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ANOTHER ROUSING SCHOOL YARN. FEATURING OTTO

T GREYFRIAPS
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Bab stirred in-
dustriously.

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Bunter Does Not Want Any !

ND ink—-"
“Yes, rather!”
“And gum 7

* What-ho!"

“And soot

“Ha, ha, hal”

Five Remorve fellows in Study No. 1
wore busy.

Their ocenpation was unusual; not to
say extraordmary.

On the study table stood a large
howl. Bob Cherry, with a big wooden
ladle in his hand, was stirring.

The pther fcllows were adding to the
contents of the bowl.

Any fellow glancing into Study No. 1
m the Remove might have fancied that
the Famous Five were mixing a pud-
ding. But a sccond glance would have
told that the ingredients the juniors
were using could scarcely have resulted
in anything of an edible nature.

Bob Cherry poured in ink. Frank
Nugent empticd a bottle of gum.
Harry Wharton added ashes. Hurree
Singh scraped out a remmant of dust
from the coal-locker. Johnny Bull
hooked out soot from the study chimney.
And all these things, added ‘together,
made a mixture that did not, in the
remotest degree, resemble a pudding.
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There was
lubricating o1l
in the mnxture,
and solution 1n-
tended for the
repair of pune-
tures. There was
red ink as well
as black ink, and
there was mdeli-
ble marking-ink.
Altogether, the mixture was. a fearsonre
one.

“Anything more?’ asked Daob, look-
ing round.

“1 fancy that's enough,” said IHarvy
Wharton, laughing. “I1f Yan Tromp
oets that lot on his napper, T am sure
hae will think =o0.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Well, the more the merrier,”” said
Bob, stirrmg away. ‘' May as well be
hung for a sheep as a lamb.”

“There’'ll be a fearful row!”
marked Nugent.

“There will—when Van Tromp gets
this!” agrecd Bob. “I fanecy his voice
will be heard all over the House.”

“The rowfulness will be terrifie,”
chuckled Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

“What's the odds?” said Johnny
Bull. “The brute is going for us any-
how—and 1t won’t make 1t any worse
if we get our own back a little.”

“1 say, you fellows!”

The study door opened, and Billy
Bunter blinked in through his big
spectaeles.

“Buzz off, Bunter!” said Wharton.

But Billy Bunter seemed interested.
He blinked at the bowl, at which Bob
was stirring.

“I say, you fellows, if you're making
& pudding, I'll help!’ said Bunter.
“Are you fgning to get the cook to boil
it for you?”
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WAR DECLARED AT GREYFRIARS.

One in the eye for the tyrant Head.
“No Surrender!”

Schoolboys.

“Ha, ha, hal”

“ But you can’t beotl it in the study,”
sn;dTE_-uuterh =

“This pudding isn't going te be
cooked ! chuckled Bob. *“This kind of
pudding doesn’t need coocking.”

“Oh, rcally, Cherry! That's rot!”
said Bunter. *“You ean’t cat a pudding
ra:cfi . E‘uu Iiggﬁ*.” _ :

i1s pudding 1sut fer us!” eheo
R p g chortled

Blilfutm- stared.

“Xou'ro making a pudding for some-
bady else?™ he ejaculated. .

“Just that !’

“Well, you must be an ass!” said
Bunter. “Of all the fatheads—unless,”
he added, “you’'re making it for me?l
Is it for mec, old chap?”’

“You can have some, if you like,”
satd Bob. “We're making it for Van
Tremp of the Sizth; but you can have
as much as yon like.”

“Ha, ha, hal

Billy Bunter loeked puzzled.

Fromi where he stood, at the door-
way, the shortmess of his vision pre-
vented him from discerning the weird
contents of the big howl. He took it for
granted that Bob was stirring a pud-
ding.

“ Blessed if I see anything to cackle
at,” said Bunter. “J¥ say, you fellows,
you must be asses to make a pudding
for that bullying heast Van Tromp.
He’s been a worse beast than ever
since his uncle became headmaster.
Why, I've heard that you've got to ge
to his study for a licking, Wharton.”

“That’s so!” said Harry. “Only I'm
not going.””

“ Well, you've got to go,” zaid Bunter.
“If you den’t Van Tromp will come
here for you.”

That’s

“I know that!
You think you'll get off

what we
want.”
the licking. bv offering Van Tromp

“©h, T sce!
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—THE BULLY OF THE SIXTH AT GREYFRIARS!

that pudding—sucking up to him!" said
Bunter, disdainfully. “I can jolly well
tell you that 1t won't be any use. 1
~lon't suppose a Sixth IM'orm man cares
much about puddings.”

“He mayn't care for
arreed Wharton.

“*Ha, ha, ha!”’

““Now, look here, you fellows,” said
Dunter persuasively, “Let me give
yvou a word of advice! You'd better go
and take your licking, Wharton—you
can't stand up against the head prefect
of the school, especially when his
unele’s headmaster and backs him up
in everything. Old Locke isn’t head-
master now, you know, Go and take
your licking and get it over. And—
and you can let me have tho pudding.
Sce t”

“Ha, ha, ha!’ roared the I'amous
Five.

Billy Bunter had the appetite of a
cormorant, and he was not much more
particular than an ostrich in his diet.
But it was improbable that even Bunter
would have cared to eat that pudding.

“Like to tastc it first, old fat bean?”’
asked DBob.

“Certainly, old chap. It's a good
idea to taste a pudding as you go
along,”’ said Bunter. “ You make sure
that way, you know, that you've got
it right. Plenty of sugar in 1t7"

“Well, taste and see,”” said Bob., *I
don’t think it’s very sweet; but you

this one!"

This issue contains another
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can tell me if you taste it. I'll get you

some on the ladle.”
“Right-ho!” said Bunter. _
He rolled forward eagerly. In his
mind’s eye, Bunter saw a pudding rich
with sugar and stacked with plums,
which was attractive in an uncocoked
state, at least to Bunter.

He opened his capacious
wide.

Bob Cherry ladled out some of the
mixture, There was plenty of ink, but
go much soot had becen added, that the
mixture was of the consistency of a
thin paste.

“Here you are,
cheerily. _

Billy Bunter was short-sighted. But
as the ladlo camo out of the bowl,
loaded with that horrible mixture, even
the Owl of the Remove discerned that
something was amiss with the pudding.

He jumped back.
“Why—what——"" he gasped.
“Don’t you want to taste it?"’

mouth

Dunter!” he said,

“J—I say, what's it made of?”
gasped Bunter. “It looks jolly black
ﬂnd_!l

“That’s only the sootf.”

“Soot!” yelled Bunter.

“Yes—and the ink—-="

“Ink!” gasped Bunter.

“Yes. What have you shut your
silly mouth for? Do you want to taste
this pudding or don't you?”

“Beast!” gasped Dunter.

“Ha, ha, ha!l”

Billy Bunter gave the chums of the
Remove one enraged blink, and de-
parted from the study, slamming the
door afterr him. Apparently Bunter
did not want to taste the pudding after
all.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Wo shall want some more ink
this,” said Bob, “It's too sticky!

in

Cut

along to Toddy’s
gsome ink, Franky.”
“Right-ho!” said Frank Nugent.
He left Study No. 1, and came back
with a large bottle of ink. This, addcd
to the mixture, thinned it considerably,

“That's all right,” said Bob., “I
fancy that will do. Now we'd better
get it fixed up—Van Tromp will bLe
along pretty soon, if you don't turi
up in his study, Harry.”

“T'll fix it !"” said Wharton. “No necd
for you fellows to get into a row. You
clear off and lecave it to me."”

“Rot!” said Bob. “Sink or swimn
together !

“The sinkfulnesz or
togethorfully,”
the proper
Wharton !

The captain of the Nemove shook Lis
head.

“I'm booked for a row, anvhow,” he
said. “You fellows get out; but mind
that nobody comes to the study before
Van Tromp gets here. Pass the word
to the studies, and keep out of sight.”

“Blit—"" gaid Johnny Bull.

“My dear chap, leave it to me.”

And four members of the Co. left the
study, leaving Harry Wharton alone
thero., The ecaptain of the Remove
placed the door a few inches ajar.
Standing on a chair, he placed the tin
bowl on the top of the thick oak door,
resting lightly against the lintel.

Then he stepped down, took awayv the
chair, and went over to the windbw—to
wait ! All was ready now for the bully
of Greyfriars to come to the study, and

study and borrosr

the swimfulncess
Hurree Singh, “is
caper, my cstcemed

there was little doubt that whlien Van

“Sticky-back ” Photographs of
the English and Australian
Test Match Cricketers.

Tromp pushed open the door he wonlid
be sorry that he had come,

—

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Nothing Doing !

A R. QUELCIH, the master of .the
~FEl  Remove. frowned.

Wingat2 of the Sixth lookad
worried.

Wingate, the capiain of Greyfriars,
was in the Remove master’s study.
Both the Sixth-Former and the Forn
master were evidently in a troubled
frame of mind.

“1 hardly know, sir, whether I ouglit
to consult you, as I am no longer a
prefect,” said Wingate,  * But——""

“I am glad you have spoken, Win-
ecate,” said Mr. Quelch. “I must not,
of course, criticise the gentleman whom
the governing board have choscn to
take Dr. Locke’s place. But I must
say I was very surprised when the post
of head prefect was given to Van
Tromp—a new boy here.”

“I'm not complaining, of course, sit,”
said Wingate. “Mr. Brander must do
as he thinks best now that he is Head;
but it’s uscless for ms to speak to Van
Tromp. But I thought that a word from
you might have some cffect.”

“I doubt it,” sai’l Mr. Quelch. “Van
Tromp scems to be so puffed up with
concelt and self-importance, that I fear
that anything I might say would beo
uscless,”

“You are the best judge, of course,

3

sir, But
i'orm—->"

Mr, Quelch compressed his lipa,

“Quite so!” ho said.

“The junior has been told to go to
Van Trowp’s study for a caning,” sgid
Wingate. “I amn bound to say that it
is shcer tyranny—mere pcrsecnition
Tho junior has done notkine to be
pumished for, As I am no fr:-n;_-,-'er a
prefect I cannot irtervenc; but it gocs
against the grain to see an aksolutely
unjust punishment inflicted. As jyou
are the boy's Form master—"
Mr. Quoeleh rose from his chair.

n3 Wharton is in your

“You are right, Wingate! I am
bound to interveng,” Le said. “I will
at least question Van Tromp as to his
reasons for piinishing Wharton.”

“Tt may save trouble, sir—for 1

believe that Wharton does not intend to
obey tho order, and that—well, that will
bring the Head into the matter, and it
may mean a flogginzg.”

“1 quite understand,” said the Re-
move master. I will speak to Van
Tromp at once."”

Wingate. left the study, and Mr.
Queleh remained for some minuvtes mn
tionghit,

Matters had chenzed very much at
Creyfriars since Dr. Locke Lad left the
cld school in the hands oi the new
headmaster.

The good old Head was away now,
seriously iil, as the result of a mys-

terious attack made by zn unkunown

hand. And under Mv. Erander, his sue-
cezzor, Creyiriars was scething with
discontent,

Not only was the now Head eurt, but
dictatorial in his mannars to the stall,
in & way that every master at Croy-
friars rcsented de:::p{s'. That was bad
crough; but it was not the worst,

His nephaw, Van Tromp of the Sixth,
had been made head prefect in Win-
gate's place, end Mr, Brandcr barcked
Litzn up through thick and thin. This

Trim the photos with scis-
sors and stick them iIn
your album.

ledd to something like a reign of torror
in the Lower School, and to inicnse
resentment in the Upper Schooi. liven
to the masters Van Tromp did not
check his insclence; and Mr. Queich
disliked very much the idea of an infer-
view with him.

Pt e folt that it was his duty; and
le left his study at last and made his
way to the Sixth Form passage, wheee
he knocked at Van Tromp's door.

“Come in, you voung rascal!”

Mr. Quelcli coloured az he received
that unexpected greeting,

He opened the door and entered.

Oito van Tromp was standing by tho
table, from which ke kad picked up &
canc. FHe starcd at the Form masier,
aud leid tho cane down again.

“Oh! 1 thought 1t was Wharien
he said.

“Indeed !” said Me, Quelch ieily.

Van Trorap had looked confused for
a moment. BDBut he recovered himself
very quickly.

“Do vyou want anvihinz, sivi
asked carelessly.

“It was upon the suicoct of Wharton
that I came to speak to you, Van
Tromp.”

“Realiy " Sixthe-
Uormer,
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“I understand that you have told the
boy to come 1o your study for a

Caniine,

“Yes; I'm eypecling him now. Ile
13 late,”
“May I o<k why he is to be

pumshed 27

“That wouldu't inifercst you, sir.”

“On the contrary, it interests me very
much, as Wharton's I'orm master ! said
My, Oneleh sharply.

“ITns Wharton azked you to inter-
[ecve " asked Van Tromp, with a snecr.

“T'he boy has not spoken to me; I
have leairned the inatter from auwothor
sourece., As Wharlon's Form master, I
desirn to know why he 13 to lo
puniched.”™

Van Tromp shrogaed his shoulders.

“1 hardly cave to disrnss the matter,
sir,” ho answered. ‘‘Myr. Brander has
appointed mo {o a position of authovrity,
and 1t 15 my duty to maintain disciphine
armmong the juniors. Wharton had been
incolent, and I am going fo cune him.
‘Uhat is all.,”

“What has he done?”

“I've said that I don’t eare to discnss
the matrer,” sgaid Van Tromp coolly.
“If you are nat satisfied, sir, vou are
at liberty 1o speak to the headmastor
on the subjcet.”

My, Quelch breathed haird throsgh his
nosn,

There was a short silence, and {le
mocking erin on Van Tromp’s face did

not have a calming cflcet on M.
Quelch.
“Very well,” he said at last. “Please

comoe with me to the headmaster, and
thhe matter shall be placed before him.”

“Pleased I yawned Van Tromp.

AMr. Quelch whisked out of the study,
lits face very pink, Otto van Tromp
lonnged after hum,

Ho grinncd as he went. He was quite
aware how much support the indignant
Form master was likely to receive from
tho new Ifead.

They arrived together at the Head’s
study, the study that Mr. Quelch had
spent many pleasant hours in, when it
\Was tunanted[ by Dr. Lecke., Since the
new Head had been appointed, how-
cver, Mr. Quelch had never entered that
stndy except when it was unavoidablo.

Mr. Brander, seated at Dr. Lecke's oid
desk, glanced up irvitably. But his face
cleared at the sight of his nephew.

Hard and unfeeling as the tyrant of
(ireyfriars was, ho scemied to have one
soft spot in hLis hecart, and his nephew
lilled 1t.

“What is it, Otto?” he asked.

IIo hardly glanced at the Remove
1iaster,

Van Tromp smiled.

“Mr, Quelch has a complaint to make
of me, mele,” he said,

The new Head frowned,

“*Indeed!” he rapped. “You may
speak, Mr. Qucleh, but kindly be briet.”

AMr. Queleh grew almost pnrple with
voxaotion. Until his present experienco
he would never have deeameoed that any
headmaster could speak to a 1orm
imaster in that manner.

" Really, Mr. Brander——" he casped.

“My time is of value, gir!” cnapped
AMr., Brander. “I have much to do.
The late headmaster appears to have
left the affairs of the schiool in eon-
ﬁitlt?l'i.‘.'.h!ﬂ confusion, and the labour falls
aon nie,”

“I was eite unaware of anything of
{he kind, sir——"'

*“It is not a matter for yon to troublo
ahont, Mr., Queleh. Kindly keep to the
hosine-3 in hand v

My, theleh almoz=t choled.

“Very well, sic! T will do 0! I

Tie Micxer Lasnany.—No, 1.171,

wiil certainly do so! Van Tromp pro-
poses to punish a boy of my Form, and
cleelines to give any reason to me for
0 doing. 'That, 1 nresume, does not
meet with your arproval.”

“You are cntively mustaken, Mr,
Queleh,”  said the new Head coldly.
“My conlidence in my nephew is com-
}:[ut{:&. I sco no reason whatever for
um to explain to you.”

“Sir!” gasped Mr, Quelch.

The cold, icy eyes in the fat face of
tlie headmaster lixed on Mr, Quelch
freezingly.

“You do not seem quite to understand
your position in this school, My
Quelch,” <aid the new Head. 1
require implicit obedience from every
member of my staff. When I appoint
n prefect, I requive the members of my
staff to give that prefect every support
nud assistance in carrying out his
duties, Any gentleman who does not
care to give mie the implicit support I
require, 13 at liberty to hand in his
resiznation,”

Mr., Quelch ehoked again.

“I trust I make myself clear!" said

AMr. Brander.

“Yes, :iri” wgasped Mr. Qneleh.
“Quite clear! Yery clear indeed, gir!”

“Very goorl,” zaid Mr. Brander. “I
repeat that I have every confidence in
my ncpliew.,  Nevertheless, you may
state, 1n my presence, Otto, for what
reason yon have decided to punish a

Remove bay.”
zald Van

“Wharton
Tromp.

“1 have not the slightest doubt of
it,” said MNr. Drander. “IIe 13 the
most wunruly boy at Greyfriars, 1
believe.”

“Really, sivr——" gasped Mr. Quelch.
“I1f Van Tromp can make no more
definite statement than that :

“The boy was ordered to come to my
study at six o’cloek,” said Van Tromp.

inzolen

was Rt

“It is now half-past six, and he has

not come. It will be necessary for me
to go to the Remove passage to deal
with him, Deon’t you call that inso-
lence, Mr. Qnelch 1”

“Certainly—if there exists any reazon
for Ennishmg the bay,” said Mr.
QILEJI,E' . “DBut I have heard no reason
yet.

“Mr. Quelch! Do you uphold a
junior boy in dizobeying the commands
of a Sixth-Form prefect?” exclaimed
AMr. Brander.

“Certainly not. But in this case——"

“Enough, sir!” Mr, Brander rose
from the desk, and picked up a ecanec.
“You say that Wharton was ordered
lo come to vour study at six, Otto ?”

“Yes, uncle.”

“And he has not come?”

“He has not.”

“Then I will deal with him person-
ally,” said Alr. Brander, “and I have
no donbt that when I have dealt with
him, he will regret that he was not
dealt with by yon.”

And Mr. Brander, taking no further
notice of the Remove master, walked
out of the study, cang in hand.

AMr. Quelch breathed hard and deep.

““Aro you =aticfied now, sir?” drawled
Van Tromp.

Mr. Queich did not answer him. Ile
rustled away, breathless with indigna-
tion, leaving the bhully of the Sixth
grinming.  His intervention had made
matters worse, inslead of better, for
Wharton.

AMy. Brander, cane in hand, was on
his way to Study No. 1 in the Remove.
A sarprise was awaiting him there.

My, Brander had said Wharton would
regret being dealt with by him instead
of Van.Tromp. But really it looked as
though the Head would be the one to
roeeref it !

THE MAGNET

THE THIRD CHAFTER.
The Wrong Man !

ARRY \WHARTON
rather quckly.
He could hear a rapid and
heavy step approaching the
door of Study No. 1 from the siairs.

He had no doubt that it was Van
Tromp.

Word had Dbeen passed along the
Remove studies, and no fellow 1n the
IForm was likely to push open the door
of No. l—where the booby-trap was
in_readiness for the bully of the Sixih.

Wharton - waited, quietly.

It was a scrious enough matter to
catch a Sixth Form prefect in such u
trap; and Wharton was well awnre of
it. But he was booked for trouble with
the bully of the Sixth anyhow. Van
Tromp had a very heavy *down” on
the I'amous Five; and since his uncle
had become headmaster, he had made
no attempt to restrain his malice
lowards the cheery Co. And as they
were for it anyway, the chums of
tho Remove had not been long in
coming to the conclusion that they might
a3 well hit back.

So Wharton waited coolly, while the
footsteps approached the door from the
Remove staircaso.

The large tin howl was nicely
balanced on the tn¥ of the door; whence
it must infallibly fall upon anyone who
pushed the door open from outside.
Van Tromp was not a fellow to tap and
pauze; when he entered a junior study,
his way was to throw the door rudefy
open and stride in. Wharton waited—
wafching—with bated breath.

. The footsteps reached the door, and
1t was pushed open roughly from out-

bicathed

sido.

Crash!

Splash !

“Yurrrrrggghhh 1

The bowl containing the awful

mixture descended, fairly on the head of
the newcomer,

A gnspinF, sputtering, choking yell
burst from him.

He stood in the doorway, streaming
with the mixture, gasping, stuttering,
gurgling. Ink and gum and soot and
other things clothed him like a gar-
ment,

“Oh crumbe!” stammered Wharton,

He gazed at the blackened, streaming
figure 1n horror.

;t was not Van Tromp!

‘Oh scissors! The Head!”

“Oh! OQocooch! Ooocoooch!” splut-
tered Mr. Brander. “Wow—woocogh!
Ooococh !

“ ?}h' T E

“Grooogh ug-gug-ug-g!  What—
what—— Oh! Oooooch I‘g

Wharton could only gaze at Lim.

From other studies up the passage
came a sound of subdued chuckling.
Other fellows had heard the gurgling
and gasping, and no doubt they sup-
posed that it proceeded from the hulfy
of the Sixth. They were all keeping
carefully out of sight in the studics,

“Gooooooogh !” gurgled Mr. Brander.
“Qoooooogh !

e had dropped his cane. He tried
to gouge the fearful mixture out of his
eyes, which were swamped with it, as
well as his nose and mouth. He elcared
his vision a little, and glared into the
study—at the startled face of the cap-
tain of the Remove,

“Boy !” he roared.

“Oh |” gasped Wharton.

“Did—did you do this?” bhawled Mr,
Drander,

Ve I—I—I"‘-——"

“ Apswer me!”

“I—I—I never expected yon, sir!”
gasped Wharion. “I—I never dreamed
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you were comping, sir! I—it wasn't

mecant for vou, sir!”

“Grooogh! QOoooosk! You young
rascal— Wooonoch! I am blinded—
choked ! Ach, ach! You shall be

flogged—expelled—"

“J—I never meant it for yon——

“For whom did you lay this disgust-
ing trap?” bellowed Mr. Drander.

“For Van Tremp, siv!” gasped
Harry.

“ For my nephew 7"

“Ye-e-c3.” _

Mr. Brander glared round him for
his cane.

A Dbetter-tempered gentleman than
Mr. Brander might have been excited,
in the cireumstances. But Brander was
in a towering and ferocious rage.

He spotted the cane lying on the floor,
in a sea of mixture, and grabbed it up,
and fairly rushed on Wharton.

He did not tell the junior to bend
over. He was too enraged for that. He
elnshed at him frantically with the cane.

“Oh erumbs!” gasped Wharton.

He threw up his arm to save his head,
and yelled with pain as he caught the
slash of the cane across it.

¥

1 i
|

The nest moment, he was dodging
round the study table. DMr. Brander
rushed after him, horrible mixture trick-
ling from him as he rushed.

The next slash of the cane barely
missed Wharton's back. He made a
wild leap for the doorway, and fled into
the passage.

“Stop!” yelled Mr. Brander.

Wharton did not stop.

Heo flow.

Mr. Brander seemed to have entirely
lost self-control in his rage; und he was
too dangcrouz at close quarters.

Wharton rushed up the passage; and
alter him came the new headmaster, his
inky, sooty gown streaming behind him,
his inky and sooty face aflame with fury.

FFellows in the studies heard the chase,
and chuckled. They still svpposed 1t
was Van Tromp who had caught the
booby-trap. One fellow was teo curious
to see what was going on, to rematn
in his study. That one was Billy
DBunter. Dunter stepped oiit of No. 7
with a grin on his fat face,

Unfortunately for Bunter, he stepped
out just as Wharton was tearing past
the door. There was a collision and a
crash,

“Yarooooh !” roared Bunter.

He went over headlong; and Whar-
ton left him strewn in the passage, as
he fled onward.

The next nstant Mr.
on him,

The headmaster had no time to stap;
he was going too strong for thal
Bunter sprawled fairly in his path, and
Mr., Brandcr stumbled over him and

Brander was

sprawled, toe. Ile came down crashing

on Bunter.

“Ow, ow,
moaned Duanter.

Mr. Brander staggered to lis feet,
leaving a considerable quantily of inix-
ture adhering to DBuntcr.

He gripped his cane, glaved down at
the sprawling Owl of the Remove, and
lashed out savagely.

