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LODER’S HASTY DEPARTURE FROM THE REMOVE DORMITORY !

(A Remarkable Scene in the Maanificent Long Complete School Tale of the Chums of Greyfriars.)
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“ MAULEVERER’S MISSION ”’

= the title of the grand long story of
sreyfriars  which appears in next
Mondav's issue of the Maexer. It
deseribes, in a wonderfully clever way, a
series of remarkable hold-ups—not by
professional highway robbers, however,
though the oulrages are carried out with
astounding success, The final rounding-
up of the lawless band is brought abeut
i & most amazing fashion.

“ MAULEVERER’S MISSION ”’
is a really fine story, which you must not
migs,  Order your copy of next Monday’s
MAUGNET at once,
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THE LONDONER’S HOLIDAY.

Perhaps the Londoner has the best
pick.  Anvhow, he thinks he has. He
eati plunge into Epping Forest, and revel
i the new tints. If he thinks he has
dome Epping, he can choose Hainault,
But I never vet knew anybody who really
understood all the wonderful mysteries
of Epping Forest, There is always some-
thing fresh o see, and it has its attrac-
ficns in winter, too, 1f youn care to see
them. Rail fares are high, but there are
wonder spots close to London which can
be reached without referring to the iron

road at all, or werrving your head about
 the abeence of the dear old cheap fares
and the presence of the extra fifty per
cent. which reigns in these dagya.

Look at Richmond Park. Real forest
scenery there, and no mistake! Down
by the Penn Ponds you might fancy
vou were a hundred miles from town.
Or there is DBushev Park, where Jinks,
the famous porkbutcher of Teddington,
logt himself, and was mystified by the
owls, flor the more he shouted out who
he was, the more the fly-by-nights said,
“Who? Who!"”

The country iz worth a wvisit in the
carly spring, though the {rees may be
ghll destitute of leaves.  Only a short
distance from the Marble Arch—if yonu
have a bicycle the journey is nothing—s
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Horvsendien Hiall, one of the neatest little
hills you could imagine,

The holiday-maker who is a bit enter-
prising can see the pick of Surrey.
Dorking should be his point. He will
find himself in some of the finest country
conceivable, Here he can see a portion
of the old Pilgrims® Way to Canterbury,
atnd the will ind the walk or spin across
the Hog's Back as enjoyable as any-
thing, - with the grand views right and
left.  There 13 plenty of choice for the
BEaster cyclist, If he makes a dash for
Bucks he will be well rewarded., Duck-
inghamshire stretches very mnear to
London, for its sounthernmaost tip 18 cloze
to Uxbridge, and Devham 1s in Bucks;
while northward the county reaches into
the heart of England., And very inlevest-
ing the quaint old villages beyond Buck-
mgham ave, as many of my friends will
be finding outl for themselves this coming
holiday-time,

.

READ A DOZEN TIMES.

That was the ease with a story which
appeared not so very long ago i one of
the Companion Papers. | shall not give
particulars, as there nught be requests

for copies, and dhere are not any. [
rather fancy those that exist are
}h‘Eﬂﬂ-l.M‘Fd mightily. But a story to be

| that was cver written.

read a dozen lmes, with possibly a
thirteenth looming, must have been
good—and the yarn in guestion was good,
for 1t touched the heart of things., |
have many different types of tales in the
Companion Papers, and 1 find they all
have the popularity they deserve; bui,
naturally, here and there a serious story
18 apprecated, and is not in the very
least out of keeping, for there is not the
slightest reason why you should not have
laughable characters in the background
of the saddest or the most moving yarn
That 15 life—the
blend, the mixed colouring, the eternal
change.

e ———

‘MORE PLEASE !

It is the same old request—more

Personal Recollections, and there is a -

- —

the

pleasant compliment underlying the
demand. I take it there is really mo

limit to tho possibilities of recollection,
because new lights are thrown on various
happenings, new interpretations come
merrily along, aud what had seemed old
and of no account bloszoms forth into
something piquant, valuable, and -
teresting. ‘The great thing in. memory,
and acting upon if, is to be resourceful,
like the mariner who was net gong to
be deprived of his rights when shipwreck
came,
As will Le remembered, the old salt

“Left his hody to the gea,

And made a shark his legatee.”

Personal Recollections, of course, did
not cover ull the ground. There 18 more
to follow—or, at least, more that might
follow., 1 should like to trace out the
career of each office-boy who ever graced
the offices of the Companion Papers with
Lis amiable and resibient presence, to
show how one was carried lo the most
glittering pinuacles of fame, encouraged,
as he had betn, by a cheery word from
My, Frank Richards,

There is the fascinating case of the
office cat, Melchisedee, who vecruited her-
gelf, as 1t were, and signed on for seven
fourtecen, or twentv-one years. renewable
at the discretion of eithey side, feeling,
as she did, that even her former job on
caff of a  well-furnished fish
omporium was inferior to the nwew sttua-
tion, wherein she had the privilege of soe-
ing Mr. Martin Chfford come flving oub
of his thousand-hovse-power car and dash-
ing up the stairs te hand in a new yarn.
Oh, there is a vave lot that might be set
down of these epoch-making details?

n by
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Outlaws
I Have Met

By TOM MIX.

serial,

The King of the Cowboys tells
readers of this week's BOYS
CINEMA some thrilling troe
stories of his encounters with
famous outlaws in the Wild West.

- “Man of Might”—an exciting new

featuring the famous Vitagraph

Star WILLIAM DUNCAN-—also be-

gins n Wednesd&y's 1ssue of the

The Great Cinema Adventure Paper.
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THE FIRST CHAPTER!
Billy Bunier Knows.

¢ g SAY, you chaps——"
I Billy Bunter, the fat junior of
ithe Remnw Form at {_IIE"E'lei-lI'E'

poked his head into Study No.
of the Remove Form passage.

Harry Wharton and Frank Nugent
were in the study, and with them were
Bob Cherry, Hurree Jamset Ram Singh,
tho dusky Nabob of Bhanipur, and Mark
- Lanley.

Bob Cherry’s reply to Billy Bunter’s
short remark was shorter:

“Seat I

“(Oh, really, you fellows—" Dbegan

~ Billy Bunter.

“Bunk!”

“Buzz off I”

Billy Bunter locked hurt. He really
could nﬂt understand why 1t was that
every time He put his haad into Study
No. 1 he was given directions, in many
ways, to depart.

“I've some news for you fellows,
said. ““Of course, if you don't want to
know that Dr. Locke and cld Quelchy are
golng away, I'm sure I'm not gomng to
tell you!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“There’'s nothing te laugh at!”
Billy Bunter indignantly.

IIa blinked thmugh his spatacles at
the laughing chums of the Remove.
Billy Bunter was obtuse, to say the least,
a,nrl he had not yet scen that he had
already told Harry Wharton & Co, what
he did not mean to tell them unless they
asked to be informed.

