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Fascinating Competition Starts To-day! Exclusive to MAGNET Readers.

TWO DANDY SOUVENIR BATS AUTOGRAPHED

e AUSTRALIAN TEST HEROES i
TWELVE “ HORNBY” TRAIN SETS
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HERE, boys, look at this! Something new
—f-ametlﬂng BIG] You'll like this

competition all the time—and you’ll
like it better still when you get your hands on __
these splendid bats we've got waiting for you.

So set to, straight away—NOW ] All
vou have to do to capture one of these grand
bats or special Hornby Train Seta is to find
out a few famous cﬂpketers names which we
are going to give you in puzzle form.

The First Set of them you have here, and o ETTIITERIN 1 T lte '-|..| - ,I- |
the answer to No. 1 is filled in as an example, it | i |] i .|

[ _ i | || || |'J|
You will quickly see from that how the puzzles ; J ‘| .|| I| i |I ;f 1' ||]| .II “ !|| [ |
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letters denotes a cricketer’s name, and to find
out what that name Is, you simply take the "l|"|'a':1ls4'“ ’”'““ s
initial letter only of the word represented by [ H u “ iR I , : . “ it f”” 'j |
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each little picture, add in the big letters where

they are given you—and Zhere is your answer |
Thus with No. 1 yoo have H for Horse — '|" e I m

0 — B for, Bat — B — 8 for Signal f’lh “

H—O0—B—B—S. Simple, isn't it? Yes, “" 1

and to make it eagier stﬂl for yon, we give ”FJ

below 8 list of names in which you can find

the answer to every one of this week’s puzzles,

Now then, find out what are the other five
names in this week’s set—then write them
IN INK in the spaces underneath., After-
wards cut out this get and keep it until next
week, when we shall give yon six more of these

jolly puzzles., With the Fourth and Final | ML
picture-set, we shall tell vou how and where to | | 1 Y
EF."HLI your entries. And finally, remember -;";;, e B [
that there is | i N

] T e 1 ] gl |

NOTHING AT
ALL TO PAY.

YOU Can Find
the Answers %,
HERE. »

NOTE :—This List is for use with
Set-1 Puzxies only.

AMES, ASTILL, BRADMAN, CHAPMAN,
DUCAT, DUCKWORTH, DULEEPSINHJI,
FENDER, FREEMAN, GILLIGAN, GRIM-
METT, GUNN, HALLOWS, HAMMOND,
HENDREN, HILL-WOOD, HOBBS, JUPP,
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KILLICK, LARWOOD, LEYLAND, MAC- j F" i] ’l“[” ’”r
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AULAY, MEAD, MERCER, O’CONNOR. ] Hh I |
|

RUSSELL, SANDHAM, SUTCLIFFE, TATE,
TYLDESLEY, WADE, WHITE, WHYSALL,

WOODFULL, WOOLLEY, WORTHINGTON-

The Two Cricket Dats, fully autographed by
the Australian Team now in England (see small

other attempts entered. Any entries mutilated,
or bearing aiterations, or more than one

reproduction on cover one) will be awarded to anlut.iun in each space will be dis disqualified. No
the two competitors whose solutions to the four (which must be strictly adhered to). sibility ecan be undertaken for entries
sets of “ Cricket Scorers” are correct or most ]ﬂn or mislaid, or delayed in the post or other-
nearly correct. The twelve special Hornby Train Sets will follow  wise. No nﬁmpundenﬂe can be entered into.

in order of merit. The Editor’s decision will be final and legally binding, and he reserves

Any number of entries may be sent, but each entry must be comaplete  the right to divide the value of the if
—i.e,, Sets Nos, 1—4, inelusive, of the ** Cricket Scorers pug]ees ties o PO BIOIEE In G ot
with the solutions filled in IN IHE—and must be scparate from any Emmnreea of the proprietors of MAGNET must not compete.
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ANOTHER SMASHING COMPLETE STORY BY
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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
No Nap for Bunter !

L ‘-*.- EAST. "
T “Eh?” i
- “Stoppit!” hLowled Billy
Bunter.
“What the thump——"
Billy DBunter sat up and glared round
him tﬁrnugh his big spectacles, with a

glare of wrath.
DBunter was enjoying o
been enjoying & nap, till
slumber was interrupted.
Dinner was over. When Bunter h-d
had a good dinner he liked a nap alter

a nap—er had
his balmy

it. In Bunter's schemc of things cating
was the seventh heaven, but slecping

was the sixth.

Since the barring-out at Greyfriars
had started, and the rebels had been on
rations, Bunter had felt a severpe short-
aze of foodstuffs. At the best of times
Bunter seldom had enough. Now he
never had enough. So his natural
resource was to take it out in sleep.

Harry Wharton & Co. were watching
the sunny quadrangle from a window of
the Remove dormitory. Other fellows
were keeping guard at the barricade 1n
the passage outside. Some were talking
in groups; others sitting about rcading;
one or two giving altention to school
books swhich they had brought into the
tebels’ stronghold with them. Most of
them were wishing that a fresh attack
would come from the encmy, and won-
dering when Mre. Brander would get on
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two Dutch tyrants!

with it. Bunter, happily forgetful of
the food shortage and everything eclse
in balmy slumber, snored on @ mattress,
till somiething suddenly fell on his fat
little nose and awakened him.

Bunter had no doubt that some beast
was larking. How else could a missile
have dropped on his fat nose as ho
slumbered ¥

Heo glared about him, with a glare
that alinost eracked his spectacles.

“ Beast! Was 1t you, Cherry 7"’
“Ikh? Was what me, fathead?”

asked Bob Cherry, turning from the
window.

“Somebody chucked
me !” roared Bunter.

“IFathecad !”

“Was 1t you,
Dunter,

“It was nobody, ass!” answered the
cuptain of the Remove. “ You've been
dreaming. Ycu've eaten too much, as
usual,”

“The too-muchfulness was terrific, my
esteemed fat Bunter!” remarked Hurree
Jamset Ram Singh.

“Why, you rotters,”” gasped Dunter,
“you jolly well know I ve Lad hardly
any dinner! I haven’t had enough to
eat since we started this barring-out,
I'd jolly well chuck it up, only that beast
DBrander 15 going to flog the lot of us
when he gets hold of us. Look here, was

something at

Wharton " howled

1

it you chucked something at me,
Nugent 7"
“Not guilty, my lord.”

“Well, chuck it, anyvhow, blow you!"”

i
f

f
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/ Bravo, the Rebels! Right has triumphed
over might and Greyfriars is well rid of

FAMOUS FRANK RICHARDS.
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growled Bunter. “If a fellow can't
have enough to eat, I think you might
let him have a nap in peace.”

And William George Bunter laid his
bullet head on the pillow again, and
closed his eyes behind his speciacles.

Tap!

Bunter emitted a howl. Scarcely had
he closed his eyes when something
dropped on his fat face, landing on his
cheek this time.

Ho sat up aguain.

*“You rotters!” roarced Dunter,

“llallo, hallo, hallo! What's
matter now ¥’

“Who's pelting me” yelled Bunter.

“Yeou benighted ass!” said Johnny
Bull. “Nobody's pelting you; you e
dreaming again! Go to sleep, and shut
up!”’

l“Smut;thing dropped on my face!”
howled Dunter. “1 suppose 1t didn't
chuck itsclf! Who chucked it 7"

“The chuckiulness was not terrific, my
esteemed and  idiotie  Bunter,”” said
Hurree Singh soothingly.

“ Beust !

“Qo to sleep, old fat man. and dream
of something else!” suggested Bob,

“Yah!"

Billy Bunter laid his head down
agaln. He was wrathy, but he was
sleepy, and hLis little round cyues closed
once Hore.

Harry Wharton & (o, looked from the
windows. The quadrangle was deserted.
All the Torins excepl the Remove were
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in class, with the exceptions of Coker &
Co. ot the Fifth, and Tewple & Co. of
the Bourth, who had joimed up with the
rebels,  Plonty of other fellows would
huve joined up with themn, there was no
doubt of thut, but for the guard that
was kept on the staircuse by Mr.
Lrander.

Indeed, every day that the barring-
out lasted, the Form masters found 1t
riore and more ditheult to keep order 1n
the lorm-roons.

AMr. Brander had hoped much when
Sir Hilton Popper, the chairmman of the
governors, catie to his ald, and called
i the assistance of half a dozen hefty
keepers from Popper Court. But these
reintorecinents bad not given the tyrang
ol Greyfriars the upper hand.

The rebels still held out, and were as
far us ever from being brougnt to sub-
uiission, or farther,

“1 jolly well wish they'd get a move
on,”” yawned DBob Cherry. *“There’s
mwore fun in scrapping than in waiting.”

“Yes, rather!” assented Wharton.
“*We've seen nothing of them for a long
timne now. 1 dare say they're up to
sonsething.,”

*Old Popper is camped in the school
now, with his giddy keepers,”” remarked
I'runk Nugent. *‘He says he won't go
L1l we're under Brander’s thumb again.”

“T'hen he's going to be a fixture at
Greyfriars!?’ chuckled Bob Cherry.
“We're jolly well holding the fort.”

“The holdfulness will be——"

“Terrific!” chuckled Bob. *“I1n fact,
preposterous !’

““Ha, ha, ha!”

““My esteemed ridiculous chum!” mut-
mured Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

The Nabob of Bhanipur was inter-
rupted by a sudden yell from Billy
Bunter. The Owl of the Remove had
dropped off to sleep again, but only for
o moment. He started up with a startled

yell.

“Ow! Deasts! Ow!”

“My only hat!” exclaimed Bob
Cherry. “ What the thump is the matter
with the fat duffer now?”’

“Dry wup, you burblin bander-
snatch !”” shouted Johnny Bull.

“Who's pelling me?’ shrieked
Dunter.

“You silly ass——"

“Beasts!” howled Bunter. “It

dropped on my face; it's in my mouth.
Groooogh! Who chucked this plaster at
me?"’

In sheer amazement, the Famons Five
of the Remove approached the fat Owl.
Plaster, evidently, had fallen on the
face of the sleeping beauty. His
features were powdered with it, and ho
was ejecting some {rom his mouth with
more vigour than grace.

“Why, what * ejaculated Bob.

“Ow!” exclaimed Nugent suddenly,
a3 a chunk of plaster fell on s head.
“What—— Oh! 1Isthe ceiling caving
in, or what?"”

“Great pip!”

The juniors stared upwards.

In the ceiling above Bunter two or
three long cracks appeared in the
plaster. Fragments were falling.

Bunter's startled gaze followed that of
the Famous Five. He realised that
nobody had been pelting him, but that
the supposed missiles had been frag-
ments falling from the eracked ceiling.
ITe gave a yell of alarm and hounded
off the mattress. Generally Bunter's
movements were slow; on the present
nceasion they were remarkably rapid.
I'ven Bunter could move quickly when
t\ie eciling was caving in over him.

“Yarooogh! The roof's falling in!”
roared DBunter. * Look out!”

“What thoe merry dickens!” gasped
ilarry Wharton.

'1'11E MacxeET Linnary.—No. 1,174,

Bob Cherry gave a yell.

“It’s the giddy enemy! Look out!”

“My hat!”

There was a loud cracking, and a
shower of plaster fell from above. The
juniors jumped back as a large mass of
it followed. An opening appeared in
the ceiling, and through the opening
came a pair of legs. It was an attack
on the rebels’ stronghold from a new
quarfer.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Something Like a Serap !

L O0OK out!” shouted Harry
E Wharton.
i LiﬂE up IJ#

“This way !”

There was a rush to the spot from all
sides. Only the guard at the barricade
remained in the passage.

A crowd of Removites, and Coker &
Co. of the Fifth, and Temple, Dabney,
and Fry of the Fouwrth, gathered rovnd
the spot, where plaster still fell in
chunks and a pair of legs dangled
through the ceiling.-

“It's Van Tromp ! shouted Coker.

“Catch him when he drops!” ex-
claimed the Bounder.

KEEP YOUR ALBUM
HANDY

for the NEXT FOUR

DANDY PHOTOS.

You'll find them in
next waek's

MAGNET!

Miss them, and you'll
spoil your set.

ready!” roared

Cricket
Squiff,

Van Tromp of the Sixth hung to a
ceiling joist with his hands and stared
down through a powdering of plaster.
He scemed unwilling to drop.

Indeed, the scenc below him was not
inviting. The rebels of Greyfriars,
taken by surprise as they were, were
prepared to deal with him,

The array of meecacing faces and
brandished cricket stumps did not en-
courage the bully of the Sixth,

“Come on, you rotter |” roared Coker.

But Otto van Tromp still hung sus-
{)ﬂnded, ltke Mahomet’s coffin, between
wcaven and earth. His downward stare
over his shoulder was very uneasy.

Another section of plaster fell and
crashed on the floor with a cloud of dust.
Other faces looked down from the garret
above the dormitory. The eyeglass of
Sir Hilton Popper gleamed there, and
the narrow eyes of Mr. Brander, the
new Head of Greyfriars. The juniors
liad glimpses of Joyce, the head-keeper
of Popper Court, and the other keepers.

Wharton set his lips.

From many quarters the rebels’ strong-
hold had been attacked time and again;
and every time the attack had been
driven off. Dut the captain of the
Remove realised that this was the most
serious assault of all. It was impossible
to keep the enemy out if they chose to
drop in; and theugh the odds were
greatly oun the side of the scliocolboys,

stumps

THE MAGNET

s1ze and weight were on the side of {lie
enemy if it eame to a hand-to-baid
struggle. Hslf a dozen helty game-
keepers were likely*to work havoe amci g
a crowd of junior tchoolboys.

This was going to be the toughest
scrap that had yet fallen to the lot ci
the rebel Remorve.

““Stand to it!” said Harry. “And
hit hard! They're on us now—ani
we've got to beat them.”

“The beatfulness will be terrvifie!”

“Go on, Van Tromp!” came Sir
Hilton Popper’s deep voice. “Co on!
Why are you waiting? XKindly let go
at once and drop.”

:* Oh, yes, sir |” gasped Van Tromyp.

. " Boys!” came Mr. Brander’s threuten-
ing voice. “1 warn you that {nither
resistance is useless. You will only add
to your punishment by attcaopting
further resistance.”

“Shut up, Brander!”
Cherry.

“Go and eat coke, Brander.”

“Come on, Van Tromp—we're ready
for you !”

“Let me get one lick at him with this
bat I bellowed Coker of the Filth., i
only want one lick !”

“Ha, ha, ha !”?

“Give him beans!”

Horace Coker reached up with the bat
and smote the dangling legs of the hesi-
tating Sixth-Former.

Van Tromp gave a fearful yell.

He dropped.

“Collar him ™

“Let me get a lick at him with this
bat——"

: gald on, Cok%r "

erraway! I'm going—"

“Ow! Oh] Eeepgnﬁl” yelled Van
Tromp, in dire terror. He bardly re-
sisted as four or five juniors grasped him
and dragged him away.

The long lcgs of Joyce, the kecper,
came swinging through the-opening in
the ceiling. Beside them swung the legs
of utnnt.her keeper, hanging to another
joist,

The space broken in the dormitory
ceiling was now large enough for twe of
the enemy to come at a time. The two
keepers came together, urged on by the
booming voice of Sir Hilton Popper.

Cricket-stumps and bats lashed at
the legs as they dangled down, and the
kecpers yelled. It wis no time to stand
on ceremony; the rebels hit, and they
hit hard. Joyce and his comrade
dropped into the dormitory in the midst
of a rain of blows.

They landed and rolled over under the
attack of the rebels; buk they scrambled
up again and charged,

“Go for 'em 1"

“Collar them |”

“Give them jip |1”?

Coker of the Fifth jumped at Jovce,
brandishing his bat. Coker was guite
reckless, and it was, perhaps, fortunate
that Joyce dodged the swipe of the bat
and closed with Horace Coker.

The bat crashed on the floor as Coker
closed with his enemy. Potter of the
Fifth rushed to his aid on ore side,
Greene of the Fifth on the other. The
three Fifth Form men were fully a
match for Joyce, hefty as he was, and
they kept him quite busy. For the first
time since Coker ot the Fifth had joined
the rebels he came in useful,

The other keeper was hitting out hard
—Ilashing stumps and bats had not im-
proved his temper. Juniors tottered
right and left under the driving fists ¢f a
powerful man,

But they had numbers, at least. They
rallied manfully, and half a dozen
fellows fastened on the keeper and
dragged him down. And in spite ¢l hie
fierce struggles, they kept him down.

roared DBob
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But by that time two more pairs of
legs were dangling through the ceiling.
T'wo more keepers dropped into the
iray.

It was a wild melee now. The fellows
on guard in the passage rushced into the
dormitory to lend their aid. Joyce and
his companion were still held down; and
Temple, Dabney, and Fry were sitting
et Van Tromp and pinning him to the
Hoor, These were out of the combat.
{3ut while the rebels swarmed on to the
sccond pair of keepers two more dropped
from the garret above, and they had four
foos to contend with. And four poweriul
men in a bunch made 1t a desperate
tussle for the schoolboys,

Billy Bunter was already at the farther
end of the dormitory. Skinner and
Snoop and Fisher T. Fish hovered on
tho outskirts of the battle, keeping up
an appearance of joining in, but taking
care to keep out of reach of the enemy.
But the funks were few; all the other
fellows were fighting hard and doing
their best.

Harry Wharton went down under a
torrific drive on the chest; but he was
up again in a flash and leaping at the
enemy. Bob Cherry was fighting like a
paladin, with erimson streaming from
his nose. Lord Mauleverer had for-
gotten that he was a slacker, and was
p:linf in as energetically as any man in
the Remove. The uproar was terrifie.
The dormitory resounded with the
trampling of feet, the panting of breath,
and the yeolls and shouts and howls of
the combatants.

From the garret above, Sir Hilton
Popper and Mr, Brander stared down at
the struggle.

They were rather too elderly to swing
themselves down as Van Tromp and the
keepers had done, and join in the
scrapping. And they had no doubt of
the outcome. HEver since the barring-out
had started at Greyfriars they had only
wanted to get to close quarters with the
rebels; and now their forces were at
close quarters. The result was, in their
opinion, inevitable.

But the desperation with which the
rebels fought rather surprised and dis-
mayed them as they watched.

“Unruly young raseals!” snorted Sir
Hilton. *“Young ruffians, by Jove!
Joyce! Get up, Jovee!”

“Urrrrrgeh 1” was the only reply from
the head-keeper. He was quite unable
to obey that command, with Horace
Coker kneeling on his chest.

“ Brown—get up, Brown | shonted Sir
Hilton.

Neither could Brown get up, with the
Pounder and four other fellows grasp-
ing him and keeping him down.

Fach of the other four kecpers were
separated now, surrounded by a bunch
of Remove men, and fighting furiously.

“Get up, Van Tromp |” shouted Sir
Hilton,

“Yooooogh!” gurgled Van Tromp.
The Sixth I'orm man had Cecil Reginald
Temple's knee in the pit of his stomach,
#nd Dabney and Fry were sprawling on
Lim., Van Tromp was hors de combat.

Another keeper went down, swamped
by juniors. And he strove in vain to
rizo, Numbers kept him down once he
wias on his back. And then another, up-
ended by heavy odds, erashed over, and
wis pinned down and kept on the flgor.
(nly two of the enemy rcinained on their
fort, and they were hotly engaged.

“Upon my word!” ejaculated Mr.
Prander. A doubt smole him as to
whether the vietory over the rebels was,
nfter all, so certain as he had supposed.
ile had not looked for so desperate a
tozistance as this.

“Cood gad!”™ exclaimed Sir Hilton.
“Are they going to let themselves be

beaten by a set of schoolboys! What—
what? Joyce! I order you to get up.”
* (xoooooogh !”

“Brown—Tomkins—do  you  hear
me——"

“Ow! Ow! Ow! Wow!” _

“l must assist them!” panted Sir

Hilton Popper. *“Good gad! they aro
letting the boys beat them! Who could
have thought it? I will help them—
you had better help also, Mr. Brander!
IFollow me!”

Sir Hilton dropped his long leps
through the opening in the garret floor,
grasped a joist, and swung through the
gap in the ceiling below., There was

a sound of bumping in the dormitory;
the last of the keepers had gone down,

|
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dignity at that moment. Five or six
juniors jumped at him, as he lashed
round with the whip—receiving without
heeding the stinging lashes. Peter
Todd’s hecad butted on the baronet’s
waistcoat, and Sir Hilton, with a gasp,
sat down. He sat for only a second—
the next, he was rolled over, and four
or five juniors sprawled on him, pin-
ning him down.

“Oh!” gasped Sir Hilton. “Ow |
good gad! Help! Whoooop!”

“Sit on the nrr:l donkey !

“Ow! Release me—ow! Good gad!”

“Come on, Brander.” Bob Cherry
brandished a stump in one hand, ths
other pressed to his streaming nose.
“Come on!-

Horace Coker reached up with the bat and smofe at the dangling legs of the
hesitating Van Tromp. The Sixth-Former gave a fearful yell and dropped.

swarmed over by the juniors. Bir
Hilton dropped to the floor, his riding-
whip in his hand. But Mr. Brander
did not follow. Perhaps he was too
fat for such acrobatic performances:
and perhaps he was too funky. At all
events, he remained where he was, n
the garret, staring down at the wild and
whirling scene in the Remove dormu-
tory.

“ Now, then, you voung rascals-—
roated Sir Hilton Popper, as he laid
about him with his nding-wlhip.

“Ow! Yaroonogh!”

“Oh, my hat!”

“Collar him!”

“Down with the old ass!”

Sir Hilton Popper was a governor of
Cireyfriars, chairman of the governing
board. But nobody heeded his lofty

¥3

But Mr. DBrander did not come on.
He glared down savagely—not at the
sweeping  victorvy he had  anticipated.
hut at the complete defeat of Sir Hilton
Popper and the Popper (Court contin-
gont.

—

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Prisoners of War !
stuggered

=+ ARRY WHARTON
H up, dabbing his nose, anud
stared over the field of bLattie.

The encmy woere still resist-
in: but the fight was won. _
Sir Hilton Popper and lis men

eprawled on the floor of the dormitory,
cvery one 1n the grasp of four or five
fellows, pinned down.

THE MagNET Lisrany.—No. 1,174,
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Numbers, after all, had told, against
brawn and muscle. Thers was hardly a
fellow in the Remove who had not been

damaged; but they had beaten the
enemy at close quarters.
Mr., Brander, in the garret above,

stuttered with rage. With a little more
force on his side, he must have gained
the upper hand, when the rebeld’
defences had been so successfully
breached. Had the Greyfriars prefects
stood by him, the game would have
been in his hands; two or three hefty
Sixth Form men would have turned
the tide of battle easily. Mr. Brander's
own tyrannical methods had brought
about his failure; for every prefect In
the school had resigned; good or bad,
they were all fed-up with the tyrant of
Greyfriars; and not a man in the Sixth
IForm would help him in his contest
with the rebels.

