aid those
claw-like hands miss their foofthold; not

THE

ossil says the ladder bas disappeared.” ’

BUNTER HUNTERS!''—COMIN

»
e
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once did those reprehensible feel miss:
their hand-grip.

Up and up, Lire and lire went the
Head, in & manuoer that bis four-bears
would have envied.

Not since the days of ibe munks, when

| St. Sam’a had been a munks.house, had

such a thrilling and wunderful clime

E been witnossed,

Jack Jolly & Co. looked on spellbound.
Their harts were in their mouths, but
they were so eggsited that ithey lost
their appytites, and their harts remained
uneaten,

“He—he'll fall, as sure as fato!"
muttered Merry. “Jn -another minnit,
the quad will be stroon with little bits
of Birchemall !”

And so it scemed; for,.even as Merry
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spoke, the rain-pipe, which was a very
weak and wobbly affair, snapped sud-
«lenly in half,
head.

Crash !

Jack Jolly & Co. shut their eyes, egg-
specting to see the body of Dr. Birch-
emall come hurtling down fo deth and
destruction,

But their hopes were not realised.
The ram-pipe came crashing to earth;
but the ead, at the cycle-ogical
mowment, shifted his grasp from the pipe
to the ivy.- And to the ivy he now
clung, with the tenassity of a fly to a
Hy-paper. And he looked no 1iggﬂr
than a fly, for he was now a quarter-of-
w-mile from terror firmer.

After a short breether, the Head re-
soomed his clime, and presently his
goriller-like hand clutched at the edge
of the gutter,

From Jack Joll
teral shout of a

*“ Bravvo, sir!

Dy, Birchemall groped for the ball,
and found it, and tossed it down.
Then, with inereddible ability and
agility, he made his dessent. Dropping
lightly into the quad, he dusted himself
down with his hands, for the ivy was
thick with the dust of jemnyrations.

“There, my boys !" he panted, with a
grin.  “What dvo you think of my
elime 17

“Wunderful, sir!” eggsclaimed Jack
Jolly. “You ought to be a film star,
like Harold Lloyd ["

“Or a cat-berglar!” suggesied Merry.

Dr. Birchemall turned suddenly pail.
His shifty little eyes were turned upon
Merry in terror and interrorgatian.

“Merry |” ho cried horsely. “What arc
you saying of? Are you making base
and baseless insinewations against your
headmaster 7"

e Nuqnu. sir; not at all! I'm not
suggesting for one moment that you ave
the cat-berglar who raided the masters’
bed-rooms the other night, and pinched
munny and joolery. 'Euu wouldn’t do
it, sir. You wouldn't stoop so low.”

] ‘; Iﬂr clime so high!” mermered Jack
JOILY.
Dr.
leeved.
“I am glad, my boys, to hear ihis
cggpression of counfidence in your head-
master,” he said. “Of corse, I could
not be so dasterdly and despickable as
to brake into masters’ bed-rooms, and
perloin—I mean, pinch—their pro-

perty.”

“Of corse not, sir!™” said Jack Jolly.
But a dark suspishun was beginning to
gleam in his brest.

I'or Dr. Birchemall—as the perlice
records clearly showed—had a shady
past. He had been a pirate, and a
highwayman, and lots of other things
which the law does nol recoguise as
being onerable perfessions.

As a matter of fact, by attempting
that hazardous elime up to the roof, the
Head had rather given himself away.
Already, thmal: he did not suspect if,
Jack Jolly & Co. sus him.

“Talking about the whether,” said the
Head, abruptly changing the subject,
“I think we shall have a bit of a breeze-
up this evening, And it will be fol-
lowed by sudden squalls.”

Jack Jolly & . atbtached no im-
portance to that eriptick remark. But,
as events turned out, Dr. Birchemall
proved himself to be a true profit!

— e s

I1.
T ] ‘Ut','l'{ED out ! eried Mr. Lick-

& Co. came a gut-
AWE,

Birchemall looked grately re.

ham dramatickally.
The master of the Fourth
beat his eclenched fists in vane
upon the stont oak door of the Skool

just above the Head's |

House.
he stepped back into the quadrangle.

The sollum strokes of midnight were
tinkling from the old clock-tower. And
the ancient bilding of St. Sam’s, somber
and majestick in the moonlight, was
rapped in total darkness.

The Head had granted Mr. Lickham
a late pass, permitting him to go on the
razzle.  And it was an understood
thing that when a St. Sam’s master had
a late pass, the door of the 8kool House
was left unlocked and unbolted.

Consekwently, it came as a fearful
shock to Mr, Lickham to find himself
locked out. You could have knocked
him down with a sledgehammer,
almost.

It was a wild and siormy night, and
the wind wailed and shreeked around
the old turrets and towers of St. Sam’s.
Moreover, it was bitterly cold—so cold
that Mr. Lickham had to shout
“Silence !” a duzzen times before his
teoth stopped chattering.

Certainly, it was no sort of night to
turn & Form -master out in, much less a

dﬂﬁ!
r. Lickham turned a few summer-
salts, to restore his scrkulation; and
while he was performing these acero-
batic feats, a sudden inspiration struck
him. He bounded to his feet.

“Why not clime up the wall to my
bed-room ?” he cggsclaimed. “I heard

that Dr. Birchemall performed such a | wildly, “I—T will sware—>"

feat only this afternoon. And if that

clumsy old codger can do it, what's to
It calls for curridge; but

prevent me?

"Loi o!" shouted Mr. Lickham.
" Dr. rchemall! You have made a
rnrﬂl blunder! 1| am no cat-berglar !

am Mrer. Lickham, your insubordinate !

then, I've more eurridge in my little
finger than old Birchemall has in his
hole body 1"

No sooner had he said this, than Mry.
Lickham fancied he heard an angry
epitaph from somewhere above him.
He looked up with a start, but there
was not a sole to be seen.

“I could have sworn I heard a voice,”
muttered Mr. Lickham, “but there is
no voice visible. I will now commence
my clime.” -

So saying, Mr. Lickham took his
curridge in both hands; and with the
other two he took a firm grasp on the
ivy, and hauled himself up.

Slowly, inch by inch, the Form
master made his assent. It was rather
a nerve-racking bizziness, and once or
twice he found himself swaying dizzily.

At last, after what seemed an eternity,
Mr. Lickham’s hands found contact with
a friendly window-sill. It was not the
sill of his own bed-room, but that of
Herr Guggenheimer’s. However, once
he got inio the German master's room,

!
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Then, baffled and bewildered, ') it would be a simple maiter to get to

his own.

Mr. Lickham icok a firm gyip on the
window-sill, and drew himsell up. To
his joy, he found the window wide
open; and he was about to scramble
through, whon o startling thing hap
pened !

A ghostly arm shot out suddenly from
the gloom,

“Gotcher IV eggsclaimed a familiar
voice—the voice of Dr, Birchemall.
Then, aperiently addressing a number
of masters who were present in Herr
Guggenheimer's bed-room, the Head
added :

“Gentlemen ;
::at-bnrflnr i

It all seemed a dream—or rather, a
garstly nightmare—to the unhappy M.
Lickham. He found himself hauled
willy-nilly into the bed-room,

- Mr. Lickham struggled frantickally
in the Head’s grasp.

“ Leggo !” he shouted. “Dy. Birche-
mall! You have made =& garstly
blunder! I am no ecat-berglar. I am
Mr. Lickham, your iusubordinate!”

: ’I;hu Head larfed—a hollo, mocking
arf,

“Lickham,” he said, “the game is
up! We have canght you rod-handed !
Now we know who bergled these bed-
rooms the other night. It was vou—vyon
t]uhhle-d“yud skoundrel 1

“8ir ! protested My,

We have captured the

Lickham,

“Do not add bad langwidge (o veur
catialog of crimes, siv1” said the Head
sternly. “ You are larely bowled oui—
or, as the vulgar would say, exposed !

“Hear, hear !” eried Mr. Justiss, who
was present with Herr Guggenheiner.

‘Mr. Lickham blinked round wildly at
his aceusers.

“1 am innosenl!” he eggsclaimed.
And judging by his broken axxents, he
was considerably cut up. “Dr. Birche-
mall! You cannot really beleeve that it
was me who earried out that berglarvy
the other night. Why, I was one of the
vielims ! My eighteen-carrot gold wateh
was stolen. A berglar does not steal his
own property !”

“Ah! That was morely a blind, to
cover up your tracks,” said the Head.
“It's not a bit of nse tryving to riggle
out of it, Lickham. We have caught
you to-night in the very act of hraking

into Herr Guggenheimer’s  bed-room
I

and——

“Ach! Ach'! Donner und blitzeu "™

cricd the German masier,

“And now you must face the musick
like & man !” said Dr. Birchemall,

He made a sign to Mr, Justiss, jerking
his thum towards the door,

“Take this condemnod fellon to the
unnishment-room, Justiss, and sce that
e 18 securely locked in! In the mean-
time, I must desido weather o hand
him over to justiss, Justiss: or weather
to deal with himm myself. In the latter
case, it will mean » publick {logging,
followed by a publick eggspulsion!”

Alyv, Lickham looked agarst,

“Dr. Birchemall!” he eried. “You
cannot flog a Form master! Tu isn's
done.”

“No; it isn't done yet, but it will he
done in the morning!” said the Head
reassuringly.

And Mr. Lickham, uttering loud pro-
tests, and struggling viclently, was
hustled away to the punichment-room,
there to langwish in angwizh until the
morning.

TUE END.

Make »ire you read next wicl i amwus-
ing story of Jack Jolly & Co., entirled :
“COURT IN THE ACT!" It: @
reqular scream.)
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THE RETURN OF THE REBELS!

(Continwed fram page 13.)

Ponter sat down and groaned. 1t
.- Peter's cue to be sympathetic, an
PBouter's opinion) but Peter did not
<o to see it be went on with his prep
rogardless. Bunter groaned  and
cicaned again, more and more deeply,
11y order to-impress Peter with a proper
==nse of his sufferings,

Ceter looked up again at last.

“What are you malking that frightful
row for?" he demnuded,

1 say, old chap, that beast Quelchy
hios hicked mic!”

“* Hard?"” asked Peter.

“*Yes, old chap!” _ _

“Well, if vou kick up that row in this
<tudy I'lIl lick you harder!™ said Petor.
“I'hat’s a tip!”

“Why, yonu
unter, “*1s
ympathy 77

“SBhut up !’

heast I howled
what you call

aw il
LhiaL

“8han't!” howied Buouicr. And e
cuve a deep groan.

Peter picked up a rules. .

“Where will you have 1t¥" he
nauared.

* Beast !”

Bunter did not seom to want it any-
whoere, He rvetired hastily from the
study; and I’eter grinned and went .on
with his prep, while Bunter, in great
indignation, groaned in the passage till
fie was tired ol groaning.

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
An Unexpeeted Visitor !

T ALLO, hallo, hallo!”
] hket
“Your jolly old

Wlharton,”

“Oh., my hat!”

It was the following day, and moru-
ing class was over at High Oaks, Harry
\Wharton & Co. were punting a footer
ubout, when DBob spotted the tall,
caldierly Gigure that was coming up the
Jdrive from the gates. =

Colonel Wharton sighted the juniors
at the same time, and fixed hizs eyes
upon them rather severcly,

“Phew !” murmured Nugent, “ Some-
thing's going to happen now., What's
vour uncle doing here, Harry "

“Goodness knows!” said Wharton.