Whack, whaek, whacelk!

“Yow-ow-ow !” roarcd Bunter.
“Yarooozgh! 1 say, it wasn't me—
Whoooop! Leave off! Yow-ow-ow!
I say Yarooop !”

Whael, whaek, whack !

Bunter squirmed and yelled wildly.

Leaving  him  squirming, Mz,
Brander resumed the pursumt. Dut he
had lost a few scconds; and a few
ceconds, were cnough for IHarry
Wharton. The captain of the Remove
had vanished; and Mr. Brander rooted
through the passage for him in vain.

He gave it up—perhaps, too, realisioz

ow! Wow! Ilclp!”

5

that 1n Lz proser: state, the sooner he
got out of tiic public view the bLetter.
He burried dowr the stairs.
“Bless my soal!™  Mir. Quelech met
him as he deseended, and stared at Lim
biﬁ.llk'j". “Who—what—what—"

Mr. Brandsr brushed roughly past

him, lcaving the Remove master star-
ing.
“Bless
fﬂiﬂ‘.i}’.
“IHa, ha, ral” roarcd Colior of the
Fifin, who wa3 at ti:o foot ol the stairs
aiking ta Potter ani

oy soull” said Mr, Quelch

case, (irccno,

L 11 0.

v at that! Who i3 it? What 13
e ey LR . | AR
1t Is it a blessed nigger, or a Chrisly
rinstrel [

The three IMifth-Formors staved at Mr.
Brander. Ho was scarccly recogunisable
in kis extraordinary state,

“It—it can't Lbe the Head!"™ gazped
Potter,

“Tho Iead1” repeated Coker. “0Oh
crumbs! Why, what—" Coker jumped
oxt of tne way, ss ti.o enraged mastor
lashed 2t hkim with tie cane. “Why,
vwhat—whe—whnarrer yvou moean?”

Mr. Drancdecr strode on, breathines
fury ard k. Coker stared after him
as bo vanished,

“W-w-was that tae ead?” ke ejacen-

ated.

“I faney sa!” gaid Crecoe. “"Whst
the titimp Las ka been doing 7

“Ho mede a iiak at me with thnat

cane i’ eaid Coker hotly, “If he thinks
I'm going to stand that, Le's misteken |
1'il jolly well tell him s0.”

“Paottop r.ot,” chucl!lal Pottoer.
B Y i -
4-' m i # -ﬁiillll--"' -. I""‘-rllllllll“_-?\."_]- 1-1?1-
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“Belier lkesp at o safe dist:::’m:e frou
him just now. He's not sale.

A door was heard to slam _
distanco. Mr. Brander had retired
from puhlic view—for the present! In
many parts of the House the sound :?t
laughter was heard, but in P_hu Remnliau
passage, as by the yellow Tiber of old,
there was tumult and affright,

in the

- —

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
The Heavy Hand !

oz 5711 gods!” said Bob Cherry,

“ E E lj"ljl:l dear ! sa:id Nugent.
~ “The oh-deariulness 1s truly
termific]”  groaned  llurrce

amcet Ram Singh.

Jd‘ﬁﬁiut did the silly old ass want to
ctick his silly head into it for?” de-
manded Johnny Bull. “lt was meant
for the silly young ass, not the silly old

e fcllows

1 say, you —_— -

o {l'Jlf ugmﬁ::;::urs I~ said Harry “;':hartun.
“What's gmnlg to h.ﬁ:&pcu now ?

“ Goadness knows 1™ ' N

" gnﬂrt;ethiﬂg lingering, with boiling
oil 1n it!” suggested Vernon-Smith.

“This isnt a laughing matter,
Smithy,” =atd Bob. ‘
gq}lf;gt it7”? said the Bounder. ‘1
thought old Bra.ﬂdﬂrt]?qlmﬂ quite funny

1 1 got a peep at hnm.
‘k‘rl}:}{?elih it wg:jn‘tpbe funny for the man
that caught him in the bnnby—tx_'aﬂz
¢a1d Skinner. “Which of you was it ¥

“It was I,” said Harry.

“Tt was all of us,” said Dob.

“The whole jolly family,” said Johnny
Dull “We've got to face the music to-
agether. After all, it was his own fault,
sticking his silly napper in where it
wasn't wanted.”

The Remove passago was crowded
with fellows, all discussing the exciting
happening and what was to follow. In
tiie doorway of Study No. 1 was a pool
of the fearsome mixture that had been
mixed for Van Tromp, and which his
uncle had so unfortunately bagged.
There were traces of it all along tho
passage, where Mr. DBrander had
trodden. |

Most ef tho juniors were horrified.
The Bounder was the only fellow who
scemed amused by the disaster.

Certainly, nobody in the Remove had
any sympathy to waste on Mr. Brander.
That did not trouble them at all. They
were thinkine of what was bound to
follow. ' _

Wharton had escaped the i1mmediate
wrath of the new Head; and he hoped
that Alr.. Brander would have ecalmed
down a little by tho time Le saw him

¥

agam. Dut obviously, there was going
ito be a terrific row, .
“It's a flogging at least!” said
Slkinner.
“The sack, more likely,” said Snoop.
“Both, I should =ay!” remarked
Hazeldene.

“¥You fellows setting up as Job’s com-
forters?” growled Johnny Bull.

"I say. you fellows, it’s bound to ho
the sack.” said Billy Bunter. “Yon
can take that from e, Wharton.”

“Taihead 1”

“Well 1t’s n cert, you know, and yon
may as woll make up your mind to it,”
nigued Bunter. “No good blinking the
tacts, I eay, old chap, as you're going
s be sacked, ean 1 have the armchair
i vour study ?”

“YWhat 7*

“You won't want it when yvon’ro
=acked,” caid Bunter, “'I'lhiese things
win't worth taking home. I'il pay for

it. of course—I'll send tlie money
Tue XM:cxrr Lipiny.—No. b 2% A

O1l.

arder
“ Stop

I'm  expecting a  postal
Yaroocoooh I” roared Bunter.
liicking me, Bob Cherry, you beast |
Wharrer you kicking a fellow fer?”

“Ha, ha, hal”

Bob did not explain what he was
kicking Bunter for., Ho kicked hard:
and the Owl of the Remove fled, still
unenlightened.

There was a footstep on the Remove
staircase; and Loder of the Sixth came
up. The juniors were silent. They had
no doubt that the prefect had come up
to fetch the delinquent to the Head.

There was a lurking grin on Loder's
fnce, He had scen the Head in his
Llackened, inky, and sooty state; and
perhaps it had struck him as comie.

“Wharton here?” called out Loder.

“Here ! answered Harry.,

“You’re to po to the Head’s study.”

“Oh! All right)”

PENKNIVES FOR LAUCHS!

Alfred Keeling, of 46, Leman
Street, Derby, hes caught the
judge’s eye with the following
amusing storyette :

First Navvy: “ Why don’t
old Joe come down from the

steam-roller and ‘ave ‘is
grub with us 7 v
Second Navvy:  Oh, ‘e

says with all these 'ere car
thieves about, ’'e zin't takin’
no chances ! **

Note.—All Jokes and Limericks
should be sent to: ¢/o MAGNET,
2, Carmelite Street, London, E.C.4.

“1s he very waxy, Loder?” asked
Bob.

“dust a trifle,” said Loder. “Just a
little! You're a cheeky young scoun-
drel, Wharton; but P'm sorry for you,
You ll be sorry for yourself when the
Head’s done y..th you. Come along.”

Harry Wharton drew a deep breath.

“Can’t be helped 1” he said.

“Hold on!” said Boh. “We're all
gﬂ'lﬂg_*"".‘l
“Rot I’ =aid Harry. “What’s the

good of lickings all round #”

“Yes if 1ts only a licking; but a
fellow might be sacked for this,” said
Job. “They can't very well sack five
fellows in a bunch; so we're all going
to own up, see?”

“Xes, rather,” said Nugent., “We
were all in 1t, anyhow.”

“The ratherfulness is terrific.”

Harry Wharton shook his head.

“You tellows keep out of it,” he said.
“I ecan stand it.”

“Rot!” sard Johnny Bull,
on, you men.”

Loder looked baclk,

“You'd better hurry up, Wharton!”

“Comeo

THE MAGNET

ao callea out, “You won’t improve
matters by keeping the Head waiting.”

“I’'m coming |*

Wharton toiiowed the prefect ; and his
chums followed him. On that point the
captain ot the Rewove had to give way
—the Co. were not to be denied. There
was, too, reason in Bob’s argument. My,
Brander, who had only been a week at
Greytriars, was not likely to want to
cxpel five fellows at one foll swoop,
whereas it was quitc possible that a
single ofiender might be expelled,

T'he Famous I'1ve descended the stairs,
lcaving an anxious and buz.ing crowd
behind them.  Their faces were very
serious as they approached the Head's
study. Before they reached that apart-
ment, they met Mr. Queleh. The
Remove master was looking very
worried and distressed.

“You are going to the Head?” lLe
asked. -

" Yes, sirl” answered Harry.

“Then it was you who—who—— T< it
possible Wharton, that you, the head
boy of iny Form, had a hand in such an
outrage ¥*

“It was really an accident, sir,” =aid
Harry. “We moeant it for Van Tromp,
and Mr Brander got it by mistalke.”

“You had better explain that to Mr.
Brander.” said the Remove master, “ITt
'S & mitigating circumstance. PBut
surely you. Wharton, should have known
better than to play such a prank on a
Sixth Form prefect 77

“Van Tromp was goin

: _ to lick me for
nothing, answere

Harry,
have someo-

Elr;‘l'l
thought he might as well
to lick me for.”

“Oh!” ejaculated Mr. Queleh.

His face was ver troubled and
thoughtful as he p-‘IBSE(f on. Mvr. Quelch
was very striet on discipline, yot he
could not find it in his heart to blamo
his head boy in the circumstances.

“Come on!” grunted Loder.

Loder tapped at the Head's door and

opened it, and the Famous TFive
entered. Mr. Brander fixed his eyoes on
them:. He was freshly washed and
brushed now,

“I sent for you, Wharton!” he
snapped.

“We're all in it, sir!” said Dob
Cherry.

“The all-fulness is terrific, sir.”

The new Head compressed  hLis lips
hard.

“Am I to understand that all of yon
were concerned in this unspeakable oiit-

rage on  your headmaster?”® o
demanded.

- We never meant it for you, &ir,”’ said
Nugent.

* It was mceant
Johnny Bull
“You deliberately planned this out-

rage on a prefeet of SIE Sixth Form 1’
said Mr. Brander grimly,

“ Yes,” said Harry; “because he is a
bully and a brute—"

“ Silence "’

The juniors were silent,

_““Since you have all confessed to par-
ticipation in this outrage, you will all
be equally punished," said Mr. Brandeor.
*“You will be given a publie flo ging to-
morrow morning. You will be gated
for cvery half-holiday for the remainder
of the term. Each of you will write
out a thousand lines of Virgil. For the
present, you may go{”

“Oh, my hat!” ejaculated Bob invol-
untarily.

“Silence! You may go,” said My,
Brander harshly.,

The Famous Five left the study.

In the passage they gazed at one
another.

. They had fully expected a flogging,
but the rest cf the sentence was yather

for Van Tromp;” said
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inexpected., Tho new hcadmaster had
a heavy hand.

“We're for it, you men!” said Dob
Cherry dismally.

Wharton set his lips.

“We're for i1f,” he agreed; * Lut—

“But what?”

“This can't go on,”” said Harry.

“What can we do?’" asked INugent.

Wharton shook his head.

“J don't know. But this can't go on!
They're piling it on too thick, the Head
and Van Tromp, and 1t can't go on!”

And the Famous I'ive rcturned dis-
mally to the Remove passage. They
tound a crowd of fellows there eager for
pews. :

“Flogging, gating, and lines!" said
Peter Todd., “It's awfnliv thiek!”

“The thickfulness is terrific!” groaned
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. “The
esteerncd and disgusting Beak 1is the
preposterous limit."

“Well, you asked for it, you know,”
said Skinner.

“Oh, shut up, Skinner!”

It was a dismal eveming for the
Famous Five. Thka prospect befors
tlhiem was dismayving, and for once the
five cheeriest faces in the Demodve wero
dismally clouded.

R mm—mrET

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Coker Asks for It!

OTTEN 1", said Coker of the
Fifth in the games study.

Coker was indignant.

When Coker was indignant,
he was accustomed to making the fact
known. The bull voice of Horace Ccker
was loud in the land.

“Rotten!” he repeated. “The new
Beak is going too far. What is the
school coming to, 1 should like to
know !”

Coker's face went red with wrath.

Physically, Coker of the Fifth had
recovered from the flogging the new
Head had given him. Mentally and
morally he was still sore.

“The man's a cad—a rank outsider!”
he said. *““Who ever heard of the Fifth
being flogged, and all for booting that
tick, Van Tromp?"’

“For goodness' sake, Coker—"

“1'm not afraid to say what I think!”
roared Coker of the Fifth. *“Yes 1
jolly well know that old Brander has a
way of creeping about and listening at
a door. And if he's listening at this
door now, he can jolly well hear what
I think of him!"”’

The Fifth Form men in the games
study gazed at Coker. Not ouc of them
answered him, All of thean knew the
stealthy ways of Meyer Drander, and
how very frequently his ears happened
to hoar what was not intended for them.
And Coker was the only man n the
Greyfriars Fifth who was willing to risk
trouble with the tyrant of the school.

“J jolly well wish,” went on Coker,
““that I knew who it was that bunged
Dr. Locke on the napper! I'd smash
him! DBut for that, this blighter
Brander would never have wedged 1n at
Greyfriars!”

“Quiet, old man!”

“Rot! The governors must have been

otty to appoint him, even as temporary
readmaster,”’ said Coker. It was that
old ass Sir Hilton Popper who bullied
them into it. Precious sort of oid ass-wo
be chairman of the board!"

“ Not so loud,” breathed Grecne.

Snort fromn Coker. * 1

“Do you think I'm going to whisper
beeause the Beak sneaks round listening
at doors like a sneaking little fag?” he
boomed. “Catch me! I'll say what I
jolly well think, and I'll say 1t as loud
as I like!”

)

‘IE\TUH. 11. You IILE to 3‘51[_; [':u. it"—-—"
sald Potter.

“Rot! Blow the DBeak!’ snorted
Coker. *“If the governors knew kow he
was carrying on here, they'd be sorry
for their bargain, I cen tell jou. I'm
not the fellow to stand up for fags, as
you know. I've a short way with fags
myself. But those Remove kids were
quite in the right to go for that cad
Yan Tromp; and if Brander got it L=
mistake, serve him right for shoving in
his fat head where it wasn't wanted.
There's been too much flogging at Grexy-
friars since DBrander camc—lots too
much! And I sav it's rotten, and I
don't care who hears me!”

The door-handle turncd.

The door oponed.

There was a sort of convulsive move-
ment on the part of the Fifth-Formcrs
in the room.

Mr. Brander stood in the doorway.

No one Lad heard a f[ootstep ap-
proaching. There had not been a
sound. Mr. Brender had been “creep-
ing ” again.

“Oh crikey!” murmured Potter.

The TFifth Form men jumped up
respectfullv, most of them rather red o
the face. It was absolutely certain that
Mr. Brander must have heard Coker’s
booming veice; indeed, the black frewn
on his face, the glint in his narrow eyes,
told as much.

There was a dead silence.

Coker spun round and stared at the
new headmaster. Even Coker faltered

VAV VeV a Ve Ve VeV o Vavavave Ve Ve Ve
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a litile as he realized that the Hcad kad
cverheard his wild and whirling worda.

“You were speaking, I think, Coker,”
sairl Mr. Brander.

i ) B | " stammered Coker.

“I think I hecard your voice,” szaid
Mr. Drander.

“Yes,” gasped Coker.

“You can scarcely expect me to pass
vour words over, Coker.”

Coker set his lips.

“Yes, sir,” he answered. “ A fellow
lias a right to say what he likes, with-
out stopping to think whether there's
anyhody listening at the keyhole.”

“Oh, my hat!” gasped Blundell.

The I'ifth Form men fairly shivered.
All of them knew that Mr. Brander had
been eavesdropping. But Horace Coker
was ceriainly the only fellow at Grey-
friars who would have cared to tell himn
£0.

The new headmaster’s face flushed.

“Coker, vou—you dare to say—to
insinuate ” he articulated.

“I've said what all the fellows think,
sir,’”” answered Coker sturdily, “and 1
jolly well don’t care if you lick me!”

“ Blundell !”’ said Mr. Brander.

“Yes, sir?”

“(Go to my study and fetch the cant
from my desk there”

Dlundell paused.

He was a senior; he was captain of
the Fifth: he was a First Eleven man,
and a full-fledged Blood. And he was
told to fetch a cane, like a fag of the
Second Form !

(Continued on next page.)

Bl -

his snappy poem wr.iten
around popular Bob
Cherry is well up to
standard.

1 e e

EAR Pater,—1'le cricket 13 over,

D The tea-things are all cleared

away, _

And I and my chums are tn
clover—

We've had a most wondcerful day!
St. Jim's have been licked to a frazzle,
We vanguished and put them to rout;
And though iy ewn star didn’t dazzle,
Old Wharion made fifty, not out!

To-night there is no preparalion,
To-morrow no verbs to consfrue;
So I've a less dull occupnation
Composing a letter tv you. _
My chums are at chess at this minute,
My presence 18 therejore tynored ;
I faney old Inuky will win 1f,
He scems to be sweeping the board !

Just lutely re Lecn very busy,
Preparing for Founders' Fuaam;
The swolting has made me quite dizzy,
I'm never a chappie to " cram.”
My ehance of success isn't tenfold,
Although I've been “up to my eyes™;
I jancy Mark Linley or Penjold
Will collar the coveted prize!

= 1Y,
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On Wednesday, by way of diversinm,
A riverside qicnic was planned;
We had quite a jolly excursion,
The grub and the weather icore
grand !
But DBunter tnsisted on sharing
Qur hamper of excellent fare;
We watehed him, grinning and glariyg,
Consume quite an elephant’s share!

fdir I

I}
J

Our sporte will be held very shortly,
I'm in for the “halj " and the mile ;
And Bunter, the plump and the port/y,
Is nlso competing (don't smile!l).

In sypite of our boisterovs banter,
No word of defeat will he hear;
He says ke will win tn a canier
And leare us for dead, in the rear!

Angd now I must scurry and scranlli
Or I shall be “lejt at the post ",

If you can decipher this rambic
Your eyesight ts belter than micst.

Ay love both to you and the mutr:,
And now 1 have finished my jsb;

I'll send all the olher mews later—
I am, Your afectionate DBOD.

TrE Micxrr LiBrirY.—No. 1,171.
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Mr.
him.

“Do you hear me, Blundell?”

Slowly, in silence, with crimson in his
cheeks, the captain of the Fifth left the
games study.

The seniors in the room remained
silent while he was gone. Even Horace
Coker had nothing to say.

He came back with the cane in his
hand.

“Thank you. DBlundell!” said Mr.
Brander icily.

Blundell handed him the cane without
His anger and
for words.

Brander's icy eyes turned on

n word or a look.
vumiliation were too deep
Mr.Brander swished the cane in the
alr—an unaccustomed sound in the
games study. The scniors looked at
him in eloquent silence. Some of their
faces scarcely concealed contempt.

“Coker!”” Mr. Brander pointed to a
chair with tha cane. “Dend over that
chair, Coker.”

Coker, breathing hard, stood rigid.
Blundell opened his lips, and closed
them again. It was useless to speak to
& man who was a rank outsider, and
who carried on as a hcadmaster never
had carrird on at Greyfriars before, in
all the long history of the old school.

“Do you hear me, Coker?”

Blundell's lips opened again. This
time he spoke.

“Mr. Brander "

“You nced not speak, Blundell.”

“I mmst speak, sir,” said the captain

of the Fifth. “I'm bound to utter a
protest.” .
“Ind~ed I said Mr. Brander ieily.

“Take warning, Blundell. that if you
utter one more word, I shall cane you
as well as Coker.”

Blundell gasped! Tis gasp was
echoed by the other fellows! But
Blundell did not speak again.

“Now, Coker ’* said Mr. Brander.

Coker paused, hesitated, and then
bent over the chair. His face was erim-
son with rage and mortification,

Swish, swish, swish, swish!

The cane rose and fell, and every
lashing cut brought a gasp from Horace
Coker. Mr. Brander was putting his
beef into it.

“You may get up, Coker.”

Coker got up.

He stood pale and trembling with
rage  Mr. Brander looked at him, and
looked round at the silent, grim-faced
Fifth Form men.

“Let this be a warning to all of
you!” he said, and he tucked the cane
under hiz arm and walked out of the
games study.

There was a deep silence when he
had gone.

Coker broke it.

“Does he think we're going to stand
this sort of thing,” asked Coker thickly.
“The spying, listening, cavesdropping
rotter "

“Shut up!” muttered Blundell.

“The rotten, sneaking outsider

“Dry up, yvou idiot—he may be listen-
ing now !"’ breathed Potter. “Shut up.”

“Oh!"” said Coker.

And Coker of the TFifth, for once,
shut up.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
And Bunter !

Ny

€ s SAY, you fellows!”
“Go away!” moaned Bob
Cherry.

“He, he, he!™
Bunter secmed entertained.
Five juniors were standing in atti-
tudes of woe and deep dejection in the
Rag. DBob Cherry leaned on the table.

Nugent leaned on the back of a chair,
Tue Macxrr Ligrary.—No. 1,171,

Johnny Bull walked to and fro. Hurrce
Jamset Ram Singh stood wriggling.
Harry Wharton twisted painfully.

The flogging had taken place.

All Greyfriars, assembled 1n the Hall,
had had the pleasure or otherwise of
seeing Mr. Brander exercise the birch
that morning.

Floggings had been rare under Dr.
Locke’s rule, but they had happened:
the sight was not exactly a new one.
But in scverity, the flogging on this
particular morning exceeded anything
in the experience of Greyfriars fellows.

Mr. Brander had laid it on very hard
indeed. Perhaps he felt it his duty
not to spare the rod. Perhaps, as some
of the fellows surmised, he liked flog-
ging a schoolboy. Certainly he had put
beef into it, and fat as he was, he
secmed to bhave plenty of muscle.

After the flogging, the Famous TFive
retired to the Rag, deserted at that
carly hour, to recuperate, as it were.

The chums of the Remove were not
soft, they knew how to take a licking.
But this licking was a record. It had
quite “taken it out’’ of them, and they
were [eeling very bad indeed.

Naturally, they desired to hide their
woe from the public eye. No fellow
wanted to be seen wriggling and writh-
ing, or to be heard moaning and groan-
ing. They had the Rag to themselves,

LOOK OUT

for our representative at the seaside
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and there they wriggled and writhed
and moaned and groaned to their
hearts’ content, the other fellows tact-
fully leaving them alone—till Billy
Bunter butted in.

Bunter, of course, had to butt in.
Bunter was always where he was not
wanted. Indeed, it would have been
difficult for Bunter to have been any-
where else, for it had never been on
record that he was wanted anywhere.

He blinked at the suffering quintette
through his big spectacles, and smiled a
fat smile.

“Feeling bad?' he asked.

“Oh, no!” said Bob Cherry with a
groan “Not at all! Nice, in fact!
We're squirming like this because we'ro
enjoying ourselves! Wow!”

“Get out, you fat idiot!” mumbled
Johnny Bull.

“1 say, you fellows—"

“Do clear off, Bunter,” said Wharton.

“But I say, you fellows, don't make
such a tuss about it,” said Bunter en-
couragingly. “ After all, what’s a lick-
ing?"’

The five gazed at Bunter.

Had they felt equal to exertion, they
would have collared the fat Owl of the
Remove and answered his question in
a practical manner, by demonstrating
forcibly what a licking was.

“Brander rather laid it on, T know,”
continued the Owl of the Remove.
“Still, I'm rather surprised to seeo
fellows making all this fuss.”

“Go away!” moancd Nupent.

“Well, I've come here to buck
up a bit.” said Bunter.
Pull yourselves together.”

“Get out!”

“T1ravel, you fat freak.”

you
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“Oh, really, you fellows! I think
yow might be civil to a chap who's sym-
pathising with you,” said Bunter.
“Look here, if you take my advice,
you'lt ehuck all this mumbling and
grumbling and bear it like men. Pull
yourselves together, you know, and
buck up. Be men, like me.”