But the news which Billy Bunter had
brought was quite fresh i{o the juniors.

he

said

They looked questioningly at the fat
]unmr
““Come inside, Billy!” said Harry

Wharton, with a chuckle.
Billy Bunter opened the dodr wider—
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A Magnificent Long
Complete Story of

Harry Wharton & Co.
at Greyfriars School.

BY

FRANK RICHARDS.

he had to, in order to get inside the
study. Bob Cherry had often remarked
that it was a good job that the doors in
the Remove passage were wide ones, or
Billy Bunter would have had to stop out
in the corriders for ever.

Although Billy Bunter was fat, he was
not qultE so bad as that!

He came into the study at Harr}f
Wharton's invitation, and elosed the door
behind him. He looked round anxicusly.
for it was only just past tea-tune—but
Billy Bunter was hungry.

“Now, what's this about Di. Locke
and Quelchy going away " asked Harry
W harton.

Dr. Locke was the headmaster of Grey-
friars, and Mr. Quelch, ‘Eﬁrhﬂlﬂ the JHIHDI‘E
dlulespectfuily refo rred to as “Quclchy,”
was the Remove Form master.

Billy Bunter sat down in a chair before
he re hed to Wharton’s question,

“Just that they're going away,
fellows," he said.

Bob Cherry chuckled.

‘“1 suppose that means that vou feel
too tired to say any more about them?”
he askeu.

Billy. Bunter looked surprised.

“‘Oh, really, Bob, old man
Billy.

“ Brrir !
Cherry,

“As a matter of strict fact, T don't feel
up to talking,” went on Billy Bunter.

vou

" began

Cut it out!™ growled Bob

| “You see, I had tea in Hall to-day. 1

didn’'t get very muach—only hlfad and-
butter, and some ham, and a few cakes
and pastries, The biscuits were too few
in number to count, as——"

““Ha, ha, hal!l” ryeared Nugent.
“Fven that was enough for half a dozen
juniors!”

“(Oh, really, Nugent!” said Billy plain-
tively. You fellows know that I've got
a delicate constitution that——"

“Can only be kept up by constant

'I

nourishment !” Bob Cherry finished uf
for him.

*Ha, ka, ha!”

**Oh, really, Cherry! I did not know
that you knew so much about my state e
of health. ="

“My hat! We know more about you,
tubby, than all your family put to-
gethPrT” said Mark Linley.

‘The knowfulness 1s LEI‘I‘Iﬁ:i‘ " mur-
mured Hurree Singh in his quaint
Enghsh. :

“* So if vou chaps have a fow " went
on Billy Bunter.

IMarry Wharton's jaw sebt grimly,

“We haven’ tT’ he said llllth i £

vou think you're going to get a feed out
of us before you tell us the news, Billy,
vou're making a big mistake!”

“What-ho!"” said Bob Cherry cheer-
fully.

“The mistakefulness of the estecmed
and ludicrous fat chump is terrific ! said
Hurree Singh emphatically. “1 suggest-
fully propose that Bunter be raiscfully
lifted and bumped upon the foor !

“My hat!” exclaimed Harry Wharton,
“That's a good idea, Inky!"

““Oh, really, you fu]lﬂws v "

Billy Bunter rose hastily to s feet,
and made for the door of the study, but
Bob Cherry was therc first.

“Not so fast, my fat tulip!” said Bob
Cherry, with a grin. * You really ought
to tell us all about it—you’ve whetted ﬂur-
appetites, so 1o speak !”

“I—I—T've just remembered an 1m-
portant appotntment stammered
Billy Bunter,

“Crammer ™
fully.

““ Oh, really, Bob Cherry!” said Bunter
indi nanth' “You kuow pnfectiﬁg well
t]fﬂt I don't tell lies! I think

““My hat!”

*Great pip!”

sald Bob Cherry cheer.

Copyright in the United States of America.
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“Billy, you've just told a lie!” said
HHarry Wharton severely:

“Oh, veally, Wharton s

* And unless you impart what news you
have m two seconds we'll jolly well
bump you—and hard, too !"”

Biﬁy Bunter looked at the grim faces
of the Removites, and grinned sheepishiy.

“Of course, I meant to tell you chaps
all along,” he said lamely. * That's why
I cahe to the study——"

“Crammer ! said Bob Cherry again.
“You came {o tell us—if we fed that deli-
cate constitution of yours, Billy !

“*Hear, hear!”

“Tha hear, hearfulness is terrifie, my
worlhy Bunter!”

*“ Oh, really, Bob Cherry——""

“Thoso two seconds are rapidly going,
Billy '™ said Harry Wharton warmngly.

“Well, T was passing the Head's study
a few minutes ago,” said Billy Bunter,
“when—when my shoelace——"

“Happened to come undone, T sup-
pose ! said Harry Wharton,

Billy Bunter looked surprised. |

“That’s quite right, Wharton, though
Imgr von could know that beats me X lLe
said, :

“We'll beat vou In a minute W

“Your bootlace always comes undone
when you particularly want, to know anvy-
thing that's happening in a study,
Billy !"" snorted Mark Linley. ‘““Ong of
theso days it will be your ear that comes
unidone [¥

“Oh, really, Linley—-—
down, Wharton !
hastily.,

Harry Wharten balanced the ruler in
his hand. and looked suggostively at the
Owl of the Remove,

“Go on, Billy! What happened after
that bootlace camie undone ?”

Put that ruler
said  Billy  Bunter

“I heard the ITead say that they would

have to be going to London to-day,” said
Billy Bunter, with one eve an the ruler
in  Wharton’s hand. *“Old Quelchy
wanted to know what for. So Dr. Locke
suid that they were required to sit on a
hoard of examiners, owing v

“What's he want fo sit on a board of
ecxaminers for?” asked Bob Cherry in
surprise.  “Have they been getting into
trouble 7

*“Ha, ha, ha!”

“The Head nmeant, sit with a crowd of
exanmining  johnnies,” explained Mark
Linley. “When a crowd of learned
chumps get togelher they call them a

s

*board.” ¥

“What do they want to call them that
for?” asked Bob quickly. *Why don't
“they call “em a barrel, or something like
that §7’

““Ha, ha, ha ¥

“(Go ou, Billy 17 )

“Two of the examiners are in America
studying edueational matters,” resumed
Billy Bunter.  “That's why the Head
and Mr. Queleh arve wanted.  They're
going to-dav!”

"My hat!” exclaimed Mark Liuley.
“Who's going to take charge of {lie
school, then?”

“ Mr., Hacker!” said Billy Bunter, with
a sniff, " Of all the votten headmasters.
eld Hacker'll be the rottenest!”

“OUh, my stars!”

The juniors looked at one another in
dismay.