Harry Wharton dabbed a stream of
crimson from his nose, and felt his jaw
as if to ascertain that it was still there.
But he wasted hardly a moment on his

damages.
“Stick to them!” he shouted.

“¥You bet!”

“We've got the rotters!”

“The stickfulness is terrific!”

“ Skinner — Snoop — Fishy — Bunter!
You funks, lend a hand!” shouted the
captain of the Remove. o _

And the non-combatants joined in to
help keep the enemy down, now that
they were down. _

Harry Wharton picked up a sheet,
tore it into strips, and ran to Joyce,
who was still wriggling desperately
under Coker & Co. _

“Hold his paws together!” exclaimed
Harry.

Cloker chuckled breathlessly.

“IHere you are !”

‘“'Fre, let a man go!” gasped Joyce.
“I'm done—" ) _

Unheeding, Wharton bound his wrists
together with a strip of the sheet. He
knotted the strip very securely, and the
head-keeper of Popper Court was a
helpless prisoner. _ ;

Coker & Co. released him, panting.
The Fifth Form men had been three to
one, but the hefty keeper had given
them plenty to do. _

“Lend a hand with the others!” said
Harry.

Coker & Co. took strips of the sheet.
In a few minutes, the wrists of the five
other keepers were securely tied, and
they were allowed to get on their feet.
They looked, a rather dismal and dis-
mayed crowd, breathless, panting,
bruised and bumped.

“Will you release me?” Sir Hilton
Popper was shrieking.  “You young
rascals! Good gad! I will have the
whole Form expelled! A governor of
the school—by gad! Will you release
me !”

“No fear, old bean!”

“Iold his ﬂiPpers,” said Wharton.

“Ha, ha, bha!”

“PDo not dare to tie my hands
raved Sir Hilton. “If you dare—good
gad !

His wrists were tied together. Then
Van Tromp was secured in the same
way, unresisting.

All the invaders were prisoners now.

Sir Hilton Popper stood spluttering
and choking with wrath. He could
hardly believe that this outrage on his
lofty dignity had really occurred. DByt
it had !

His men stood silent, save for their
panting and gasping. They had been
severely handled, and they looked, as
they felt, quite fed-up with the rebels

of Greylriars.
1” chortled Bob Cherry.
“Oh! My nose!” gasped Peter Todd,

“Our win |
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““Never mind your nose, old bean—
we've beaten them !”

“My nose 1is squashed
Peter.

‘“Blow
them |”

“The beatfulness is terrific |

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! Brander’s
still there! Aren’'t you dropping in,
Brander !” shouted Bob Cherry.

“That’s for your nose, Brander
yelled Vernon-Smith, as he hurled an
empty tin. Mr. Brander just dodged
the missile as it flew.

“Brander!” Sir Hilton Popper’s
voice boomed above the uproar of the
victorious juniors. ‘“Brander! Go
and get help at once—you hear me?
These young scoundrels——"

* Better language, old pippin!” said
the Bounder, tapping the Iljmrgnet play-
fully on the nose with the pointed end
of a stump.

“Yaroooh !

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Brander!” shrieked Sir
“Get help, at ence—the
all the prefects to help! Call the whole
of the Sixth Form! Lose no time!
Do you hear me? If they refuse, expel
from the school every boy who refuses
to give his aid against these young
gcoundrels—yarooogh!” The Bounder's
stump tapped again.

Mr. Brander gasped.

“Sir Hilton!

“8ir, if you cannot restore order in
this school, you are not fit to be head-
master |” roared Sir Hilton.

“Right on the wicket !” chuckled Bob
Cherry. “He isn’t! But it was you
bullied the governors into appointing
him, old bean.”

"éilence, you voung rascal

*

groanecd

your nosc—we've beaten

1%

Hilton.
prefects—call

Ay
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“Silence, you old rascal!” retorted
Bob.

‘““Ha, ha, ha!”

‘““Brander! You hear me? I am in
the hands of these young villains—
yarooogh! Call the whole Sixth Form,

and expel from the school every boy
who does not help. Call the masters,
and dismiss every man who does not join
you in overcoming these young ruffians
—yaroooch! This is no time for half-
measures! You hear me?”

“Yes, Sir Hilton!®
hapless headmaster.

Two or three missiles whizzed up
through the opening in the ceiling;
and Mr. Brander hastily withdrew.

The new Head withdrew in an utterly
dismayed frame of mind. He was
doubtful—extremely doubtful-—cf the
support he would receive from the
members of the staff and from the senior
boys. There was not a man on the staff
whom he had not antagonised; not a
fellow in the upper Forms who did not
dislike him intensely. Only the threat
of dismissal, tho threat of expulsion,
might force them to back up the Head;
ang in the present state of the school
Mr. Brander doubted
effect of threats.

But there was nothing else to be done.
The force he had been able to bring
against the rebels had failed him; they
had been captured by the rebel Remove.
Slmnnt.hing had to be done, that was
clear.

“Keep that lot safe!” said Harry
Wharton. *“We may have another
scrap on our hands in a few minutes !
That lot won't give us any more trouble,
anyhow.”

“They don't look like it!” grinned
the DBounder.

“We'll inake sure of them, though,”
said Squff.

Two or three more shects were torn
up, and the bound kecpers were tied
together in a row, with Sir Hilton at

gasped the

very much the

tl'l'
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the head of it. Any attempt at resist-
ance was soon quelled by a few raps
from the cricket-stumps. Sir Hilton
Popper fairly foamed, as he was tied
by the arms to Joyce. But there was
no help for the lord of Popper Court.

With Sir Hilton at the head, and Van
Tromp at the tail, the prisoners were
secured in a row—a very angry and
excited row.

“Now get out of the way,” said the
Bounder, “You're leader, Popper—
lead on !”

“Ha, ha, ha!”
“I refuse to stir a step!” roared Sir

Hilton. “As for you, you young
rufian—— Oh! Ow! Keep that stump
away |”

“I told you to get a move on!”

remarked the Bounder, as he poked the
business end of a stump into Sir
Hilton’s ribs.

“Ow! Qooooh! Keep off !”

“March, old bean!” said Smithy,
with another lunge.

There was no help for it, and Sir
Hilton gasped and marched. After him
stumbled the row of prisoners. A roar
of laughter accompanied them, as they
wriggled along like a centipede.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

* Skinner—Bunter—Snoopey—Fishy—
you funks can keep guard over them,”
said the Bounder. “ You're no use in a
scras." :

“0Oh, really, Smithy—"

“Shut up, Bunter "

“I guess——"' began Fisher T. Fish.

“ Shut up, Fishy !”

The hapl€ss prisoners were left at the
end of the dormitory, out of the way,
with Skinner & Co. to ‘watch them.
The rest of the fellows gathered under
the gap in the ceiling, while a watch
was set on the barricade in the passage.
The rebels were rcady for the next
attack—if 1t came! Meanwhile, they
attended to their injuries—which were
numerous enough to require a good
dcal of attention. Casunalties had been
heavy on both sides; and swollen noses,
thick ears, and darkened eves were
almost as plentiful as leaves in
Vallambrosa. But the rebels had won;
and victory covered a multitude of
casualties.

— e

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
No Help !

= 01”7

Mr. Prout, the master of the
Fifth, fairly snorted out that
emphatic negative.

The 'Greyfriarse fellows were in
their Form - rooms, excepting the
rebel Remove. But the work in the
Form-rooms was merely nominal. With
rebellion raging in the school, and the
uproar of a wild conflict echoing from
afar, the Form masters were only too
glad to keep their Forms quiet, without
exacting work from them. Greyfriars
fellows were having an easy time, so
far as lessons went; though in the senior
Forms they kept up some appearance
of work.

Mr. Brander strode into the Fifth

Form room in search of aid. Mr.
Prout’s answer was unmistakably
emphatie.

“No, sir!” repeated Mr. Prout. “I,
personally, certainly shall not_dream cof
intervening in this matter. You have
chosen to expel three boys of my Form
—Coker, Potter, and Greenel You
have refused to listen to my protesta! 1
will have nothing to do with the matter,
sir—nothing 1™

“Mr. Prout, if you refuse me vour
aid you are dismissed {rom your post i
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this school I"” snarled Mr, Brander, care-
less of the fact that the Fifth Form
were hanging on his words,

Mr. Prout coloured like a turkey-cock.

“Mr. Brander, I have already
decided that, if you remain headmaster
of Greyfriars, it will be impossible for
ine to continue here as Form master!”
he boomed. “No gentleman, sir, could
remain on your staff ! I tell you so
Ejlﬂ.inly, sir—] tell you to your tecth!

will leave, sir, with pleasure; having
no doubt whatever that I shall be rein-
stated when Dr. Locke returns to
Groyfriars.”

“Silence, sir!” hooted Mr. Brander.

He turned his back on the inccnsed
Mr. Prout, and addressed the Fifth
Form, who wWere glaring at him as if
they -could have eaten him. The Fifth
“guyed ” Mr. Prout a good deal them-
selves; but he was, after all, their
Form master, and they did not like
hearing Brander talk to him like this.

“My boys!” exclaimed Mr. Brander.
“1 appeal to you for help—by the
direct order of Sir Hilton Popper, the
chairman of the goverming board.
junior Form 1s 1n rebellion "

“Good luck to them!” shouted Iitz-
gerald.

“NMy boys!” Mr. Brander tried again.
“1 have been compelled, as you know,
to dismiss the Sixth Form prefects. It
is my intention to appoint prefects from
this Form. Blundell, Hilton, Price,
Fitagerald, Tomlinson, Smith major "

“Leave me out, sir,” said Dlundell,
the captain of the Fifth.

“And me!” said Fitzgerald.

“Me, too!”

“Get out, Brander !” shouted a voice
from the back of the Form.

And an outbreak of wvells and catealls
followed. The Fifth Form, for the
moment, seemed to forget that they
were seniors, and behaved litke a Form
of noisy fags. The uproar was terrihe.

“Boys——"" shouted Mr. Brander,
striving to make his voice heard.

i Ruts !!-’

“Get out !”

“You're not wanted here, Brander.”

“Turn him out, sir!”

“Blundell |” shrieked Mr.

“You are expelled—"

“ Are you going to expel the whole
Form, sir?” sneered Blundell. *“Or are
you going to expel the whole school ?”

“Get out, Brander!”

“Mr. Brander,” gasped the Fifth
Form master, “you had better go! I
really think you had better go. have
striven to keep order in my Form, in
spite of the extraordinary state to which
yvou have reduced the school. But I
answer for nothing, sir, if you remain
here I

“Get out, Brander!” roared Fite-
goruld; and an inkpot whizzed across
the Form-room, and narrowly missed
the headmaster.

“ Please retire,
gasped Prout.

Mr. Brander gave the Fifth a glare
and backed out of the INorm-room. A
shout of derision followed him.

“My boys——" pleaded Prout.

The Fifth quieted down. They
remembered that they were not fags,
and had their dignity to consider.
Order was restored as scon as Mr.
DBrander was gone.

The hapless headmaster paused in the
passage. Iiver since the rebellion had
broken out he had felt that if 1t was
not crushed the example would spread,
and that other Forms would follow suit.
It scemed to be coming to pass now,

He moved off to the Sixth Form
room at last. Mr. Lascelles was in
charge of the Sixth, taking them in
mathematies. The Sixth, of course,
were far foo lofty to think of anything

Brander.

sir—please retire!”

like disorder; but they gave Mr.
Brander grim looks as he came in, and
Mr. Lascelles eyed him very coldly.

“Mr. Lascelles, I require your assist-
ance,” said the Head. *“Sir Hilton
Popper requires your assistance in over-
coming——"

“1 cannot intervene, sir!” said Mr.
Lascelles coldly. “I do not regard it as
my duty, and you must excuse me.”

A thrcat of dismissal trembled on the
hcadmaster’s lips. But he did not want
to be left without a staff at all. He
turned to the Form.

“Wingate |

“Yes, sir,” said the captain of Grey-
friars as respeetfully as he could.
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Miss E. Oliffe, of 123, Leath-
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Trade being far from brisk,

a shoeblack was logking
very glum, when a gentle-
man came along.

‘“ Clean yer shoes, sir 7"
asked the shoebliack.

‘“No!"™ grunted the
passer-by.
‘““Qo on, sir,”” persisted

the shoeblack, “1'Il clean
'em so as yer can sees Yyer
face in 'em.”

“1 don’t want to see my
face ! " said the gentleman,
hurrying on.

“ QGarn !" retorted the shoe-
black. " Don't be a coward ! "

NOW THEN, BOYS, DON'T
LET THE GIRLS BEAT YOU !

Note.—All Jokes.and Limericks
should be sent to: ¢fo MacNeT,
5, Carmelite Street, London, E.C.4.
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“It is my intention, Wingate,
restore you to the position of head pre-
fect of Greyfriars!” said Mr. Brander.
“I may add that all the other prefects
who have been dismissed are now rein-
stated. I have considered the matter
very carefully and decided on this.”

Wingate's lip curled.

“ Indeed, sir,” he answered.

“I require the assistance of all the
Sixth Form prefects at once !"” went on
Mr. Brandor.

“In dealing with the Remove, sir?”
asked Gwynnec.

“Precisely !’

“Then I decline to be
sir!” said Gwynne,

“Same here!” said North.

“T think we all say the same, sir!”
said Winpate. “We decline to inter-
fere with the Remove in any way.”

Mr. DBrander set his lips. He had
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more than half-expected it. But the
defeat roused his deepest anger.

“I warn wou, Wingate, that if you
refuse obedience, I shall maks an
example of you by expelling you from
the school!” he said.

The Greyfriars captain shrugged his
shoulders.

“My father will have something to
say about that, sir, especially as he is
a member of the governing board,”” he
answered coolly.

“Wingate! How dare you? You
shall lcave Greyfriars this very day!”
thundered the Head.

“I shall do nothing of the kind, sir,”
answered Wingate quietly, “and I think
my friends will stand by me.”

*Yes, rather !I”” roared Gwynne.

“Hear, hear!”

“Sack the lot of wus, sir!”’ hooted
Gwynne. “We're all standing by Win-
gate. Sack the whole Sixth!”

Mr. Drander stood trembling with
passion. His rage overcame his pru-
dence, and he strode towards Wingate
and aimed a blow at him with his cane.
Wingate, with a gleam in his eyes,
grasped his arm and turned the blow
aside.

“1 think you’re forgetting yoursell,
sir!” he said contemptuously.

The headmaster, almost beside him-
self, struggled to release his arm. Win-
gate, his jaw set very square, tightened
his grasp, and by ;ﬂeer force led the
headmaster to the door. The Sixth
stared on breathlessly. Mr. Lascelles,
elaborately unconscious of what was
passing, gazed from the window into
the quadrangle.

“Wingate, you—you-—=" gpluttered
Mr. Brander. ¥ v

He resisted fiercely; but the captain
of Greyfriars led him to the door all
the same and pushed him outside.

“I think you'd better go, sir!”
Wingate politely.

And hLe relecased Mr. Brander’s arm
and shut the door on him.

The new headmaster of Greyfriars
stood quivering with fury. He was
tempted to rush back into the room,
lashing out right and left with tho cane.
But discretion was the better part of
valour. The Sixth, mindful of their
dignity as top Form, were trying to
keep order—but Mr. Brander Lknew that
if ho rushed in he would be thrown
out. He wisely decided not to let it
come to that; and, choking down his
rage, he strode away in search of help
in other quarters.

Mr, Lascelles turned from the Form-
room window.

“We will resume!” he said, appar-
ently still unconscious that anything had
been happening.

“Certainly sir!"”’ said Wingate.

And the Sixth Form resumed.

said

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Major Cherry Looks In !

& R. QUELCH knitted his brows.
His gimlet cyes glinted at
Mr. Brander as the new Head
of Grevfriars presented him-
self in his study.

For some time now the Remove
master had had no communication with
the Head. Since his TForm had been
in revolt and barred in their quarters
AMr. Queleh’s occupation had been gone.
He remained at Greviriars in a verv
uncertain frame of mind. His dislike
of the new headmasier was intense; but
he wos nnwilling to leave the old school,
where he had served so long and so
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well. He hoped for better times; but
it was growing clear that better times
could not raturn till the old Head canie
back, and Dr. Locke could not return
before the new term at rthe carliost.
He was still sufferimg from the elfects
of the myvsterious attack that had been
made on Inm by some unknown hand.

But Mr. Queleh ‘found one comfort,
at least, in the present disturbing state
of alfairs. He was well aware that
Mr. Brander hoped to turn his tempo-
rary headmastership into a permanency ;
but with Greyfriars in a state of seeth-
ing rebellion that was not likely to
happen. Sir Hilton Popper had carried
his point with the board in obtaining
the appomtment of Mr. Brander; but
even Sir Hilton could hardly think that
the new Head's rule was a success—and
the rest of the governors were quite
certain to be dissatisfied.

So there was good hope of getting rid
of Mr. Brander in the long run; and
in that hope Henry Samuel Quelch
stayed on at Greyfriars and devoted
his time to his celebrated “ History,” as
teaching was a thing of the past.

He carefully avoided the Head; but
he could not avoid him now as Mr.
Brander came striding into his study.

Mr. Quelch rose to his feet, his
manner outwardly respectful; but the
knitting of his brows, the glinting of
his gimlet eyes, showed what he was
feeling. He had listened to the uproar
from the Remove quarters, and he
knew that a desperate affray was going
on; and, strict disciplinarian as he was,
his sympathy was with the juniors, who
were resisting tyranny, He had even
thought, of intervening; but how could
he intervene when the matter was in
the Lands of the headmaster and the
chairman ot the governors? He could
not; but he listened with growing per-
turbation and wrath. And he derived
a sour satisfaction from the knowledge
that the assailants of the rebel Form
had been defeated.

“Mr. Quelch! Possibly you are
aware, by this time, that the young
rascals of your Form have defeated the
attempt to reduce them to order——"'
began Mr. Brander.

“1 gnessed as much, sir.”

“They have had the insolence not
only to resist, but to make prisoners of
the keepers whom Sir Hilton called in
to our aid.”

“Indeed.”

“And of 8ir Hilton Popper himself !’
added Mr. Brander.

Mr. Quelch smiled faintly,

“Indeed ” he repeated.

“Sir Hilton instructs me to call on all
the staff for assistance. I have spoken
to Capper, Twigg and Wiggins. Your
aid also will be required.”

Mr. Quelch bristled like an angry cat.

“My aid will not be given!” he
snapped.

“Do yvou uphold this lawless rebellion,
sir?” bawled Mr, Brander.

“We need not diseuss that, sir! Yon
are aware that I disapprove entirely of
all your doings with my Form, and
that I regard them as having been
driven into resistance.”

“Understand me, Mr. Quelch! Unless
you afford me what assistance is in your
powcr in this erisis you arc dismissed
from Greyfriars,”

“I have no doubt that T shall return
with Dr. Lecke,” answered the Remove
master.

Mr. Drander’s eves glittered.

“Do not be so sure that Dr. Locke
will return!?”” he snapped. “1It is very
probable that he will retire perman-
entlv.  Many members of the roverning
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board arec of opinion that the time has
come [or his retirement,”

“The present state of Greyfriars, sir,
will nundeceive them, I think!” retorted
Mr. Quelch, *“1 imagine that the whole
board will be glad to see Dr. Locke
here again and the school restored to
order.”

“Order will be restored very soon,
sir,” said Mr. Brander. “Except for
sir Hilton Popper, who supports me en-
iirely, the governors will not intervene
i this matter.”

“You are mistaken, sir,” gaid MTr.
Quelch, “ for one member of the board
—Major Cherry—will be here to-day.”

Mr. Brander jumped.

“Major Cherry! Herec! How? Why?
How can you know anything, sir, of the
intentions of a governor of the
school 7"’

“I have felt it my duty to acquaint
Major Cherry with what is going on
in the school,” replied Mr. Quelch
calmly, “and the major will, as I haveo
said, be here to-day—indeed, I expect
him every moment.”

Mr, Brander breathed hard. He made
a. step towards the Remove master, with
his fists clenched as i1f he would strike
him in his rage. Mr, Quelch stiffened
up, his eyes glinting. Fortunately, the
headmaster restrained himself.

“You—you have dared—you bhave
dared to meddle in matters that do not
concern you!” gasped Mr, Brander,

“The matter concerns me very
closely, sir, as it is my Form that has
been driven into Tevolt by sheer
tyranny and incapacity.”

“Silence, sir!” roared Mr. Brander.
“You are dismissed! You will leave
the school! 1 order you to gol’’

“You are, perhaps, unacquainted with
the laws of the Foundation you have so
grossly mismanaged since you have
taken control, sir,”” answered Mr.
Quelch, *“1It is certainly in your power
to dimiss me; but according to the
Statutes a Form Master of ten years’
standing has an appeal to the governing
board if dismissed from his post. That
appeal I shall certainly make.”

“1l do not believe you, sir!” snorted
Mr. Brander.

“You have only to read the Statutes,”
said Mr. Quelch contemptuously. “ You
will find it in Article 33.”

“At all events, sir, your appeal will
be made elsewhere, and not from this
school !” roared Mr. Brander. “You
leave to-day.”

Mr. Quelch shook his head.

*“I shall not leave to-day,” he replied.
“ According to the Statutes——"

“Confound the Statutes!” shrieked
Mr. Brander.

“You may speak as contemptuously
as you please, sir, of the Statutes of the
school of which you are headmaster,
Nevertheless, they have full legal force.
According to the Statutes—*

“Silence, sir!”

“ According to the Statutes,” repeated
Mr. Quelch, with the utmost calmness,
“a Form master of ten vears’ standing
has an appeal to the board, and may
remain at the school until his appeal is
heard and decided. All the headinaster
can do is to suspend him from his
duties. That has already occurred in
my case, as I have now no Form. I1f
you doubt my statement, sir, and are
ignorant of the Statutes with which you
certainly ought to be thoroughly ac-
quainted, I am willing to refer the
matter to Major Cherry when he ar-
rives——"

“Confound Major Cherry [

“Thank you, sir!” said a grim and
rather grullf voice in the doorway., “I
am mnch obliged to you, sir. By gad,
sir, very much indeed !”
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Mr. Brander spun round.

He stared at the stocky figure and
bronzed face of Bob Cherry’s father.
The major advanced into the study.

“Mr. Quelch, I am glad to see you,”
he said, taking no further notice of the
startled and dismayed headmnaster. * 1
am sorry 1 could not come before. I
was away. I had joined Colonel Whar-
ton abroad. Colonel Wharton will be
back before long, and will give us his
assistance here.”