“You haven't heard from him that he
wits coming " -

“Nunno! I haven't had any letters,
of course—letters would go to Grey-
[viars, as usual, and 1 ml{crlpme woe can't
cxpect the Head to send them on to

iiigh Oaks.”
Hnrdl{ i
i

“Ha, ha! ]

The colonel had halted on the drive
and beckoned to his nephew. Harry
\i harton left his comrades, and hurried
to meet his uncle.

e was feeling rather dismayed.

What view Colonel Wharton would
tnke of the revolt of the Remove Harry
(id not know; but he had a stmnF SUS
picion that the old military gentleman
“m:ild not approve of rcbellion of any
kind.

Certainly his look now was not
approving. His brows were contracted
us he wailed for bis nephew to come
up. .

“Well?” he rapped out as Iarry
joined him. )

““Well, unele,” said Wharton.

“What does this mean, Harry?”

““What, exactly?’ asked Whartoen.

The colonel frowned portentously.,

“This!” ke rapped out. “Why are
you not at Greyfriars?®”

fl"ﬂ'; MAGKET LIBRARY.—No. 1,049,

uncle,

O

EK! SEE PAGE 25!

“I—I—I'm here, you know!" siam-
mered the junior.

“I do not need telling that,” said the
colonel, “As I had no answer to a
letter I wrote you at Greyfriars,
Harry, 1 telephoned to the Head this
morning, and he informed me—to my
great amazement—that von were the
ringleader in the rebellion.” -

“Well, not exactly that, unele,” said
Harry. “ Woe elected Mauleverer leader
—and a jolly good leader ke was, too.
I was his first lieutenant.”

The colonel stared at him,

“You do nol appear te be asliamed of
yvourself, at all events!” he cxclaimed.

“Well, no. You sce—-"

“You have rebelled against
anthority of vour headmaster 7"

“Yes; bul—"

“Yon have left your school withoul
leave 7" '

Wi 1!'@* ‘_rﬂ‘u EE'E_—"—-—'! :

“You have led the rest of your Form
into the same rcbellions conducl?” ex-
claimed the colonel sternly.

“They didn't need much leading,
uncle. Weo're all together 1 this. 1§
voi'll let me explain—"

“1 was simply astounded when Dr.
Locke told me what had happened,”
said the eolonel. “I ecould scarcely
believe my ecars. Yon are awarc,
Harry, that I am a member of the
governing board of Grﬂi'f:'im*s. You
should hayve thought ol that before
placing mo in this position. The Head
can scarcely do anything but expel you
from the school.” -

“You see, uncle—"

“A nephew of mine p.lpelled from
school!” snorted the colonel.

“I'm not going back to be expelled,”
sald Harry. “ Neither are ihe other
fellows. We're all standing together.
The Head can't expel a whole Form.
We shan't go back till he comes to
terms.”

“Are you presuming te dictate f{o

the

vour headmaster?” demanded Colonel
Wharton.

"1’5&"

“0Oh, good gad!” ejaculated ilie

colonel, quite taken aback by this reply.
“You see, we're in the right,” said

3y

Harry. “If you'll let me explain——-

The rest of the Co. had come up
now, taking off their caps very respoct-
fullv to Colonel Wharton. Other fel
lows looked on from a distance, with
greal interest.  All of them realised
that matters had taken a serious turn,
now that a governor of the school was
on the spot.

“You ser, sir, we couldn't do any-
thing else,” said Bob Cherry. “I'm
sure you'll think so when you know
the facts.”

“I think that's
grunted the colonel.
for you to explain.”

very _ unlikely!”
“But I'm waiting

“We're backin up our Form
master,” cxplained Harry, “You know
Mr, Queleh, uncle—"

“I know Mr, Quelch, and respect him
very highly,” ‘said the colonel. “Do
not tell me that Mr. Quelch approves
of your conduct. I am sure that he
does nothing of the kind.”

“Well, not exactly,” said Harry,
“But wo're backing him ﬁﬁ' all the
same. You see, he was sacked by the
Head—"

“What ?”

“1 mean, dismissed—"

“Do you mean that he resigned "

“No; he was dismissed, without any
reason that anvbody knows,” said the
e?'ﬂfi'n of tho Remove. “Just turned
n ]

";Im ssible ! exclaimed the colonel.
“Di. Locke could never bave acted in
such an arbitrary manner.”

Sy e e ——

“But he dud, unele.”

“Tho didfulness Wils terrifie,
Lonoured  sabib,” assuy Hurree
Jamsct Ram Singh, “and we were all
terrifically infuriated.”

“We backed up Quelehy, sir.” said
Johnny Bull. “It was an insalt to the
Remove, for our Yorm master to be
sacked for nothing.” |

“We weren’'t geoing 1o stand it, sir.”
said Nugent. *“It was Mauleverer's
idea to march out of Greviriars as u
protest; but we were all keen on it,
except a few sneaks.”

Colonel Wharton stared al the juniors
in puzzled perplexity, Kvidently Dr.
Locke had not told him, on the tele-
phone, of the dismissal of Mr. Quelcl.

“I cannot understand this.,” said the
colenel at last. “1 have learned from
Dr. Locke that vou boys left Greyiriars
and took possession of this place, and
thut he has not yet dﬂfidw{ by whai
means to compel youn to return to the
school, It is 1neredible to me that the
Head can have treated Mr. Queleh in
the way you deseribe. Do you seri-
ously tell me that Mr. Queleh was dis-
missed from his post ¥

“Yes, uncle.”

“Without a reason?”

“No reason was given,” said Harry.
“Nohody at Greyfriars knaws of any
reason, and I am sure that Mr. Quelch
does not.”

“This is exiraordinary. Mr. Quelcl
was the Head's personal (riend, as well
as colleague,” said Colonel Wharton.
“There must have been some sort of
misunderstanding. That, Lowever, dooes
not excuise the rebellion of junior bovs
against their headmaster's. autherity,”

“We stood by our Form master, sie,”
said Bnb,

“Wa felt bound to baek kLim up.
uncle,” said Harry. “The Head had no
right to treat him as he did.” :

“That is not for Lower Fourth boys
to decide,” said the colonel. “I am
sure that Mr, Quelch did not approve of
your backing bim up, as von call it.”

“Well, no; hLe didn't,” admijte:l
Wharton. “But it was the prineiple of
the thing, you know.”

“Yaas,” chimed in Lord Mauleverer,

joining the group on the drive. “Vary
glad to see wyon here, sir. As a
governor of the school, you may be

able to persuade the Beak—I1 mean, the
Head—to sce reasen, sir.  We're not
oin” back to Greyfriars without our
‘orm master.”

“Hear, hear!”

“T must see Mr. Quelch,” said the
colonel. “Can wvou tell me where Jie
is at present "

The juniors grinned.

“Here, sir,” answered Nogent.

“Heore!” ejaculated the celonel.

“Ho came here to take control, a fow
days ago,” explained Harryv. “I'll take
you in to him, uncle.”

“Do so,” grunted the ecolonel, and his
datiful nephew led him away to the
house, |

“Well, something's going to happen
now,” remarked Bob Cherry. “Now u
governor of the school is taking the
matter up, something's bound to happen.
All the samne, we're not going back to
Greyfriars without Quelchy, governor or
no governor !

“No fear!”

“Perhapsfully the estcemed colonel
will be able to set the mattor right,”
suggested Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

“Porhaps !’ said.Bob doubtfully, “1

sippose there really sras some sort of a
misunderstanding between the two old
donkeys——" . : |

“Ha, ha, ha!”, ' 10
““And a third old donkey butting-in
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may clear it up!” sugge<ed the
Bounder, with a grin. _
“Shurrup ! niurmured Bob Cherry, as

Harry Wharton came back from the
house.

“Well, the fat's in the fire now, you
fellows,” said Harry, as he rejoined his
comrades. “I sappose it was bound to
happen sooner or E.tf‘.l‘. But we're still
standing by Quelchy.”

“Yes, rather!”

“Whether he likes it or not,” grinned
the Bounder.

“It's the principle of the thing, dear
man,” said Lord Mauleverer.

“1 thinkfully opine that thero 18 n
terrific probability that the esteemed
colonel may set the matter right,” said
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. “ He is an
osteemed codger of .terrific understand-
fulness, and a friend of both the ridicu-
lous parties. P’erhaps he may roll away
the ecloud of misunderstandfulness
between the two esteemed old jossers.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

And the juniors hoped—though with
doubt—that Hurrce Jamset Ram Singh
would prove to be right.

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.

The Colonel Takes a Hand !

R. QUELCH greeted his unex-

M pected visitor with stiff polite-
ness.

Certainly the Remove master
was not pleased to see a governor of
Greyfriars at High Oaks,

His own position there was too
anomalous for that. It was, in faet,
very awkward for him to be found in
charge of & junior Form, who were in u
state of rebellion againsi their head-~
master, and that position was exceed-
mﬁy difficult to explain. _

r. Quelch was stifly prepared for
misunderstanding ~ and condemnation;
to which he would have retorted with
oy digni‘g and reserve. Fortunately,
Colonel Wharton was a gentleman of
tact.

He began by shaking hands most
geninllr with Mr. Quelech, just as if he
had called to see the Remove master at

Greyfriars,

“1 am afraid I have taken you some-
what by surprize, Mr. Queleh,” he said.

“A little, sir,” said the Form master.
“No doubt you are surprised to see me
here, in charge of boys who have lelt
their school without leave,”

There was a challenge in the Remove
master's tone; but the colonel tactfully
did not observe it.

“I am bound to szay, first of all, Mr.
Quelch, that I have no doubt that you
are acting from the best possible
motives, and from a strict sense of
duty,” said the colonel. “From my
knowledge of you, sir, I can entertain
no doubt on that point.”

Mr. Quelch simply had to melt.

“You do me no more than justice,
Colonel Wharton,” he said, much more
cordially. “I am aware how very extra-
ordinary the present position must seem
to a governor of Greyiriars. I truss
that T need not tell you how deeply I
regret—"

“I am sure of it, sir.”

“When I was dismissed, sir "—Mr.
Quelch boggled a little at that word, but
he got it out—"when I was dismissed,
my boys followed from a feeling of
attachment to me, and from a sense of
the injustice that had been done me. I
disapproved most strongly of their
action, and advised them most earnestly
to return to the school. Yet you find me
here in charge of them, which I am
aware needs explaining.”

“I think I can guess the explanation,
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sir,” said the colonel. “If the boys were
here without a master, they certainly
ucedfad to be taken into control by some-
ane.’

“That is precisely how the matier
stood, sir,” said Mr. Quelch. “You
apprehend my meaning exactly. T fully
anticipated that the Head would, in
some way, persuade or compel the boys
to return to Greyfriars. This did not
happen—and I could not leave them to
disorder. I came here, therefore, to
take control till some arrangement was
made—first calling upon Dr. Locke to
explain my intention.’

“1 quite understand.”

“You, sir, as a governor of Greyfriars,
have authority to take the boys in
hand,” said Mr. Quelch. “1 relinguish
the charge of them into your hands with
pleasure.”