“How could anybody be a man, and
be hke you at the same time?” asked
Bob Cherry. “The thing’s impossible.”

“0Oh, really, Cherry—" ‘

“Get out before I kick you,” said
Harry Wharton.

“Oh, really, Wharton—"'

“Ow, ow, ow! Wow!?” came from
Frank Nugent as he twisted dolefully.
“Ow, ow! Oh dear! Wow!”

“You're making a frightful row about
a bit of a licking, Franky,” said Bun-

ter. ““It's rather funky, don’t you
think ?”
“Any of you fellows feel strong

cnough to kick Bunter 7’ asked Nugent
in an expiring voice,

“Oh, really, Nugent—"

Johnny Bull picked up a book from
the table and hurled it at the fat figure
in the doorway. Bunter dodged it.

“Oh, rcally, Bull—"

“Go away, you fat villain.”

“Shan’t!” said Bunter. “I think
vou ought to be glad to hear a fellow
talk to you plainly when you’re making
such an exhibition of yourselves. My
advice to you is pull yourselves to-
gether; stop making this row about a
mere licking, and buck up, as I should.
You wouldn't hear me making all this
fuss about a licking, I can jolly well
tell yon.”

Bob Cherry breathed hard and deep.
He did not feel equal to dealing with
Bunter, but he felt that he must make
an effort.

"I must say that I rather despise you,
if you don’t mind my mentioning it,”
sald Bunter, with a shake of his head.
“I’s rather childish, you know—all this
fuss about a licking! Cut it out, old
fellow and bear it manfully as I should.”

Bob detached himself from the table,
The desire to deal faithfully with
William George Bunter seemed to give
him strength.

“You wouldn't make a fuss about
a licking, Bunter ?” he asked.

Bunter’s fat lip curled.

“No fear!” he answered contemp-
tuously,

“Sure abrut that?” asked Bob.

“Quite! I'm a man, I hope !” sncered
Bunter,

“Well, I'll give you a chance to show
all that fortitude,” said Bob: and ho
made a sudden rush at the Owl of the
Remove, grasped him by the collar, and
spun him to the table.

“Ow!” roared Bunter, in alarm. 1
say, leggo! No larks, you know 1"

B“bLend a hand, you men!” gasped
ob.

“Ow! Ow! Ow!” groaned Frank
Nugent.

e did not feel equal to lending a
hand. And Hurree Jamset Ram Singh
only groaned.

But Johnny Bull and Harry Wharton
found energy cnough to lend a hand.
They grasped William George Bunter
in a firm grasp.

“Hold him over the table while 1 get
something |”’ gasped Bob. “There’s a
cricket stump here somewhere——"

“Yaroooh |” roared Bunter, in antici-
pation.

The Owl of the Remove struggled
frantically. while Bob looked for the
cricket stump But two pairs of hands
held him fast in a bending attitude over
the table, Bob found the stump.

“8tand clear, you chaps!” he said.
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Wharton and Jonnny Bull stood clear,
Iolding Bunter on either side and leav-
ing room for Dob to wield the stump.

He wielded it with great cfiect. His
flogging had left little of Bob's super-
abundant cnergy in him for the present.
But what was %ﬂft he exerted on Bunter,
Bunter found it enough.

Whack ! Whack! Whack!

“Yooop! Whooop! Wooooh !" roared
Bunter.

““Hallo, hallo. hallo! You're making
a rtow about this licking, Bunter!”
exclaimed Bob Cherry.

“Yaroogh! Leggo! Yow-ow-ow!”

“Is that what you call being a man,
and bearing it manfully ?”

“Ow! DBeast! Leggo!”

Whack! Whack! Whack!

“Yow-ow-ow! Help!” yelled Dunter,
struggling wildly.

Somehow a licking applied to his
own portly

fellow,
“Isn't this rather childish~—all this

fuss about a licking 7" inquired Bob.
“Ow! DBeast! ow !”
Whack! Whack! Whack!
“Yooooop! Help! Murder!

roared DBunter,
“Ha, ha, ha!”

Fire!”

advice,” said Dob,
“You'll chuck all this mumbling and
grumbling, and bear it like & man.”

“If you take my

Whack !

1"

Whack ! Whack !
“Yaroooop *
“Pull yourself together!™ grinned

Pob; he was feeling a good deal better

now, though Bunter, perhaps, was not.

Whack whack |
“Yow-ow-wooop! 1 say, vou fellows,
chuck it! Ow, ow! 1 say, leggo! Obh

crumbs | Oh crikey! Yarooooooooh!”
Bunter made a frantic effort and tore
himself loose. He made a wild rush for

the door.

“Conme back! roared DBob Cherry,
brandishing the stump. “We want you
to show us how to bear a licking,

Bunter.”

erson seemed less easy to
bear than a licking applied to any other

“Ha, ha, ha!”
“Yow-ow-ow ! Deast!”®

Bunter's voice faded away in the dis-
tanco—with Bunter. Bunter, apparently,
did not want to give any further demon-
siration of how a heking should be
borne. he vanished into space.

Bob threw down the stump and
chuckled. He war feeling distinctly
better. There was still a considerable
amount of moaning and groaning and
mumbling and grumbling in the Rag;
but there was no more Bunter.

itiky, sooty, [urious headmaster
owed Wharton as he rushed up the
passage !
THE SEVENTH CHAFPTER.
To Fag or Not to Fag!

THE Dounder lounged into Study

-
=]
—

No. 1 on the following day, and
found the Famous Five at tea

there.
“Scen the notice, vou fellows?” he
askod.
“No. Something new on the board?™

aslied Harry Wharton.

“Yes; new paper by the Beak—just
up.”’

Tha chums of
interested at onee

Since Mr. Drander had been Head
of Greyfriars notices had appcared on
thie board at a great rate,

Mr. Brander's system appeared to be
chicfly to run counter to everything that
his predecessor at Greyfriars had done.

Every day there was at least ono
chungo—sometimes two., Changes in the

the Remove were

S
time-table affected every Form and
every Form master, No doubt Mr.

DBrander considered that he was produc-
ing more efliciency by such changes. Tho
masters did not agree, and they had
long ago decided that Mr. Brander was
a mere meddler, who mistook his desire
to meddl. fsr a sense of duty.

“What 1s it this time?” yawned Bob
Cherry. *The French set to move into
another class-room1?”

“Or Roman history in the INemove on
Tucsdays irstead of Thursdays?”

grinned Nugent.

nyy

“Or another extira call-over?
Johnny Bull.

“A bit more scericus than that, so far
as the Remove 1z concerned,” answered
Vernon-Smith. “ So far, the new Deak
has been only playing the goat, so far
as 1 ean see, with his meddling and
chopping and changing. But this time
he has got home on us.”

“What 1s 1t?” asked Harry.

“Order that ir future the Removo
shall fag for the seniors, like the Third
and Second,” said the Bounder.

“What?’ velled the I'amous
with one voire.

“The dear man has got it up against
the Remove,” dravled the Bounder.
“We've ragged his dear nephew, vou
know, and his dear nephew isn’t the man
to forget it. If this thing goes through,
Van Tromp has got us all where he
wants us, and no error.”

“Oh, my hat!” said Bob blankly.

Harry Wharton compressed his lips.

“The Remove don't fag,” de said.
“That was scitled a long time ago.
There was a row anbout it at the time,
and it was scttled.”

“The settlefulness was terrific.” said
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh indignantly.
“This is too preposterously thick.”
Tae Mausrr Lisniry.—No. 1,171
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“Weil, it’s unsettled again, if the
L2k has his way,” said the Bounder.
“ 1 suppose the headmaster has authority
1o upset all the traditions of a school
1f he likes. 'T'he man’s a fool 17

“The man’s a rotter, you mean |”
roarcd Bob Cherry.

“He's riding for a fall, 1 faney,”
drawled Smuthy. ““ He's interfered with
every Form at Greyfriars in one way or
inother. But he's got a special eye on
the Remove, and I fancy a very special
vye on this study. What are you fellows
going to do about it?”

“What can we do?” said Nuzent.

The Bounder shrugged his shoulders.

“Well, I know what I'm going to do,”
lie said, “or, rather, what I'm uot going
te do—I'm not going to fag 1”

“The Beak 1" said Nugent.

“The Beak can do as he likes—but I'm
not a fag and I'm not fagging,” said
Smithy. “It’s up to you, Wharton, as
~aptain of the Formn, to stand out against
it. Every man in the Remove riust
agree not to fag, and to stick together
over it till Brander chucks it up.”

" He's not the man to chuck it up,”
suid ITarry,

“ No fear !” said Johnny Bull. “He's
the man to keep on, and flog and sack
fellows who give Lim trouble. And the
miore 1n the wrong lho is the more he
will keep on.”

“Well, I'm not fagging, for one,” said
tiiec Bounder; and he lounged out of the
study leaving the Iamous Five in
vxeited discussion,.

Tea was quickly finiched, and the
chuns of the Remove went down to look
it the new notice on the board. They
fonnd a crowd gathered round it.
Removites stared at it with deep indig-
nation, but fellows who did not belong
o the Remove seemed to feel rather
differently. Some fags of the Third and
~econd were grinning.

The notice was in Mr. Brander's hand,
and 1t stated briefly that from this
tote the Remove or Lower Fourth would
e subject to fagging on the same terms
43 the Third and Second Forms.

“Cheek !” said Bob Cherry.

“It’s the giddy limit!” said Lord
Mauleverer.,

_ " The Remove won't stand this !” said
Saniff.

“ How are we going to help it ?” asked
Sliinner,

Squiff had no reply to make to that.
His face was dark and angry and rebel-
'tous.  But how it was to be helped was
+ difficult problem.

“You fellows kickin® about this?”
isked Temple, of the Fourth, with a
heery smile.  “TI don’t sce it myself.
Why shouldn’t you fag like other fogs?”

“Oh, rather!” said Dabney, of the
FFeurth.

" Not a bad idea, if vou ask me,” said
I"ry of the Fourth blandly. “The Lower
Fourth really are fags, you know.”

T'hese observations on the part of
Temple & Co. were followed by drastic
|.roceedings on the part of the irritated
Remove men. There was a sound of
humiping and scufiling and yelling, and
temple, Dabney & Co. departed from
the spot in haste, and 1 & rather dusty
¢nd rumpled condition.

“I say, you fellows, wa can't stand
this, you know!” said Billy Bunter,
viien  tho injudicions Fourth-Formers

tad fled, “It’s too thick!  Quelchy
cugint to interfere!  1le’s our Form
| NRE “t'[lr‘ljj
U Samething in that,”" said TDolsover
nanjor. "What  abeut  speaking  to
{ =-il'-|l il 12
Sitedeqy . _
“lle, e, Le!” eanie {rom Sammy
Banter of the Second Ferm. “Why

Jiouldn’t vou Remove fellows fag, 1'd
Thneg Mscxer Lmpany.—No. 1,171,
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like to Lknow ¥
1dea.”

“Make it casier for us!” said Gatty
af the Second. “Jolly good idea to
make the Remove fag, too, I think!”

“My idea exactly ! said Paget of the
Third.

The fags were unheeded. A dozen
Remove men gathered and cagerly dis-
cussed thoe matter. Resistunce to the
Head's order scemed dangerous and
difficult; but it was agreed that the
Remove master was bound to intervene
and stand up for the rights of his
Form.

“Wharton oughf io put it to him, as
captain of the Form,” said Hazeldcne,
“and the sooner the better.”

£ Gﬂ

“That's so!” said Tom Brown.
it, Wharton !”

“I'm afraid it won't be any good,”
sald IHarry., “Bat I'll certainly speak
to Quelch, if yvou like.”

And Wharton went at once to the
Remove master's study; the other
fellows waiting anxiously to hear the

result.
Mr. Quelch glanced at hiz head boy

I think it's a jolly godd
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Probably he
guessed why Wharton had come.

He held up a warning finger before
the captain of the Remove could speak.

with a troubled frown.

“Wharton! You have see¢n the
Head’s new notice on the board ?”
“Yes, sir. And—"
“Is 1t upon that subject thai you
desire to speak to me?”

“Yes, sir.”

“Then it is futile,” said Mr. Quelch.
“I have no power to intervene. I ecan
orilly recommend you to submit cheer-
fully to the authority of your head-
master.”

“We thought you might speak to Mr.
Brander, sir—"

*“It would be perfectly useless for me
to speak to Mr. Brander, Wharton, on
that or any other subject. Please say
no more.”

“Very well, sir!”

Wharton left the study.

“Well, what’s the jolly old verdiet 7
asked Bob Cherry, when Wharton re-
jeined the crowd of Remove fellows.

“Notling doing !”

“Quuelch won't interfere?” asked the
Bounder.

i ND-II .

“Weil, 1 knew Le wouldn't. The
masters aro all funky of the Beak,”
said Vernon-Smith, *“The fact is, he

EVERY SATURDAY.

would suck them as snon 8s look art
them. Capper and Twigg fairly erawl
at his feet, and Quelch eats a lot of
humble pie. If we're going to nip this
in the bud, we've got to stand up for
curselves |”

“What can we do?”
Todd dubiously.
“Refuse to
Bounder coolly.

“That means sig——*

“I don’t care if it means sixty !”

“Wait till Van Tromp or Loder calls
on you to fag!” grinned Skinner.

“They can call on me till they burst
their crop, and I shan't lag,” said
Vernon-Smith, “and every fellow in
the Form who has the pluck of a bunny
rabbit will stand by me |”

Harry Wharton nodded.

~ We're not going to stand it!” he
sald. “(Goodness knows what we can
do; but if you stand up against
fagging, Smithy, here’s one man who'll
stand by you through thick and thin.”

“And here’s another!” growled
Jolinny Bull,

“The anotherfulness is terrific 1

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! IHere comes
Van Tromp.”

Silence fell on the crowd of
Removites as the bully of the Sixth
cameo up.

The look on Van Tromp’s face was
enough to apprise them of what was
coming. The Ilead’s order had. been
less than an hour on the board, and
Van Tromp was going to put it into
practice at once. To fag or not to fag
was a question to which the Removites
had to find an immediate answer.

asked Peter

fag!” answered the

N ————

THE EIGHTH CHAFTER.
The Bounder Wants to Know !

T’ HERRY I”
é “Hallo, hallo, hallo!”
“Don’'t answer me like

that, Cherry |”
“I—I mean, yes, Van Tromp!” said
Bob meeckly.

::(Ij’ﬁemdecided on you for my fag!”
Bob 'Cherry_ having uttered that

ejaculation, remained silent.

Harry Wharton opened his lips, and
closed them again.

It was uscless to repeat to Van
Tromp that the Remove did not fag,
when there was the Head's order, in
!d::!gﬁk-nnchwhi te, announcing ihat they
id !

The dark, incensed
juniors brought a grin to Van Tromp's
eavy, 1ill-favoured countenance., Pos-
sibly he wou!d not have been keen to
fag the Remove if they had not
objected to fagging. But the more
they objected, the better Van Tromp
liked it.

look of the

He looked the Removites aver
mockingly.

“I'm going out mow, Cherry!” he
sald. “Clear up my study while I'm
gone !”

“Oh!” repeated Bob.

“It's rather untidy,” said Van
Tromp. “I shall expect to find it in

perfect order when I come in.”

“Oh!” said Bob. He seemed rather
at a loss for words.

The Bounder smiled sarcastically.
He was waiting for Herry Wharton to
speak; but Wharton was silent. The
Hecad's order was an outrage eon the
cherished liberties, of the Remove, but
defiance of the Head's order was an
extremelv serious matter, not to be de-
cided upon in a hurry.

As \Wharton did not speak, the

(Continued on page 12.)



ALL ABOUT ’EM!

ﬁ

Tho peoplo who

hint that we no
longer produce
batsrmnen as  good
as those of ollier
days havo to
Bwallow their
words when they
seo Wally Iam-
mondl, and re-

member the thingzs
he has done, for
this Gloucester
man is now only
twenty-seven years
of age. SOoms
time ago ho svent
to the West lndics
and during the
trip becamo so ill
that 1t was tliouzht
he might nover
play cricket again,

How differont

e might have been
HAMMOND the  history  of
Test matehes af

this had unhappily proved true. Hammond went to Australia
with the last England touring team, to smash nearly all the
records which existed. Twico in the series he scored over two
hundred runsg in an innings—an unparalleled feat—and his
Test match total for tho series was 905, or nearly two Lundred
more than the previous best total. He has also scored over a
thousand runs in the month of May A quick-footed batsinan,
he is essentially of the school which believes that attack is the
best defence. At one time hLe also threatened to be a tip-top
footballer, but gave up this game to concentrate on cricket.
In the field he has the eye of an hawk, and is certaiuly withou'
a superior in the whole world as a first-slip fielder. Incidentally,
lie can claim to be an all-rounder, for he is quite a useful medium-
paced bowler. He loves to drive a car for miles, and tries to hit a
golf ball the same distance.but he just hates being photographed.

If a vote were taken as to
wlio is the most popular
cricketer of our timo.
“ Patsy ” Hendren would
probably come out at tho
very top of the poll. Not

only with watelhers 12 he
popular, but opponcents
litke him. In a phrase,

“they all love Pat.” He
15 o great sporbsman, anc
simply refuses to Le other
than a grown-up schinulboy.
Away on the boundary line
he will threaten 1o be
throwing the ball in wicn he
hasn't even reached it, Lut
if thore is any bail which
can ho reached, Jlendren
eets there. IHe ought (o Le
{leet of foot, scecing that he
Lhas played for England a= an
outsicde-right at socecr. The
batting of Patsy is a sheer
delight 5 adventurous and
care-irec, ho is master of
a stroke which few other
players even attempt—tliat
of hooking a riging ball from
the fastest of bowlers to the
square-leg boundary. Since
the War he has scored more
centuries than Jack Hobbs,
twice recording thirtcon

goparate hundreds in a
season; and has more
double centuries to liis erodit than any other player. 1lis

cricket carcer really began when lo sold score-cards on tho
ground at Lord's—tho ground on which hoe has since figured so
prominently.  With his colleague, Juock llearne, he holds the
record for a third-wicket partnership—375. Patsy is also a most
successiul teacher of the rising pencration at a ericket school
in London, and if he has any spare tinec Lo spends it playing—
ns Lo savs—at golf,

DON'T FORGET, CHUMS !

' musie, and can ‘f tickle the ivories

There are four more excellent

photes GIVEN FRET, with

Bclow our cricket expert gives you some inside information on

the subiects of
I I e e e I ey e i

this week's splendid Free Gift Photo Sheet

The surprise selection e ::"'.E::;-: pseEs ‘
of the present Aus feiy oow Dot :
tralian team was Alee 2700 = e
Hurwood, and one of the gt
reasons wiy he was sent
with ths party may
have beon because no it S _
Englishman had ever 5. i g P
batted  against  him. ¥ 00 0 NG R
He did not even play
for Queensland — his
home State—when tho
England side was last : R
in  Australia, At tho Fio ¥ iime Mg & i
time of wriling, it e
remains to be seen
whether the * mystery ™
bowler will justify his
selection before the end
of the tour, but at first
e certainly did not §
adapt himseli as well § - S
to English conditions § e R
as it was hoped hoe would.

Howvever, he showed n-us:-ru. :
hizizelf a good fast- HURWOOD.
medinm howler in

Australia during the last season down under, and even in tho
imnings in which Bradman scored Lis 452 not outl, Hurwood
came through with the fine analysis ol six wickets for 179 runs.
Ife is able to make a new ball swing in a puzzling fashion,
and from time to tume has also slhiown that Le has the Maurice
Tate knack of getting the hall to ™ Gzz ” at an amazing pace
off the pitch. He has had some disappointments concerning Lis
cricket, for after his first spell with Queensland lic seemed to
have been dropped by his State. However, there came a day
wlen neither Hornibrook nor Oxenham could play, so Hurwood
dashed off and asked to be given another chance. And he took
it with both hands. This shows the sort of never-say-die stuff
of which he is made. A uscful bat, and quite a good feld,
much may yvet be hecard of him.

Whatever the out- (B ipemiss
comna of the present
geries of games be-
twcen England and
Australia, this ™ Aus.
sies ' trip will be mem-
orablo for the deeds
of Donald Bradmon—

or ‘DBoy Bradman,”
as lLe is  familiarly
called.  Though now
only twenty-ono years
of age, he has dono
things whieh ontitlo
himm to be ranked
ammong the  world's
preatest batsmen, and

the best judges of the
camo  aro  convineed
that he will go on from SRS
trinmph  to  trinmph 2
and possibly  become
the greatest run-gotting
machine the world has

ever known. This e
meanz, of course, that
his batting 15 hased

golid foundation
There is nothing of
timﬂl Et-odg}'. sit-on-the | BRA:DHAH-

gplice about him. No _
matter what the situation, he just goes for the bowlinz awd
makes rans off tho best. For his native State of New South
Wales he made, during the last Australian season. the prodigious
score of 452 not out. this being a record for all first-class crickel.
Arrived in this country he started off witli a double century, and
proceeded to do what no other Australian visitor to this country
has ever done—scored a thousand runs by the end ol May.
In the first Test Mateh at Trent Bridge the * boy 7 scared 151
runs when Australia, in that mecmorable sceond innings, weie
firhting with their backs to the wall ! Light of hair, and econ-
saratively small of form, Bradman i2 also a wouderinul fielder,
and his throw from near tho ropes is something in marvel
aboul. He can also bowl a bit, but his captuin wise' deeide:
that being so young he should not try to do too much in this
direction. In business ho is o sports outfitter; lLie loves
" quite uicely.

on e
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THE GREYFRIARS REBELLION !

(Continued from page 10.)

Bounder chimed in. Smithy was
always reckless, aud net much given io
considering conscquerses,

“Hold vn a minute, Van Tromp!”
Lis said,

The bully of tho Sixth, having failed
to draw any of the Famous Five into
a reply that could be comstrued into an
excuso for a licking, was turning away.
He turned quickly as the Dounder
spoke.

“Well 7” he rapped.

His brow darkened at once. A
better-tempered and mero dutiful pre-
fect than Van Tromp might have been
irritated by the szrcastio expreszsion on
(he Bounder’s face.

“You'ro makin’ rather a mistake,”
said Vernon-Smith ccolly and elearly,
while the other fellows stoed hushed.
“The Remove don’t fag!” )

Van Tromp pointed to the notice on
thie board.

“You've scen that?” he a:zked.

“0h, yes, I've scen it )” answered the
Bounder carelessly,

“Then you know thas the FLower
Fourth 1s not exempt frem fagging
now.,”

“Not at all:” ‘

*“Aro you disputing the headmastoer’s
erder ?” asked Ven Tromp, his e¢yes
glinting. : _

“I'm simply pointin' out that the
Removo dou't fag,” answeored the
Bounder., “1I suggest that you, as
hcad prefect, should remind the Head
of 1t, as he scoms to have made rather
a mistake on the subjcect.”

Van Troup stared, and seme of the
juniors grinned,

“You cheeky young sweep!” said
Van Tromp. “Are you asking for a
licking ¥

“Not in tho least!
didn’t fag us,” said tho Bounder.
you insist on it, of coursc—>

“You can take that as a ccilainty !”
satd Van Tromp, laughing.

“Then I'm bound to tell you that I,
for one, shall not {fag!” waid t(ho
Boundcer quictly and deliberately,

Van Tromp's jaw sct grimly,

“We shall sce about that,” ho re-
marked. “I'vo told you, Cherry, to
1idy my study while I'm out. Verncn-
Smith will h2lp you. You understuud
me, Vernorn-Smith., If I find a spot of
dust in my stady when I cone in, loalk
out for squalls, Ilave my tca veady,
too. KEverything in perfoct ovder,”

He paused.

“Both of you will fag in my study
this alternoon,” he said categorically,
“and if either of you docs not, look out
for trouble! I warn you that it will
mean a Head's flogeing. That’s alll”

With that, Olto van Ticmp turned
and walked away., He joined Gerald
Loder in the quad, and they went down
to the gates.

The Renoviles
another.

. Well, yaiw've dene it now, Smithiy!”
ga1d Skinnoer,

“Looks like it azresd the Bounder.

“Where 210 you going, Smithy?”
asked Tom Nedwine o3 tho Bounder
turned away.

“TI'm going to sce
il_-l'l
“Smithy

“0Oh, my hat|”

“1 say, Smithy—=—""

Unheeding the cxclama'Tng on all
rides, the Bounder walkoed cway ic the
Ilead’s study.