He shook hands warmly with the Re-
move master.

“Sir—Major Cherry—" stammercd
Mr. Brander.

He realised that the old soldier had
arrived at an unfortunate moment for
him.

The major gave him a look. Mr.
Brander almost shrank under that look.
Ihe major really looked as if he was
going to rap out an order to a sergeant
to march him off to the “clink.”

“8ir,” rapped the major, “1 desire to
have nothing to say to you! 1 heard
your remark as I arrived in this study,
sir!] It was enough for me!”

“I—I—1 apologise—"
“Save your apologies, sir. 1 have
nothing to say to you. Mr. Quelch, is

the?”mbe]liun in this school still geing
on

“I am sorry to say, yes,” answered
Mr. Quelch. “The Remove aro in re-
bellion, as I explained in my letter,
and the other Forms are on the verge
of it. Unless the matter is taken 1n
hand, I fear that all Greyfriars will
soon be in a state of anarchy.”

“Major Cherry »  gasped Mr,
Brander.

“Kindly do not address me, sir.”

“You are a governor of the school.
You will lend your aid, your authority,
in %uellmg this uuthranlz.”
_“That is my object in coming here,
sir. But I decline to have any deal-
ings with you. I understand that you
have expelled my son, and that he re-
fuses to go. You have expelled Colonel
Wharton's nephew. Yet their Form
master, a man I have known twenty
years, sir, and whom I trust, tclls me
that my son and my old comrade’s
nephew, are the best boys in his Form

-—that they are a credit to the school.

My son has rightly refused to submit
to your tyranny, sir—that expulsion
will be recalled. Not by you, sir. 1
refuse to have any dealings with you.”

“Major Cherry—"

“Enough, sir!” roared the major.

Mr. Brander almost tottered from
the study. It was borne in upon his
mind that his reign at Greyfriars was
nearing its end.

It's

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
The Major Makes Discoveries !
““ ALLO! Hallo! Hallo!

H the pater |”

“0Oh, my hat |”

The Removites had waited
in vain for a renewal of the attack.
Sir Hilton Popper had waited in vain
for help and rescue. Mr. Brander, evi-
dently, had been unable to gather
forces to renew the cohtest. The
prisoners wero still tied up in the dor-
mitory. Sir Hilton, by this time, in a
state of foaming fury; but his fury had
no effect on the cheery rebels.

The Remove were in great spirits, in
spite of the damages they had received
in the affray. And the alarm of foot-
steps on the stairs brought a rush of
fellows to the barricade in the passage.

But cricket stumps and bats wero
lowered at the sight of Major Cherry
and Mr. Quelch advancing from the
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stairs, The Bounder dropped a cricket
ball that had been intended as a missile.

“Your pater, Bob!” said Harry
Wharton; and he whistled.

““Pater, or no pater, it makes no
difference,” said Vernon-Smith. “ We're
not giving in to Cherry’s pater.”

“No fear!” growled Bolsover major.
“Cherry’s pater can go and eat coke!”

“Shut up, Bolsover!”

“ Look here—"

“Dry wup!” said Harry Wharton
hastily.

Some of the rebels looked defiant,
and some uneasy, as the major came
up the passage with Mr. Quefeh. He
stopped at the barricade and surveyed
it, and the garrison behind it, grimly.

“By Joave!” sald the major. “A
pretty state of affairs! A very pretty
state of affairs, indeed! Are vyou

there, Bob "

as four or five fellows hustled the in-

d_ip:lnant Coker away. “Go ahead,
sir 1"

“Well, what have you to say for
yourself, and for the other young

rascals " asked Major Cherry.

“Lots !” answered Harry.

“The lotfulness is terrific, honoured

sahib,” said Hurrece Jamset Ram Singh.
“Go aheadfully, my estecemed and
absurd chum !”
-~ “You see, sir,” explained Wharton,
“we’'ve barred out Brander. He's a
rotter, a cad, a rank outsider, and—and
so on. He's sacked half a dozen men in
the Remove, and not one of them
means to go. He's sacked three men
in the Fifth. And we're taking care
of them——"

“You young ass!” came Coker’s
booming voice from behind. *“Taking
care of us, by Jove!

I like that !”
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“Yos, father,” said Dob meekly.

“Hcero [ am.”

“What do you mean by this?”

“H'm!"

“However, I am
matter, not as your
governor of the school,” said
“herry.

“Good !” said DBob.
to hear that, dad!”

“Eh—why?”

“Because I'm bound to do what my
father tells me. But I can tell a
governor of the school to go and eat
coke !” explained DBab.

“Ha, ha, hal”

“You young rascal!” said the major.
“I had better speak to VWharton. You
are the leader 1n this, [ suppose,
Wharton?”

“Not at all, sir,” interposced Coker
of the Fifth, *“You can speak to me as
leader, sic.”

Thero was a roar.

“Shut up, Coker!”

“Keep your silly head shut, you ass!”
“Look here " roared Coker.
“Dry up!”

“Yes, I'm leader, sir,” said Ilarrcy,

takinge up this
father, but as a
Major

“T'im jolly glad

—_——

“Brander promised to let bvrones be
byvgones, and broke his word,” went on
the ecaptain of the Remove. “ After
that, we can’t trust him. So we're
barring him out, and we're keeping it
up so lonz as he stays at Greyfriars.
We're fed-up with him as Head.”

“We don’t acknowledee him as head-
master, sir,” said the Bounder. “We're
done with Brander.”

“The donefulness 1s preposterous.”

“DBrander’s got to go, sir,” said
Frank Nugent. “And I believe the
covernors would want him to go, if

they knew how he had carried on here.
Yoiut ean ask any of the men in the
other Forms, or the masters. They'll
all tell vou the same thing.”

“1 have discussed the matter with
vour IForm master,” said Major Cherry.
“1 have a very clear idea how matters
stand here. I never believed that Mr.
Brander was a suitable headmaster for
Giroyiriars, and I think so now, less than
ever. 1 tell you that plainly, 1 tell
von that I shall use 2il my influence to
sceure his dismissal.”

“Hear, hear!”
*But——" said the major.

9

“That isn't all, sir,” went on Harry
Wharton. “We've got a jolly clear
idea that Mr. Brander got here by foul
Dlﬁ}?."

The major started.

“Foul play! What do you mean,
Wharton 1"

He eyed the captain of the Remove
very keenly.

“We've thought it over, and talked
it over, a lot, sir,” said Harry, “and
that’s what we believe. You know, sir,
that there was a rumour that Dr. Locke
would resign, and Mr. Brander would
come in his place.”

“I am aware of that—I came down
to see Dr. Locke about it. But "

“Well, sir, he didn’t resign—and a
few days afterwards, he was knocked
on the head in his garden, and the
fellow that did it was never found.”

““ Get out, Brander ! ** roared Fitzgerald,
and an inkpot whizzed across the Forme-
room and narrowly missed the heade

master.

o
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“Good gad! Wharton! Do you
mean to 1mply )
“That attack on the Head, sir,

knocked him out, and forced him to
leave the schoo!, and Mr. Drander
came in his place. We've put two and
two together.”

“Wharton!" gasped Mr, Quelch.

“It’'s not merely suspicion, sir,” said
I[af’ry. “We've got something to go
o1.

The major’s face was grun and stern.

“Wharton, if you are making such a
terrible accusation wildly——"

“I am not, sir! Bunter told us some-
thing, before it happened, that let in
a lot of light on the matter—after-
wards. Wo believe that that rotter Van
Tromp was sent {o Greylriars to open
the way for his uncle to come herc as
headmaster.”

“(ood heavens!"

“Bunter—come here,

“1 say, you fellows

‘Roll up, fatty.”

Billy Bunter rolled up to the barri-
cade, and blinked across 1t at tho
niajor, through his big spectacles. The
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Owl of the EKemove was tecling im-
portant now.

“Tell me what you know about this,
Bunter!” said Major Cherry, sternly.

“Oh, yes, sir!” said Bunter. *““You
see, 1t was the day that beast Van
lromp came to the school. I was
hiding under the seat in the railway
carriage H

“What?"’ ejaculared the major.

“1—1 wasn’t bilking the railway
company, sir!” gaspéd DBunter, in a
great hurry.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Never mind that,” said the major.
'lﬂﬂ ﬂn.]'!

“Well, they

“Who did "

“Van Tromp,
josser——"’

“Who?”

“I mean old Brander, sir, though I
didn’t know he was Brander then, only
&~an Tromp's uncle. The old josser,
sir, said that the governors were a lot
of fools, or something like that; and
that the only one he was afraid of was
Major Cherry.”

"Oh!” ejaculated the major.

“So he kept away from Greyfriars
that day, sir, because you were coming
here; thinking yocu might smell a rat if
you saw him, and knew that his nephew
was coming ‘to the school. And he said
ibat the Beak "

“ Do you mean the Head ?”

“Oh! Yes—Dr. Locke, you know—
he said that if thie Beak didn't resign,
there wern other ways.”

“Other ways?"” repeated the maior.

“Yes—and when the Beak was
knocked on the head, I jolly well
guessed that that was the other way!”
grinned Bunter,

“Good heavens!” said Mr. Queleh.

“Is that all, Bunter?”

“No, sir! I had a lot of trouble at
the station, owing to the ticket-col-
ieﬂtm,:’ wanting to sce my ticket, and

“Pooh! Nonsense!

“Oh, rcally, sir—"

“An eavesdropper’s evidence is of
very little value,” said Major Cherry.
“You need say mno more, Bunter!
Wharton, 1 understand that the hecad-
master’s nephew, Van Tromp, is in
your hands.”

_“E—Ia’a a prisoner in the dormitory,
Bir.

“DBring him here.”

“Fetch him along, you chaps,” said
Harry. “Unhook him, and leave the
others where they are.”

Two or three Removites ran along
to the dormitory, and they returned
in a few minutes, leading the scowling
Van Tromp with them. His hands
were still tied; but at a word from the
major, he was untied, and allowed to
clamber across the barricade. Then he
would have departed but the major
laid a heavy hand on his shoulder.

“A word with ;;uu," he said. *““You
are Van Tromp?

¥y

got into the carriage

and that fat old

That will do.”

“Yes,” muttered the bully of the
=sixth, sullenly.

“The ncw headmaster's nephew 7

iI'YEE'il'

“You came to the school a short

time before your uncle was appointed
remporary headmaster, owing to Dr.
Locke’s injury.”

i YEB.}’

“Did your uncle discuss this. matter
with you, in a railway carriave, on the
day yon came to Greyfriars?®

Van Tromp started violently. So far,
he had no knewledge, and not the
slightest suspicion, of what William
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George Bunter had learned on that
oceasion,

“Answer me!” rapped the major.

“No!” stammered Van Tromp.
“N-no! Certainly not!”

“Did Mr. Brander, on that occasion,
say that if Dr. Locke would not re-
sign, there were other ways?”

Van Tromp stared at him, in ainaze-
nment and terror.

“I—I—no!” he gasped. “I—I don’t
understand! My—my uncle was—was
not with me the day I came to Grey-
friars.”

" Oh, my hat!” roared Bob Cherry.
“Why, a whole lot of us saw him with
you that day at Courtfield!”

(11 I__I_I mEaI}""_—"

“Tell the truth, sir!” hooted the
major. “Now, Van Tromp, answer me
this! Was it your hand that struck
down Dr. Locke?”

Van Tromp staggered back against
the wall of the passage, his face white
as a sheet. He tried to speak, but the
words would not come He could only
gaze at the major in terror. His seecret,
which he had deemed locked deep in
his own breast, was known! His knees
knocked together, as he staggered
against the wall, and his jaw dropped.

His look was as eloquent as words
could have been. The major’s brow
grew black as ‘midnight.

“You young scroundrel!” he roared.

“I—I—I "  Van Tromp’s voice
was a husky whisper. “1—I—there's
no proot—you can’t prove——"

“Good heavens!” murmured Mr.

Quelch.
“I—I deny it—" gasped Van
Tromp, finding his voice. “I1f—if any-

one says he saw me—I mean—if—if any-
one says—it’s a lie—I deny it——"

“You young scroundrel!” exclaimed
the major, and he grasped Van Tromp
by the shoulder, and jerked him away
from the wall.

The bully of the Sixth was swung
round 1n the angry old gentleman’s
grasp. Then the major's boot smote
him, and Van Tromp went spinning
along the passage towards the stairs.

“Well kicked, sir!” roared the
Bounder.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Van Tromp sprawled in the passage.
The next moment, he picked himself

up.and fled for the staircase and van-
ished.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER,
Go It!

AJOR CHERRY breathed hard,
M his grizzled moustache brist-
ling, as he glared after the
flecing Van Tromp. There
was no doubt in his mind—startling as
the accusation was, Van Tromp had
only too plainly betrayed his guilt.
Proof, in a legal sense, there mnight be
none; but there was certainty. It was
by foul play—the blackest of foul
play—that the kind old Head had been
removed from Greyfriars, to makeo
room [or the new headmaster. If the
major had doubted before what side
liec would take in the struggle that was
going on at the school, his doubts
would have been banished now. Ho
turned to the rebels again, his bronzed

face grim.

“Mr. Queleh tells me that vou have
Sir  Hilton Popper here?' he said.
“You are restraining his liberty——"

“Just a few!” grinned the Bounder.

“We bagged the lot of them when
they butted in, sir!™ said Johnny Bull.
“They're prisoners of war.”

EVERY SATURDAY

“Sir Hilton 18 a governor of the
school,” said the major, severely. “He
must be released at once.”

“Oh!” said several of ‘the rebels, and
they looked at one another rather
dubiously.

“He’s our prisoner, sir!” said the
Bounder. " If we let him loose he will
begin on us again. I don't see letting
him loose.”

“No fear!” bellowed Bolsover major.

“Cheese 1t,” interrupted Wharton.
“Major Cherry is here to see fair play;
and we're bound to do as he wishes.”

“The boundfulness is terrific.”

“I wish to speak to him, too!” said
the major. “I am not asking you
boys to surrender, or to leave your
position here, until matters are ar-
ranged—1 hope to he able to arrange
them, But 1 cannot countenance any
restraint placed upon a member of the
board. Bring Sir Hilton here at once !”

There was doubt and hesitation
amiong some of the rebels. The
Bounder was for resisting the major’s
demand; 1t was the Bounder’s way to
opposc anything in the shape of
authority,  Bolsover major and two
or three other fellows took the same
side. But the Famous Five had their
way, supported by the great majority.

“Fetch him along!” said Harry
Wharton; and some of the fellows
went 1nto the dormitory, and the
prisoners were brought out into the
passage.

Major Cherry stared at them blankly
over the barricade; Mr. Quelch blinked
at themm. 'The line of prisoners, tied
together, with the foaming baronet
in the lead, stumbled along the pas-
sage, amid grins and chuckles from the
rebels.  Sir Hilton Popper was white
with rage.

“Upon my word!” gasped Major
Cherry.

“Dear moe!” said Mr. Quelch.

“Sir—Major Cherry—if vyou have
any influence over these young ruflians,
intervene here!” bawled Sir Hilton.
“You sce what they have done—you
see—"

“Release him |” said the major.

“Let the old fossil go,” grunted the
Bounder. “But take care of the rest
—we're not letting them get loose.”

Sir Hilton Popper was released.
His first proceeding was to box the
ears right and left of him—to an
accompaniment of loud and indignant
yﬂllsn?:*um the juniors,

“You old ass!” roared Squiff.

“Collar him again [”

“Tie him up!”

“Bump him!”

“Sir Hilton!” gasped Mr. Quelch.
“Calm yourself, I be ”

“Young rascals!” roared Sir Hilton.

“Here, hands off—yaroooooh—hands
off, I tell you—young villains—
Whooooop |”

The baronet was unceremoniously

collared on all sides. The rebels had
not freed him to let him box their
ears.

“Kiek him out!” shouted Nugent.

Sir Hilton, in the grasp of many
hands, was pitched at the_barricade.
He 5taggﬂrr_'dp against 1it, spluttering.

“Now get out!” shouted Wharton.
“Lam bhim with the stumps till he
clears, you fellows.”

“Yes, rather.”

“The lamfulness will be terrific.”

“Order !” shouted the major. “Stand
back!  Sir Ililton, get over to this
ni?;——fnr goodness’ sake, calm your-
BE: ____J'.I

(Continued on page 12.)



WHO’S WHO and WHAT’'S WHAT !

HE name of Tyldesley has been for a long time past

i associated with Lancashire cricket, but the family
from which Dick comes is not related in any way

to that which gave the county J. T. and Krnest
Tyldesley. Dick comes from Westhoughton, which is near
to Bolton, and it was with the club of his native town that he
first learnt the game, being taught by lis father, who -was,
like the son who followed him, a cunning leg-break bowler.
Looking at Tyldesley in
“eivvies’  you would
never suspect that he is a
cricketer at all. He looks
much more like a farmer,
being huge of bulk, and
ruddy of countenance.
But though he must
weigh about sevonteen
stone, Dick Tyldesley can
stick it right through the
hottest day, and there are
many men of much shighter
build who are not nearly
80 agile in the fielding de-
partment. His variation of
flighting the ball enables
him to get wickets with Lis
glow ones even when the
pitch is as hard as iron,
and since the war he has
secured, on behalf of his

e

over one thousand victims.
On a sticky S:it-ch he 1is
practically unplayable, and
perhaps his greatest
Lowling feat was accomplished for Lancashire against
Yorkshire in 1924. Yorkshire were left with 57 runs to
gat for victory in their second innings. Dick Tyldesloy took
six wickets for eighteen runs, and Yorkshire's total fell
21 short of the required number. Now 32 years of age,
Tyldesley went to Australia in 1924, but nnly played
in one Test Match. Cricket is still to him a * boy's game,”
and he plays it in that spirit. See him go in te bat and either
knock sixes or threaten to do so, and you must laugh.
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county, a grand total of|

Herewith our Cricket Expert gives you some facts and
figures about the Test Match heroes whose photos are
PRESENTED FREE with this issue.

HERE are very few amateur cricketers who are so
{mpular among all classes of players as John Cornish
Vhite, known to all his host of friends as Jack. He
captains the Somersct sido, and it has been sugpested
more than onee recently that he is the Somerset side.
Certainly in the bowling line he has borre tho brunt of the
burden for his county for many years. He (irst played as
long ago as 1909, and is actually the only bowler- who lLas
taken one hundred wickets or
over in every first-class season
since the war. Jack White is
a slow-medium left hander who
can spin the ball a bit, but his
real virtues are accuracy of
length, accompanied by a de-
ceptive flight. A fino bowler
to keep down the runs, as wall
as to get wickets, as was
demonstrated when he went to
Australia with the last England
side. In one Test Match-—tho
iourth —~he bowled no fewer
than one hundred and twenty-
four overs, thirty-seven of
which were maidens, and he
bagged thirteen victims. Jack
White was vice-captain of that
side in Australia, and this
sumnmer 1s on the England toam
selection committee. One re-
cent incident illustrates the
type of cricketer he is. He Raee
went with his team to play in S
Y orkshire, but on arrival there 2 - BB
ho found that he was suddenly i
wanted to play for England
again. However, as the o, G2 WBLER,
county had no substitute available, White fiolded throughout
the Yorkshire innings before leaving the ground. He has
made centuries with the bat, being sound in defence, and
possessing what has become known as the ‘‘slo bor "
drive. 1t is a swipe to leg which often brings him four,
and the word Slogumber comes from the place where White
13 a farmer in a big way.

e

# LRY good judges of the game in Australia are confident
that I3. L. a'Beckett will play a prominent part in
Tost Matches for many years to come. * The most
promising all-rounder we have found for a long time,”
is the way one well-known player summed him up. And the
word all-rounder is justified so far as a’'Bockett is concerned.
This means that he can not only bowl well and bat in first-class
style, but is also a superb
fielder in practically
any position. He made
his first appearance for
Australia in the third Test
of the last series down
under, and though he did
not greatly impress either
with bat or ball he made
two catches, which are still
talked about by those who
saw them, to get rid of
Hendren and Hammond.
Indeed, thosa two catehes
did much to keep him in the
side, for the following game.
He 18 a medium-paced
bowler, with a fine nmatural
action, and if his batting
style has mnot the samo
elegance—he has an awk-
ward crouching stand—he
rises to his full height when
thore is a stroke to be
made, and can hit the ball
very hard. As he is now
only 23 vwyears of apo,
there is plenty of time for
him to develop. A nephew
of the late Sir Thomas
a Beckett, a judgze of tho
E. L A'BECEETT. Eici::uriau Suprenie ‘Un”urt-.

e 15 studying law himself,
and was so keen to pass an examination last winter that
ha went for it, and missed a chance of playing in a trial
match. England may see a lot of him presently, as it is
expacted that he will take up residence at Oxford to
comnplete his studies.

=

=», NE of tho surprise sclections for the Australian team
) was DPercival Mitchell Hornibrook, for this player
had not really established a big reputation in
Australia as a bowler. However, it was felt that he
was the sort of trundler who might be specially suited to
English wickets, and though he cannot be said to have fully
realised the highest expectations ho has done some very stoady
and valuable work for the side. The worth of a bowler cannot
always be gudgad by the
number of wickots he
takes. There are men
who have to go on and
keep the runs . down,
getting an oceasional
wicket, while the star
bowlers take their well-
earned rest. Hornibrook
has acted in that capacity
for Australia and done
his job well. lle is a
left-hander very much like
Jack White, both in action
and in efiect. Thoy are
mostly leg breaks which
he bowls, and though
apparently slow through
the air, he often pgots a
nip out of the pitch which
makes them come through
quite quickly, and tho 3
straight one may get out S B
an unwary batsman leg N
before wicket. First
played for  Australia
against England in the
fifth match of tho last
sories down under, taking
three wickets, but he had
a very successful time
later 1n a tour in New
Zoaland and also in Stato
matchos for Queenslan:l.
Percy, who i very popular with his colleazues, got inte first-
cluss cricket at ihe age of twonty. o certainly ought to
know how to get batsinen out, for he is a dentist by profession.

P. M. HORNITTOOK.
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VICTORY FOR THE REBELS !

(Continued from page 10.)

“"Calm mysclf, sir!” roared Sir Hil-
ton. “1 am ecalm, sir—I am per-
feetly calm ! I will chastise those
young scoundrels—whoooop |”

A pillow swiped on Sir Hilton's
foatures, and cut short his utterance.
A stump jabbed in his ribs, and he
gurgled. A bat tapped on his head,
not gently. The lerd of Popper
Court turned on the rebels lhke a
goaded bull. But stumps and bats
poked and lunged at him ruthlessly:
and he turned again, and clambered
wildly over the barricade to safety.

“Hop it, Popper!” shouted the
Bounder, helping the baronet with a
lunge 1n his back.