‘Mr. Hacker was not popular with the
juniors at Greyfriars.- He was master of
the Shell, and believed in roling the
fellows at Greyfriars with a firm hand.
net to say a rod of iron.

“Hackcer as Head!” groancd Hairy
Wharton, sinking limply into his chair.
“Ohy my hat! Then, T suppase, Capper
will come in as second-in-command 7

“Yes.”

“The rottenfulness of the esteemed

Trng MagNer Lisrary.—No, 631,

position is ierrific!"” said Hurree Singh.
“The* workfulness during the abscnce of
the revered and lndicrous Dr. Locke will
also be terrifie "

“Oh, my hat!”

Bob Cherry turned to Billy Bunter.

“ Are you sure, Billy?”

“Positive I zand Billy Bunter.

“You know what that means?” said
Mark Linley grimly. “You'll be limited
to twelve meals a day, Billy!”

“Oh, really, Linley!” said Billy
Bunter,  “DI'm sure Mr. Hacker will
inerease the nmuber of meals we have.
{_]1{1 lwocke——=""

bl e e

The juniors looked grim at once. The
headmaster  of  Greylriars was  very
popular amongst the juniors, and he was
probably the only master at Greyfriars
whom the juniors would not speak of in
a disrespectinl manner,

Billy Bunter corrected himself hastily.

“Dr. Locke, I mean,” he said. * Dr.
Locke always said that three meals a day
were enough for any junior——"

“He's quite right, too!”
Harry Wharton.
urdinary junor, Billy!
sormandising little toad!”

“Oh, really, Wharton——""'

“And a prying
Cherry.

“ A silly ass is a mild way of deseribing
yon, Billy " said Mark Linley.

“The assfulness of the unworthy
Bunter is terrific!” said Hurree Jamset
Ram Singh.

“1f Hacker stops any meals here T
jolly well go and tiek him off I said
Billy Bunter warmly.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“We can see vou doing that!”

“1 ghall I

Billy Bunter was too thick-skinned to
take any notice of the disparaging
remarks of the juniors. He was far more
concerned with the suggestion that Mr.
Hacker might possibly reduce the number
of meals at Greyfriars.

If that beast Hacker thinks he's
going to rule the wpiddy roost in the

absence of the Head he's jolly well mis-
tuken I said Billy Bunter hotly.  “We
can stand lines, but when it comes to
stopping our grub iz

“Billy Bunter can’t stand that ! inter-
posed Bob Cherry, with a grin.

“Not me—I mean, us!” said Billy
Bunter., * Of course, 1 shall tick him off
fu;:rrd the *bunelit of the fellows generally,
an ' “

“He'll cane you for the bencfit of the
others!” said Harry Wharton. with a
chuckle. “No, Billy, my fat tulip, 1if
old Hacker does really take charge of the
school. and stops the grub—well. he’l]
jolly well do it 1 '

"1 sha'n’t stand it!” reared Billy
Bunter excitedly. “Look here, you
fellows! You back me up, and——"

“Rats!"” snorted Bob Cherry. “We'll
jolly well kick you out! “I've had enough
of William George Bunter for one day!

eat, Billy !

*“Oh, really, Bob Cherry——>

ik Bf‘_{}ﬂt I!_‘I

Billy Buntey, after one glance at the
arim faces of the Removites, seooted.

When he had gone—doubtless to spread
the news round the whole of the studies

—Harry Wharton & Ceo. looked at one

arntother in dismay,

“I suppose it's right?” said Harry
Wharton doubtfully.

Mark Linley nodded,

“When Billy Bunter gets his ear to the
keyhole he makes no mistake.” he said.
“If you ask me, Wharton, it's too jolly
true !

““@h dear !

“There’ll be trouble ! said Bob Cherry

snapped |
“But you're pot an |
Youre a fat, |

worm I added Bob

hotly. * ¥ou mark my words, you chaps,
there’ll be trouble !”

“Oh, rot, Bob!” said Harry Wharton,
“Hacker is a beast of the first water,
but he won't interfere with us!™

“You'll see!” said Bob Cherry grimly,
“Come on, Marky!”’

Bob Cherry, Mark Linley, and Hurrce
Jamset Ram Singh left Study No. 1 to
procced to their own study, leaving
Harry Wharton shaking his head doubt-
fully.

“1 don’t thmmk BPob will prove 110,
Franky,” he said slewly.

Frank Nugent shrugeed hisg shoulders,

“We'll sec ! he said.

And there the matter cnded,

THE SECOND CHAPTER,
Mr. Hacker—Headmaster !

¢ oT!”
R “* Pifile |’ _
Billy Bunter shrugged his

shoulders. He had proceeded
straight to the Remove Common-room
itter leaving Harry Wharton’s study, and
had therve broken the news of the going
away of Dr, Locke and Mr. Queleh,

But the Removites refused to believe
it.

“Hacker as headmaster ! growled Bul-
strode, the burly bully of the Form.
“You're talking out of the back of your
napper, you fat ass!”

“Oh, really, Bulstrode!” said Billy
Bunter indignantly. *“You'll jolly well
see for yourself hefore miany hours are
aover ! ) -

It was not a question of hours Liefore
Billy Bunter's news was confirmed. 1t
was barely five minutoes.

The assembly bell rang suddenly, and
the juniors stared at one another.

“Can it be true?” demanded Micky
Desmond,

“My hat! Don’t say Bunter has told
the. truth for once!™ sncered Skinner,

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“Rats!” said DBilly Bunter angrily,
“You're only jealons because T happen
to be 1n the know, Skinner ! _

“In the know !"” echoed Skinner. “ Ay
hat! If you hadn’t such a2 beastly long
car for keyholes——"

“*Ha, ha, ha!”

Billy Bunter snorted, and walked out
of the Commaon-room before the vest of
the juniers fully realised that the ringing

“of the bell was for the express purpose of

sun]nnnuin;.g' the whole school to the Big
Hall.

But the incessant ringing of the great
bell forced them to realise that something
was gomg to happen. The bell was
seldom rung for anything but of an im-
portant nature,

The juniors trooped out of the
Common-room, and made their way to
the Big Hall.

The seniors were already assembled.
Harry Wharton & Co. took up theip
places, and waited for the Head to put in
an appearance. )

Wingate, the captain of Greyfriars, was
ipon the raised dais at the end of the
Hall, keeping a watchful eye an the
juniors as they assembled.

His face bore a serious expression—a
VOry 8CTriols expression,

“Old Wingate knows!” said Billy
Bunter to Harry Wharton, who was
tfatanding by his side. *Look at his giddy
ace!”

Harry Wharton nodded, but did not
speak.

“Look ! said  Billy  Bunter
“Look at that beast Loder!
pleaged as punch !®

Harry Wharton peered down the Hall
towards the spot where the prefects were

again.
Ile’s as
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“It’s all right, Wun Lung !” said Harry Wharton, hastily.