Wharton cempressed hie lips,

Tiue Muicxer Lasranv.—No. 1,171
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What was best to be done in. the
present  troublous circumstances Whar-
ton did not know. But it was not
agrecable to have the lead taken by
another fellow in this decided way,
Wharton was captain of the Form.
Still, he could not deny that the
Bounder had given him a chance to
tako tho lead if he had liked.

“The awful ass!” muttered Redwing
uncasily. “He's simply asking- for a
licking if he cheeks Brander !”

“1 say, you fellows, the ,Bounder’s
ot a mnerve!” said Billy Bunter. “If
1c gets us off fagging he ought to be
captain of the Form. Wharton’s no
rood.”

“Shut up, Bunter!”

“Oh, really, Cherry—"

“IHe hasn’t got us off fagging yet,”
said Harry quietly. “Let's see the
result before we do a song-and-dance
about 1t!”

The Removites followed the Bounder
as far as the corner of the Head's
corridor., Thence they had a view of
llerbert Vernon-Smith tapping at the
Head’s door.

“Come in1” called out the hard voice
of Mr. Brander.

Vernon-Smith entered the study.

The new Head was busy with a stack
of papers on his desk. Mr. Brander
was always a very busy man—much
busier than Dr. Locke had cver been.

He was, in fact, one of those men who
nistook meddling for efficiency and
tyranny for firmness. Many things that
Dr. Locke had been content to leave
to his staff Mr. Brander took into his
own hands. Probably he did twice as
much work as the late Head; but the

results he produced were not half so
good.

There was something DPrussian  in
Alr. Brander’s nature. He had a love
of detail, a desire to kecep all the
threads in his own hands; a determina-
tion that nothing, howsoever trivial,
should be done without his cogniznace.

At the present moment he was correct-
ing papers for the Fifth Form—a task
that might well have been left to Mr.,
Prout.  Any relief Mr. Prout might
have [elt at missing the laborious task
was more than counter-balanced by his
deep resentment at having his proper
work faken out of Lis hands.

The Tilth liked it still less than
Prout; for the headmaster was a much
more severe critic than the Iorm
master,

Probably the burden of overwork,
which his system of interference placed
ou his own shoulders, helped to make
Myr. Brander irritable and shappish.

IIo gave Vernon-Smith a glance that
was more litke a glare, as the Bounder
entered the study.

“What is it?” he snappedl.

“May I speak to you, sir?"

“Y¥Yes; be brief.”

“ About the new notico on tho board,
sir,” said the Bounder calmly. ** As you
are new here, sir, 1 thought perhaps
Ay, Queleh might have explained to you
ihat the Remove do not fag.”

“What 7

“As ho has not done so,
I'd  better mention
Dounder,

There was a faint sound in the corri-
dor of stealthy footsteps. Some of the
Removites had crept along to the door,
which the Bounder had left ajar.

They looked at one another as they
heard Smithy’s words, Where the
Bounder found bis nerve was a inystery
to his Form-follows.

A, Brander glared at  Vernon-
Suitthy silently, as if Smithy had taken
his breath away.

e fonnd his voice at last,

, sir, I thought
it,” said the

THE MAGNET

“What? What did you say, Vernon-
Smith 1" he ejaculate . ‘“Have you
come here to be impertinent 7" o

“Oh, no, sir! I was merely pointing
out that the Remove are not a fag
Form, as you seemed not to know it,
bein’ new here.”

Mr. Brander gasped.

“The Lower Fourth will, in future,
fag for the Sixth Form, like the Third
and Becond,” he said., “Have I not
made that plain in my notice on the
board 1"’

“Yes, sir. But isn’t it a mistake 1™

“It i3 not! You may go, Vernon-
Smith.”  Mr. Brander’s hand strayed
to a cane, but he withdrew it and
repcated: “You may go!”

“Van Tromp has told me to fag in his
study this afternoon, sir!” said the
Bounder. “I hoped you'd say that I
need not do so.”

“On the contrary, I warneyou to obey
my mnephew’s directions,” said Mp.
Brander. “I shall punish you very
severcly if you fail to do s0.”

“1 should like to have it clear, sir,”
said Vernon-Smith. “Am I going to bo
punished if I don’t fag in Van Tromp's
study "

“Most assuredly.”

“Very well, sir!
know.”

And with that {he Bounder left the
study, leaving Mr. Brander staring.
His hand strayed to the cane again.

I only wanted to

It was on his lips to call Vernon-
smith back for a caning. But he
refrained, and devoted iis attention

again to the Fifth Form papers.

S E—— S e

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Fagging for Van Tromp !

& ¥ ERBERT VERNON-SMITIH
H Bl glanced at the juniors in {he
Fussa.gﬂ and strolled away, his
1ands in his pockets.

The Removites followed him.

“Well, you've got a nerve, Smithy |”
said Bob Cherry.

“I believe s0!”
Smith.

"1 thought you'd get a licking from
the Beak.”

“So did L.”

“Well, you've got it straight [rom
the horse’s moulh now,” said Skinuer.
“You jolly well know that you’ve got to
fag for Van Tromp, Smithy.”

“Quite !” yvawned the Bounder.

“What are vou going to do, theni”
asked Harry Wharton. “I mean what
I said, Smithy—if you stand out against
fagging T'll back you up.”

“Same bere,” said several yoices.
But most of the fellows were silent and
dublous,

“My dear chap,” said the Bounder,
“how can I stand out against fageing
when the Beak himself has ordered me
to fag in Van Tromp’s study. I shall
be flogged if I refuse.” He laughed.
“And 1 expect I shall be flogged if I
don’t refuse.”

*“How’s that ?” asked Nugent.

“Why, I'm guinf; to f for Van
Tromp, but I hardly think he will like
the way I do it,” drawled the Boundecr.
“I'm going to his study now. You
coming, Cherry 1"

Bob Cherry nodded

“I'll go if you do, Smithy.” he
answered. “But if you stand out
against 1t, I'll stand out, too.”

“ Ay dear chap, let's go and fag like
good, obodicnt fags,” said the Bounder ;
ancd he walked away to the Sixth Form
passage, Bob following him.

“\What on earth has Smithy got in his
head now1” asked Peter Todd, rather
uneasily, “I don’t like the look in bLis
eye.”

assented Vernon-
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“ What the thump are you doing ? ** gasped Wingate.
“ Fagging for Van Tromp ! ** answered Smithy,

There was a jeering laugh from
Skinner.

“I jolly well knew that he would
come to heel, like any other fellow,” he
said. “He's got to toe the line, and he

knows it. e was only gassing.”

“ Looks like ii,” said Snoop.

“He's up to something,” said Peter.

“The uplfulness is terrific,” declarcd
Hurrce Jamset Ram Singl.

The ecrowd of Removites broke wup,
some of them wondering, some of thein
vieasy, but most sharing Skinner’s view
that the Bounder, after all hizs bold
words, bad made vup his mind to bow
the knce to the inevitable.

Meanwhile, Dob Cherry and his
fcllow-fag reached Van Tromp's study
in the Sixth.

They fgund the room rather untidy, a3
the scnior had told them. Bob Cherry
glanced round it and grunted. He was
very unwilling to begin fagging; 1t
went deeply against the grain.

The Bounder looked at him
laughed.

“Here’s for a start!” he said.

He took the talle by one leg, tilted
it over, and sent it crashing into =
corner of the study.

Books and papers, inkstand and ink,
shot off the table i a shower. DBob
Clierry gave a jump.

“0Oh, my hat!” ll:u gasped. “Is that
what you call fagging 1"

and

“That's whar I call fng;_;:iug:,”
assented the Bounder, *“and it's tine

only kind of fagging that any man at
Greyfriars will get out of mel”

Bob Cherry chuckled.

Vernon-Smith took the clock from the
mantelpicce, and dropped it in the
grate. There was a crazh and a smash.

*“ 8Smithy, old man——" gasped Bob,

“You going to look on?"” asked tho
Bounder. “1 thought you'd come here
to fag for Van Tromp. He told you
tD,"

“Ha. ha, ha!” roarcd DBob.

The Bounder procecded with his fag-
ping., Ile opened the study cupboard, in
which crockery and other things were
kept. He tossed out cups and saucers,
jugs and plates, and they landed one
after another on the floor, breaking into
fragments as they landed.

“Hu, ha, ha!” roared Bob., “I [ancy
Van Tromp won't like this kind of fag-
ging, Smithy.”

“My idea exactly!” agreed the
Bounder. “He may get fed-up on fag-
ging the Remave after this. You never
know."

A large cake was hurled out of the
cupboard. The Bounder kicked it
across the study; and PBob, entering
into the spirit of the thing, passed it
back to tho Bounder. It flew into three
or four picees from Bob's foot. Two or
three pots of jam and marmalade and
jelly shaved the sad fute of the cake,
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The cuphoard was soon bare.

“Go it!” said Vernon-Smith. *“We
may get interrupted—and we want to
do our job thoroughly.”

“Ha, ha! Yes, rather.”

“The table looks a little bit untidy,
with the legs sticking up in the air like
that, Van Tromp saad we were to
make the study tidy. Lend a hand.”

Smithy grasped a leg of the table,
and wrenched. The leg, with a sound-
ing crack, came off in lLis hands.

“Ha, ha, ha!” yclled Bob. And he
gave his atiention to the other table-
legs, wrenching them off in turn, while
the PEounder looked round for {resh
worlds to conquer.

There was plenty of work for willing
hands. A knife came in useful for
ripping cut the cushioned scats of two
armchairs; after which Smithy snapped
the bLlade under his foot, Two or three
vascs joined the eclock in the fender,
in fracments, There were a couple
of pictures on the walls; and they
looked quite a harrowing sight after
the Bounder had thumped upon them
with tho poker. There was a rather
large and handsom~ gilt mirror over
the mantelpiece; and when the Bounder
hurled the pcker at it, there was a
terrific erazly, and the mirror was di=-
tributed in fragments all over the study,

“(Oh erumbs !” gasped Bob.

(Continued on poge 10.)
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No. 3

MOBILIZATION OF
REMOVE FORCES

BARRICADED PASSAGE
OPEN REBELLION

It has come at last! It had to come sooner or
later, and it has come pocuer than somo people
expected. 1t has burst like a hombshell upon Mr.
Aleyer Brander, our new Hoead.

War declered at Greyfriars !
Brander and all his works |

1 told ycu last week that we were not prepared to
kunuckle under tamely to the new order of things.
Life has not been worth living since Brander cams to
take the place ¢f Dr. Locke. It has been a frightiul
orgy of pains and peneallins and punishments. Lick-
inge have been part ef our daily diet. Impots. have
been showered upon us as thickly as leaves in Vallom-
bresa. Qur ears have been boxed so oiten by Brander
and his nephew that it's & wonder we have any left !

But the fighting spirit of the Remove, instead of
bBeing erushed and broken by these tyrannies, lLas
klazed up in a beacon-fire of resentment and in-
dignation.

Was it the fault of the IF'amcus T'ive that Brander
walked into the booby-trep designed for his nephew
Otlo ? Ncta bit of it ! It was Brander’s own fault,
for being such o Nosy Parker. DBut the beagt didn't
ece it in that light. Woe were flogged without merey ;
ounted for the rest of the terin ; uud ordered to write
# thousand lines of Virgil; I wonder Brander didn’t
meke it & million !

On top of all this, Brander made his crowning mis-
teke of ordering {he Rowove to fag,

'Tlie revival of fazging the Remove could have only
cn9 result. Ilebellion !

Acting under my ordersg, a8 Commeander-in-chief
of the Remove Aumy, the fellows have locked them-
reives in their studies, and {he Remove PPassage has
bean barricaded.

Moyer Bronder ig foaming and fuming with rage.
Mo is deshing up aud down the school like a lion
pecoped from a menagerie. BElorts are. being made
to drivo us from cur Jdug.cuts; hut we are in an
impregnable position, as the ivaders are finding to
their cost! Already wo have repelied them, with
heavy casualtics on their side ; and we ehall go on
ropelling them till Durther crdevs. Edl

War againgt Meyer

“LATE EXTRA NEWS!

PAPER! ALL THE LATI

(reyftia

WAR DECLARED A’

GREAT DARING OF FAT
SCHOOLBOY

BUNTER, OF THE REMOVE ARMY, CAPTURES FEED

PAINFUL PENALTY PAID

With a bold and majestick step I
marched along Head's corridor to Mr.
Brander’s study. I have seen some fellows
make that eggscursion with an unsteady
gate, slinking and squirming, and farely
knocking at the neeze. But there’s nothing
like that about me, I fear no foe in shining
armer !

Matter of fact, I had no cause to fear.
I was not up for punishment, but was
meerly taking a note to the new Head,
with Mr. Quelch’s compliments.

Instead of a nervus nock—a timmerus
ratter-tat like most fellows give—1 bashed
my boot against the door, and threw it
open without waiting for an invitashun.

I found myself blinking into an empty
study. Brander was out—prowling
around on one of his spying eggscursions,
most likely. Brander's an awful beast in
that way. He creeps about like a bergular,
and ho actually lissens at key-holes—a
thing I should never dreom of doing !

I was about to leave Quelchy’s note
on the desk and depart, when I saw a

sight which set my eyes watering and
mouth gleeming—or rather, my mout:
watering and my eyes gleeming, (=
Brander’'s table was a tea-tray; and o
the tray was a dish of suckulent joo:o
tarts and another dish of doo.-nutts, an
another of faney pastrys. Then I notisss:
—by axxidentally kicking it over—i
spirit-stove on the floor, and a ket::
beside it.

Evidently Brander had been about -
have tea, when he had been called awe~
And what a tea for a Head ! Tarts sv:
doe-nutts and fancy pastrys | 1 faney fan

astrys myself, but I never fancied thas
F&ncias were a fancy of Brander's, Greec;
old glutten !

- “If Brander eats this little lot,”
mermered, ** he’ll get cronnio indiagestion
I must save him from that ! *

I only meant to eat one or two of t:
items, so that none would be misse.
but they were so jolly delishus that
couldn’t resist tho temptation to sccd

(Continued at foot of next column.)

HEADMASTER A CREEPY, CRAWLY
TOAD

FLOGGED FIFTH-FORMER FIGHTING MAD

AMAZING SCENES AT PRIVATE INTERVIEW

- 1t was not a hapry vioment that I choso for
mmierviewing Horare Coker, tho great “ I Am "
of tho Greyiriars Fiith.

The great Horace was fecling very sore, both
hrodily and mentally, Ife had euffered more
then anybody at Greyiriars from the tyranny
of Meyer Brauder ; and ho had just been caned
a front of his Form for saying things about the
ead which were more furcible
than polite |

Coker was slamning to and fro
iho a wild heast when I entered
his ctudy, His rugged lace way
grim; his  buriy fisls were
clencked, and lie was making
terrilie punches at some persen
rot present, yet wvisiblo to s
mind's eyo. 1 ceuld guicss who
that pergen wes, avd I grinnod.

“Pily thcre's a lavr pgoinst
punck.ig & heodmasicr eon Lis

if

him

giddy proboseis!”
would have a hot time at your hands, Horace,
it were lawful to commit assault and
battery on his oily person.”

“He would ! ™ growled Coker.

I said. **0Old Brander

*1T'd paste

and pummel him and pulverise him—

knock him into the middle of next week, in
fact ! 2

S0 saying, the burly Horace
dealt such a hefty punch at the
imaginary person of his headmagster
that I promptly hopped back out
of rango, Had I stayed where 1
was and stopped that punch, I
should have becn an ambulance
case !

“1 gather from your remarks
that you don’t exactly love Mr.
Brander ? * I ehuckled.

“TLove him!?" hooted Coker.
I Joathe Lim !

1 hate the very |

sight of him | 1le’s a creepy, crawly, eor
temptible toad, and a bullying beast in-
the bargain!”

“Hush ! I said warningly, “Wa!
have ears, you know ! And Brander me:
be listening at the keyhole—it'a a pleasa-
little habit of his.”

“I don’t care | P said Coler recklessls
“IT'm not afraid to tell Brander to L
back what I say behind his face-—that
to say—well, you know what Imean! l'o
a plain fellow,”

“ Painfully plain!” I murmured.

““ A plain-spoken fellow, I mean,’ s-
Coker, giving me a suspicious glare. *
never mince my words, when I'm cub u;
myself. Have you come to interview me
by the way ! 1If so, you can hop it!
don’t feel like being interviewed just now
I want to be lelt alone with
thoughts.”

“ Reelly !
Coker 1"

“Fh? You cheeky young raseal ! *

“Tho thought struck me that though:
never etruck vou! How can a fellos
think, when Le lacks the necessa:
apparatus ¥ "

Of course, I was fairly asking for
And I fairly got what I was asking for !

With a bull-like roar the exasperat:-
Coker raised his boot and liited me bodi
vhrough the doorway.

A tragie ending to & comic intoerview |

Do you ever have thought:



BT ABOUT GREYFRIARS WAR!

-

AUTOMATIC

PUNISHING
MACHINE

FORTUNE AWAITING INVENTOR

(We had no intention of publishing
snything from the pen of the unpopular
Otto; but the foliowing article shows
2im in his true colours—as a brute and
& bully of the first water.—Ed.)

- 1have no quarrel with my Uncle Meyer,
¢ e present IHead of Greyfriars, except

oy My s
i i ¥
¥ 1 W
R o
’
L i
i

Ly f,,, : 7

iat he 13 Jar too tender-hearted and
tolerant—{ar too gentle and light-handed
:n his dealings with

it thie Greyiriars boys.
'TE (Contirnued from previows colummn.)
iz the lot. The good things farcly melted

in my mouth; end my teeth were just

elosing over the last tart when the
study door suddenly opene:l, and in came
it § Brander, followed by Skinner and Snoop
17 and Stott of the Remove ! He had brought
ipyehio sneaks of the Remove along, pre-
e, coomably to give them tea and get them
I to tell tails ebout their schoolfellows.
veaskinner & Co. were unlueky !

v And 80 was I! Ilaving bolted the tea
I now felt like bolting myself, Dut
3, Brander was too quick for me. He seezed

me by the sholders, and shook me like a
terrier shakes a fat rat.

“ Bunter, you greedy
you've been and wolfed my tuck!" he
eaid—or words to that effcet. “ I'll learn
you ! Hand me my cane, Skinner ! "

We will draw a vale, dear reander, over
the pancful seen which fellowed. BSuffice
d # to say that DBrander produced more
L ¢ dust fromny bags than a vackuum-cleaner

eould have dene ; and I erawled out of the
| Hon'’s den feeling more dead than alive !

youngz beast,

PAPER! PAPER!”

fevald

I' GREYFRIARS (OFFICIAL)

I have begged him to be more strivt
and severe, and more drastic in his punish-
ments ; but alas! my dear uncle has a
lump of putty where his heart should be,
He really ought to be supervising a girls’
school 1

Now, if I were Head of Creyiriars
things would be vastly different.

First of all, I should scrap the existing
rules of the school, and draw up a new
and more stringent set ; and woe betide
any boy who broke any one of them !

I should introdace a special Punishment
Parade, to be held each morning in Big
Hall. And I should install a ** Robot
I'logger ''—a fearsome mechanical mon-
ster that could wield the birch and cane
with far more strength and vigour than a
human headmaster.

W hen a long quene of boys was awaiting
punishment, the tail-end of the queue
would be flogged just as soundly as the
first ones, because the Robot’s arm would
never grow tired, IHow nice it would be to
play the part of a zloating looker-on, whilst
the monster did its merciless work !

But there are scme young rascals with
hides like tortoises, who are case-hardened
and cane-hardened, and upon whom the
birch has the cffect of watcr on a duck’s
back, Ior these boys, I should revive
the pillory and the stocks.

In ths official punishment-book you
would {ind such entries as these:

Culprit : William George Bunter,
Offence :  Stealing jam-tarts., Punish-
ment : Put in the pillory and pelted with
jam-tarts !

Culprit:  Morace Coker,  Offence .
Insubordination. Punishment : Six week
in the stocks !

i
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July 26th, 1930.

TO FAG OR NOT

TO FAG

VIEWS OF SOME FAMOUS
PERSONAGES

THE DAILY DOSE OF
ASHPLANT

MR. MEYER BRANDER : Certainly the membhers
of the Remove Form should he made to fag.
They should, in fact, never have been exempted
from this duty. They are, for the most part, unruly
and undisciplined young rescals, and fazming will
at least Iteop them out of mischief. My ordors
aré that the Remove shall reésume this old custom ;
and I have commanded my nephew, Otto van Tromp,
to see that my orders ars rigidly enforced.

MR. QUELCH : It would be unwise of me to
express an opinion in print on this very controversial
subject, But I think that the boys in my Furm are
well acquainted with my views on the matter,
~ BILLY BUNTER : [lagging the Remove iz not
justise. 1 am a grate stickler for justiss. Anytling
t-hﬂt'.iﬂ not just just is—well, unjust! I beleeve in
the liberty of the subject, Loder of the Sixth wanted
me to fetch some firewood for hiin, to boil a keitle.
I told him to go and chop chips! He also wanted
me to fetch some coal from the seller. 1 told him
to go and eat coke! And he wanted me to poach
gsome eggs, but I told him that would be theeving!
Anyway, fagging is beneeth the diggnity of sons of
jentlemen., Commonors like
Wharton and Chemy can wazh
dishes and sweep floors, if they
like ; Lut nocop-and-apron stunt
for mie, thanks !

LORD MAULEVERER : I'ag-
pin’, to my way of thinkin’, is
debasin® an’ degradin’, besides
bein’ weearin’ an’ fearin’ to the
constitution, an' fearfully ex-
haustin’, begad ! Anyway, it's teo much fag )

GERALD LODER : I shall do my duty as a
prefect, and support the new Head in his revivel of
fagging the Remove. And what is more, 1 shall
keep my own fag up to the mark by giving him
liberal wapes—in the form of liberal daily doses of
my ashplant ¥ ‘Necdleszs to say, I am delighted that
the Remove have got to tce the line.

CRICKET

MASTERLY INNINGS BY
'TRUMPER THE SECOND

SHOCK FOR GREYFRIARS

It weos a joliy good game, brightened by
Trurmper's batting and Hurree Singh’s bowling.
The Remove made 100, and we thought we had
the game in ouy pockets. DBut Trumper played
a masterly innings, werthy of his namesake
who used to play ior Australia. None of
Trumper's chums was comiortablo against
Inky's spins and breaks. but all the bowling
came alike to the Courtilcld skipper; and he
had actually taken the score to within sevin
runs of our total, when Maile Linley made a

When Bob Cherry, the jester of the Remove,
told me that Mr. Brander, our new Head, ought
to be playing for the First Eleven, I was
indignant. |

‘“Brander | ” I eried aghast. *““Why, he
doesn’'t know the firat thing about cricket |

“I disagree,” chuckled Bob. * Brander's
always ‘ catching us out,” and only ihe other
day he hit several of our best bowlers for *six’
at a public flogging !

I could have kicked myself for falling so
eagily into Bob Cherry's trap. You see, Bob has
often pulled my * leg before.”

Our match with Courtficld County Council
school duly eame off last Wednesday. I was
afraid that Brander, or his spoilsport nephcw,
Van Trowmp, might interfere ; but they left us
soverely alone— perhaps beeause Dick Trumper
& Co. brought their masters to see the match, |

magnificent eateh at mid-on, to give us victory
by the skin of our toothiulness, as Ioky would
5aY.
. -
All our fortheoming crichet fixturcs Love
been cancelled, for the tinze being. Wo heve
something much miore execiting than erick:et to
think about. The Remove Form has risen in
revolt against the new Hend., We are locked 1
our studics, and have barricaded thie Remove
Passage against a!l iuvaders. Tt i3 war! War
to the l{ui?a pgainst Brender and all Lis .
How is it all going to end ? 'The rebellion
have a short life and a gay cne; on 1o °L
hand, it may last tor weeks, in wl po s v
wil!l he no Cricket Colamns to vrite, o1l 1713
space will be taken up by the latc SR B
from tle Remove I'rort |
X5 (R 8

Tue Muigxer Lizr-ni.=—0N



(Continued from

page 13.)

“Co it! said the Bounder.

Hallo, hallo, hallo! Heres
body coming.”’ _

The study door opened, and Wingate
of the Sixth looked in. He stared at
tl:c two juniors, and stared round the
cismantled study.