“Yarooh |”

“Hook 1t, cld hean |”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Oh gad! Oh, good gad!” gasca
Sir Hilton, as his long legs slipped
into interstices of the barricade. *“Oh,
good gad! Ow!”

He scrambled wildly to escape.
Stumps lunged at him over the barrier
a squirt, loaded with ink, was dis-

charged into the back of his neck.
Sir Hilton roared-and spluttered, and
scrambled, and at last detached him-
self, and plunged down on the safe
side of the barricade. He staggered
out of reach of the flourishing stumps,
leaned on the wall, and gasped.

“Now, sir {* said the major.

“Order those young villains to re-
lease my men, since they will not
listen to me,” panted Sir Hilton.

“Certainly, if you will dismiss them
from the school at onece,” said ihe
major. “‘They are not wanted here.”

“I will do nothing of the kind, sir!”
roared Sir Hilton Popper. “They
arc needed here to reduce those rebel-
lious young rascals to order, sir.”

“You can scarccly expeet the boys
to release them {or that purpose, I
imagine !” said the major dryly.

“No jolly fear !’ chuckled Bob.

“Are you countenancing and support-
ing this rchellion, sir?” bawled Sir
Hilton Popper. ‘“Are you in sym-
pathy with this riot, sir?”

“Pooh! Nonsense!” said the major.
“I am here, Sir Hilton, to see order
restored if possible. Let Mr. Brander
lcave the school; send your men away,
and I can answer for it that these
boys will return to their duty, and
submit to the just authority of their
Forin master.”

“Certainly, esir!” said Harry Whar-
ton. “That's all we want, sir!  Mr.
Quelch knows that we are not rchbel-
ling against him.”

Sir Hilton spluttered, purple with
wrath.

“Let Mr. Brander leave I” he hawled.
“What? What? Submit to the dic-
tation of a mob of rebellious Lower
bovs! Are you mad, sir?”

“I think vou must be, sir, te have
caused the appeintment of a man liko
Brander, to such a schonl as CGrey-
friars1” hooted the major, his own
temper growing warm.

“Yon are impertinent, sir!” roared
Sir Hilton.

“You are an ass, sir!” retorted the
major.

“What? What?"” gasped Sir Iilton.
“You a memher of the board. nse sneh
language to the chairman of the board?
Yon—yon "

“1 have the lh-st of reoasons to =ns-
pect, sir. that NMr. PBrander made his
wav hers by foul plav—that he was a
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party to the attack on the late head-
wmaster, and that his nephew was the
mstrument of that wvillainy.”

“ Nonsensge | bawled Sir Hilton.

“1 repeat »

" Rubbish, sir, utter rubbish! So
long as 1 have any influence on the
board, Mr, Brander stays! I support
him  whole-heartedly—1 approve of
every measure he has taken! 1 will
assist him, sir, to reduce these rebel-
lious young rascals to order. I—I—"

“If Mr. Brander goes——"

“Mr. Brander shall not go, sir! He
shall not go, and I defy you—I defy
you, sir, to undermine his position
here.”

Major Cherry's face was crimson,
and his cyes were sparkling. He had
a hot temper, and he found it difficult
to keep 1t in conirol. But he made
an coffort.

"Then let Mr. Brander remain, but
not as headmaster—let him await thoe
decision of the governors on that

point !” he said. “In the meantime,
the school can earry on wunder the
FForm masters. A mecting of the

board cun be called immediately—"

“I will not eall it, sir! There is

no occasion for a meeting of the
board ! roared Sir Hilton.

“Then I. sir, shall make it my busi-
ness to get the governors together at

the carliest possible moment I’ snapped
the major.

“You will mind your own business,
sirl  As chairman of the board, I
dechine to tolerate any meddling from
1 foolish, old, half-pay officer—>

“What? What?”

“A foolish, old, half-pay officer!”
boomed Sir Hilton. “Go back to your
club, sir, and play bridge with other
superannuated cannon-fodder, sir1”

} “Good gadi” gasped the major.
“Superannuated cannon-fodder! Good
gad! You impertinent ass——"

“You aro of no use here, sir!”
roared Sir Hilton. “Go back to your
club and _Flny bridge with other dod-
dering military relies, sir! That is
what you are fit for, sir—that and
nothing else. Here you will not be
allowed to meddle and muddle, sir.”

“You—you insolent knave, sirl”
roarcd the major, £s red as a turkey-
cock. and almost gobbling, in his
wrath,

“Oh, my hat!” murmured Wharton.

The rebels gazed on spellbound, at
this amazing scene between two elderly
gentlemen, both of them governors of
the school. Tt really looked as if the
haronet and the major would come to
blows. :

* Gentlemen—gentlemen— !
Mr. Quelch. . shrped

“Sir Hilton Popper—=*

“Major Cherry—"

“You insolent ass »

“Ycu impertinent jackanapes—*

“If vou were not an old man, gir,
I wonld take you by the collar—>
I am very little older than vou,
sir, and I have a great mind to kick
you cut of this building, sir!”

“By gad!” roared the major. *Pro-
cead, sir—proceed!  Begin, sir, begin |
I <hall he glad »

“ Centlemen 1” shricked Mr. Quelch,

The Remove master thrust himself
hetween the two enraged old gentlemen.
They glared at one another. From
hehind the barricade ecame a jovful
squrnk, l

“1 «av. yon follows, they’re goi
soran | I]'I'EEr he, he!” v going to

“Shut up, Bunter.”

“ITe., he, he! Taney the two old
donkevs serapping "’ chortled Bunter.

Ferhops that remavk from the Owl of

THE MAGNET

+the Remove helped the two angry gen.

tlemen to self-control.  Perhaps they
realised that they were affording a start-
ling entertainment to a mob of Lower
boys.  Tists that wore already
brandished on either side of the inter-
vening Rewmove master were suddeniy
lowered.

“I say, go it!” shouted the Bounder.
“You could lick him, major.”

‘““Ha, ha, hal”’

“Shut up, Smithy!”

“Two to one on the major!” yelled
Smithy.

‘““Ha, ha, ha!”

“Sir Hilton Popper, let—let this
cease |” gasped Major Cherry. * This is
—13 most unseemly. Will  you
agree——-"

1 will agree to nothing, sir !’ hooted
Sir Hilton. *“ Nothing but the com-
plete re-establishment of the authority
of the headmaster of this school.”

“Then I, sir, shall call the governors
together at the earliest ssible
moment, and I have not the slightest
doubt that your Mr. Brander will be
dismissed with contumely, sir!”

“You will do as you please, sir, if you
are mcaPubln of minding your own
business !’

“You impertinent—""

“You insolent——*

“Gentlemen !”

“I say, you fellows, they're beginning
again!”’

Major Cher turned and strode
away. Mr. tiue ch followed him. They
went down the stairs, and Sir Hilton
was left alone. He groped for his eye-
glass, jammed it in his eye, and glared
terociously at the rebels.

“You young, rascals—"

“Cheesc it, Popper !”

“Go and cat coke!”’

“Relcase my men at once!” roared
Sir Hilton,

“Rats!”

“I—I—1 will— Grooogh!” Sir
Hilton broke off, as an apple—in too
soft and ancicnt a state to be useful to
the garrison—smote him on the nose and
squashed over his majestic features.
“Grooh Oooooh! Woooooch!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Sir Hilton strode away swiftly. He
did not want any more antiquated
apples. Dabbing his face furiously, the
baronet disappeared down the stairs,

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.,
Drastic Measures |

R. BRANDER sat in his study.
M He wore a worried look.
Van Tromp of the Sixth,
standing by the window, eyed
his uncle uneasily.

Major Cherry was gone. He had
gone, as the headmaster knew, to place
himself in immediate communication
with the other members of the govern-
ing board, and to bring their authority
to bear on the dispute.

By the morrow, in all probability, the
board would have the matter in hand,
and Mr. Brander could hardly doubt the
result. If the governors came to the
school and found it in its present state,
they could only arrive at one decision—-
that the new Head had to go. Mr.
Brander was still satisfied with his own
methods; but he was not sanguineenough
to expect the board to be satisfied with
the result of them. They had yielded to
pressure from their chairman «n appoint-
ing him, when Dr. Locke had to Penve,
but the ontcome of that appointment
could not fail to convince them that he
was the wrong man for Greyfriars. Only
one thing could save him—if he had the
school restored to order by the time they
came. And the time was short!
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Over the barricade after Wingate scrambled Gwynne, Blundell, and a swarm of other seniors, all eager

Even Sir Hilton Popper realised that,
and he had left the school, with the
declaration that he would return with
sufficient force to bring the rebels to
heel. Mr. Brander devoutly hoped that
it would prove so.

He was waiting now for Sir Hilton to
return.. It was the last throw of the dice
for him, and heo knew it.

In the sunny quad there were crowds
of fellows and a buzz of voices. Fellows
looked towards the windows of the head-
master's study and laughed.

Mr. Brander did not heced them. He
had his hands full with the Remove,
without bothering about the other
1'orms.

Indeed, he was in momentary fear of
a crowd of fellows joining the rebels.
Gosling was posted on the stairs to cut
off communications; but i1f a crowd of
fellows chose to rush Gosling there was
nothing to stop them.

“I'm afraid the game's up, uncle!”
said Van Tromp, breaking a dismal
silence.

Mr. Brander scowled at him.

“What do you mean, Otto?"

“That old fool can’t do aenvthing.”
[n that disrespectful way Van Tromp
a'luded to the lord of Popper Court.
“ And—and old Cherry has—has g

He hesitated, with a very uneasy look
ab the headmaster.

“Has what?"" snapped Mr. Brander

angrilv. “\What do you mean?”’

to go to the rescue of the rebels.

““He has got on to something, about
Dr. Locke being knocked out,” muttered
Van Tromp. *“ Goodness knows how! 1
can’'t guess how. But—"

The headmaster started violently.

“Impossible! What do you mean?
How can Major Cherry have the
slightest suspicion? Are yvou mad?”

He jumped up from his chair in his
agifation and alarm.

“l don't know,” said Van Tromp.
“But he accuscd me—at least, he asked
me—and it was plain that he konew &

“He—he kpew 7’

“ Somchow or other, he's got on to it,
and he knows that 1t was I who knocked
Dr. Locke on tho head: and he knows
why, too—that it was to make room for
you to come here!” muttered Van
Tromp.

“Good heavens!”

Mr. Brander sank into his chair again,
as if his legs refused to support him.
He stared at his nephew in horrified
dismay.

] YDU
hoarsely.
can suspect——'

““He asked me the question plainly.”

“Tool! You denicd it, of course?”’

“Yes: but I—I was so knocked over
that—well. he must have scen something
in myv face. 1 &

Mr. Brander passed his hand over his
brow. Troubles were piling thick on
the tyrant of Greyiriars.

must be mad!” he execlaimed
“He cannot suspect—nobody

:

“It 1s—is extraordinary!” he mnut-
tered. * You have, of course, said no
word on the subject—"’

“Of course not,” said Van Tromp. “It
was not a thing I should be likely to
shout out over the school, was it? But
he knows, somchow, what you said to
ma in the train the day I came here.
somebody must have heard us talking.”

“We were alone in the carriage.”

“I know. DBut—I can’t make 1t out,
but he knows, and all those fags know.
It's got out somehow."

There was a long silence.

“It can be only suspicion,” said Mr.
Brander at last. *There can be nc
proof—no proof of any kind. An accusa-
tion cannot be brought on a vague sus-
picion. A firm denial i1s all that 1e
needed. Such an impression will make
Major Cherry more obstinate and deter-
mined, that is all. But if the school can
be restored to order before the governors
arrive, and they cannot be here before
1o-morrow——" _

“Tt doesn’t look like it,” remarked
Van Tromp, with a glance at the crowrl
of fellows in the quad, *““Every man in
the school 1s against us.”

“1f the prefects—the seniors—woulil
give their ‘support,” muttered Mr.
Brander. “Have vou no influence over
anv of them, Otto?”’

Van Tromp shrugged his shoulders.

(Continued on page 16.)
Tur Maicxer Lsrary.—No. 1,174
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" BACK TO THE
PLAYING FIELDS

CRICKET CONUNDRUMS

Why is Harry Wharton the best, and yet the worst
batsman in the Remove ?
lle is the best, because ho ean make runs off
anybody's bowling; he is the worst, beeause he
never tries to *‘score off ’ anybody !
£ & L
Who is the swankiest ericketer in the Sixth Form 1
(Gerald Loder ; beenuse he always puts on * a little
gido " when he's on Big Side |
- « =
Which Form at Greyfriars plays the most breathless
kind of cricket ?
The Remove~—becanse it possesses Wun Lung
(one lung),

- L ®

Who is the clumsiest ericketer at Grey[riars 1
Johnny Bull—beesuse when playing against a girls’
elevon he " bowled a maiden over.”
L X L
If youn played Tom Redwing in your team, where
wonld you ask him to field t
“In 1he deep,” naturally, because he's a son of
the sca !
L ] ]
Why is a ericket eleven like an old copy of “ The
Holiday Annual ” ¢t

Ilecauso 1t often necds an “ extra cover.”
» . ™

(1

Why would Blogg the postroan make an exeellent

bowler ¥
Becausoe he g noted for his “slow
deliveries.”
» ® &
Why is Coker of the Fiith

the most powerful bateman at
Greyviriars ?

Because, on his new motor-
cevele, he ean drive anybody out

=

GREAT JUBILATIONS AT GREYFRIARS!

BRANDER AND

SCHOOLBOY'S DREAM OF A DUEL -

MAJOR CHERRY wv. SIR HILTON POPPER

-.-r-‘

i

FIERCE AFFRAY IN

1t may have been the cold rabbit-pie T
had for snpper, before turning in with the
rest of the Romovo rebels. Or it might
have been the doughnuts—which had got
stale and heavy-—or possibly the pickled
walnuts. But whatever the cause, 1 had
& most vivid and exciting dream—so
foarfully realistic that even now I ecan
hardly convince myself it was only a
dream.

I dreamed that Major Cherry, in a royal
rage, marched up to Sir Hilton Popper in
the Close, and tweaked his nose—twealzed
it so violently that Sir Hilton fairly danced
with anguish.

" This, sir, is an expression of my
contempt for you!"w thundered Major
Cherry.

" Yaroooo! Leggo by dose!”

"I regard you, sir, &s an upstart and a
tyrant, Ei)agadvl You are not a fit ,and
proper person to sit on the governing board
of Greyfriars.” -

“Yoooop ! "

Sir Hilton's nose was released, and it
looked like a crushed and over ripe straw-
berry, in striking contrast to the pallor

FRIARDALE WOOD .=

majoe -

" Accepted ! snapped the Tl
* Bwords or pistols, gir ? " ] g
" Swords. We can procure them from  uses
the armoury in the museuam. Let us o4 cumes
no time. 1 am thirsting for vour blood T

The two irate
gentlemen stalked
away to the school
museum, and se.
lected their
weapons. Onemerg-
ing: they were

joined ‘b Mr.
Brancder and Mr.
Quelch, to whom
they explained what
was afoot.

"1 will second
you, my dear
Popper1™ =aaid
Brander.

“ Rely upon my
support, my dear
major!” gaid
Quelch.

The quartette
proceeded out of

DOWNFALL OF THE DUTCH TYRANTS |

INGLORIOUS EXIT FROM GREYFRIARS

“ALL THROUGH

S0 Meyer Brander has gone! He has shaken
n pile of dust from the feet of Greyfriars—that
i8 to say, he has shaken the dust of the
pile of Greyfiriurs from his feet. And his
beastly bullying nephew, Otto van Tromp,
has also shaken his leet at Greyfriars for the
last time.

Good riddance to bad
rubbigh, eay l1—and so say
all of ug!

Mr. Frank Richards will
tell you the story of the
downfall of the Dutchies, and
how they were finally kicked
cut. Nubody kiclied so hard
arnd so hartily as me! |1
wns only too glad to see the
bax of the lensta, Brander
has often licked me: he
loathed me for being such a
decent, high-soled, manly
fellow—sueh a parragon of
all the virtucs. And 1t was

only

ME!”"—BUNTER

poetie
human football of Brander, and help to
dribble him down to the school

But M:. Frank Richards, although he writes
farely well for a novvis, is not always a
troothful writer.

justiss that I should male n

gates.

He has not told vou the
whole trooth about the part
I played in bringing Drander
and Van Tromp to book. It
was all through me that the
rotters were hounded out of
Greyfriars; and if any
person deserves a vote of
thanks, plus the Freedom
of tho Tuckshop, for valew-

able servisses rendercd that

mention this fact before).
overheard them plotting and planning to ¢
Doctor Locke out of the way, so that th:
could rule the roost at Greyfriars,
who played the part of a slooth-hound, cr -
unmasked their villany, and threttened -:
hand them over to the perlice.

But Mr, Richards, instead of lording me v: '
to the ekies, and singing my praises as :
| wunderful amature deiective, goes and giv-+
all the eredit to other people.
| shamc !

However, the tyrants have gone, so perra-
I ought not to grumble.

1t is vot jenerally known that Branc.
mado a desperate last-minnit appeal to -
in the hope of saving his skin.
on his neeze to me in the school gateway, a- -
pleaded with me to use my inflewence w - :
hMajor Cherry and the Guvverners to get h -
reinstated as headmaster. 18 R

“I'l make
Bunter ! ' he said. |
on the spot, and a free feed at the tueksh¢: —oui
whenever you feel disposed,” il

of the school grounds ! of hig cheeks. gates.
. * - *“ Bir | ¥ he raved. '** This is outrageous | "You bad better bring a couple - ma=
Why is a boy who barricades his | I have been affronted and assaulted ! if-lnd spades along, Brander,” said Major Cherr S
“bags " a splendid cricketer ? this afiront and assault can only be wiped " Spades "' gasped the Head. “L * swu
Lt Beeause he never knows when |out in blood 1 I challenge you, sir, to a|surely you are not going to fight w -- -g
' he i beaten ! duel | spades 7 " =
It was me who bowled them out (if I forgot == = _"_1

1t was me woo..

It was ==

Wl

It's a jo =

e went dow™ - o

it well worth
£ T I'III

your win i
give you five b =

person is W, G, B, !

But for me, the Grey-
iriars fellows would still be
fleeing from the tramp ol
Tromp, and squirming under
the brandishings of Brauder.

“ Bribery and corruption, Brander!
eaid sternly. * Nothing doing, you reptile

And 1 bestowed a farewell kick upon '
loathsome person, and he rolled out inlo tm = =
roadway, Lis last fond hopes of staying on = =
Greylriars roodly shattered | .

il



R -AND VAN TROMP CHUCEED OUT NECK AND CROP!

ey
i g—

om |

of y soon show you whether I'm a weakling,

A begad, no!l Dut you will need them |
L gorder to dig Popper's grave. He must
Ba:decently buried, as b tting a governor

>

of the school.” Sir Hilton fairly ex-

oleded.

1" This ie to be a duel to the death, Popper.

“You are too presumptuous and
premature, eir |l It is your own demise
which you should anticipate—your own
grave which you should prepare.”

* Fiddlesticks | ¥ retorted the major.

I propose not merely to pink you, but to
cleave you to the chine—to use a pie-
 turesque phirase of our duelling ancestors. |

Having rendcred an inestimable service
. to humanity by
- wiping you off the
i@ face of the earth, 1
v 4= chall supervige your

' % interment, and 1
suggest the fnllcrw-"
ing as a suitable

; “ epitaph :

“Here lie the re-

¥ mains of Hilton
Popper

:  Who came a most
s untimely eropper ;
1 Slain by the sword
. of Major Cherry,
Who Lelped his
feeble frame to
bury.”
Sir Hilton nearly
choked.
.~ " Feeble frame !”
he spluttered. " 1'l]

begad | When you've tasted six inches of
eold steel, you'll eat your words ! "

“Calm vyourself, sir!” said Major
Cherry. “Here we are at Friardale
Wood. Let me just run you through!”

Even Mr. Quelech chuckled at this,

bevald

h‘.

degpite tho gravity of the situation. And
Mr. Brander smiled his sour smile.

Into the wood the little party plunged,
till they reached a convenient clearing.
Then the major and Sir Hilton peeled off
their coats, and drew their swords from
their scabbards. The sunlight glinted on
the flashing biades.

Mr. Brander bustled forward officiously.

“ One to be ready—two to be steady—
GO ! ” he exclaimed.

Not having officiated at a duel before,
he was not certain if this was the correct
formula. But it answered the purpose.

With a bull-like roar, Sir Hilton Popper
hurled himeelf upon Major Cherry; and
with an even louder roar, Major Cherry
hurled himself upon Sir Hiiton Popper.
There was a clash of steel, and the ringing
blades fairly awakened the echoes.

“ Pile in, Popper ! "

“ Make mincemeat of him, major !
yelled Mr. Quelch, forgetting his dignity
in his excitement.

“ Yarooooh ! "

It was a fiendish yell from Sir Hilton,
as his opponent’s sword pinked his chest.

“First blood to me!” chortled the
major, following up bis advantage.
“ Prepare to meet your doom, Fopper!”

Which was true, for Sir Hilton had
flown into a panic, and was falling over
himself in his eagerness to retreat. The
perspiration glistened on his forehead.

“Ha! You trembie!"” panted Major
Cherry. ™ And well you might, for I am
about to administer the coup do grace ! ™

It seemed to be the major’s intention,
with a devastating sweep of his blade,

to sever Sir Hilton's head from his body.

I gave a yell of horror, for much as I
hated Sir Hilton, I couldn't bear the
thought of secing him decapitated.

And with that yeil of horror still on my
lips, I mercifully awoke !

ORDER OF THE

BRANDER

WHAT GREYFRIARS THINKS ABOUT IT

cried Mr. Brander, |
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August 16th, 1930.

CHEERY CHAT WITH
MAJOR CHERRY

ASKING FOR TROUBLE
BRAVO, BOB!

Major Cherry was pacing to and fro in the
Close—conveniently near to the school tuckshop—
when I buttonholed him. I had visions of being
| mvited into Dame Mimble’s establishment for a
spot of lime-juice. Ior it was a broiling hot day,
and interviewing is thirsty work.

Being rather uncertain how to greet the major, I
gave him the Army salute, then the Naval one, and
then the Boy Scouts’. Alfter which, I raised ny eap,
and made a sweeping bow.

" You're exceedingly polite, young man!" eaid
Major Cherry, eyeing me rather grimly. * What do
you want T "

“* Just a friendly chat with you, sir,” I said.

“ But I don’t know you, begad | ”

I looked pained.

" I'm one of Bob’s closest chums, sir. We are
twin souls—two loving hearts beating as onoe. Surely
Bob is always raving about me in his letters homo 1 7

" What is your name ? " demanded Major Cherry.

I told him, and he shook his head.