* Loder’s captain for a few days only, Uuﬁm with us, old

chap!™ “No Savvy !™ said Wun Lung. “Me goee see Lodel !”” Bob Cherry took a tight grasp of the Chinese junior’s
pigtail, - (See Chapter 4.)
standing. Gerald Loder was there, a | school, let me tell him that I shall deal “Which one?’ asked Frank Nugent,

smile on his lips.

“He mizht know nothing about it
riapped Harry Wharton, *Shut up,
Billy !

“Silence, please!” exclaimed Wingate.
“The Head won't keep you waiting
long ! ®

Dy. Locke put in an appearance at that
moment, and with him was Mr, Quelch,
master of the Remove Form,

The Head proceeded at once to the
polnt,

“Boys!” he said sharply. “ Mr.
Quelch and myself have been called to
L.ondon on important business. I am
leaving My, Hacker in charge of Grey-
friars "

s Okt !!!

It was a gasp of dismay that broke
from the assembled school.

Mr. Huacker will take my place ag head-
master of Greyiriars,” resumed the Head,
with a frown. *“I want it to be distinetly
understood, by juniors and seniors, that
Mr. IMTacker has my full authority to do
as ho thinks right In any matter that
may arise. And'I rely upon all Grey-
friars—the juniors especially—to see that
no extra work 1s forced upon Mr, Hacker.

“If anybody thinks that because I am
away he can behave in a manner for-
bidden in the rules and regulations of the

179

very firmly indeed with all delinquents
on my return. But I firmly believe that
such a warning i1s entirely unnecessary.”

“My hat!"”

Billy Bunter's voice could be distinetly
heard, and there was a slight chuckle
from the rest of the juniors.

But the Head affected not to hear it,
and after a few more words of advice
he left the dais. Mr. Quelch paused a
fraction of a second to glance sternly at
Bunter, then he followed the Head.

The school was dismissed as soon as the

Head had disappeared, and the fellows
immediately broke up into groups to dis-
cuss the astomishing news,

But there was not a single junior who
did not look upon the position with dis-
may. Mr. Hacker was p beast, as Bob
Cherry said, and he was not even a just
beast. _

Bob Cherry had not repeated his
opinion that there would be trouble.
But he had not forgotten it.

His face was unusually solemn as he
returned to Study No. 1 with ITarry
Wharton, Frank Nugent, Johnny Bull,
and Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

“So Bunter was right!” said Harry
Wharton, when the door was closed.
“But I thought it unnecessary for the

Head——"

with a chuckle. =

“Dr. Lotke, ass!” =aid Harvry Whar-
ton hasfily. “1 don't think therc are
many fellows whe'll play the giddy goat
because the cut’s away —I mean, because
Dr. Locke's going away !”

“ Bet you my best footer-boots to vour
old pen-nib that Loder does!” said Beb
Cherry promptlv. *The rotter will be
down at the Cross Keys every giddy
mght——"'

““And mught get caught!” said Harry
Wharton, “Then the chopper would
come down with a biff when Pr. Locke

o 112 :

got back'!

“The downfulness of ,ihs_:' csteemed
chopper would be terrific!” murmured

Hurree Singh.

Ten minutes later Dr. T.ocke and Mr.
Quelech departed {o catch the night train
to London. The juniors crowded round
the gates to see them off.

“Good-bye, sir!” roared Harry Whar-
ton & Co. % :

“Good-bye, my boys!” replied the
IMead kindly. “Good-bye!”

“ Hurrah 1"

The cab drove off to the accompani.
ment of many rounds of cheers, and Dr.
Locke turned to Mr. Quelch with a
smile.

. THE MagNeET LIisrarY.—No. 631,
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“1 think everything will be all right !”
he said.

“1 hope so, sair !’ answered the Remove
Form master grunly.

The Head opened his mouth as if to
speak. But he closed it again, and stared
thoughtfully out of the window.

My, Hacker, he knew, was not a popu-
lar master. It was a pity that Mr,
uelch could not have stayed to take
charge of the echool. :

But even Dr. Loecke did not know Mr,
Hacker ns Mr. Quelch did.

And Mr. Quelch was obviously doubt-
ful of what would be the cutcome of the
changoe.

As a matter of fact, Mr. Hacker started
making use of his increased authority
long before Mr. Quelch thought—or per-
liups feared—would be the case.

And had the two masters proceeding
towards London heard the conversation
tirat was held between Mr. Hacker and
AMr, Capper, the master of the Upper
Kourth, it was quite within the bounds
of possibility that Dr. Locke would have
returned forthwith to Greyiriars.

But they did not hear the conversation,
anid the masters continued their journey.

Myr. Hacker had taken possession of
the Head's etudy almost before Dr.
Liocke was. out of sight of the school;
and within ten minutes of taking up This
new quarters Mr Hacker rang the bell
and summoned Mr Capper.

The Upper Fourth Form masior ap-
peared in a very few minutes.

“Ah, Capper!” said Mr. Hacker.
“You are aware, of course, that I am
temporary headmaster of Greyfriars?”

“T am!” gaid Mr. Capper shortly.

Mr. Hacker frowned. e had ex-
pected to be addressed in a2 more ve-
spectiul manner. He was now in position
that commanded respeet even from
Inasters. :

“1 have lang considered, Mr. Capper,”
went on the mew Head, “ that Dr. Locke
has been woeefully ignorant of the correet
way in which to run Greyfiriars 2

“Indeed!” said Myr. Capper. “As a
matter of fact, I have certain ideas on
the subjedt myself!”

“Splendid! 1 hope they coincide with
nune, my dear Capper!”™ said Mr,
Hacker cordially. “Tor instance, this
half-holiday business on a Wednesday is
ridiculous I
X Jfl:{actly 1" said Mr. Capper eagerly.
- "1 propose stopping 1t!” said Mr.
Hacker firmly., * That will be the first
alteration in the school routine. The

v

Juniors, especially, must not be allowed
to muss work on Wednesday afternoons.
I shall proceed to post a notice to that
effect, Mr. Capper.”

“Splendid !

“Then the half-day work on Saturday
must still romain in force ! resumed Mr.
Hacker. ** Another matter that bas long
needed alteration is the closing of the
school  tuckshop. It encourages the
juniors to overeat, and to eat between

meals.  That 1s a most disastrous pro-
ceeding. It must mevitably lead to ill-
health !

“That is another thing which strongly
recammends ilself to me, Mr. Hacker!”
satdd  the Upper TFourth master com-
placently. “1 think some recompense
can be made to Mrs. Mimble!™

“Ulertamnly !”  assented Mr. Hacker.
“ Althongh I consider it quite possible
that she has been profiteering to a great
extent, and made quite a small fortune
out of the bad habits of the juniors.”