The colonel shook his head.

“Not at all, Mr. Quelch. They could
not be in better hands than they are in
at the present time.”

“It is very kind of you to say so, sir:
but Dr. Locke is unfortunately not of
the same opinion,” said the Remove
master, with some bitterness,

“That is a matter 1 should like to dis-
cuss with you, Mr. Quelch,” said the
colonel. “1I was quite unaware that you
had left Greyfriars—"

“Dismiesed, sir—dismissed !” said Mr.
Quelch. “I must admit that the Head
offered me the alternative of resigning.
I refused to resign. Resignntinn'wuuﬁl
have been tantamount to an admission of
fault; and I was conscious of no fault.”

“But Dr. Locke gave a reason——"

“None, sir.”

“No reason
resignation 7"

“None whatever.”

“But this is amazing, sir,” said the
colonel, - in astonishment. “1 cannot
believe that my old headmaster has
acted thoughtlessly, tyrannically,
arbitrarily. There must be some mis-
understanding.”

“1 know of none, sir.”

“But doubtless there was some dis-
agreement—some dispute——"

(13 Nothing.ll

“Upon my word["” said the colonel,
quite nonplussed.

“Indeed, sir, I had some thought of
appealing to the Governing %o&rd
against the Head's dismissal,” said Mr.
Quelch. “I considered, however, that it
would be beneath my dignity to do so.
For yeare, sir, I have been a Form
master at Greyfriars, and Dr. Locke had
had no fault to find with me. I will be
frank, sir—I was guilty of one act of
carelessness—which no headmaster would
have ‘commented upon—upon which it
was beneath the dignity of a headmasler
to comment. This was apparently made
an excuse by Dr. Locke for dismissing

mﬂ‘.l

for requesting your

“My dear sir,
Fﬂu"“-—"l

“I ean use no
other words,” said
Mr. Quelch. *I
will tell you the
facts, sir, For the
first and only time
in my remembrance
1 forgot class. 1
was busy at the

time on some li_tar-l
ary work—I believe
ou are aware that

WAaS cnmlpiling a
History of Grey-
friars — and for

once, sir, imnfersed
in my task, I for-
ot class; and the
)oys  unfortunately

e

fook advantage of my absence ‘to in-
dulge in horseplay in the Forn-room.”

““ Boys will be boys!” said the colonel,
with a slight smile.

“Quite so, sir—the malter was not in
the least serious, The noite in the
Remove room brought the headmaster
there—ho sent one of the juniors to fetch
me, and handed the elass over to me, }
punished the rioters; and supposed that
the matter wae at an end. Judge of my
amazement, sir, whod I found that the
Head avoided me—that he declined 1o
speak to me—and that he finally sent me
a note by & servant requesting my
resignation,”

Mr. Quelch's voice trembled with in-
dignation,

“Is it possible 7" exclaimed the colonel.

“That is what happened, sir. I admit
the fault—such as 1t was. 1 was guilty
of a slight act of carelessness—such an
incident as occurs not at all infrequently
with somo masters at Greyfriars, sir—hut
very infrequently indeed with me.
Obviously, i1t was used by the Head
simply as a pretext to dismiss me.”

“ He must have had some reason——"

“If so, he did nov confide it to me,
sir,” said Mr. Quelch. *“1 was treated
with the grossest injustice and tyranny—
all Greyfriars was aware of it—indeed,
the rebellious conduct of the Remove

demonstrates what was thought of it in
the school.”

“You amaze me, sir! There must
surely have been some misunderstanding
—perhaps mischief made by some ill-
disposed person—"

“1 know of nothing, sir,” said M.
?uelﬂh. “1 have acquainted &:m with
the ecircumstances, lonel Wharton,
because, as a governor of Greylriars, you
have a right to know how the matter
stands. Now I desire nothing better
than to hand over my charge here to
vou and to retire from the scene.”

The colonel shook his head.

“1 wequest you to ecarry on, M.
Quelch. The juniors, of course, musé
return to Greyfriars. Until they do so,
they cannot in better hands than
yours. I shall see Dr. Locke on that
subject at once.”

“As you please, sir.”

He was a very exed old gentle-
man as he walked back to his car, which
was waiting at the : [

That his old headmaster had acted. in
the tyrannical way described by Mr.
Quelch was ineredible to him ; yet it wae
impossible, of course, to doubit the
Remove master's statement.

There was some extraordinary misun-
derstanding or deception in the matier;

the colonel felt assured of that: and he
hoped to be able to set the matter right.

Harry Wharton met his uncle at the
gates.

(Continued on nexl page.)
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“You've scen Mr, Quelch, uncle?” he
ﬂbkt'[l.

Wi Y{.'Ii. mj’ bﬁfq-"

“Now you know how the matter
stands, vou don't blame us for backing
him upt” asked Harry.

“Hem!" "The colonel coughed. ©
will not cxpress an opinion, at present,
on that point, Harry, 1 am gomg to
Gireylriars now.”

“And we?" asked the captain of the
Remove. _ )

“You will remain here for the pre-
sent.”

“Good *

The car rolled away with the colonel.

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
In Black and White !
JOLLY old governor?" re-
marked Coker of the Fifth.
“Eh 1" said Potter.
“That old codger iz Colonel
Wharton, a governor,” said Coker, with
a nod towards the soldierly gentleman
who was alighting from the car at Grey-
friars. " Relation of that kid Wharton
in the Remove, I think.”

Potter and Greene looked round with
a little interest.

“Well, the governors were bound to
butt in sooner or later,” remarked
(ircene. “Those fags have got to be
Lrought to order.” .

“I'd have brought them to order fast
enough if the Head had placed the
matter in my hands,” said Coker.

Whereat Potter and Greene chuckled.

A many other fellows, as well
as Coker & Co., looked at the tall figure
of the colonel with interest. The Grey-
friars. fellows had no doubt that it was
the revolt of the Remove that had
brought s governor of the school down
tor Greylriars, and they wondered how
the Head was going to explain the pre-
sent extraordinary state of affairs.

“That's Wharton’s uncle,” Skinner
remarked to Snoop ard Stott., “He's a

vernor, Thar racans the finish for
the Remove. - They'll have to come back
now. We've got our floeging over:
they've _T‘ot theirs still to come. Some of
them will be sacked. Wanleverer's sure
to be bunked, and most likely Wharton
and Bob Cherry. Car’t sav T'm sorry.”
Skinner certainly did not look sorry:
he looked quite bucked at the prospect.

Apparently unconscions of the wide-
spread intorest his arrival had caused,
the eolonel entered the ause and was
shown to the Head's study.

Dr. Locke greoted him with some em-
barrassment. '

It was not pleasant for a headmastér
to face a governor of the school in the
present circumstances,

The Head was well aware that it was
lis business to have gathered in  the
Remove, somehow, and brought them
back to the school. He had not been
able to do so. But it was difficult to
X gln.m that to a governor of the school.
. Colonel Wharton, however, did not
immediately refor to the secrssion of the
Lower Fourth. The question of the dis-
iissal of Mr. Quelch was uppermost in
his mind. < |

Aflter a fow words, therefore, he came
to that subject, and immediately a deep
frown darkened the face of the head-
master. o, s

“That is a matter which, I fear, it
would bo unprofitable to discuss.,” said
the Head stiffly. |

“I hope not,” said the colonel blandly.
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. “No doubt, sir.

“The matter is entirely in your hands
sir, and no governor would dream of
interfering between the headmaster and

a Form master, But—-"

“1 had rveasons for my action, Colonel
Wharton.”

“No doubt. But "—the colonel

coughed—* these reasons have not been
made publi¢, I think.” _

“No, sir. I should not be likely to
publish to the school & Form master's
dornqgatﬂry criticisms of his chief,”

“Surely Mr, Quelch did not——"

“He did, sir.” .

1 have seen Mr. Queleh, Dr. Locke

~and he appears to be quite unaware of

the cause of his sudden dismissal.”

“He cannot fail to be aware of the
cause, sir. I did not go into details
with him; it would have been beneath
my dignity to do so. I have no objec-
tion to explaining to you, as a governor
of the sohool, if you insist, though the
subject is ve inful to me.”

“ Gertainlyr{ o not insist, Dr. Locke;
but I think some misunderstanding may
have arisen,” said the colonel.

“No misunderstanding ecan have
arisen, sir, when Mr. Quelch expressed
his contemptuous opinion of me in writ-
g, sir, in his own hand.”

“Is it possible?”

“It 1s not only possible, but true, sir.
It was a great shock (o me—a very
great shock,” said the Head, with a
tremble in his voice. “Mr. q;.ielnh WaS
my most valued rcolleague, but more
than that—he has been my personal
friend for a quarter of a century. I was
accustomed to rely upon his judgment
his assistance, his friendship. I learn

that, while I trusted him, he regarded

me with contempt and dislike, and
actually said as much in letters
written from this school. 1 ecould

scarcely retain him in his position here
after making such a discovery.”

;Munt decidedly not,” said the eolonel.
[ 13 ut—_l‘l '

“A letter—or, rather, a portion of a
letter—came into my hands by accident,”
said the Head. “I will explain. There
was a slight incident—Mnr, Quelch forgot
his class, and there was a riot in the
Remove Form room, and T had to go
to them. Afterwards, thinking that Mr.
Quelch might be feeling a certain awk-
wardness over this incident, 1 went
to his study to see him, in order to
assure him that my confidence in him
was unimpaired. On my way to his
study, 1 was stopped by a Remove boy,
who had picked up a paper in the pas-
sage, and this paper the junior handed
to me. It proved to be a portion of a
letter written by Mr. Quelch, in which
he referred to me, sir, in the most bitter
and scathing terms.”

“Good gad!” ejaculated the colonel.

“T should not, of course, have looked
at the paper had T known it was part
of a private letter, but T was unaware
of this until I had seen it. Fortunately,
it was folded, and the bov Skinner had
not secn its contents. HHaving seen that
paper, sir, I did not carrv out my inten-
tion of calling on Mr. Quelch. I was
painerd. grieved, disgusted, as you may
imagine.” -

Buft you are sure
that there was no mistake—no trickery
i the matter?”

“T1 have the paner here, gir, and you
shall seo it,” said the Head. “Tt is. a
sheet from an ordinary writing-pad, and
evidently part of a letter., T did rot
refurn it to Mr. Quelch, becanse T dis-
dained to enter into & disenssion with
him on so sordid and unpleasant =
tonie.”

The Head unlocked a drawer of his
desk. ; oy

He {ook oul a shest of paper and
handed it to Colonel Wharton. _

“You are acquainted with M.
Quelch’s hand 7 he said.

“Quite.”
* %nen you will see that this is written
by him.”
“ Undoubtedly,” said the colonel.
The old military tleman stared
blankly at the sheet, He could scarcely
believe his eyes as he read, in the well
known handwriting of his nephew's
Form master, the following :

“The Head was arbitrary and tyranni-
cal. It is painful to write such words of
the headmaster of Greyfriars, but it is
the undoubted fact, is tactless inter-
ference in the Formaooms, between
masters and boys earned him both dis
like and contempt.”

“Good gad!” said Colonel Wharlon

hl'ﬁnklﬁck pressed his i
T. e compre is lips.