'* Never heard of you in my life!” he declared.
“ Run away now; I'm thinking out a problem.”

* But—but you can't throw me off like this, sir |
I protested. *“ I'm your son’s bosom pal, and my
family and your family have always been as thick
as thieves. My great grandfather fought with you

at Waterloo.”

“ What!” shouted Major Cherry. “1 know
nothing of your great-grandfather, and Waterloo
was fought long before I was born.”

*“Oh erumbs |

“ Your family and mine have nothing in common,”
went on tho major, “ and as for your claim to be
Bob’s bosom friend, I don’t believe a word of it!
Here comes Bob | I'll ask him.”

My heart was in my mouth as Bob Cherry came
sprinting uE. For, betwecen ourselves, I'm a long
way down the list of Bob's friends.

But Bob played up like a real trump, when his
| pater questioned him. He saw that I should get the
major’s boot, if the truth came out, so he suid
cheerily, * Yes, pater, this fellow is one of my oldcst
palsl”™ Whereupon, the major invited vs into the
tuckshop, and stood us a really handsome spread.

BOOT FOR

NO DAY OF MOURNING

e . "

as we all know, but he s a
white man, which 18 more
than ecan be said of Meyer
Brander—or of a certain Sixth
Forin prefect —ED.)

Dicky Nugent: Speaking
on be-§ of the fugs, we
shan’t go into morning be-

kawse Brander left Greyiriars
this evening. He was a villan
of the deepest die. And 8o
was Van Tromp. We think
they were let off far too

and
1th
111

IIIE.
&le]#
LOF

Hurree Singh: Lift up your hearts rejoice.
fu’'y, my worthy and esteemed chums! Pack
v your troubles in your kitful bags, and smile-
fully smile ! For the ludicrous and loathsome
Brander has been given the Order of the Boot
kickfully, Never again will he darken the
nonourable portals of Greyfriars with his

-esence. The same remark applies to Otto
vun Tromp, who was banishiully ejected,
neckiully and cropfully, from the school
gatefulness. Badfully missed by their sorrow-
ng [(riends; but gladfully missed by tLheir
delighted enemies !

Billy Bunter : I say, you fellows! Now
that those beasts have gone, I think we ought
to seliybrate in stile. After being cooped up
in the Remove dorm for weeks on end, with

not enuff grubb to keep a sparro from starving, |

) : Will those
who subscribe to my views please subscribe to
the sellybration also, and send their sub-

I feel just ripe lor a first-rate feed.

soriptions to me, either by check, postle
order, or cash, (Stamps and forrin eoins not
axxepted.) I will then cheerfully lay in the
grubb. (Don't do that, Bunty. or you’ll
squash everything !—ED.)

Gerald Loder: Most people are as pleased
as Punch to ree the hacks of Brander and
Van Tromp; but I feel sorry for them, in a
way. They bad their good points, and 1
don't consider they were given a fair chance.
I always like to be fair and just, myself.
And what's the use of old Prout as head-
master, anyway ! Might as well appoint
Gosling, tLe porter, to the job |

(Dry up, Loder!

lightty. They should have been eentenced
to be shol at dawn, and I should have been
one ol the flirst on the seen with my pee-
shooter !

Mr. Queich: Naturally, I am relieved and
delighted that the revolution at Greyiriars
is at an end, and that Mr. Brander and lus
nephew have been surnmarily dealt with. We
shall now, my boys, be able to get down to
serious work. In order that you shall not
suffer by your prolonged absence {irom
lessons, | propose to do you a special favour,
and extend lesson-time by one hour daily. |
trust this will meet with your approval.

(Help! Our worthy and respected IForm

Prouty has his faults | master has weird ideas of kindness |[—LD.)
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(Continued from page 13.)

“I'm hardly safe among them,” he
answered., **1've been turned out of the
prefects’ roow, thougih I'm head prelect
—head of the IHouse! Even fellows I'd
made [riends with have turned against
mo.  1hey daren’t stand out againust the
vest.  Wingate shoved me out of the
pivieets’ room a quarter of an hour
ugo.'’

“I will cane him! I—] will cxpel
lnm !

“ Better not,” said Van Tromp. *'lle
will not be ecaned, uncle; it would only
sot the Sixth at the same game as the
Remove. 1 hcard them saying openly
that if you expelled any man in the
school they’d a-.]Il stand by him, and keep
him here, whether yon liked it or not.
Thev said it before me, knowing jolly
well that I should tell you.”

" Mr. Drander gritted his teeth.

“1 will make examples of them,” he
said savagely. “I will clear the school
of the ringleaders, when my time comes.
At presente-perhaps, I had better take
no notice of their insolence.” He rose
and paced the study. “The Remove
must be put down—the leaders sent away
from the school, the rest thrashed into
sibmission and obedience—before tho
governors can be brought here by that
meddlesome {fool Mujor Cherry. Dut
how—how 7™

Van ‘I'romnp glanced from the window.

“JIlere comes Sir Hilton, uncle.”

Mr. Brander jumped to the window.
Fvervthing depended on Sir Hilton
I'briver now, and what force he could
raise for dealing with the rebels.

The tall figure of Sir Hilton Popper
came striding towards the House. Ile
came alone. Mr. Brander’s face fell.

A crowd of fellows stared at Sir
ITiltor as he passed them. From some
of the fags came a distinet sound of
hissing, which brought a glitter to the
baronct’s eyes. DBut he strode on, and
ontered the House. A minute later, he
was in the Head’s sfudy.

Me. Brander met him with a silent
look of ingniry. His fate was tremb-
ling in the balanee; if Sir Hilton failed
him, he.stood to lose all that he had
gained by cunning, by trickery, by foul
play. The headmasztership of Grey-
frinrs, one of the richest “plums” of
the scholastic profession, had scemed to
Mr. Brander worth all the efforts, all
the unserupulous scheming it had cost
hitn: vet his ernel nature and tvrannical
temper had brought the loss of it very
near. Only Sir Hilton could save him
now—and his anxiety was intense.

“] have taken measures, sir!” said
the baronet.

Mr. Brander breathed more freelv.

“Aleasures, sir,” continued the lord of
Popper Court, “that I should certainly
not have taken had they been avoid-
able. DBut we are pressed for time—
this matter must be settled before that
meddling  major ean  interfere—you
appreciate that, Mr. Drander?”

“Quite  so—quite!” Mr. Brander
apnrociated that only too well.

Tue Macser Lisrary.—No. 1,174,

‘otherwise.

“1 have cngaged certain persons,”
said Sir llilton. *“I had no doubt that
iy keepers, onee in contact with the
rebel bovs, would have overcome their
resistance with ease. But it has proved
I have now taken measures
which cannot fail; I have engaged a
dozen men to come here and deal with
thnse young rascals—the result is a fore-
pone conclusion, sir!”

“And—and these men ”

“They will be here directly, sir!” said
{the baronet. “Some of them are rough
—vory rough!l Tt ecannot be helped!
The bovs have brought this upon them-
selves by their obstinate persistence in
robellion.”

“Perfectlv so. sir!”

“In a =hort time,” said Sir Hilton,
“the rebellion will be at an end—the
boys will be redueed to submission.
Measures must be immediately. taken to
prevent a recurrvence of the outbreak.
The expelled bovs must bo sent away
at once, to remove their malign influ-
cnee.”

“At once!” agreed Mr.
his eves gleaming.

“Some others. I think, shonld be sent
home for a time.” said Sir Hilton.
“They may be allow2ad to return next
term. Ivery boyv in the Remove likely
to give trouble, should be sent away
from the school temporarily—the ring-
leaders, of course, for good. Those who
remain must be soundly flogged, and

Brander,

they will be amenable to discipline
afterwards. And after this, sir, I
think that no other Torm will be

tempted to follow the example of the
Remove.”
“I agree fullv!” said Mr. Brander.
“If vour men succeed———"’
The

“There 1s no doubt abont that!
force is irresistible.” said the baronet.
“I have taken care of that, this tinre.
The rebellion will be utterly erushed:
by to-morrow, sir, all will be normal.
all will be in perfect order; and if the
governors should be so ill-advised as to
gather here, on the recommendation of
Major Cherry, they will find nothing to
complain of. The situation will be
saved, sir.”

Which was good news for Mr. Brander.

But the situation was not saved vet!

e er—EE

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
A Surprise for Greyfriars!

T REAT SCOTT!” ejaculated
G Wingate, of the Sixth.
“What the thump ¥ said
Gwynne.
The two Sixth Form men stared.
Plenty of other Grevfriars men were
staring, too. The pariy that had
marched in at the gates, was such a
party as had never before been seen
within the walls of Greviriars School.

There were a dozen men, all told;
and all of them were burly and brawny.
They were roughlv-dressed; -and their
looks were rougher than their garb.
Some of them were bargees from the
barges on the Surk; three or four
looked like racecourse loafers: one or
two looked like tramps. They were
grinning and talking together as theyw
came 1n, and staring round at the
buildings and the groups of Greviriars
men. The man who seemed to be their
leader was a short, thick-set fellow, with
only one eve, a black pateh covering
the other; and a smell of strong spirits
emanated from this gentleman, which
showed him to be a sturdy supporter
of the drink traflic.

“What a crew!” gasped Gwvnne.

“What the dickens do thev want
here?” exclaimed the eaptain of Grey-
friars. And he hurried to intercept the

THE MAGNET

party, who were lounging towards the
House.

A crowd of [cllows gathiered, all won-
dering and excited. Some of them
gucssed what the new arrivals were
there for; others were amazed and won-
dering.

“Hold on!” exclaimed Wingate,
placing himself in the way of the new-
comers. ‘‘llold on a minute, please?
What do you want here?”

The one-eyed man grinned at him,

“We're ’'cre for u job, sir!” La
answered. ““Gentleman of the nume of
Popper seut us ’ere, sir!”

“8Bir Hilton Popper!”
Wingate.

“T'hat’s the covey!” agreed the one-
eyed man.

“Who—who are you?”

“Name of Chick, sir,” answered the
spirituous gentleman.  “Bill Chick,
sir, if vou want to know. Where's
them young rips?”

“Those—those what "

“Them cheeky kids we're 'ere to
wallop,” answered Mr. Chick. “I fancy
this 'ere job won't take us long, sir!
Easy earned money, I says, mates!”

“NYou're right, Bill1” said several of
the cheerful party.

“Look here.” gasped Wingate, “do
vou mean to say that Sir Hilton Popper
told you to come here—to this sehool?”

“You've got 1t!”

“To—to deal with the Remove!”
exclaimed Wingate blankly.

Mr. Brander came out of the House.
ITe glanced at the rather disorderly
array, and winced a little. No doubt
Sir Hilton, pressed for time in getting
reinforcements to deal with the Grey-
friars rebels, had not been abie to pick
and choose. He had to use the malerial
that was ready to his hand. But cer-
tainly the aspect of the new recruits
was rather dismaying to a headmaster—
even a headmaster like Mr. Brander.

He fervently hoped that the “job "
would be quickly put through, and
these remarkable assistants dismissed
and got out of sight.

FFor the present, however, they were
indispensable. On the aid of this grubbyv
crew of roughs depended the fate of the
Greyiriars headmaster.

Wingate turned to the Head, as ha
came to the spot, with amazement an:l
disgust and anger mingled in his face.
Never had the captain of Greyfriars
received such a shock.

_ “Mr. Brander!” he exclaimed. “Is
it possible that these—these men are
to be used against Greyfriars boys.”

The Head gave him a steely look.

“These men are to be emploved 1n
reducing a mob of rascally young rebels
to order, if that is what you mean,
Wingate,” he anawered.

“It's disgraceful, sirc!”
Wingate.

“That will do!”

“1 protest against it !” exclaimed the
Cireyfriars captain. *It is disgracefu!
—shameful! 1 ecan hardly believe——"

“Silence!” rapped out Mr. Brander.
“If vou and the other prefects had done
your dutv. Wingate, this assistance
would not have been mnecessary. The
matter does not concern you. Silence!”

Wingate, with a erimson face, strode
away intd the House. He knocked at
the door of Mr. Quelch’s study, and
entered.

The Remove master was standing at
his study window, staring blankly at
the grubby crew in the quad. He turned
to Wingate as he entered.

“What does this mean, Wingate?”
he exclaimed. “Who are theze men?
For what purpose are they here?”

“They'ro to be pitched against the
Remove boys, sir! I came here to ask
von whether you could intervene,” said
Wingate. “(Goodness knows what will

exclaimed

broke out
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happen if there i1s a fight betwecen the
Remove boys and that gang of roughs.”

“You—you are suie that—that that
‘s Mr., Brander’s intention | gasped the
Hemove master,

““He has said so, sir!”

“Then I shall intervene—I shall cer-
tainly protest. Upon m?r word !”
exclaimed Mr. Quelch, and he hurried
from the study.

The rough crew were already enter-

ing the House. The quadrangle
iwarmed with fellows, in a buzz of
excitement, All the school knew now

why the gang had come, and feeling
was running high.

The one-eyed man touched his ragged
cap to Mr. Quelch, as he came breath-
lessly up. He gave the Remove master
a cheery grin.

‘““Ere we are, sirl
ready 1” )

Sir Hilton Popper came striding on
the scene. He coloured a litile as he
sighted Mr. Quelch’s horrified, indignant
face. Sir Hilton was not, perhaps,
proud of his “army.”

“8ir Hilton Popper!® gasped Mr.
Quelch. *“It i1s not—it cannot be—your
intention to use these—these ruffians
against Greyfriars boya.”

“Do not intervene here, Mr. Quelch,”’
snapped the baronet. “1 am quite able
to decide these matters for myself. Re-
turn to your study.”

*X pr::test—-l most emphatically pro-
test——’

“You are not concerned in this, sir!
Say no more."’

“T tell you, sir—" hopoted Mr.
Quelch.

““Silgnce, sir !” snapped Sir Hilton.

“Have you considered "

'Ere we are and
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“I have considered everything, sir,
and require no advice from you, and
no interference! Say no more.”

“These—these hooligans—" stut-
tered Mr. Quelch.

“’Ere, chuck it, old gent,”’ said Mr.
Chick. “Don’t you be so free with
your langwidge. You ’ear mel I'd
wipe you round the kisser just as soon
as not.”

Mr. Quelch jumped back as the one-
eyed man displayed a fist that looked
like a leg of mutton. fairly under hLis
nose.

““Good heavens!” gasped Mr. Quelch.

“Ybu had better retire, sir!”’ said
the baronet. The sooner the matter is
brought to @& termination, the better.”

Mr. Quelch almost tottered away to
his study, followed by a threatening
growl and scowl from the “army.” Mr.
Chick and his friends had not taken the
Form master’'s remarks in good part.

“Follow me my men!” said Sir
Hilton hastily.

“We're arter you, sir.”

“What, what?” Mr. Prout came on
the sceno, his fat face a picture of
amazement and dismay. *“ Sir Hiiton
Popper, what are these—theso men——"'

“Ntand back, sir!” enapped Sir
Hilton.

And he led his flock up the staircase,
Mr. Brander and Van Tromp bringing
up the rear, leaving Mr. Prout stand-
ing transfixed.

“Bless my
Form master,

soul !” gasped the Fifth
“YWhat—what i1s Grey-

friars coming to? What? What"
“QOutrageous!”” said Mr. Capper.
“Scandalous |” said Mr. Wiggins.
The masters were all of one opinion.
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And the deep, indignant murmur from
the quad showed that the Greyfriars

fellows were of the same opinion. But
they were not heeded. Sir Hilton
Popper led his forces towards the

Remove quarters, and the climax of the
barring-out was coming now.

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
The Rebels Retreat !
ARRY WHARTON set lLis lips.

There were grim looks
amongst the rebels.
Even Coker of the Tifth

iooked serious.

From several windows the rebels had
eeen that rough erew in the quad, and
they did not need telling why Mr.
Chick and hi* men were there.

The tug-of-war was at hand!

“No surrender!” said the Boundecr
between his teeth, But even the
dogged, determined look on Smithy’s
face showed that he realised that the
game was up now,

“No surrender!” repcated Buob
Cherry.
“l say, you fellows——"

“We'ro sticking it out!” said Peter
Todd.

“The stickfulness will be terrific.”

“1 say, you fellows—" squeakecd
Billy Bunter.

“8hut up, you fat ass.”

“I—I say, we're done for now,” said
Billy Bunter. “Oh lor’l I say, those
hooligans will knock you fellows right
and left.”

(Continued on next page.)
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“I guess it's a einch,” said Fisher T.
Fish. "1 surery awn't standing up to
a bargee's punch.”

“You haven't stood up to anybody’s
punch yet, yon funk,” growled Bob
l..fhf.lrr},;.} “Go and hide In soeme
COTNCE,

“Talk sense !V said Skinuner.
got no chance against that gang of
rougis.  I'm not going to have my
tecth knocked ont, 1 know that.”

*Skur up, Skinner.”

“Yuaas, dry np, dear man,” said Lord
Mauloverer. *“We're goin’ to put up a
jolly eld fight to a jolly old [inish,
what ¥

*“Hear, hear.”

“Wewre up against 1t, you men,” said
Harry Wharton quietly. * But we've
got to scrap, We all know what to
expect if Brander gets the upper hand.
We've got to fight to a finish.”

“Yes, rather.”

“1f they come at the bLarricade we
can keep them offt—we'll tiry, at any
rate ! Bulb thev can get into the dorm
from the attic—and that means that
they will get to elose quarters.”

["‘Fl IT.uuL'. hiere=—="" said Cegker of iho
VTR,

“Don’t bother now, Coker.”

“You cheeky young ass—-"’

“1lwy up, Coker, for goodness’ sake,”
exclutmed Bob Cherry. *Is this a time
to wag your silly chin?”

“Look here,” roared Coker. “They
can get at us in the dorm! They can
drop thorough the hole in the ceiling.
Well, we retreat from the dorm, see,
and held the passage. Barricade the
doorway——"

“1 say, you fellows, we can't do
that !'"" squeaked Billy Bunter.

“Why can’t we, you iat
sriorted Coker.

“Because the grub’s packed in the
dorm cupboard!” gasped Bunter.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“You fat dummy——"

“It's no good, Coker,” said Harry
Wharton

“You don’'t know anything about it,
Wharton! I've told you before to
leave the leadership to me. Now——"

“You silly ass!” howled Bob Cherry.
“The attic’'s all over thi: ceiling, under
ihe roof. Wnat's to prevent them from
bursring through the passage ceiling,
satne as they've done in the dorm,”

“On!"” ejaculated Coker. The great
Colker's powerful intellect had not en-
visaged that possibility, obvious as it
Vi S,

“They can get at us anywhere they
like by bursting through the ceiling
from  the afttie,” said Harry., “1It's
#oig to be scrapping—and we've all
sot 10 put our beef into 1t, that's all.
We beat the first lot, and we're going
to neat this lot.”

“Hear, hear.”

“Hit hard, and hit often,” said Dab
Cherey, “and keep an cye on those
giddy prisoners, they're out of it, any-
Low.”

Joyee and the other keepers were safe
out of 1f, They were still tied securely
in a4 bunch., But their looks showed
that they did not expeet to be prisoncrs
mneh longer. And even the most detor-
neinidl of the rebels could not help
douliting whether. the tide of fortune
had not turned againsg them at last.

1

“We've

idiot,”

Ninmbhers were still on their side: but a
dozen powerful, full-grown men were
lone odds for schoolboys, lLowever

Himocrous.

They had not long to wait for the
ericmy,

There was a heavy tramping on the
staiwrs, and Si= Hilton Popper and Mr.
Brander came into sight and advanced
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along the passage, followed by BDill
Chick and his motly crew.

The barricade was manned, and grim
faces looked over it. The hooligans
grinned at one another,

“My eye!” said Mr. Chick.
they are! Wot a game, mates!”
the  one-eved gentleman’s
chuckled.

Sir Hiilton Popper signed to them to
keep back. Even the irascible old
baronet was not wholly pleased by the
measures he had taken, and desired to
avold a terrifie shindy if he could. He
hoped that the sight of this over-
wholining force would bring about sur-
render,

“Wharton, are you there, Wharton?”
he snapped

“Here,” answered Harry,

“You cau see that you have no chance
of resistance now,” said Sir Hilton.
“To save violence, let this come to an
end.  Much damage will be done if you
ave 5o foolish as t~ push matters to an
extremity., It this rebellion cease at
once, and—"

“On what terms, sir?” asked Harry.

“On no terms!” roared Sir Hilton.
“Good gad, do you imagine that a
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governor of the school is here to bandy
words and make terms with an impu-
dent Lower boy 1Y

“(i0 and eai coke, then.”

“What? What?”
“Coko!”
“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Boyvs!” exclaimed Mr, Brander, as
Sir Hilton  spluttered  with  wrath.
“Boys! I warn you to return to your
duty and abandon those members of
the Form wlio are under sentence of
expulsion. Iesistance will be quite use-
less now—groocogh! Qoooooh !”

An orange, smifing Mr. Brander full
on ks largo mouth, suddenly cut short
the flow of his eloquence.

“Well bowled I chuckled Bob Cherry.

‘ ': No surrender ! roarcd the Bounder.
“Come ou, you rotters!”

“You—you— Grooogh ! You
voungz scoundrels!” spluttered Mr.
Brander. “Words are wasted on you!

Sir ITilton, order your men to over-
power the:e insolent young rascals!”
“Chick ! shouted Sir Hilton.
“Yessir! Fre, guvinor!” answered
thie onc-eved man.
“You will overpower these boys, and

THE MAGNET

—and use whatever force may be neces-
sary for the purpose! Proceed at
once !”

“l get you, sir,” said Mr. Chick.
“Como on, mates! This 'ere will be
casy money. !ollow your leader.”

*We're arter you, Bill!”

“8tand to it!” shouted the Bounder.

“Back up, Greyfriars!”

Thero was a rush, and the mob of
hooligans came down on the barricade
like a torremt. Cricket stumps and
bats and all sorts of weapons met them
with grim determination, and the pas-
sage rang with yells and howls and
oaths.

“Yarooh!” roared Mr. Chick, as a
bat clumped on his bullet hecad. “Oh,
my eye! I'll out yer for that! Yooop !™

“Back up!”

“Sock it to them!” yelled Bob.

“Give 'em beans!”

The barricade was well manned.
I'iercely as the hooligans swarmed at
it, resolutely as they clambered, the de-
fence was good. Swiping blows hurled
them back, hard knocks fell like rain,
Me, Chick & Co. quickly realised that
it was not a “game,” after all.

Their faces were angry and savage
now. But savage as they looked,
breathing rage and vengeance, the Re-
movites stood up to them gamely, and
the barricade was held, Five minutes
of pandemcnium were followed by a
pause, and tho ruffians backed off,
every ono of them hurt, and all of
them swearing luridly,

Sir Hilton Popper
rage.

e had had no doubt that a rush of
that ruflianly mob would carry the de-
fences in @& few moments. But the
desperate defence had driven them
back.