“What—what—what the thump
vou doinz®” gasped the captain
«reyfriars. ~

“agging for Van Tremp!” answered
Smithy,

“What?’ welled Wingate. _

“The Remove are fags now.”
plained Bob Cherry. *“We've
rpecial orders to fag this study.
is how we're doing 1it.” ‘

“Great Scott!” ejaculated Wingate.
“You voung sweeps—you clear off and
let Van Tromp's room alone.”

“Can’t—we're ordered to fag here,
snd we're not finished yet,”” answered
the Bounder., “There are a few more
things to smash. Lend a hand with
this eabinet, Cherry.”

“Stop!” exclaimed Wingate,

The Bounder glanced at him care-
lessly,

“Sorry I can’t oblige,” he answered.
“May I remind you that you are not
a prefect now, Wingate?”

Wingate coloured.

20me-

anre
of

ex-
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“T'm captain of the schiool, you
young rascal—"’ he began.
“That cuts no ice!” retorted the

Dounder. “The captain of the school
lias no authority outside games, unless
he's a prefect, too. You can rag me
a3 much as you like at cricket, Wingate;
tmit you can’t interfere here, and you
know 1t.”’

Wingate paused.

“Took here, Smithy, don’t vou cheek
old Wingate,” said Bob. “I don’t care
whether Brander took away his pre-
fectship or not; I'd rather obey Win-
sate’s orders than the Beak's, 1f you
coine to that.”

“Same here,”” said the DBounder.
“All the same, I'm not going to stop
rarzging this studv. I'm going on.”

“ Look here—"’

“Rats!"”

“Oh, I'm not going to interfere,”
=aid Wingate. “ You're right, Vernon-
~mith; I'm no longer a prefect, and I
can't order you to stop. But I advise
tou as a friend to chuck 1t. You've
done enough to be flogred for now.”

“Thanks for the advice, though we're
not taking it,” said Smithy.

Wingate shirngged his shoulders and
waiked eway, It was by the new Head’s
wet that lio had now no authority to
«top the ragging; Van ['romp had been
viven lis post of head prefect of the
~chool. The captain of Greyfriars went
back to his own study, and gave the
rirgers no further heed.

“Keep on,”” said Smithy. “Van
Tromp won't be long—he’s late for tea
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already. 'Uliere’s more to be done yect.
Don’t slack.”

“What next, then!” grinned Bob.

“Lend me a hand with this cabinet.”

It was quite a handsome cabinet,
with glass doors; and there were books
and some fanoy pieces of china in it.
The next minute, it was far from being
a handsome cabinet. The glass went
into fragments as it crashed on the
floor; and as it lay face down, Smithy
jumped on it, his feet went through
the back. He trampled right and left,
till the cabinet was in sections. The
pieces of china in i1t were reduced to
something like dust; and Smithy sorted
out the books from the ruins, and tore
a handful of pages from each.

“Oh crikey!” gasped Bob. “Let’s
clear, old man—I—I really don't want
to be here when Van Tromp comes in.”

“May as well be off the sceno!” said
the Bounder, with a cheery nod. “1I
fancy he will get a bit excited.”

“Ha, ha! More thon a bit, I think.”

Vernon-Smith looked round the study.

“I think it will do!” he remarked.

The rcom presented a scene of havoce
such as had never before been scen
within the ancient walls of Greviriars.
ITad a cyelone struck Van Tromp’s
study, 1t could scarcely have done more
damage. From wall to wall, from
corner to corner, the room was wrecked
and ruined.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!” Bob was look-
ing from the window. *“There comes
Van Tromp, Smithy.” Van Tromp
and Loder were visible in the distance,
strolling towards the House.

“Let’'s cut!” said the Bounder. .

The two juniors rather hastily left the
study. They lost no time in getting out
of the Sixth Iorm quarters.

“This way,” said Smithy, drawing
Dob to the door of the House, where
Van Tromp and his companion were
coming 1in.

The bully of the Sixth glanced at the
two juniors, as he cntered.

“Here!”” he ealled out.

“Yes, Van Tromp,” said the Bounder,
with a smile.

“You've done as I told you?”’

“What a question !” said ihe Bounder,
raising his eycbrows. ““Aren’t we here
to do as you tell us?”

“To hear is to obey, you know!”
murmured Bob Cherry.

“Don’t be cheeky,” saad Van Tromp.
“ Answer me—have vou fagged in my
study as I ordered you?”

F Y‘E-S-"

“Well, T shall soon sce!” =aid the
bully of the Sixth. “If you haven't,
look out for squalls.”

“But we have!” said the Bounder,
“and we've done the work more thor-
oughly than any Third Form fag would
have dono it.”’

“Yes, rather,” grinned Dob.

Van Tromp gave them a suspicious
stare, and walked away to his study.
The two juniors hurried up to the
Remove passage. And tho Remove,
when thev heard how the two fags had
fagged for Van Tromp, simply gasped
—and waited for the thunderstorm to
burst,

e e —

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Rebellion in the Remove !

1] HAT -
W Van Tromp of the Sixth
staved into his study.

He gasped
It was difficult for the bully of {lie
Sixth to believe the evidenco of his
eyes. llc etood in the doorway, and
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gazed into the wreoked, havocked room,
his eyes bulging, his mouth open, his
jaw dropping.

“What's up?’ called out Loder.

Loder was going into his ewn study,
when he noted the extraordinary aspeet
of Otto van Tromp. He came up the
passage,

“What's up?” he repeated. “You
look as if you've got a ghost in your
study, old becan. YWhat——" Loder
broke off, as he glanced into the in-
terior of the room, “Oh! Great Pip!
Great Christopher Columbus! What—
what’s happened 1’

“Those—those young villains—
gurgled Van Tromp.

“0Ob, my hat!”?

“Look! The—the room’s ragged—
wrecked—ruined!” Van Tromp gasped
for breath. *“Why, I—-I-—-TIl—"

Loder suppressed a grin. During their
walk that afternoon, Van Tromp had
been telling him how easy it was to
bring cheeky fags to heel. Van Tromp,
according to his own view, was the
fellow to do it; indeed, he boasted that
he had done it. Two of the most un-
ruly fcllows in the most unruly Form
at Greyfriars, he had told Loder, were
fagging meekly in his study, while they
were taking that walk,

This, apparently, was how those meek
[ags had done their fagging! Loder
saw a comic side to tho matter, which
was quite lost on Otto van Tromp.
"My hat, they’ve put their beef into
1t!”  remarked Loder. “The room
doesn’t look as if you'll ever get it to
rights again, by gad.”

Van Tromp spluttered with rage.

“I—T'll smash them—I'll cut the skin
off their backs—I—I'll—where’s a cane?
Can you see my cane ”

“There it is—in the grate—but it's
split to pieces,”” said Loder, trying not
to smile, “They don't seem to have
overlooked anything.”

“Get me a cane from your study!”
bawled Van Tromp.

“Certainly, old fellow.”

Loder of the Sixth fetched a cane
from his study; Van Tromp clutched it
from his hand, and started for the
stairs.  Loder looked after him, and
whistled.

The bully of the Sixth tromped up
the stairs. Coker of the I'ifth was
comingz down, and he stared in surprise
at the white, furious face of the prefect.
Ile was so surprised that he stopped
directly in Van Tromp’s way, staring
at him.

Van Tromp shoved him roughly
aside, and Horace Coker staggered
against the wall. The Sixth-l¥ormer
tramped on up the stairs.

Coker erimsoned with wrath.

“You rotter!” roared Coker. *“Do
you think you can shove a Fifth Form
man about? You checky toad!”

Van Tromp did not beed the indig-
nant Coker. He tramped and stamped
on his way to the Remove passage.

That passage was crowded with
Remove fellows. A breathless diseus-
sion had been going on; but there was
a sudden hush as Van Tromp appeared,
;I.‘hu cxpression on his face was start-
ing.

Iliz burning eves swept over them.

“Where are Vernon-Smith and
Cherry ?” he gasped.

“In Smithy’s study!” said Snoop.
NV;;H Tromp stamiped on to Study

o. 4.

Ho kicked open the door,
crazh, and stamped in.

Three juniors were in No. 4; Smithy
and Regl'.riug. to whom the study
bolonged, and Bob Cherry. Redwing
and Bob rose quickly as the infuriated

with «
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bully stamped in. Vernon-Smith
remained sprawling in the armechair,
his glance cool as 1ce. His face was
perfectly calm; but his eyes were danc-
ing. It might have been supposed that
the reckless Bounder was enjoying the
thrilling pass to which things had now
come.

“You—you—you———" Van Tromp
was stuttering with rage. “You—
you've ragged my study—"

“Fagged, you mean!” said the
Bounder. “You told us to fag, you
know! Haven’t we done the job thor-
onghly ?”

Van Tromp did not answer. He
made a rush at the Bounder, slashing
with the cane, carcless where the blow

fell.

Vernon-Smith whipped out of the
chair like lightning, and the lashing
cane fecll across the leather, It cracked
like a pistol-shot as 1t fell.

Vernon-Smith backed round the table.
Ilis face was still cool; but the light
of battle glinted 1n his eyes.

Van Tromp pantcd.

“Come here!” he gasped.
over that chair! At once!”

“Rats!” said the Dounder coolly.

“Rend over, I tell you!” hissed Van
Tromp.

“And I tell you, rats!” said the
Bounder. “You've cancd me a dozen
times since you've been a prefect, Van
'T'roinp. 'That's the lot! You're not
going to cane me any more S0 pub
that in your pipe and smoke 1t.”

“Bend over that chair—you first, and
then Cherry—or T'll take you by the
collar and thrash you!™ s=aid Van
‘I'romp hoarsely.

“Will yout” said the Dounder. He
caught wup a cricket siump from a
corner of the study. “Come on, then,
and begin.”

“Smithy !” gasped Redwing.

“Stand by me, you men!” said the
Bounder, “I'm fed up with bullying,
and I’'m not standin’ any more. Keep
off, Van Tromp, if you know when
you're safe.”

Van Tromp was too enraged to heed.
lie fairly hurled himself at the
Bounder, lashing cut with the cane.

There was u crash as Smithy warded
with the cricket stump. Dut the terrifio
force of the siash drove the-stump down,
anl the cane ranz on the DBounder’s
shoulder, and he gave a yell of pain.
The next mowent, there was another
crash, as he struck with the stump.
Van Tromp reeled back from the crash-
ing blow on his bullet hcad.

“Ch!” he gasped. “ You—you dare
to strike a prefeet——"

“Loo%s like 1it, doesn’t it!” said the
DBounder.

“Oh my hat!” stuttered Bob Cherry,
while Tom Redwing stood in blank
dismay.

Van Tromp rushed at Vernon-Smith.
Ilo reeccived, without heeding, a blow
from the stump, and grasped the
Bounder 1in his strong hands.

“Dack up!” yelled Vernon-Smith, as
e was fairly swept off his fcet in the
powerful grazp of the big Sixth-Iornier.

It was no time to think of conse-
quences, Dob Cherry rushed to the
Dounder’s aid, and Redwing was only a
second behind him. Two pairs of hands
{;uatﬁ:ned on the bully, and dragged himn

ack.

The doorway was crowded with faces
now., Harry Wharton lcaped into the
study, followed by Nuzent and Johnuny
Bull and Hurree Singh.  They, too,
were quite forgetful of consequences
now, Their chum was engaged in a
furious grapple with the bully of Grey-
iEiars, and that was cnough for the
S0,

“ Bend

They rushed on Van Tromp and
grasped him on all sides.

The cnraged bully had lost all seif.
command now, The cane had been
wrenched from his hand, and he was
hitting out with clenched fists—blows
that would have deone serious damage,
had he been given time. But the odds
were too heavy f{or him now; and he
went to the floor with a crash, the
juniors sprawling over him.

“Bag him!” roared Johnny Dull.

“Thump him 1”

“Give him beans!”

“The beanfulness is terrific!”

“Oh crumbs!” pasped Peter Todd,
etaring in at the door. *I—I say, he's
a prefect, you know. The Hecad——"

“Blow the Head!” gasped DBob
nerry. “Give that cad beans, you
'.[TIEI]T! We've had enough of this bully-
ing !”

“Yes, rather! Cive him gip!”

“(ive the estcemed rotter a prepos-
ferous ragging ! gasped llurrce Jainsct
Rum Singh. “We are for it now, my
abzurd chums: and the hangfulness is
as erood for a sheep as lor a lah.”

““la, ha, ha!*

“Go it!”

“Pile in, you men!” seclled the
Bounder. “It was bound to come to
this—and now it's come, give Lim toco.”

“Good egg!” said Peter, and ue
rushed in to lend a h:_ut:d. And several
follows followed him in.

Van Tromp almost disappcared under
the swarm of juniors. 'Theic was not a
fellow in the Remove who .had not a
score to pay; every fellow had felt the
weight of the bully’s cane, more than
once. Now was the time to pay off the
score; and it was paid with interest.

Bumped and thumped and 1 led and
ragged, Van Tromp gasped for breath,
hﬂi]"[[‘i.‘-‘]j’. His head was pushed into
ithe coal-locker, and
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The wretched cbject on the stairs
r-ir:d itself up and fled. Yella and
1owis and catcalls followed him, as he
vaxished down the lower staircase.

“Well,” gasped Bob Cherry, fanning
himself aster hig exertions. “Well, my
beloved ’earers, we’ve becn and gone
und done it now "’

:'sind there was no doubt that they
had |

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Locked Out !

A, ha, ha!” roared Coker of
the Fifth.
Potter and Greene chuckled.
The sight of Otto van
Tromp was really calculated to appezl
to a fellow’s sense of humour.

Ho was almost crawling away from
the stairs—gasping, spluttering; and in
a shocking state of dishevelled untidy-
11GEs,

Many fellows weve gathercd at the
foot of the staircaze. The din from the
Remove pascage had beea Lieard far and
witle, It was known that Van Tromp
had gone there with a ecanc; and the
uproar indicated that his visit was not
prospering. And even Sixth Forin men,
who believed firmly in keeping juniors
in order, were not sorry to hear Van
Tromp getting a ragging.

“Look at the tick!”
“Ha, ha, hal”

Blunde!l of the Fifth chuckled.

“ Anything happened, Van Tromp?”
he asked blandly.

The bully of Greyfriars gave them a
Litter glare. A score of pairs of eyes
were on him, all glimmering with
amusement. Not a fellow there sympa-
thised with him in his disaster.

(Continued on ncxt page.)

said Calier.

came out black: an
inkpot wa. up-ended

over his face: a
handful of soot
from the chimney

was rubbed into his
hair; his collar and
tie were torn away,
his coat split up the
back. In a gasping,
stuttering, splutter- |
ing heap, he was
rolled out of the
study at last, and
sprawled helplessly
in the Remove
passage.

“Kick him down-
stairs|” shouted the
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“Had a row with the tags?” grinned
L. "o,

" Dhid vou let the fags handle you like
{atl” asked Walker of the Sixth.

“Better call nunky ! chortled Coker.
" 1Ihe Remove are rather above your
vietghds, Van  Tromp!  Better call

rukyd”

Smack!

Coker staggered, with a roar of sur-
feise and wrath,

Mr, DBrander had come suddenly on
il:n stene.

I1is first action was to box Coker's
. ~tonizhed eur—a tervifie smite wiith his
uiron hoand that made Coker spin like
a Lumngng-top.

No o doubt Qoker should not have
ioaacd to the Head as “nunky.”  ilnt
il smacking of heads was a new thing
ar Grevivinrs, especially senior heads.

Coier spun round end glared at the
Benk.

“YWhat are you up to

o

‘You old donkey

“Whatt”

* o you think vou can smack feliows’
treads o roared Coker. Y Keep your paws
1o vourse !l

“Celkur ! gasped Mr. Brander. ™ How
warc von? Go to my study and wait for

?}J

ke roarcd.

1o there I shall flog you !™
“You wont!” said Coker.
“Wha-a:at?~
“(30 and cat coke !
With  that retort, llorace Coker

<u'ked away—not in the direction of
rie Head's study.

A dead silence fell
Cocvfriars fellows.

Potter and Greene exchanced a hope-
leag look., Coker of the Mifth had doue
it T.OW.

Mr. DBrander scemed to have lost his
He rocovered it, however, and

on the crowd of

VCiLe.

«hrieked after Coker.

“(loker -

*“Rats!” roared Coker, over his

<Loulder. Coker had been flogged, and
' = had been caned. Now he had had
i iz ears boxed, and that was the limit.

“What did you say?” raved the new
I1oad.

*Ratz!” roured Coker. b

“Go to my study and wait for me
thiere, or vou shall be expelied from the
v hool 1 reared Mr. Drander.

“RBozh!”

With +t{hat retort, Horace
halked off the scene, leaving
Prunder staring and spluttering.

There was a chuckle from somewhere,
cad the plinting eves of the new head-
tister pleamed round for the chuckler.

“Who was that?” he hissed.

No roeply

“Pid yen laugh, Hobson?

Hob-on of the Shell started.

“I. sir?" he ejaculated.

“Nez, you!” roared Mr. Drander.
1T+ Liad a cane m his hand, and he
= ipped it hard. “ Come here, Hobson.”

“[—I ouly coughed —sort of coughed,
< 1" gasped Hobson,

“Comie here !

Jamcs Hobson looked at My, Brander,
7 his infuriated face and gripped cane.
"Il example of rebellion was easy to
inllow. Instcad of ecoming to Mr.
Beander, Hobson of the Shell made a
.l in the opposite direction.

“Holizon ! shricked Mr.
“Come Lack! Come here!l
a1 onre, Hobison.”

Jammes lobson vanished.

Ar. Brander made a stride in pur-
giit, and then stopped. He had other
raatters on hand. Hobson had to wait.
n= we!ll as Coker. The new headmaster
fixed his eves on Otto van Tromy.

“What has happencd, Otto?”  he
rosned., “1 heard o noise—an uproar!
V'uat kas happened ™7

Coker
Mz,

Brander.
Come bacls

“Ilvo Leen attacked—ragged--
aszaulted. A ecrowd of Remove bovs—
in the Remove passage!” panted Van
Tromp.

“I will deal with them,” said Mr.
Brandcr, Letv.een his teeth, And with
the cane gripped in his hand, Lo
mounted the stairs,

“Now look out for the fircworks!”
murmurcd Temple of the Fourth.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!” a veoice was
heard from above. “Here comes the
Beal !”

There was a scampering of feet.

Mr. Brander, his teethi set, his eyes
gleaming, arrived on the Remove land
ing. He was going to put down this
outbreak of rebellion with a firm hand.
His mind was already made up to cane
the whole of the Retnove, not sparing a
single member of the Form,

Ile marched into the Remove passage.

Not a fellow was in sight.

A minute earlier the passage had been
crowded with Remove men. Now it

was quite desorted.
stopped at the first

My, Drander

2
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study and turned the door handle.
door did not open.

He rapped on the door of Study No. 1
vith kis cune,

“Open this door at once!” he called.

“What do you want?” asked Harry
VW harton's voice from within,

“Is that Wkarton? Open this door,
Wharton! Is it locked ?”

“Yes, rathior!”

“1 command youa to open it.”

“What for:”

“1 am goingz in cane you and all the
Form. Every member of thiz Forwu
shall  receive the severcst possible
punishment. I wili make an examplo
of the Remove '™ roaved Mr. Brander.
* Now open the door.”

No an-wer.

The cane crashed on the door again.

“Do vou hecar me, Wharton ¢

“Oh, ves, sirt”

“Let me i immediately 1

“Not for a hicking, sir!” answered
tlie captain of the Remove.

“Do youn dare to disobey iny crders,
Vharton®”

“Yes!” answered Ilarry.

“What? What? What did you say?”
shricked Mr. Brander.

“We've Lkad  enouch  lickines!™
= ]
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answered the captain of the Remove.
‘We're fed up, sir! I won't open the
door I
M Same hers!” chimed in Frank
Nugent’s voice. “I won't either!”

The now headmaster stood trembling
with rage. His grip on his cano was
convulsive. But a stronz oaken door
stood between him and the juniors who
defied his authority, and they were out
of reach of his vengeance.

He gasped for breath. He was as
much surprised as cnraged. 1t had
never occurred to his narrow, obstinate
mind that tyranny was the chortest path
to rebellion, Even a worm will turn,
and the Greyfriars fellows were any-
thing but worms. The turning-point
had been reached now. N

Tho new Iecad's system had, in fact,
put a sort of premium on rebeollion,

hen severe and incessant punishmentd
Were hmuID_d out for any offence or
no olfence, it was hardly more danger-
ous to rcbel than to Eu{:mit.

For some mwmoments Mr Brand
M LY . Er ¢
mained outside Study No. 1, rather r:t
x loss. But his cane was uscless aguinst
an oaken door, and he passed on fo the
next study. He ra{]pad on the door.
7 0;1&:1 this door I he snapped.
W hat do you want?” came Tom
ﬂrn}vn 8 volce.
“1 comand you to open the .
:I\'nthing doiug 1" g i
"RI'D'E:FH! You shall be expelled.”
You'll have to expel all the Remove
;IDHI i3 1.:f11t_h n.c, thm;'" answered the New
caland junior. “You won't be let i
aﬂ‘%r];[:;f t;t:lﬂ studies.” SR
azeldene! Are you there, Hazel-
dene ¥ Mr. Brander’s refentive memory

recalled the names of all th 1)
of the Remove studies. ripenis

“Yes, sir!” cai I 2 ']

. no ITazel’s faltering
“Open this door, Ilazeldene !” Mr.

Brander was well aware that Hazel was

not made of the same stuff as {1
Junior from New Zealand. b

"“I—1 say, Browney——»

“Let that door nfiﬂue!" said Tom
Brown.

“Bilence, Brown!” roared
}]rnn{iiqr.t 1“Haz§lc11m'm. open this drélir:.;'
nnmediately, an ¥ 1 y
leatoi s 3 will deal with you

" Keep away from that door, Hazcl.”

I—1 say, it’s the Head, you know
and——" ’

“Never mind
[1.'?‘m that door.”
I Iﬂﬂkdlzfre, lBrnwn, I'm not going to
¢ sacked {o please you. I
open the dﬂnrl.} I—'—{” wHewme 1o

“Stand back |”

“I am waiting,
claimed Mr. Brander.

There was a movement
ITazeldene was evidently
ferror.
door.

The next moment there was a yell and
a fall. There was a sound of scullling.

“Hazeldono! Will you open this
door ?” roared Me. Brander.

“Groogh !

“He can’t, sir!” came back Tom
Drown’s checry voice. “I'm sitting on

his head.

“What?” roared Mr. Brander.
“Brown! Release Haweldene at oince.
Do vou hiear me "

“I'm not deaf, sir!”

“ Hazeldene ! roared Mr. Brander.

“Ow! QOooogh! Cerroll! Ow!”

The door of Stedy Neo. 2 did not
open. Hazeldene reposed on the floor,
with Tom Brown sittine on his head:
and the door remained locked. And
Mr. DBrander, almost foaming, passed
O11.

the Head, keep away

H&EE]dEl]E!” CxX-
in tho study.

‘ in a state of
His hand was heard on the
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THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Defeated !

> AP rap, rap!
ey Herhert Vernon-Smith winked
at Redwing, who smiled faintly.
The door of Study No. 4 was

iocked, hike all the doors in the Remove

passage. Every fellow had gone to his
study and locked himself in. In the
deserted passage the enraged head-

raaster roved a good deal like a tiger
in a cage.

“Vernon-Smith |” He banged on the
door of Study No. 4 with the ecane.
“Vernon-Smath 1”7

“Adsum !"” said the Bounder cheerily,
as 1f he were answering to his name at
calling-over,

“Open  your
Smith [

study door, Vernon-

** That’s enough, you rotter ! *’ roared Coker at the headmaster.

“No {ear!”

“1 order you —————*

“Call again  next
snswered the Bounder.

1 shall expel you from the school,
Yornon-Smith.”

*I'hanks |”

“What did wyou
Brandecr.

“Thanks |”

Rap, rap, rap! came the cane on the
ocaken paunels, Mr. Brander would have
given much to land it on Smithy instead
of Smithy's door. But Smithy was safe
on the inner side of the oak.

“Redwing ! Are you there, led-
wing 7*

“I'm here, sir!” answered Tom.

“Open the door, Redwing 1”

“I'm ztanding by Smithy, sir!”