“Are you satisfied now, E, that 1
had no alternative but to dismiss Mr.
Quelch?”

* Quite, sir!”

Colonel Wharton rose to his feet, his
brow very dark.

“I had no idea of this, sir—no idea
whatever,” he said. *“Certainly I have
always had & great respect lf'm' Mr.
Que respect which appears to have
been misplaced, The man who could
write in this strain of a headmaster
who trusted him and confided in him, is
a—a——"" Colonel Wharton usod.
“I will not say what. Obviously, you
were deceived 1in him, and he is quile
unsuitable to hold a responsible posi-
tion at Greyfriars or any other school.”

“I had no doubt you would think so,
sir, when you knew the facts,” said tho
Head. “A disloyal colleague and o
false friend—"

“It is shocking!” said the colonel, his
eyes glinting. “8Buch hy isy 1%
lpcrllll.ns I quite underatms why yon
did not desire to make this public, sir,
preferring rather to allow Greyfriars to
receive & mistaken impression of your
action. Unfortunately, the Remove
boys, knowing nothing of the facts,
looked upon their Form master as a
wronged man, and their chivalry led
them to act lawlessly in his support. 1T
my nephew, for instance, had been

aware of this—"

“It must not be made public, sir,"”
said the Head hastily.
“Quite so—1I fully agree! But in the
circumstances, sir, you may very we!l
this outbreak on the part of the
ys, if they return to their duty. They
have acted in error.”
“But they have not returned yet,
sir, with the exceplion of three boys,”

said the Head.

“I shall see that they return, Dr.
Locke,” said the colonel grimly. “I
fully agree that this disagreeabls

matter should be kept strictly secret:
but there is no reason why I should not
tell my nephew and his friends that 1
have investigated the matter, as a
overnor of the school, and found that

r. Quelch’s dismissal was just and
necessary; that I should have advised
ou, you consilted me, to dismiss

im instantly. I have no doubt that
this assurance from me will have the
desired result.” :

“1 agree with you, sir,” said the
Head relieved. *“That would certainly
be a very satisfactory ending to a very
unpleasani episode.” o

Allow me to retain this paper, sir,”
said the colonel. “I must seo. Mr.
Quelch nﬂ‘mn—lnd I_desire very much

w

to show him this paper, and request
him to reconcile it with his explana-
tions to me, and his assertions that he

15 unaware of the ecause of his dismissal.
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““ Blow you, Wharton, and blow the old codger, 100 ! '’ roared Bunter, ‘¢ Your blinking unele is a
fossilised old josser, and I'd jolly well tell him so il he were here——"’
Remove. He spun round and blinked at Colonel Wharton through his big spectacles in alarm.

‘““ Bunter !

L — .-“

blinking old codger—a
**Oh ! " stuttered the Owl of the

“I—I—1I didn’t see you,

sir. I—J—I wasn’t calling you an old codger, sir! * ~ (See Chapter 14.)

I have no doubt that he will be over-
whelmed with confusion.”

Dr. Locke hesitated.

“As you please, Colonel Wharion,”
he said, at last. ‘*The paper is, after
all, the property of Mr. Quelch; and
vou may return 1t to him if you so
desire.” :

“Very well, sir. 1 shall return to
High Oaks at once, and ‘1 have no
doubt whatever that those young rebeis
will have returned to their duty in a
few hours from now.”

And a few minutes later, the car was
whirling back on the Courtfield road
towards High Oaks, the old miitary
gentleman sitting bolt upright n it,
. with a grim f{rown on {;is face that
boded a very unpleasant interview for
Mr, Queleh at the end of his journer.

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
Light at Last!
o ISA‘?’, you fellows—"

i -BOW'“rﬂw !H
“The old codger's come back.”
“The what?”

“The oid coager!"” explained Bunter.

“What old codger, fathead?” asked
Harry Wharton.

“Your uncle!”

“What 7" roared Wharton,

““Ha, ba, ha!”

The captain of the Remove reached
for William George Bunter, and
grasped him by the back of the neck.

There was a roar from Bunter,

“Yarcoogh! Leggo, you beast!”

- “Now, what did you call my uncle?
inquired Wharton, tapping Billy Bun-
ter’s bullet head on the trunk of a tree
beside the drive at High Oaks.

“ Yarooogh !”

“That wasn't the word,” said Bob
Cherry.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Lap !
% \Fnuunp i

“That wasn't
chuckled Bob.

“Yow-ow-ow !

the word either,”

I didn’t mean codger,

you beast!” howled Bunter., “T meant
the old josser .

“Ha, ha, ha!"

Tap!

“Yow-ow-ow-ow-ow-ow-ow | yelled
Bunter,

“Harry!”

. It was the ecolonel’s voice; he came
striding up the drive, and landed rather
unexpectedly on the group of laughing
Removites, Wharton released William
George Bunter as suddenly as if that
fat and fatuous youth had become red-
1ot

“Oh! Yes, uncle!” he gasped.

“Yaroooogh!” roared Bunter.
Wow! You beast, Wharton! 1'll jolly
well lick you! Blow you, and blow
the old codger, too! Your blinking
uncle is a blinking old codger—a fossi-
lised old josser, and I'd jolly well tell
lim so if he were here——"

id Hunter :]‘]‘

“Oh!” stuttered Bunter. .

He spun round and blinked at the

Ill

“Ow !

ecolonel through his big spectacles in
alarm.

“Oh! I—I didn't see you, sir!” he
gasped. “I—1 wasn't calling you am

old codger, sir!”

“What”

“J—1 wasn't speaking of you at all,
sir ! fgaﬁpcd Bunter. “I—I was speak-
ing of another old codger, sir—"

“Ha, ha, bha!”

The colonel gave William George
Bunter a grim stare.
“You are a disrespectful young

rascal, Bunter,” he said. “1 am sorry

I interrupted you, Harry.”

And the colonel strode on towards the
house, -Billy Bunter blinked after him.

“I—1I say, you fellows, fancy that old
codger—yarooogh! Leave off kicking
me, you beast.”

And Billy Bunter fled.

My, Quelch was in his study at High
Oaks, when Juggins announced Colonel
Wharton. The Remove master rose to

reet him, with an amiable smile on
is severe face.  After his interview
with the colonel that morning, Mr.
Quelch was naturally feeling very
amicable towards the old military
?entlemau. But as the colonel entered,
¢ could see at a glance that his visitor
was not feeling at all amicable. The
lf_riem.lly smile froze on Mr. Quelch’s
ace,

“I have -returned, sir,” said the
colonel formally, “I am here to direct
the Remove boys to return to Grey-
friars mmediately.”

“Indeed, sir!” said Mr. Quelch,

“I shall explain the circumstances to
them sufficiently, sir, to ensure their
immediate obedience,” said Colonel
Wharton. “They are quite unaware of
the cause of Dr. Locke’s action, Mr.
ﬁ:mluh, and I do not intend to acquaint
hem with 1t, but I shall enhghten
them to a certain extent. They will
take my word for it that their head-
master's action was fully justified.”

“ Indeed i’ repeated Brfr. Quelch.

His look was hard and bitter. .

“You informed me this moming, sir,
that you were unaware yourseil of the
cause of your dismissal from Grey-
friars.”

“1I stated the facts, sir!” =aid
Quelch 1cily.

“Then I shall be glad to bear, =ir,
how you recomcile your statement, with

TRE MaGNET LiBRARY.—No. 1,049,

My,



20

this description of Dr. Locke in your
own handwriting,” snorted the colonel.

And he tnsaeg the sheet from DMr.
Quelch’s writing-pad on_the table
before the Remove master.

Mr. ‘iuu-!ch glanced at :!t carelessly.

Then he picked it up and scrutinised
it. To the colonel’s surprise, he did
not seem overwhelmed with confusion
in the least, . _

“That is your property, sir!” said
the colonel.

“Quite so; and -I am quite al a loss
to understand how it came into your
possession,” said Mr. Quelch, "I had
not missed it, but certainly it is my
property.”

“You do not deny that it 15 written
in your hand?”

r. Quelch raised his eyebrows.

“Certainly it is written in my hand,”
be said. “Wh¥ should I deny it,
Colonel Wharton?”

“This is effrontery, sir!” said the
colonel sternly. “You are at a loss,
vou say, to understand how that paper
came into my hands. It was handed to
we by Dr. Locke.”

“Indeed!” said Mr. Quelch dryly.
“Then I am equally at a loss to know
how it came into Dr., Locke’s hands.”

“It was handed him, as he explained
to me, by a junior boy, named Skinner,
who picked 1t up in Masters' passage at
Greyfriars on the day following the
"¢pisode in the Remove Form-room
vhich you have described to me.”

“1 quite fail to wunderstand why
S“kinner should hand a paper belonging
to me to anyone else.”

“The letter was folded, and the boy
(id not know what it contained, as Dr.
lL.ocke tells me. He handed it to the
Head, thinking that it was a paper
Lelonging to some Form master; and
Dr., Eocie naturally unfolded it and
looked at it, to ascertain to whom ik

Lelonged.”

NEXT WEEK'S '‘MAGNET" WILL BE BETTER THAN EVER!
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“Quite so. A very natural explana-
tion,” said Mr. (Lualr.:h. “But I am
still at a loss to know why Dr. Locke
did not return it to me, as he must have
known that it was my property.”

“Dr. Locke did not care to enter into
a discussion of such a matter, sir,” said
the colonel. “Very properly, too, in my
opinion, He dechn to speak one
word to you on such a subject. But
you, sir, were perfectly well aware of
what you had written, though you did
not know that it had fallen into Dr.
Locke’'s hands. You cannot, therefore,
have been ignorant of the cause of your
dismissal. ou must have known that
Dr. Locke had somehow discovered your
true opinion of him, sir.”

Mr. Quclch stared blankly at the
colonel.

“1 fail to understand you in the least,
sir!” he snapped. “ You are not telling
me nerinusry that ‘Dr. Locke was
annoyed by what is written on this shect
of paper "

“I am telling you so very seriously,
sir. Upon my word!” exclaimed the
colonel, in amazement. “He was not
merely annoyed, but shocked, sir, dis-
gusted, grieved—indignant as any head-
master would have been. Cannot you
sce this for yourself, sir?”

“Most certainly mnot!” said Mr.
Quelch, in bewilderment. *“I am
utterly at a loss to know why this
paper should have offended the Head

in any way whatever.”

“Good gad!” almost shouted the
colonel. “Did you expect him to be
pleased, sir, at being described as
arbitrary, tyrannical, and as having

earned both dislike and contempt ?”

Mr. Quelch gasped. -

“ Bless my soul !”

“And now, sir—"

“One moment,” stuttered Mr, Quelch.
“Is it possible—is it remotely possible—

——
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headmaster

that Dr. Locke supposed these words
written here to refer to him 7"

“They refer to the headmaster of
Gre[:frl_lrs 1” rapped the colomnel. “D..
Locke is headmaster of Greyfriars.”

“Good heavens!” said Mr, Quelch.
“This is—is terrible! No wonder mv
old friend was incensed if he believed
that 1 had referred to him in such
terms! I had no suspicion of this—nol
the faintest idea! If only he had show

me this paper, I could have explained
instantly.”

The colonel eyed him in "n‘rfﬂndﬂr.