“Van Tromp!” he hooted.

The bully of the Sixth had kept well
to the rear. He came forward reluct-
antly as the baronet called.

“Take six of these men. Show them
the way to the garrets, show them
where to enter the dormitory.”

“Oh, yes, Sir Hilton!”

Half the “army ” departed with Van
Tromp. The rcbels looked at one
another. They were able to hold the
barricade, with desperate effort. But
with an attack from another quarter
coming, it looked liko the finish.

Billy Bunter and Skinner, and Snoop
and Fisher T. I'ish, had already sought
hiding-places, but the rest of the Form
stood together, still determined.

Harry Wharton breathed hard.

In a few minutes came fthe sound of
the enemy scrambling in the attics
above, 'The rebels were about to be
taken between two fires. As soon as
Van Tromp's party began dropping
into the dormitery, Sir Hilton Popper’s
party were ready to rush the barricade
again. And between the two parties
the position of the rebels was unten-
able. It was going to be hand-to-hand
fighting now.

“Wharton !”  Sir
voice snorted over
“Wharton, I warn you—

“QOh, shut up!” snapped Harry.

“I tell you that—"

“Cheese it, you old ass!”

Sir Hilton Popper foamed.

“Goon! Go on at once!” he roared.
“Chick, you hear ma? Go on at once!
Overpower those young rascals!”

“Right-ho, pgovernor! Come
mates !

There was another rush at the bar-
ricade. Harry Wharton & Co. de-
fonded it desperately, Once more the
passage rang and cchoed with wild up-
roar, Bob Cherry ran to the dormitory
door, dragged it shut, and locked it.

stamped with

Hilton Poprper's

the barricade.
f i
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But it was only a brief respite, and
he knew it. Already Van Tromp’s
party were dropping into the dor-
mitory, and in a midute more they were
at the door, thundering on it.

Meanwhile, the defence of the barri-
cade was made good. Chick and his
comrades were held at bay.

Crash! Crash! came on the door
from within the dormitory, now in the
possession of Van Tromp’s party. The
door shook and groaned; the lock
creaked and cracked. A minute or less
and the enemy would be through, be-
hind the barrieade, taking the rebels in
the rear.

“Get back!” called out Wharton.

“Stand to it!” roared Coker of the
Fifth. “ Stick here, you young asscs!
They'll be over and at us——"

“TFathead! The other gang will be
behind us in a tick! Get along to the
end of the passage!” called out the
captain of the Remove.

The rebels retreated from the barri-
cade. They passed the door of the
dormitory, now giving under the crash-
ing blows from within, and reached the
end of the passage. At the end was
the door of a box-room; but that door
had been screwed up and barricaded by
the rebels to bar off an attack from
that direction, and there was no open-
ing it now. The rebels were at the end
of their tether. And at the end of
the passage they grouped, their
only advantage being that they
could be attacked from only one
side, and had all their foes in
front.

But-they were not beaten yet.

With a crash the dormitorv door
gave, and Van Tromp and his
party swarmed into the passage.
At the same time Chick and his
men came scrambling over the un-
defended barricade., After them,
more slowly, elambered Sir Hilton
Popper and Mr. Brander.

‘“’Ere they are!” roared Mr.
Chick, pointing a stubby thumb
towards the panting rebels along

thegn.asng&. “Go for 'em!”
“Overpower the young rascals!”
hooted Sir Hilton Popper.

“Stand to it, you men!” said
the Bounder, between his teeth.
“Fight to the giddy finish !

“Stick it out!”

“Back up, Remove!”
Harry Wharton.

And the Greyfriars rebels, driven
to their last corner, backed up, and

resented a united front as Mr.

hick & Co. came rushing to the
attack.

shouted

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Greyfriars to the Rescue !

pINGATE !”
=¥ “Yes, sir!”
“This cannot go on,
Wingate!” gasped  Mr.

Quelch.

He was standing at the foot of the
gtaircase, listening to the terrific din
from above. _

Tho Remove master was decply agi-
tated. Seldom, or never, had the cold,
sclf-contained Form master looked so
disturbed. For once, Henry Samuecl
Quelch was shaken out of his majestic
calm.

Yelling and trampling and erashing
echoed from above. The din was
audible over the whole Honse, and
across the quad—in every corner of
Greyfriars. 'The whole school listened.
It was past tca-time; but not a fellew

thought of tea. Even Sammy Bunter
of the Second Form had forgotten teca.
From everywhere came a buzz of ex-
cited voilces.

“This cannot go on!"” panted Mr.
Quelch. “ Wingate, I intend to inter-
vene in this matter. Harm may be
done to the boys of my Form—serious
harm. I will not permit this rufhanism.
And I ask you, Wingate, to give me
your assistance. 1 will answer for it,
Wingate, that the governors will ap-
prove our intervention.”

“] am sure of that, sir,” said Win-
gate. ‘“And I may as well say that I
had already decided to chip in, and my
friends——"

“Call them at once, then!”

Wingate had been coming to the
stairs when the Remove master called
to him. With him came Gwynne and
North and six or seven other Sixth
form men. And “behind the Sixth-
Formers was a crowd of fellows, all
wildly excited.

Mr. Queleh glanced over them.

It was only the fact that Sir Hilton
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to give his authority to their interven-
tion. There was a shout from a hun-
dred throats.

“Come on!”

“Join up, you fellows

“We're with yop, Wingate!”’

“Follow me!” exclaimed Mr. Quelch.
“I will take the whole reaponsibility of
acting against Mr. Brander and against
the orders of Sir Hilton Popper.”

“Hurrah!”

“Come on, you men !”

Mr. Quelch, greatly agitated, but
quite determined, rustled up the stair-
case. After him tramped Wingate and
nearly the whole of the Sixth Form—a
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Mr. Prout spun away and ran for his life. S5till unsatisfied, Mr. Brander pursued

him down the corridor, lashing at his portly back.

Popper was a governor of the school
that had held the Greyfriars erowd 1n
check so far. But the excitement had
been growing, and fellows on all sides
were discussing intervention in the ter-
rific scrap that was going on in the Re-
move quarters. The Fourth Form were
wondering what was happening to
Temple, Dabney, and Fry of the
Fourth. And many of the Fifth Form
men were concerned about Coker and
Potter and Greene.

And every man in the school was in-
dignant and exasperated by a mob of
hooligans being let loose on the rebels—
obviously to keep the matter out of the
hands of the governors, and to perpetu-
ate the reign of Mr. Brander at Grey-
friars. For days and days the school
had been on the verge of revolt, and
joining with the rebels. And now the
moment had come. Mr. Queleh did not
need to appeal to them. The fellows
were only too glad for a Form master

rather formidable array. Blundell, the
captain of the Fifth, hurried after them,
and with Blundell went nearly all the
Fifth. Behind came a shouting crowd
of juniors— Fourth and Shell—and even
a mob of the fags of the Third and
Sccond brought up the rear. It was
nearly all Greyfriars that was swarmmg
up the staircase after the Remove
master,

The uproar above had ceascd.

There was a pause in the hostilities,
after a terrifie outburst of shouting and
crashing and smashing.

Mr. Quelch fairly whisked on his
way, his gown flying behind him, quite
forgetful of the dignity of a TForm
imaster.

e rustled up the dormitory passage
breathlessly, the whole array of Grey-
friars men pouring after hun.

Mr, Quelch stopped at the barricade.

He stared across it.
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IIc had arrivea ar a critical wowent.
At the farther end of the passage,
against the box-room door, stood the
[lcmove, 1n a desperate and determined
group, facing the encemy; and Mr.
Chick and his men were just starting to
rush them down.

In another moment a battle would
have been raging in the passage be-
tween the rebels and the hooligans,
hand to hand, hst to hst.

Mr. Quelch’s voice rang out,

1 Stﬂp [

Sir Hilton Popper stared round. Mr.
Drander glared- round. Van Tromp
grinned round. None of them heeded
the Remove master.

:'dP.ruceeci " was all Sir Hilton Popper
sald.

“Come on, mates!”” hooted Mr.
Chick.
And the gang of hooligans rushed

down on the rebels, and the fighting
began furiously.

*“Wingate — Gwynne — Blundell!”
gasped Mr. Quelch,

They did not neced urging. Wingate
was already over the barricade, and
speeding along the passage. After hum
lcaped Gwynne and then Blundell of
the Fifth. Then a swarm of seniors
scrambled over.

Sir Hilton Popper stared at the new-
comers, his eyeglass falling from his eye
1 lus rage and astonishment. He waved
s hands wildly.

“Go back!” he roared. “Wingate—
all of you—go back! Retire at once!
ilow dare you intcrfere here! Wingate,
stop instantly, or 1 shall strike you!
I warn you!l”

The baronet. flung himself
Greyfriars captain’s way, his
whip brandished.

The next moment he was spinning
away, shouldered off by Wingate, and
lie staggered breathless against the wall.
Wingate rushed on, and piled into the
combat raging at the end of the
passage, hitting out right and left
among the hooligans.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!” roared Bob
(‘herrv. *““Back up, you men, here's old
Wingate! Bravo, Wingate! Give 'em
Lbeans [

Mr. DBrander clutched Gwynne of the
Sixth as he was speeding after Wingate.
Gwynne tossed him aside, and he sat
on the floor. Gwynne was with Win-
cate the next moment, punching heftily
ammong the surprised and dismayed
followers of Mr. Chick.

“Oh, my eye!” cjaculated Bill Chick.
“1 never bargained for this 'ere! I
say, this 'ere 1s too much of a good
thing this ‘ere 1s.”’

Mr. Chick had only too much reason
to think so, for the next moment Blun-
dell of the Fiith arrived, and his fist
landed on Mr. Chick's ear, and the one-
eved gentlernan went sprawling.

“Back up!” roared Coker. “Charge
the rotters! Knock ’'em fiying!"”

And Horace Coker charged, though
unfortunately, in the excitement of the
moment, 1t was DBlundell that he
charged; and the captain of the Fifth
went down under the charge, roaring.

“Pile in!” yelled Temple of the
Fourth! *“ This way, vou fellows! Pile
in! DBack up the Fourth!”

Seniors and juniors were on the spot
now, 1n a swarm. Sixth and Fifth,
IFourth and Shell, were attacking the
hooligans right and left.

Over the barricade more -and more
were  swarming;  the  passage  was
crammed now. Sir Hilton Popper and
Mr. DBrander etood raving, shouting,
waving their hands, quite unregarded.
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in the
riding-

More ana more Greyfriara fellows
rushed to the attack.

Mr. Chick & Co. were hefty men, and
they were wildly excited and very war-
like., But they had simply no chance
1OW,

A hundred fcllows were swamping
them; and the hooligans, for a few
minutes, had the time of their lives.
By that time they were yelling sur-
render,

“'0ld on!” roared Mr. Chick,
struggling frantically in the grasp of
nine or ten KFourth-Formers, who were
banging his head on the floor. *’Qld
on! 1 gives in! You 'ecar me! |1

give you best! I chuck it! Oh,
crikey! Ow!”

“Mop ’em up!” roared Hobson of the
Shell.

“Ow! Leggo! ’'Ands off! Ow!”

“We give in. Chuck 1t! ’Ands off I”

“Yarooooh !’

“Oh crimes! Let a bloke mizzle!

Ow!”

Mr Quelch, with some difficulty,
scrambled over the barricade and
hurried to the scene of action. His

voice rose above the uproar. The
hooligans were not only defeated, but
they seemed in imminent danger of
being squashed out of existence by the
swarming Greyfriars fellows.

“Stop!” exclaimed Mr. Quelch.
“Please—please let these men off ! You
hear me? Let them depart—if they are
willing to go peaceably!”

“Willing and  joyful,
gasped Mr. Chick. “Ow!
Ow! My bean! It's fair busted!
these young demons off! Ow!”

Wingate and his friends backed up
Mr. Quelch’s appeal; and the excited
juniors ceased action. Mr, Chick and
his friends sprawled breathlessly on the
floor, gasping and gurgling. They were
unassailed now, but they lacked the
wind to get on their feet for the
moment. They gasped and gurgled and
moaned and groaned.

“We've beaten the rotters!” gasped
Coker. “Now let's kick them out of
the school!”

“Ow! We'll go quietly!” groaned
Mr, Chick, “Let a bloke get his bloom-
ing breath—and we'll go like lambs!”

“ Hold on, Coker!” '

“No more violence please!” said Mr.
Quelch, “Coker, calm yourself! My
boys, let there be no more wviolence!
There has been too much!”

And Mr. Chick & Co., at least, fully
agreed with the Remove master. They
felt that there had been much too much.

guv'nor
My ’ead!
Call

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Painful for Popper !

a a B. QUELCH!” spluttered Sir
¥ Hilton Popper.

The lord of Popper Court
could hardly speak, in his
roge. He was utterly surprised and
disconcerted by the new turn of events.

Mr. Brander leaned on the wall,
white with fury. In the very moment

of success defeat had come. If looks
could have killed, the look that tho
Grevfriars tyrant gave Mr. Quelch

would have brought that gentleman'’s
career to a sudden end on the spot.
Fortunately. looks couldn’t!

Sir Hilton Popper strode towards the
Remove master. He shook his fist in
Mr. Quelch's face, stuttering with rage.

“Mr. Quelch! What does this mean?
How dare you inteifere here—you a
Form master, a dismissed Form master?
How dare you, I say?”

Mr. Quelch eyed him calmly, He was

THE MAGNET

resuming once more his icy calmness of
demeanour.

“Sir Hilton Popper, I have taken tho
responsibility of interfering, and I am
prepared to answer for my conduct to
the governors!” he answered.

““1 am a governor, sir, the chairman
of the board,” roared Sir Hilton, “and
as such I order you to retire imasedi-
ately "

“In the circumstances, sir, I disre-
ard your wauthority!” answered Mr.
Euelch.

“Sir ! Yﬂru—gnu-—ynu

“You have filled the school with a
horde ef ruffians, sir, and have shown
that you are totally unfit to exercise
authority !”

:Whnt?" gasped Sir Hilton. “ What?"

If the board uphold you, sir—which
I do not anticipate for one moment—I
shall leave Greyfriars on hearing their
decision,” said Mr. Quelch. “But in
the meantimo I refuse to allow you to
exercise authority here.”

“You—you refuse! Who are you, sir,
to refuse anything of the kind? A
dismissed Form master — nobody—
nothing !"

Sir Hilton choked.

“I take it upon myself, sir, to assume
control, in the present state of affairs,”
sald Mr. Quelch. *“ Greyfriars shall not
be reduced to a state of anarchy, sir,
by your insensate folly and the crass in-
capacity of Mr. Brander. You bhad
botter go, sir!”

“Go?” roared Sir Hilton. “Go? I
will not go, sir! Nothing shall induce
me to leave this building, sir!”

“Get out, Popper!” shouted the
Bounder..
“Bunk, old bear!” chuckled Bob
Cherry.

“The bunkfulness is the proper caper,
my esteemed and ridiculous old bean,”
sald Hurree Singh.

“Silence |” exclaimed Mr. Quelch.

“Rats !” retorted the Bounder.

“Shut up, Smithy!” exclaimed a
dozen Removites.

“Look here g

“Shut up!” exclaimed Harry Whar-
ton. * Another word of cheek to Mr.
Quelch, you fathead, and we’ll jolly
well bump you!”

“The bumpfulness will be terrific!”

“Silence !” repeated Mr. Quelch, and
this time the Bounder was silent, save
for a discontented grunt.

“You appear to have these young
rascals under your control, Mr.
Quelch 1" said Sir Hilton bitterly. “ No
doubt they understand very well that
they have your sympathy and support in
defying authority—"

“Nonsense, sirl”

“What, whatt"”

“You are talking nonsense, Sir Hilton
Popper !” said Mr. Quelch. *“Please

say no more |”

“Good gad gasped the lord of
Popper Court. “Good gad! Am I
talked to like this by a dashed Form

master? Good gad!”

“You will do well to retire, sir,” said
Mr. Quelch. “I warn you plainly that
you will be allowed to give no orders
here, cxcepting orders to those ruffians
in your employ to leave the school |"

“I have a great mind, sir, to lay iy
riding-whip about youl!” roared Sir
Hilton Popper.

“Don’t be an ass, sir!” said Wingate
brusquely, “1If f-nu attempt to lay a
finger on Mr. Quelch we shall chuck you
out of the school on your neck, governor
as you are!”

“Good gad!” gasped Sir Hilton,

He stared at Wingate, and stared
round at the crowd of Greyfriars men




EVERY SATURDAY

swarnung in the passage, most of them
grinning now.

“Boys,” gasped Sir Hilton huskily,
“I1—1 appeal to you! I appeal to the
whole school! 1 am chairman of the
governors—1 have authority here—you
are bound to obey me! 1 appeal to you
for support——"

“Ha, ha, ha !”

“Fathead !”

“Chuck 1t!”

“Go home, old ass!”

“(Get out!

“Rats !”

That chorus convinced Sir Hilton
Popper that it was not much use ap-
pealing to the school for support. It
dawned upon Sir Hilton Popper that
there was nothing left for hun to do
but to retire from the scene with what
grace he could.

“I—1 will go, sir!” he gasped. “For
the moment, I will go! But you will
hear from me very soon, sir! You shall

3y

be turned out of Greyfriars

“That remains to be seen, sir,” said
Mr. Quelch.

“ Kicked out, by Jove!” roared Sir
Hilton. *“I will kick ‘you out with my
own hands, sir!”

“Ha, ha, ha!” yelled the crowd of
Greyfriars men, and even Mr. Quelch
smiled.

Sir Hilton, in his rage, was getting a
little mixed.

“Pray cease this unseemly scene, sir,”
said the Remove master. “ Wharton,
let those keepers be released—untie
them, and let them go.”

“Yes, sir !” said Harry,

It was evident that ﬁle reign of Sir
Hilton- Popper was over, and Joyce &
Co. were released—a release that came
as a great relief to them.

Joyce, however, looked to the baronet
for instructions.

“Get out while you're safe, you ass!”
said Bob Cherry, “There’s a lot of
boots here to help you, if you hang
about.”

“What are your orders, Sir Hilton ?”
asked Joyce, unheeding.

The baronet hesitated for a moment.
But his hooligans wero sitting and gasp-
ing, evidently fed-up with fighting.
There was no help to be expected of
them. And though Joyce asked for
orders, it was extremely unlikely that
he would have heeded an order to carry
on with the campaign. There was, in
fact, nothing doing, and even the
dogged and obstinate mind of the lord
ptf Popper Court was forced to realise
it.

“You had better go!” grunted Sir
Hilton reluctantly, “ Return to Popper
Court! You have been useless here.
The sooner you go the better !”

“We did our best, sir——"

“Pooh! Nonsense! Go!”
Giadlﬁ‘ enough, Joyce led his flock
away. They clambered over the barri-

cade and vanished. Mr. Chick & Co.
only waited for their second wind to
follow.

Sir Hilton Popper breathed hard and
deep, his eyes glittering at the com-
posed countenance of Mr. Quelch.

“You will hear from me soon, Mr.
Quelch,” he said, between his shut teeth.
“You will hear from me very soon! I
will sco that you are dismissed from
this school—turned out in disgrace, by
Jove, for fomenting rebellion——”

“Enough, sir!” said Mr. Quelch.
“The board of governors will dceeide
between us. Kindly order your men to
gn‘ll
Sir Hilton ecast a scornful glance at
the gasping hooligans. Evidently heo
was intensely annoyed with his “army.”
He could not rcasonably have expected

Tesult

a dozen hooligats to tackle all Grey-
friars. But Sir Iilton was not a reason-
able man. Whether il was their fault
o not, they had failed him, and his
exasperation was deep and bitter.

"1 am going, sir!” he said, taking no
further notice of the hooligans. “ You
will hear from me soon—very soon! I
leave you to enjoy your lawless triumph
as best you may!”

And, with that Parthian shot, Sir
Hilton turned and strode down the pas-
sage. Mr. Chick leaped to his feet in
great excitement.

“’Old on!” he shouted. “You ain't
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“You cowardly rascals, you have not
done what you were engaged to do, and
I will pay you nothing !”

“Wot !” gasped Mr, Chick.

“Oh, my hat!” murmured Bob
Cherry. “There's going to be
trouble 1"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Looks like it,” chuckled the
Bounder.

“1 read a story once of a jolly old
magician, who raised jolly old spirits,
and they tore him into jolly old

ieces !” chuckled Bob. *“ Looks as if

opper is going through it.”

CREYFRIARS
CORRESPONDENTS.
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This week young
Dicky Nugent, of
the Second Form,
comes under our l
Rhymester’s eagle ” |
eye and pen. The

we con-
fidently pass on to

you.

FAR Mater,—i ought to have
D written
Some weaks hack, before the
Exams;
I've been the bizziest chap in Drittain,
Compiling my tails of St. Sam’s.
I hope you have not been despondent,
For my trubbles you love me to tell;

But you can’t be a good korrespondent
And a popular orther as well.

Since joining the littery highbrows,
The wizards of paper and ink,

I’'ve really been up to my eyebrows;
I've not had a minnit to think/

I've quarrelled with Myers and Gaity
(Or, rather, they quarrelled with me),

I've made ’em eggseedingly raity
Bekawse v've no time for a spree!

But duty is duty, dear Mater,
And therefore i'm zellus and keeén;
I can’t bée a dubble-dyed traiter
To readers of this maggazine.
They rellish my wunderful stories
Which win me such fame and renown ;
And life would be shorn of its glories
If © were to let the lads down/!

*w .

I'm guarding my big brother Franky
And bringing him up the richt way;
N o nonsense, and no hanky-panky ;
He just has to da as t say!

I don’t think he likes my attentions,
He gives me a scowl and a shove;
And it’s seldom or never he mentions

Sweet frases of brotherly lovel

Dear Mater—Dame Fortune is fickle
(4s Shakespeer or somebody sighed),
And Vm in a terrible pickle—
I haven't a bean in the wide!l
So if yvou would send just a fraction
To bannish the wolf from my door,
I wow't worry you to distraction
Until ¢ am wanting some morel

I hope that your headaches are Letter,
I trussed you are now in the pink;

I cannot continew this letter
Bekawse of a shortage of ink.

And Loder's loud voice, so unplezzant,
Is bellowing, " Ded-time—be slick!”

And so i remain, for the prezzant,
Your very affeckshionate—DICK.
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paid us yet!” That seemed to be a
matter of deep concern to Mr. Chick.

Sir Hilton did not even turn his head.
He strode on towards the barricade, and
Mr. Chick glared after Lhim in surprise
and wrath.