“You young rascal !”

“Oh, chocse it1” said the Bounder.
“Yeuve askhed for this, Brander, and
now you've got it! The best thing you
car do is to chuck it up and get out of
Creyfriars. You're no good here.”

“You are cxpelled, Vernon-Smith '

cared the new Head.

‘Rats i’

Christmas,”

say {” roared MMr.

“You shall be sent home to-morrow

“Fathead 1”

“What?” shriecked Mr.
scarcely believing his ears.

“Fathead |” repeated the DBounder.
“I'-a-t-h-e-a-d, fathead |”

“8Bmithy=——" murmured Redwing.

“My dear man, in for a penny, in for
a pound !” drawled the Bounder. *“ Do
yvou think anything I may say will malke
him madder? It's time we told the old
fool what we thought of him.”

“Vernon-Smith | I heard
wordg—"

“1 meant you to hear them, Brander.

DBrander,

your

Like to hear some more? Iathecad!
Ass! Chump! Silly old buffer!”
Mr. Brander choked. He gave the

door a last crash with the ecane, and
stamped on along the Remove passage.
There was nothing, evident'y. to be done

with the Bounder, so long as the sindy
door was locked.

It really looked as if the new ITead
would have to retreat, defeated, {romn
the quarters of the Remove. DBut Le
made another attempt, at the door of
Study No. 7. That study was tenantaod
by Billy Bunter, Peter Todd, and Tom
Dutton, the deaf junior. Bunter, ut
lerst was not the fellow (o defy the
voice of authority.

Mr. Brander wrenched at the door-
handle of Study No. 7. It was locked
like the rest, and he rapped on the
panels.

“Bunter! Are you here, Bunter?”

“Oh! No!” came a gaspine voire.
“ [—I'm not here, sir.”

“Bunter! Open this door!”

“I—1 «an’t, sir ™

*1 shal' flog you, Bunter!”

“Oh crikey! Toddy's got the Loy,

sir |”

“Todd! Peter Todd! Unlock 1this
door 1”

Peter Todd made no reply. e was

determined not to unlock the door; but
he did not want to add fuel to the Hame
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of the ncw Head’s fury. So lLe
mamed judiciously silent.
“Todd! Do you hear me, Todd "

“1 =say. Toddy, the Beak’s talkiner 1o

e

vou, and-— VYaroooccoh! Stop kick-
mg me, you beast! Owl”
“Todd! I am aware that vou can

Licar me! 1 command you to let me
mto this study!”’

Silence from the judicious Peter,

“YVerv well,” said Mr. Brander lec-
tween his teeth, 1 shall deal with »ou
presently. Todd! I will make an cx-
ample of wyoun, with the rest of the
Newove.  Bunter, take the key from
'T'odd, and open the door.”

“I—I eay, Toddy—— Yaroocoooooch!™

“Are vou taking the key from Todd,
Bunter ¥

“Ow! Wow! How can I take the
kev {rom him, sir, when he's Kicking

*“ Hands off, or I'll knock you spinning ! **

me ™ walled Bunter. “Ow! Wow !
Leave off kicking e, you beast |”

* Dutton | Dutton | Auswer e
Dutton I roared Mr. Brander.

“Eh”

“Open the dcor, Dutton !

“The f{loor, sir?” ashked the deal
IRemovite. “Bunter’'s on the [loor.

Toddy's keeping him there. What abont
the floor, sir?”

“ I did not say floor.
fonl 17

“No, sir; there’s a chair=—"

*A chair ¥”

*Yes; but there isn't any stonl. W
don’t have a stool in the study. There's
i stool m the box-room, I think. if rou
want one,”

“You senseless [ool 17

e 1

*l'ake the key from Tedd.”

“"Would wou mind s}wenlcing louder.
sirf 1'm a little deaf.’

“Take the Lkey from Todd, and open
this door at once !” roared Mr. Drander.

“T don’t think I'm a dunece just Le-
catse I can't hear vou, sir! 1 told 1ou
I'm a lirtle deaf.”

Tue Miexer LiBriny.—No. 1,171

I said door. vou
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“Let me into this study!™ shricked

Mr. Brandor.

“Who's muddy 7"

“ Dutton | You stupid boy,
Dutton o

“T can't make him out,” said Tom

Dutten. “First he said somebedy was
muddy, and now he's talking about
mufton  What does he mean zbout

mutton, Toddy 7~

*“Ha, ha, ha!”

Mr Brander gave it up. He tramped
along the passage, banging with his
cane on door after door, and command-
ing the doors to be opened.

%nt a door was opened. Somec of the
fellows answered, but the more prudent

remamned silent. But not a key was
turned back.

At Study No. 13 Bob Cherry's voice
answered him. He requested the avpli-
cant for admission to go and eut cole.

Mr Brander ground his teetl.

“You are the ringleader in this,
Cherry 1” he hissed. “You shall be ex-
pelled from the school |”

“My pater will have something to say
about that!” retorted Bob.

“Silence! Linley! Open this door,
Linley {”

“Can’t, sir!” answered Mark Linley.

“Hurree Singh! Are you there,
Hurree Singh "

“The hercfulness of my estcemed self
is terrific, sir.”

“Lev me m, Hurree Singh.”

“The regretfulness is preposterous,

sir; but your esteemed presence would
nntdbe a boonful blessing in this worthy
Et.]_] FIIJ

“Wun Lung! Open this door, my
boy !

“No can.” came the soft voice of the
little Chinese. *“Me velly solly, sir; no
can opee door.”

Breathing fury, Mr. Brander stamped
on to the last study in’ the Remove. He
banged on the door furiously,

“Chuck it, old bean!” came Johnny
Bull’s voice from Study No. 14. “We're
not letting you in. Run away and
play.”

“ I{EEP vour temper, sirl” said Squiflf
cheerfully, “If you lose your temper
you won't catch any fish.”

“Yov rebellious young rasenls—"

“Go and eat coke!”

“1 wil! flog you—"

B“IlFlrst eutui your hare!™ said Jolinny
ull.

“Fish! Is Tish there? Open this
door, Fish and I will pardon vou!”

*I—I guess—" stammecred Fislher T.
Fish.

“I wil' pardon von, I'ish, if you open
this door immediately.”

Mr. Brander evidently believed in that
old maxim of treacherous politicians,
“divide and conquer.”

“I—I guess we can’t stand out against
the Beak., you guys,” said FizLcr 'T.

¥ish “We sure can't! I guess—"
B“lFuess again !I” suggested Jolnny
il

“I calculate I'm going to let the Hoad
in.” argued Fisher T Tish. “J sure
ain’t going to be flogged. Not if this
imfant knows it. I guess—*

Bump !

“ Yarooch! Wake snakes! Yeoroop!”

“Fish! Open the door, Tizh!”

“Fishy can't open the door, old
scout,”” answered Johnny Bull, “ Fislir's
head is in the enal-locker.”

“Yurrrrrergggh 1”7

Mr. Brander drew a deep, decp
breath.

He had gone the length of the whole
passage now, and not a single door had
been opened. Safe, for the present,
behind locked doors. the whole Remove
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had defied the authority of the neow-

headmaster,

Slowly, consumed with fury, Mr.
Brander traversed the long passage to
the stairs again. On the landing he
paused.

He was bitterly reluctant to retire
and leave the Removites masters of the
situation, even for a short time. Dut
there was nothing doing; he was pawer-
less so long as the doors were locked.

Still, they could not remain locked
for ever! His time would come, und it
would come soon! He descended the
stairs at last, with a look on his face
that made fellows who saw him retire
hurriedly from his presence. The
baffled tyrant of the scﬁnnl was yearn-
ing for a victim upon whom to wreak
his rage, and nobody wanted to serve
his turn.

Had the new Head of Greyfriars been
an escaped tiger his path could not have
been avoided more carefully as he
strode back to his study.

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Coker’s Defiance !
GREYFRIAR-S SCHOOL was in

& buzz of wild excitement,
It was time for evening prep,
but nobody at Greyfriars was
thinking of prep.

The Remove, certainly, were in their
studies; but it was quite certain that
preparation was not in their minds.

The Third and the Second had been
taken into their Form-rooms by .heir
respective masters; but the Third and
Second were in a buzz, like the rest of
the school; and Mr. Wiggins and Mr.
Twigg, as a matter of fact, were giving
them no attention. Wiggins and 'fwigg,
like the rest of the masters, were in a
perturbed and excited state.

Neither were the Shell and the Fourth
at prep. Tho Shell and the Fourth
were eagerly discussing the amazing
outbreak in the Remove quarters. Some
of them were proposing to follow the
example of the Remove, especiall
Hobson of the Shell, who was well
aware that he was booked for ven-
geance.

Mr. Brander, since he had come to
Greyfriars, had ruled the school with a
rod of iron. But the rod seemed to be
breaking now like a reed.

“Britons never shall be slaves
said Hobson. “If those Remove kids
can kick, we can kick.”

“Hear, hear!” said Stewart of the
Shell. *If the old blhighter comes after
us, we'll lock him out, too:”

“You men,” said Temple of the
I'ourth to his cronies, * the Beak’s in a
frightful bait, and he will take it out
of somebody! If he tries to take 1t out
of us, I'm gning to lock him out of my
study, for one.’

“What-ho!" said Fry.

“0Oh, rather!” said Dabney.

“But those kids will have to come out
of their studies sooncr or later,” said

Tl'l

Wilkinson. “The Beak will have them
then.”
“Um! Perhaps we'd better sce how

it turns out, before we put our foot in
it,”" said Cecil Reginald Toemple.

““Oh, rather!"” said Dabney.

The Fifth were mostly gathered in the
games study. Coker of the Fifth was
there, occasionally rubbing his ear,
which was still singing a little from
the terrific smack the Beak had
bestowed upon it.

The Fifth Form men were
and troubled. They were seniors, and
as seniors they, of course, condemned
anything in the nature of insubordina-
tion on tho part of juniors. The lcfty

perturbed
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dignity of a senior Form prevented
them from even thinking of sharing in
such an outbreak. Nevertheless, there
were few of them who did not wish the
Lower Fourth luck in their stand
against the tyrant of the school. And
?nker, at least, was as rebellious as any
ag.
Coker, obviously, was up for another
flogging, after the way he had talked
to the Head. And Coker declared, in
& voice that could be heard over half
Greyfriars, that he wasn’t going to bo
flogged.

“Once is enough—more than
enough!”” declared Coker. “I'm done
with the Beak. Let him try to flog me,
that's all 1"

“You don't want to be sacked,” said
Potter.

“I expect my friends to stand by me,”
sald Coker. “The Beak can’t sack the
whole Form.”

“Oh, don’t be an ass!” said Blundeil
irritably.

“Well, sack or no sack, I'm not goin
to have that rotter’s paws laid on me,”
sald Coker. “ Who ever heard of smack-
ing a IFifth Form man’s head 7

“The man's a rank cad,”” said Hilton:
“but he's Head of Greyfriars.”

“Time he was turned out!”’ said
Coker.

“Yes, ass! But we can't turn him
out.”

“Well, I'm not going to be flogged,”
sald Coker positively; “and if he sacks
me I won't go, so there!”

“Here comes Prout!”
Potter.

Mr. Prout entercd the games study.
The plump face of the Fifth Form
master was deeply clouded and

troubled.
“1Is Coker Lere?

murmurcd

“Coker!” he said.

Coker, you are to follow me to the
Head’s study.”

“To be flogged, 1 suppose?” said
Coker disdainfully.

“I—I fear so, Coker! 1 am sorry,
my boy; but it is necessary to submit
to the authority of the headmaster.”

“I’'m not going, sir.”’

Mr. Prout blinked at him.

“You must go, Coker.”

“I'm not going! If Brander wants
to see me, tell him to come here!”
answered Coker. “No disrespect to
you, sir. I know you'd stand up for
your Form ugainﬂt that rotter if you
could. But I'm not taking any more
from Brander.” |

“You must not allude to the Head in
such terms in my presence, Coker,”
stammered Mr. Prout.

“Well, sir, you know he's a rotter as
well as we do. 1f he wants an snswer
from me, sir, tell him I won’t come.”

“Coker! Really, Coker—’

“And tell him,"” went on Coker,
“that the Fifth Form are fed-up with
his meddling, and that we want to be
left to our own FForm master. Tell him
the Fifth won't stand any more of his
meddling !”

Mr. Prout gasped. Coker’s words
found an echo in his own plump breast,
as a matter of fact. But, as a Form
master he could not listen to them.

“Say no more, Coker. You make
matters worse. Go to the Head’s study
immediately, my boy.”

“I'm not going, sir!”

“Better go, old man,”
Potter. “ You see—"

“Don’t be an ass, Potter!”

“0Old chap——" pleaded Greene.

“Don’t be a fathead, Greene!”’

“Coker, really—really——" said Mr.

whispered

Prout. _
“I’'m not going, sir! Tell the Beak
to fetch me, if %‘ua wants me. That's

final!” said Horace Coker.
Mr. Prout blinked at him helplessly,
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and left the games study. He left a
dead silence behind him. Coker’s reck-
less defiance of the Head's authority
had rather taken away the breath of
his Form-fellows.

Coker of the Fifth looked round
scornfully on the clouded faces of the
fellows in the games study.

“Back me up!’ he said. “If that
bullying old rotter comes ljcre after me,
back me up! See?”

“Who wants to be sacked?” asked
Price.

“QOh, rats!” said Coker. “I’d rather
be sacked s dozen times over than let
that rank outsider smack my head.
You'll see!”

“Here he comes!” breathed Blundell.

There was a heavy footstep outside,
and Mr. Brander entered the games
study. He had a cane in his hand, and
a malignant glitter in his eyes. Mr.
Brander had Eeen longing for a victim,
and Coker had obligingly offered him-
sclf. Mr. Brander hug come to deal
with Coker.

But it was a different Coker that
ho found awaiting him in the Fifth
Form games study. This was not the
Coker who had bent over at his order
and taken a ecaning. This was a new
and defiant Coker.

“Coker,”” said Mr. Brander, between
his teeth, “you have refused to come
to my study at my command 7

“You've got it!” said Coker.

“I have come here to punish you for
your insolence.”’

“Rats!"” said Coker. ‘

“Bend over that chair, Coker!” said

COME INTO THE OFFICE, BOYS!

Mr. Brander, taking a convulsive grip
on the cane.
“Shan’t!” retorted Coker. )
The Fifth Form men held their
breath. @ This was rebellion, with a
vengeance! KEvidently the example of
the Remove was spreading.

“Did you say——" Mr. Brander
gasped.

“1 said I shan’t!” answered Coker.
“Tf vyou're decaf, I'll say 1t again!
Shan'€!”’

Mr. Brander stood quite still for a
moment or two.

Perhaps it dawned upon his narrow
mind that he was raising a storm that
he would find it difficult to control.

But he had gone too far to recede,
Having provoked rebellion, he had to
crush it, or see his authority break in
his hands like a reed.

“(oker! Obey me instantly, or you
are cxpelled !”
“Rats!”

Mr. Brander said no more. He strode
at Coker, with the cane uplified.

Coker breathed hard and quick. DBut
he, like the Head, had gonec too far to
recede now. .

“Hands off, Mr. Brander!” he said.
“If you touch me, I can only say—
Whoooooooop !”

Coker said that quite involuntarily as
the cane came down with a terrific
swipe.

Mr. Brander struck and struck again.
Coker, with a roar of rage, grappied
with him.

The cane was torn from N
Brander’'s hand and tossed mto a
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ELL, chums, and what do you
w think of this week’'s sheet of
* sticky-back » photos ? Aren’t
they just “it” ? You should
have twelve photos all told now, as well as
an album in which to stick them. But this
wonderful souvenir of the Test Match
cricketers is not complete yet. Oh dear,
no! Next week’s bumper issue of the
MagNET will contain FOUR more FREE
photographs. There will be twenty-eight
photos in all, and when you've collected
the whole set you will have a souvenir
well worth treasuring.
A query of interest to MAGNET readers
comes from Charles Harvey, of Skegness.
He wants to know if it is true that all

metal ships are actually

FLOATING MAGNETS?

Yes, this is so, because a bar of steel
held in a certain direction for any length
of time becomes magnetised, especially
if it is constantly tapped. And a ship,
while it is being built, is really one large
bar of steel, whre the riveting which goes
on acts as ‘ tapping.” The consequence
is that, by the time it is launched, the
ship is one vast floating magnet. That 1s
why, if you go aboard a ship, you will find
a large iron ball on either side of the com-

ass, and a long bar of iron in front of it.

his is to counteract the influence of the
magnetism of the ship on the compass,
and to allow the compass to be used for
accurate steering. It seems strange,
doesn't it, that a ship should be a magnet ?
But it's true.

Here is

AN INTERESTING EXPERIMENT

which you can carry out yourself., Take
an ordinary pin, and rub it with a pocket
magnet until it becomes magnetised. Then
place it on a thin piece of paper and float
the paper on a glass or dish of water. Press

down very carefully on the paper, and yon
will find that you can leave the pin floating
on top of the water, exactly as a steel ship
floats. You will find that you now have a
home-made compass, and that the floating
pin will point to the magnetic North.
This tip is worth remembering, for you
never know when you might be lost
somewhere without a compass, and with-
out even the sun or stars to guide you !

Y diary has not many interesting
M things to tell us about this pre-
sent weak. The only annive
of any note is that of next Thurs-
day, which is the day on which, in the
year 1704, we tock Gibraltar from the
Spaniards. They tried hard to get it back,
and the French helped them, but even
their combined forces could do nothing.
Gibraltar was ours, and ours it has re-
mained until this day !
One of my readcrs, who lives in Birken-
head, is

INTERESTED IN HYPNOTISM,

and wants to know if it is true that peu]ihle
can actually be hypnotised. Certainly,
but nnlfr provided that they agree to allow
themselves to be hypnotised. It i1s im-
osgible to hypnotise a person who scts
Eis mind against it. Hypnotism has been
used in many cases by doctors in the
treatment of shell-shock wictims, with
marked success. But, unfortunately, many
so-called ** hypnotists '’ are merely im-
postors, and have confederates who pre-
tend to be hypnotised.

“Is the Red Sea really red " is the
question which H. G., of Tiverton, asks
me. Not always, but it has been known
to turn blood-red ! This was caused by
the presence, in large numbers, of a tiny
marine plant, which floats in the water
and makes the whole son appear to be red
in colour. Similarly the Sargasso Sea
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corner. (Cloker faced the headmaster
with flashing eyes and clenched fists.

“That's enough from you, you
rotter I'* voared Coker. “Hands off, you
cad—toueh me again and I'll knock you
spinning "

“Coker, you—you—you have dared to
raisze your hand against me—you—
you—"" Meyer Brander stuttered.

“Ohn, get out!” said Coker.

The new headmaster gasped.

“Coker! You are expelled! You will
lrave Greyfriars the first thing in the
norning ¥’

“T won’t!” retorted Coker.

It looked for a moment ag if the in-
furiated man would leap at Coker like a

tiger. 'The seniors stood round with
horrified faces. Coker put up his fists;
and his intention to hit out was =o

obvious that Meyer Brander, in the
midst of his fury, paused. A drive from
Coxer’s hefty fist, with Coker's weight
behind it, would have flattened out the
fat gentleman on the floor of the games
study.

“(‘aker! You—you young scoundrel !
You ara expelled—expelled in disgrace
from ihe school! You leave in the
morning "’

And with that the new hecadmaster
turned and swept from the room,

The Fifth Form men looked at one

another. Coker breathed hard. He hu_d
nassed the Rubicon now, and burned his

hoate hehind him. For Coker of the
Firth there was now no retreat.

(Continucd on next page.)
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appears to be a dull brown, because of the
vast mass of seaweed which floats upon it.

Just one more question. Ted Kelly, of
Douglas, says that he has heard stories
about fishes being showered down from the
skies, and wants to know if such a thing
is possible. It is not only possible, but
it has happened on several occasions !
The explanation is extremely simple.
When waterspounts I?" over shallow
watar, thov often suck uap fish, frogs, and
the liiae. Later on these are dropped from
the clouds as the storm passes to some
other locality.

A shower of fish occurred in Queens-
land a few years ago. I wonder if any of
my Australian readers can tell me of other
instances of such ** miraculous "’ showers.

™ ¢ OW let’s “ get on with the wash-

2 ing '—or, in other words, see
what there is in store for next
week's issue. As mentioned earlier
on another

FOUR FREE GIFT PHOTOGRAPHS

will be presented with next week’s MAGNET.
These will be of Robins, Larwood, Jack-
son, and Oldfield, and, as usual, the
“ nutshell biographies " of these giants
of cricket will also appear in our pages.

The * barring-out '’ series of Greyiriars
arns gets more exciting week by week.
"ou’ll find excitement galore—and tons
of fun—in

‘“DOWN WITH THE TYRANT!”
By Frank Riehards,

which is the title of next week's long
complete yarn.

Geo. E. Rochester's vivid War serial :
““ The Flying Spy | " will give you a foast
of thrills, and you'll chuckle over our
* Greyiriers Herald ** supplement.

Our rhymester will be rhyming as usual,
and, of eourse, 1 will be waiting in tho
office, ready to answer whatever questions
vou care to *‘ shoot " at me—and also to
hand out penkniyes and pocket wallets
to the licky chums who send in prize-
winning yarns and limericks.

YOUR EDITOR,
Tre M:icxrr Liseriry.—No. 1,171
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THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
The Only Way !

2%y AT next?™

A M Bob Cherry

question.

The Remove fellows liad
comie oub of their studies, after making
sure AMe. Brander was gone, Thero was
a crowel 1n the passages, and watehful
tves were kept on the stairease, lest
the Head should return.

All the Tlorm were gathcred there.
[ixciterment reigned, but there wweve
many doubtful faces. Tellows like
Skinner and Sncop and Fisher 1. Fich
had been glad to escape the Tlead's
wrath behind locked doors, bt thev
wera deeply apprehensive of what wag
Lo Follow.

“What next?"’ repeated Boh.

It was a difficult question to answer.

There wns a cloud of deep thought
onn Wharton’s brow. Matters had come
to such a pass now that it was scarcely
possible to go baek; the rehbels of tho
Hemove had to go forward, whether
ihes likked it or not.

“Blessed if 1 know what to do next.”
eaid Jobinny Bull. “DBut T jollv well
know that ['m not goine te be licked
any more by Brander, or by his precions
nephew, either!”

“ Samo here!” said Nugent.

“The samefulness is terrific!™

“That's all  very well"  jeerad
Skinner, “but do yoit think we can pliv
Lhide-and-seck  with  Brander—beltine
into our studies when he Lutts in. and
coming out again when lLie's gone?”

*1 guess you guys have made 1t worsa
than ever,” said Fisher 1. Fish., “Tloe
Beak will sure take it out of us far
Iocking him out of the studies. I
TS i

“Shut up, Fishy !”

“It's all rot,” said Hazel snlkily.
*What's the good of making the man
wild when he's got us in his power?™

“Just what T think !" agreed Skinuer.

“I1f yvou fellows want 1o kow-tow to
Brauder, there’s nothing to prevent vou
from going to him now!” suggestad the
Dovnder.  “I'm sure he'd be olad to
‘e yau in his studv. Ile must be jnst
vearning to use his eane on somehody

“Yes, go it, Skinner!” grinned Dol
Cherry.

Dut Skinner was not dizposed to “on
1t.” It waus one thing to criticise the
measures the leaders of the Form lhad
adopted, but quite anoither to face the
tyrant of the school in his wrath.

ashed  that

“We'te for it now!” said Harry
Wharton. *“ We've stood up against tha
Head—and we've got to keep on.
Shoulder to shoulder——"’

“Tear, hear!”

“1 say, you fellosws—"*

“Shot up, Bunter !

“T sav, it's important—--"

“Well, what is it, fathead? Sharp!™

“What about supnerf”

“"What?’ roared Bob.

“Supper.” said Bunter. with a very

sorious blink through his Lie ¢pectaclos.
“All very well to lock the Head out of
the studies, but it siands to veasqon (liat
he won't send our sunper up heee, Wl
siupner's important !

“Kick him, someliody '™

*Oh. really, Wharton——"

“Hallo. hallo, hallo!  Someliody's
cormng ! There was a foolafen on the
stairz, and immediate alarus,

Some of the juniors Lolied for the
ctudics at once. Two or three tlaors
were slammed and loekod,  But the
caoler-lieaded fellows stopiead fo asoer
tain fie=t who was approachine,

“Tr's only Walker " said Nooopt,

Tre Micser Lispary.—No. 1.171.

