THE FACTORY REBELS

Long, Complete Tale of School and Factory Life.

“Lelt the bounders have it!" said Wharton sharply., Swiss—ss—sh! The juniors turned on
the water, and three powerful streams of water shot out with tremendous force, knoscking the strikets
down like ninepins! (See the grand, long, complete tale of the chums of Greyfriars conteined in this issue.)
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A Splendid, New, Long, Complete School Tale of Harry Wharton & Co,
at Greyfriars.

By FRANK RICHARDS.
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NOTE.—The only other paper conialning a Complete

5 Schyol Tale by F.ank Richards is * CHUCKLES,” d.
Our New Saturday Companion Paper.
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THE FIRST CHAPTER. “ Dre up. Franky: yvou're not on in this act,” went on Bob,
Trouble in the ir? "t You AR that I‘T“-}E“lﬁ some grub in a basket, and have
Ol CHERRY, of the Lower Fourth—ealled the Remove a IL].“:IE"P i ‘f: it i : 3
B at Lavey irmr‘w—u:d he thonght it waz a protren idea. In .1;“‘“ s it,” agreed Frank Nugent; “and a jolly good idea,
Fact. e went 20 far as to call Frank Nogent a frabjous  $09° : :
chump for suggesting It “ Ratz!" said Bob ‘]':l.*rn cheerfully.  “ Now, gentlemen,
Lok here—--"" began '*-».L.g- it warmaly. those are the faces, Theee's no fodter for ns this alleenoor,
e | Pt 1 to the mecting.” interrupted Bob Clierey, looking Liecawse the Hemove 1a playiog the Third, and we want to
rovned No.o 1 Study at its other orcupants, Harery Whumn grve the kids a chance.  Well, it's dull and wim'if.", and look:
Jobuny Bull, and Hurree Singh, the Indian junior—* js this fike rain. _ If we go to the Friory, wo ‘-IIE“ be chilled to the
a gl‘.-uﬂ ke, or ia it not marrow,  Is ok g pood :da-ﬂ. or 13 it ot
'Yes, it 1" declared Nugent, “Is it not, 1 should say ™ grinned Johany Bull.

No. 313, Copyright in the Uaited States of America. Februnary Tth, 1914,
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“¥es, # would be too windy, Franky, old man,” seid
W harton thoughtfully.

" The agreefulness of my honouruble self with the estoomed
Bob is terrifie,” said Hurree Jamsct Bam Singh, in his weird
sl womderful English.,  * The windifulness of the august
viina would also bo terrifie 1

“You asses!” shouted Nugent.

* Shut up, Franky,” said Harry Wharton.,  * You've had
yonr turn, and yow're squashed! Now, T auggest a ramble
avckoss the cliffs to Pegg Bay—"'

* Rotten ! interrupfed the others, in one voice,

“ Why, vou chumps—"

U It's worse than the pienie wheeze,” said Bob Cherry, with
a -l It's left to me to suggest u really decent way of
speading the afternoon.  We're all pretty !fush, and as it's
elilly, and looks like rain, why shouldn’t we run mte Court-
lield, have a jolly good feed, and drop into the picture palace?
There's o rippmg show there, and oven if it rains it won't
m.'thq-_uny diff erenee

“Well, that's not so bad,’ began Mugent.  “In fact, il's
a pretty good wheese, and 1 expect [ should have thought of it
before long !

Bob Chorry vhuckled,

" Yes, you would,"” he said. ' Well, now we've decided,
we'd better not waste any move time, or all the giddy after-
noon will be gone before we start M

“Righi-ho!  We'll buzz off straight away 1" said Wharton |

ind Hurree Singh agreed that the buzzoff-fulness would he
tereafic,

They vrowded oul inlo the pasgige, and descended to the
Clogze.  There were not many juniors abount, for the after-
noon was, ns Bob Cherry haid ~aid, decidedly chilly,  The ald
elme swayed about in the wind, and the sky overhead was
sotnewhat overeast,

" 1 say, you chaps, heard the latest?”

he Fumous Five turned, and saw on the Scheol Heuss
steps a tall, shim junior, with a large nose, and thick hair, in
fquese bictle tufts,

™ Hallo, Alonzo!  What §s the news?  ashed Harry
Wharton.  *Have you been hearing from your giddy Uncle
chlJmmn !

The new-conyer

“Na: 1 leave
"1 Petoy 1™

“Oh! Blessed if 1 can toll which of vou s which,” said
Harry. " Why don't vou wear labels?  Well, what's the
lniest ¥

Peter Todd turned, and pointed to u tall chimney just
visible in the distanee,

“That's a factory,” he replicd-~**a jam factory, where they
nmiake pickles o

“Ha, ha, hal”

“ Well, they make pickles and jun,” said Peter Todd, It
belongs to Mr. Hardinge—"

" Look here" interrupted Dob {lerry, *do voun dhink
yow're giving ua a piece of information®  Js this what vou
vall the latest?  That factory started long before you came to
Ureyfriars, you ass!  We had & regulsr dustup with old
Hurdinge about the short rut to Courtfeld, but the old boy
furned up trumps in the end |

" Buzz off, Toddy! You're months belind the Himes—-=>""

“ Hold on ! sufd Peter Tockd coolly,  ** I've got other news,
There's same zort of tranble st ihe factory, and Mr,
Hardinge's hall expecting a strike '™

" My Dhat!”

A strike !

“That’s news, anvhiow
“ Yho told you ¥ aaked Frauk Nugent.

"T heard it from Temple, of thoe Fourth, who's just come
back from Courtficld,” said Todd, ** He says that there's
fqte o ot of excitement there, and advised mo t6 run over
ardd see the fun !

Harey Wharton lnoked doubtful,

“Fm Dlessed if I trust those Upper Fourth hounders!” he

Finnad,
‘nele Benjunin to Alonzo,” he replied.

]
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suid. ' Ten te cne Tomple was stiuffing vou, to gol vou bo
go to Courthield on a fool’s sreand I : :

* No fear,” replied Peter Todd frmly. © As elief of the
top stidy in the Remove——"

* Chief of rats !

** Top study be blowed ™

“* As chief of the top study in the Renove,” went on Petor
ealmly, “1 think I'm abeve being stuffed Ly an ass like
Temple!  Old *Lonzy might have been stuffed, but you can't
kid me! Temple was sorious for once '™

2 Well, does he know whal the row’s about?” asked Harry
Wharton.

" No: but he's heard that a good few of the factory workers
are talking about going on strike,” replied Todd.  *Of
courae, it's ull jaw ; the thing’ll fizzle out in o day or two, and
we shall hear no more about it !

“Well, we're going to Courtfield now,” ssid Tob Cherry,
%0 we shall see whether Temple was hidding you or not.
Hallo!  What's up with old Wingate

Wingate of the Sixth, c‘a[ptnin of Groyfriars, was striding
towards the little grovp of Remowites,” He was looking
seriony,

" Are you kids going ont? he asked sharply.

“ Yes, Wingate.”

“ No harm in going out, is there™ asked Bolb Cherry.
Weo're not gated,”

“* Where are vou going 1o’ a<ked the captain,

" Courthield," 'rephidd Harry Wharton,

“ What for?”

-1 say, came off,”" protested “Can't we go
out—="

“ T don't suy you're not to go ! axclaimed Wingate,  “ But
while you're in Courtfield be rareful not to get mixed up in
any row, I've seen Mr. Hardinge, of Courtfield End
Fuctory, thiz morning, and he's fearfully worried because
there's some talk of a strike amongst his workers. There
might be some brawls in Courtficl] this afternoon, and I
don’t want ahy Greyfriars juniors to be mixed up in them !

Y Well, you give usg a jﬂ-]lly nite character—I don’t think !
sald Bob Cherry, Do you think we should jein in any
beastly brawl?”

“1 think, in the exeitemont,
vne, 't

*Oh, rats! We shall be as goad as gold, Wingate 1"

“The good-aa-goldiulness will be terrific ™

Wingate Inughed,

“ Al right ; be off, you young vaseals!™ he said, and turned
AWay.

“Half & mo’ " said Bob Cherey quickls,

b WEII?H

" What's the giddy row about®”

“Burely Mr. Hardinge hasn’t heen doing anything
tyrannical 7" asked Wharton, ** We thought he was a votter
ar one time, but when we got to know him he wus one of tha
Lest. chaps going ™

“Nog it's the fault of some ruffan named Nat Doggs,”
sail Wingate, T can’t stop lo explain the whole eircum-
sftance to you now; but Boggs, who was in charge of one of
the rooms, made a very enlpable Blunder—owing to being
drunk—and spoilt about & ton of jam. The manager, Mr.
Jackson, didn’t find it ont until the day’s work. was ever, and
the emplovees were gone. Boggs was just leaving, and
when Mr. Hardinge reprimanded him for his carelessness, ho
weed very bad Janguage. Qiluim properly, Mr, Heardingo
sncked him on the spot, and the ruffian, wild with fury,
threatened Mr, Hurdinge's life™ *

* My only aunt!”

* The rotter?™

“Amd do you mean to say the other cnployees believe in
the villain®" asked Mugont.

“Yes,” veplied the ecaptain of Greyfriars, “ Boggs is
nsnally 4 quiet man, and when he left the factory he spread a
Falea tale about, saving thot he hed been sacked for no
just reason.  ‘T'he emplovecs, whoe knew nothing about the
row, believed him, smd sympathised with him. He'd alwavs
been fairly popalur with the rougher element, and he casilv
miade them beliove his story. %’H’ eourse, it spread to the
other workers, and the majority of them are guite ANgry
becavse he's been sacked 1™
; “They Jdon't know that he threatened My,
ifa?!

“ My, Jackson 1old them, hat they don™ bediove '

“The willy gsses !

“ Wes, they're prejudiced,” agreed Wingate. = Bul you
know what these affairs are—the bulk of the men believa
their fellow.worker, and follow his lead like sheep. Bulb I
can't stop bere talliing to you kida: if you're going 1o Courte
licld, buzz off before ar's too lute ™

“ Right vou are, Wingate [”

POPULAR,” " GCHUCKLES,'
Every Friday, i Every Saturday, '&d'

Nugont.

you might ba drawn into

Hardinge's



EVERY
MONDAY,

The “Magnet”

LIERARY.

PENNY. 3

i
gt

*

Bolsover and Vernon-Smith were held securely untll Nat Boggs hurried up, * I want to know what this means!"
gaid the Bounder angrily. **It'll be best for you, Boggs, to let us go!" (S:¢ Chupter 11.)

* And Lkeep to vourselves,” warned Wingate, as he walled
AWRY.

The jumiors promised, and the Famous Five walked to the
bicvele shed, talking amimatedly about the trouble at the
jam-factory. Peter Todd strolled away in the dircction of
the tuckshop, where he found his amiable and gentle cousin,
Alonzo, wvainly attempting te give Dutton, the deaf junior,
& lecture on the wise sayings of his Unecle Benjamin.

M:»m#rhile, the Famoeus Five had mounted their bikes and
wore G,

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Getting Serlous!
o OURTFIELD '™ panted Bob Cherey, free-wheeling.,
‘Tha five juniors rode easily into the town, Wednes-
day afternoon was not, usually, a busy time in
Courthield. But to-day the town was wearing quite
an animated aspect. As a rule the streets were deserted
save for the usual loungers, and afterncon shoppers.

But now Courtficld wore o very different appearance. As
the Famous Five cycled slowly alomg they passed groups of
men on alfl sides, engerly talling. Some were holding minda-
ture meetings, and shouting excitedly. The jam factory at
Courtfield End was of conaiderable aize, and the bullk of the
malo workers were to be seen in the streets of the tawn,

“My hat!" exclaimed Nugent. *“Todd was right! There
seems ta be plenty of exeitement, anyhow. He sard that the

THE Macyer Lispary.—Na. 313,

monbAv— PETE&E TODD'S PLOT!”

MONDAY —

men werg talking of geing on shiike—it looks as if thev'ie
already struck 1

“ The strikefulness is terrific ! agreed Hurree Singh.

Y1 expect they're just making up their minds what to
de"" said Harry Wharton, " In all probability thex'll realise
it's no good, and will turn up at the factory to-morrow

nmorning as usual.”’ -
B'liﬂa o, here's Mr. Jackson coming along ! said Johinny
alf,

“Good! We'll stop him and ask for the latest news,”” auid
Bob Cherry.  © Might as well be well-informed (7

They dismounted from their machies, and woeited for the
factory manager to come up.  Mr. Jackson was looking
very worried, and he nodded absently to the juniors. But.
i1.$ 1 wae going to pass on, the Famous Five surronnded
iim.

“ Well, my lads, what do you want "

“How's it going, Mr. Jackson!"™ ashked Boeb Cherry.
“ Do you think the chaps will come to their senzes 3™

Mr. Jackson shool: his head

“ No; I'm afraid we're in for trouble I”" he replied. # The
majority of.the men geem to be in favour of Bogpms, and I've
only got to open my mouth and speak, when I'm literally
howled down. The men seem to be in a reckless mood,
otherwise they. would never treat me so disrespectfully.
Hee, thiz is the sort of treatment 1 receive.” '

A small party of men were walking past at the moment,
and they shoek their fists at Mr. Jackson and uticred angry,
insulting remarks as they passed. The manager wisely took

A Magnificent, Long, Compliste School Tala of
Harry wWharton & Co, at Qrayfriars. Order Eariy,
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no uotice, for it would have nended veyy little 60 set these
men off, and Mr. Jackson had ne desive to be mixed up in
a braw), :

* The rotters ! zaid Horpy Wharton angrily

“ The worst of it is, you can’t do anytlong,” said Bob
Cherry. ** When things gets as serioug as this, the men arve
absolutely veckless, and don't care what they do—and you
ean't sack the lot, ¢an you?"

* I am not so very much incensod at the men's behaviour,”
sai] the manager thoughtiully. 1 have no doubt that
they bLelieve implicitly in B:}gg&, and are, thercfore, hardly
to blame for treating me with disrespect. They all think
that Mr. Hardinge and myself dismissed the man for ne
just reason, Boggs is o very plaveible scoundrel, with an
clogquent tongue, and he rapidly got the men on his side.”

* But he 15 & scoundrel, sn't he, Mr, Jacksont"

The manager nodded grimly. )

“Ie is!" he agreed. “In Mr. Hardinge's private office
he used the most profane language, and I may tell you that
T waz abeolutely startled by his fury. He threatened many
things—to ruin the factory, to burn it down, and actually
tu take My, FHardinge's lﬁ'\e.’ Mr. Hardinge remained cool
ntil the ontburst was over, and then ordered the man to
leuve. That was the beginning of the trouble; what the
eind will be I hardly darve imagine !

* You think it's sevious, then?’ asked Hary Wharton.

1 am sure of i, my lad,” rephied My, Jackson gravely.
“ The men <demand that Boggs be veinstated, but Mr. Har-
dinge would shut up his factory before doing that! Ile, at
least, iz not deceived about the man's character, and no
amount of threats will make him alter his decision.  As you
hove ave aware, Mr Harrlihqe 15 4 very strick man, sind he
will never give i to the men's demands."’

“(ood for Mr. Hardinge " said Bob Cherey approvingly.

* Rather !

“Tt would serve the men vight if they were all sacked !

" The sackiunlness of the honouwrable strikers wonld be
terrific 17

My, Jackson smiledd.

“ That would be impossible,” he said.  ° We must Aght
the matter out, and make the men rvealise that they are
making "a grave mistake. DBut I'm afraid there will be a
tusslo before we -get the factory working again.' i

The manager nodded and passed on, leaving the juniors
discussing “the situation. They had forgotten about their
proposed visit, to the pieture palace, for they looked upeon
this disturbance at the jam [octory as being closely connected
with Greyfriars. 'The [actory was within eight of the achool,
aud although at one time Mr. Hardinge had been at enmity
with the junicrs, he was now their hom friend.

* Let’s bike towards the factory, and see what's gommg on,”
sugeested Nugent. ]

“How abont Wingate's warning ™" ashed Johuny Ball

“(Oh, we sha'n't |§:-.?t mixed wp e anvthiog !

* Come on, then!"

They mounted thew cyeles agam, and passed oul of ihe
busy part of the town. Presently, as they got more out
into the open, they saw a big crowd of men gatheved agamst
an advertisement hoarding. Another man, with hi= back
ta th.;? hoarding, and standimg on a box, was addresging the
erowdl,

As the juntors eyeled up. they heard the shouts of the
e,

“Fo it, Doggs!™

“Good old Nar!"

“ We'll fight it out with the trrant ™

** Hear, hear!™ _

The juniors dipmounted on the edge of the excited crowd.

“That's Nat Boggs speaking,” murmured Harry Wharton,

“ Yea, andd the rotter seems to have plenty of supporters ™
growled Bob Cherry. )

“ It'a bac for Mr. Hardinge.”

Hurvee Jams=et Bam Bingh vemorked that the badfulness
was tervifie, and then the Famous Five settled themselves to
fisten, being curious to hear the dismissed man epeak.

[ say it's a shame—a thundering shame!” reared Boggs,
at the top of his voice.. ' What huve I done to.be dismissed
at a second’s netice?  Nothing ! My, Harvdinge i3 lying to
vou when he says that I wsed threars against lam!  All he
thinke about is making moncy ont of his rotten factory—
what does he care for chaps like me, who've gol children
ta feed aund clothe? Nor o famhing-not 3 bloomin’
farthing 1"

Thero was a roar of applanse,

“ Bhame !

** He ought to be kicked out o Conrtheld !

“* The tyrant I )

“ Kicks me ant just becauzse he wants to give my post o
vome other chap ! wont on the dismissed man indignantly.
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“Without a word ¢ warnin® he says, * Out vou po, Boggs!"
an’ then triez to kid you all that I'd used bad languoage to
himy. It’s a shame, that's what I says! Me, with o wife and
three kids to keep, chucked out o work without any warnin',
I sha'n't get anothey job because o' the liea told about me,
an' it’ll end in starvatton—the workhowse ! That's what it'll
mean 1

It won't git to thuat, maie!” roared a man in the front.
We'll strike, and make the tyrant take you baek!”

** Hear, hear 1"

Boggs mopped his brow.

* It's good to hear you talk like that, chaps ! he shouted.
“¥You all know moe—you all know that I ain’t deservin’ o
such disgraceful treatment! IF it was myself only, I shouldn’t
say a thing—I shouldn't ask you to do anything for me, But
it's the wife an' kids that I'm thinkin® of ! It breaks me
heart to think o' them goin’ without proper food, when——"

** It sha'n't be, Bogps "

“ No, no! We'll strike !"

“We'll do no work until you're taken bacl I”

* Not a blessed strokal”

** Hear, hear I'?

Harry Wharton looked at his chums.

“* Come on!" he said shortly. ** We've heard enough !

“ My hat, rather!" agrced the others . .

They pushed their way out of the enthusiagtic, shouting
erowd, and looked at one another grimly. . .

“The absurdfulness of the honourable workers iz terrifie,”
romarked Hurree Singh pravely, “ They are all suffering
from the esteemed madiulness™ ;

“ That's just about right, Inky,"” agreed Harry Wharton.
“They are mad—mad as hatters—to listen to that plavsible
seoundre]l. Look at the silly ssses! They're absolutely dotty
with excitement "' ] :

“ Bot Boggs hasn't a wife or any children at all ! said
Bob Cherry. ™ That’s only a gag té got the men's sympathies
with him. What's that they're saying now ¥’ .

“0Oh, some rot!” execlsimed Johnny Buoll impatiently.
** Something about a de{nut&iion going to lay the matter
l;efure ’I'.ir. Haordinge, Come on! I'm fed up with the
thing '

And the Famous Five mounted theiv eyeles and rode off,
hoartily disgusted with the factory workers for being so
easily led by the scoundrelly Boggs. The sample of the
dismiszed man's oration they had heard was but brief, and
did not serve to show how IuII!F Boggs had established his
caze amongst the employees. To do the men justice, they
veally belisved that their colnrade was being badly {reated.
Thev had no idea as to the real, unvarnished facts.

The scoundrel knew full weli that he would nover be
reinstated in the factory. He knew that Mr. Hardinge would
never give in to the men’s demands. But Boggs, like many
men of a cunning and apiteful dizposition, hed determined
1o be revenged on the factory owner, and he was using the
employees to gain his villainous epds. He was goading them
on to strike, and when they had struck he would lead them
madly into desperaste acts which would- probably mean the
ruin of their employer. To ruin the factory, to desiroy the
business-—-that wag what MNat Boggs wanted. In hiz vengeful
state of mind he waa ready to lead the men into almost any
villaingy,

Harey Wharton & Co. paid their visit to the picture
palace—mainly because rain had commenced to fall. When
they emerged the downfall was over, and the shky was
cleanng. )

As they wheeled their bicycles into the roadway, prepara-
tory to mounting, they were nearly run into by Tom Brown
and Bulstrode of the Remove.

' Hallo, you chaps! Heard the news?" asked the New
Zealand junior breathlessly,

* You mean the excitement at the factory

“ Partly,” replied Tomn Brown, ** The strike's certain pow,
though. The men have decided to uphold Boggs and defy
Mr. Hardinge.”

A hat !

©“ The fatheaded chumps '

“Well, there you are ! said Buolstrode. A deputation of
menr has just been to see Mr. Hardinge in his offico. Thera
waa 8 fues, the men got angry. Hardinge got angry. They
ased  threatening language, and he dismissed the lot--the
whole giddy deputation. That’s the ease in o nut<hel],”™

“ And everybody’s stinek work ™

“ Nearly everybody.  And the rest’ll have to give in™
said Tom Brown. " The leaders say that the strike’'ll econ-
tinue until Hardinge agrees to remnstate everybody whe's
Ien sacked.™

*“Then the strike'll go on for a jolly long time, if T know
anything of Mr. Hardinge.” said Harry Wharton seviously.
“And, if I'm any judge, there'll be come exeitement befors
the matter's settled.”’

5o “CHUCKLES!”

Li



Aud the captain of the Remove was right. There was
some excitement. As Fisher T. Fish would have said;
Thers wera ructiona ahead.. Just a few!

THE THIRD CHAPTER.

Greyliriars to the Rescuel
REYFRIARS was excited.

Strictly speaking, there was no reason why Grey-
friars should have been exeited : but the fact remained,
‘nevertheless, that the old school—the junior portion

especially—was considerably out of its usual p{aeid ruck.

Courtfield End Factory was responsible for it—or, rather,
the employces of the factory were.

The strike was regarded at Greovfriars as something in
which evervbody was immediately concerned. Coker of the
Fifth, in_fact, suggested getting hold of Nat Poggs and
ducking him in the horsepond, declaring that the ducking
would knoclk all the ardour out of tha strike-leader. DBut the
acheme was gencrally regarded as impracticable.

Everybody was apainst Boggs., Everybody wanted to help
Mr. Hardinge. Tubb of the Third positively asserted that
something ought to be done, although what that something
was he could not state.

The morning following the Famous Five's visit to Court-
field the whole of Grevfrinrs was talking about the obnoxious
Nat I3 g5, for every boy, from the Becond to the Sixth,
fully behieved Mr. lardinge’s statement with regard io
Boggs's character, and they were greatly indignant with
the other factory workers for blindly following the lead of the
scoundrel,

Lessons were groatly  disturbed.
master—Mr, Quﬂnh—ﬂiﬂrrihulml hnes  Dbroxdeast, but 1t
seemed to make no difference.  The juniors would not settle
to their lessons; there seemed to be something of a disturbed
nature in the air iteelf, The Form-room hummed with a low
murrmr of whispered conversation.

Bilence, bova!™ ordered Mr, Quelch sternly for the tenth
time. 1 rcally cannot allow this unruly conduct to con-
;’nuaiw Ihe first boy who whispers again will receive fflty
es 2

“ Oh, rats to vou!"" murmared Sacop.

Mr. Quelch frowned,

“ Bnoop, stand vp 1

Snoap stood up.

“Lid you speak, Snoop!” demanded the Form-master.

] “ING, sir; I didn't utter a sound,” replied Snoop unblush-
ingly.

Y Are yvou sure, Snoop it

“ Qajte syre, sie !

* Then sit down 1™
E"H'l"lmﬂli you, sir!” said Bnoop, with & wink at Johnny

ull.