“Blow me tight!” he gasped. “Bilk-
ing us! You ’ear, me, mates—the old
covey 18 bilking us! Arter him !V

With one accord, the rough erew
rushed after Sir Hilton Popper. They
overtook him as he reached the barri-
cade, and surrounded him.

“Look 'ere, guv nor——" bawled Mr.
Chick.
“Stand back, you rascal!” boomeced

Sir Hilton.
“Pay up!”
“Shell out !”
“Blow me tight

“Stand back !”

T

roared Sir Ililton,

“You 'ear me!” roared Mr. Chick.
“A quid each you give us, and vyou
says, says you, another quid cach arter
the job! Pay up!”

‘“Shell out, you blooming old bilk !”

“"And 1t over!”

“Stand back!” Sir Hilton's face was
purple, and he made a threatening ges-
ture with his riding-whip. “Rascals—
cowards—scoundrels ! You have dene
nothing for your pay, and I will pay

vou no more! Not a shilling! Stand
back !”

“You am't paying?” yelled Mr.
Chick.

“Not a shilling! Stand back, yon
rufhan ¥

“Bilk ! howled Mr, Chick.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

The Greyfriars fellows watched the
ThHE Maener LiBrary.—No. 1,174,
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sccne with loud laughter. Mr. Quelch
stared at it, silent., This was not a
matter i which he could intervene, and
certainly no fellow present was disposed
to give the lord of Popper Court a help-
ing hand. Sir Hilton was asking for 1t,
and from the looks of Mr. Chick and
his friends, he seemed likely to get
what he was asking for. .
“Bilk !” roared Mr. Chick. “A quid
each, you says, says you, OvVer a:_n.n::l
above the quid you ’anded us! At
we done the job best we could? Think
we come ’ere to scrap for the fun of it?
What? If we was to scrap for fun, you
hold himage, you, we'd do it outside a
pub on a Saturday night! 1 says to
you, says I, pay -up "

Sir Hilton turned contemptuously
away. _

“My eye!” gasped Mr. Chick.
“Bilk! Mates, if the blooming old bilk

aint paying, we'll take it out of his
'ide !

And, with one accord, the mob of
hooligans grasped at Sir Hilton Popper.
The lord of Popper Court turned on
them in a blaze of fury at the laying-on
of such plebeian hands. _ His riding-
whip swept through the air, and there
was a }'Elf.

“Stand back!” ‘ _

For a moment the hooligans jumped
back from the slashing whip. Sir
Hilton Popper scrambled savagely over
the barricade and strode away towards
the stairs. Mr. Chick yelled with

wrath.

“Arter him!” N
“ Arter the blooming bilk!

“Collar the old covey !™

In hot haste the hooligans scrambled
over the~barricade, and rushed alter
Sir Hilton Popper. _
on the landing and collared him on all
sides. With a roar of rage the baronet

laid round him with his riding-whip;

but in a few scconds the whip was torn
away and Sir Hilton was handled and
hustled right and left. .

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared the Greyfriars
fellows.

“Bless my soul!” gasped Mr. Quelch.

“Ha, ha, ha! Go for him!” shouted
the Bounder. “Give him socks.”

Sir Hilton Popper was already get-
ting socks. His “army,” justly in-
censed, swarmed on him, hustled him,
jostled him, punched him, clawed him.
His collar and tie disappeared, his coat
was split up the back. In a wild and
dishevelled state, Sir Hilton tore him-
self from his assailants and fairly ran
for it. He went down the stairs three
at a time.

“ Arter him!” shricked Mr. Chick.

The whole gang bundled in pursuit,
followed by vells of laughter and shouts
of encouragement from the Greyfriars
fellows.

Down the stairs flew Sir Hilton
Popper in a state of mingled rage, and
terror, and bewilderment. He flew out
of the open doorway of the House, with
the exasperated hooligans raging at his
hecls. Yells were heard from the quad
as they pursued him. Harry Wharton
and Co. rushed to the passage window
and, from that coign of vantage, they
saw the baronet, hatless, collarless, his
coat in ribbons, his hair wildly rufiled,
streaking for the gates with his “army”
in raging and furious pursuit.

“Oh, my hat!” gasped Wharton.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Tho gates stood open; and Sir Hilton
streaked through them, running hard.
After him, with a yell, went*Mr. Chick
and Co. Hunted and hunters dis-
appearced from the watching eyes at
the window, both going strong.
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They reached him

“Oh crumbs!” gasped Bob Cherry,
wiping his eyes. ‘““Oh scissors! Pgor
old Popper! Ha, ha, ha!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Sir Hilton Poppor and his “army ”
were gone. And it was probable that
the lord of Popper Court had a hectic
time before he escaped from the hands
of his “army.” Greylriars, at all
events, had seen the last of them.

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
When Rogues Fall Out !

s R. BRANDER had been stand-
q ing silent, his face white, his
eyes gleaming balefully. He
was powerless, hopelessly de-
feated and down. All through the bar-
ring-out, he had feared that the rest
of the school might join up with the
recbel Remove; and now it had hap-
pened. Worst of all, the Form master
whom he had dismissed, had taken the
lead ; the man he disliked most of all
at Greyfriars was in control.

It was clear that under the control
of Henry Samuel Quelch order was
going to be restored.~ Mr. Brander
could not restore it; but there was no
difficulty in the way of Mr. Quelch.

So far, the Remove master had taken
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COMPILE A GREYFRIARS
LIMERICK and WIN A
WALLET |

Sald Bunter to Fish, a cute

guy:
““ Just lend me a bob.”” The
reply
Was : ‘‘ Hyer, | say,
You slab-sided jay,
| guess there’s no green in
my eye ! "

The above winning effort was
sent 1n Iﬁr: J. Baron, 10, Liptrot

Street, Newtown, Wigan.

POST YOUR LIMERICK
TO-NIGHT !
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no heed of him. The Greyfriars fellows
hardly looked at him, as he stood lean-
ing on the wall, with a bitter face.
The departure of Sir Hilton Popper
and his “army ” was the last blow to
the tyrant of Greyfriars.

No doubt the baronet would still do
what he could. DBut Mr. Brander could
not help feeling that the game was up.
On the morrow, the board would be
sitting 1n council in the Governors’
room—and Sir Hilton was likely to be
in a minority of one on the .board.
Had the school been restored to order
by Mr. DBrander, had he been able to
greet the governors with the assurance
that all was well, and himself still in
control, he would have had a chance.
Now he had none.

“Wharton!” Mr. Quelch was speak-
ing. ‘‘Let this barricade be removed
at once. Take the bedsteads back into
the dormitory!”

“Yes, sir!” said Harry.
you fellows.”

“Hold on!” exclaimed the Bounder.

“Chuck it, Smithy!"

“Look here, we want this clear!”
gsaid Vernon-Smith, doggedly. “We're
not giving in; and we're not giving up
the barring-out. DBrander’s still Head:
and we're not going under his thumb!”

“We can trust Mr. Quelch,” gaid the
captain of the Remove.

“Pile in,

THE MAGNET

“The trustfulness is terrific, my es-
teemed Smithy.”

“That’s all very well,” said Smithy.
“But we want to know where we stand.
According to Brander, six of us are
sacked, and the rest are going to be
flogged. What about it?"

" Leave i to Quelchy!” said Squiff,

“I want to know how we stand.”

Mr. Quelch pursed his lips.

“This rebellion must cease!” he said
sharply. “I have taken control here
now; and I will permit no further dis-
order.”

“We're jolly well—"

“Silence, Vernon-Smith. No further
disorder will be periwnitted,” snapped
Mr. Quelch.

“Yes, shut up, Vernon-smith,” said
Coker of the Fifth. “You talk too
much for a fag, But I want to know

about myself, sir—and Potter and
Greene, too. Brander says wo're
sacked.”

"le:mrn_ will be no expulsions what-
ever, said Mr. Quelch. *““Necither will
there be any floggings. The whole
matter will Dbe placed before the
governors when they meet here to-

morrow, and their decision will close
the matter.”

“ ?ama of them may back up Bran-
der,” persisted Vernon-Smith. “If they
do, we’re not giving in.”

:‘ ﬁheqse it, Bmithi L’ ’Iy

' 13 very unlikely,” said Mr.
Quelch, “that the board will support
the proccedings of Mr. Brander. In
any case, this riot ceases immediately;
and all my Form wiil return at once to
their duty. That will be the best way of
obtaining o lenient hearing from the
governors."”

“I’'m not keen on a lenient hearing,”
said the Bounder coolly. “I'm quite
ready to fight it out, governors or mo
governors.”

“ Chuck it, Smithy !”

“We leave it to you, sir!” said
Harry Wharton. “But it's understood
that if the governors should support
Brander, and allow him to carry on,
we bar him out again. All of us are
determined on that!”

“Yes, rather.”

“Hear, hear!”

“And we'll all jolly well back
up!” shouted Hobson of the Shell,

“l car say no more!” said Mr.
Quelech. “But I insist upon a return io
order and obedience. I have the sup-
port of the prefects—"

“Certainly, sir,” said Wingat-e.

“There aren't any prefects,” said the
Bounder. “ Brander's chucked the lot.”

“Be silent! Wingate, you and the
other prefects will resume your former
position, and carry on until the whole
matter comes before the governors.
I makc this arrangement on my own
responsibility.”

“Yes, sir!” said Wingate.

“Mr. Prout, as senior master, will be
acked to act as Head, in the interim,”
said Mr. Quelech. “I1 have no doubt
he will agree. Now let that barricade
be cleared away immediately and order
restored.”

“We're ready, sir!” said Bob Cherry.

Mr. Brander still stood silent, un-
noticed. The Greyfriars fellows pro-
ceeded to clear away the barricade,
and the Remove dormitory was res-
stored to something like order. Some of
the rebels were a little dubious—and the
Bounder, to whoin the execitement of
conflict appealed, rather than the object
to be achieved, was discontented. DBut
it was obviously the only thing to be
done. Moreover, as the senior Iorms
were backing up Mr. Quelch, force was

you
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on the side of the Remove master, had
there been resistance.

DBut most of the Remove, as & matter
of fact, were glad that the rebellion
had ended so well. It was very im-
probable that Mr. Brander would be
allowed to carry on as Head; in which
case the barring-out had achieved its
object. Whilo 1f the governors were
so ill-advised as to leave Brander in
confrol, not only the Remove but the
whole school would bo in rebellion;
so the rebels were really risking noth-
ing. What had happened already,
would be nothing to what would follow,
if Mr. Brander remained headmaster.

Mr, Quelch walked away, leaving tho
juniors busy; some of the prefects re-
maining on the spot to keep order.
Mr. Brander followed the Remove
master downstairs.

As Mr., Quelch ignored him com-
pletely, the headmaster tapped him on
the shoulder.

* One word with you, Mr. Quelch,” he
said, bringing the Remove master to a
halt at the foot of the staircase.

‘Mr. Quelch eyed him icily.

“1 desire to have nothing whatever to
say to you, Mr. Brander,” he replied. |

“T am headmaster of Greyfriars

“You will no longer be regarded as
headmaster, sir! You have forced me to
take matters into my own h@.m’lls, and
there is nothing more to be said.

“You, sir, & Form master, have pub
yourself at the head of a schoolboy
rebellion !”

“1 have intervened to put an
end to a rebellionp,” said Mr.
Quelch. “I have no doubt of be-
ing able to justify my action to
the governors.” )

”DE-:J vou think, sir, that I will
permit——" *

“1 think you have no choice,
sir!” interrupted Mr. Quelch;
and he walked away and left the
headmaster biting his lips.

He went to Mr. Prout’s study.
Prout had acted as Head during
the interval between the retire-
ment of Dr. Locke and the ar-
rival of Mr. DBrander. Mr.
Quelch found him only toc willing
to resume ihat lofty dignity.
Perhaps some hope revived 1in
Prout’s podgy breast cf rctaiming
the headmastership; for who,
after all, could have made a better
headmaster? Nobedy, Prout was
convinced.

Mr. Brander went slowly to the
Head’s study.

He found his nephew, Van
Tromp there. The bully of the Sixth,
in fear of maggings, had s=ought that
study as his safest refuge. He gave his
uncle a dismal look as the headmaster
came Iin.

“We're done for here,” he mumbled.

Mr., Brander gave him a bitier glance.

“Your fault, Otto!” be snarled. *“1I
promoted you—I relied upon you—I
gave you every support, and it has led
to this!”’

“Rot!"” growled Van Tromp. " No
good putting the blame on me.”

“You young rascal!”’ said Mr.
Brander. “ Don’t be impertinent! If I

have to endure insolence from all the
rest of the school, I will endure none
from you. It was your fault from the
beginning. I regret now that I favoured
you. I blame you entirely.”

Van Tromp scowled.

Mr. Brander scowled back at 1im

It was true that Van T'romp’s bully-
ing had caused the beginning of the
trouble, and that it was his angry and
tyrannical support of the bully of the
Sixth that hatfﬁrnt led Mr. Brander into
confliect with the school. DBut there was

tremendous kick.

no doubt that Mr. Brander’s methods
would have led to trouble, even without
the assistance of his nephew. That,
however, he did not care to think of at
the moment. He was defeated, sore,
savage, longing for some victim on
whom to wreak his bitterness and rage.
And he had found one.

“But for your bullying—your over-
weening self-confidence—your grasping
at power—your inconsiderate use of it!”’
he grunted. “I was a fool—a fool to
have you here at all! You were in con-
tinual trouble at your last school, and
it has been the same here, Fool that I
was to let you come to Greyfriars!”

His nephew sneered.

“If I hadn't come, you couldn’t have
come,”” he answered. ‘“Who'd have
knocked Dr. Locke on the head and
made room for you, I'd like to know 7

“Silence!” roared Mr. Brander, his
face flushed with rage. ‘‘You insclent
young rascal I owe all this to you!”’

“You owe the headmastership to me,”’
retorted” Van Tromp. *“If you've lost
it, it’s your own fault, and it's no geod
putting it on me. What are you going

““ Yooocoop ! *?

23

lashed, and lashed again, and Van
Tromp jumped and dodged and howled.

“Leave off !’ he roared. *“ You old
fool! Hang you, stoppit! I swear if
you touch me again—yarooch!—I'll tell
the whole school that you got me to
knock Dr. Locke on the head—
Yaroooh!”

“ Bless my soul!” exclaimed a shocked
and horrified voice.

The study door had opened, and AMr.
Prout stood there.

Mr. Brander ceased suddenly to lash
with the cane, as he heard the Fifth
Form master’s voice. Van Tromp ceased
to yell. They stood stock-still, staring
at Prout. It was only too clear that
Prout had heard Van Tromp's wild
words as he opened the door.

The chums of the Remove released Van Tromp, and Coker of the Fifth let out a
Van Tromp flew into the road and sprawled,

yelling.

to do with that eane ¥” he added, as the
headmaster snatched a cane from the
table.

Mr. Brander strede towards him, his
eves glittering.

“I'm going to thrash you for your
insolence !’

Van Tromp jumped back.

“Hands off! If you lay a [inger on
me, I'll shout out all over Greyiriars
that yon put me up to knocking the old
Beak on the Hcead Yaroooogh!
Oh! Whooop! Yow-ow-ow!”

Mr. Brander, almost Dbeside himself
with passion, lashed with the cane, and
Van Tromp roared and jyclled and
dodged. All the pent-up rage in ihe
headmaster’s breast found vent now,
and his happy nephew received what Mr.
Brander yvarned to inflict on every
fellow at Greyfriars.

“Ow! Wow! Stoppit!” shricked Van
Tromp frantically, dodging the lashes of
the cane. *“ Chuck it, you old focl! 1
tell you Yarooooh |"”

There was a tap at the door of the
study, unhcard and unheceded by ocither
Mr. Brander or his nephew. The 1lcad

There was a dead silence for a
moment,
“Bless my soul!” repeated Prout.

“Van Tromp, I heard you. Mr. Brander,
1 am now aware—"'

Mr. Brander panted.

“What do you want here?
yon come here'” he roared.

“Sir, I am acting as teruporary hicad-
master of Greyfriars until the decision
of the governors 1s known,”” said Prout,
with dignity. * For that reason, I eame
here to tell you that 1t is my intention
lo occupy this study.”

“(iet out!™

“What—what ?"

Mr. Brander had quite lost control of
Inmself now. His last chance, if he Lad
had a last chance, was gone, now that
his dark seervt had reached Mr. 'roni’s
cars—now that it was known. and wonld

How dare

undoubtedly be  reported to ihe
governors, that he had inspired tl
attack on the late headmaster. Not only

was all lost at Groviriars, but he stond

in danger of a prosccution. It was not

surprising that all self-control left tiic
THE Magner Lispary.—No. 1,174,
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cnraged man, though Mr. Prout was
coertainly surprised at what followed.

“Get out!l” shrieked Mr. DBrander,
striding towards the 1'ifth IYorm master
and brandishing the cane.

‘“8ir, what Yaroooooh !” roared
I’rout, as he received a fierce lash from
the cane. ** What—what—— Whoooop ™

Whaek, whack, whack !

“ Bless my soul! Yah! Oh! Whoop!
Keep oli! Whoop! Are you mad?”
shricked Prout, as the maddened man
rained blows on him. “ Help, help!
Yarooogh! Oh, pgreat goodness!
Whooooooop!"’ _

Mr. Prout spun away and ran for his
life.  Still unsatisfied, Mr. Drander
pursued him down the corridor, lashing
at Prout’s portly back. _

Yell on yell burst from the bewildered
and horrified Prout as he fled. He came
round the corner of the passage like a
racer, his gown flying wildly behind
him, his mortar-board gone, his hair
standing on end. He rushed into a
crowd of Greyfriars fellows, who yelled
with amazement at the sight of Brander
on his track, lashing with the cane.

That yell, perhaps, helped to recall the
maddened Mr. Brander to his senses. He
stopped, glared at the Greyfriars
fellows, and stamped back along the
corridor to his study, leaving a roar
behind him. He reached the study,
strode in, and slammed the door. The
room was cmpty now. Van Tromp had
taken advantage of the chance to mako
his escape.

Mr. Brander hurled down the cane
and threw himself into a chair., His
tempost of rage had passed, and he
was pale and gasping.

“This=this 1s the end !” he groaned.

And there was no doubt that it was the
end |

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
Kicked Out of Greyfriars !
1 SAY, you fellows——"

E “Did you see—"’

“ Ha, hia, hal”
“Poor old Proutl”

There was a sound of merry laughter
in the Rag. Most of the Remove were
gathered there, and most of them were
rether glad that they were at last out

their stronghold, and resuming someo-
iing like the usual way of life at Grey-
friars.

'That wild outbreak of temper on the
part of the down-apnd-out headmaster
was the .topic, and there was no doubt
that it caused more merriment than
sympathy for Prout. It was all the
more welecome to the late rebels because
it was obvious now that Brander wouid
have to go. At all events, most of the
Remove were counting on that as a cer-

tdiﬂt?n . 2
“] say, you feliows— shn?}ied
Bunter. “1I say, it's out now—

“What's out, fathead?” _

“Prout’s told all tho masters; 1t's
all over the place——" gasped Bunter.
“1 gay, he heard Van Tromp let it out,
jawing to Brander—"

“\What did he let out, ass?”

“ About banging the Beak on the
crumpet [ Tﬂﬁlmd Bunter.

“0Oh, my hat!”

“You can hear Prout, if you go

along by the masters’ room,” gasped
Bunter. “lie’s full of it! He's talk-
ine about communicating with the
police.”

“Phew ™

“Quelchy’'s persuading him to do
nothing, until the governors get here
toomorrow! He says 1t will be a
scandal.”

“0Oh erumbs! If that's out. and it's
official, it’s the last nm! for DBrander.”
Tiue Macner Lisrary.—No. 1,174.
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“We jolly well knew it,” said Bob
Cherry. “But 1if Prout heard Van
Tromp own up to it—"

“He says he did!” chortled Bunter.
““He says it's evidence enough for
Brander to be charged. 1 say, Coker
of the Fifth says he i1s going to lynch
Van Tromp. 1 say, there's going to
be a row.”

“Come on, you men!” exclaimed
Johnny Bull. “If there's going to be
a row we don't want to be left out!”

“No fear. Come on.”

There was a rush from the Rag.
Excitement was reigning once more in
the House; and the bull-voice of
Horace Coker of the Fifth Form, was
heard far and wide.

“Van Tromp did it!” Coker was
bawling. “His precious uncle put him
up to 1t! Knocked the Head on the

beak—I mean, knocked the Beak on
the head! Prout heard him own up
to it—he did it.”

“He did 1t!” agreed Potter. “Berve
him right to rag him bald-headed.”

“Rag him?” roared Coker, “A
ragging's no goodl! They're a pair
of criminals—that’'s what they are—
criminals: We don’t want that sort
at Greyiriars! They're going.”

“The governors will scon get shut
of the pair of them, when they hear
this,” saild Gwynne of the Sixth.

“Blow the governors!” roared Coker,
“We're not letting that pair stay in
the schoo! another hour! I tell you,
if vou fellows don’'t back me up, I'll
kick the pair of them out myself, on
my own.”

““Hear, hear!” roared Bob Cherry.

“Good egg!” yelled the Bounder.
“We're with you, Coker! Let's kick
them out of Greyfriars.”

“Back up,” shouted Templo of the
Fourth.

“Hurrah! Where's Van Trommp?
Get hold of Van Tromp |” yelled Hob-
son of the Shell. “Anybody seen that
skulking rotter?”

“1 say, you fellows, he's in the pre-
fects’ room—"

“Come on!” roared Coker.

Horace Coker started for the pro-
fects’ room. A surging mob of fellows
of all Forms followed him. The door
was hurled open.

Otto van Tromp was there. Two or
three prefects were in the room, and
they had contemptuously allowed the
fallen bully to remain there, out of
the public sight, and out of reach of
the Leadmaster. Van Tromp started
to his feet, his face pale with terror,
as the mob surged in at the doorway.

“Here. what does this mean?” ex-
claimed Wingate. “ You young sweeps !”

“We want Van Tromp!” roared
Coker.

“Stand back ”

“We want him, Wingate,” said Harry
Wharton. “Haven’t vyou heard what
Prout says? It’s proved now that Van
Tromp knocked Dr. Locke on the head.”

“Prout heard him own up!” yelled
Coker. “He's talking about sending
for the police! We don’'t want any
police here! We're going to kick the
pair of them out of the schoool.”

“Keep off I gasped Van Tromp, as
soveral fellows rushed at him. “Hands
oft | I—I—I—it was my uncle—it was
Mr. Brander—he made me do it —"

“Yeu own up to it, you miserable
worm ?” exclaimed Wingate, staring at
him with disgust and scorn.

“Keep them off. I—I—I own up—I
wasn't to blame—I—I | Let me go!”
shricked Van Tromp in dire terror.