“Oh, Walker don't matter—if he
chiecks ns, we'll roll him downstairs, as
we did Van Tromp !’ said Vernon-
Smith.

Walker of the Sixth came up to the
temove landing. He was a prefect and
a friend of Loder's, and had been rather
“thick " with Van Tromp since the
latter had become the most important
sentor at Greyfriars, But the Removites
were past caring whether they handled
a prefeet or not; alter their defiamce of
the Ifead himself, that was a small
matfer.  The looks that were cast at
James Waller were far from respectful
aor submissive,

“Well, what do you want?* asked tho
Bounder sharply.

“Message from the Head!” answered
Walker, taking no notice of the
Lounder’s offensive tone. Walker's own
manuer was unusually eivil. ITe did not
want trouble with the Remove in their
Lresent excited state.

“Does the dear man want us in his
study 7”7 grinned Smithy. “If he dces.
von can tell him we won't come !”

“Tell him to go and ecat coke!™
roarcd Bob Cherry.

“Let a fellow speak,” said Walker
pactlically. “Mr. Brander has sent mo

.llllIllllllllIllI-Iillllillllllllllilllllilil.

AUSTRALIAN READER WINS
LEATHER POCKET WALLET

for the following GCreyfriars
limerick:

Of men in the Fifth none is
bigger
Than Coker—who's so full of
vigour,
At games so relentless,
He knocks chaps quite
senseless,
And cuts a ridiculous figure !

Sent in by Miss Marjorie C. Pyle,

Kilmarnock, Finley, New South
Wales, Australia.

MORL EFFORTS WANTED
PLEASE !
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here to tell you to assemble in your
Form-room immediately.”

“ What does he want us there for,
Walker?”" asked Harry.

Walker rrinned.

“He was sorting out a birch when he
fold me to feteh you,” ho answered. ]
tuncy it's a flogging all round !™

“Tell Iim we're fed-up on floggings,”
satd Jolnny Bull. “We're not havine
any more.”

“The fed-upfulness is
preposterous Walker,”?

“That 1=n't all,” said the Sixth-Torm
man, “The Head expects you all there
- ften minutes,  Bvery fellow wlo
doczu't come will be sacked "

“Oly, my hat!”

“1 fancy ho means it,” said Wallor.
“You'd better toe the line, you know.
rander’s 16 a mood to sack half the
school, 1f 1t comes to that. Take your
hiekig and make the best of it.”?

And having delivered his message,
Walker of the Sixth descended the stairs
again and disappeared.

e juniors exchanged looks. There
was stlence in the Remove passage for
some mowments. The fellows who had
gone 1uto the studics came out again.
All the Remove knew that they had
reached a erisis now. In many faces
tlicre was deep dismay.

“Well, it's the jolly old cross-roads
now,” said Bob Cherry, breaking tle
silewee at last, “What's the verdict 7

terrific, mv

THE MAGNET

“I'm not going to be sacked, I know
that!” said Skinner.

“I'm not going to be fogged " said
the Bounder. He glanced round, with a
sarcastic grin. “If we give in now,
we're done for. Stick together! Ho
can’t sack the whole Form—tho
governors would chip in if it came to
anything like that. Ile could sack cno
or two! He ean't sack the lot!”

“That's so!” said Harry Wharton.
“We've got to stand shoulder to
shoulder—and take the risk! I'm not
going to the Morm-room.”

“I'm sticking here !” said Bob.

“The stickfulness is terrific "

“The fact is, it’s safer to stick out!”
said Squiff, “If wo give in, the bruto
cun do as he likes. It we all stand out
together he ean’t sack a whole Form,
as Smithy says. DI'm for sticking it
out,"

Tliere was a chorua of approval. The
Famous Iive wore quite firm; tho
Bounder ready for anv recklessnoss:
and Tom Brown, Squilf, Toddy, Red-
wing, Mark Linley, Lord Mauloverer,
in fact almost all tho Form, were of
the same mind.

" Stick it out !” said Russell.

“As the poet says——" began
Wibley. Wibley a'ways had a quota-
tion ready.

“ Oh, never mind the poet; shut
Wibh!”

“My dear chap what Ternyson says
13 quite to the point,” sa:id Wikley.

up,

“¢Not once or twice, in our rough
island story,
The path of duty was the way to
g]ur_?.’ ]

“PBlow Tennyson ! said the Dounder.
“ Kipling is more to the point in stiz-
riug times like these. Doesn't he sav
sorLcwhoere ¢

“*1Ilit him in the eve, sergeant,
Bung him on the floar!
Kick him in the ribs, sorgeant,
Wipe him round the jaw! 7"
“Te that asked Wikler
stispiciously,

“Well, it sounda like Kipline, any-
how,” said the Bounder, while the other
fellows laughed. “Is it agreed, vou
neti—we stay here?”

“Agreed !” said a dozen voices.

“Where are you going, Fishy 7"

“I—I gucss I'm going down!” said
Iisher T, Iish. “You guys are simiplx
asl-ing for it, you know. You'll hava
to toe tho line, and you'll get it right

Kipling 7”

in vour pesky necks! I guess I'm
going,”
“Come back, wvou rotter!” roarc:

Jolinny Bull. “We've got to stand
shienilder to shoulder, Stop him !
“Collar him!” shouted Bob. “No
deserters !
“1 guess——
“Oh, let him go!” said Harry Whar-
ton. “We don’t want anv funks here!
Let him go if he likes.”

“We don’t want a DNemove man
greasing up to Drander!” growled
Swmithy. “That rotter thinks he’s going
to get out of a licking by giving in.
Let’'s give him & livfzing Lefore Le
roes."”

“Good egg !” said Bob.

Fisher T. Fish accelerated, and dis-
appearcd down the Remove stairease,
Skinner and Snoop exchanged a glance,
and followed him; but they stopped
short.

“Arven’t you fellows coming ©" aslied
Skinner uneasily.

“No fear!”

“And you'd belter think tvice." said
thoe Douuder, with a sneer. “ Brander
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may lct you oft for funking and giving
in; but he may take it ont of vou
because he can’t get at us. It’s rather
a gamble.”

Skinner and Snoop exchanged
another umeasy glance; and they cameo
back into the passage,

“After all, he can’t sack the whole
Form!” said Skioneci. ** And—and
when the sacking begins, he will pick
out the ringlecaders.”

“Oh, shut up, you worm!” said
Squiff. ‘““‘Look here, you men, we're
not going down. That's scttled. DBut
Brander will come up if we don’t go
down, and he may bring the other
masters and the prefects with him.”

Harry Wharton drew a deep breath.

“We haven't got much choice left,

* Hurrah !"”
“But 1f they don’t?” said Bob.

“If they don't, we’ll bar him out on
our own! And we'll begin by barring
him out of the Remove passage!” ex-
claimed Wharton. “Once we got
going I fancy the other Forms will join
in; they're jolly near as fed-up with
Brander as we are! The example’s the
thing !

“Hurrah !

“Pile 1n!” exclaimed Bob Cherry.
“No time to lose, my infants. DBrander
will be coming back, and he won't comeo
alone! Go 1t!”

And the Removites sot to work.

Obviously, matters could not remain
as they were. Mr., Drander would come

back; and he would bring forece with
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“* Do not interfere in this mafter ! ** roared Mr. Brander.
looking indignantly at the Head.

after going so far, unless we go down on
our knees to the brute,” he saitd. * What
we've got to make up our minds to 1s
this—it’s either unconditional surrender
or a barring-out.”

11 LTF hﬂ.t !J.I

“Good !"” exclaimed the Bounder, his
cyes dancing. “That's the game! Dar
out the rotter! Who's for a barring-
out 7"

“Good egg!”

“Hurrah!”

“The goodfulness of the eczxg is ter.
rific " exclaimed Hurree Jamsct Ram
Singh. “The barfulness ont is the
proper caper !’

“I say, you fellews

“Shut up, Bunter!”

“But what about
Yarcoch !

Wharton’s eyes gleamed.

“We're booked now ! lLie =aid.
a barring-out, or nothing!
locked the brute out—now weé'ro going
to bar him out. “If the other Forms
join up, we’'ll turn Brander out of the
gchool, and keep him out.”

¥

supper—

“It’s

We've

a2

assembled 1n their Form-:oom, aceord
ing to his command.
‘The threat to expel every fellow wlo

did not eome was bound to have its
eflcect—in  Mr. Brander's opinion, at
least  Expulsioa was the last anil

scverest penalty that could fall on any
fellow; and 1t was not to be lightly
faced.

“Come with me, Otto!" eard Mr.
Brander. “I may need your assistanco.
It 1s my intention to flog the whalo
Form!"”

“Good " said Van Tromp.

He followed his uncle.

Mr. Quelch met them before they
reached the Form-room, The Remove
master was deeply troubled and dis
turbed.

The new Head waved him aside.

““Kindly do not interrupt moc now,
Mr. Queleh.”

“One word, sir,” said the Remove
master. “My Form——"’

“Your Form, siv, 1s 1n a state of
rebellion,” said Mr. Brander grimlr.
“A state that refleets no eredit what-
ever on your management. Your form,
sir, 1s the most unruly IForm at Groes-
friars! DBut I shall bring them rc
obedience !

“One word, sir

“You need not speak. I shall desl
with your [Form personally. I connet
trust vou. sir, to keep order in it.”
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him. Locked doors would be broken
open; if threats failed, Brander was the
man to take drastic action. All the
fellows realised 1t; and they worked
rapidly. ‘Tables, chairs, desks, were
dragged out of the studies and stacked
ncross the end of the passage whero it
joined the landing. Cricket stumps and
hats, foils, and Indian clubs, and pokers
were sorted out for weapons of cefence.

The great rebellion of Greyiriars had
commenced.

N e A —

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
Fearful for Fishy !

= RR. DBRANDER gripped thoe
= birch hard in his hand and
started for the Remove Form-
room. His face was set as
hard as iron, and there was a ruthless
glint in his narrow eyes. Ten minutes
had elapsed since Walker had carricd

his message to the rebels of the
Remove; and the new Head had nro
doubt that the juniors were naw

‘“ Retire at once ! > ‘1 will not retire ! » thundered Mr. Quelch,
““ No boy in my Form shall be treated like this ! **

“You have a birch in your hLand,”
sald Mr. Queleh. *“May I ask——"

“It is my intention, sir, to flog vous
I'orm, not sparing a single member of
it,” said Mr Brander. ‘1 shall ad-
minister such a punishment as will nevar
be forgotten at Greyfriars., Six bors
will be expelled—Wharton, Nugent,
Cherry, Hurree Singh, Bull, and Ver.
non-Smith,”

“Such a wholesale sentence, sir——"

“Enough!”

“1 am bound to protest! Secveral of
the boys whom you have banned are
the very best boys in my Form

“1 say, enough!” repeated Al
DBrander.

He pushed rudely past the Forn
master, and strode on, with Van Tromp
at his heels. The Sixth-Formecr gave
Mr., Quelch a mocking leer as he paszad
that brought the colour to Mr. Quelcii s
indignant cheeks.

The new headmaster reached
apan

Remove Form-room. He threw o)
Tue Maener LisrarRY.—No. 1,17..
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the door and (ramped in, followed by
L:iis nephew.

1hen he stared.

Hle had cxpected to find the Lower
F'ourth all in theic places, It had not
even oceurred to him that Lis threat
piicht have no eftect.

But there was only ono Remove man
in the room—Fisher I, Fisli. Arnd Fishy
cved the new llead with decp appre-
bension.

“Fish!  What does this mean?
Why are you alone here?” _

“I--1 cuess " faltered IFisher T.
Fizh,

“\Where are the others?” _

“They—they haven't comne, sir.”

“They have not corue?” repeated
Mr., Drander.

“Nope, sir.”

“Whete are they?”
[Tead.

“I guess they're 1n the Remove pas-
sage, sie!” |

“Upon my word! So the Remove
have defied my order to assemble in
their Forme-room ?” gasped Mr. Brander
at last.

thundered the

“Yep! Except me!” said Fisher T.
I'izh eagerly. -
“Very good! As you are here, Fish,

I will deal with you wnow, and then
proceed to deal with the others!™
“I1—1 say, sir, I—I guess—"

“PBend over your desk, Fish !”

“QOh, carry mo home to
groaned IMisher T. Fish,

With a dismal groan e bent over the
desk. Mr. Brander swished the birch in
the air, and sfote, _

“Yoooooop !” roared Fisher T. Fish.

Whaek, whaek, whael, whack! _

The tyrant of Greyiriars was red with
rage. One vietim only was there for
him to wreak it upon. and Fishy had
to pay scot and lot for the whole of the
rebel Formn., Submission, evidently,
wis not the way to get off cheaply.
The boldest rebel in the Remove could
hardly have suffered more severely at
the hands of the tyrant.

Whaek, whack, whack!

I'isher T. Fish squirmed and yclled
and roared. Fishy had been flogged
Lefore. for his sins; bt never had he
been flogged like this! Never had any
Greyfriars fellow been through such an
inifliction.

The yells of the wretched Fishy rang
through the House. 'I'he door of the

die 1”

Form-room opened, and DJr. Queleh
looked in.
“Mr. Brander! What—-*

““Do not enter here, sir!"” roared Mr,
Brander. “Do not scck to interfere in
this matter, Mr. Quelch! Rotire at
onco !

Mr. Quelch glanced at the hapless
junior, white as chalk, and yelling with
pain.  His face crimsoned with indig-
nation.

“I will not retire, sir!” thundered
AMr. Quelch. “1 will not allow a boy of
my farm lo be treated in this manner,
sir |

“What?"" spluttered Mr. DBrander.
“Are you mad, sir? Do vou dare to
interpose between the headmaster of
this school and a junior boy "

“1 do, sir!” exclaimed the indignant
Form master. *1 will not allow this,
sir] So long as I am a Form master
licre, 1t 1s my duty to protect a boy of

my Form from brutality, sir! Leave
that boy alone !
“Mr. Queleh!” gasped the Head.

“8ir, 1 shall dismiss you! You shall
leave Greyfriars! You -you—>"-
“That 13 as you will, sir!”" retorted
Mr. Quelch. “DBut while I remain, I
will protect my boys from brutality!
Tue Maigxer Lisrary.—No. 1,171,
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IFish! Leave this Form-room, and go to
your study {*

“Remain where you are, Fish!”
roared Mr, Brander.

He lifted the birch again.

Mr. Quelch rustled torward, foreibly
interposing between the Head and tho
liapless Fish. For a moment, it scemed
that the enraged man would strike the
Form master; but, possibly, even in his
fury, some sense of propriety restrained
him—assisted by the glint in Mr.
Quelch’'s gimlet eyes. He lowered his
hand, and Fish, squirming away from
the desk, fled from the room.

Mr. Brander spluttered with fury.

“Mr. Queleh, I will deal with you
later. Otto, call the prefects—all tho
prefects—and follow me to the Remove
studies.”

And Mr, Brander strode out of the
Form-room,

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER,
Barred Out !

ALLO, hallo, hallo!

Fishy 17

I'ne Removites were still
labouring at the barricade in
the Remove passage, when Fisher 1.
I'ish came scudding up the stairs. Ho
charged across the landing at top speed.
The barricade stopped hium; but Fishor
1. ¥ish proceeded to clamber over it in
frantic haste,.

“Had enough of Brander, Fishy?”
grinned Bob,

“Ow! Lend a guy a hand 1” shrieked
Fisher T, Fish. “Help me over, you
Jay I That villain’s after me! Yaroop !
llelp a guy over!”

A dozen willing hands were exteaded
to help IFishy across the stack of furni-
ture that blocked the passage from side
to side.

Ho gasped with relief as he came
tumbling down on the safe side of tho
barrier,

“How did you get on with the Beak ?”
asked Skinner.

“Ow, ow, ow, ow!”

“Ha, ha, hal”

“0Oh, holy smoke! Ow! Carry mo
heme to die! Wow! By the great
horned toad |” groaned Fisher T. Fish.
“Tho pesky  bushwhacker’s nearly
Lilled me! Ow! Wow! I shan't bo
able to sit down till next term! Yow-
ow-ow !

“Yon asked for it!” grinned tho
Bounder. “ Any other fellow here feel
like giving in to Brander?”

“No takers!” chuckled Bob.

Fisher T. Fish, moaning with anguish,
staggered away to his study. Skinner
and Snoop and other waverers looked at
him. It was easy to see that Fishy had
been through a record thrashing. If
Mr. Brander had desired tc lend vigour
to the rebellion, and to strengthen the
minds of the waverers, and unite tho
whole Remove in resistance, he could
hardly have taken better measures.
The fate ot the hapless Fishy was a
warning to the rest. The bare idea cf
going through such a castigation made

them shiver.

“Hallo, hallo! Here he
comes !’

“Look out!”

There was a swarming to the barri-
cade as Mr. Brander was spotted on the
Remove staircase.

He came tramping up the stairs, with

Oito van Tromp at his heels.

Behind them came Loder, Carne,
Walker, North, Gwynne, and scveral
other Sixth Form men—al. of them,
however, looking very dubious. It was
not easy lor a prefect to disregard a
command from the headmaster; but it

IHere's

hallo,

wa3 quite clear that the seniors did not
*relish dealing with the rcbel Form.

Mr. Brander swept acrosa the landing.
He stopped and stared, at the sight of
the barricade that opposed his further
progress. |

“What—what—what does this mean ?”
ejaculated Mr. Brander. “Who has—
has placed all this—this {urniture
hero?”

The prefects exchanged significant
glances,  North and Gwynne quietly
went back down the stairs. Several
other fellows followed them. Loder and
Carne and Walker remained; but they
looked far from enthusiastie,

“Take

“Boys !” thundered the Head,
this—this furniture away at once!”

*“Rats !”

“Go home !

Tho barricade was six fect in height.
Through the interstices of the barric
the faces of a erowd of Removites could

be seen. And every face was defiant. -
“Wharton! I can see you there.
Wharton—"

“I'm not hiding !” answered the cap-
tain of the Remove contemptuously.

“I order you to remove this—this
barricade at once!”

“I refuse!”

“The refusefulness is preposterons!”
chuckled Hurree Jamset 1lam Singh.

“Wharton, you are expelled! You no
longer belong to Greyfriars !”

“Rubbish 1”

“Ha, ha, ha|”

“Ain’t T expelled, too, old bean?”
asked the Dounder. *“Have you for-
gotten poor little me?”

“You are expelled, Vernon-Smith !

“I thought so! Well, one good turn
deserves another,” said Vernon-Smitl.
“You've sacked me—so I sack you 1”
“What? What?”

“I sack you!" said the Dounder.
You're not my headmaster any longer !
You're sacked !”

“Ha, ha ha!”

“Go home, Brander!”

“Go and eat coke !”

Tho tyrant of Greyfriars trembled
with rage. He glanced round at the
dubious Sixth-Formers.

“Tear down that barricade at once !”
he gasped. *“Follow me! Assist me !
I command you !”

And Mr. Drander hurled himself at
the barricade and started dragging at
the tangled furniture. Van Tromp
followed him at once, and Loder and
Carne, more slowly. Walker slipped
away and disappeared.

“Come on, old bean!” roared the
Bounder, brandishing a cricket stump.

Mr. DBrander came on fast enough.
Theo barricade rocked under his furious
clutching. Vernon-Smith, standing on
& chair, leaned over and smote with
the cricket stump.

“ Ooooooooooh !#

“*One for his nob !" yelled Bob Cherry.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Mr. Brander staggered baclk.
Desperate as matters had grown now he
had not supposed that the rebels would
venture to handle him personally. Now
he discovered that that was a mistake.
He rubbed kis head dazedly.

Van Tromp, sprawling over the bar-
ricade, was seized by half a dozen hands,
A cricket stump cracked on |his
shoulders, an Indian club jammed into
his ribs, five or six fists cracshed on hLis
furious face He roared and struggled,
and his legs slipped down among the
furnituro and held him fast.

“Come on!” yelled Bob Cherry.

. Oh, my hat!” gasped Loder, jump-

ing back from a poker wiclded in a
reckless hand. “Yarooogh!”

(Continued on page 28.)
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GEO. E. ROCHESTER'S GREAT NEW WAR SERIAL!

T he German version :
“ You are Guido von Sturm,
pledged to the service of the
Fatherland !’

The English version :
““You are no German; you are
Guy Tempest, a Britisher, fighting
against your own countryman!”

and gagged, 1 his own arni-

chair. With his back 1o the fireless
grate and a faint smile on Lis Iips, Von
Sturm was standing  gazing down ab
hnn.

“So vou have samewhal recovered,
TTerr Doktor?” saud the hoy pleasantly.
“1 deplore the necessity of heaving had
to treat von so, but unfortunately it 13

An Awkward Situzation.

HEN rnext Dr. Zolholt opened
Lis eyes it was 10 fid him-
self seated, scenrely  bound

very necessary, 1 refer, of course, to
vour bonds. Yeou will be, I'in afraid,
extremely stiff and zore cowe mom-
inz.”’

Zolholf elared halefully, lis gag

stopping all 1that he would have liked
to sav.

“1 am leaving vou now,"” continned
Von Sturm, and a hard note had crept
into his voice: “but hefore I go I wish
vou thoroughly to understand 1the
position. You played as vile a trick
on me as one man could well play on
another. Dut your cleverness has re-
coiled on your own head. In future |
fight. for my own country—lor kng-
land i’

Ilo paused. Then, tense and vibrant,
camo the words:

“And I warn vou, Zolhelf, that 1t 1s
no little part 1 shall play in the smash-
ing of you and the Beeret Service
organisation of which yon are chief.
And that orgauisation is the very main-
spring of the great war muchine of
Germany !

A bead of perspiration broke out on
Zolhoff’'s brow. I'rautically he writhed
in his bonds. Iis face was purplish,
and he looked a man on the very verge
of a ({it.

“ By dawn,” resumed Yen Sfurm,
moving towards the deor, “I will be
with my own countrymen behind the
Britizh lines. I bid youn good-uight,
Herr Doktor, and may I suggest that
you temper your inward vilifications of
me with the thought that 1t 18 yon
yourself who, Dby placing me in the
German Air Force, have allowed me to
become probably the most dangerous
enemy Germany lhas to-day. Tor bho
gure that the information I possess will
be utilised to the full!”

With that he stepped qnietly out of
the room, closing and locking the door
behind him. Slipping ilie key into the
pocket of his tunie, he made his way to
the kitchen, where a pale-faced Anfon
was wailing fearfully.

“You have not guarrelled, siv?” burst
out the old man, “I thonght I heard
the doctor's voice raized in anger.”

“T'm afraid we have quarrelled,
Anton !"” langhed Von Sturm, laying lis
hand on the other’s shoulder. *I leave
to-night, and he did not with me to
go. There, that is all there was toat.”

“Ah, ves!” caid Anton, relieved.
“He would not wish yon to lecave again
so soon when von had just rethirned
home., That is very natural. Dt must

vou go, &ir?

o —

et

i

ITave you not obtained
leave? And how did vou escape from
ihe clutches of the Englanders, siv?
Were vou not wounded 7"

“Why, Anton,” eut in the Loy, laugh-

ing, “here is a host of questions. Yes,
I must go at once. But soon you will
loarn the whale story. Theie 1s one
thing, however,”

“VYeso, sir?’

“The Herr Dolior 15 very busy to-

night. IIe has much to think of, and
he is not to Dbe disturbad. Yon under-
stand? No matter who cellsy the Herr
Doktor cannet see them, 1lis thoughts
run deep and along strange channels to-
night, Anton, Ife must be alone. In
fact, the library doar is locked !

“T understand, sir,” replied 1he old
servant. “ None shall see him '™

“I'lien [arewell, Anton!”

Van Sturm hield eut his hand,

“These a;» unhanpy times, aud it
woll may be that we will uever sce cach
other again. Dnt you wore always a
good and kindly friend to me and I will

ask von tinz Lielore I ga.”

“Yos, sir?” quavercd the c¢ld man,
and his eves were moizt,

“No maiter what 1s sand of me,” went

Start Reading It To-day!
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4 Guy learns the truth from
=8¢ his guardian, Dr. Zolhofl,
# Z# head of the German Secret
' Service.

on Von Stuera, lis voico strangely wi-t-
{ul, *alwavs remember that I serve miv
countiv. Those four words, Anton. J
serve my country. You will remembuer
them®"

“VYeoz, sir; but I do not under-
stand—-=—"’
“ Understanding  will  come, ol

friond,” interposed Von Sturm gentiy.
“ And now—good-bye!”