" Youa blessod fibber I whispered Bull contemptuously,

Mr. Queleh fixed his eyes like gimlets upon Johnny Bull

“Buall " he pxelnimed. in o terrible voieo. .

* Ye-o-ef, sir ' gasned the junior.

“* ¥on were spraking !

“1-d—TVo-pog, sir !

“How dure, you, Huell, after what I just zaid " demanded
Mr. Quelch angrily. ™ You will take fifty lincs!™

 But, sir, [—7

* Bilence !

“ Yes, sir, but——"

Y Bull, you will take a hundeed lines 1" suid Mr. Quelcl.
“T1f you speak again [ shall cope you'!™

“ 0, sir!" zusped Johnny Bull

He sat down, and Snoop chuckled. The rest of the Farm
giared at Bnoop angrily, for ho was the cause of Johnuy
Bull receiving the imposition.  Mr. Quelch glared round the
Torm-room, but all the juniors were bending over their work,
and only the sound of seratching of pens broke the stillness,

For a few minutes there was peaco.

Then, from the partially-opencd windows, came the zound
of a motor-car crozsing the Close. Now. motor-cars do nat
froquently come to Greviriars in the middle of the meorning,
and the juniors locked up curiously. But the windows were
high, and they could not see out into the (lase.

ob Cherry looked at Mr. Quelch, and saw that he was
writing something on the blackboard. with his back to the
class. DBob gquietly rose to his feet, and stepped on to the
form. He looked out, and then uttered a little murmur of
surprise.

“Tt's Jackson, from the jam factory,"
fpuickly,
tng  off
“all lepzsided, and——"

Mr. Quelch swung round, and stared at Bob Cherrr in
amazemont, :

“herey ! he thundered.

Bob Cherry turncd, and nearly foll off the form.

“ Oh, zir, I—I--""

“ What are you doing there?” demanded Mr, Quelch, in
AN OMINOWE VOICEe,
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" There’s Mr. Jackson out in the Close, sir, and he's look-
ing awfully execl about something,” said Bob quickly.

I expect there’s o row atb the factory, or something 1"

‘* How dare you stand there and——"

. But the rest of Mr. Quelch’s sentence was lost. The
juntors, re?'urd'less of hnecs, all jumped to their feet at the
mention of Mr., Jackson’s cendition of excitement. In o
moment the whole Remove were standing upy, craning their
necks to see into the Close,

Mr. Queleh rapped his desk furiously.

* This—thiz 15 oentrageaas!" he thundered.
down immediately 1"

The Remove remained standing.

“ Boys 1"

Mr. Quelch literally fumed. DBut the Remove was intent
upan the dolngs of Mr. Jackson. The manager of the jam
factory leapt from tho motor-ear, and rushed up the steps
to the Head's front door. Then he pressed the bell furiously,
took out his handkerchicf, and feverishly mopped his brow.
(early he was in & great stote of agitation.

Mr. Quelch grasped his cane, strode forward, and delivered
a smart swish upon the lower portion of Micky Desmond's
anatomy.

“ Yow=ow [" yelled Micky, sithing down with great haste,
Mt Attend to me!” roared Mr. Queleh, red in the face.
“Take your scats at once! Do you hear me, boye? Good
graniuuﬁ! This is past all endurance! If any boy ia stand-
ing in ten scconds I will send him to the headinaster to be
Nogzed '

The Remove sat down abruptly. 1 o

“ Fach boy in this room wil‘l take two hundred linea!
exclaimed Mr. Quelch sharply. *I am here to be oboyed,
and—-""

“ But it was Mr. Jackson, sir)"” broke in arry Wharten
quickly. **I believe there is something the matter, sir”

* And if there :3 something the matter, Wharton, 1t s no
business of ours. We are here to work, not to gaze out of
the window at everyone who happens to enter the Close.”

“ It may be serious, sie,” smd Nugent. " Suppose the
strikera——""

Mr, Quelch glared. _

“ Wo will suppose nothing, Nugent!™ he snapped. " Get
an with your work, and let's have no more of this nonsenge !
The firat boy to apeak again will be sent to the headmaster I

Filonee wignm{ again, although every junior was sinply
bursting to talk. A wvisit to the [Lead, however, meant a
wating at least, so the Remove thought it wisest to [all in
with Mr. Quelch's command. ‘

But, although talking was forbidden, the juniors could not
be prevented from thmking. Lessens were forgotten, and
the sole aubject for consmiderution wus the dromatie visit of
Mr. Jackson to the school.

Why had he come?

What business coluld he have with Dr. Locke?

Above all, why had he looked so agitated !

The Remove were aoon to know, Mr, Jackson was taken
steaight to the Head's study—in fact, he aerived in that
siwered apartment almost upon the heels of Trotter, who

announced him. :
“ Plogse pardon this abrupt entey, Dr. Locke, but T really

couldn’t wait until the pageboy retarned ' ejaculated Me,
Jackson breathlessly, ™ MBesides, I [eared that you would
send word that you were too busy to sce me ™

Az a matter of . fact, the Ilead was busy—very busy. [Ho
laid his pen down, and gezed at the visitor 1n some astonish-
ment.

“Good gracious, I trust nothing 15 wroong!™ he said
anxiously.

Mr. Jackson forced himself to be calm. Trotier, who still
stooel. in the doorway, looked on interostodly.

“You may go, Trotter,” said Dr. Locke.

“Yoes, sir”

And Trotter went.

“ Now, Mr. Jackson—"

“ Bomething terrible has happened, Dr. Locke ! oxelaimed
the factory manager guickly. * The strikers have become
excited aml violent, and they are surrounding the factory in
rroat numbers."”

“ Dear'me [ said the Hoad.

“The men are insane with anger,” went on Mr. Jackson.
“ That scoundrel Boggs has been goading them on with hia
disgraceful falschoods until they are fit for any violence. But
I have not told you the worsi.  Mr. Hordinge himaelf
iz in the foctory. He was foreed to rabe refuee there from
a party of half-drunken roughs. At this very moment he is
in the factory, unable to escape. The men are surrounding
the building, intent upon getting hold of him."”

“Good gracious! ™ ejaculated  the Head,  “Is Me.

5

ITardinge in any danger?"”
A Magnificant, Long, Complote Behool Ta'e of
Harry Wharton & Co, 'nt Groyfriars. Order Eariy.

“Dovs, sit
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“1 fear go. If the men get to close quarters with him,
they will, in their present excitedstate, handle him with
uni;gluuana roughness, and perhaps do him an injury. The
feols do not know that he is their best friend. ¥ have
listened to the lies of Boggs, and their minds are poisoned
against their employer.”

“ But the police—""

“ There are only three or four, and thoe sirikers treat them
with contempt,” said Mr. Jackson quickly. * I have come
to you, Dr. ke, because it iz in your power to extricate
Mr. H’arding-a from his perilous position.”

The Head raised his eyehrows.

“In my power?'’ he repeated, in surprise. “I cannot
peo—""

" * Your boys I" said the factory manager anxiously. * Can-
not they drive the strikers Bway from the factory i

“My boys! Upon my soul I

The Head stared. :

" ¥You must allow them to belp Me. Hardinge,” said Mr.
Jackson cagerly—" you really must, sir! The Gregfriars
Cadet Corps is a famous institution, and I am sure they will
succeed in quelling this disastrous riot. A 'lifé ia in danger,
ﬂ?ﬁtﬂrl_” There is mo telling to what lengths the men
will go ! :

“ But, my dear sir, I could not allow such a thing!™
exclaimed the Head, rising and paciog his study. “I am
responsible for the boys, snd I could not permmt them to
engage in & free fight with thesé ruffians [V

. Jackson threw up his hands, .

“Then Mr. Hardinge will probably be severely injured,”
he declared. * You are the only one who could help, Dr.
Locke, and I hopad that you would send your bays to the
factory without & moment’s delay.’”

The Head looked worried. .

“You place me in an awkward situstion; Mr. Jackson,”
he said. " If I refuse your request, and Mr. Hardinge is
injured, 1 ehall feel myself to blame for the disaster. But
af 1 allow the boys to go. they may themsdelves be severely
burt. And think of the notoriety—""

“Burely you would not consider it a disgraceful
notoriety ' asked Mr. Jackson quickly, * The Greyfriars
Cadets would prove themselves to be really useful and,
when this uwnfortunate strike is settled, would be held in
esteem by the whole country. And wyou talk of denger !
There is no danger, Dr. Locke! The men are not criminals.
They will not go beyond certain lengthe. The boys may
pessibly receive black eyes and swollen noses in the course

of the conflict, but that will be the extent of their injuries.” _

The Head samiled.

*“1 fancy black eyes and swollen noses will be nothing new
to my boys,” he said drily. * Very well, Mr. Jackson, I will

a3 you request. I will send a perty of prefects, supported

by the Cadet Corps, consistin chiefly of the Remove—the
keenest fighting Form in the school, T imagine,”

Mr. Jackson breathed f'raeﬁi 3

" Thank Heaven!' he exelaimed gladly. 1 knew that
ou would help Mr. Hordinge in this crisis. But we must

ur?, sir ! e have wasted much valuable time already!”
X :']':I will epeak to Wingate immediately,” eaid the Head

riskly.

H.ﬁ_fﬁﬂﬂ&d the bell, and Trotter appeared with surprising
rapidity.

“ Please tell Wingate to come to my study st once " said
D, Locke.

¥ Yep, pir.’”

And Trotier hurried away on his errand,

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
School versus Factory!

INGATYE left the Head's study looking flushed. An
eager light shone in his eyes. The Head had just
given him his instructions, and Wingate approved of
them excecdingly. He was a senior, and a prefect—

captam of the school. But he enjoyed a “ mill™ as much
st anybady, and considered this confliet with the factory
strikera & welcome change from the routine school work.

‘\Te?r soon he had his fellow prefects gathered round him.
In o few words he told them what was in the wind.

“(Oh, ripping " said Cﬂtlrtn#}r enthusiastically.

“It'll be a change, anvhow,"” said Walker.

And others added that the Head was doing the only thing
possible in the circumstances.

“Lot of rot T call it”* growled Loder. '*I'm blessed if
I want to go brawling about with a crowd of dirty factory
workera [ .

“"T'm with vou, Loder,” said Carne. “I'm :l.url:rlsed at
you, Winguate, for consenting to lower yourseli—'

Wingate frowned.
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“You two can keep out of it!" he satd sharply. “ We
don't want chaps who grumble. You'd better stop here and
keep order smongst the juniors while we're gone. As for
brawling, it's nothing of the sort. Mr. ardin&‘a'ﬂ in
danger, and it's up to us to give him a helping hand.”

" Hear, hear!" zaid Courtney.

Wingate walked away, and made for the Remove Form-
room. He found Mr. Quelch still wresthing with his unruly
class, for the Remove was agog to learn the reason for Mr.
Jockson's visit,

" Hallo! hallo! hallo!” murmured Bob Cherry. * This
iy where we learn things !

" Wingate may have come nbout something in connecticn
with lessons,”” said Mark Linley,

“Rats] Vou can tell there’s something up by the loak
of his chivvy I said Bob. " Old Wingate doesn't often look

80 excited as this.”

Wingate waa talking with Mr, Quelch, nnd the latter was
staring at the Sixth-Former in great surprise,

“But—but this is amazing!” cxclaimed Mr. Quelch
gu-:iﬂ:ﬂr- " The whole day will be upset, Wingate, and there
s no. teHin where the matter will end.”

** Can't help it, eir,"” said Wingate briskly. “Will vou
pl-‘;*‘ase tell the boys at once? Every minute is of value™

‘Well, upon my word, 1 hardly know what to say!”
extlaimed Mr. Quelch. He turned to the eager boys, and
jhey immediately grew silent.

::B-cr:r's," he said, * put E:mr books away—*"

Oh, good ! muttered illy Bunter.

* Bilence, Bunter I
f: Oh, really, sir, I didn't spealk-——*

I:ntl Mot stop to argue, Bunter, but T will apeak to yeu
i’ﬂ.teré said Mr. Queleh sharply. * Every boy belonging to
the Cadet Corps will leave the room immediately and fuﬁuw
Wingate into the Close. He will then give you your
instructions.’”

thver half the Remove jum up with alaerity, and made
for the door, talking excitedly. “vidently there was some-
thing very considerably “up,” and the Removites were
anxious to know what that something was,

" When you get in the Close, form up in orderly lines”
said Wingate, “and don’t make more noise than ¥you can
help. T'll be there in a minute. ™

 Right-ho, Wirigate " said Harry Wharton.

Mr. Queleh, still looking annoyed, espied the bulky figra

of Billy Bunter trying to squeeze out with the other
Removites,

* Bunter " he said sternly,

“Oh, I—]—"

* Where are you going, Bunter?”

:‘ Out, sir ! said the Owl of the Remove innocently,

" Take your seat at once,” said Mr. Quelch.

; 'Oh, really, sir, I'm one of the Cadets, sir—"

‘Why, you awful fibber ! whispered Russell, who was
passing out at the moment.

“ Shut up, you beast " growled Billy Bunter,
to———"" ;

Mr. Quelch strode forward, grasped the fat junior, and
swung him round.

" Go to your seat, Bunter, and take fifty lines,” he said

“I'm going

ily.

" Oh, really, sir——"

“ Bilance ¥
. Billy Bunter sat down, and blinked round at the other
jumiors.

“ Boast ! he muttered.

oo Like your blessed cheek, anyhow,” said Frank Nugent.

' ¥Yow're not & Cadet, my son, 50 you've got to stay in with
the others, like a good little boy.”

Qut in the Close the Hemavites }g;&thcmd in excited groups,
discussing the situation. The Famous Five were in one
group, Tom Brown, Bulstrode, Mark Tinley, and Ogilvy in
another. Lord Mauleverer was the centre of another party,
and all were hazarding wild guesses as to the cause of the
cxcitemendt,

Temple, Dabney & Co., and many others of the Upper
IFounrth, were alzo in the Close, and Fifth and Sixth Formery
hurried about on all sides. At that time of the morning
the Close was usually deserted; now it wore an extremel
animated appearance, and Gosling, from his lodge, smuﬁ
looking on with strong disapproval,

“Now then, you luds, form np!” said Wingate sharply,
appesring with Mr. Jackson.

“ What's the idea, Wingate®’ asked Bob Cherry .

“The idea iz that Mr. Hardinge, over at the jam factory,
is besieged in his own premises,” answered Wingate. *' The
strikers, led by Nat Boggs, have become violent, and huve
driven Mr. Hardinge inlo the factory. They're surrounding
the place now, and Mr, Hardinge is in some danger. We've
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Yernon-Smith and Bolsover scrambled out of the sficky
“Yowp! " gurgled the Bounder., * Oh, great Scott!
Bolsover. ({See
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mass, and gouged the marmalade out ol their eyes,
The roiters!™ “Owl This is horrid!™ splutiered
Chapter 13.)

e e e e oA ",

got to hurey there, and drive the strilers off before they do
uny damage.”’

“Oh, ripping ! shouted Nugent exeitedly.

“ A battle with the giddy strikers!” exclaimed Bob Cherry.
“ My hat, that sounds Al! Better than swotting saway in
class '™

“ Rather "

Tho juniors burst into a storm of excited eonversation.
Harry Wharton's eyes gleamed with eagerness az he walked
up to Wingate,

“Hadn't we better get into uniform?' he said quickly.
“The strikers would be more impressed, you know.”

“It would be botter certainly,” said Wingate; “but there
isnt time for that, We've gob to get there at once. MNow
then, vou kids, stop that talking, and attend to me. Line
up, and file out of the gates at the double. There's not a
second to Jose.”

The Removites and Fourth Formers hastily lined up, and
a few moments later the whele body of bovs, numbering
fully eighty, were hastening across the fields to the Courtfinld
Fnd Jun Factory., By the short cut the distance was not far,
and the large building soon came in sight.

MIr. Jackson, who was running beside Wingate, in advance,
looked anxious.

“The men are still there,” he said breathlessly. * Good
%ramm_m. the zcoundecls have taken to throwing stones at
the windows., Look at them, Wingate! This is getting
serious !
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“We'll give the rotters something!”
angrily.

He could see that a large number of windows had been
shattered, and a scattered crowd of men wers busily engaged
in hurling stones and shouting threats against Mr. {‘Inr inge.

They swarmed round the factory, and foremost amongsk
them was Nat Boggs, the leader. The scoundrel was lookin
extremely pleased with himself, His sole object was to gnaﬁ
the men on to commit insane acts of violence against their
emplover. He knew that he himself would never be taken on
again, and he wanted to exact a villainous revengo before he
cloared out of the neighbourhood. The men, incensed by
Boges's speeches, followed his lead in all he did.

The cunning raseal took great care to use no bad language
of any sort. {_5({1: had been dismissed for using bad language,
angd he meant to show the strikers that his dismissal had been
unjust. They, believing him to be greatly wronged, upheld
him, and the rougher element were ready to commit any
violenee, For the time being they had lest their capacity
for spber thought, and Boggs saw that their excitement and
anger was kept ab fover-pitch all the time. But for Boggs
the men would very seon have cooled down, and seen things
in the right light., But Boggs would not allow them to egol
down. That waz the mischicl of it

And the rascal did nothing which would place him within
the prasp of the law. He made the other men commit the
violence. And in any case tho police were helpless, There

pented Wingate

A Magnificont, Long, Complete School Ta'lc of
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were very few of them m Courtfield-—a totally 1nadequate
number to cope with the situation.

And muatters were made ten times worse by the fact that
snother great strike was in progress at a laree town twenty
miles away. Here many thounsands of men were rioting, and
tha Courtheld strikers czught the Tever. Another, and far
more serious, consequence of the larger strike was the fact
that all the available police in the county were called to the
big town. The Courtheld affair was minute in comparison to
the othor strike. and the authoritics conld not spare any police
to assist Mr, Hardinge. The Courtheld police themselves
were ordered to cope with the strike.

Ba Bu{s;gs & Co. had things all their own way. At least,
they had had up tll now., Dut Greyfriars was to take a
hand in the game, and Greyfriars was going to show that it
was quite capable of dealing with it

Wingate came to o stop in a meadow about a hundred
ards from the factory, in order to give his instructions. Mr,
ackson looked anxiously at the building, and saw one of the
upper windows suddenly flung up.

“ Mr. Hardinge 15 going to address the men ! he ted.
* Perhaps our services will be unnecossary, after all, lﬁ-';ingnt.m
See, there he is?”

The manager pointed, and all the boys gazed at the factory.
Mr. Hardinge was standing at the window, speaking quickly
snd earnestly. For a moment the strikers grew quiet, then
one of them threw a clod of earth. It struck Mr. Hardinge
ful! wpon the chest, and burst, spraying him with damp =oil,

He staggered back, momentarily choked.

Instantly & roar went up from the men,

*“Tyrant!”

" Bully

Y Bmash 'im, mates!"

Y Trown with Hardinge !

"We want justice "’ velled one of the men wha had been
dismissed—a member of the deputation. ** We won't give in
till we're all reinstated.””

“ Ay, all of us!™

“ Boggs as well 1"

“ That's it, matea!” roared Boggs. *Go for him! We
won't be bullied by the tyvrant!”

A volley of stones flew at the factory, and the rrash of
glass which followed made Wingate snap his teeth. He
turned to the eager cadets.

“T'l lead the Fifth and Sixth!"” he shouted.
vou take charge of the Fourth.”

" Gond cnmugh!” said Temple eagerly,

“Wharten, T'Il leave you to handle the Remove,” went on
Wingate quickly, * Don't be rash, but go for the rotters in
& body. I don’t suppose they'll be violent, but if they are
you'd better retreat immediately.”

“(th, come off it. Wingate!” protestod Frank Nugent.

“T mean what I say!” exclaimed Wingate Armby. *I'm
not going to have any of vou kids hurt, Black oves and
thick cars are all right, but if the strikers start doing real
damage you've got to retreat. But if yon go for "em bald-
headed T expect they'll seatter and clear off 1™

A minute later the Bemove were rushing aeross the meadow
while the Fourth and the seniors hurried round to take the
strikers by surprise from another gquarter,

* Huryah

“ Groviviars for ever!™

“Hurrah !’

“Come on, kil

Harry Wharton led the chavee. The sirikere were too In-
tent upon their mischievous work to see the ancoming juniors
for a moment. Then one man uttered a voll, and pointed.

The whole body of men turaed, :-'r:n'E'Im'I'_. anel gaped at the
Remavites, Then ane of them laughed i devizion.

“Look at the babies, mates ™ he shouted,  * I'm blowed
if 1 don't believe thev're a-comn’ for us=t"

Several men pavsed with stones in their hands, hesitating.
It was one matter to throw stones ar windows and another
t3 hurl them at schoolbayvs, DRefove they could decide what
to do, the Removites weve unon them.

“ Temple,

lbﬁ

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Hammer and Tongs!

ARRY WIHARTON & U0, did not give the strikers
time fo_ draw breaih. With n chorus of yells, the
juniors fung themselies o the fray.

“Gre]}'friara for cver 1"
“"Hurrah Y
¥ Down with the strilkers!™
" Down with Boggs V'
“* Bown with everything I
“"Hurrah!”
“ Greyfriars for over !’
Tur MasxeT Linranry, —No, 213,

* o for the rotters baldheaded |

“ Pile in 1’

The Famous Five were responsible for most of the shouts
They were in the forefront of the battle. Hurree Singh was
too -:rc:ﬂupmd ta Elttl!r a word. for he wag ' |:i]fng in* with a
\'fei:ng‘fance, hitting out rigitlt and left with considerable
SITEQT,

Harry Wharton found himself attacked by tweo huge
ruffians. For over a minute the junior held his own, but the
men soon altered their attitude,

At first they bad looked at Harry with amused grins,
but the Remove captain’s punches were by no means Tighl-,
and now they grasped him and shook him violently.

* Rescue "' gasped Harry Wharton _

“ Don't worry; we're here!” yelled Bob Cherry, wiping
a little blood from a graze on his knuckles, “{J:}me on,
chaps; Ellﬂ in 1’

Bob Cherry, Mark Linley, Bulstrode, and Tom Brown
rushed to Harry Wharton's assistance, and the two rufiians
found themselves surrcunded. The situation became too hot
for them, and they wisely oconsidered it time to retrest.
Which they did—hurriedly.

But the battle had enly just commenced.

The strikers, amused &t fitst, were now become aggressive,
The Removites' blows were by no means light, and the men
began to lose their tempers, They closed up into a compact

ﬁ, and hit out hard.

The juniors could do nothing but dodge those blows
Bulstrode accidentally received one full on the side of his
head, and he fell to the ground like a log, almost stunned.
The man who had delivered the punch burst into a drunken
roar of laughter.

“* ¥ou brute ! shouted Nugent hotly.

The junior rushed at the men, leapt up—for the fellow
was six foot high—and landed a hard drive right upon the
striker’'s nose. Ile staggerced back with & rear, and uttered a
string of oaths. The next second, mad with rage, he threw
himself upon the juniors, and hit out with all his strength.

" Go for him!” gasped Harry Wharton. ** All together "

Six Removites flung themselves at the brute before any of
hiz blows could take effcet, and bore him to the ground,
The other strikers, enraged at the treatment of their comrade,
lost their tempers completely. Ieaded by Nat Bogpgs him.
self, theg broka from their compact position, nn.f rushed

ng the

At juniors.

“Make ‘em feel it, mates!" roared Bogge. ' Teach the
brata a lesson !'*

“ Ay, we'll teach ‘em " thundered one of the roughs.

The situation was beginning to look desperate for the
Removites. A large proportion of the strikers had fallen
away, and were standing looking on. They were quite sober,
wnd knew better than to attack the boys. Dut the rest wore
mostly roughs, and nearly all more or less the worse for
drink. ¥Yet the sober strikers could &b nothing; they
certainly would not taks the schoolboys’ part against their
own comrades, :

“Gregleiars for ever i shouted Bob Cherry excitedly,

“ Don't give in, chaps!™

“ Stand up to the rotters!”

The juniors were plueky encugh. They had no thoughts
of giving in.  Bubt Harry Wharton realised that if this fight
continged very serious damage might rezglt.