“Outside, you rotter !” roared Coker.
“Bring him along, and we'll gather
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up his precious uncle, snd kick them
both out.2

“Wingate—help me-——1" shricked
Van Tromp.

The Greyfriars captain stepped away
from him, as the wretched bully would
have clung to him for protection.

“Help you?” he repeated. *“ After
what you've done, you scoundrell I'in
going to lend a boot to help you out
of Greyfriars!” He looked round at
the other prefects. “Back up here,
you men—we’'re all in this [”

“Yes, rather!”

“Bring that cad along and follow
me |” called out Wingate.

‘““Hurrah |”

“Hold on,” gasped Coker. “I'm
leader, you know——"

“Shut up, Coker.”

¥ Cheese it, Coker.!”

“Look here——"

The whole crowd poured away in
the direction of tha Head's study.
Coker’s voice was heard, but un-
heeded : the captain of the school was
in the lead. Van Tromp was hustled
along by five or six fellows, who held
his arms. But the bully was not try-
ing to resist; lhe was only too glad to
escape rough usage by going quietly.

At the corner of Masters’ pas-
sage, the excited mob were met by
Mr. Quelch and Prout. There
was a momentary pause.

“What is this riot?” exclaimed the
Remove master. “Ordeér!  Order!
Wingate, I'm surprised to see you——"

“QOrder |” boomed Prout.

“Sorry, sir!” said Wingate. “But 1
think, and all the fellows think, that
Brander must go, now that it's come
out that he and his nephew were at
the bottom of the attack on Dr. Locke.

We're guing to turn him out of the
school I’

“l approve!” boomed Prout. “If
that is your object, I approve! The

man 1s a ruffian—a scoundrel—a villain !
Boys, as senior master, in the tem-
porary posifion of headmaster, I ap-
prove—turn the rascal out!”

“Hurrah!”

Mr. Quelch stepped aside. No doubt
he approved also, though he did not
say so. Mr. Prout approved with all
his heart. Ilis portly back was still
sinarting from the headmaster’s smites.
Prout, in fact, put himself at the head
of the array thai swarmed along
Head’'s corridor, and arrived at the
door of the study and hurled it open,
and strode in with a mob at his heels.

Mr. Brander sprang from his chair.

His eyes blazed at the I'ifth Form
master, and the yelling crowd; but
rage was quickly succeeded by fear.

“What—what does this mean?” he
panted.

“It means, sir,” boomed Pront
majestically, ‘““that now your guilt 1s
known. you can remain here no longer.
Had 1 kad my way, sir, you should
have left Greyfriars in charge of a
constable—of a constable, sir! My col-
leagues have persuaded me not to make
the matter public. But your presence

sir, will be no longer endured here,
5

I‘-—_—I-
“Cut the cackle, Prout!” came a
voice from the rear, and there was a

laugh,
“I“Fi?'h&t‘!" What?” boomed Prout.
“Collar that rotter!” yelled DBob
Cherry.

“Bag him!” howled the Bounder.

The erowd swarmed past Prout, and
collared Mr. BDrander on all sides. He
snatched up a cane, and struck savagely
round him; but Wingate wrenched

(Contlinucd on page 28.)



THE MOST VIVID WAR STORY EVER

PENNED !

THE OPENING CHAPTERS.
Brought down in British territory, Guido von
Sturm, a brilliant fluing ace, is told to his utter
consternation and dismay that he is Guy Tempest

—an Inglishman, son of Colonel Tempest.
Obtaining permission from the British authorities,
the young airman visits Dr. Zolhoff, his guardian.
The laiter, who (8 chief of the German Sécret
Nervice, 8 foreed to admil the truth, namely,
that the boy s English and that he was kidnapped
g8 an infant. Overpowering the doctor, Guy
makes good hig crcape with a paper contatning
informuation of the most vital importance to
England. The lad is captured, however, before
lie can reach (he British lincs, court-marlialled
and sentenced lo be shot at dawn, Jusl before
midnight an officer enters his cell to collect
lefters. Guy  knocks the man URCONSCIOUR,
dons kis field-grey hat, clook and sword-belt,
and then akes yood his escape.

(Now rewid on.)

_—— e ——

Guy Escares !

e, [LACHING a turn in the corridor
R  \which brought into view the head
of a stone staircase. he heard
behind bim  the muilled rever-
berating sound of a shot.

e kncw full well what it meant, but
resolutely refused to guicken his pace.
I'he sentry whom he had imprisoneéd 1n
the cell had obviously retrieved his rifle
and was firing it tor aitract attention.

With face averted, Von Sturm curtly
acknowledged the salute of the sentry
on duty at the head of the stiircase and
commenced to descend to the ground
floor,

To his stiaining ears came the distant
muffled sound of a =econd shot, Deter-
minedly, he resisted the temptation to
turn his head in order to sce whether
or not the sentry at the top of the
stairs had gone to investigiute,

Undoubtedly the man would go to
investigate sooner or laler, but at first
he might be inclined to think that the
report was from somewhere outside the
barracks. Certainly he could not be
expected to at once suspect the truth,
cspecially as he had taken Von Sturm
for the aide-de-camp.

Reaching the foot of the stairs, Von
Sturm turned into the wide and dimly
illumined corridor which led 1o the
main doors of the building.

There was less danger here than on
the upper floors, for to the sentries on
duty the grey-uniformed figure might
be that of any officer attached to the
barrack personnel.

They could not be expected to know
evervone by sight in these days of short-
service garrison duty whcen both men
and officers were changed almost
weckly; and certainly in the slim, grey-
cloaked figure hurrying past they would
not look to find the notoricus Guido von
Sturm who was to die in the barrack
square at dawn.

In safcty and without so much as a
second glance from the sentries who
¢caluted bim, Von Sturm reached the
great iron doors which epened out into
the barrack square. And it was then
that from the flcor above he heard a
shout.

The alarm had been raised.

Again the bey resisted the impulse to
anicken his pace. Pulling his eape
closa about him and keeping his face
sverted, he acknowledged the salute
from the sentry pacing up and down in
feont of the entranee. Then Lie was out
into the mght and crossing the barvack
EqLare.
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Sorely tempted was he then to cast
discretion to the winds and break into
a run.  But ficrcely he told himself
that to do so was tantamount to suicide.

No matter 1f the alarm had been
ralsed, the truth of his escape could not
he known until the cell door had been
foreed.

He had nothing to fear—vet.

So coolly he strode across the square
until he reached the main gates where,
with brass helimet and fixed bavonet
glittering i1n the light of the solitary
clectrie bulb suspended above the gate,
the last sentry to be passed stood on
guard.

Rigidly the sentry came to the salute
as Von Sturm stalked into the sickly
cirele of hght cast by the bulbh.  The
boy continned to advauvce, Tle was
within a pace of the sentvv. when snd-
denly the latter stiflened, o gultural
ciaenlation on Ins lips,

That cjaculation cansed
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‘‘ Halte, Guido von Sturm !
sentry, bringing his rifle to the ready.
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’? barked the

to look at the fellow sharply. Aud as
he did so his fists clenched spasmodi-
cally and his eyes blazed. For the sentry
was one who, during the whole of the
previous dav, had been on duty in the
room where Von Sturin was being tred.

Recognition between man aud boy
was nstant and mutual.  And, with a
promptitude which was whollv credit-
able, the sentry brought his rifle to the
ready.

*“Halte !” he barked. “You——"
Smack !
With a swiftness born of despera-

tion, Von Sturm had leapt aside from
the menacing Dblue-black muzzle and
rleaming bayonet, then lmrled himself

ferward, clenched fist whippiug
u]mﬂl‘t‘]ﬁ,

The blow took the sentrv [air and
squarely under the jow, scuding him

reeling backwards with arms entfhiing.

The rifle dropped with a clatter from

the lellow’s hand, and before he coudd
Tue Macxer Lisuary,—No. 1,10
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“Gott in Himmel | ” gasped
Anton, his eyes alighting on the
sleeping form of Guido von Sturm

[ ]
al]

balance Von Sturm was
running along the darkened street as
he had ncver run before.

Crack, crack !

Two shots rang out as, frenziedly
pouncing on his fallen rifle, the sentry
whipped it to his shoulder. DBut they
served only to rouse an oxcited, gesticu-
lating guard who poured pell-mell from
ont of the guard-house.

“What 1s 1t?"” shouted the sergeant
of tho guard hoarsely. “ What is wrong,
you fool?”

“Von Sturm!” panted the sentry.
“[1e has escaped—has passed through
these very gates——"

“VYon Sturm?” roared the sergeant.
““Are you drunk, schweinhund? How
could it bo Von Sturm, you imbecile 7"

But it was Von Sturm. And he had
gone, swallowed up in the darkness.

reeover his

il m—

Sanctuary !

I THIN fifteen minutes a cordon
of soldiers and militariseh-
polizei—the German mili-
tary police—had been thrown
ronnd DBerlin and its suburbs.

It was a biz task that, but one which
was accomplished smoothly and easily
by the cflicient co-operation of the police

and military authorities. acting on
urgent orders from the Wilhelmstrasse.

Every road was guarded, and no one
was allowed to pass without the closest
interrogation and the most searching
scrutiny of his papers. Out at the mili-
tary acrodrome on the outskirts of the
city a specinl gunard was mounted. For
it was towards the aerodrome that Von
Sturmm would make, hoping to obtain
possession of a machine.

A systewmatic scarch and comb-out of
all cafes, dance-halls, and all places
where a crowd might spell safety for a
time to tho hunted Von Sturm, was
unmediately launched.

Every wayfarer, loiterer, and night-
bird in the almost deserted streets was
closelv questioned, and forced to prove
his identity.

In fact, with every exit from the city
blocked, a net was drawn and re-drawn
round Berlin that night, through the
meshes of which i1t was seemingly im-
possible for the fugitive to escape.

But Von Sturm was not to be found.

And at dawn this inteliigence was
conveyed in person to Dr. Zolhofl, at his
house in the Gartenstrasse, by General
Raschen and Colonel Laufer, Com-
mandante of the Graustrasse Barracks.

“He has not been found, vou sayv?”
blazed the doctor. “Then where 1s he?
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The city has been combed—no effort
has been spared1”

“No eflort has been spared, Herr
Doktor " answered (Gencral Raschen
stiffly.

With hands clasped behind his back
Dr, Zolhoff paced the floor of his
library like a caged tiger. Suddenly . he
halted and wheeled on General Raschen.

“Do you realise what it means if he
has slipped through our fingers with
that paPur?” he cried hoarsely. ‘Do
you realise Germanv 18 doomed if that
paper bearing details of our espionage
service in Britain 1s ever delivered into
English hands ?”

“I do!” answered the general.

“Then why haven’t you found the
cursed traitor?” screcamed Zolhoff, hisz
face livid with ungovernable fury.
“Blut und knochen! You stand here in
front of mo and =ay, like a parrot, ‘ He
has not been found!" Donner und
blitzern, but somcone will be broken
for this e

He broke off, swinging on Colonel
Laufer. )

“Thut cursed fool of an aide-de-
camp " he rapped. “Where is he?”

“Under close arrest, following your
instructions, Heri Doktor,” replied the
colonel crisply, rigid attention before
this eivilian, who held a power second
to none i1n Germany.

“ And the sentry 1"’ demanded Zolhoff,

“Is lodged in cells, also under close
arrest !” replied the colonel.

“Then have the dog shot at sunset!”
snarled Zolhoff. “DBy thunder, but I'll
make an cxample of these blundereral
The aide-de-camp will be shot at dawn
to-morrow !"”’

“But, Herr Doktor,” interposed
General Raschen, “a court-martial will
be neccssary in the latter case. The
officer in question has wealthy and 1n-
fluential connections 4

“What do I care about his connec-
tions?”’ screamed Zolhoff, and even
Genera! Raschen shrank fromm the
almost manical passion in the man's
face. “How dare you talk to me about
his connections, you fool, at a time like
this? Do you not realise that we are at
war—warf? Blood and fury! I would
shoot a prince of Imperial Germany had
he been guilty of such criminal care-
lessness as this!”

White of free, General Raschen step
ped forward, hand upraised.

“Herr Doktor, I beg of you!" he
said sharply. *“You forget yourself.
Those words are treason !

Then

Doctor Zolhoff stared at him.
suddenly his shoulders slumped and he
went strangely grey and haigu.rd. But
it was not the genecral’s rebuke which
had brought about this change. It was
reaction, foilowing Zolhoff's frenzied
and passionate outburst.

“Treason, you say, Herr General,”
he said, and his tones were dull and
lifeless. “No, I can never be guilty of
that, for heart and soul I am with the
I'atherland. And treason can only exist
in thought, word, or decd Ilovelled
against the welfare of one’s country.
I say to you in all earnestness that
shnugd one of tho House of Hohenzollern
offend against his country, then 1 should
kill him even were it the last act 1
lived to perpectrate.”

The general nodded.

“1 understand, Herr
said softly. _

There was a moment’s silence, termin-
ated by Zolhoff.

“The cordon round the city must not

Doktor | he
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be lifted,” he said harshly, “nor must
the search for Von Sturm cease for an
instant until he 1is safely apprehended
and again 1n custody. I am leuvin%
now for the Wilhelmstrasse, where
shall be available should anything
transpire or a clue to the traitor’s
whereabouts be discovered.”

Crossing the floor, he pressed a bell,
and i1n response to the summons Anton,
his aged manservant, appeared in the
doorway.

“A glass of wine for these gentle-
men,” said Zolhoff, struggling into his
heavy fur-lined coat and drawing on
his gloves.

Anton withdrew, to reappear a few
moments later with a tray on which
reposed two glasses and a decanter of
wine. General Raschen hurriedly swal-
lowed a mouthful, Colonel Laufer
begging to be excused. Then, in com-
pany with Doector Zolhoff, the two
officers quitted the room and, passing
along the spacious hallway, stepped out
to where their cars were waiting in theé
grey light of early morning.

Closing the heavy front door behind
them, Anton returned to the library
and removed the tray. As he did so,
his lips puckered tremulously and,
thinly, sibilantly, he commenced to
whistle the opening bars of a lilting
fune.

Heo had been a good whistler in his
youth, had Anton. A splendid whistler.
They were far off days now, those days
of youth, but often he recalled them and
how he had swung whistling along the
wooded fragrant paths of the lovely
Vosges.

Young, strong, and upright as a
sapling- he had been then, and always
he had whistled; a
through the passing of tha years, he
had never lost.

habit which, |

~And, because he was happy this par-
ticular morning, he whistled as he went
about his duties. For he knew what
had happened.

Guido had escaped. The boy whom he
Iﬂ_ved better than a son had not died
with the dawn which had come.

Happy indeed was Anton. And
because the morning was fine and the
trees and bushes called him with their
early morning scents, he stepped out
into the garden.

Idly he sauntered along, pausing now
and again to drink in the beauty of
this peaceful garden in which thoughts
of that ghastly shambles out yonder on
the Western Front seemed but part of
some awful nightmare,

The dark shadow of War could not
reach, for Anton, into that quiet, scent-
laden garden. Always he walked in 1t
when he wished to forget; always it

served to purge trom his mind those }

dreadful thoughts of mud, blood, and
dying men conjured up by the daily
communiques in the papers.

And thus be walked slowly along
until at length his steps led him to a
secluded summer-house. Here he would
sit awhile and rest himself and think of
Guido.

Creakingly he pushed open the door:

“Gott in Himmel !” he gasped.

For there, asleep on the floor and
covered by his grey military cape, lay
Guido von Sturm.

(Will Anton do his duly lo the Father-

land or help Guy to escape? I3 a diffi- |

eult problem. Read how the old servant
faces it in next week’s grand instalment

| of this popular serial.)
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VING to pressure of space, chum
your Editor’s “Chat” has bee
unavoidably held over this week |
make room for all the splendid featur
and the wonderful competition in th
record bumper number. But I can
resist the opportunity to say a few r
marks on our fascinating new compet
tion. Of course, you will have read a
about it by now on page 2. Well,

wonder what your opinion of it is. Isn
it just easy? As simple as ABC, )
fact! And there’s nothing to pay, an
a list of names is given from which th
week’s problems are taken. All you'v
got to do 1s to fill in 1n 1nk the names ¢
the cricketers the pictures and lette:
represent. When you've done so yo
will keep them by you until next weel
when another set will appear, and so o
until the fourth and final set. Then yo
will be given instructions of how an
where to send your solutions. Can an
competition be easier than this—jus
solving 24 easy picture puzzles? I thin
not! And look at the prizes I'm offe:
ing. Two splendid souvenir cricket bat
autographed by the Australian Tes
Match players and twelve” “Hornby
ou will have seen by th
photographs, these cricket bats are
in themselves. Jus
imagine being the owner of one of thos
cricket bats with the signatures of thos
world-famous Test Mateh heroes on it
You would cherish it for all time. Well
why shouldn’t you possess one? It’s u
to you! Set to and solve the puzzles an
make up your mind that you're goin;
to win ane of these splendid bats.—ED.
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«« SNIPE ” SPEED

what i1s the Secret?

—why does the “ Snipe” steam speedboat forge ahead of bigger
For the answer look first to the
Bowman double-power engine—guaranteed like every Bowman
steam unit to develop twice the power of any other engine at

and more expensive rivals?

anything [ihke the price.

Look, too, at the speedboat itself — at the specially light stream-
lined hull, superbly finished, the windcutting spray hood and
polished wind shield—all these and British workmanship are
its speed and mile-long cruises.
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what gives the “ Snipe
BRITISH AND GUARANTEED.
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OTHER MODELS:

A beantifully-finished wooden hull of *'Seahawk,” steams 2 miles
iﬂraéaght deaig?. ILen;.l?_t,hdza”. beam on one filling .. .. .. 42/'
3 » owman singlie-cylindaer engine. P 'y ;
Rrass boiler with safety 3 e fllaas 1 miles g9/,
valve. Automatic lubri- 22/6 oewamens: o
calion. Safety spirit “*Swallow,”” steams i mile
lamp. Postage 1/- on ons filling .. e . 17/6 SEND ad.

HOBBIES - BOWMAN
STEAM SPEEDBOAT

The *' Snipe.”

"
..........

ilere’'s a book that tells you almost everything about
model steam engines—their design, adjustments under
all cenditions, together with notes on almost every
rusning problem likely to erop up.
details of all the famous super value Bowman produc-
tions — double-power

It also gives full

stationary engines, speedboats,

steam locos, the special track and rolling stock, ete., ete.
It's a book ne model engineer should be without.

IN STAMPS FOR YOUR COPY NOW!

Of Halford’'s branches and all good shops.

BOWMAN MODELS

» ) DEREHAM,
52/ NORFOLK.
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VICTORY FOR THE REBELS!

(Continucd from page 24.)

away the care, and hands grasped
him right and Teft. Struggling and
Ehm:tlnu the headmaster was whirled
and hustled to the door.

“Take him away!” boomed Frout,
“Your baggage, sir, will be sent after
vou, but you, sir, will not be allowed to
[hE"‘I‘ElEE' blcvfrmrs an hour longer with
yOUur presence—you will not be allowed
to contaminate v

“Roll him along !”

In the grasp of many hands Me.
Brander whirled out of the study, and
in the corridor he came face to face
with his terrified nephew Both of
them were hurried along in the midst
of the crowd; and the mobly poured out
>f the House into the quadrangle.

The dusk was falling; the gates were
locked. But a hundred voices yvelled to
Gosling to come out and unlock the
gates; and Gosling., after one look ar
the excited mob, obeved in a preat
hurry.

“Buck up, Gosling !"” shouted Coker.

“Oh, my eve! Wot I says 1s this
'ere——" gasped Gosling.

“Get a move on, you old ass!”

The gates were unlocked and flung
wide open The Famous Iive, who
were hgl)ding Van Tromp, ran him into
the gateway.

“Stand clear!” roared Coker.

“Ha, ha, ha! Goit!”

The chums of the Remove released
Van Tromp, and Coker of the Fifth let
out a tremendous kick.

&£c '&,"Um !J‘J

Van Tromp flew into the road, and
sprawled, yelling.

“Well kicked!” welled the Bunnder

“Thal's done the voung Obadiah!

THE WORLD'S
BEST CYCLE
E

THE MAGNET

chortled Bob Cherry. “Now for the old
Obadiah !I”

““Ha, ha, hal”

Mr. Erander hatless, dishevelleq, still
struggling v.lldly, Ehrlehmg with inco-
herent rage, was rushed into the gate-
way after his nephew. Coker of the
F'ifth stood ready, with the biggest foot
at Greyiriars half raised. Mr. Brander
knew what was coming—but there was
no escape for him,

“(Go 1it, Cokerl™

Crash !

“Well kicked!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Mr. Brander fairly flew.

He crashed down in the road beside
his sprawling necphew.

The two of them sat up, dugty, dis-
hevelled, breathless, gasping, and stared
back dizzily at the yelling mob in the

gateway.

“Lock the gates, Gosling!” said
Wingate.

“Yessir!”

The gates elanged shut. Gosling
turned the key. Mr. Brander and Otto
van Tromp crawled to their feet.

Through the bars of the gate came a
chorus of hisses and catealls. Under
that storm of contempt and derision
Mr. Brander and his nephew staggered
away and disappeared in the dusk.

The Greyfriars crowd trooped back to
the House.

“We're done with Brander
chuckled Bob Cherry.

“The donefulness is terrific!”

“IIurrah |”

The barring-out at Greyfriars was
over; the tyrant of the school was gone,

now !

And all Greyfriars rejoiced in his
departure,
Major Cherry arrived at Greyfriars

the next day in distingnished company ;

EVERY SATURDAY.

there was a mccting of the Governing
Board in the Governors'-room,

They found little left for
decide.

Sir Hilton Popper attended the meet-
ing ; but even Sir Hilton found nothing
to say for Mr. Brander, when he
learned of the discovery that had been
made. Van Tromp’s confession left no
doubt on the subjeet; and the baronet,
shocked and indignant, dropped Mr.
Brander's cause at once. As it was
agreed on all hands that Brander was
a rogue, that he deserved to be limq{‘-
cuted, and that the school was well rid
of him and his nephew, there was little
for the board to do. The matter of the
barring-out was tactfully passed over;
Mr. Prout was confirmed as headmaster
pro tem, till Dr. Locke should return,
and the distinguished gathering broke
up and departed in state.

“ And those old johnnies think they've
settled the matter,” Bob Cherry
remarked, as the juniors watched the
departure of the governors. “DBut 1
rather think we settled it—by barring-
out Brander. What?”

“Hear, hear!”

And though order was now restored,
and Greyfriars proceeded on the accus-
tomed even tenor of its wav, 1t was
long before the - barring-out ceased to
be the chief topic 1n the Remove
studies.

them to

THE END.
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