“I begin to believe, sir, that you aro
wandering in your mind!” he snapped.
In that letter, or portion of a letter,
ou describe your chief in the most
itter and disloyal terms—*

“This paper is not a letter; it was
never Intended as a letter; it is a
written note——"

“That does not alter the case, sir.”

“It does not refer to Dr. ke !”
shrieked Mr. Quelch. i

“What? It refers to the headmaster
of Greyfriars! There is no other Grey-
friars School in the kingdom |”

“But there were other headmasters of
Greyfriars |” gasped Mr. Quelch. “This
reference is to a headmaster of ULrey-
friars who died before Dr. Locke was
oW h h

“What?” ejaculated the colonel.
“Good gad! To whom, then, does that
paper refer, Mr. Quelch?”

“To Dr, Trumpington, who was head-
master of Greyfriars in the year 1828,
the year of the great barring-out.”

“Wha-a-at? A headmaster of
hundred years ago!” exclaimed Colonc!

Wharton.

“Certainly. This sheet is one of
hundreds, the written notes I have made
for my * History of Greyfriars.' ”

* Your—your—your ‘ History of Grey-
friars!" ™ stuttered the colonel,

“Certainly,” said Mr. Quelch. “On
the afternoon when the episode in the
Remove Form-room occurred I was bus;
with my history, and for that reason I
forgot, for once, the hour of class. 1
remember writing out this very note
that afternoon—it was left on my table
with a large number of others, when 1
was suddenly called away to the
Remove-room. It is my custom, sir, to
write out my work on sheets from a
writing-pad, and afterwards to correct
them and'type them out on a machine.
This is one of the sheets, How it came
to be lying about the passage I do nol
understand. It was possibly blown out
of my ntud{] by a draught from the
window. I have my other notes here,
sir—a large pile of them, and you may
compare them with this if you choose.
This fragment, sir, is a description of
Dr. Trumpington, headmaster of Grey-
friars in the year 1828. And Dr. Locke
fancied——"

“Good gad!™ exclaimed the colonel.

There was silence in the room for
some moments.

Mr. Quelch’s face was very distressed.

He understood at last the reason of
the Head's sudden and unaccountable
resentment and anger towards him; but
he was not now feeling angry himself.
He was only feeling dﬂ.rlj' distressed at
the pain he knew must have been given
to his kind old friend by the discovery
of his supposed disloyalty.

“1 understand, sir,” said Colonel
Wharton at last. “Please excuse any—
'hem !—expressions I may have said. 1
certainly took the same view of this
paper that was taken by Dr. Locke. No
name is mentioned in it, and a reference
to the headmaster of Greyfriars could
only be supposed to refer to the present
by anyone unacquainted
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with the ecircumstances. 1 beg your
pardon, Mr. Quelch.”

“Not at all, sir,” said Mr. Quelch
cordially. “I am only too thankful that
your intervention allows this unfor-
tunate misunderstanding to be ex-
plained. It is very unfortunate that
this one paper, among so many others,
should be the one to fall into Dr.
Locke's hands—a most Jamentable
chance.” Mr. Quelch paused sud-
denly, “Indeed, I scarcely believe that
it was a chance. The paper may have
been placed in Dr. Locke’s hands with
the intention of causing mischief. You
have mentioned that it was Skinner who
handed it to Dr. Locke, and I recall
now that it was Skinner who was sent
to call me to the Form-room that ﬂq.}f,
and that I left him in my study, with
my papers, after caning him for mm-
pertinence, I shall question Skinner
very closely. In the meantime, sir—"

“In the meantime, Mr. Quelch, I shall
convey your explanation to Dr. Locke,
who, I am sure, will be very glad fo be
enlightened,” said the colonel. “I will
lose no time.”

There was a whir of a car on the
road when the Remove fellows went in
to dinner. The colonel was gone. -

“1 say, you fellows, the old codger’s
gone again !” said Billy Bunter. *Let’s
hope he’s gone for good this time.,”

“] wonder what the game is?" re-
marked Bob Cherry.

“The to-and-fro-fulness of the
esteemed colonel is terrific,” said Hurree
Jamset Ram Singh. *“Perbhaps the
excellent and ludicrous old gent is
pouring oil on the troublesome waters.
Let us hope, my esteemed chums, that
the smile of friendship is about to

replace the scowl of infuriated
hostility.”
“Something’s on, anyhow,” said

Squiff.
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“1 am utterly at a loss to know why this
/ Ppaper should have offended the Head In any way
_ y whatever,”” sald Mr. Quelch in bewilderment.
! , ““ Good gad !’ almost shouted Colonel Wharton.
** Did you expect him to be pleased, sir, at being
described as arbitrary, tyrannical, and as having
earned both dislike and contempt? **

Mr.

Quelch gasped. (See Chapler 14.)
It was clear that something was on. Bunter jumped.
and the Remove rebels could only “Ehi”

wonder what it might portend.

They
were soon to know.

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
Friends Once More !

UZZZZZZZZ |
Billy Bunter blinked round as

the telephone-bell rang at High
Oaks.

Dinner was over, and all the fellows
excepting Bunter were out of doors.
Mr. Quelch was strolling up and down
on the terrace, with his hands clasped
behind him, and a deeply thoughtful
expression on his face. illiam Ggecrrgﬂ
Bunter was frowsting in an armchair
near the fire in the old hall when the
telephone-bell rang. And William
[}enrﬁa Bunter immediately left that
armchair and rolled away to the
mnstrument,

William George was perfectly well
aware that the telephone-call could not
be for him. Had it been for him,
indeed, he would not have been so keen
on taking it. But Bunter had no doubt
that the call came from Gréyfriars, and
Bunter wanted to know. Something
was going on—something of which
Bunter knew nothing. DBunter wanted
to know what it was, and intercepting
a telephone-call seemed quite an easy
way.

So the Owl of the Remove rolled
hurriedly to the phone, hoping that that
ring had not reached Mr. Quelch’s ears,
and grabbing off the receiver before the
bell could ring a second time.

He put the receiver to a fat ear, and
grinned, '

“Hallo,” he remarked in the trans-
mitter. _

“My old friend!” came an agitated
voice over the wires,

“My old friend, Colonel Wharton has
explained the matter—explained the
unhappy misunderstanding. How can I
express my regret?”

Bunter blinked.

It was Dr. Locke's voice—the Hea:l
of Greyfriars was speaking. He seemd |
to be in a changed and chastened moo..

Bunter's curiosity was intense,

It was obvious that Dr. Locke had
rung up High- Oaks to speak to My,
Quelch, and that he sup that he was
addressing that gentleman. The Owl of
the Remove cheerfully left him in error.

“1 was deceived,” went on the Head's
agitated voice, “ I was deluded—but your
own hand-writing, my dear Quelch——"

“My hat!” murmured Bunter.

“What did you say, Mr. Quelch?”

“Oh! Ah! Please go on!"” gasped
Bunter, making his fat voice as deep as
he could, in the hope that the Head
would take it for Mr. Quelch’s,

Dr. Locke was in too disturbed a
frame of mind, just then, to distinguish
carefully the tones of a voice on the
telephone wires. ‘ ]

“ Your own hand-writing, Quelch! No
name was mentioned on the paper! 1
was naturally deluded! True, 1 should
have known you better—I should have
trusted you more implicitly! I realise
that now.”

“Oh! Yes!" gasped Bunter, as ihe

- Head paused, apparently like Brutus for

a reply.

“Jt was most unfortunate that the
paper fell into my hands, my dear fellow,
most unfortunate.”

“What paper?”
devaured by curiosity. .

“What! The paper—that section of
your History of Greyfriars which was
picked up by S8kinner of the Remove and
given to me——"

Tee Macxer Lisrary.—No. 1,049,
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YOUR GOOD TURN—ROPE IN A NEW READER! HE'LL THANK YOU!

“Oh!"” stuttered Bunter,

“How was I to guess, my dear Quelch,
that the reference thereon was to a
headmaster of Greyfriars of a hundred
Yyoars ago?"”

* Phew !”

“1 was quite unaware that the paper
was merely a written note belonging to

our compilation of the History of

ireviriars. 1 am aware now, of course,

that such was the case: now that the
matter is explained. I could not guess
at the time. Could 1%"”

“*Nunno !” gasped Bunter. '

“It was very unfortunate that Skiuner
found that particular paper and haunded
it to me. 1 am sure that the boy was
unaware of it's contents—and was un-
conscious of the harm he was doing.

“He, he, he!” R

Bunter simply could not restrain that
cachinnation.

He understood the whole matter now ;
and at the idea that Skinner had caused
all the trouble without intending to do
#o, Bunter could not help chortiing.

He remembered some remarks Skinner
bhad made, before the trouble ocencred,
about the ~probability of Mr. Quelch
getting the “ sack » : remarks which had

uzzled the Remove fellows: and which
Eud been very strangely borne out by
subsequent happenings.

Those remarks of Skinner’'s were no
longer puzzling—to Bunter. .

e Head might believe, if he liked,
that Harold Skinner had caused all this
trouble inadvertently. Bunter was not
likely to believe it.

" “He, he, he!” 1O

“Bless my soul!” came the Head's
startled voice, as the transmitter faith-
fully transmitted that fat cackle to his
ears. “ Is—is—is not that Mr. Quelch!
To gll:um nmpgda aking "

“Oh!" gas unter. .

He mhgmd that he had given himself
away, and that his fat cachinnation had
cut off the supply of the information
from Dr. Locke.

“Who is speaking?” rapped out the

Head. “Whoever you are, call Mr. .
Quelch to the telephone at once, Do
you hear?” -

Bunter heard, but he did not spswer.
Ilc did not intend to let it become
known who had intercepted the Head's
call. He was guite well aware that he
deserved a thrashing for his inquisitive-
ness, but Bunter always had a strong
objection to getting what he deserved.

He replaced the receiver quietly, and
rolled away,

Buzzzzzz | . :

“Tho telephone, sir,” said Juggins to
Mr. Quelch, a few minutes later on the
terrace.

“Thank you,” said Mr, Quelch, and he
wont in to take the call.

Mr. Quelch sat at the telephone a good
ten minutes, in conversation with Dr.
Locke at Greyiriars.

His faco was very bright and cheerful
as he sat and talked with his old chief.

All was explained now—the clouds had
rolled by.

The Head was full of regrets and
apologics—he asked his old friend to
forgive him, and his old friend was only
too willing to do so. ?olnnul Wharton
had been the means of clearing up a
painful misunderstanding : and the two
old gentlemen agreed that the Colonel's
visit had been a blessing.

That Mr. Quelch was to resume his
old position at Greyfriars, in all honour,
was a foregone conclusion.

The Head begged him to return: and
Mr. Quelch was only too glad, in his
present state of enlightenment, to
accede. :

“1 should have come over to High
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Oaks, my dear Quelch,” said the Head,
“but I could not dal’ny—l desired to
speak to you at the very earliest possible
moment—to assure you of my regret, my
remorse, my unshaken confidence and
friendship.”

“My dear sir,” said Mr. Quelch,
deeply moved, “need I say how deeply
I appreciate your kindness, your
benevolence ! How deeply 1 regret that
unfortunate misapprehension——"

:IM}' {ault entirely, my dear Queleh.
and—' )

“Not at all, sir! My carelessness was
the prime cause——" |

“1 will not allow you to say so, my
dear Quelch! 1 blame myself absolutely.
You will return——""

“1 shall return with pleasure, sir—"

“1 shall await you with eagerness, my
dear lch.”