Bulstrode had managed to get to his feet, but he was
feeling very pgropgy. And the strikers were weighing in
now, with a vengeanece.

Wharton, as captain, was on the point of giving the order
to retreat, when his eves suddenly lit up.

“ Besceue, Sixch "' he yelled, " Rescue! Resoue [

He had caught sight -of Wingate and the other prefocts
running round o corner of the butlding. The Sixth-Formers
had just put to light a party of strikers round the opposite
stele of the factory.

Wingate swiftly fook in the situation.

" By Jove, those Remove kids are in the thick of it " he
said quicl:ig- “Come on; we'll lend them a hand 17

“ And a fist or two ! added Courtney breathlessly,

Behind the prefects came Tomple, Dabney, and a number
of other Fourth-Formers, all more or less battered.  They
were by no means knocked out, however, but were looking
for new worlds to cangquer, They gave a shout as they saw
the desperate position of the Bomove.

“’.‘:i}-' hat, they'll get wiped up 1" panted Temple,
on !

“ On the balli”

ANSWERS

“ Come

FRANK RICHARDS Ceminias fperdidsompmsse “CHUCKLES!” ¢



The prefects and Fourth-Formers rushed up, and attacked
the. strikers from the Tear. The Bemove had ““stuck it
manfully, but were on the point of retreat. The reinforce-
ments ¢ame at exactly the right moment, and the Remove
never faltered.

* Btick to it, kids!"' reared Harry Wharton, ** Wingate
and the ¢thers are here[”

*“ Hurrah !"'

“Good old Wingate !

The Remove attacked the strikers cxcitedly. TDut the
battle was practically over.  With the enemy at front and
rear, the strikers didn’t stund much chance. And at last they
broke up, and rushed away from the factory, shouting out
thrents and caths.

" ¥You blackguards!" shouted Wingate hotly.

“ Does that include me?” demanded Nat Boges, stsiding
up, with a black frown. .

“Yes, 1t does!’ retorted Wingate.
ruffian of the lot !

“ Why, you—you checky young ‘ound——"

“Clear off 1" said Wingate angrily. “ I'|l—"

But Boggs suddenly lunged out with his big fist. Wingato
stepped Dhightly aside, and Boggs blundered forward. Ho
met Wingate's left with his nose, and ho crashed to the

ground, roaring.
yelled Bob Cherry,  “Good old

“Oh, ripping!"
Wingato !"’

“Lrive him beans, Wingate !™

But Boggs had had cnough, He scrambled to his feet,
and strode off, mytterin?‘ furiously " to himself. Wingate
turned to the juniors, after seeing that the strikers had
passed right out into the roadway,

“Any of you kids hurt? he asked sharply..

“ Nothing to speak of, Wingate,” replied Harry Wharton,

“Your nose looks ratl:tcl-r erocked, Nugent,”” said Wingate;
“and that's a nasty bruisc on your forehead, Bulstrode !™

©0h, rot!" said Bulstrode. **It's nothing !

Not one of the juniors complained. Many, like Bulstrode,
had received hard blows, and were acking painfully, but
they did not think of complaining. In the excitement they
cared nﬂthlni]abﬂut their hurts.

“Fallo! Here's Mr. Hacdinge ! exclaimed Tom Drown
suddenly.

“ My hat, yes!"

* Thre: cheers for Mr, Hardinge ! velled Nugent.

Y Hurrah [

Mr. Hardinge approached with his manager. Both were
leoking serious, but a smile broke out on the factory-owner's
face, as he took Wingate's hand.

* Your services have been invaluable,” he said quietly.
“I watched the conflict from an upper window, and my
edmiration for these junier bovs is tmmense. Ther fought
with truly magnificent pluck and determination. I am proud
of you al] 1’ '

Wingate lnughed.

“*We only drove the rotters off, sic ! he said,

“That's all, sir!”’ szaid Harey Wharten, **All in the
day's work 1"

* Better than lessons, anyhow " grioned Bob Cherry.

Mr. Hardinge smiled.

It is lucky for me you think so, my bovs,” he replied.
“I am afraid I should have beon roughly handled if that
scoundrel Boggs and his deonken allios hud ot hold of me.
I am going straight into Courtficld now, whore. T hope. |
shall bu safe from attack. The ruthans wiil hardly dare to
molest mo in the town,”

* But they’ll collar you on the way, sic I said Johnny Dull
anxiously.

“I think not, my boy. I am goins in wy car. and the
strikers won't be rash enough to got in the way of a swiftiy.
moying motor-car.” :

* They're in a jolly angey state,” said Wingate doubt Fully,
“but I suppose it will be all right.”

Thoe motor-car came quickly. Mr. Hardinge had driven to
the factory in it. and the ehauffeur had quickly locked it
away in one of the sheds, to save it from the strikers.

Mr. Hardinge entered it.

“ Let me again thank vou——"

But Wingate interrupted him.

“No time for that now, sir,” he said quick!y.
sooner you're in Courtficld the hotter,”

The car moved swiftly away, and the juniors sent a choor
after it.

“Well, we've performed the gpiddy rescuc!” said Dob
Cherry. " My hat, though, look at the damage the rottoers
havo done! They ought to be boiled in wil 1™

** The boilfulness i3 torrific, my worthy chum "' said Flurreo
Jamsct Ram Singh, applying "his handkerehiof to o graze
on_his right cheek. * They are the esteemoed bounders !

“If they were boiled inoil, they'd be steamed bounders,
anyhow ! grinned Nugenl.

Y Suppose we rush out after the bezears, and chase 'em
down the road ¥’ supgosted Russell

“No, none of that!" said Wingate sharply. “Wa've
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driven them off, and we'd better leave them alone. There's
no sense in asking for trouble. ™

“Well, I'm fod up, enyhow !"" said Temple, of the Fourth.
f After all, this isn’t a school matter, i3 it? It's none of our
bizney. Why the dickens can’t old Hardinge get the police
to help him? T don't mean to say that I'm sorry I've he.li)ed.
but it would be a bit thick if Mr. Hardinge askoed us to lend
it a hand again.”

Dabney nodded.

* That's what T say,” he agreed. * This once is all right.
It's the only thing we could have done. DBut, personally, I
don't carve for the idea of fighting these drunken brutes.'”

Several other members of the Upper Fourth were ap-
parently of the same way of thinking,

Harry Wharton looked surprized.

“Well, you are a set of funks,” he said dizdainfully.

“ Funks!" shouted Temply warmly., * Well, I like that.
Didn’t we come and rescue you?”

“Why, il 1t hadn’t been for ws you'd have been simply
“'EPEd up "' said Dabney excitedly. :

‘Wiped up !’ echoed Fry.

“I'm not saying anything about that” sud Hacey
Wharton, *but vou ovidently didn't like the bizney., Per-
sonally I'm keen on helping Mr. Hardinge until he's through
with hiz trouble.”

“*Hear, hear!” agreed Bob Cherry heartilv. *I'm with
vou, Harry I

“ And I I."

T ilﬂd I !u

Mo ag well )

Nearly all the Remove Dacked Harry Wharton up. As a
mitter of fact they couldn’t do anything else.  Lemple,
Dabney & Co. were their natural cnemies, and it would have
been impossible to agree with them.  Therefore, the whole
of the Removites cchoed Harry Wharton's sentimonts,

Wingate didn't say anything, but he heard all that had been
said. o guessed that most of the Fourth were, at heart,
with the Remove, but couldn’t state their real opinion with-
out doeacrting their leader. Winimt{' thought that oven Temple
himzelf dido't exactly mean what he had =aid.

And this was right. Temple was suffering from a terrific
headache, the result of a heavy punch, awd felt extromely
groggy. Had he been his own SFIE he wouldn't have uttered
thoze sentiments. But he had ottered them, and the Fourth
felt compelled to back him up.

Thore was & sudden shout from Bland, of the Fifth.

“'T'here’s some kid tearing along the road for all he's jolly
well worth ™" he yelled. *“It's Hurzeldene of the Remove P’

The erowd of juniors hastened to thoe big ontrance gates.
Hazcldene rushed up to them, panting and excited. He
grabbed hold of Wingato,

“The strikers! Thoy've collared hold of Mr, Hardinge's
car!” he panted breathlessly, “ It's about half a mile down
the rowd, partly smashed. The rotters chucked a log of wood
in tho way just as it was coming, and the driver couldn’t
pull up 1 time. Boggs and his set have captured Mr.
Hardinge, and——"

But Hazcldene's voico was drowned in the roar of indigna-
tion which arose,

Wingate shouted out in vain,

In less than ten seeonds the whols crowd of Removites had
made a move, and were rushing down the rond as fast as
their legs would carry them. Temple, Dabney & Co., after
a moment's hesitation, followed their examplo.

O r e —

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Wingate's Advice!

e UCK up!”™ panted Bob Cherry, who was running
beside Harry Wharton, “ Temple and the sther Upper
Fourth asses are coming, in spite of what they said,
and wo mustn't let them get there first,”
h"M:F hat, no fear!” agreed Harry. “Come on, you
chaps !™
The Eemovites ran swiftly. They were all in porfeet form,
and eusily kept their lead. Temple, Dabney & o, made
frantic ondeavouras te outstrip the Removites, but, in Bob
Cherry's words, *° it couldn’t be did."”
There was a sudden shout.
“There's the car!”
“ Anml there are the strikers
Seotk, this iz getting exciting !
It could be seen that Mr. %—Imﬂingt‘. the chauffeur, and Mr.
Jackson, were standing up in the car, making a valiant de-
fence against the onslaughts of the strikers. Hazeldene had
been wrong when he sad that Mr. Hardinge was captured,
For the factory owner was certainly not captured, Ho was
making a gallant stand against odds.
g

A Magnificent, Long, Complote School Tale of
Harry Wharton & Co, at Greyfriars. Order Early.
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He and his two faithful companions were beating off the
strikers with success. Mr. Hardinge was using his heavy
blackthorn walking-stick, Mr. Jackson a malacca-cane, and
Ehg chauffeur looked ferocious with a heavy spanner in his

st.

But they couldn’t have kept it up for long.

The roughs, led by Boggs—for these men were all composed
of the most brutal element of the strikers—were making a
determined efflort to get to grips with Mr. Hardinge. The
~ blackthorn and the cane were hard things to dodge, however,
and several men received severe blows.

"It was no time for gentle measures,

Mr. Hardinge used his stick to full advantage, and the
strilers found it impossible to get near him, for they had to
€limb into the var and face that rain of fierce blows whila
they were doing so.

But the defenders were almost exhausted, and would have
to give m almest immediately.  When the Removites arrived
they found Mr. Hardinge panting hard, and on the point of
ﬂl‘ﬁgﬂlng ﬁh;a&gh’shecrt ‘E;ﬁtyis_ical ex{l‘?.}lil:tiﬂn. , G

¢ hounds! n ar rton angrily.
rotten hounds ! e s B )

The air was filled with the yella and threats of Boggs & Co.,

but = moment later the clear voices of the Removites joined

in the chorus. The juniors Aung themselves at the ruffians
with reckless courage.
The band

. There were mmir’i‘“ﬂ"ﬂh' few sirikers here.

simply consisted of Nat Boggs and his own set. The majority
of the strikers were scattered about the roadway between the
factory and Courtfield, discussing the situation in groups.
Most of the men had refused to molest Mr, Hardinge once
he had driven off in his car. It was only the roughs who had
vesorted to this piece of sheer villainy, '

And the Remove made short work of the reseue, Within
three minutes the men had been driven off, and the juniors
made a circle round the car. Temple, Dabney & Co. arrived
Just 1o time to see the strikers routed;

Mr. Hardinge sat down, breathing hard.

Upon my soul!” he panted. *““These men are getting
recklpss enough for anything. 1 had no idea they would go
to such lengths. Again I have to thank you for coming to
mty assistance,’
i " We couldn’t do anything clse, sir,” said Harry Wharton.

When we heard that the votters had stopped your car we
rushed here at top speed.” ;

“ Have they damaged the car?’ asked Bob Cherry.

::I am afraid so,” replied Mr. Hardinge.

The front wheels are partly busted,” said Nugent, "and
th'e.I mudguarde are all twisted up.”

TImtr'a about all, sir,” added the chaufeur. “We can't
go on. The car won't shilt an inch., Perhaps I'd better run
imto the town, and get help.”

ol “But how am I to get there? said Mr. Hardinge rucfully.

I can see that this car will not be ready to drive again for
several days." '

“Buppose we form an escort, sir? suggested Havry
Wharton eagerly.  “VYou and Mr. Ja::lnmﬁgwalk in thzn;
middle of the read, and we'll march all round you?”

“ Ripping wheeze!” said Bob Cherry heartily.

“ The rippingfulness is terrific !

Mr. Hardinge smiled slightly.

" Yes, I think that is the only thing to do,” he said.
Wingate,” he added, as the captain of Greyfriars pushed
through the juniors, *you find me in trouble again, I fear.
These wretched men have had the audacity to injure my car,
and molest me. These junior boys have suggested that they
should form an escort to take me inte Courtfield. Do you
approve of the idea?”

Wingete looked round q;tir:kl:r.

"t:hIt .‘l-ﬂﬂ]‘.t]::‘[.i a.lﬁutd!,hﬂ nng thing to dr_'u; lllte said. “ 1’11 go
with you, Mr. Hardinge. Courtney, you'd better come, Ty
he added to his friInwgpt*{:fﬂct. Nuil e

“Good,” said Ceouriney,

S0 the Remove formed up briskly and smartly, and very
soon were marching triumphantly towards Courtfield, with
Wingate and Courtney at their head. The factory owner and
his manager felt practically safe with such a strong guard
round them. Behind, Temple, Dabney & Co. followed, fecl-
ing rather out of it.

At Courtfield the procession created something of a stir,
and two polico-officers eame up, and heard all about the ex-
citement of the morning. As Bob Cherry remarked, the men
in blue had taken good care to be otherwise occupied while
the rioting had been in progress at the factory.

Yet the police were not to be blamed., They were so few
that it would have been madness to attack the strikers un-
aseisted. Had they known that Greyiriars had hurried to
Mr. Hardinge's assistance they would cagerly have lent their
OWI EErVices.

The Removites saw Mr. Hardinge to the gate of his own
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private house, and then took their departure. It was almosy
dinner-time, so Wingate hurried the juniors back to Grey-
friars with all speed. Not one of the boys was badly hurt,
although some of them were plainly the worse for wear.
But they didn't mind. After zr.lE they were well accustomed
to * bunged-up optics and fat ears,”
pressed it. :

At Greyiriars the sole topic of conversation was the strike.
At dinner the prefects and masters tried in vain to keep
order. 'The juniors were full of the subject, and no amount
of hines could prevent them from airing their views.

The Removites who wers not boy-scouts or cadeta felt
rathor out of the excitement. Vernon-Smith & Co. were
rather inclined to jeer at the cadets for * brawling * with tho
Courtlield roughs; but in his heart, Vernon-Smath, bounder
though he was, would have been glad enough to join forcea
with Harry Wharton against the strikers. It was just the
kind of adventure the Bounder delighted in. But he was
not a member of the Cadet Corps, and was therefore out of
the excitement.

Fisher T. Fish, the keen business man of the Remove—it
was only Fisher T, Fish, by the way, who considered that
Fisher T. Fish was n keen business man—was aroused into
floating another of his marvellous schemes.  He collected a
crowd round him in the Close after dinner, and forthwith
commeneerd to orate,

He stated, with hie uwsual self-possession, that he was
sturting a huge business in ointment, lint, and bandagcs.
Ewvery injured junior had only to come to him, and for the
modest ¢ urrge of one shilling he would send them away
scicntifically bandaged and practically cured!

The Removites, howover, weren't havi any of Fish's
bunkum, and the meeting ended in Fisher 1. Fish receiving
a somewhat szevere bumping for his pains. The Bemove
hilf]]hf].ﬂ quite enough of the American juntor's * business
met hods,™

Which only confirmed Fish’s [requently stated opinion that
everybody was dead aslecp on this side of the ** pond ™ —con-
firmied it, that is, in Fish's own mind.

Afternoon leszons were practically a farce.  After tho
cxciting cvents of the morning, the Remove found it simply
imposeible to settle down to work, Mr. Hardinge's affairs
were still in a state of considerable uncertainty, and the
juniors hall expected that they would be called out again to
render their valuable services,

But the afternoon wore on, and nothing oceurred.

As a matter of fact, the strikers were holding o buge masza
moeting in Courthicld, and were thercfore too busy to make
mischief. There was plenty of mischief brewing, and the
worthy shopkeepers of Courtficld shook their heads donbt-
fully az ‘they saw the excited state of the strikers, and the
utterly inadequate number of police to cope with the situa-
tiom. -

Wingate and Courtney eycled over to the town during tho
uftornoon, and arrived just when Boggs was making a wild
speech.  He told the strikers that the only way to gain their
crul was to take swift and drastic measures, {f they simply
remained inactive, Mr. Hardinge wounld allow them to starve.
The orly thing was to force the factory-owner to agree to
their terms,

*Think o' your wives an’ children!” roared Boggs, waving
his hands excitedly.  * What'll become o' them i you don't
go back to work?  They'll starve, mates—that's what they'll
do!  Dut you're all right, all the lot of you. It's me that
has to suffer. 1If you go back to work an’ leave me in tho
lurch, T zhall "ave to go into the workhouse, What're you
goin' to do?  Give in like lambs, or fight it out to the last,
an' make Hardinge reinstate moe¥?

“We'll stick to yob, Bopgs, old pal!™

* Aw, right to the last ™

“ Good old Boggs!™

“1 don’t believe in violence V'’ shouted one of the strikers,
* Arguin’s all right; but when it comes to a case of assuult,
1 ain’t there! Mr, Hardinge's been a good master—*

A roar of wells drowned the man’s voice.  The strikers
woera excited, and eagor for any mischicf.  Bopgs's influence
had got hold of them, and they were not open to reason,

“It's my mfﬂlmf' children whe'll *ave to suffer!™ shouted

inggs, when quictness reigned again. ' My wife—-"

* 1 don't believe you've got one!” roared somebody in the
erowd. 1 ain't never scen er, anyway

“Brmply beeause she ain’t o Courtield, it don’t mean to
aav as I 'aven’t got one!” bellowed Boggs quickly., **1 sent
er away months apo, 'cos—'ecos she was atlin’, an’® necded
frosh air.  She wen't come “cre until all this affair’s settlad P8

“*You're a liar, that's what you are!” shouted one of Me.
Hardinge’s supportersa.

But his voice was drowned in the shout which arosa,

Wingate and Courtney listened contemptuously. Tt wns
guite obvious to them that Boggs had ne wife at all, and

az MNugent elegantly ex-
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The strikers were too lntent upon their mischievous work to see the oncoming juniors for a moment. Then one

man uttered a yell, and pointed. * Greyfriars for ever!™ roared Wharton,
strikers could decide what to do, the Removites were upon them. {See Chapter 4.)

had only used the arguincnt as a lever to influenee his fellow-
workers. They themselves were too excited to think of the
matter, and they accepted Boggs's word without hesitation.

Wingate and hiz chum remained on the outskirts of the
crowd for some little time,

Bogys declared that the only thing to do was to act imme-
diatef, and act drastically. .. ) o
When the two prefects %&it, they did so with the convietion
that something 'EIF a highly unpleasant nature was brewipg.

* The bulk of the fellows are all right in the main, I think,”
said Wingate, as he and Courtney monnted their eycles. “Ta
dov them justice, I believe they really think that Boggs has
hoen hudjly treatéd. Dut that doesn't alter the fact that
Boggs i3 a seoundre] I

“ He knows he'll never be re-instated,”” said Cﬂurtlieﬁ',
“apnd he’s trying to do as much harm to Mr. Hardinge as ha
can. 1 shouldn't be a bit surprised if he geots some of the
roughest men to help him in some villainy to-night!”

ingate locked thoughtful,

“That's what I fear, too,” he said. *' When we get back

Dr. Locke looked

I'mm going straight to the Head 1™
gerions when he heard what the captoin of Greyfrinrs had to

Wingate carried his intention ouf.

543 ; :

“It's my belief that Boggs and his set will be up to
some mischief while the more respectable strikers are
asleon,” coneluded Wingate. ** And unless something's
dons, ther'll have evervthing their own way., And tha
factory 15 unguarded, execopt for three spoeinl watchmen and a
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A handful like that couldn™t do anything

[Ex]

constable or two.
against Boggs and his crowd

“ But what do you suggest, Wingate?™' asked the Head,
locking worried.

“Well, six, I think it would be a good idea to let the
Bemove camp out in the meadow adjoiring the factm"_":* * gaid
Wingate, *1 den't suppose for a moment that they Il have
any trouble, for their very presence there will convince Boggs
that it would be wseless to try any mischief.”

The Heud tapped his blotting-pad thm!gjf_:htiully.

“ But why the Eemove?’ he asked. " They're only juniora,

remember.” : : :
* Very likely, sic, But I think they’re quite capable of
the task. The Sixth and Fifth didn't seem very keen to-day.

don’t mean to say they funked, but it struck me that they
would rather have been out of it. 1 suppose they considered
it below their dignity as seniors !

“ Thers 15 the Upper Four ;

“ Exactly, sir. But I heard Temple, the captain of the
Fourth, saying that he dido’t want any more of it,"" eaid
Wingate. ‘' They behaved admirably this morning, but they
all backed up Temple's statement. The Remove, on the
other hand, were enthusiastic, and declared they’d do any-
thing for Mr. Hardinge. And, being cnthusiastic, they'll
enfer into the idea with all their hearts. T thipk, sie, that
the Remove 15 the Furm for this business!™

“* But the danger, Wingate?' asked the Head doubtfully,

I don’t think there's any nced to fear that, sir. I shall
give Wharton striet orders that if matters begin to look

A Magnificent, Long, Complete S8chool Talo of
Harry Wharton & ©o. at Grayfriars. Order Early.
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ugly, he is to retreat immediately,
the very fact of the camgp
frring any gamoes!"”

" Very well; you had better tell the Remove to prepare at
once,” said the Head. * Mr. Hardinge and ‘myeelf have
always been on the very best of torms, and if I can be . of
any asmatance to him, I will gladly do. all that i1s in m

wer. If the Remove start their preparations at once,

vo no doubt they will pitch their tents before dark ™

1 will tell them at once, sir.”

* You understand, Wiriguti-. that only those members of
the Remove who are cadets arc to go,” said the Head.

And they must get into uniform. It's my opinion that
the uniform alene will haove a great effect upon the
rtrikers)”

A minute later Wingate, looking very serfous and

thoughtful, passed out of the Head's study, and made his way
to the Remove common-room,

But it's my opinion that
being there will prevent Boggs

————

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Under-Canvas |

NDER ordinary eircumstances, the din which was pro-
ceeding from the Homove common-room would have
brought Mr. Quelch and a whole host of prefects to
inguire to the disturbance,

But this cvening the wmnsters and prefects conveniently
closed their ears, for the% knew guite well that lines and
eanings would have no effect upon the excited Hemovites.
Thao instant their backs were turned, the din would proceed
undininished.

;l‘hcrt-fure, the Remove for onve were left strictly to them-
SC4ves, -

The common-room was crowded with those members of
the Lower Fourth who were cadets, Tt was, in fact, & mect-
ing of the Remove Cadet Corps.  All other juniors wera
forbidden to attend that all-important gathering,

1 say that something ought to be done!” shouted Harry
Wharton, who was uddressing the noisy erowd. * We can't
leave Mr. Hardinge in the lurch}”

*No fear ™

“ Rather not!”

“ Therefore something must be done,” said Bob Cherry
briskly.

“ Hear, hear 1

“ Order !

Harry Wharton vapped the desk with a ruler.

** SBilence ! he shouted. " You're a nice lot of cadets, T
must eay, making el] this feavful din "

iE %;th !I! Hj

*“This isn't a giddy drill, you 285! shouted Bulst -

“ We're all entitled to talk }hﬂre," said Husscll, g

" Wa can't all talk at once, you frabjous idiot!” roared
Mugent. ' Let Wharton speak ™

" The speakfulness is terrific ! said Hurree Singh. ** Pray
allow my august and ludicrous chum to spout forth the
csteemed speechiulness I

" Hear, hear, Inky!” grinned Bob Cherry. * The
specchfulness s terrific [
“Ha, ha, ha!"'