“That also strikes me as being quite
pessible ! said Mr. Capper. “How-
c¢ver, the pommt 1 must raise is  this.
What will Dr. Locke say when he re-
turns 7

Mr. Hacker's eyes gleamed.

“It 15 my firm belief, sir, that Dr.
Locke 1s afraid to make these altera-
tione.”

“Afraid? T eannot

“¢ Afraid’ i1s the word I used, M.
Capper. 1 mean it, too. When Dr.
Locke returns and fds the new routine
working splendidly, I am sure that both
you aitd I will be the recipients of warm
congratulations.”

“M'yes! But——"

“Mr. Quelch, unfortunately, is too
casy-going with the juniors. That fat
junior Bunter 1s a glaring example of
the evils of the school tucksliop. He
should be made to do more exercise andl
to eat far less. He would then doubtless
be of some goad in the school.”

“1 agree with you there. But—but—
how do you think the juniors will take
the new rules you propose, Mr.
Hacker?”

Mr. Hacker frowned, and almost in-
voluntarily elenched his hands.

“The time has not yet arrived, My.
Capper, when juniors at a public school
may be allowed to say how their school
should bLe run!” he said half angrily.
“1 shall enforce the rules I propose
making, and hope, Mr. Capper, that 1
can count upon vour support [

“Tudeed vou can, Mr. Hacker,” said

13
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the Upper Fourth master firmly. Tt is
my duty to suppert you in anything you
think is right!”

Mr. Hacker did not quite like that.
He would rather Mr. Capper had stated
his willingness to support him purely on

acgount of his belief 1n the proposed new

routine being the right one.

- “Thank you, Mr., Capper!” he said.
“That is all, I think, for to-night.”

~ Mr. Capper nodded, and left the siudy.
Mr. Hacker, after a moment’s thought,
left his chair, and went to the Head's
tvpewriter, then he proceeded to draw
up the notices referring lo the changing
of the schoal routine,

— O —

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Consternation !

1 AVE you seen it?"”
Bob Cherry burst into Study

No. 1 in the Remove passage

immediately after breakfast
the morning following the departure of
Dv. Locke and Mr. Quelch for London.

The junior’s face was flaming, and
Harry Wharton could read wrath, con-
sternation, and incredulity in the fast-
chunging expression of the Removite's
face.

“Have I geen
Wharton quickly,

“The—the—the noiice |” gasped Bob
Cherry. *“My stars! My hat! My
only aunt!” :

Harry Wharton grinned.

“Calm yourself down a bit, Bob,” he
said quietly. *“T'm blessed if I know
what you're talking about!”

“Nor 1,” said Frank Nugent, wit?a
grin. '

Before Bab Cherry could reply, Hurres
Singh, the dusky Nabob of Bhanipur,
dashed into the study.

He did not see Bob Cherry, with the
result that he collided vielently with the
jumiar. They went to the floor with a
bump.

“Ow ! roared Bob Cherry.

“Yow ! The hurtfulness of my worthy
self 1s only greater than the sorrowful-
ness of my csteemed heart!” sard Hurree
Slngh quickly:

1le helped Bob Cherry to his feet as he
rose himself. The dusky junior’s eycs
were gleaming with anger.

“What did you do that
demanded Bob Cherry wrathfully.

“'The sorrowfulness is terrific. my
esteemed chum ! purred IHurree Singh.
“But I wishfully desire to know if you
have seenfully observed the csteemed and
ridiculons notice on the board 7"

Bob Cherry snorted.

“Seen 16! he snapped.
think I have!”’

Harry Wharton and
glanced at one another.

“What giddy notice are yon fatheads
inlking about?!” asked Nugent warmly.
* You come bouncing into our study-——
Oh, my hat, here’s another of them !”’

There was the sound of rapid footsteps,
and Billy Bunter burst into the study,
I1is face was almost white, and his spee-
tacles were at an angle which made it
impossible for the short-sighted junior to
see through them.

“H-h-have vou seen it?"” he panted.
“My hat! Have you?”

“Oh, yvou asses!” roared Harry Whar-
ton. ““Have we seen what, yon thunder-
ing chumps?” L

“The—the—the notice !
shrieked Billy Bunter.
is closed !’

“What 7

“Closed for what?”

what?"" asked Harry

for1??

“1 should

Frank Nugent

al mﬁaﬁ
“The tuckshop
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gered back, and gasped with pain.

“Closed for good!” said Billy Bunter
frantically. ““Hacker—the beast !—he’s
Clozed it for the good of the health of the
Greyfriars pupils! Oh, my giddy aunt!”

Harry Wharton stared in amazement
at the fat junior, and from him to Bob
Cherry and Hurree Singh.

“Look here, Bob,” he said, as calmly
a8 he could, “will you explain what all
this means?™ |

“Blessed if I know!” snorted Bob
Cherry. *“Here, come along Lo the
school notice-board and see for yourself !”

Harry Wharton and Frank Nugent left
the study withont another word. They
had not as yet grasped the meaning of
the notice referred to by their chums.
__There waz a crowd round the notice-
board—a crowd of juniors, and some of
the remarks that were passed helped
Harry Wharton and Trank Nugent
towards realisation of the notice’s import.

“(Closed the giddy tuckshop, has he?"

“ Hacker's a beast !

“ Not good for us!”

““My hat! The rotter!"

“Gangway !” rvoared Harry Wharton,

He forced his way through the crowd of
juniors, using his elbows for the purpose.

It took him some time, however, before

he could get near enough to read the
notice pinned to the board.

Loder suddenly raised his cane, and brought it down with all his strength on Bob Cherry’s shoulders. The Removite stag-

Only his pyjama jacket covered his shoulders, and the eane almost cut through it.
“Ow !’ gasped Bob Cherry, and a sudden fierce anger swept over him. (See Chapter5.)

He read it aloud:

# CNOTICE!

“*¢ Huving duly considered the matter,
I have come to the conclusion that the
school tuckshop is entirely unnecessary.
It encouragez overfeeding, and 1z not
good for the health of the pupils at Grey-
friars. I have therefore decided that the

| shop shall be closed forthwith, and no

supplies of food ean, therefore, be pur-
chased.
“EH(Signed) N, HAackEer,
' Temp. Headinaster.” ™

“M-m-m-my hat!” stammered Ilarry
Wharton. “ What does the beast think
he's up to?"”

“Blessed 1f I know!" snorted DBob
Cherry. ““It’s the giddy limit!"”

“The beast!”

“The cad!”

“The rotter!”

George DBulstrode forced his way
| through the juniors until le was by
Wharton's side. The burly junior’s eyes-
were flaming angrily.

“What are you going to do-about it ?"
he demanded fiercely.

Harry Wharton looked surprised.

“Po about it?"”’ he repeated. ' What
| the dickens can I do?"

e e T

“You're captain of the
gy

yon *

“Well ¥V

“Then 1t’s up to yvou to go and tell old
Hacker that he's talking. or writing,
out of the back of his neck ! |

“Hear, hear!”