“1 shall lose not a moment, sir.”

Ten minutes at least—and at the end
of that talk, Mr. Quelch's face looked
ten years younger! He was going back
to the old school that he loved, where
his best years had been spent: he was
going to resume his old duties, and
resume his labours on that celebrated
“ History of Greyfriars” which was the
cause of all the trouble—plus Bkinner.
Mr. Quelch’s steps were quite light and
ﬁprmw when he walked out of the house,
to call together the Remove.

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.
All's Well That Ends Well !

“ E, he, he !”
‘I‘ hus
Bunter. :
Bunter was almost suffo-
cating with mirth,
“Hallo, hallo, hallo, what’s the jolly

old joke?" demanded Bob Cherry,
“He, he, he!”

William George

“What the thump—" exclaimed
Harry Wharton.

“Oh, dear! He, he, he!” gurgled
Bunter,

Never had Billy Bunter been in
possession of so huge a joke. He chuckled
and cackled and gurgled with tears in
his eves,

“What's the cackle about ?” demanded
Pet-g Tllzrdd.h o

“He, he, he!"” gas Bunter,
“You fat dUmmg*ﬂ |

“Oh, dear! I say, you fellows, I've
found it all out!” gasped Bunter. “It
was Bkinner all the time! He, he, he !”

“What was 8Skinner, ass?" asked

Harﬁy_

“He, he, he! He pulled the Head's
leg, and pulled Quelch's leg—he, heo, he !
He started them rowing like two old
donkeys! He, he, he! You fellows
remember Skinner saying that Quelchy
would be sacked ?”

nl;tllt Elﬁmbar," said Harry. “What

“Well, and he was sacked, wasn't he "
“Yes; but—-"
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:" And Skinner did it! He, lie, he!”
You fat idiot, how could Skinner
‘have done it?" demanded Bob Cherry,
‘What are inu burbling about ?”
“He, he, he!"”
‘;}E:plun. you fat chump!” roared

Billy Bunter got it out at last.
All the Remove gathe round {o
hear his tale of what he had learned
on the telephone.
: My only hat!" said Dob Cherry.

Something about a former head-
master, in Quelchy's ‘ History of Grey-
friars,” And Skinner got it to the Head,
and the Head thought Quelchy was

writing rotten things about him, "~
gurgl Bunter, *“BSkinner did the
whole thing, That's how he knew
Quelchy was g'ou_:f to be sacked. He,
he, he! He did it because Quelchy
licked him, you know. He, he, he!”
*The cilrt;r trickster |” exclaimed
Wharton, -

“And you think it’s funny, de von,
you fat villain?"” roared Bob Cherry.

“Yes, rather! He, he, he! No end
of & joke! He, he, he!” chortled
Bunter. “Fa those two old donkevys !
He, he, he! aroooogh !"

Bump ! - .

" Yow-ow-ow-ow! Leggo!"” roared
Bunter.

" That’s because you think it funny for
Skinner to “make mischief,” said Baob
Cherry. *“Now give him another for
listening to a private conversation on the

telephone !”

Bump !

“Yow-ow-ow-woop !"

“Do you still think it funny?” de-
manded Bob. *“If you do we'll give you
some more," -

“Ow! No,” yelled Bunter. “It's not
funny at all! Nothing of the kind.
Leggo! Yuroooh!"” -

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Wi Bur‘!!l

It was Mr. Queleh's voice.

“Oh! Yes, sir!”

The Removites eyed
master rather curiously as he came hur-
riedly up from the House, After what
Bunter had told them they could
guess what was coming. They did not
fail to note the bright cheerfulness in
the Remove master’s face. - .

s boys,” said Mr. Quelch, in a
moved voice, “it has transpired that
there was a—a misunderstanding be-
tween Dr. Locke and myself. The Head
was—lhem !—deluded - —by  certain
peculiar circumstances. All is now ex-
plained, and Dr. Locke has requested
me to resume my old position at Grey-
friars,” :

“Oh, sir!”

“I shall return to Greyfriars imme-
diately,” said Mr. Quelch. “I have
asked the Head, in the circumstances, to
pardon my Form for rebellion and dis-
obedience, and Dr, Locke has wvery
kindly consented to do so, on condition
that you return to Greyiriars at once.”

“With vou, sir?"” said Lord Maule-
Verer.

“Certainly 17 _

“That's all we wanted, sir,” said Lord
Mauleverer. “If you're goin' back, sir,
weo'll all be ]nﬂ;; glad to go back.”

“Yes, rather.’

“The ratherfulness is terrific.”

“Hurrah !” ;

“There will be no punishment if you
bovs return to your duty at once,” said
Mr. Quelch. *“ Please lose no time.”

No time was lost, '

The Remove had marched out of Grey-
friars in support of their dismissed Form
master. Now that he was reinstated in
all honour, the cause of the rebellion no
longer existed. Certainly, it was onl
indirectly that the Remove rebellion ha

{C-'ﬂn_h‘nwd on page 27.)

their Form
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One Shall Die ! to act, He slumped forward in his his arms. “I don’t want te drink!
chair, and, fuldmg his armms on the Leave me ‘alone——"

HEN mglt camo Ervic Milvain
would leave the inn, get up to
the trenches, t.hen try the
hazardous ecreossing of No

Mau's Land. Someo spoke to him as he
sat there, and he answered them civilly
enough,

Afternoon deepencd into dusk and a
swinging o1l lamp. was lighted. He
would wa:it another hour, Enr; decided,
then endeavour to reach the trenches.

Suddenly he stiffened in his chair.
Three ofhccrs had entered the room,
their long, grey overcoats buttoned up
about their necks.

There was something familiar about
one of them, He paused under the oil-
lamp, Iuﬂkmf round for a vacant table.
The sickly illumination fell full on kLis

flushed features as he stood swaying

slightly on his feet,

It was Von Ecke—tihe man who had
called himseclf Cranleigh.

“There "~-the fellow jerkod out a
hand towards the table at which Eric
sut alone—"we will  sit there, my
comrades.”

- His_companions assented, and the trio
came towards the young airman.

Eric had but a few moments in which

table in front of him, wearily dropped
his head on them.

He heard three chairs scrapo forward
as the men seated themselves, then &
hand grabbed him roughly by the
shoulder, am:l the voice of Von EcLﬂ
said thickly

“Oho, my friend ! Come,

“Curse vyou, leave me

wake up A
alone!”

growled Eric, without lifting his head.

“Yes, leave the poor devil alone!’
said one of Von ke's companions.
“He's probably been standing on his
fect for ninety-six hours!”

“Well, so have I, haven’t 11" snarled
Von Ecke. Then, raising his voice, he
called to a hurrying, perspiring urdtrh
“Here, you dog, a bottle of wine—and
guickly I

“You've had enough, Von Ecke!”
said the third man curtly. “Don't be a
fool! Stop it!”

“Mind your own busincss, Krecuzen!"
retorted Von Ecke. “I'll do as I like!
You "—he shﬂnk Eric_ roughly by the
shoulder again—*come on, wake up and
have a drink!"” '

“Will you leave me alone, curse
you?" snarled Erie, from the depths of

His veice tratled wearily awav, as
though he were mrg tired.

Von Ecke laughed foolishly and re-
moved his hand frﬂm the boy's shoulder,

“Surly brute!” he growled. “Fill up
your glass, Kreuzen, and you, Von
Hnlz‘ It may be the last timoe we'll

have an rpnrtuml}r of drinking to
gether on this earth!”

“It- probably willl’
Halz lilﬂlﬁ “This offensive which is
to be launched at dawn must be success
ful at all costs, I understand.”

He was silent for a moment,
peated slowly:

“ At all costs! It was the same when
we failled at Verdun. I was there. Our
dead lay piled six feet deep outsido
Verdun en evening came on tho

second day !”
“Why talk of that!” snarled Vou

[icke. “You know who was in com-
mand. there. Is it any wonder wo
blundered and failed 1"

“Be . careful, Von Ecke!” warned
Kreuzen qutﬂtly, and shot a glance at
Erie.

“The fool's asleep!” snapped Von
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" ecommented Von

then re-
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Feke., “1I don’t care if he were awake.
We'll all be dead within a few hpurs,
0 what matter what 1 saa;?” His voice
shook with passion. “We've got the
same scented, dancing, atmpermi half-
wit in command at Trier as we had at

Verdun! Three armies he threw away
there -

“Be quiet, you fool!” cut m Von
Halz tensely. “Buch words are
Lreason !

“Treason?” Vou Icke laughed

wildly, drunkenly. *1f those words are
treason, Von alz, then Germany 1is
reething with it! 1 know, for 1 come
from the interior.”

“Yon know a lot!” remarked
Wreuzen sneeringly. ‘““But it's all talk!
The Junkers hold Germany like that-—-
ves, like that!” )

And slowly he clenched his hand
which a moment before had becn toying
idly with his glass.

Von Jecke leant forward across the
table, his face flushed, his eyes blazing.

“You are wrong!” he said hoarsely.
“ Already in Konigsberg, Danzig, and
towns in Eastern Prussia, there is talk
of a Soldiers’ and Workmen's Council
which will wrest the power from these
cursed Junkers! The people are dis-
contented. I know, for I investigated
the rumours of discontent before—
before——"

He broko oftf hesitatingly.

“Yes, before what?”
Halz, interestedly.

“Before 1 was broken by one whom
1 served faithfully!” snarled Von Ecke.
“ Broken, and gent to this cursed front!
It concerncd an English spy and cer-
tain plans, I failed. And I, who lived
to serve the Fatherland, now live with
the hope of meeting two men. When I
meel them they or I shall die!™

“You talk strangely!” sneered
Kreuzen. “Who are these men 1"

“One is the English spy who duped
me! The other is the man who sent me
here, the man who broke me—Kauter-
fauld!” ; I

Vou Ecke's voice =ank to a whisper
and the words came sibilaitly from
between bis teeth.

“1 know where I can find one of those
two, -and to-night he dies. Death will

asked Von

come quickly for him. He cannot
cscape !”

The Shot !
6 HIS one of whom you spoke!”

“Who is he?
y 1"
at him,

sald Kreuzen.
Kauterfauld, or the s

Von Ecke squinte

then langhed foolishly. |

“This one of whom you spoke!” he
said. “Who is he? Kauterfauld, or the
spy "

Von FEcke squinted at him,
langhed foolishly. )
 “Nover mind! DI've said onough,
Teo much perhaps! But you'll keep
vour mouths shut, or I'll swear you were
a party to it!1”

“To what?” snapped Von Halz
“What are you talking about?”

“You'll know soon!” veplied Von
Ecke, with ponderous solemnity. “ Yes,
and you and Kreuzen will know better
than to talk!"™

~ Von Halz pushed back his chair and
rose to his feet.

“Come, Kreuzen!” he said. *“The
gponcer we leave this fool, the better!”

Kreuzen nodded, and rose.