" What we have to do is to form a deputation and inter-
view Wingate——""

The door opencd, and Beb Cherry, who was facing it,
raised his eycbrows,

" Hallo, halle, hallo I" he said. * Tull of angels and they
appear! Shut up, you chumps! Wingate’s here! Thore's
no need to form a giddy deputation. He's wallied right
into the lion's den !

Wingate held up hiz hand, and frowned,

“If it was any other day, I'd come in here, and lay into
you with a cane!” he said sharply. © This noise ia dis-
graceful I

“Borry Wingate,” sald Huavrs Wharten; “I was only
meking a speech!”

“Then you've got a torrific voice,” said Wingate grimlv.
“ It was my impression you were all shouting at once.
You're all cadets beve, 1 see. That's just what T wane ™

A dead silence reigned amongst the Removites, and they
looked at Wingate eagerly. In a few brief zentonces the
captain of Greyfriars told them of the Iead's decision, and
he concluded by ordering them to start making preparations
immesdiately.

* That's xll,” concluded Wingate briefly. ““Go about it
na quietly as you can, and don’t wasfe a srcond.  It's dusk
oW, anc:{ you'll have all your work eut out te pitch camp
before dark.”™

And Wingate left the common-room. ;

The Remove could only gasp for a mement. Then, as it
realised what Wingete's arder meant, & tremendous hubbub
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Personally, I prefer sleeping in a bed guietly,

arese. There was no deubting the atiitude of the juniors;
thoy were wild with enthusiasm.

My only Sunday topper!” gasped Nugent. “What a
Hpping wheeze !

** Rather I'

M ICH be great eamping out, and keeping guard over the
giddy factory 1

“There'll be excitement, too!"” said Johnny Bull. *“I
wouldn't mind betting = fiver to a burnt match that the
strikers get u!?:eh mischief to-night I

“And it'll be up to us to put a spoke in their rotten
wheel ! said Harry Wharton enthusiastically, * My hat,
the Head™s a brick 1

* Hear, hear!”

" Bo iz old Wingate I said Bob Cherry. * Fll bet it was

him_who suggested the wheeze to the Head,
. " Do you call this being quiet "’ roared Peter Todd, jump-
mg on & form. " The t thing we cun do is to fillow
Wingate’s instructions. But before we go, I've got & sugges-
tion to make”™

“ Oh, come off it, Toddy !

::%s ﬁhli?f of the top study in the Remove——="

osh t**

" Chief of rats ™

Peter Todd grinned. :

‘f Az chief of the top study,” he said calmly, ** I think it's
up to you fellows to back me up. Now, I suggest that you
make me your lesder in this bizney. It was my idea right
from the very start to ca near the factory. 1 was just
gmnﬂ to suggest it when Wingate came jn 1™

“ Rats !

" Fibber 1"

“It's a fact!’ roared Todd. :

“It's o giddy whopper!" gaid Harry Wharton. * Great
Scott, it's like your beastly cheek! I’'m captain of the
Remove Cadet Corps, and vou ean po and eat coke, Toddy!
Now then, chaps, listen to me for & minute.”

The Remove became mstantly silent, as Harry Wharton
rapidly gave his instructions. Peter Todd didn't attempt
to make himszelf heard again. To do him justice, however,
he had been gpeaking the truth. When Wingate came in
he had been on the point of suggesting a camp on very
much the same lines as Wingate had planned. But as
Peter Todd had not aired his idea previeusly, the juniors
were not Lhkely to take his word now.

The Remove Cadet Corps lost ne time in changing into
their neat uniforms. The Famous Five had finished first,
and they hurricd down to attend to the numerous impedi-
menta conoected with camping-out.

They found that Wingate had been busy with the matter.
He and Trotter and Gosling had already got the tents and
camping outfits into the Close. It was getting dusk, and
Wingate wae anxious for the Removites to have things some-
what ehipshape when darkness fell,

“The other chaps’ll be ready in a tick, Wingate,” said
Harry Wharten. "1 say, it's jolly decent of vou to see
about these things. We shall be able to have the tents up in
less than half an hour after we stayt "'

“ All the better!” exclaimoed the captain of Greylriars.
* There's no grub here, but I'll see about some after you've
gone, and get Mr. Quelch's permission to let some of the
other Remove kids bring it along.”

*Thanks "

" That’s vipping !"* said Bob Cherry.
see 12 having a lively time "

Wingate looked at the Famous Five keenly.

“ This isn't a holiday camp, remember,” he gaid. “ Yaou'll
have to keep a strict watch all through the night, and be
ready for any emergency. And I think I can rely on you,
Wharton, to see that your men don’t got larking about. It's
no time for japes, and if I hear you've been—-"

" 0Oh, eaze off, Wingate!” broke in Nugent.
trnst gz i

“ I[ we don’t have to keep law and order amongst the
middy strikers, we'll keep law and order amongst the chape*
saicd Bob Cherry,

* All right, T'll leave you to do your best, Wharton."

“Good ! eaid Harry.

Wingate hurricd away to see about some more bagpapge,
The Close was filled with excited and capger juntors, and a
good many seniors were interegted.

Lot of rot, I call it!™” zaid Coker of the Fifth, to Pottor,
“What pacd will these kids be, I should Like to know i

" Well, they'vre guite welcome to the job ! said Potter,

" Batheg! I'm  blessed o I covy them,” said Coker
E expoct
the young asecs will be rowing half the night. And, anyhow,
the sirikers won't take any notice of 'em. If Boggs wants
to do dirty work, he’ll do it, Remove or no Remave I

" By jingo, I can

"You can

FRANK RICHARDS copirieiiens Rl dimmmmi s “CHUCKLES!” &*



“To which T say ‘Bats!" " exclaimed Bob Cherry. * And
many of ‘em "

" Look here, you chaps,” said Temple of the Fourth,
hurr:fm(g ap. *Ain't we going to be in this act?"

Lol Cherry grinned,

“ Mot a bit like it, my son!" he replied. * You're abso-
lutely out of it—don’t even get a giddy look . Anyhow,
you don't waent to bo o e 1Y

“Yes, I do!" gaid Temple. . . 1

“Why, vou ass,” broke in Johonny Bull, * you ag-;.]-..T.—"

* Oh, blow what I said!"" interrupted Temple. 1 didu't
know there was going to be any camping-out bizney when
I said I didn’t want to row with the strikers sgain. You
Remove Lkids get-all the luck. Rotten, I call 1t !" ;

“ Well, it’s your own fault,” said Nugent. * If you hadn's
stated—in Wingate's hearing—that you were fed up with the
striliers, he'd have got the Head to let you fellows join us,
As it is, you're all left in the cart. Which serves you jolly
well right, for ?mmh!iﬂg."'

“ It was Temple who started it ! growled Fry glumly.

“ ¥ea, the fatheaded ass!” agreed Dabney,  “ We only
backed him up because you Remove kids were against him.
I suggest we give Temple a jolly good bumping I

“ Hear, hear!"” wnid Fry heartily.

Y Look here, you chumps,” began Temple hastily.

“Oh, we'll leave "em to 141" grinned Wharten.
come the other chaps, so we'd bettor get a move on.”

In a few moments tho Remove Cadet Corpa was ready for
departurc, Smartly and quickly the juniors filed out of
the gates in orderly rows, leoking extremely well in their
peat vniforms.

Dicky Nugent, Myers, Gatty, Tubb, and several other
Second and Third-Formers sent up a shrill ¢heer, and the
members of the Remove who weren't cadets, locked after
their fortunate comrades with envioua eyes. Temple,
Dabney & Co. were having a heated argument of their own
in & corner of tha Close, S

When the cadets arvived ab the meadow adjoining the
factory the dusk was getting thicker, and llarry Wharton
lost no time in making camp.

In a very few minutes the juniors were as busy as bees
on a summer's day, and they did their work with enthusiastic
vim. They regarded this business in the light of a vare
treat, in epite of the fact that their position was fraught
with excitement and poasible peril.

In a short time the tents were erected, and so buay were
the juniors, that they did not notice a pair of rough-looking
mén watching their proveedings from tho other side of u
low hedge. ey remained there for some minutes, then,
talking seriously together, they hurried off in the dirction
of Courtfield. ]

All was quiet sbout the factory., Two men were standing
against the main doorway, but the juniors recognised them
as a pair of the watchmen. A police-constable was stationed
at the back, but he considered that he had & night of lonely
solitude before him.

Darknesa fell in earnest.  But the Remove had almost
finished. Lanterns gleamed outside the tents, and the juniors
were putting the finishing touches to their sleeping-kits.

Overhead the sky was clenr, and it looked as though a
spell of fine weather hod set in. 5

#¥Well, we're here,” said Bob. Cherry cheerfully, “and
there's no sign of the strikers. I'm not a particularly bluod.
thirsty chap, but I shall be jolly disappeinted il we don't
have a scrap with Boggs & Uo, before morning.

Voiees sounded in the darkness, and a moment later several
forms loomed up in the light of the lanterns.

Herry Wharton looked keenly into the darkness, and then
chuckled. i

“It's all right,” he said.  * Only the grub, _

“ Qnly ' elaculatm’e Frank Nuogent. **Din starving, you
ass! I was just wondering if Wingate had forgotten all
about us."’

But Wingate hadn't.

“Tere

e T

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
An Alarm in the Night!
HIHEE{} TODD, Dutton, Fisher '[. Fish, Vernon-Smith,

and several other Removites whoe were not membors

of the Cadet Corps, came into the camp loaded with

food and drink. Wingate had given them striet
instructions to roturn immediately, but they didn't.

“ Weleome, oh, bearers of tidings—I mean, good
grub! said Bob Cherry cheertully. *I hope you haven't
been wolfing the tuck on the way here!” ;3

“ It's jolly good grub!” declared Dutton, the deal junior,
indignantiy.

“ Who said it wasn't, my eon i’

- % You said it was muck 1"

“Vou ass! T said tuek " roared Bob Cherry. “ I spoke
plain enough [” )
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Dutton glarad. )

“ Don't you call me o muf ™ he suid waemly.

“ Oh, ecumbs!” groaned Bob., * Wihat's the good of talk-
ing 1"

* You sill
walking !
you B

“ Ha, ha, ha!l” -

The juniors roared, and Beb Cherry grew red in the
face.

- “I didn’t say anything about walking!" he bellowed.
“1 said it’s no good talking to you, fathead!™ .

“ ¥ou necdnn't shout IV aaid Dutton.  I'm not deaf !”

Boh gasped.

“ Mot a bit,"” he apreed. “ But tlhe next Hme [ hold &
conversation with you I'H use o giddy megaphone.’ :

“ How can I hear you when you only mumble ¥ demanded
Dutton indignantly. “ What's that youn said? We shall
have to log it home? Of course we shall have to——"

“ Leg it home !" gasped Bob Cherry. " Who said any-
thing about legging it home*"

“You did.”" ; )

“1 said that the only way to tulk lo you is to use &
megaphone ! ahrisked Bob Uherey. ‘ )

“What rot!” said Dutton, L can hear you all right if
vou only speak ap !’

chump,” =aid Dutton, ** of course we cume
ou don’t suppose we evcled over the felds, do

“ s, ha, ha!"
“Take him away, somebody )V paoled Bob. “I'e ex-
hausted ™'

The juniors chuckled hgely, and Dutton laid down lis
parcel of food with a rather puzzled expression.

Alonzo Todd beamed round him with a nod of approval.

“My dear frionds, I do hope you will come to no harm.”
he said. “ These rough strikers are terrible fellows, and [
implore you to take care of yourselves. And there is tha
damp, too. Bleeping in these tents-—"

“Oh, dry up, Lonzy 1" interrupicd Nugent,
right 1"

“You can never be too cautivus, my dear Nugent,” said

“Welre all

Alonzo. ™I am sure you will all get colds o you do nok
weap yourselves in warm blankets. My Uncle Benjamin
always told me—-" )

“ Blow TUnele Bonjamin ! growled Wharton, “ We've

heard quite encugh about him.'

“ My dear Wharton, pray do not speak an disrespectiully "
exclaimed the Duffer of Greyfrinrs, * He would be sue-
prised—nay, shocked-—if he heard--—"

“ You'll be chucked out on your neck if von don't dey
up !" roared Harry Wharton, * First it's Dutton,; and now
vou! Dry up, vou psss! Now, then, Bmithy, [ supposs
vou're in charge of the grub?''

Tha Bounder nodded. _

“ Yes: and [ must sny Wingate's allowed you chaps a
liberal aupply,” he replied. “ I say, Wharten, I should like
to be in this business !"

* Sorry, but it can't be did."”

“Why not®"

“ You're not 3 cadet, that’s why not," replicd Wharton,

# That's nothing.” snid Varnon-Banith coolly. 1 can use
my fists as good as most chaps, amd T darcsay [ zhould
come in uscful.”

Harry Wharton shook his head.

“It's impossible, Smithy,” he said firmly. * Wingate said
that no chaps were to stay in the camp except cadets, and
I'm not going to let you stop.”

“Oh, Lut that’s rot!" eaid the Bounder. * Wingate's not
here, and he wouldn't know anything about 1t till the morn-
mg. FEven then he might not know, and——"

Wharton's eyes flashed.

“ I've given my word to Wingate, and I'm going to keep
it,” he smad.  ** All the chaps here are cadets,”

“ Mo civilians allowed ! said Bob Cherry. * Buzz off,
Smuthy !

“0Oh, all right!"" replicd the Bounder quielly. “ T will.
I was only asking because I thought I might be wasful. I'm
rather keen on anything of this sort, but as you don't wand
me, I'll clear.™

“ Borry, Smithy ! said Harry.
word to Wingate.”

Vernon-8mith and the other Removites bade the cadete
good-night, and disappeared into the darkness,

“T think the Bounder feels ruther oub of i, remarked
Johnny Bull.

“(Can't be helped,” said Harry. * te's not a cadet, and
there’s nothing more to say.”

And the Remove Cadets propared supper withont waste
of time.

The meal was & merry one, for the junjors did not ragnﬂ

A Magnificant, Long, Complete Schosl Tatle of
Harry Wharton & Co, at Qreyfriars. Ordér Early.
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this adventure at all seriously. If the night passed without
excitement, well and good; but ¥ the strikers thought fit. to
attack the Remove camp, all the better.

The Remove wae guite prepared.

They turned in fully dressed, and feeling little disposed to
sleep. The uncertainty of their position was not caleulsted
to induce peaceful slumber. Nevertheless, the bulk of the
Eguur; were asleep when ten-thirty sounded from Courtfield

urch. : ;

Wingate was quite sure in his own mind that the night
would pess without incident, but even Wingate was not
always a reliable prophet. =

The Fainous Five were allotted to one tent. Just outside
the fap of it were two stools, and & storm-lantern hung fromn
& ring in the canvas. On the stocls wore seated a pair of
senttries, Harry Wharton had deemed it wisest to have two,
as one would be prone to doze off, and a doze would end in
a sound sleep. .

Harry Wharton and Hurree Jamset Ram Singh took the
ficgt watch—from ten till eleven., In this way most of the
umiors would take a share of sentry duty. Eleven o'clock

somed out in the distance, but all was silent and still other-
wise. .

“Nothing doing,” satd Wharton bricfy.

“ The esteemed and ludicrous strikers are extremely quiet-
ful,” murmured Inky.

“It's Bob's and Franky's turn now."

<K

. WR3
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Bob Cherry and Frank Nugent were roused. They didn't
feel much hike doing sentry duty, as they had only just
dropped: off to eleep; but, as Bob Cherry remarked, it was
ail in the night's work. )

Hzlf an hour passed. The night was dark, and a light
breeze blew from the ea=t. DBob Cherry and Nugent made
attempts to hold a brisk copnversation, but they made a
dismnF failure of it

“This. is rotten!” wvawned Bob.
something would happen.”™ ] ]

“I don't expect Boggs will make s move till after mid-
night, even if he makes a move at all,” said Nugent drowsily.
“Camping out’s all very well, but I must eay sentry duty s
beastly tiresome 1"’

“ Well, our hoar'll soon—"

. Bob Cherry paused.

“Go on,” said Nugent.

He looked at Bob sleepily, then opened his eyes wider.

Beh was bending ferward, gazing cagerly into the dark-
ness in the direction of the factoery. A temse lock was on
his face, and his eyes gleamed.

“What's up?'" asked Nugent in a whisper.

“HBiash! Look 1™

MNugent looked. At first he could see nothing.  The night
ark, and the wall of the factory was only 2 dimmer
blackness against the dim sky,

But Nugent's eyes grew accustomed to the gloom after a

A

I woulda't care if

"'.._.; 2

A Magnetite does some cottagers a good turm on a cold morning by cheerfully drawing water for them from

the village well,
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Just when the fight was at its helght, Wharton sighted ‘\’i'i.n"ga.te and the nthcfl ];I-'Efl:l.‘tﬁ runnln_ﬂ- ruum:l_ _a corner |
of the building. * Rescue, Sixth!™ he yeiled, The prefects rushed np and attacked thg strikers from the rear,
(See Chapter 5.)

montent, and then he made out the forms of several men

noisclesshy elimbing over -the wall. Just for a second an

. indistinet shape would rise above the top of the wall, and
then disappear, This happened many times.

* Hoggs and his sct !’ breathed Nugent honrsely.

" Bure as » gun!” murmuoered Bob.

The two sentries gazed at one another with eager cves
There was no sign of drowsiness now. Both were very wide
awaloo. P

“ What shall we do?’ whispered Frank Nugent.

“'Wake the chaps, of course! There's no telling what
mischicf these rotters are up to!" said Bob  quickly.
“ They must bave scen us sitbing there, and tried to skip
over the wall without us knowing. My hat, it's & good
thing wo saw ‘cm '

“* Rather !

" Don't make a sownd !
over the wall ! whispered Boub Cherry,
bounders by surprise [*?

In less than two minutes the whole Remove camp was
awahe, Some of the fellows grumbled, but ihey soon altered
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We'll wake the chaps, and creep
“We'll take the

their tone when they beard what was in the wind, Harry
Wharton eollected his men together at the rear of the tonts,
w0 that they were out of sight of the fuctory.

“My ouly hat! This is soemething ke ! murmuoeed
Baulstrode, with enthusiasm. “ T dide’t think for o minute
we'd be called upon to protect the giddy factory 1

“Well, we have,™

*And we're going to protect it !

'"* Rather |

' The ratherfulngss is terzilie ™

ITarry Wharton raised his haod.

* Bilence, you prize azca " he said sharply. ® Silence in
the ranks! Wo'll attack the enemy from two points! I'IT
take charge of one detachment, and you the other. Todd

Ilarry Wharton knew that Peter Todd was quite capallo
of dealing with his men, for the chicf of No. 7 Study was an
pxiremely astute jumior when he chose.

“(Good for you ! sard DPeter briskly.

“ Lo quietly, and den't let the enemy know of one
presenee until we're right upon "em ! said Harry Wharten,
“Advanee M
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The juniors advanced cagerly enough.  Their eyes had
grown accustomed to the gloom now, and they could see with
s fair amouns of distinctness. The wall of the factory yard
loomed up in the dimness.

Stealthily, the Removites clambered over i, and bore
down, in two distinct bodics, upon the factory itself:

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Warm Work!

ARRY WHARTON'S party advanced quietly along one
of the factory walls. There wes no sign of Boggs &
Co., and some of the juntors began to think that Bob
Cherry and Frank Nugent had been mistaken,
“ Blessed tf 1 can ses anybody " murmured Tom Brown.
“Those lwe asses wero half-asleep, and fancied they saw
something 1 breathed Mark Linlay.
“Faith. an’ it's right, I'm thinkin" we are, Linley
darlint!" eame in a stage whisper from Micky Desmond.

“You asses [" muttered Nogent warmly. * We sew the
rotters plainly !

The jJuniors were passing round a couple of upturned
waggons—evidence the strikers’ violence—when Morgan

peinted ahead guickly,

“Look vou'!" he whispered. “ There is a light !

My hat! Bo thor: ia V' said Wharton.

They all looked eagerly. A fitful light shone aeross the
I:_mrd near a large wooden butlding whick adjeoined the
BGEOTY,

The light came from & candle, held in the hand of one of
the group of me3, and it was flickering in the breezc.
Indistinetly, the jumiors could see the men busy at some
work or other.

Bob Cherry was the first to realise what they were doing.

Two of them were pouring some liguid out of cans on to
several little piles of straw and atioks.

Boby uttered a ery of alarm.

“ My only Aunt Barah Jane!" he gasped.

* Bs-ss-h, you silly ass—"

“Don’t you see what the blackguards are up to?'” panted
Bob, in horror. * Look! They're pouring paraffin on to the
gticks! They mean to set fire to the shed ™

There was a general exclamation.

“ Great Scott! You're right, Bob!" said Harry Wharton
grimly, and with set lips. *“The scoundrels—the utter
rotters ! I'll be? this is being done by Boggs and his own
particular set! We must stop "em !”

“ Rather " exclaimed Johnny Bull exeitedly. *““Tf that
wooden shed ance gets alight—and it'll blaze like tinder if
they once set a mateh to it—the factory itself will be ablaza
within half ar hour !

»“Look!" yelled Bulstrode. *That chap's lowering the
candle ! Shout, you chaps—shout, to frighten ‘em "

The endets set up a great roar of anger and excitement.

But Bulstrode's first yell had been sufficient to startle the.

incendiaries. They dropped bhe candle, and turned reund
with caths of alarm. Then, before they could recover their
wits, the juniors were rushing towards tnem, Angry and
indignant.

They turned in fright. for there wers only half a dozen.
not including Nat Boggs. for that wary raffian hed remainod
in_the roadway, after geading his ¢componions to do the

mischief. The six wmen ean heltor-skelter § u
Wharton & Co. rsheiter drom Harry

“ After "em ™

“Collar the rokters ™

“Head 'omn off 1" _

;“'IFIE'E th:&dasq Todd ™

-But Peter was st hoand, Ile and his men, too. ha
dizeovered Boggs & Co's guwne, and had rvshed fc-rivarr.'{d
from the eoppesite direction, almost at the same time as
‘Heazrry Wharton and his aupporters.

%EE seoundrel+ were headed off,

e next few minutes were exciting, Boges's me

stopped, panting, and thoroughly [ right{:ﬂ%d. Thggahuuta e:::‘
the juniors. proclaimed that they were in no pentle mood,

and even half a dozen strong roughs would be helples
against such a erowd of angry boys, g ¢ nelpiess

“Over the wall, mates!™ roared one of the men. * These
young cubz have spoilt the game for to-night—ha ng 'om !’
Don't let the rotters escape I yelled Nugent excitedly.
But the strikers were desperate, The scrambled over the
Er‘al],'_twhmh was not & high ore, with more haste than
wrnity.
wo of the night watelhuinen and a policeman came rushi
up to grasp the men as they jumped to the ground, -
g ,jﬂ -E-l'l:{}f't- tusﬁ:'l&.! ansucﬁ!, during which the Eﬂiitaman had his
elmet Jammed over his eves, and the night .
knocked down with no liftle force. BRI FAtRa were

The crowd of juniors swarmed over th BT
THE MacxeET LiBRaRy. —No. 313. ¢ well like ants.

FRANK RICKARDS

Tale In oup

Contributes a ﬁplandid. Complete School
sw Companlon Paper—

Many of them, in the execitement, fell upon the night waleh-
men and the policeman The worthy trie received several
hard blows before they managed fo pasp out their identity.

Meanwhile, Boggs & Co. had made wood their oscape.

““Borry ! gasped Wharton. “I thought vou were the
giddy strikers!™

“1t's all right young gents!" growled one of the watch:
men. “* ¥You wasn't to know in this darkness. They've gof
clenr awny, Bill,"" be added to the constable.

“Yes—hnong "em " seid the officer savagely.

The Remove cadets returned to their camp, after explain-
ing what the excitement had been about, and after moking
sure that there was no smouldering spark left by the
strikers, -

‘““ By Jove, that was all right I panted Bob Cherry, ** We
did the rotters in the eye jolly nicely ! Just fancy what
would have happened if we {mdn’t kept a watch [

“The giddy factory would have been burnt down ' said
Johnny Bull

" Absolutely 1" o _
“ The absolutelyfulness is terrific!'” agreed Hurree Singh
sleepily. ** We have had our esteemed excitement, and wall

now return to our aungust beds.