Wharton grinned.

“Yes, I can sce my=zelf doing that!™
he sflid Lightly.

Billy Bunterls voice rose above the
crowd,

“You jolly well ought to 1" he shoutad.
“I'm blessed 1f 1 want to die of starva-
tion !

““Ha, ha, ha!”

“You don’t keep the tuckshop going.
Billy " growled Wharton.

“VYes, he does—on somebody else's
money !’ :

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“0Oh, really, Desmond! 1 M

Harry Wharton intervapted the fat
junior.

“Shut up, Billy! Look here, yon
fallows,” he said, *it’s not a bit of good
kicking. After all, you can get what
tuck you want from the village.”

Bulstrode glared.

“Who wants to go down te the village
on a wet day?” he demanded. *1 sav
that you, as captain of the Remove,
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chould jolly well go and talk like a Dutch
uncle to Hacker 1"

““ And 1 say that you, az an ass, should
go and eat coke!” said Harry Wharton

tartly. “‘That's that!”
Some of the jJuors agreed with
Wharton, but some did not. Tt was

obviously impossible for Harry Wharton
to go to the new headmaster’s study and
tell him that the juniors considered he
was talking out of the back of his neck.

It was also impossible to think that
Wharton could inform Mr. Hacker that
the order.just posted on the board was
strongly resented by the juniors,

But there was worse to come.

“Make way !”

The juniors turned quickly, to see Mr.
Hacker, with another notice in his hand,
foreing his way through the crowd.

A pathway was made, and the new
Head walked guickly to the notice-board,
and pinned the paper 1n his hand beside
the one already there.

He left 1t there, without so much as a
glance towards the juniors, |

“What is 1t%"

“Read it out!”

“Get your fat head out of the way,
Wharton 17

Harry Wharton struggled hard to pre-
vent himself from being jammed against
the wall as the juniors crowded round
to gee the latest notice.

“Stand back, and T'll read it out!”
shouted Wharton.

After a moment the juniors stood
back, and Wharton read the notice out:

“CNOTICE!

“*In fulvure there will be no half-holi-
day on Wednesdays, as that involves an
unnecessary waste of time. The time
ugually | ‘
henceforth be devoted to geography and
hiztory.

O (migned) M. HACKER,

¢ Temp. Headmaster,” ”

Immediafely there was a gasp of dis-
may from the juniors,
“Oh!”

“My hat!”

“The—the blessed tyrant!”

“ Rats 1"

Harry Wharton’s heart beat quickly.
The juniors were no longer resentful—
they were thoroughly anary,

“Look here, you chaps!” said Whar-
ton quickly.

“Rats! Bosh!

“That's 1it!
Commeon-room !”’

The junjors, wildly excited, rushed
for the Common-room. But Harry
Wharton and Nugent, with Bob Cherry,
Mark Linley, Johnny Bull, and H®rree
Jamset Ram Singh, followed more
slowly.

“This is getting stiff, Harry!” said
Bob Cherry quiétly.

Wharton nodded.

A meeling !
A meeting !

In the

“There'll be trouble !” he said grimly. |

*1 can’t keep the whole giddy Form
under control on occasions such as this!”
*“1 said there would he trouble ! said
Bob Cherry. *“Didn't 177
“You did, Beb !”

“The saidfulness was terrifie, m
worthy chum!” said Iurrce Singh
guietly.,

When Harry Wharton & Co. reached
the Cemmon-room the juniors had
already gettled down. Bulstrode, on a
chair, was addressing them.

“Gentlemen "

“Hurrah !

“The beast Hacker has shut the
blessed . tuckshop——""

“(Joooch 1" '
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devoted to that holiday shall

“Ie's stopped our giddy half-haliday
on Wednesdays——"

“Rotten! CQooocoh ™

“What are we going to do about it?”

That was a point which no Removite
had as yet carefully thought out. The
order as to the closing of the tuckshaop
would doubtless be curried out, and the
juniors eould not break into the shop.

The half-holiday on Wednesday was
another matter. The juniors could refuse
to go mto lessons—in other words, they
could openly rebel against the new head-
master,

But no junier cared to suggest that.
Even DBulstrode, as spokesman of the
Form, would not suggest that. 1t was
too serious a matter.

“A round robin of protest!” said
Desmond.

“Wouldn't do any good!” said PBul-
strode. * Not unless there was o threat
i it "

“That’s the ticket, Bulstrade,” said
Billy Bunter, excitedly rising to his fcet.
“Tell him that we'll jally well Loil him

i o1l 1if he doesnu™t cancel the order about

the tuckshop!”

"“You never buy anything there, so
the order doesn’t affect you, Bunter!”
said Bulstrode contemptuously. * As
far as that goes, it means a saving,
because you can't pinch any grub, and
we sha'n’t have to buy any more to re-
place what you have pinched!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

““Oh, really, Bulstrode——""

“Brrrer! Sit down !

“But—— Qw7

Dilly Bunter sat down hurriedly.
Micky Desmond had pulled him down
to the seat with no little force, and Billy
Bunter had slipped to the flaor,

“Yow! My collar-bone’s busted.”

“We'll bust you altogether if vou don’t
shut up !” said Bulstrode ﬁEl:EE'.P_';".

And Billy Bunter, knowing full well
that the juniors would literally wipe
the floor with him if he did not do as
he was told, picked himself up, blinked
indignantly around, and sat down again.

“Now, what are we going to do?” de-
manded Bulstrode. “ As we have such a
rotlen captain -

“Look here——"
hotly.

“We can’t expeect him to help us!”
went on Bulstrode, unheeding the inter-
ruption. ‘*We shall have f{o decide to
do something amongst ourselves, that's
certain " _

Harry Wharton bit his lips hard for a
moment. Then he took a chair, and
placed 1t opposite Bulstrode.

“Chaps——"" he exclaimed quietly,

“Hurrah !’

“Now, what about it, Wharton ?”

“Chaps, at present we can do nothing.
E‘Fa ll'll.:.rb“f.'l wait and see what the seniors
o—""

“Rats "

di Rﬂt !’j

©If you like, T'll go and see Wingate,
and see what he has to suggest!"” went
on Wharton calmly. ‘‘That, to my way
of thinking, is the best plan.”

The juniors hesitated. . They saw that
Wharton was right. Much depended on
what the seniors were going to de about
the new orders—if they were going to do
anything at all.

Skinner, the cad of the Form, rose to
his feet.:

“I suppose you'll bow your napper if
Wingate says we're not to kick——
Ow Il‘l

Skinner broke off with a vell, Some-
body had kicked him from behind. He
swurig - round angrily—to face Bob
Cherry.