ITe gripped the old servani’s Land in
a briecf, firm clasp, then turned awaey
and quitted the kitchen.

With cool, unhurried step, he passed
alonz tne hallway, scarce glancing ot
the libraiv door. There was, he knev,
ot a moment to lose 1 he was to gt
out of Germany safely, for the instan-
Dr. Zollhoff’'s plight was dizscoverc:!
nrgent orders to apprehend Guido voi
Sturm—not yet could the boy think of
himself as Guy Tempest—would be
floslicd to every unit, acrodrome, arn.
anti-aireraft batiery throughout Ger-
many.

His Kabeltan scout was—il liis orders
liad been obeyed—standing waiting for
Lhim out on the tarmac of the militayy
arrodrome on the outskirts of the ity

Tut Macgyer Lisriary.—No. 1,171
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where he had landed. Her tank would
be {ull and everything ready for a
gnick take-off.

But it would be necessary to land at
lecast once before he recached the line
in order to replenish his fuel. And
tiierein would lie his greatest danger,
tor if Zolhoff happened to be discovered
before he landed, then Von Sturm
would ke at once arrested.

Still, it was a risk he must be pre-
parced to take. Granted ordinary luck,
Dr. Zolhoff would not be found
before morning.

So, donning his field-grey hat, and
with military cloak wrapped close
around him, Von- Sturm opened the
door and stepped out into the night.

As he did so, a long, grey car came
purring up the avenue and shd to a
halt 1n front of the massive portico of
the front door. From the tonneau de-
scended the burly form of the Oberste
von Jager, of the Intelligence Bureau.

It was too late for Von Sturm to
have avoided a meeting, even if he
had wished it. But he did not wish 1t,
for he was curious to learn what had
brought Colonel von Jager here.

“(Good-evening, Herr Oberste!”
greeted, with snap solute.

“Why, you, Herr Hauptmann?”
gasped the colonel. *Donner wund
blatter, but I thought vou were amongst
the missing!"’

“Not yet, Herr Obcerste !”

“Nein, so I see!” grunted the other.
“DBut you crashed behind the enemy
lines, yes? It will be an interesting
story, 1 do not doubt. You young
fellows get up to some devilish tricks
nowadays. I will hear all about it from
vour guardian. I must see him at once,
without delay. I earry important dis-
patches.””

“The Herr Doktor is seeing no omne
to-night, Herr Oberste!” cut in Von
Shurm,

he

“But T carry dispatches for his im-
mediate  attention!”  snapped  the
colonel,

“T am sorry, Herr Oberste! He 1s

not to be disturbed !”

“But that 1s impossible!” ecried the
colonel testily. “These dispatehes are of
the most urgent importance. I must
see him at once. I inzist apon seeing
him!"

And with that he pushed paszt Von
Sturm and strode nto the house,

The Dispatches !
= ON STURM did not hesitate a

moment as to his course of
oction. Turning, he followed
Colonel von Jager into the

spacious and dimly illumined hallway
of the house.

“Heorr Oberste,” he said coldly, “are
yvou not being very rasht”

The colone! stared at him,

“You aro pleased to mean?"” bhe
raPped.

‘I mean,” replied the boy, “that I
have warned you Dr. Zolhoff is not to
be disturbed. 1f you persist in seeing
him, then vou do so at your
own risk.”

The colonel flushed. At his
own risk! Unpleasant words
there to hear from a mere
stripling — even if that
stripling did happen te be
Germany’s most brilliant War
ace, and one who, incident-
ally, claimed as guardian the
powerful Dr. Zolkoft.

But however unpleasan! the

rare

Brought down in British territory while balloon
Guido von 8

Colonel Tempest.

az a German.
a linip and huddled heap.

boy’s words might be, there was.
wisdom in them. And Colonel von
Jager, pompous fool though he un-
doubtedly was, knew it. Better men
than he had been broken before to-day
by Zolhoff.

“1 have no wish to intrude upon the
privacy of the Herr Doktor,”” he began
stifily. “But 1 repeat, the dispatches 1
carry arc of the most urgent import-
ance, and are for his immediate and
personal attention i

“Then if you will bé good enough to
wait in here,”’ cut in Von Sturm, throw-
ing open the door of a plainly furnished
drawing-room, ‘I m;}rsﬂlf will inform
him of your presence.’

The colonel bowed frigidly. A little
more respect in the tone of this young
captain would not, he thought, be out
of place.

But there! What could one expect
but a certain insolence from the famous
and much be-decorated Guido von
Sturm, who had received the Iron Cross
from the august hands of the
All-Highest himself at a special and
private investiture?

So, contenting himself with a very
cold, “I thank you, Herr Hauptmann {”
Colonel von Jager passed into the
drawing-room.

Closing the door on this unwelcome
visitor, Von Sturm made his way
towards the library. Somehow or
other he'd got to head the stubborn old
fool off. For if Von Jager discovered,
or had grounds to suspect for one
moment, the ]I';light of Dr. Zolhoff, then
enly a miracle would get the boy out
of Germany alive.

Outside the library door Von Sturm

Eguacd. listening. In the distant
caaitchen he could hear the aged Anton
moving about in the course of his
menial _duties, Apart from that,

nothing broke the stillness of the house
save the slow and ponderous tick-tock
of a clock upon the stairs.

Withdrawing the key of the library
from his pocket, Von Sturm slipped it
into the lock. There came a faint
click, the door swung open, and next
instant he had stepped across the thres-
hold into the room, closing the door
softly behind him.

Zolhoff, seated gagged and bound in
the chair where Von Sturm had left
him, turned a livid face and blazing
eyes towards the boy.

“It was no intention of mine to
return,” Von Sturm informed him
grimly. ““But Von Jager is demanding
an audience with you. I told him that
you could not see him, but the fool
would not take ‘No!’' from me.”

Zolhoff mouthed dumbly, writhing
frantically in his bonds. Maddening
indeed 1t must have been for him to
know that help and rescue, in the
person of Von Jager, were there in the
ad)oining room. How near—and yet
how far!

If only it was possible to cry out, to
attract Von Jagoer's attention in some
manner | Desperately Zolhoff fought to
I:;u:l dh1mse]f of his gag and to loosen his

onds.

THE OPENING CHAPTERS.
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turm, a brilliant flying ace i2 told to kis utter conster-
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“You will appreciate,” went on Von
Sturm, ignoring the man’s frantic con-
tortions, “how impossible it is for us
to have Von Jager in here. I think,
however, that we would be extremely
foolish were we to refrain from examin-
ing the dispatches which he has
brought.”’

A strangled, choking gasp came from
Zolhoff, and ho paused in his almost
maniacal struggles to glare murderously
at the boy. The dispatches which Vou
Jager was carrying were intended for
no eyes but those of Zolhoff. It might
well mean irretrievable disaster to
Germany and her cause if Von Sturm,
her avowed enemy, was permitted to
see thom,

But Zolhoff was helpless. There was
nothing he could do, situated as he was,
to prevent this terrible calamity.

“Consequently,” continued Von
Sturm, “I will now return to Von Jager
for a few moments. I shall not be long,

Herr Doktor,”

With that, followed by Zolhoff’s
furious glare, he quitted the room,
taking the precaution of closing and

locking the door behind him.

In the drawing-room he found Von
Jager waiting impatiently.

“Dr. Zolhoff's apologies, Herr
Oberste,” he said, with a bow, “and he
regrets that under no circumstances can
he see you until nine-thirty to-morrow
morning. Your dispatches, however, he
will examine, and will discuss their con-
tents with you in the morning. You
will give them to me, pleasc |”’

Calmly, and with a superb confidence,
he held out his hand. Wholly unsus-
picious, the eolonel handed over a bulky
envelopo heavily sealed with the im-
ﬁrmt of the German Imperial Eagle.

ot for an instant did it enter his head
to refuse.

“I will attend the Herr Doktor at
nine-thirty to-morrow morning,” he
said stiffly, “I bid you good-night,
Herr Hauptmann !”’

Drawing himself erect, he bowed and
turned to go.

*““One moment I”’ said Von Sturm.,

The colonel paused.

“Yes?” he said questioningly.

“In a few minutes I shall be leaving
for the military aerodrome,” went on
Von Sturm. “Might I trespass upon
your kindness to ask you to drop me

ol

there in your ear "’

It was a simple enough request and
one which the colonel could not with
good grace refuse.

“I shall be delighted, Herr Haupt-
mann,” he said, a trific curtly, “I will
wait for you in the car.”

With that he gave a stiff inclination
of his head and walked out of the room,
Von Sturm followed him, and, waiting
until the front door had eclosed upon
him, retraced his steps to the library.

_ Again he took the precaution of lock-
ing the library door when once in the
rnpdm. Then, turning to Zolhoff, he
said :

“The dislpatches. Herr Doktor !”?

And with the words he broke the
heavy seal on the bulky
envelope and withdrew the
contents, Rapidly he glanced
through the neatly typed
sheets, naming them for the
benefit of the bound and
gagged Zolhoff,
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including the number of non-com-
migsioned officers.”

Then again: :

“Report ifrom man, No. 33, serving
ns gnmner with the British 186th
Brigade, Royal Fiecld Artillery, in the
Arras sector—full details as to strength
nf the 4lst Division. Good work that,
1lerr Doktor.”

And further:

“Report of man, No. 87, employed
ns a waiter in the Hotel Etoile in Paris,
Ueneral roport as to economic con-
Jditions in the French capital, giving
dotails of the rationing laws and ob-
sorvations on the morale of the French
vivilian population.® Do you think he
will report that they are tiring, those
Freneh, Herr Doktor? But no, 1 do
wot think they have forgotten the
Franco-Prussian War. The Fatherland
was very hard on France then, was she
ot 1

Thus, Von Sturm, keeping
up a rapid running com-
mentary as he went quickly
through the dispatches. Then
suddenly he paused with
sharp intake of breath, star-
ing at the paper he had now
commoenced to examine.

Zolhoff, watching him with
blazing eyes, saw the sudden
tensing of the boy. Donner
und blatter! What had this
British dog got hold of now?

Zolhoff was not long kept
in his agony of suspense and
apprehension.  For  slowly
Von Sturm rcad out the type-
written words which headed
the sheet of paper he was
holding :

“Complete list of German
SQocret Service Agents at pre-
sont resident in the British
lines.”

The effecet of these words
on Zolhoff was terrible. 1lis
face became of a sudden
strangely mottled and Ins

oyes appeared literally to
bulge. Then, in  a mad
paroxysm of fury, he
struggled and writhed with

herserk passion im his bonds.

Nothing—nothing through-
out the whole length and
breadth of Germany néeded
to be kept more secret than
that paper. If it fell into
British hands then the whole
of the German Secret Service
organisation in Britain would
be blotted out within the
course of a few hours.

It would be a disaster from
which Germany could never
recover—the careful, pains-
taking work of years would be destroyed
at ono stroke.

Fascinated, and knowing full well the
awful crushing blow to Germany the
falling of this paper into British hands
would mean, Von Sturm read on.. The
list was complete to the minutest detail.
It gave the names of each German spy,
his number on the record of the German
Intelligence Pureau, his address in the
British town in which he was located,
and the employment he was following in
order to mask his real activities.

Nothing could be more concise—more
informative—more damning.

Suddenly Von Sturm looked up.

“1 wilt keep this, Herr Doktor!” he
said harshly. ‘It must prove a weapon
which will give almost mortal thrust to
(Germany and serve to smash, once and

for all, the great war machine which
ghe forged!”

Foldineg the paper he slipped it into
Lhis tunic pocket.

“For the sccond and last time, Dr.
Zolhoff,” he went on, “I bid you fare-
well, I return now to my own country-
men and to the service of my own
country. And when you think of this
night’s work remember that it has come
about solely through your own vile
trcachery to me!”

Fnstinctively, for the old inbred train-
ine died hard, this English boy drew
himself stiffly crect, bowed curtly, then,
turning on his heel, strode towards the
door.

Five minutes later, in the car of the
nnsuspecting Von Jager, he was being
whirled through the night towards the
acrodrome where his Kabeltan scout
was waiting in readiness for a quick
take-olf.

And in

Liis library, behind locked

The sinister Dr. Zolhofi, the
brains of the German Seeret
Service.

door, sat Dr. Zolhoff, his head lolling
limply on his chest. At the corners of
his cruel, thin-lipped mouth were tiny
flecks of foam. He was quite uncon-
scious, for outraged nature had taken
her toll and his frenzied struggles had
brought on a faint which was three
parts fit.

Arriving at the aerodrome, the car
was met by the Routine Officer, the
Unter-offizier Grimmhedbagh, who him-
self opened the door of the car for
Vonr Sturm to alight.

“Ts my machine ready,
bagh?” inquired the boy.
“Ja, Herr Hauptmann,” asscnted the

Unter-offizier. “It is out on the
tarmac as you eommanded.”

He accompanied Von Sturm te the
hangars and stood by whilst the boy
struggled into his flying kit. Grimm-
hedbazh had an admiration which

Grimmbhed-

B

=

amounted to Fero-worship for this bril-
Jiant young war ace. And already he
was going over in his mind as to haw
o would tell iis brother cficers in the
moss of how e had walked with and
talked with the famous Von BSturm.
Donner, but he would make them sick
with cnvy.

Poor Grimmhedbagh. Little he
thought then that before many days had
passed it would be in the stern atinos-
phere of a military court, where a man
was standing on trial for his life, that
he would be telling the details of how
lie had walked with and talked with
Von Sturm.

But he did not dream that that was to
come as proudly he walked by the side
of Von Sturm to the latter’s scout. A
sergeant-mechanic was standing by the
machine, and he came rigid to the
salute as Von Sturm loomed
up in front of him in the
darlness and said :

“Js she recady for the air,
sergeant 77

“Yes, Herr Hauptmann,”
replied the man. *“The fuel
tank is full and she is giving
her revs.”

“Very good!” nodded Von
Sturm. “1 will switch on if
you will swing the propeller.”

He turned to the Unter-

offizier and held out hie
hand.
“@Good - hye, Grimmhed-

bagh,” he said.

Clumsily Grimmhedbagh
took the proffered hand.

“Good-bye, Herr Haupt-
mann,” he replied nrrrvmm]ly‘,
“and good luck.” Then
greatly daring : “Is—is it the
line that you return to?”

Von Sturm laughed.

““YVeg, the line, Grimmhed-
hagh,” ho answered.

Then turning away, he
swung himself up into the
snug cockpit of the scout.
[Te switched on, and, as the
sergeant-mechanic swung the
single-bladed propeller, the
engine burst into lifc with a
deafening roar.

Von Sturm ran the engine
ap on brief test to full revo-
lutions. Then in response to
the signal of his gloved hand,
the chocks were whipped away
from in front of the tyred
wheels of the undercarriage.
Out on the aerodrome the
taking-off lights  glowed
throngh the darkness, aund,
bumping and swaying, the
little scont went tuxi-ing ouf
rowards them.

To the ears of the watehing Grimm-
hedbagh there came the deep, full-
throated roar of the engine as, swing-
ing into the.wind, Von Sturm gave the
machine open throttle and swept for-
ward, to soar up into the night sky in
a steep upward elimb.

At two hundred feet the boy banked
and circled the aerodrome. Then, press-
ing on the rudder-bar, he swung the
scout until the flickering compass needle
steadied at south-west. He should
reach the line at the hour of dawn if
nothing went amiss. But he would have
to land somewhere before then to re-
plenish his fuel.

As he roared on through the night he
turned over in his mind the best place
to make his landing. If Zolhoff hap-
pened to be discovered before the land-
ing was made, then the chances were
that he, Von Sturm, would be arrested
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the monicnl he stepped oul of s
machine. Fov orders to apprebend him
would be Hashed throughour Germany
the instant Zolholl was found.

Dut that waszs a ri=sk the boy waa
Lound to take. "There was. he recol-
foeted, a small traming squadvron estah-

Lishod at Fefuret, about Litty kilowetres
geottth-west of Leipzie, 1le wounld land
there, have his tank ve-lilled, and take
oll szom ot ouce,  Hhis next landing
woulld he behimal the Hl'i’fi.‘hll lines at
L Clopieuinmn,

So. having made s decision, ho
gt lod Tom=elf mnove comfortably i his

seai.  Nud as he roared on throueh the
might at a hoght ol four theusand
foot, he glaneed wdly al the wateh on the
dingdy hir dasbihoard an fvont of b,

The hour was cleveu-thirty.

Floven-lipty !

In the honse of Do, osttuade in
thie  Gartenstrasse, (e, mian=ervant.
Anton. was preparing for bed. 1t was
bis mehitly costom, belove retinine, to
make u round ol the

honse, secing to
thie Lol of doors aind the eatelios ol
windows,

A to et
his usnal practice.
then 1L 1s
Zolhotl.
fore morning.
ing feom his kitehen,
sudhden turn o 1n tavour

For as
elone 1the

Zollioft

he did net depart from
Had he done so,
extremely  unhikely  that
woinld have bheen diseovered be-
But with Anton’s step-
the game took a

of Zolhoil,
[he eldevly man-sorvant puassed

Liallway 1o to 1the fast-
cuitigs of the front door, Lie Licard the
telephone bell teidling shoilly an the
Libravy, It was siill ringing sharply
and inst=tently as he re-pus=-cd the door
a few mnntes later. having seen to the
tastenings of the front dope and the
l.l'l’ull j_[}'{!lIT'Il_l ”I'IUI' 'm‘l.'ilul[l:]l.'l."*

Antan paused, The librarvy was fitted
with i]uinh windows which opened ont

F{l{'l
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on lo a pleasant garden, and it was
posstble that the doctor had stepped out
tor a hreath of eool, night a1,

It that was the case, then it was his.
Aunton’s, «luly to answer the felephone,
Discrectiv he knocked at the Ii]ll'lﬂ'}'
door.  Thery came no answer save the
confimuots, insistent bher-rr of the tele-
phone.  Quictly Anton tried the handle
of the door, aud then Tor 1he first time

heé feolt o sense of vuneasiness, For the
door was lockod.

“Hore  Doktor!”  he  calliad.,  and
sharply.,

Nothing answered  save a0 deathly

The

Y = l i_n
1t started

stleuee.
ving. Puf the
again, hor<h and nvreeent,

“IHerr Dokior!”  evied
thoronehly alarmed. * Llory
von ithere "

He knocked on the panels with bonv
knucklez. but no :

telephone  hadd
next moment

Anton. now
Dolklor—are

oune ausvered. Ho
was a tensted and valoned servant, and
on his bineh of keyvs haneine in the
kiteheon was one whieh fitted this sane-
fim af the doctor.  Turning from the
door. he, sped, with hambling gait, in

guest ot 1f.

Returnime, he inserfed the key in thoe
lock with shaking fingevs, obsessed with
i fear of he knew unot what., Next
mstant the door swing open. and he
blundered info the |15.:’||tu] libravy to
come to an abrupt halt, staring witl)
horrificed at the lunp. bound and
pagoed  fizure of Dr. Zolhaff lolling
i the armehair.

"_1'--‘._",'-"'_\-

(Germany's sitwation is indeed o es-
perate ane, for if Guy Tempest can
reael the British lines he's got informaea-
ficn r}‘.'uunfr to bring about the downfall

of the Fatherland, Vil this hrave
worng arrman sueeced?  Boys, yow're on
o vead threilbng instalment next weel:.

Dan’t wiss of through fuiling te ordee
neaxt  Satvrday's BUMPER FREE
GIVT NUMNBER well in adeance!)
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THE GREYFRIARS REBELLION!

(Contintecd from page 24.)

as sl

fha

howled Carne,
him undoer

“0Oh erumbs!”
whizzing boot caught
chin, “Ow! Great pip! Wow !™

o 1t ! roared Havry Wharton.

Missiles rained over the barricade.
Loder and Carne faivly tnrned tarl and
rall. Van Tromp. entangled in the for-
niture, velled and shricked and raved as
blows showerod on him from all sides.
He strngeled frantically to eseape, and
tore himself free at last covered with
bumps as with a garment, and jumped
for safetv., A enshion eanght him on the
ek nf liis head as he ran, and he
holted down the stanvs after Lﬂd(‘l and
Carne.

My
g,
Whiz, whiz. whiz! A hoot caught him
in the eve, a teacup eracked on his nose,
a Latin dietionary banged under his fat

chin. He tottered away, hardly able to
heliove that this was nof all some fearful

dream. Yells and cateatls and whivling
missilos followod him down the stairs.

“Come back and have
roared Bobh Cherry.

But Mr. Brander did not coine back.

“We win the first round !” chuckled
the Dounder.

“Hurrah!”

The rebels of Greviriars bad won the
first round—there was no doubt about
that. And thev were ready for the
second round when 1t came.

The Remove were in rebellion, and—
as vet—unsubdued ! The great barring-
out at Greyvfriars had begun!

THE END.

Brauder stood stuttering with

some more!”

(Whatceer you do, ehwms, don't miss
the next rattling fine yarn s greal
series, entitled : “DOWN WITH THE-
LYRANT ! You'll enjoy ceery chap-
tee of 1t!)
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of such a terrible J.ﬂ'[!l‘tl“ﬂ frce of charge, Inclose stamp.
Aildress in confidence ! J. TEMPLE. Secialist, " Palace House,”
128, Shaftesbnury .H..xr{:uu{ LDHDDH W.l. (Lst. over 20 years.)

Fzg_z_uﬁd%ﬁr_fi_n OF GOOD,

FILMS. 12 % 10
"'-1hl[|lf"=~ Cittalorue Frop

CIHEAP FPHOTO MATERIAL AKD
Lnnrnemrnlq. any photo er filin, 8d.
—HACKETT'S, July Road, LIVERPOOL.

N COLLECTION AND ACCESSORIES FREE1! i
Ihluunth Tweerers, T0 -different Stamps, 10 Canada. B8 .ﬁ.l’ric&us.l

Transparent Fnvolopes, Send 2d. post for Anprovals
LISBURN & TOWNSEND (UJS), ]:I.QZVERPHDL

TO OJTARIO, CANADA, for

FREE PASSAGES approved boy farm lmrnurs age 15 lu 19,

Apply :—ONTARIO GOVERNMENT, 3486, STRAND, I.DHIJDH

HANDSOME MEN ARE' SLIGHTLY SUNBURNT.

HEUNBHRONZE " remarkabls
appearance. 1/8, 2/9. 6,000 Testimoninls, (Booklet, utumpilhsunlglll':;{:l:f:
Laboratories {nnpt A.7), Colwyn Bay, Wales,- (Est. 1902.)

PARBEL DF 200 orestl sttch as Persia, Biam,

Intevesting Slamps,
Triangulae, l:'trt_' ITI"IPP

= Ratmania (Roy Einw
Wity Approvals only. —W A, WHITE, Engine Lane, LYF, bfnurbrldga

LL

[

1

WANTED IMMEDIATELY

LD'S
BEST CYCLE
The JUNO mm"

BROOKS SADDLE,
oOWN DUNLOP CORD TYRES,
RENOLD CHAIN,

& ls 14 DAYS' FREE TRIAL.
MORTHLY »u nritish Superb Quality.

En tinaranteed for ever. Direct

from Faotory to youn. Packed
r
oF 5’10
e ——— —— ]

and Carriage Paid. Wonderinl

THE WOR

easy termstosult you. Ohromnium
Plated Modnls if desired. Write
for Free Art List.

JUNO CYCLE CO.

(Dept. U.2), 248, Bishops-
gate, Lundan. E.C.A.

-----

Thirty boys for farm work in Canadg. Agde® T4to ¥
ages 15 to 18. Apply at once Overseas Lept.,, CHUR
55, Bryanston Street, London, W. 1

BLUSHING, G0y ﬁmﬁ%wg

Road, I.u:-rnnn. WL 2.

tralin
RMY,

r ——— o — e

.-P""l-'-"-_h"" - -

- i — g iy s

=i

All applications for Adverliserin} Spacent) J8is blh,aM mould
be addressed to the Advertigcreenk ﬁw-ﬁawwnﬁm BERIES,
The Fieetway House, FassirigdogrSicest, Londos, ZW3.