“Hear, hear !

And in less than fifteen minutes the camp was asleep
again, with the exception of Mark Linley and Micky
Deamond, whose turn it was to keep watch.

But the remainder of the night passed without incideut.
Bogpgs & Co. had evidently given 1t up as a bad job, amd
were discussing other’ plans. At all events, they understood
that it was impossible t0 make a surprise attack apon the
factory while the Removites were camping near by.

Being under canvas, the juniors were up very carly—soon
after sunrise, in {nct .L'i.nii it was pleasing to realise that
they had not been ploced there for no purpose. They would
have somoething to tell Wingate when he arrived.  The
captain of Greyfriars had promised to walk over to the
factory before early prayers.

# Personally, T -think the strikers will give it up,” saud
Nugent, as he and a crowd of cadets sat round one of the
fires, preparing breakfast.” * Anyhow, it's only Boggs and
his own lot who'd go to such rotten lengths as trying to
burn the factory down!” :

“And the worst of it is, we've no proof that it was Bo%u
who led the scoundrels,”’ said Wharton thoughtfully. “ We
know it was him, of course; but there's no proof, and the
main body of striliers will believe that he had nothing to do
with the attack. Of course, he'll deny it, and say it was the
work of a sct of drunken roughs. And the ailly asses will
believe him, I expact, and support him as strongly as ever 17

H“I'm blessed if T can understand ‘em !" melml Bob
Cherry.  “I'll admit that Boggs has got the gift of the gab,
but the chaps must be giddy 1diots o believe all he says !

‘““He means to do all the harm he can.,” said Wharton;
“and, so far, he's done practically nothing, He won't be
satisfied until a tremendous lot more damage is done, and Pl
bet he'll pet the strikers to back him up in further
villainy "

“Weall, we'll bo ready for "em!”

“ We'll give "ern beans!™

“ What-ho !

There was no lack of enthusiasm among the cadets, Break-
fast was a merry meal, partaken of sitting round Lhe mmF.
fives,  For although the morning was fine, it was extremely
chilly, and the juniors would have been cold and miserable
without a cheerful blaze.

“ Going to be a fine day,” remarked Nugent. with a glance
skywards. I say, L wonder if Wingate'll vome along and
send us all back to Greyfriara?’

“ 1 shouldn't think s, said Harry Wharton., * When he
hears what's happoened he'll vealise how  1nveluable our
services ave, "b"-"lf r, after last night's affair, the stokers will
be more angry than ever. Bogd: will, anyhow, and he'll
lead the reat where he likes”

“(Can’t we think of some whoeze-to u]pen the men's eyes?”

ut in Bulstrode. “*Once they knew what an absolube rotter

& is, thev'd know that ho's been telling lies all along, and
that they've been doing a great injustice to Mr. Hardmge

“ It wants somo thinﬁin out,” saidd Wharten thoughtfully,
“That would be a sp'lengid‘ﬂ'ting if we conld do 1. At
present. the strikers believe in Boggs implicitly, and when
they hear that we're here guarding the factory, they'™l bao
jolly wild.”™

“1 think——"

But what Bob Cherry thought was never to be revoaled.
for at that moment Qgilvy, who'd been taking a stroll omt
in the roadwav, came rushing back in great excitemont.

“The strikers are coming!” he shouted. * There's
hundreds *of "em! - 'The whole road’s flled with ‘em for
hundreds of vards, and they'll be heve in loss Lthan five

“CHUCKLES!" #*



“ My hatr?

" Btrikers coming here ™

“This'll mean ructions|™

** Rather !"? '

" Well, we're ready for ‘em!" declared Harry Wharton.
“ We'll drive ‘em off 1

Ogilvy waved his hands excitedly,

“ You chimp ¥’ he yelled. "{t‘.‘s impossible!  There’s
hundreds of "em! They're desperate, and if we tried to stop
'em, they'd &.irn'a}]}* wipo us up I

“But we ean’'t scoot!?’ protested Mugent.

" We must. There's no help for it!” persisted Ogilvy.
‘I'm not-a funk, as you chaps know, but I'm jolly certain
we should get the worst of it in s tussle with the strikers,
It's not like dealing with a handful !”

Harry Wharton. had rushed across the meadow to the road-
way, and now came back Eanting, and locking anxious.
The juniors ¢crowded round him.

" Ogilvy's right,” he said quickly,
asking for trouble to attack the strikers.
full hundred of *em.”

“ But they won't hurt us,’* zaid Russell. ;

“ Won't they? I believe they're coming up bhere simply to
diive us away,” said Wharton. " When they spetted me they
cont up & 8 out, waved their sticks, and came on at the
double.” )

" That was pretty zignificant, anyhow,"” said Bob Cherry.

“ Why not get into the factory itself? suﬁgﬂated Johnny
Bull, looking round quickly., ** There are those iwo giddy
watchmen at the main door wondering what the excitemoent's
nm:é.1 We can swarm in before 'ﬁ’m:,f koow what's hap-
pened.

Harry Wharton nodded. )

“ You're right, Johnny." he said briskly.
the best thing we can do. If we
seooted we should be cut of the offair
altogether, while if we hép inte the
factory we shall be on the spot to pra-
toct it

“ Hurrah I yelled Micky Desmond
cueitedly., " Faith an' 1t's a darhnt ve
arec, Wharton! Oneo we're inside tha
factory wetll stick there, and we sha'n't
have to do auy lessons this morning,
bedad I

* Hurrah I

Led by Harry Wharton, the excited
cadets picked up the bags containing
the remainder of the f Then, just
gs the foremost strikers came into sight,
they rushed up to the main door of the
factory and crowded in. The two
watchmen protested m vain,  They
could do nething against the onslaught.
Wharton didn't know whether they
would approve of the move or not, 8¢ the juniors left nothing
to chance, .

A howl went up from the strikers as they saw the Re-
movites crowding into the factory, and Harry Wharton cast
a swift cila.nm behind him,

“ Quick 1" he gasped. ' The rotters are on us!"

The remainder of the juniors piled in hreathlessly, and even
as Nat Boggs and several others rushed up, the heavy doors
slammed to, and the bolts were shot.

“It would be simply
There must be -a

“That's about

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
No Admittanc !

AT BOGGS swore furigusly under his breath as the door
shut with a bang in his face.

" Bash it down, mates!” he roared,

He and several others flung themselves at the doors,
but the latter were of great strength, and Bogxs & U, only
received bruised shoulders for their pains, The strike leader
locked round him furiously, _

But there wasz no means of entering the factory., The
windows were all high up, and in any cose it would bhe im-
possible to effect an entrance with all those bovs ready to
repel them.

“* Hang "em!" snarled Bogps, with clenched fists, 1
thought we'd got “em, mates. Gosh! We'd have given 'em
sumething if we'd "ave copped "em i

“You're right, Nat," said one of his pals. * An' we'll
cop "em yet. We're not goin' to be gzot the better of by a
crowd o' school kids!™”

Tnside the factory Harry Wharten & To. were congratu-
lating themeelves upon their move. [For the time being they
wore safe, and before the strikers could effect an entranpe,
perbaps, help would arrive,

Harry Wharton realised ths Remave’s peril fully. but he
did not Hinch.. These men were desperate, and although
they would not wilfully harm the bovs they would almost
certainly do so in their excitement.
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“ We'd better hop up to the next floor,” said the Remove
captain briskly., ** They can’t reach us there, and if they
try to get in we can chuck things at 'em. Don’t {orget that
our position is desperste. It's wup to us to save the factory.”

' And we'll save it if we can!’ said Bob Cherry grimly.
" My hat, it mokes me wild to think of these ruffians leadin
tho strikers to such willainy as this} They're guiet cnoug
men, ag a rule, but-they're too excited now to reslise what
thi;l-_‘}' re doing. Come on!™

arry Wharton gave his instructions quickly, asnd the
cadets hurried to the upper floor.  There thoy separated,
some going to fach side of the building, so that every inch
of the vards was under cbservation.

A roar went up from the strikers as thoy saw the juniors
.';:1:‘1;3|;:a:§,:J gpp;;]rr windows, e

* Come down an' onen this "er i 1 L,
U1l be the worse for youtr © ¢ G00m” reated Boggs, “or

Harry YWharton thrust hizs head through a huge hole in one
of the larpe windows.

Y Sorry,” he said swectly, “ but it can't be did !

'E'l::-u :;'utﬁ: np—*—"l

* Now, t's persanal, Boggy!™ prinned
?heeriudly fr?}gg Fnt-]ﬂthﬁr windn%vg.} o h‘ﬁw, all ruﬁi:m?}:g:{
wre Iike good LEttle hoys, ¥ ¢ i ] '
Promize tugim w-ﬂll-behn{'ed!"' ow camt come in until you

Bq&gs fumed.

" ¥ou saucy youny ‘ound, you! he velled.
comin’ down to open this ‘ere door?” .

i I"""ﬂ‘t-‘ﬁ bit like 1t, yeu blackeuard I said Wharton,

1 gives yer fair warnin' ' bollowed Boggs,  “If yon

don’t come down an’ open it, we'll
break in, an’ it'll be the worse for you,
If you come down right away we'll let

“Are you

vor go ‘omo  with in’
el without doin’ ver no
" We're guite comfortable, thanks!”

said Bob Cherry cheerily.

“Look here,” you chaps!" ghouted
Harry Wharton, in a clear voice, which
was very serious. ** What dd you want
to follow the Iead of Boges for? He's
a liar and a scoundrel, and before he's
done he'll lead you into doing things
you'll regret later on, Why ean't you
be sensible and hoof him out !

" Shut yer mouth 1™

“ We don’t want any lip from you!”

“ You'd best ga back to school be-
fore you're hurt, young ‘un ™

The stnkers were in no ‘meod to be
dictated to by a schoolboy, and Harry
Wharton's. speech only served to etill further anger the
strikers. They were all greatly excited, and dido’t give them-
selves time to think.

“All right?* shouted Wharton gzrimly. * Yeu'll realiss
I'in right before long. Foggs is a teoundrel and a scamp.
You're doing Mr. Hardinge an injustice, Three cheers for
Mr. Hardinge I ;

They were given with a will E-g the Removites, but the
cheers were almost drowned by the howl which arose from
the strikers outsida.

Unfortunately, Harey Wharton had chosen a  rather in-
opportunc time for his little speech. It was the first oppor-
tupity he had had of addressing the strikers. But thes didn't
like beinz addressed by a schoolboy, snd showed their dis-
pleasure,

* Break in, mates!” chouied Boggs furiously. “ We'll
show these young ‘ounds wot's wob I

“ ¥ou won't get in|"” shouted Bob UCherry. “ If you come
a::% nearer, we'll chuck things at you!”

ut Bogas & Co. disregarded the warning. A great crowd
of them disappeared, and very soon returned with a great lo;
of wood., Harry Wharton & Co. saw them & reaching witﬁ
it, and the juniors looked at one amother in disniay.

“That's done 1t, by Jove ! zaid Nugent. ** With that
thing they'll bust the door down in.two ticks. * My hat!

“ No fear I" declared Ilarry Wharton. *T've got an idea.
There's a fire-hose mn each one of these departments, and if
we turn the water on the rotters, I'll bet it'll cool their
ardour '’

“ By jingo. that’s a ripping wheeze I'

L] T’ﬂp !.:I.E“E lr'-“l‘

“ First-chop jdea 1 |

‘* Bhure, an' ye're night ™

The Removites bustled about rapidly. Fortunately, the
factory was provided with every imodern convenience, and
fire-hydrants were fitted in every one of the big departments.
The main supply was turned on full, and the juniors only

‘Thig is where we do the vanishing act-[™

A Magnificont, Long, Complate Bchool Tale of
Harry Wharton & Co, at Qreyfriars. Order Early.
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had to uncoil the hoses and turn the water on, This they
were well able to do, for many of them were members of
the Greyfriars School Fire Brigade.

“Wait till they get necar,” said Harry Wharton, when
everything was ready. ' Ft'll take 'em by surprise, and
make 'em realiso that we're not to be trifled with.'

The majority of the men were still crowding round the
main entrance, while & dozen sirikers were carrying across
the yard the heavy log which they intended to use ag a
battering-ram.

All the men wera looking excited and pleased, for they
had no doubts in their own minds that they would be
within the factory in & few minutes.

But thevy had reckoned without . the Remove.

] :' Mow!" ssid Wharton sharply. * Let the bounders have
it 1"

Aund they had it!

Bwis-s-s-8-h |

Almost at the same instant three hoses filled with water,
and three powerful streems shot down on to the sirikera
Tha water descended with tremendous force. The striliers
were totally unprepared for it. ' .

A vell of fright went up, intermixed with ithe gaspings of
thoso whe were drenched through and knocked breathless
by tho force of the water.

Hals and caps went flying everywhere, and the men
carrying the log, on whom Wharion's hose was trained,
were all bowled over like ninepins. They were utterly unablo
to stand up against those unexpected streams of water.

A more effcetive weapon of defence than a hose does not
exist when no injuries are desired. The strikees flad in
terror, and within three minutes the factory yards were abso.
lutely deserted, and the men were gathered in dripping and
BaIpIng imupa in the roadway.

‘“ Ha, ha, ha!"

The Removites yelled themselves hoarse. To them the
situation was irresistibly funny. Wharton's wheeze had
turned the tables completely. And Doggs realised it. He
knew that it would be impoasible to gain an entrance while
those hoses were in working order. :

And the water hud a remarkebly damping effect upon
the strikers’ enthusizsm, as well as upon their clothes. For
the time being hostilitics were ended. And Boggs retired
with his men to discuss the situation.

My hat, you're a wonder, Harry!" chuckled Johnny
Buoll. ~ “If you hadn’t have thought of that wheeze wo
should heve bean completely dished. '

“ Somebody coming across the felds from Greyfriara!”
bawled out Tom Brown from one of the windows. * Two
of "em 1"

“ Wingate and Courtney, I expect,” said Wharton.

But the new arrivals proved to be Vermon-8mith and

lsgover major of the Remove. They came neac, and stared
at the wrecked state of the Remove camp in amazement—for
EI:B strikers had pulled the tents down and generally created

AYOC.

The Bounder looked up upon hearing a chuckle, and then
he and hi: companion saw the Removites crowding at the
upper windows of the factory.

"“"What the dickens has happened?”
Bounder,

“What are vou asses in there for?”" asked Bolsover.
“ Who's been playing the giddy ox with the happy home?"

There were plenty of juniors eager enough to relate their
experiences, and the two visitors soon learned what had
oceurred. Vernon-Smith and Bolsover, it appeared, had got
up carly aird strolled over before brealfast,

The Boundoer's eyes gleamed ax he heard the story.

demanded the

““1 3ay " he exclaimed. " We're coming in "
* That's it 1" said Bolsover. " Wo'll be in this bizney !
“Borry,"" called down Harey Wharton, #but I ecan't

oblige "
* Mo admittance, my sons.” sail Bob Cherry swoetly,
“ Faith, an’ be off wid yo 1"
The Bounder grinned.
“Now, don't be silly 1" he said.
won, old man——"
“There's been no joking in it yet," said Harry Whartor
Bricly.
“ Don't tallkk rot!

“Joking apart, Whar-

You're joking zll the time, if vou sav
I can’t come in," said the Bounder coollv., ** Buzz down and
apen the door. We want lo be in this affair az much as
vou. Burely you're not going to refuse help when you're in
s tight corner ¥

Harry Wharton shook his head,

“1t's no good arguing. You can't come in. TI'm sorry.”

*“ Why can't we come in®” roared Bol:over, getling angry.

“ Because Wingate said that nobody was to be in this
busingss except cadets.  As you're not cadets you ecan kindly
buzz off. If vou stﬁll} here much longer the strilers'll come
back, and then you'll get it in the neck.”
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Vernon-Smith frowned.

* You're an ass, Wharton!" he said crossly. *° Wheat's the
good of sticking to what Wingate said? You're in a tight
corner, and you want all the help you ean get."

“1f vou get permiszion from Ij-r. Quelc% aor Wingate, I'll
Iet yo1 in like a shot, Smithy," called Harry Wharton,
““ But until you do you'te not cotning in. That's flat, and
¥ou can go and eat coke !

And Harry Wharton disappeared,

Vernon-South  glared up at the window for a moment,
and then turned to Bolsover. They spoke together for a
few moments. Then, with a last look at the factory, they
turned and left the yard.

* Dished, diddled, and dene!” pgrinned Bob Ch:-rrf.
“Bmithy’s out of thia business, and I'm glad of it. Thaore's

no tel]i%g what tricks the Bounder would get up to.”
But Vernon-S8mith was not out of the business—not by &
long way.

THE ELEYENTH CHAPTER.
Just Like the Bounder!
INGATE and Courtney appeared a very few minutes
w after the Bounder and Bolsover had taken their
departure.

he twe prefects were astounded to see the
wrecked  camp, and they listened to Harey Wharton's
explanation in grim silence. Wingate’s face broke into a

smilo when he heard about the hose play, and he nodded.

“* Beat thing you could have done,” he said. * Well, I'm
hanged if I know what to say! If I order you to leave the
strikers will possibly do damage to the factory.”

“ Posgibly I exclaimed Nugent, “It's jﬂ“'j" certain I"

“Well, 1 shall have to leave you here,’” said Wingate.
“T'll go and talk to the Head about it now, and come back
later with fresh instructions. If the strikers try to get in
again, lot the rotters have the full force of the hose.”

And Wingate and Courtnoy hurried off to Greyfriars with
very acrious faces. But Wingate was feelin p'luamd that
the juniors had acquitted themselves so well. Elu told himself
that the Head had done the best thing possible in selecting
the Remove Cadet Corps to deal with the situation.

Meanwhile Vernon-8mith and Bolsover had left the factory
grounds, and seated themselves behind a hedge some distance
away, .

"i mean to got in there,” said the Bounder Grmly, ' If
I ask Wingate, he'll tell me to buzz off ; and it's not a bit of
uwse going to old Quelch.”

“Well, we can't get in,"" said Bolsover.,

“Yes, we can.  All we have to do is to swank to Wharton
that we've pot Win%ata’n permission,” said the Bounder,
“I can make him believe me, and once we're in we'll stick
in. This is just the kind of bizney I enjoy.”

*“ All right,”” said Bolsover. "Try it on. I'm with yoiL.
But we'd better not go back for some little time.  It's just
about the breakiast hour now, and Wherton will know that
we couldn’t get back for at least an hour”

“Well, T suggest we stroll inte Courtheld and get somae-
thing to cat,” said the Bounder, " I've got plemty of tin
on me,""

L1 G‘:I":Hi I!I

The two rose, and strurk off acroaz the field in the dircetion
of Courtfield. which was quite cldse. But Vernon-Emith and
Bolzover had reckoned witho it the strikera.

The two juniors passed through a gap 1n the hedge, and
found themseclves, to their surprise, in the midst of a lar
crowd of strikers, the bulk of whom were dripping wat. The
men saw the Grerpfriars eaps, and their faces instantly
bhecame dark with anger.

“T say!" gasped Bolsover.
strikers | Wf:*g batter scoot 1Y

“ RKeep cool ! sawd the Bounder.
them, vou ass!™

But Bogegz & Co. did not diseriminate, As a matter of
fact, they tﬁnught the Bounder and Bolsover were two of the
Buys who had attacked them. The mere fact that they were
not wearing uniform was nothing., They were Greviriars
juniors, and that was enough.

"i‘rlr:r.n ‘emp, wates!" soid one man hoarsely. * We'll teach
e !

“ By gosh, wo will!" oxelaimad another,

“ Run, you ass!™ yelled Bolsover, in elarm. * These silly
fools ave pomng for us ™ '

. And Bolsover started running, Unfortunately he tripped
tn o tuft of grass, and mstead of eacaping, fell with a same-
what loving embrace inte the arms of an exteemely damp

“These are the rotten

“We haven't touched

sfriker. The man rolled Bolsover on the grass, and calmly
s2f on him., ;

The Bounder fared no better. He was quickiy made s
ri=aner,
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# Llcruk. here, what's the game® said Vernon-Smith
angrily. .

“ Wot's the game, ¢h? leered one of the men. ** We'll
soon show you, my beauty! Here, Jim, run acrost the
field an” fetch Nat “ere. I reckon e’ll be pleased to sce this
pair o' young ‘uns !

The two Removites were held securely until Nat Boggs
hurried up. He looked at them with angry eyos. Balsover
was in & blue funk, and even the imperturbable Bounder waa
beginning to get alarmed. The looks of these men were not
at afl agreeablo,

“ I want to kpmow what this means?" said the Dounder
sngrily. ** You're the chief of these fellows, I believe, It'll
be best for you, Boggs, if you let us go !™

“Oh, will it?" smeered Nat Boggs unpleasantly, "1
ain't goin' to ‘ave any words with you, voung ‘un, %ut I
tell you straight out that now we've gpot you we're goin’ to
put you through it—we're goin' to take you to the factory
an' tell your Fﬂung puls that if they don't give in we'll do
vyou some real hurt !

“ ¥ou—you—scoundrels ! panted Bolsover.

“ Do you think they'll give in?"’ said the Bounder.
“ Whatever you do to us, the chaps in the factory won't
knuckle under !”

VYernon-8mith had been thinking hard, and a sudden gleam
shot inte his eyes. Ile knew guite well that he and his
companion were in a very tight corner. The Bounder saw
& way out of it

" They won't knuckle under, you say ¥ exclaimed Boggs.
" We'll see about that! We'll—"

“Hold on” interrupted Verpon-Smith, “I’'ve pot an
wlea. T don’t like those chaps in the factory any more than
vou do.’’

“What are youn sayin’?’ demanded Bogprs suspiciously.

“I em saying the truth, Harry Wharton and his ert are
gead against me, and when I wanted to et in they wouldn't
open the door. Well, T've got a wheeze to got in, and if
yoeu let us go we'll get in and open ane of the doora at the
back. Then 'l keep the chaps’ attention cngaged in the
front of the building while you and your men come m. How'll
that do you ¥ '

Nat Dogpes's eyes gleamed, then he frowned suspiciously.

*1 don't behieve yer,” he said, “Its a trick to get
away,’

“IL st ! persisted the Bounder,
we'll carry out our part of the bargain.

*Yes, rather ! stammoered DBolsover.

Bogps thought for a moment,

AN mght,” he said. I'lL talte vour word for it, but I
shail remember yer faces, young ‘uns! If you do the dirty
on me, you'll "ave to pay for it, that's alll”

I shall keep my word,”” said the Bounder quietly. * We'll
enter the factory and have the door open for you ut exactly
cleven o'clock. How will that dot"

" Grood emough,” said Boggs.  But remember, if you—-"

“*Oh, dry up! I'll do the trick !

And Vernon-Bmith and Bolsover were allowed to po.
The DBounder knew guite well what he had agrecd to do,
but he felt no scruplee. Ie wiunted to got his own baek
on Whurton, and this waz a good opportunity.

“1 say,” panted Bolsover, when they were a good dis-
lance away, " you am't going to do i, are you? It was
swank "

“ Rot "' gaid the Bounder, "I meant every word of it!”

“ But the chaps'll rag us fearfully——"

" Rats to the chaps! Didn't you hear what Bogps sail?
If we don’t do it he'll mark us out and very likely half-kill
us ! said the Beunder, * I'm not a fonky sort of chap, but
I koow that fellow’s a scoundrel, and I draw the Line at being
half-killed, We've got to do it, or take the consequences!”

* I—1 think we'd better do it " said Bolsover.

" Then we'll git here for half an hour, and then go back
to the factory. I've got a fountain pen and paper on me,
and 1 know Wingate's writing as well as my own., I'll write
g pAss for og 1"

" But—but it's forgery ™
- " Forgery be blowed ! zaid the Bounder calmly.  ** What
s it after all? We're only doing it because Wharton's so
blessrid obstinate ™

Vernon-8mith had no seruples about the matter, and
during the wait, he wrote the following words on a piece
of paper: Y Vernon Smieth and Balsover to be allowed to
enter the  factory—Wingate.”!  On  seeond_ thoughts, the
Bounder had written the words in peneil, and had scrawled
them, as though Wingate had been in a great hurry, This

“TF you let us go,
Eh, Dolsover ™
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would allay Harry Wharton's snapicions if the writing was
not quite jdentical to Wingate's.