“Do not forget, Von Ecke,” he said
grimly, “that we move up the line at
midnight. If you are not sober——"

He broke off with an expressive shrug
of his shoulders. " " ' '
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then

“1 shall be quite sober, my friend!”
sneered Von Ecke. “And I trust you
and Von Halz will find the trenches
less dangerous than wyou seem to find
my company!”

Without deigning to reply, Von Halz
and Kreuzen left Von Ecke. For fully
a minute he sat staring in front of him.
Then, taking his revolver from its
holster, he snapped open the chamber
and examined it, That done, he slipped
it back into place and, rising to his
feet, made towards the door.

Erio raised his head and watched him
from under lowered lids. But when Von
Ecke emerged into the crowded street,

the boy was following in his wake. The
trailing of Von Ecke was easy. He
pushe

his way roughly along, making
towards the autemugndy of the village.

Von Ecke paused at length at the
broken iron gates which opened on to a
drive leading to a Inrlﬁs ouse, half of
which was in ruins. o sentries stood
on guard at the gates, their long, fixed
bayonets glinting in the faint illumina-
tion of the ¢loud-hidden moon.

Von Ecke lingered a few moments, lit
a cigarette, then pushed on, following
a dilapidated wall which had once
served to encircle the grounds of the
house. Behind him, Eriec followed
Btellth‘i)!dy. Then suddenly Von Ecke
v_a.nlinh , eeemingly swallowed up in the
night.

A few steps brought Eric to a breach
in the wall. He stood listening with
straining ears. Somewhere to his right,
on the other side of the wall, came a
faint rustling. Silently the boy slipped *
through the breach. He found himself
standing amidst long-tufted grass and
gaunt shrubs,

Again he listened. The rustling was
growing fainter, moving towards the
black bulk of the house. Eric started in
pursuit, pausing every few yards to
make certain that he was not getting too
close to the man ahead.

Then suddenly the rustling ceased.
Eric paused, holding his breath. There
came the faint crunch of gravel.

Moving forward, Eric found himself
on the edge of a drive. A few yards
ahoad loomed the house. A chink of
light came from a front window on the
ground floor, a chink which grew larger
then faded again as the dark ecurtain
bellied in the breeze. The window was
open from the bottom, and, peering
through narrowed eyes, Eric made out
the dark form of Von Ecke erouched in
the shadows below the window.

The boy stood motionless, watching.
e felt curious as to what Von Ecke's
mission was at this house. .

Slowly Von Ecke rose to his feel.
His fingers gripped the bellying curtain.
Eric had a momentary vision of the
interior of the room.

A grey-haired, be-ribboned officer was
seated at a table, poring over a cha:t
or map. Leaning forward, on each side
of him, were two men wearing field
officers’ uniform. In front of a fire
which blazed " and crackled on a low
hearth stood two men in eivilian dress.

One, tall and rse of figure, was
wearing a heavy fur coat.
Kauterfauld !

The whole thing was over in an
instant. As Von Ecke gripped the
curtain, the grey-haired officer looked up
sharply. He must have seen Von Ecke's
fingers, for he pushed back his chair.

ang | . &

Von Ecke's gun belched blood-red
flame, Eric saw the tall, sparse figure of
Kauterfauld cluteh wildly at the empt
air, spin round, then the curtain dro
back into place, and Von Ecke was
running, running straight towards where
Eric stood ! '

Jacques Avenged !

HE boy stepped from the dark
shadow of the bushes full in the
path of Von Ecke.

“Out of the way, you hound!”
snarled the German, and his gun
whipped up. |
_ Simultaneously, as the weapon roared
into life, Fric flyng himself forward.
An agonising pain shot through his
wounded shoulder as his arms wrapped
themselves tenaciously round the
murderer’'s knees,

It was a perfect Rugby tackle, and
Von Ecke crashed face foremost to the
ground. He struggled to rise, but Eric
was on him, his gun pressed against the
man's temple.

“Ono move, and you're dead!” Erio
said gratingly.

Officers and men were pouring from
the building, and in a moment Eric and
his captive were surrounded. Rough
hands seized Von Ecke, and he was
pulled, cursing, to his feet.

“Take him to General Sultzerhayne!”
said an authoritative voice harshly.

A field officer step up to Erie.

“The general will thank you for
capturing that man!” he said grimly,
“ Kauterfauld is dead!”

‘He pavsed, then added sharply:

‘How did you corme to be here?”

“1 am Leutnant Von Fahl, in the
service of Kauterfanld!” replied Eric
curtly. “I was on my way here when
the man ran into me after firing tho
shot 1"

“You saw the shot fired?”

L YEE !Jl

“Then come with me, please!”

The officer led the way into the
building and to the room where the
tragedy had occurred. Erie followed.

The grey-haired General Sultzerhayne
was seated at the table. The body of
Kauterfauld lay where it had fallen.
Four officers were standing behind the
goueral and facing Von ¢, who was
strongly guarded tﬁ six armed scldiers,

Eric paused in the doorway with his
companion. General Sultzerhayne was
addressing Von Ecke,

“What was your molive in com-
mitting this murder?” he asked.

“Becausec he broke me, like he's
broken others!” shouted Von Ecke,
“What was I—all of us—but miserablo

wns in the game he played! Curse

im, the foul—"

“Silence ! thundered Sultzerhayne.

He turned to one of his officers and
spoke a few words in & low tone. Then,
addressing Von Ecke, he said harshly :

“It 1s not necessary to give you a trial
by court martial! You will be shot!”

“No! No! Not that!” screamed Von
Ecke. " Listen, I'll tell the truth—I'll
tell the truth for my life—"

Sultzerhayne leaned forward across
the table.

“What have you got fo say?” he
asked coldly. ,

“I'm not the only one in this!”
babbled Von Ecke. “I—I—it was
arranged by Zwirnfaden of Konigsberg !

Zwirnfaden of the Strasse die
Ubertrag!" _

“Who 1s this Zwirnfaden?” rapped
Sultzerhayne, e

“He is one of the leaders of the
Soldiers’ and Workmen's Counecil ! His
brother was shot by order of the Kauter-
fauld, and——"' :

‘““Are you a member of this Soldiers
and Workmen's Council !’ asked Sultzer-
hayne quietly, |

“I—I joined them after Kauterfauld
broke me!” babbled Von Ecke. “They
—they plot to overthrow the Junkers.
K:lut-a #“Id was first! There are more,
m o m——

- Bultzerhayne yvaved his hand,



“Take him away !” be ordered coldly, “Sece that senteiice
i3 carried out withcut delay !

_Eric stepped back into the passageway as the struggling
Von Ecke was hurried towards the door in the midst of his
puards, He had no wish to meet the man face to face. The
{iulgldufﬁcer who had accompanied him to the room remained
1iside.

It was the boy's opportunity. A few quick steps took him
{1 the door. He stepped out on to the drive. Somecone
called after him. The next instant he had merged with the

Iuséillms and was running rapidly towards the breach in the
Wwiall,

-lu-lq—

Through at Last!

UDDY, torn, and dishevelled, Eric reached the net-

M work of German trenches three hours later. He

had progressed somctimes cautiously, sometimes

boldly. Kauterfuld was dead, and by now Von

Ilcke would be dead. Well, a few minutes from now and his
own fate would be settled.

Ho walked stumblingly along a communication trench.
(irey-coated and helmeted men stood rigid, ghostly in the
dlarkness. Wheehng searchlight beams gave the semblance
of silver to the tangles of barbed wire which fronted the
irenches,
~And over all sounded the scream and crash of hurtling
-hells and the thunder of heavy guns.

Eric halted by a bearded sergeant end placed his lipe to
the man's ear.

“The wire's broken out there!”

‘The sergeant stared at him, shaking his head.

*“It is, you fool 1"

Then, having thus given some motive for his action, Eric
 lsmbered up the parapet and slid forward into the night.
i{o thrilled as he realired that across those yards of shell-
wwept No Man's Land lay the British trenches and safety.

Foot by foot the young Britisher commenced to crawl
forward., The wire loomed in front of him, and he swung
oif to the right. Inch by inch, foot by foot, he grovelled his
way forward, now lying still and inert whilst a searchlight
ieam fastened on him, then passed off into the night. Onece
o shell, falling short, spewed carth and blood-red flame
~vywards within ten yards of him. 'The scorching blast of
”'Hi: high - explosive rolled aim over, winded and deathly
FLOK. -

But Eric pulled himsell together and erawled on. Ahead
of him he hoard subdued voices A few fcet closer, and they
cawme more clearly to his ears.

(iood, honest, English voices. He was through !

He called softly, for he knew he dare not move till he had
made his presence known,

“I am Euglish ! he called guietly. “ Euglish—English !”

I]l.rn:: repeated the words, and there came a husky voice in
reply :

“Come on, then!”

A minute later he dropped over the parapet into the
Pritish trenches. Hands seized him, nucf a TIDH.I'HE voice
vaid, with a rumble of langhter :

“Jumpin’ Jehosophat, if it ain’t a blinkin' Jerry callin’
Irimself an Englishman! Thalt's th’ second to-night! Ought
(o be ashamed of himself |
~ “The second ¥’ repeated Erie sharply.

“Ay, th' other one called himself Beverley! Reckoned
hha was o blinkin® sergeant! Said he had a pal followin'
lim. That's vou, I s'pose! Come on, you'd better eee the
officer 1"

“Yes, as quick as you can !” veplied Erie. “The Boche are
attacking at dawn. I've got news for him !”

- [ L] Ll - L L

And a month later, in the dreary prison camp of Ingol-
staat, the four members of the Escape Commitieo sat round
the table in their room. The major was reading a letter
which had just come in with the mail.

With a twinkle in his eye he handed it to his companious,
It was as follows:

“Denr Major,—It was with great regret ithat I heard yon
were a prisoner. I got ithe news when I was passing through
London. 1 met vour brother, who, with your father, is
making most wounderful plans {o welcome you on your
return.

“Good luck to you,—Yours sincerely,

) i EBIC'"

“Interesting !” grinned Carstairs. “But 1 don’'t under-
stand, srl”?

“It is from Milvain,” replied the major. “The loetter itself
is meaningless, but if you take every seventh word after the
words ‘ Dear Major’ vou will get bhis message to us!”

TIHE END.
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They can't win matches up at Bedwell Park ;
the Storrydene Villa eleven wants gingering
up. And then comes Tiny Scannan—Tiny
weighing umpteen stone, standing over six
feet two in his socks, and with fists like legs
of mutton. He soon becomss known as the

MAN OF IRON. Certainly, the methods he
employs to put ginger into the Storrydene
team, carry  weight behind them—eighteen
stone of brawn and muscle and unlimited
“nerve  to be precise. Read about this He-
man in the wonderful story of football and
adventure which starts in

- NEXT WEEK'S ISSUE OF THE

“MAGNET.”
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has to be told about the football

clubss in the Third Divisions of the

League, Mostly for them it 1s one
long struggle against adversily, and to
keep their bank account so that it
doesn’t get too far on the wrong side.

The managers of theso Third Division
clubs don't sit up at nighis wondering
whether this or l]lmt player is worth five
or =ix thousand pounds. No regord
chegues ere ever written by these sides.
Rather are they min]n:llud, [rom time to
titoe, to sell their best players in order
to keep the wolf from the door, as il
WEeTe.