‘“Nobody said we weren't to kick,
Skinner !” said Bob Cherry cheerfully.

began Wharton

“I've proved that T've plefiy of kick
left in me. Want some more proof 17

“Yow! No!”

“Then shut up ragging the giddy
chairmon |” said Bob Cherry wurmly,
“Anybody else want to interrupt?”

Nobedy wanted to. Bob Cherry was
the fighting-man of lhe Remove, and
even (reorge Bulstrode was not anxious
ta feel the weight of his fists.

“Then the best thing to do is to let
Wharton go and see Wingale ! said Bob
Chervy., “I'll 2o with him !”

“Hear, hear!” -

“The hear-hearfulness is terrific !

With that suggestion, the juniors
eventually agreed, and the fact that there
was something being done about the
muatter was sufficient to quieten them
down,.

Bulstrode was not anxious for the
matter to be taken out of his hands, but
he inwardly realised that Harry Wharton
& Co. would receive a more cordial
welcome from Wingate than he would
himself.

Aud Harry Wharton & Co., locking
very grim and determined, made their
way to Wingate's study,

rinned Bob
let me have

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Wingate is Sorry, but——
(s OME in!”

‘ George Wingate, captain of
Greyiriars, called out sharply
as there came a knock at his

study door. The genial captain was
looking perturbed and anxious.

The door opened, and. Harry Whar-
ton walked 1nto the study, closely
followed by Nugent, Johnny Bull, and
Bob Cherry, Hurree Singh came in gas
Wharton was closing the door.

Wingate looked at them.

“A row?"” he asked laconically. *

“No; bul there jolly soon will be,
Wingate !” said Wharton,

Wingate nodded.

“I'm expecting it !” he said quictly,
“Mr. Hacker 1s asking for it]”

“What-ho!” said Bob Cherry cheer-
fully. “ Do you think, Wingate, that if [
was to ask the beast—ahem [—Mpr,
Hacker to come into the gym and have
the g]n}vea on for a couple of minutes
he :

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“1 don't think he would, Cherry,”
snid Wingate, with a smile. ““He'd pro-
bably ask you to go into the Head's
study - and have a few rounds with a
cane !”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“1 shouldn’t mind,”

Cherry, “if the beast woul
a cane, too!”

““You'd probably get all you wanted,
Cherry!” said Wingate significantly.
“However, that's getting away from the
subject. 1 suppose vou didn’t want me
to ask Hackeér to go into the gym with
}’ﬂu?” |

“Rather not!” said Bob Cherry. “ The
fact is " .

“Yes, the fact 13, Wingate—"? _

“The factfulness, my esteemed Wjin-
gate a "

Wingate waved his hand.

“One of you speak, please,” he zaid.
“It’s rather difficult te understand half
a dozen kids speaking at the same time.
Go ahead, Wharton |”

“Well, the long and short of it is,
Wingate,” said Harry Wharton slowly,
“what are you seniors going to
about it?”

Wingate frowned.

“As a matter of fact, in strict con.
fidence, I'd like to lick him!” he said
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frankly. “But you the
other juniors that.”

“No; honour bright!™
tugethpr,

“I'm sorry, but I ean’t get the tuck-
stiop opened for yvou,” went on Wingate.
“You see, Mr. Hacker has given his
orders direct to Mrs. Mimble. She
wouldn’t take any further orders from
me.”’

“My hat! Thatl’s not the worst of it,
Wingate !” said Harry Wharton quickly.
“You've seen the second notice, haven't
vou?”’

“What notice?”

Wingate looked surprised as he asked
that question. He evidently had not, as
Wharton supposed, seen the notice which
Mr. Hacker had placed on the board
long before the resentment at the first

mustin 't tell

satd the juriiors
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“Wingate's the boy for us!"”

Those, and many other remarks of a
similar nature, were passed when Whar-
ton finished. The juniors were tem-
porarily sutisfied, and Harry Wharton
& Co. I'E'pa.]rc*d to Study No. 1 to await
news from Wingate.

At the precise moment that thev were
entering 1]1911 study Wingate was knock-
ing upon the door of the Head's study.

“Come m!”

Wingate conld not help noticing the
difference in tone now that Mr. Hacker
oceupied the Head’s ,chair. Dr. Locke
was alwayz courteousz and kind when in-
viting his visitor i, but Mr. Hacker's
tones could not bhe designated as either
courteous or kind.

Wingate walked 1in and shut the door.
Mr. Hacker glanced vp and frowned.

Three-halfpence. 0

{'-Eil;l'.uirl of the schogl, =ir. and in that
capacity 1 desire to speak to you.”

“I fail to see that your position gives
vou the right to speak to me like this,
Wingate !” “said Mr. Hacker angrily. 1
am at present headmaster of (rrmrflnﬁ
annd shall do as T thaink fit, nol as the
captain of the school thinks "

Wingate flushed.

“Then | have no option but to resign
my position, siv, until Dr. Locke re-
turns. I cannot associate myself wilh
Llie ordeys you have drawn up——

“Would you have said the samoc if
Dr. Locke had issued the orders!”

“Dr. Locke would not have done =0,
sit !’ said Wingate Hatly., “The tuck-
sliop has as much importance 1n the eves
of the school as the gvmnasium !’

Mr. Hacker flushed with anger.

had subsided. “I'm rather busv, Wineate!” he said “Very well, Wingate!” he said hLotly.
“Why, the order cancelling the half “] accept vour resignation, and shall

on W Ldltmddw" said Bob Cherry 9""l-lI*"--ﬂ"-“"--ﬂ"-ﬂ"h“"l-“"-""-'e.1]1};1:11111: Loder in your place 2

quickly. “That's a jolly sight worse ‘You can only do so temporarily,

than closing the tuckshop——"’

“My hat!” exclaimed Wingate.
“Ynu re not going to tell me that the
half 1s cancelled ?”

“We are, we have!" said Harry Whar-
ton with emphasis.

Wingate stared al
amazement.

“You're not pulling my leg, I sup-
pose?” he asked suspiciously.

The juniors looked shocked, as if the
mere idea was too wmuch for them.

the juniors 1n

“0Oh, Wingate!”
“Asses!” said Wingate., with a
chuckle. “ Anybody would think you

were incapable of pulling my leg, you
young beggars! However, it's a fact
Myr. Hacker has cancelled the half?”

“He has!” said the juniora.

Wingate frowned and bit his lips.

- YT thank T'H go and see Mr. Hacker,”
he said guietly. “The silly ass—ahem !
—I mean, he might be making a mis-
take.”

“You'll let us know what he says?”
asked Wharton.

“*More or less, yves!” answered Win-
Eate. “Buzz off, kids, and trj,f and
eep the hrebrand spirits down!’

“M'yes. But 1t wants some doing!”
gaid Bﬂh Cherry.

The juniors left the captain’s study.
But they did not see how Mr. Hacker
could have made a mistake.