The pair presented themselves at the factory
confident air.

" Hallo, vou freaks come back again?” exclaimed Dob
Cherry, sticking his head cut of an upper window. *It’s
no pood, you know. Doge ain't sdmitted '

with

“We've pot a ermit from Wingate,” said the Boundcr
coolly. * We explained to him that you wouldn't let us in,
and he called vou a set of young idiots I

“ Rats!" said Harry Wharton.
“Oh, &ll nght! Read this!”
“ What s it 7"

“ Wingate's pernnt I*

The Bounder was quite confident, and Harry Wharton was
puzzled,  Vernon-8mith folded the paper up into = small
compass, and tossed it up, Wharton caught it.

" Buck up ! said the Bounder. “We don’t want to wait
here all day ™
JHarry Wharton unfolded the paper and read it, with Bob
Cherry, Nugent, and several other Removites craning over
his shoulder.

* Well, that’s plain enough," said Nuqent.
A ungerf.tfmui old Wingate,” muttered Harry
in_perplexity, " There's uo gotting over this, though!™

¢ leanced out of the window again, completely deenived
by the note,

“ Wingate's been here this morning,” he called down.
“ When did he give you thie?"

¥ Ohy we met him in the Close,” said the Dounder glibly.
* He scrawled that permit while we waited.”

. “"Buzz down aud open the door!™ exclaimed Dolsover
mmpatiently.

“Oh, we'll let you in!" said Harry Wharton. And he
instructed two Removites to go down and open the big door.

Nevertheless, he could not quite understand it, now. Peter
Todd took the note and scanned it keenly.

“ Looks all night,"” he said. "I suppose those rotters
haven't been up to some trick? This certainly scems to be
the genuine article.’”

*Ivs rottenly written, but it's Wingate's writing,” said
Wharton. ‘

B0 the Bounder and Bolsover guined admittance into the
factory. Bome of the jumiors were glad that they had come,
for they were able to learn how matters were progressing
at Greyiviars.

But the Bounder, soon after hali-past ten, quictly walked
away from the rest of the fellows, and went round the
factory, from departmment to department, as though inter-
ested tn their contonts,

Presently he went downsteire. Here the twa watchmen
were 1n sole charge. The men were talking logether in the
front of the building, aud Vernon-Smith, passing threough a
deorway, found himself quite alone.

“Geood " he muttered.

In less than two ninutes he had found a door which opened
into & covered passage. Ib was securely loeked and barred.
With extremie caution he removed the bars and turned the
key, Ho opened the door, amd gave one glanee oguteide. The
covered passage led straight into the factory yard, only a
flimsy door protecting it at the further end,

“ That's all right,"” he murmured. “ They can bust that
down m two ficke. I'd better scaot back now, or I shall
be missed.”

Quictly Vernon-Sniith made his way upstairs again, look-
g as unconcerned as ever. It was now quarter to eleven,
and he found the jumiors excited about something.

" What's the row " he ingnired.

' Btrikers coming back again!”

Vornon-Bmith smiled guictly to himself, and locked out
of one of the front windows., A large crowd of striliers were
gathered near the gates of the factory. This was evidently
a ruse to draw the juniors’ attention from the back of the
butlding,

It certainly succceded, for practically every cadet lined
the row of windows in front.

“ What the dickens are they up to?” said Nugent, in a
puzzled tone. " They zeem to be standing there doing
nothing at all.  And where’s Boges?  He's not among em !

“ 1 don't guite eateh on,™ said Harry Wharton, " They're
up to some game, you can bet. What Jo you think,
Smithy 1

“Tt looks queer, T must o =ay.”  agrecd Vermon-Smith
:‘*{.ﬂgﬂy * But how on earth should I know what they're up
o

But the Bouwnder knew right snough—and the athevs knew,
too, before five minutes h&{{]{ passed. i

A Magn'ficont, LonT, Complete School Tale of
Harry Whartyn & Co, at Qroyfriars, Ordoer Eariy.

“¥ou're Ghbing 1"
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THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Black Eyes and Thick Ears!

ELER TODD came rushing through one of the bi
doorways, yelling like a demon. The juniors turn
in alarm.

* Great Scott, what's up?”’ shouted Nugent.

“ He's mad "

“ Ho's gone off his

“ They're at thoe back ! yelled Todd quickly. * There's a
whole crowd of strikers, led by Boggs himself, at the back!
They busted down a little door, and are——""

Juat then Russell appeared, white-faced.

“ They're in!" he bawled. * They've got in downstairs!”

Harry Wharton set his tecth.

“Can't you be calm, irnu asgea | he sald quickly. *f How
do you know they're in?"

“They're downatairs "' panted Russell,

Ir.no% a door down at the back.”

“Weo'rs done!" said Peter Todd blankly. ** We simply
cun't usp the }‘G?&a inside the factory; they'd ruin everything
in the place. 8 must ﬁght the rotters !’

* That's it—fight ‘em !

* There ars atill heaps of the strikers in front,’’ said Harry
Wharton quickly. * Some of you chaps get the hoses going
and keep ‘em back.”

14 R’H t-hﬂ !!!' &

Half a dozen cadets rushed for the hoses, and in leas than
& minute threo powerful spurts of water weré swizshing down
upon the crowd.

The men scattered instantly. drenched through, and rushed
away from the factory. The hydrants were shut off, but the
juniors remained at their posts in ovder Lo repeat the on-
-alaﬂﬁght, if necessary.  But the strikers took care to keop
w : :

“That's the way to btreat the rotters!" chuckled Iazel-
aene. ' By gum, thoy've wet!"

“*Tho wetfulness is torrific!™

“They're soaked to the skin!"

. “There's a fearful shindy poing on below 1" panted Mark
Linley. * Just histen[" :

Sundry yells, thuds, and roars were procoeding from the
ground floor. Despite the fact that many strikera wers atill
outside, a large proportion of the men had gained admittance
by the bac

tddy rocker ™

“* They muat havo

k entrance.

And the Remove Cadet Corps had no intention of being
driven out of the [actory. '

They fought the invaders with desperate courage.

The confiict was taking place in the large department on
the ground floor, where there was plenty of space to move
;ﬁut. Harry Wharton & Co. had formed into a compact

¥, and the strikers were finding that they were by no
means an casy force to tackle.

CAll the cadets wero armed with rifles, although the cart-
ridges they posiessed wero blank. But the juniors looked
upon this affair rather in the light of a glorious * dust-up ™
whon fists alone would count; so tho rifles were all left up-
stalrs,

The strikers, too, now that they had come to hand-grips
with the juniors, seemed to realise their position. A fow of
them were armed with heavy sticks, but while thay saw that
the cadots were only using their fists they discarded these,
and decided to eimply sweep the juniors out of the factory
with little or no viclence.

They had no quarrel with Grevfriars, and had no wish to
harm tha boys.

But the juniors had not the slizhtest intention of being
swopt out. They saw how the conflict was rogroessing, and
used their fists to full advantage. MNaturally, the sbrikera
rotaliated, and black eyes, thick cars, and swollen noses wern
#s plontiful as flies on a summer’s day.

Hyrrz.: Wharton & Co., in the extreme excitement of the
“mill," did not notice that tho men who were attacking
them were the ordinary factory workers. Nat Booes and hi
own particular set of ruffians—who were responsible for the
wholo strike—were not in the factory at all,

“ Qreyfriars for ever!" yelled Bob Cherry.

“* Hurrah !"'

“*Swipa "om "

“Pilo int™

“ Drive the rotters out!™

Bob Cherry hit out hard, and caught a burly strilkor a
tremendous punch on the check. The man stagzered back.

“ Gosh!"” he muttered. * Theso kids can 'it, mates!™

And ho leapt forward at Bob Cherrv with the intention of

iving that cheerful junior a thorouzh trouncing. But Bob
‘herry had disappeared, and was busily cogaged with his
[iste elsowhero,

Unfortunately there were not many men who kept their
tempers.  The bulk of them were getting very ancry, and
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their blows became heavy and vindiciive. The Removites
had all their work cut out to hold their own. :

When the conflice was at its height, Vernon-Smith and
Bolsover major—who had no intention of taking part in tho
hostilities —slipped through a doorway into one ol the other
departments.

“ We'll buzz off I" said the Bounder coolly. " We've done
our bit, and I'm satisfied. I've got my own back on Whar-
ton, anyhow !

“T1 shouldn't like him to know we had a hand in letting
the stokers in,” =ald Bolzover,

“He won't know—-he'll think they broke in themselves!™
chuckled the Bounder. **Come oni”

* ¥Yoes, wo'll get out straight away !’

And the pair hurried acrcss the big room wilth the inten-
tion of making their exit. But just as they wero passing
through ono of the doorways a dozen men hurried through.
They were all dripping wet, aad very angry.

“; ore's & Eﬂupﬁ' of 'em, mates!"” reared one of the men,

L] Fm‘n .::

Tﬁg Bounder and Bolsover major started bacl.

“ Hold on!"” said Vernon-Smith, in alarm. ** We're not
cadets 1"
“I don't care what vou are! rosred the man, ** You've

got to go through it, young "uns, an’ don’t you forget it!"

The precious pair of Boemovites wore soon in the firm grasp
of tho strikors. Retribution was upon their heads, %ﬂ‘l’my
had let the strikers into the factory; but, uniortunately for
them, these men did not know that all-imporiant fact.

“ You fools!” roared the Bounder. '‘ Leave us alone! Weo
opened the door for you, and—""

* No lip, you cub! You ain't goin' to git off like that
‘ere, T give you my word! What shall wo do with "em,

mntes M

|.|.I t.'l:"ll j’{}ll—"-”
, -2 E;hut up!"” shouted one of the men. * We don't want no
igg !’

* They're not liea " howled Bolsover wildly.

But the strikers were not likely to release theie victima.
One of the men suddenly uttored a laush, and pointed to &
hugo vessel standing in a corner of tha reom.

“T've pobt it, mates! he erinned vicigusly. * This "ere
thing's 'arf [ull o' orenge marmalade! Let's Lf’m-!: the vounas
'ounds in I, an’ see 'ow they like it! I reckon they're fond
o' marmalade I"

The men all burst into a loud laugh, but there was not
much humour in it. They were all angry, and the idea of
ducking Vernon-8mith and Dolsover into a bath of mazrma-
lade appealed to them strongly.

In viaun the pair probested.

“Tf you duck us in there—""

“No lip, I says!' ejaculated a strikes  threateningly.
" Como on, mates, in with ‘em! Wo can’t wasto time ‘ore!
The other chaps'll want wa™

And, without the least ceremony. the DBounder and Bol-
sovgr were picked up, struggling and kicking, but quite help-
less, and!thmﬁt head first into the huge vessel of sticky
ade,

AT
“ Doooooop! Yow ™
“Gurerrerr! Qoooah '°

" Haw, haw, haw!"

The men reared. From their point of view tho spectacle
was extromely funny, and for the moment they forzob their
angor. Then. hearving the warlike sounds Erom afar, they
hurriod away, and left Vernon-Smith and Bolsover to their
own devices.

Tho luckless pair were in a torrible state. They scrambled
out of the hornbly sticky masa, and pouged out marmalade
from their eyca,

Their hair was full of it. their faces were smothered in it,
and their clothes were utterly ruincd.

“ Yowp ! gurgled Vernon-Smith.  *“ Oh, great Scott! The
rotters! Tho beastly rotters!”

Bolsover major goggled at him through the marmalade.

“ Qoooosh! This 13 horrid! I can’t hear a bleszed word
you've said, Smithy ! he spluttered. ** This rotten marma-
lude's simply smothered me. My ears are absolurely bunged

y I

** Tt's horrible 1"

“ All your rotten fault, too!” growled Bolsover. *Of all
the beastly idcas—-" )
* My fault!” howled the Bounder furiously. *' Do you

think T wanted to be ducked in the rotten marmalade, you
ass '
Bolzover
ANEWERT,
The unfortupate pair hurvied out of the factory, and
straightway ducked themselves into a large tank of water in
the yard. Anything was bettoer than being in that sticky

“CHUCKLES!” #*

was silent. e waz too Dbusily engaved to



cendition. They had reccived their punishment, end they
wished heartily that they had never left Greyfriars,

And while they were bewniling their woes, Harry Wharton
& Co. were finding themselves 1n & dosperate fix. Some of
the strikers had opened the main doors, and the juniors
were slowly but surely being forced out of the factory.

This was not to be wondered at, for they were hopelessly
eutnumbered. The men were angry, but they had not lost
their heads, They realised what the consequences would be
if they did the boys any real harm—which they could have
done had they chosen.

Their sole object was to drive the boys out, and this they
w-rireE glnlgugu -

. aotek to it! gasped Harry Wharton, gezing round hi
ﬂut”ﬂf one eye. His other wﬁj; rapidly bﬁ%ﬂmh‘fﬂ:r“uhl:inéleﬁf
up. G o Dm‘l’t-hlft ‘'om whack us!” :

" We can’t help our giddy selves ! pan

': We're _:}utnumhrzm%!“ ¥ panp Ry

" Greyfriars for ever!”

Then, with & dramatic suddenness, two strikers -rushed
up te the main doors, their faces excited and terrified.

They were not men of Boggs'
58 set, as Harr
at a plance. BE ¥ ¥ Wharton zaw
" Fire 1"

::‘ F_fre!:: they yelled.
= Fire " repeated Wharton, with & start.. “ Good heavens!
fi?sirge;}]ut 1mve done it while we've been engaged here '
¢ shout went up from dozens of throats. The conflict
;vala fﬂrgqtten, and the strikers rushed out of the building
ielter-shelter. The bulk of them were ﬂlnmthI}T
lin

lrfg]]ti"flﬂd fﬁr EfttEI'l ﬁre_ to ihl" .! jl_ L
accordance with zh{:if views. PRGHAE Wan Xi0s 4 5
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“Tt's Boggs!™

“"He's done it on purpose !

“ 8o that we can’t put the fire out!™

Harry Wharton raised his voice.

“Dry up!” he bellowed. *It's no good standing here
jawing ! Listen to me!™

The juniors became silent,

“Two of you rush down and telephone to Courtheld for
the fire-brigade!"” said Harry Wharton quickly. *“1 dun't
suppose 1t'll arrive i time to do any good, but 1t's'a chance.
Buzz off, Russell and Ogilvy !

Russell and Ogilvy left hurriedly.

“The next thing iz to find the turncock,” went on
Wharton. *“It’s sure to be in the ground somewhere,
Or *h

Poter Todd dashed in,

“Come and help!" he gasped. ' Boggs and sbout Gity
men are surrounding the turncock out in the road! They've
turned the water off, and don't mean to let us furn it on
again 1"

« "My hat 1

“ We ran shift 'em ! declared Wharton, “If we make &
decided rush at "em they'll scatter, I expect.”

Peoter Todd shook his head,

" Mo fear ! he sald

uickly. " They're all Boggs's chaps,
most of 'em half drun ¢ ¥ EE P

and reckless. They're armed with
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Y It's Boggs's doing "' roared Bob Cherry.
seoundrel 1 . ;

“ Boges ain't done it !" said one of the men incredulously.
* e said all along as "e wouldn't 'ave no violence !

“My hat! The scamp !’ cxclaimed Nugent.

Harry Wharton, Johnny Bull, and many others fought
their way upstairs without loss of time. From the upper
windows they caught sight of the large wooden building
adjoining the factory. Its further end was blazing furiously,
but as vet the fire had not gained much hold.

“Quicl! The hoses!"” gasped HHarry Wharton.

He grasped the nozzle, and rushed to the window. Dob
Cherry turned the water-cock on guickly, but the hose did
‘not fll.

“Turn it on ™ roared Harry Wharton from the window.

Bob Cherry looked blank,

“ 1 have done " he panted. “Ti's turned on full 1"

A moment's exanunation showed Harry Wharton that his
chum was right. And all the hydrants were the same.

The water had been cut off |

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Harry Wharton'’s Ruse.

o REAT pip, we're done!” ejaculated Johnny Ball,
aghast. ‘' That wooden shed will blaze like tinder,
angd there’s no water to put it out! The whole
factory will be burned to the ground!”

“ Good heavens ™

" Ti's terrible 1M

The Removites, now thoroughly scared, looked at one
another in horror.

“ What can we do?* panted Bob Cherry.
the water of 7 Where's the turnecock
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““Who's turned

“The utter

sticks, too, and they'd half kill : ,
s g ey a il some of us if we tried to

:;Ift’l::[ go and sce, anyhow,*
An arry Wharton dashed to the stairs, t
lowing helter-skelter after him. As they ruff ;:I:l:?]sgﬂﬁfé sj—f:.!:i
Wharton cast a swift glance at the wooden shed, It was
blazing more fiercely now, and it would certainly be beyond
control at the end of another fifteen minutes,

The situation was desperato,

Most of the strikers had digappeared. The ;
thoroughly lrigint‘uued, and cansiderced it best to mak‘}; tﬁ::;ﬁ
selves scarce. The majority of them did not believe . in
g‘ﬂ]tlf:gdSﬂ far as t;}h ﬁre-htf;e }far:t::rry, and although in their
excited moments they had threatened all = 101
they had not actually meant it. RENE AL Molewcn,

But Boggs & Co. were different The scoundre
: : . ] 2 rel h
E:':l;;rignf;ﬂdthhzm b:' big ca_lleitiu;ll of men of his ng
: em being men w ' -
mtl:*[l}!t. in ;;1}1-& factory, & Ry employ
115 choice collection had started the fire, and

formed a thick, impenetrable erowd round th:n wn':;n?r"ﬁra Hﬂi::
the roadway. If they held that position for long ing
uuu!i:_ll save the It;%tﬂrf from destruction.

" Hang it all!” exclaimed Harry Wharton despe
" We're done ! Practically all the décent men have Eu:.xit!ehi
wiis going to ask them to help us drive Boggs & Co. off hut
:m]'nE 1;.;13. re left to quraﬂl:iea !ﬁ The news wou't get to Court-
icld for some timie, and when g ¢ | com it
too late 17 1 FOW( es up it'll bao

"By Jingo! Here's Wingata 1"
_Wingate, Courtney, and a whale host of Sixth and Fifth-
Fermers ran -up, panting and excited. In less than half a
minute Harry Wharton had briefly explained the situation,

''We must drive the rotiess off I exclaimed Wingate

21
A Magnificent, Long, Complets S8chool Tals of

Hnrrr Whlrtnrt & Qo. &t Greyfrinrs. Ordor Karly.
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sharply. " There's nothing else for it! Great Scdtt, what
a set of scoundrels they are!  Are any of yvou kids hart !

“ Not soratched ! said Bob Cherry, who was looking as
though he had been through a mangle. ** We're rcady for
un‘:!'th::;g. ”:Hr"ingate b :

Wingate and the others had had no suspicion that mattors
had reached such a pess at the factery., DBut now that tho
captain of Greyiriars was here he immediately took the reins.

‘ Are there no pelice here " he msked.

“ Yes: but they haven't helped us,” replied Wharton.
“ They couldn't. They were too busy on their own account.
There they are now, look, using batons against the roughs !

“ By Jove, yea! DBut there aren’t a tenth enough ' said

Wingate. “All wou fellows form up! We'll make a
{'.harﬁﬂ.”
“Hurrah !

Barely two minutes had elapsed since Wingote's arrival,
and the jumiors and seniors rapidly formed up. Then, at a
word from Wingate, they rushed forward to the grim-looking
crﬂ“'d ﬂf 1T 'l'r'hﬂ WOre El.li'.'l n.'“n thf“ “':!‘ti,"r-l:'."l.'.'l"|I &

Th[-:.r WETE I o 1:—-‘.1';_;13 circlo, and the outside rillg had their
backs to the others. And every man was armed with a
heavy club.

The cadets charged. ]

On they went, yelling with all their might; but when they

ot within five yards of that desperate ring of scoundrels,
they pauzed and Fell back.

hey were not funking it in the least, but the attitude of
the men forbade them to go any further, The juniors knew
instinctively that the ruffians would hit out 4}JI.'mm.il:|.r with
hhaiE sticks, and serious injurics—and perhaps death—would
result.

Better let the fire take its course than that.

But Harry Wharton & Co. were reckless,

“Come on!" roared Bob Cherry. “ We'll risk i ™

" Yes: go for 'em !

Wingate dashed forward.

“Wa " he thundered. " Get back, all of yeu! It's not
worth the risk. These seoundrels are desperate, and they
might kill you! Get back !

he juniors reluctantly retreated.

“ It's hopeless " groaned Nugent.
wore police 1
=0 An idea!” shouted arry Wharton suddeniy,

" What iz it 7" domanded Wingate, ;

* Why,"” panted Wharton, ** wo've got all our rifles in the
factory ! There's blank cavtridges in ‘om, but Dogzs and hia
lot don't know it. 1f we fired on them they'd scatter in a
gick !

\‘.‘ingulﬂ dhidn't hﬂi}-ﬂtﬁ. ) ”

“ gplendid 1" ho said. * Ruah and feteh them at onee !

“ Rifles " bellowed IHarry Wharton., ** We've got to feteh
em 1

The RBemove Cadets understood instantly, and in a second
thoy were sll rushing towards the factory at top speed. Tha
firo was growing apace, but, fortunately, the wind was blow-
ing the flames away from tho factory. But for that provi
dential chance tho fire would have spread at  thrics the

Y 0h, why aren't there

In a very short space of time the juniors had returned witly
the rifles, and they formed up in zasping  lines before
Wineate.

“ Como on,’ suid the captain of Grexfriars briskly.

They hurried to tho gate. and formed up smartly in 2 big
semi-circle before, the roughs, The latter eved them in zome
unoasiness. _

“1 give vou onn chanee ! shouted Wingate sternly. *° TF
yvou do not leave that tap within Giteen seconds, I shall order
these cadets to live vpon yvou !

& roar went up, partly of fright, and partly of derfzion.
Many of the men tried to break awayx, but the others pre.
vented them.

Y Heop still, you foola!™ shouted Nat Boges from the very
coentro of the crowd, * They won't hire! It's only swank ™

“ Beven seconds have pazsed !V shouted Winzate

“ Go it, vounr un!" jeered Bofos. It ain't Do ool
We're not shiftin® until that factory’s well alicht ™

Wineute set his teeth.

““ Ready "' he shouted, * Present !

There was a momentary pause, and all the roughs began
to look frichtened

“ Fire 1"

Wingate snapped the word out sharply.

Harry Whasrton & Co. obeved the order.

Crack! Crack!

Crack. crack, crack, erack!

The rifles spat out fire—but nothine olse—almoat simaliane-
ously with a rattle like that of a Maxim zon.

It was the crucizl moment,
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A howl of fright went up, and Boggs & Co. broke ground
and fled in dire panic, many of them shouting out that they
had been hit. Imagination goes a long way; the men thought
tho rifles were loaded with ball cartridees, and actually
thought that they had been shot.

Nat Boggs himzelf happened to receive a jab in the back
from one of his companions’ sticks, and he instantly rolled
over, howling in 3'3‘-"‘“&3". Then, after the first moment, he
realised the truth and jumped up, his face working with
terrible fury.

“It's a trick,” he roared. “ Come back, you fools!™

But his men were seattered, and had no intention of coming
back., Wingate leapt forward, knocked Boggs down with a
terrific drve, and turned on the water. Soveral Fifth-
Formers were already in  the factory waiting for that
moitent, and they dirccted the hoses on the burning shed
without a second’s losa of time.

Wingate had too much to do to attend to Bozgs. The
whole crowd of juniors and seniors hurried up to the factory,
and within five minutes every available hose was playing upon
the burning outbuilding.

After ten minutes uncertainty the erisis was passed.

The fercencss of the fire abated, and when the Courtfield
brigade arrived they found that their servicos were practically
UNNOCOESATY,

The fire was upder full control.

Tho Groyiriars Cadets had won the day !

e i R

THE FOURTECNTH CHAPTER,

Boggs's True Colours!
NFLT BOGGS, almost mad with fury and  impotenee,

hurried after hia scattered men, He wiped blood from
his face—the result of Wingate’s SWOrs
violently.