Siill, to their eredit be it said, they
jor merrily  olong, scarcely ever
grivtnbling, and nearly always ehirpy.
This certainly applies to Norwich City.
It %'t because they are cliurpy thal they
arc conslantly referred to as the
Canaries, but they do juel love to live
up to their name. They gel a nasty
knock one week, bul they come up smil.
ing and chirping jusl as merrily as ever,
aud when things go specially well, they
just burst into song.

Behind Closed Doors!

Lelhind Norwich City there are no long
records of honours won in eilher Cup or
League. Occasionally, however, they
have done surprisingly well in the knock-

I’i‘ isn't always a cheerful story which
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Campbell, McQras.

A HAPPY FAMILY!

out competition, and they have had an
experience which is only shared by one
other club. This experience didn't add
any money to their store, because it was
@ Third Round Cup-tie, played without
any spectators being present oun tho
ground. No money was taken at the
turnstiles—not a cent.

The circumstances are worth recalling.
In 1915 there was a bit of a war on, as
vou know., The footballors were still
trying to carry on, In the Third Round
of the C'up that year Bradford City and
Norwich City were drawn logether.
Twice they played without arriving at a
definite conclusion. A third mateh had
to be arranged.

It was then felt that it would be a
mistake to allow pcople to leave their
war work to see a mid-week football
game, so the authorities ordered that the
match should be played at Lincoln, and
that the gates should not be opened io
the spectators. “We don’'t get much
money at some of our games even in
these days,” said an official of the club
the other day, “but we generally gef
mote than we did from that unique Cup-
tie.”

Norwich Canaries!

Thero was a time during the present
season when Norwich were singing a
most cheering song; you know the sort
that seems likely to burst the throat ot

e

.

AReading from left to right, photo shows : Back row : Lamb, Hannah, Dennnington, MolLaverty,
Front row : Porter, Robinson, Moule, Crockiord, Slicer, Pambleton.
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This Weer:

Norwich City
F.C.

The chirpy Canaries of the
Third Division (Southern
Section.)
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the canary. They were right bang at
the top of the Southern Third Division,
They couldn’t keep there; mnobody ex-
pected them to do it, becanse they have
to jog on with & minimum of reserve
players, and when injuries come the side
suffers so far as results go. But they just
don't worry., Now I am going to tell
vou about the Canaries of to-day. But
I didn’t tell yon why they are called
Canaries, did 1?7 Well, you ought to
know that Norfolk is a great place for
canaries, and, being true to their
county, the Norwich City players arc
attired in bright vellow jerseys, so that
they look like canaries on the field.

When Norwich want players they have
to look for them necar home. One of tho
finds is goalkecper Charles Dennington;
who stepped out of junior football at
Beccles into the limelight of Norwich
City. He has a mid-weck hebby. If is
fishing. By way of a change from
luring fish into his net in mid-weck, he
stops shots from going into his net ar
the week.ond. A fine tall fellow, six fect

and a bit.

A Nice Tribute!

Experiments have to be made continu-
ally with the limited staff at the disposal
of the club. Joe Hannah, now playing
at right full-back, was originally a
contre-forward, He scored quite a lot
of gpoals in breezy
style in his early
days, but that 13 not
surprising, because he
comes [rom Shering-
ham, and it is apt to
be breezy there at
{imes.

His full-back part-
ner 18 Archie Camp-
bell, who gives just
a Scottish flavour to

this bright team.’
Born at Glasgow, he
was brought to

lingland to play for
the Derby County
club, but they did not
think he was develop-
o ing quite fast enough
for them, so three
vears or 50 ago they
ave him a free trans-
er. And Norwich
snapped him up. Hae
cost them nothing,
There 15 also a
former Derby County
player in the City
half-back line,
Bernard MeLaverty,
who plays on the
left flank, Beveral
vears back Fanny
Walden, who used to
play for th e Spurs,
declared that this
left-half was one of
the biggest problems
he had run up against.
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That woas a piee little tribute. During
the present season Derby County, recon-
stracting their team, thought they could
dJdo without Bernard. so Norwich, having
liadd other good players from Duerby,
signed on this left-half. He has dom:
them o lot of good, too, for he 1s a real
foort b Hl_-l'.

Breaker~up and Maker~up, too!

The veteran of the side, but still young
cnough to chirp, is Alired Pembleion,
the right-half, He has seen a lot ot
service—with Notts County, of which
sidde hie was at one time the skipper, if I
remember aright, and later with Alill-
wall. He is a fine breaker-up of for-
wards, but a skilled maker-up when he
is away from the football ground, being
a mechanie.

Lamb, a voung player who has been
with Stockport County, 18 sometimes in
the half-back line, but a more regular
plaver is MeGrae, who did not miss one
mnatch during the whole of last scason.
He comes from the place where they
makae centre - forwards — Tranmere
Rovers. You remember that it was this
club which produced Dixie Dean, and
more recently Waring, for whom Aston
Villa paid a big price.

The forward line contains several
plavers of experience, and in the centre
there is a man who must hold the record
for the number of clubs with which he
has plaved—Harold Crockford. Here 1=
a little list of the elubs for which Crock-
ford has plaved since he was brought out
by Fulham—Exeter City, Port Vale,
Chesterfield, Gillingham, Walzall, and
Accrington. He is a dasher down the
middle, and to provide him with open-
ings are two experienced inside wing
men in Arthur Moule, on the right,
and Leslie Robinson, on the left. Both
these men have been with West Ham,
but Moule actually arrived at Norwich
via Millwall. What a faney the Canaries
have for lions—strange, but true,
Robinson was first engaged in scoring
eronle for an electricity works team, and
he still electrifies the Norwich supporters
it tnnes,

A Credit to His Calling!

For outside-left there is a player with
a2 name which is entirely wrong. It 1s
John Slicer. When he cuts in from the
wing, however, he shoots straight—and
without slicing them. He is one of the
many newcomners 1o the side, having
been secured from Huddersfigld Town,

for whiech elub he scored two coal= on
s very first appearance. lFor ontside-
right there 15 Morter. =céured from
Reading, a little fellow, but none the loss
chirpy for all that.

Whatever Norwich lack in the way of
fintancial resources. they are well hlessed
i having one of the cutest managers in

the game to contyol and tuF-h the
plavers.  This is Mye. Ceeil Bertram
Potter. Away back in 1911 he plaved

for Ipswich, but at the age of twenty-
two he went to Norwich, and later
signed on for them as a professional.

During the War, when e waz on
lecave, he turned out for Totténham
Holspur and Hull City, and then startod
in & managerial capacity at Hartlepools,
Later, he went to Derby to manage
there, and then had a spell at Hudders-
field. And if you have read tho story
of the Norwich City plavers carefnlly
vou will understand why Huddersfield
and Derby are places where Norwich
have found rveernits of value. Tt is said
of Mr. Potter that he never forgoets a
player he has seen once. And he knows
how to make the most of-the men who
como into his expert hands at “'The
Nost,”

« A Homely Ground !

A couple of years or so ago there was
a suggestion that the elub should move
to a new ground in a different part of
the cityv—adjoining a road with =
peculiar name—Unthank. It may he
that in the future some such move will
be made, but meantime the * Nesg " 1=
considered a cosy little place.

It is a little ground, as compared with
Wembley or even Stamford DBridege, but
generally speaking it serves its purpose,
tor they don’t get big gates at Norwicl.
However, there is a homely touch abouy
the ground, and the spectators who
attend there regularly are in closie touch
with the plavers.

Ten thousand people is a big erowd
for Norwich, but what the elub may lark
in the number of followers i1s certainly
macde up for in enthusiasm. And one of
these days, with such a ecute manager,
we may find Norwich aspiring to an
oven higher class of !untlmll;. Earlier 1
the present season they did very well
indeed ; if 1 remember rightly they were
once at the top of their League. Dot it's
hard work staving there with such w
sinall staff—and tho staff has to be small
becanse the purse isn’t bulky.

THE RETURN OF THE REBELS !

(Cantinued from page 22.)
hrought about the reinstatement of Mry.
Quelch,  Still, he was reinstated, and
that was the mmportant point.

Mr. Queleh walked back 1o Greviviars
with his Form, and it was qumile a fri-
umphal march.

A erowd of Groylriavs fellows gaihered
1o sec them march in at the gates.

“ Now for the hckings ! said Coker ol
the Fifth,

But Coker was mistaken, There wore
no lwkings,  Only Skinner & Co.--who
hadd gone back a little too cnrlv-—lad
been heked. Dot noboedy had any sym-
pathy to waste on Skinner & Co. on that
néconnt,

Me. Queleh went in imnmediately o see
the Head.

A little later the two gentlemen were
scen walking in the quadrangle together,
ovidently on the best of terms: and all
Greyiriars eonld see that the trouble,
whatever it had been, was over. Both
of them shook hands very ferventlv with
Colonel Wharton, when that gentleman

took his leave. -
Later, Mr. Queleh had an interview
with Skinner. He suspected very

strongly that Skinner had not acted in-
advertently or innocently in placing that
paper in the hands of his headmaster.
But Skinner affected eomplete ignor-
ance, and Mr., Queléh dismissed him af
last, unpunished, giving him the benefit
of the doubt.

But Skinner did not long remain nun-
punished. The Remove did not give
him the benefit of the doubt, for there
was no doubt in their minds.

The Remove gave him the ragging ol
his life.

For two or three days aflter the return
to Greyiriars, Skinner had more aches
and pains than he could have connted,
and 1t was borne in upon his mind once
Imnl:iz that the way of the transgressor is
iard,

At the temvorary home of the
Remove, where once a gilt-lettered
hoard had displayed the legend: * High
(Oaks School,” there wus now an cstate
agent's  board, announcing: “This
Valuable Building Land for Sale.”

And so ended the rebellion of the
Greyfriars Remove,

(There will be another topping story
af Harry Wharton & Co. in nexd week's
MaeNer, chums, entitled: “BLACK
MAGIC ! Make sure of recading it by
orvdering gour copy well in advance,)
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PLENDID BASSETT-LOWKE ccale
- . Kitted . with’ :
and -stop levers, and - beautifully finished in a
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A few of the BASSETT.
LOWKE

. gceessories  illus-
fratcd in the Trein Beok,

SIX LENGTHS RAIL
™ [(etraight or curved)
80 coupons.

ACUTE ANGLE
CROSSINGS
110 coupons.
POINTS FOR CURVES

150 coupons.

COAL OFFICE
154 ccuponas.

TWO-ARM BRACKET
SIGNAL
187 coupons.

L.N.E.R. FIRST-CLASS
COACH OR BRAKE

- e w210 coupons, .

ALL GIFTS POST FREE
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Retails- at 28/-.

Write for the Free TraigmBook. It contains full particulars of Bassett-Lowke and
Bing free model railway systems. including every necessary accessory. Send also
for the B.D.V. Gift Book, K worth 5 -coupons, It contains 197 splendid gifts.

["ost C'oupons ta GO DIFREY PHILLIPS Ltd. (Gift Dept. Mag.},.54, White Lion ot., E.1,
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C 1

Y just like hand made”
10 for 6d., 20 for 11id. Plain or CORK Tips.
(COUPONS ALSO IN EVERY PACKET OF B.D.V. TOBACCO, 11d. PER 0Z.)
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