“Thev've done me "' he snarled.  * But I'll get evon vot!
I'll get hold of Hardinge himself, and bash his head in 1™

For the man was almost insane with angor. Scorcs of the
strikers who had upheld him all along wére now beginning
to have doubts; they realised that they had been led away
by Boggs's Iying tongue. He had fired the factory, amd that
I":-;-'_H.H enough to turn the majority of the strikers azainst

.

Yet they were not surc—-there was uncerlaintyv.

Bat Nat Doggs's reign was almost at an end.

Chance was to put in his wiy an opportunity which would
prove to the strikers, onee and for all, that they had been
deceived by their leader, and that they had done Mr.
Hardinge a great wrong.

Boggs and ten of his men—the roughest of the lot—wero
walking slowly towards Courkfield, all of them looking angry.
Tlhf..-j' talked together of the schoolboys who had ruined theie
plan.

Then a motor-car appeared round the bend. It was not
Mr., Hardinge's car, and for several minutes Boegs & Clo.
took no nobtice. Then ono of the men started forward and
proinbed,

* It's Hardinge ! he shouted,

Nat Boggs lookoed eagerly.

* By thunder, g0 he 12! he exclaimed. * Wao've oot "im,
mates-—-got 'im ¢lean! There ain't nobody about 'ere, an’
wo can pay 'im out an’ then make ourselves searco !

U ¥ ou're right Bogas '

“We'll do it—"anged f we don't!™

The car came on, fairly slowly. Then its deiver, realising
the attitude of the man ahead, quickened its pace.

But Bogg: & Co. were not to be denied. One of them
picked up a heavy stone and fung it It struck the glass
wind sereen, shattering tt, and the driver, momentarily con-
fnaad, swerved suddenly and jammed the brakes on to avoud
an accident.

The ecar stopped, and Mr. Hardinge stood up, palefaced.
He was alone in the car excopt for the chuuffeur.

He had heavd of the Are, and, llﬂﬂpitﬂ all warmungs, had
haredl a car to rush to his property to zee what dama oo had
been done. He had also heard thut the men were scattered,
and so decmed it safe to take the journey,

“ Btand back I he shouted. T've got a4 revolver on me,
and T shall wet hesitate to gap if jf-———"

But Bogzgs had leapt forward.,  And a: Mr Havdings
thrust his hand inte a aide-pocket the strike.leader caught
fim vound the neck and litevally pulled him out of the car
on to the road.

Meanwhile, the chauffeur had been knocked on the head,
and wow 20t on the grass, looking round him in a dazed
-:-m-'ii'rjr:nn.‘ [Te was not hot, bat he was unable to vendoer
AMr. Hardinze assistance.

Bogzs and his men surrounded Mr. Hardinge, who, despite
tho desperate nabure of the situation. wasz loakine perfoctly
calm but versy pale. )

blow-=and

“ The tyrant’s in the car !

¥ery Fﬂltﬂri
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And Boggs, face to face with the man ha hated at last,
came out 1n his true colours. His anger and hatred got the
better of him, and he steod there and swore at Mr. Hardingo
in the most vile language.

Neither he nor his companions saw that a large crowd of
men were hurrying up, and even when the car was surrounded
by the new-comers Boggs was too excited to notice them.

He had worked himself into a terrible fury. His language
was awful to listen to, and it was fortunate that there were
no Greyiriars juniors prosent to have their ears contaminated.

“ And now T’ve pot yor!” he bBnished up, with a snarl
“I've bin lookin' forward to this meetin’ 8}1‘ a long time,
an’ you ain't going to escape.”

He raised his heavy stick threateningly, and Mr. Hardinge
siruggled helplessly in the grasp of Boggs's confederates.

But the stick was never aﬁuwed to fall.

Several men—men who had upheld Boggs until this moment
—dashed forward end fung the stick from his hand, 'They
had heard his whole timge against Mr, Hardinge, and a
revulsion of feelings seized then.

They realised that Mr. Hardinge had told thé truth all
along, and that Boggs was a thorough-paced scoundrel, At
last the truth was brought home to them, and they wondered
afterwards how they could have been blind for so l{mg.

‘" What's the meanin’ o' this, mates?’ thundered Boggs.
“ Awn't you with me 7

“ No, wo ain't " roared one of the men. * We know you
at last to be a blackguard and & scoundrel! We must ha'
been barmy to believe & word you said afore! My! To
think that we up'eld 8 man what set fre to property an' now
tries to 'arf murder & gentleman 1™

Boggs stagrrered back,

Then he seemed to go wholly mad. In a sheer frenzy he
Imged out on all sides, But the men had good hold of him,
and kept him & firm prisoner. It took six of them to keep
him equiet. But even then his tongue was free, and the men
were dispustod at hiz foul utterances,

“ We've bin fools, mates!” shouted soracbody.
has deceived va all along !
lock-up atraight away I

“Ay!| It's the best place for the likes o' them 1”7

“We've done Mr. Hardinge a wrong. Three cheers for
'im, matoes !’

And almost every man present sent up a rousing cheer for
Mr. Hardinge.

It was amazing, The swiftness with which the strikers
hed veered round almost took Mr. Hardinge's hreath away,
but he uttered a great sigh of relief. He knew that the
strike was ended. Bogps had shown himself in hiz true
colours, and the bulk of the men, honest enough fellows at
hoart, were sincerely sorry that they had ever listened to the
scoundrel’s seditious speeches.

Bng%’a and several of his henchmen were taken straight
away by the angered strikers, and handed over to the police.
They were likely to remain in prison for seme considerabls
time, for they were guilty of assault, destruction to property,
and ncendiarism.

The news of his arrest spread like wildfire among the
strikers, and those who. had heard his attack upon Mr.
Hardinge repeated it i:_g:lin and dgain. At the end of two
hours, every ome of the factory workers had completely
changed his views, and the anger agasinst Boggs was
tremendous,

Up at the factory, Mr Hardinge was warmly thanking
the Remove Cadet Corps for their invaluable services.

‘Harry Wharton & Co. were still in the same untidv con-
dition-—perhaps worse, after subduing the fire—but they
were all looking pleased and enthusiastic,

" But for you brave lads,” said Mr. Hardinge feelingly,
*1 have not the least doubt that the whole of this property
would now have been in smoking ruins,”

5 - ot F ¥ ! Dnggﬁ
Let's take "im an' ’is pals to the
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“We only did our best, =sir,”' said Harry Wharton
modestly,
*“They worked like Trojans, Mr. Hardinge,” put in Win-

pate smilingly,

“I ecan quite beheve 1t,”" said the factory owner. I
cannot express my high opinion of themy, Wingate. [ can
Enly say that I am gﬂcply thankful that no one iz badly

urd.?

“The sole list of injurics amounts to nothing but bruises
and scratches,’ said Wingate. I do not think there is a
Remove cadet present who does not bear some very visible
trace of the conflict.”

“¥es; those bruises make me anxious—" began Mr.
Hardinge,

Bob Cherry grinned.

' Don't you worry about that, sir "' he chuckled. " We're
guite used to "em &t Greyfriars. Personally, I've enjoyed
myself hugely.”

“Apnd 1

** Rather !"

“ Hear, hear I'?

Mr. Hardinge smiled.

*1 shall come to Greyiriars to-morrow to Anterview your
headmaster, and tell him how grateful 1 am to him,” he
said. I hﬁlge hy that time to tell you that my worrics are
at an end. Fortunately, vou pot the fire well under control,
and the damage is sﬁght."

Mr. Hardinge was as good as his word when he came to
Groyiriars the next day. He broupght the news that every
one of his men—excepting the ruffians who had assisted
Boggs—had returned to work, and that a deputation of
them had wvisited him, and humbly apolopised for their
behaviour.

It happened to ba a half-holiday, and after Mr. Hardinge
had witneszed a keonly-contested football match botween the
Remove and the Upper Fourth, he sprang his surprise npon
the Remove Cadet Corps.

He had already got permission from the Head, and told
Havry Wharton & Co. that he had arranged & huge feast
for them in one of the largest Courtfield hotels,

The eoxeitement among the eadets was intense.  Bil

DBunter, when he heard the news, immediately stated his
ﬂ'illinﬁnuﬁa to become a member of the corps without delay.
But the cadets weren't having any of Bunier's spoof, and
the Owl of the Remove had to stand by, end regretfully
watch the Cadet Corps start out for Courtfield.
. The feast was a huge success. And there was not & single
Junior present who was not thoroughly satisfied with the
weleome break in the monotony of school work which had
been brought about by the scoundrelly Nat Boggs and the
misguided factory rebels,

Some time later, when Wingate and Harry Wharton were
chatting over the whole affair, Wharton mentioned the note
that Vernon-Smith and Bolsover had presented as having
coma from Wingate: but, of course, the latter demed havin
given any siuch permit. In fact, had not Wharton insis
that it was & case for the Remove to deal with, it is not
vnlikely the two rascals would have had a most uncomfort-
able five minutes at the hands of the Captain of Greyfriare.

Both of them were tried by the Form, and, in accordance
with the verdict, were given such a licking that they felt

decidedly uncomfortable for & few days afterwarde.

And, as the humorous Bob Cherry romarked, what with the
gﬁnrmus feed at the Courtficld Hotel, and the ripping scraps
they had had, it was a great pity there were not some more
factory rebels,

A Mapgnificent, Long, Complote Bchool Ta'e of
Harry Wharton & Co, at Grayfriars. Order Eardy.
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Our Great Adventure Seriall

By SIDNEY DREW, Prince of Adventure Story-tellers.

READ THIS FIRST.
Forrers Lord, the lamons mnolti-millionaire, is surrounded in his magnificent Londen residsnce by his friends Ching-Lung, Barry O'Rooney

Gan-Wags, the Eskimo, and Promt & Co.—the stalwarts of the

millionaire's tamons submarine, the Lord ol the Deep. Atter a peciod of inaction
here i3 & romonr afloat that Ferrers Lord is about to start upon one of his

greal exzpeditions again. Meantime, the millionaire himsell i3

devoling all his sitention to & curioosly carved narwhsl’s tosk which he has picked up in an Esst-End enrio-dealsr’s shop. The tusk proved

to bs hollow, and io contain some gold coins and & small wad ol parchment, which bears a sirangs mess
monsters which Ferrers Lord determinss to
board the Lord of the Deep, and as th
teria—the welrd island. Helore sunrise the
landing-party find the island to be an evil-smelling swamp, with little sign of lils,

mysterions flonting Lsland Inhabited by sira
phantom island ** Mysterla * in advance, l hands
saddenly parie, and thers, pot & leagas Away, RppeaTs
Mysterin.  The

inhabits a blsok lake, sand fthen Barry crestes a
Jimson, the parrot, iz found ecrosking over a huge bush, and
ihey have never seen befors. The casiaway is found fo
bole has besn blown in Mysterin. Fervers Lozd and

diversion by 1alling
whan

‘the party have narrow sacapes, nobody is Injured. While
gslmu. takes & walk. Ha iz capiored by
soea that Faber himsell i3 keeping guard.

sirikes Fabar senssless to the ground.

down & dsep tunnel, and injuring his he
: FProut advances 10 catch
alive, and i3 |
s bows b s, Focter Mh}‘a u:gn mlm:t tﬁi ;ﬂfum of the pit, and fnd & miniatore island has besn lormed inside
B # ng to the laland in canvas boats, they are
E Ferters Lord and his party are exploring the inside of Mysteris, Hal Hon
dling Fabsr and his men, sod is imprisoned in their camp. 1
He solers into conversation with him, and suddenly the engineer raises his clenched fsfs, and
In the meantime, & great landsiide takes place in the interior of the isiand.

a from the ses. This tells ol a
burston immediately christens the
along one day & bank of log shead
next morning & move it made fo explors
They catch & glimpse of & terrilying monster which
| Sbortly afler this adventure,
hiz pet, he stumbles over the body of 2 man whom
aken abpard the submarine. The adventurers then find a great

in search of.
ey are steaming

one of the great monsters which inhahit Mysteria : but, ﬂthnul.;h!:
our,
During the night, howewvar, he awakens,

{Kow contionoe this splendid story.)

The Cavern Ablaze—A Futile Yoyage—Two Brave Hearts,

For minutes, as thoy crouched down, dazed and deafened
with appalling spund and blinded with dust, the explorers
imagined that Mysterian was crembling into atoms. A thou-
sand thunderstorms seemed te be raging in the cavern; a
thousand siege.guns scomed to be firing continuouns volloys.
A scething wave, with a creamy top, dashed agamst the
izland, and molled back. Then came a glare that spread
rapidly in brightness. Tho very water was ablaze. The re-
troating wave took back tongueés of Hame on its crest. Ono
of the naphtha-lamps had been overturnad, spilling the spirit,
which burned as well on water as on land. .

The dust bepan to clear, for there was no current of air
to keep it floating, Another fall might come at any moment,
and their straincd eyes were turned reofwards in fascination.
By geood fortune, they had not been near the hole. -~ Ching-
Lun?‘ and the millionaire® were the first to realise that the
landfall was nothing really terrifying. In that hollow vault,
where the eohoes magnified and distorted every sound, a
whisper became almost a shout, a shout a runshot, a gun-
shot a salvo of cannon. Round and reund, flung back from
wall to wall, from wall to roof, and from roof to water, the
echoos erashed and rumbled, and hooted and boomed. They
outlasted the dust and the waves, But at length they
grumbled and groaned themselves into silence,

“Who ain't stone deaf, souse me?  said
* Can anybody 'ear?”

*“Oh, I can hear, sonny,” answered Chine-Lung, whoso
arm was round the trembling Eskimo, ““but my ears are so
jolly sore that vou needn’t shout. It's all serene, Wagtail.
Wo're alive and smiling., Cheer up and chuckle, my old
warrior. Wo're still as night as rain.”

“ Truth, ut's the heaviest rainfall Qi iver knowed, sor,"
sard Barry., " Oi've hearrd of ut rainin® cata and dozs, and
plsnﬂ itchforke, but niver did Oi se> such rain as this, at all.
at B

THE Macrer Lierary,.—No. 313

the bo's'un.

* Get away from the fissure,” said Fervers Lord.
clear of that’™

They hurried forward, clambering over the debria, Tf
angther fall ovcurred, it would naturally take place in the
vicinity of the broadening fissure, which was sapping tho
stability of tho hill. The millionaire was first. He saw the
flamo-tongues leaping round the wheels of the second lamp.
They were too late to save it

“ Back !" he shouted. * Back to the right!”

All knew what {o expest. A wave of hot, stifling air

* Keop

leapt towavrds them. Clouds of smoke poured up. They
dashed away to the very edge of the water.
“ Bhe'll go in a minute, by hokev ! said Prout, " She'll

oo the minute she boils.”

Tho fire-sircam had surrounded the lsmp, and the ferce
flames were Iicking the metal drum and heating the naphtha.
It could not last long. for spirit beoils at a low tempevature.
A pillar of flame roared up from the burner as the pressure
ingreased. Then there was an explosion as the lamp burst,
and the very air seemed on fire.

It rained fire, but it was a rain of fire that water could
not extinguish. Every spot that fell still burnt even on the
surface of the underground lake. The heat ame maro
oppresaive, the smoke grew denser. The stench of the burn.
ing spirit dried their throats and parched their lips,

* Do you see, Lord?”

Ching-TLung's voice was only a whisper, but the million-
aire understood. Every snaky spear of Aume was pointing
m one direction—towards the hole in the roof.  The air,
heated and expanded, was 1'u:ahim.-i1ulpwurdﬁ. The cavern was
becoming a vast oven, and the hele was the flue.  The
naphtha aflame on the water was being sucked towards the
izland by the upward rush of the stuoke and heated air. Like
corks riding on the rim of a whirlpool, they were beinyg
dragzed towards the centre,

A it of coughing seized Gan-Waga.

Prout, too, began 1o
st

Swiltly exch sepdrate patch of Rume jointd the
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general couflagration, as if drawn by a magnet. A hblack,
whirhng columa. of smoke poured through the roof,

Each lamp had held thirty-six gallons of naphtha when
st highted. It was as bright as day, though the flames
lud a reddish tinge, The heat became scorching. oot by
root they backed mto the water.

It can’t last long,” said Fervers Lord,
huve zeen the worst of it, lads.”™

" What’s them? What's them, souse me?” yelied Prout.

FPevhaps the smoke blinded them and distorted their vision,
bur through the gloomy sercen, great, shadowy monsters
were moving, lashing the blood-red water infe foum, diving,
plunging, and volling, and flinging up erimson spray.

. Gan-Waga did net see them. His body was a dead weight
11 Ching-Lung's arms,

* Courage—ecourage ! said Perrers Loxd.

The heat diminished, the flames spluttered and sank. They
crawled ashore and sat down. The very ground felt hot. )

" Give me some brandy,’” said Ching-Lung. “Tm a bit
anxious about r Gan-Waga. He can't stand thi= kind of
work, poor old chap, and the heat has added the finishing
touches. He's pone slean over”

“ Here's the brandy,” said Ferrers Lowd,
hic temples with it, Ifut me look at him,

: -Waga's eyes woere tightly closed. The mullionaive feh
ltis pulse,

*“ Let him alone,” he said. *“ He will come round pre-
sently.  Our little expedition, Chirg, has turmed eout some-
what of a fiasco: It is now another case of pationco.”

" Honour can do nothing.”

" Nothing in that swoke—excopt come back. Probably
Rupert will act firse,™

" What can he dot"

“ Wait and see,” zaid the millionaire, zmiling.
{he sumnit of our resources, to wait and soe,'’

There was a silenee. The flamos were dyving ont,

* Bedad,” said Barry’s deleful voice, ** Oi'd zell all that's
Lt of me ancesthral home, Ballybunion Castle, for un ounce
of thick twist, u clay poipe, and a dhry box of matches! Oi
wud, thizs blissid minute.'”

! Bhow the ]'fht- apait, Ferrers™

Gan-Waga ha ennd hig eves,

*Cheer up, kiddy,”
wnater i

”!ﬁm knows. -Dat vo', Chingy?" murmured Gan-Waga
waealkly,

“¥You bet! Who olan®?

** Yo' nots leaveses me, Clingy ¥

“ Not till the giddy cows come home,”” said Ching-Lung.
with a langh. ** ¥ou can make your little mind easy on
];ha{: pal'ti_t-tﬁm' point, Rupert will be along in & minute, so
wep your pocker up, We're all here and happy. Go to
sleep, Eskimoses, and don't worry., This picnic will soon be
wver.”

Prout rubbed his bald head reflectively. _

“1 can't make it hout, Ben,” he murmed: it licks me,
by hokex !

* What heks you, ronse mo?®

*Why, that Heskima,” seid the steersman, chewing a
Mug of salty tobacco. " I've seed him do things as would
scare me to think en, and I reckoned him as brave as forty
lione. What's bowled him over, mesamate

Ben shook his head, for he did not understand.

U1 gives it up, sousze me,"” he answered.

But Ching-Lung knew, and so did Fervers Lord. It -was
not to be expected that n a few years the Eskimo chief
vould shake off the superstitions and traditions of his life-
time and of his , vast iwe-caverns and rock caves
i his Northern home were hauntod by monsters and demons
—50 he had been taught. And when that dreadful shape
argse in the glare of the Junp, hissing snd lashing, and
broke their boat o atoms, it was little wonder that poor
{ien  imagined that he had encountered onc of the demons
sbhout whom withered old crones had told hair-raising atories
in the snow-huts far away, while the Nerth wind howled and
lioled among the towenng icebergs.

“Wea shall zoon

“* Morely rub

*Thizs is

said ~ Chme-Lung,  “ What's  the

The crashing thunders of the cavein scared others as well
13 the cxplorers. Joa, who was loasting his tocs 2t a com-
furtable fire, and cooking potatoes over it in a tin billy at
the same time, bit his pipe clean in two. As the pipe had
an amber mouthpiece--it was s yift from Ching-Lung—-this
fact, says something as to -the quality of Joe's teeth and the
preatness of his exatanient,

“It's a landslip!"™ he yelled, jumping to his feet. * Tere,
gir—I—what—--

Jor's voice was ntterly smothered. Rupert drareed out hic
binoculars.

** Both lights ave gone!™ he zazped.

His voice, too, was lost in the uproar. Five minutes before
he had seen the lights, both at rest, and both burnin
eleadily and.clear. Now they had vanizshed as if they hag
been blown out. But they showed again long before the
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sound had dicd away., One was still steady, bt the other
seemed to have nmbtiplied itself a hundredfold.

“ Take the glasses, !Im‘:. What do you make of it

" One lamp has been That's the
naphtha all alizht.”’

" Quick! Let me look again, Try
ﬂlﬁ‘ﬁnstmmnut.” .

¢ carpenter dashed to the telegvaphic apparatns.

G - ntn"]:!,ﬂany d, sir!" he m:ff‘d.p “ Either they won't
answer, or clse they can't. Yes: they doo Ob, po to pot!
[ don’t went you!" he added angrily. ~ * It's the Lovd of the
Deep ugain, sir*”

Ask them i they've had a message.
misaed one.”

No walls of rock or stead can ehieck these mysterions
waves; but when the answer came back from the ﬁuf}marim-,
1t was not a cheerful one.  They had intercepted four
messages from Joe, but had rveceived nothing from Fecrers
Lord: The men erowded round with anxious faces,

“That stoff is burning like a furnace, siv,” said the
t-]t:.-ﬁrm!:-m. “ 1 can see it with ihe naked eye (™

They may have done it on purpese,” said Thurston hope-
fully. “*Try again, Joe !

It was no use.  Again the submarine signalled that they
had the message. Joo sent them a rude reply. The glars
became brighter and brighter. Then came a booming sownd,
and a blaze of red.

" That’s the other lamp blowed up,” #aid one of the men,

The instrument was ticking anmd olicking again. The Lord
ol !:ha Deep wanted to know what was happening,

" Better build & raft, sir,” said Joe, “i}pﬁnn’r. like it.”

" Nor do I, We'll build one,” said Rupert.

He was terribly anxious.  Joe yelled to the men.  Seizin
nxes aud saws, thoy dashed through the tunnel, and w::-rkeg
like demons, Darkness elosed down.

“ Who knows the way hers, Joo ¥ he asked. -

" Only the cook, sir.” said Joe.  ** We came back this way,
and I showed him—at least, Prout did—where poor Barry had
rome & buster. T think he could find it, for he's a smart littla
chap, sir. We ought to send somebody ™

“I'N send, then, Don’t stop for a second!™

Rupert Thurston telegraphed the order.  Mortal men had
never worked harder, and yet how tediously the building of
ihe raft went on. Joe was engaged:in manufacturing the
sweeps.  The perspiration rolled out of the gallant carponter
oz he chipped and planed.  There ware tmg of all kinds.at
hand. Hal Honour, when on an adventure of this kind:

might have forgotten his hat, or even his boots, but he never
forpot the tools.

When the raft was completed, it was clumsy, ugly, and

heavy; and still the men from the submarine had not
arrived.

The sweeps were clamzier still, and dreadfully weightv. b
they were the best they could make. o ol
“ Quick—qguick, lads ™ eried Runpert,
dark " '
Hﬂne miz:iute, E-i%" Eﬁiﬂf .{m; o
oe was always thoughtful. e had taken the Learings of
the lights, and he dashed back for the compass. He pl:gshgﬂ
the gaft clear, and seized the steering-pole. Two men geizad
cach sweep.
“Ahoy! Vere vou vas, is wd?" shonted a voice.
ﬂEu: men rushed down to the shore, the little chef leading
e,
“ Bravo, cookey!” cvied Joe.  “We ean’t hear from
chief, so we're off to find him. Vou wait for us !’ ' the
_“]jut vas all righdt, Choe,” called the little German, “1
vill gook der tinner vor you=—ja, 1 vill der tinner gook. Bud
ta nod pring home dot. vicket Esgimo. Himunel!  Trown
bim, Choe, vor he is.ein vat tog in ud
“How's the sun® cried Rupert,
* Going down, siv. Il last about half »n houwr™
The vaft carried six electric lamps, but without the sun
to guide them it would be almost a thankless task to find the
hole in the roof.
““Try a shout, siv,” suggested Joo.
::E‘}I]-Inlﬂlj-:]mn—hallﬂcr—lﬁllm!” bellowed Rupert.
& shout met with no response, except from i
which sereamed it back again and a nin.p it el
“Give 'om a and bo starboard there, sir” said the cap-
penter.  “ The other two are pullin’ "em round "
‘Thurston, standing up, pushed at the sweep.  Joo took up
a lamp, and flashed it on the water. ‘The water was covered
with a greasy black scum.
A washing-tub pulled by a child's wooden spade would have
ma-[lé a3 n:t;ﬂchtﬁend“ia} a5 f!mt In]m}en rn{ft.
“Come e pole, #ir,"” "sald Joe, “and trv te k ?
just where I've marked ! S
“That's almost due sonth.”™

knocked over, sir

Yos, that's what it is.

We may have

It must be getiing
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Y Phat’s it, sir.  That's the bearmgs I took for the fire,
sir," sard Joe

"T'he lights dimmed a little, and Joo helped with the sweeps
They palled their best,

“That hight yonder seems showin' up more, Joo,'
T,

Uertainly, unless the atmosphere had cleared, the light was
brighter. Joe rubbed hiz eyes and loocked again.

“Where aro vou stecring, sirf”

“Just where vou told me,”" answered Rupert. * Practically
due south.* :

Jae looked at the compass. and scratched his head.  For
a faw seconds the problem baffled him.

“And we're going right back, Bust it! It's the rotien
ilund that's turning roond ™ he velled.  ** It's the island!’”

There could be no other explanation for the iphﬂxmmmmn.
for the compass, in the ordinary way, ecould not tell 2
deliberate hie, Uhe magnetic north was as fixed as the stars.
It was farthless Mystern that had shrfted.

“* Bhove hor ashore.” said Joe.

‘The raft touched land. Thurston’s face was white and
haggard. Joe went straight up to the mnstrument.

““ Build fifteon-foot canvas boat at once” he telegraphec.
“ Must have it ab dawn !

** All right,” caine the answer.

“YVy vas ve nod em leedle rafdt, Chee, 15 ud?' said tha
“Himmal! 1 vas der pesct
Dunder und blitzen! led us

' oentd

low voiee of Herr Schwartz.
pOWer on goer Ihruutifui Rhin{;
doeodder go. [hoe I

Joe did not doubt the cook': eournge.
teo Thurston, It was a desperate venturee,

* Yo'l et us go, sie?' soid Joe.

Yoz, my brave lad,” said Rupert: “but I shall go with
otk
:I Again Joe seratched his head.

AL eight, sie!” he answered. * We shall he only too
proud. There's one tiung that’s worrying me, sir.”

“Wihat's that, Joe®" i

“1 want to know what's ‘appened to Mr. Honour, sir.’”’

Thurston huad not given the engineer o second thought.
He was aware that be had gone up to the top of the hill, but
that waa many hours ago. 1t was might now,

“qb's strange,” he sud—" very strange.”

1 oauything “appeted fo im, sir,” went on Joe bluntly—
i and—and yvou know what I mean, sir; I must speak plain,
My, Rupert—who's going to navigate the ship, sir?"’

RuPc-rt turped away, andd paced up and down,

ot thnt_ paft g theoe, and splice one part 'lll"l-':"r
oarpenter.

If avvthing el happened to Hal Honour ! If that dark
vaull had  swallewed hiz comrades up for pood and all!
Rupert alone coukl navigate the vessel, Her best and
bravest—Ching-langg, Ferrers Lord. gallant Prout, clever
aliadddock, and jovial Barry, to say nothing of thor dol, Gan-
Wawa—all had vanished inta that abode of gloom. DBut
thers were two hundeed others.  Rupert would have given
his hfe to go.

Dty zaid " No”" He had other lives to Jook after.

Al so. in tilenee, twoe brave hearts pulled away into that
impeneteable glonn—Jue and the cook.

He went stratght

cried the

A Successful Escape from One Danger Throws the Engineer
into Another,

Harold Honoor would not have faced the horrors of the
fereats of Mysteria for the value of all the jewels of the
ast, 1t had token him ne time to free his ankles.  His
sicep had vefreshed himn, and the prospect of escape stimulated
Li= tough muscles to energy. Men of such stamina as his
sree rare.  He worked not only wirh his brains, but alzo
with lis hand= and rough labour had teoed up his sinews like
R,

Unless Julivs Faber had a skull like o stec] plate. 3 would

be lang cnough before he recovered his senscs.  Crouching
;1 the shadow, Honauer again began to cansider, ERC WHS
only one path to freedom, and that was the =ea. It was

waorrh the atteippt. ot any rate.  He crept back te where
Faber lay. and scarched hun for a knife, having aleeady
gocpreed the cinnaboar-hoanter'z rovalver.

The taste of water, after such long abatinence. had guickly
Lireught back the hking for ram, and the men Lad deunk o
good deal. Honouar was not aware of this, but it was a fact
that told in his favour.  The fire gank lower and lower, wntil
it was a mere aundge of daell red. Taking fortune in his
hands, the engineer cropt past the sleopers, and almost went
hendlong inte the creek over what his sense of touch told
hin was o stout rope.

.,‘f" near thing,” he muttered,
up’

He palled gently on the rope.  The side of the canoe
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“How's she fastened

touched the bank, Honour dropped inte her, and at once
found a paddle. Bhe was 2 great, unwieldy craft, and he
began to think that it was a case of jumping out of the
frving-pan into the more unpleasant rogion n?thﬂ Bra. With
& palr of sweeps he might have managed her in some fushion,
but with only a

clumsy, single-bladed paddle he was
doubtiul.

Another pull on the rope brought her up with a jerk., ITer
ows were also moored to the bank. He cut the stern

bawser, and dragged himself forward. Presently he h-d
severed the secoond rope.  Above him, doarker than the sky,
towered the figure-head of the canoce. He pushed fhe
paddic agaimst the bank, and forced the canoc into the
middle of the ereek. Then Hal Honour took off his boots.

‘Hu could just make out where land and water met, and
dipped in the paddle, dodging from side to side. It was
armi-breaking and heart-breaking work, The eanoe seemed
to be made of lead, and she was as stubborn as & mule.
Onee she dug her nose inte the bank, and her stern swang
round, threatening to block the chaynel. He managed to
work her clear.

“If Faber comes to,” he muttered, * and gives the slorm—-
well—-  Get on, you unwieldy brute !

Henour barely progressed a vard in o minute at Gresi, but
geadually he gained expericnce, and each thrust of the
paddle began to tell. He ecowld sec much more elearty.  The
creek had broadened out.  Ffiz heart thrilled ag he henrd a
wavelet ripple along the cance’s sides and folt her rise upon
it. though almost imperceptibly, He was nearing the open
water.

Up went her nose again, and a white surge hissed under
her. He worked the paddle with redoubled energy.  In five
iinetes more the waves were chopping around bam, and
Mysteria lay dar¥ behind.

The cnginecer laughed. There was a fairly strong tide
He pulled with it for ten minutes, and then let the prear
canoc drift. It was too dark to attempt to rig up a sail of
any kind, even if he could find the materials. Suddenly he
heard shouts,

] t '{t‘:eil away,” he chuckled.
ate.’

Nothing could be done except allow thd cance to swim
with the tide or with the current, whichever it was. He
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opened the face of his watel, but the watch had stopped,
probably when he fell.  Then, utterly astounded, the engineer
ducked down, making himself as small as possible,

“'Fre!  What's this brimstone game ” snarled an
axionished voice.,  ** What are we afloat for??

50 bhe was not the only tenant of the canoe. The wooden-
legged man--Honour knew his veice—had crawled into it to
sleep. Was he the only one?

" 8ay, what’s the brimstone row? Can't none of yer
Answer ¥

There was a note of alavin in the eripple’s shout,
eonld hear him serambling about in the stern.

What the-—<brimstone—'ere—dash and ‘ang it—where "
gasped Stuwnpy, incoherent with surprise and dismay.

His head und shoulders appeared dimly against the light.

M Faber, Fatty, Derrick I he bellowed. ™ Are yer asleep 7
What the brimstone are we doin' *”

Stumpy was shuffling forward, terrified at receiving no
answer.  Suddenly the dread truth dawned upon him.

“ The brimstone boat *as broke locse,” he admost sereamed,
“and there’s only me on her!  Ain't you there, Faber?y

Honour

Ain't you there, Derrick? Fatty, ahoy! ‘Arc you dead ?”
A stream  of l}IasghEmjr followed. [ITiz hawnd had
encountered the severed rope.

, ‘It's Faber—it's Faber!” he hissed. ‘‘The brimstone
ound has sold me! He's done a deal wi’ that 'Onour, and
sold me! They've all sold me! T knowed a sight too much.
and they’ve turned me adrift! They wanted me out on it!
And now——-"

He stared wildly about him, gnashing his teeth with rage
and fear. Muysteria was g mile away. He begun to groan
dismally and then to curse. Honour kept quiet, but there
was 2 smile on his lips. He had nothing to fear from the
cripple,

“The brimstone dogs
I'm done, I'm done I

A moment later a mateh was struck and then another,
The light revealed the eripple’s terror-stricken face, The
breeze guickly extinguished the match, but not befors
Haonour understood that Stwnpy had found a bottle of rum.
The sobbing, moaning, and curzing went on for fully an
hour. Cramped though he was, Honour did not stir. " The
watterings became more maundlin and less froquent. Then
soaneibing, evidently the bottle, fell with a erash, and the
harsh ery of a seabird and the swish of the waves alone broke
the silenen.

“ As deank as any gentleman of sixty vears ago,” laughed
Homour softly. 1 suppose he dakes the same medicine
for all his eomplaints.  Anyhow, the rom has saved me the
trouble of twisting Lin wicked little neck 1

e made his way astern as noiselessly as he could,  Stumpy
was breathing heavily, With one hand just touchin tIhe
cripple’s throat, but ready to close upon it, Honour explored
for muiches, and found them in Btumpy’s pocket.

“ e won't waken,” he thought.

Another search wes rewarded by the discovery of a
hurricane-lamp, bat there was no oil in it. He soon found
the eil-deam, and it was well filled, The engineer liglhted the
lamp and explored the canoe.

Faber had provisioned it as if for a long vovage, except
for fresh water. [lonour set to work to step the mast and
sot the sail. He dragged the gaff up to the throat, and the
sail filled, bnt only for a second, ﬁrer_}r serap of wind had
wone, and the canvas hung in idie folds and crumples against
the rpar. Then a thick mist came down, and continued for
four_solic] hours.

* What the brimstone madness——"" panted the voice of
Stumpy at length,

he engineer looked over his shoulder. The eripple was
regarding him with red-rimmed, frightencd eves,

“* Lae down 1V’

Honour showed athe hilt of & revolver.

*Oh, T say, guv'nor!” said Stumpy., “ What's the mean-
g o the brimstone game?  "Ow did you do it? Where are
wie?  What ‘ave you done wi’ the rest? Be a pal, mate !”

Stumpy’s head was almost rom-proof. At the sight of the
engineer half his terrors had flown. Like most cﬁ&atﬁ and
rustals, ho had almost implicit faith in 2 man of reputed
honour, He knew that Hal Honour would do him no harm.
,':.!uil he was not alone, That, of itself, was enough to fill him
with joy.

“ Let's be pals, guv'nor*™ he whimpered.

Hal's answer was to show the revolver a second time, and
for point suggestively to the soa,

* Neo, guvnors nene © that brimstone silliness 1™ said the
cripple. ' I knows you wouldn't de it.  You wouldn't take
wao mean advantage of & poor,"armless cripple—T knows you
wouldn't, puv'nor. T ain't done nothin’ to yer, Dloss yer, I
was thinkin' all the tine 'aw T could get you away from them
Brimstone pack of entthroats. I was, straight, sir. Sure zs
1 Jive I wos, gunv'nos !

The engincor made vo reply. In no direciion could he see
the faintest vestige of 2 ripple that promised even a puff of
wind. The rising sun looked like a dise of copper. ¢ Wi
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very thirsty, but Lis sonl rebelled against the very thoungbit
ut_‘ rum., In a wrinkle of 4 tarpavlin the dense I:r:.g of the
night had left about half o teacupful of water. IIé drained
it carefully into a tin mug and drank it. The Aavour of the
tarpeulin was propounced, bul the water was hetter than
spirit,

“Guv'nor,” whined Stompy, **1 wants——""

" Bhot up, or Il knock your head off ! Keep there?

Honour searched the varions lockers until he brought a
fairly good teleseope to light. [t revealed nothing but water
wnd sky, ﬂlﬂ!l[fé,‘ll he used it diligently, In what direction the
canoe had drifted he could not fell. Had there been a supply
of water on board. the adventure would pot have heen so
disquicting, DBut this magnificont Briton could not live on
runt, and there was no prospect of rain.

“ Are there any tools here, rat i he called ont sharply.

“In the "ole under the ligure'cad, guvinor,” said Stunpy
meckly.

The engincer’s blue eyes glistened,
aauk.

“Open these ! he said, passing two large tins of corned
becf to the eripple. " Take out the meat, and scrub them
cloan I'*

* All right, guv'nor."

Seizing & saw, Honour attacked the hideous Rgurehead of
the canoe, while Stumpy carried out his orders, Then the
engineer stripped a sheet of zine from a case. Punching =
series of holes in a pail, he filled it with wood, and set a
firc going. Then he sct to work, He was in his element;
and the cripple watched him with interested eves

Tap, tap, tap! sounded the hammer, and, with all the
skill of a magician-—a magician e was—the roeugh zine
formed itself inte curling tubes, Over their edges trickled
the solder, at the touch of the soldering-iron ¢losing up the
seams,  The sun rose higher and hotter, but Honour did not
pausze, except to point to a paddle, and direct Stumpy to saw
it up for fuel

Then he seized the two empty ting, At lengih the strange-
looking apparatus of eoils and pipes was ready,

“Reef up. live!’ said 1Tal ITonour, jerking his chin
towards the zail

Btumpy was quick to obey, Tn another bhalf-hour the task
WAS Enried. One of the ting, Blled with scawater, was hissing
in the fire-buckes.  The othor was empty, and rested in
another pail, which alse containgd scawater. In o few hours
the man of miracles with enly a few ¢rude tools, had converted
a couple of meat-tins and a sheet of zine into & rough, but
“H][im- serviceable, apparatus for distilling fresh water from
sult,

* Stoke !” he said.
cool.”

Stumpy was his lave now, Drop by drop the steam con-
densed itself into water, and plashed into the tin, quite {ree
fram salt,

Honour never gave his handiwork a second pglance. He
was quite certain that it was perfect, DBut the fuel was
going too fast. He brought out a tin of condensed soup,
and again thrust the soldering-iron into the fire. This was
a simple task. There was plenty of wick for the hurricane-
lamp, and in » erir*: ghort time the soup-tin was converted
into a lamp with thrae burners. e filled it with oil, of
which the had a good supply.

“let fire ont, and wse that!V
words.

** He's brimstone—brimstone 1" gasped the amazed eripple,

&till the blazing day gave no promize of a breeze. Honour,
to whom an idle moment was worse than poison, cleaned
snd repaired his watch with nothing oxcept a penknife and
a hamdkerchief, and guessed at ihe time by the Ti:::*ight of the
snn.  After that he fished with some suceess,

_ The heat was blistering, and the smoko from the fire rose
in a atralg.lgrt pillar. As the san began to sink there was
waier for both of them to drink.

‘{30 to slcep !” said Honour.

" And you, guv'nori”

“The same.” replied Hal ITonour: for there could be no
treachery unless the man went mad.

Danger, like misfortune, makes queer bed-fellows. The
greatest enginecer of modern times and the stunted, crippled
razcal stretched themselves out.  Aroungd them lay the dark,
silent water. The lamp burned steadily as they slumbered,
making them pure water for the morrow, and the sky wes
one blaze of stars.

The lion and weasel slumbered together. And, for the frst
time 1n twenty years, Stumpy had gone a elear day without
toueching strong drink, thus establishing a record.  But how
would it end?

(This grand serial will be continued next Monday,
Ordar eariy.)
29
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** Use paddle-boxes; and keep bucket

said the man of few
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FOR NEXT MONDAY:

“PETER :10DD'S PLOT!"
By FRANK RICHARDS.

Lo owr next grand long complete tale of Harry Wharten
& Ca. at Greyiriams, the juniors of the Remove are consider
ably worried on the account of Wingate, the popular ¢aptain
of the school.

Owing to varipus accidental discoveries they make, the
¢hums make up their mindea that Wingate is allowing himself
to. drift into evil ways, they therefore determine to save him
from himself, Peter Todd i3 especially keen on the idea,
and lays a deep plot by which Wingate may be indoaced to
seo bhe error of !15'3 WaAVE.

Needless to say, the juniors do not receive much encourage-
ment from the captain—very much the reverse, in fact.

bey persevere, however, and although

“PETER TODD's PLOT"
cannot claim to be much of a success, yet everything is
sntisfactorily cleared up in the end.

A PERSONAL MESSAGE TO EVERY CHUM.

“ Chucklea I™ our latest companion paper, 18 still booming
—" hot cakes jen't in it!" as one newsagent remarked—and
1l am sure ail my MacwEr chums must be proud of tho
auccess achioved by the bright Little paper which is literally
the outcomne of their own suggestions and ideas. Certainly
I am proud of it, and very grateful to my thousands of
reader chums, too, for such a success as this latest one of
ourz could only have been achieved by the loval efforts of
huge band of willing helpers. Such widespread nterest haa
been aroused by our latest venture, that I venture to say that
there 8 hardly a boy or girl in the country who has not at
least heard of *° Chuckles " while it will not be very Jone
before the same cheery word, with all that it stands for in
the way of funny pictures, splendid stories and bright colours,
will be famihar to almoset every voung Colonial throughout
Our vast overscas posicssions,

The day of the comic paper, which supplies its readers with
the ullwhﬂk-mm&];: sensational and trashy. tvpe of reading-
matter, is past, The new style—"* Chuclles !" style—has put
thizs type of paper on a higher plane altogether.

In * Chuclkles ! I provide my chums—in addition to the
amusing pickures—with wholesome literature of the samne high
ordler and distinettve interest as that which has made the
famous compuuion papers, * The Magnet” and * Gem ™
libraries, and ¥ The Penny Popular,” so descrvedly popular.
It iz miy firm convietion—ard always ha: boen—the average
Betish bov and girl prefers this wholesome tvpe of literature,
which s all too 2eldom offered them; hence my efforts to
give them such fare, And from the way in which these
efforts have beon supported, I do not feel that [ can be far
'I.'I.'mllg.

Next Batuvday’s “ Chuekles ! i3 yet another splondid
example of the value that can be given—both in gquantity
and quality—Iior one halfpenny, and % am going to ask every
one of my readers to do me the favour of getring at least two
copivs—ane for lumself, and oue for hia friend I Will all myx
laval reader-chums, boys and girls alike, qust do me thiz one
good turn? Thank you, T know you wi]i[

Remembey  when  buying  next  Saturday’s  issue  of
“Chuckles I the great new halfpenny coloured comic puper,

“I'LL, TAKE TWO COPIES, PLEASE!L"
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A READER'S MESSAGE IN CIPHER.

One of my readers, who was evidently a careful followar
of our winter cvemng problems, sends me the following
quaint-looking epistle, in which the cipher given in Winter
ivening Problemn No. 1l—published in Wo. 308 of ** The
Magnet ' Library—i3 made uze of:
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which, being interpreted, reads as follows:

“ Dear Editor,—1 always loock forward to * The Magnet
evary week. I return your good wmhes for a Happy New
Bar. Yours truly.

¥

“A Reaner.”

My reader has my best thanks for his message and gocd
wishes., The use of ciphers 1s very interesting., and I linow
that guite a vwmber of my chums regularly mrn'-.-a]pnnd with
one unother by means of postcards written in this simple
but mgenious cipher-code,

THE HOME WIZARD—No. 2.
Two Coins Made Into One.

Having thus turned one coin mto two, the wizard nuy
proceed to show that the two are in reality one only, the

second being in fact merely-—in  spiritualistic  phease—the
astral donble of the othar. )
To demonstrate  this, he takes a  smallsized  pocker:

handkerchuef, and spreads 16 sgquarely oaver a 1!1.‘|l-1‘. with it~
sides parallel with t.lE'lf-. cdores of the table

In the centre he lays the two sixpences, the borrowed one
undermost, and invites the most seeptieal seotlemane of the
company to satisfy lhimself rhat they are really theee, and
that there 15 “ no deception.”

He then turns down in suecession all four corner- of the
handkerchicf in such a manner that they shall just cover the
CO1nsE,

Inservting the Arst and second Ongoers of cach baowd Iedweeon
the folds of the handkerenicf, he draws the hands slowly apart,
at the same time lifting the handkerchiof, and allowing .
coins to slide oat on the plate.

Stranee to say., however, it iz only the borrowed coin wlheh
docs so, the other having mystericusly disappearceed,

The magical azent in the present instance consisi= of 4
tiny pellet of soft wax, which is lightly pressod, till needed,
against the lowest button of the performer’s vest.  While the
sceptical gentleman is scrutinising the esins, he acrapies this
off with the nail of the forefinger, and, in the act of turnine
down the first corner of the havndkerchief, prosses it awaina
such corner, which he folds down so that ihe peller shall
reat on the centre of the uppermast coin. The wax makes
the coin_adhere to the handkevchief, and the seb of moving
the hands spart draws 1t mto the vighe hand, the borrowed
com alone falling on the plate, on which it is in due COUra
handed back to the owner.

[(Another splendid con-
Juring article next .
Monday.)
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Our New Halfpenny Comipanion Paper,

Breezy Ben and Dismal Dutchy, the two irvesistibly comtic front-page Characters,

LHiwxre Going Stromng.

OTHER SPECIAL FEATURES:
Complete Story of Ferrers  Splendid Competition £10
Lock, Detective. | in Cash Prizes.

Complete School Tale. By
|A Cheery Chat. By Mpr,

Grand Football Serial. By‘
ARTHUR S. HARDY. | Ete., ete.

THE COLOURED COMIC PAPER THAT CONTAINS ALL THE BEST OF EVERYTHINS IS

e S — EVERY —
naerenny, CEL U CEREERTS, sarurpay.




For Selling 12 Packets of KEW SEEDS
=32t at 1d. per Packet. .

Teo further advertise our Famous Kew Seeds
we give every reader of this paper a magnifi-
cent present absolutely FREE simply for e

selling or using 12 packets at 1d, each. Our f b AL,
up-to-date FPrize List containg hundreds Seb s v
of different kinds of FREE GIFTS for cveryone, phabe R iTRl /i
including Ladics' and Gonts' Gold and Silver &Ll {oJf{ |
Watches, Ostrich Feathers, Furs, Cycles, —TSSgtiFgloy
Teloscopes. Chains, Rings, Acco Ons,
Cinemas, Gramophones, Air Guns, Engines,
Tova, ote., eto.. Al you pead o isto seid we your
Qe cend .ri:iti.-'e:ss (e pogteard 20if! oo), wial aea il wanad
yinde  seleetion of Ffelly guaranteod Kot Seeds toosell or
wge b Qi Penny por packe!.  When sold send us the
A mioney obtained and we will immediately forward gifG
LB Choscll according to the grand list we send you.

St Start Enrly. Send o postenrd now {o— .

NSNS KEW SEED CO. Ltd. =

(Dept. 9), KEW CARDENS, LONDON.

THE LATEST AND BEST ADDITIONS TO

“THE BOYS' FRIEND”
3> COMPLETE LIBRARY

No. 253:
1 ““THE FOURTH FORM AT COURTHORPE.”
A Superb School Yarn. By DAVID GOODWIN.
No. 254 :
“THE PITFALLS OF LONDON.”

A Splendid Story of Life ia the Great Capital. By ANDREW GRAY,

No. 255 :
“THE BOXING CHAMPION.”

A Thrilling Story of the Prize-Ring.

Be Sure and Ask For

“THE BOYS' FRIEND” 3> COMPLETE LIBRARY,

and Remember

' YOU CANNOT AFFORD T0 MISS THE ABOVE THREE LATEST ADDITIONS.
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