The Removites were waiting for thiem
in the Common-room, and as soon as
they entered there broke out a hail of
guestions.

Harry Wharton held up his hand as
he mounted a chair, but it was some
moments before he could obtain silence.
It was only when the Removites saw that

Harry Wharton was not going to Dpﬂﬂ@iﬂlml‘llmlmH-n-.-n-..-u-.fé

his lips until there was silence ’rhﬂt the
noise ceased.

“I've seen Wingate,” said Harry
Wharton quietly. “He's sorry, but
he can’t—-"

“What I told you!” sneered Skinner.
~“Rats! Biff him if he opens that
trap of his again, Bob!" said Wharton
tersely.

“What-ho!”

Skinner, needless to say, did not speak
again.

“Wingate’s sorry, but he can’t do
anything vet,” went on Wharton. *“In
fact, wo had the pleasuro—or, rather, un-

pleasant duty—of informing him that
the half was cancelled. He did not
kriow w

“My hat! He must be blind!”
Bulstrode.

“More rats!” snap
“However, he’s gone to see Mr. Hacker

satd

now, and is going to let us know what}

hn ﬂnq”
| urrah !”
# Good old Wingate!”

ped Wharton. I

i
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Commonly known az * Dick.” Has
a great deal of fun in him, and plenty
of pluek and resolution. At one time
inclined to kick against the Famous
Five, but was never their real enemy,

for it i3 not in him to be mean or
spiteful. A thoroughly good all-round
sportsman, and espeeially smart with
hig fists. (Study No. 6.)

quickly. **Please hurry
hane to say.”

Wingate flushed. As captain of the
school he was entitled to a certain
amount of respect even from a master.

“I'm sorry to inteirupt you, mr.”
sard Wingate curtly, “but 1 hmfe rather
a difficult question to ask vou.

Mr. Hacker lifted his hrqu

with what you

“Ask me. Wingate?” he exclaimed.
“Indeed!” .
“Yes, sir.” =aid Wingate coldly. “1

want to know, siv, if you consider that
you are doing as the Head would wish

33
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“I am Head at pmqenl Wingate!"
snapped Mr. Hacker. “And I strongly
object to a pupil asking questions of that
nature. Yon will please go!"

Wingale did not move. His eyes

gleamed angrily, but he kepi cool.

“You'll excuse me, sir, but you'll

understand, of course, that I am l?arﬂ?
responsible for the behaviour of the
juniors, I have the honour of being
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sir ! flashed Wingate. *“ The captaincy
s given to a senior by virtue of the
majority of votes from the whole school !
In the meantime, I am content to give
way to Loder!”

Wingate could have added that Gerald
Loder was a far more swtable captain
to work with the new Head. Loder was
a cad of the first water, and should suit
Mr. Hacker.

But Wingale did not stop to say any
more. He walked out of The study. and
closed the door quietly behind him.
Mr. Hacker wanted Wingate (o slam
the door. It would give him an excuse
to lecture him.

Wingate proceeded straight to Study
No. 1 and knocked at the door.

“(ome in, fathead!™ said Bob Cherry.

Wingate walked 1, and Bob Cherry
gaspoed.,

“B-g-g-sorrv, old man!” he stuttered.
1 cdhdn't know a1t was you.”

“You should be more careful ”
Wingate coldly.

sa1d
“ It might have been

the Head instead of myself.” .

“Then I shouldn’t have withdrawn my
remark !" said Bob Cherry, with a
chuckle, “Hacker's a fathead every

day !

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Wingate smiled.

“Look here, you chaps,” he said. “1
tried to reason with Mr. Hacker on the
grounds that I was afraid he was not

sure that the Head would approve of the

alterations he had made in the school
routine :
“My hat! That's the stuff to give
= 'em!” chuckled Bob Cheirry.
“The stuffulness 13 of the
order !” added Hurree Singh.
| * Shut 1" growled ’ﬂmgalr
-'Iﬂ"m-‘i.

%mt 1r..
riara!"” .

Wingate wenl ount and leﬁ-d the door
without saying more.

But he had said enough. The juniors
stood speechless under this new blow.
Loder, caplain of Greyfriars!

“M-mi-my  hat!” stammered
Cherry at last. **M-m-my stars!”

“Gep-whiz!" gasped Harry Wharton.

“Li-L-Loder captain !” stuttered Frank
Nugent.

Hurree Singh was apparengly still
beyond speech. He stared in amazerentk
at his chums without opening his lips,

Bob Cherry’s eyves flashed suddenly.

“That's the limit!"” he said fiercaly.
“Wingate's kicked out of the place weo
put him! My hat! I'm gmug to tell
the fellows!”
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rightful
“ Any-

And Loder’s ecaptain of Grey-

Bob

I got choked off, as vou kids wonld.
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Even Harry Wharton was thoroughly
disgusted with the latest news. Wingate
was probably the most popular fellow at
Greyfriars.

He went with Bob Cherry and Hurrae
Singh ; Johnny Bull and Frank Nugent
followed.

They met Wun Lung, the Chincse
junior, in the passage, '

¥ Chel]j;l” he s=aid, his litile slant-
eyes gleaming with hate, *‘Chelly !”

Bob Cherry stopped.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!” he
#What's the matter with you?”

**1s Lodel captain?” asked Wun Lung
guietly.

It was

cried,

wonderful how coolly Wun

Lung could speak when he was literally.

bursting with rage. His eyes contained
an expression of hatred that was un-
pleasant to see, but he was quite calm
as he spoke,

“Yes—the rotter!” snapped DBob
Cherry, * Whyt”

“He kickee me,” said Wun Lung
quietly, “He say me no standee In

captain’s way.
Lung velly angly !”

Bob Cherry started. Wun Lung was
dangerous when he was in a mood like
the present. HThe Chinese junior did not
understand the laws of England, and
was apt to think of the mesgt shocking

crimes as being quite in order.
~ “"It's all nght, Wun Lung!” said
Harry Wharton hastily. ‘‘Loder’s cap-
tain for a few days only.- Come with us,
old chap!”

“No savvy!” said Wun Lung.
goee see Lodel!” |

Bob Cherry took a tight grasp of the
Chinese junior’s pigtail.

“You hurtee, Bob Chelly!"” said Wun
Lung calmly. “You velly much hurtee
poor Chinee! Lettee go!”

“When you come with us quietly!”
eald Bob Cherry firmly. “We don’t
wanb any dead Loders knocking about
Greyfriars!”

“Me no savvy
* ¢ Kimon!”

Wun Lung had no choice about the
matler. He was dragged to the Clomimon-
room, where a crowd of juuiors was
gathered, :

“What is it?” demanded a score of
voices instantly.

Harry Wharton got up to speak,
whilst Bob Cherry kept a firm grip on
Wun Lung’s pigtail.

“Gentlemen !” said Harry
quickly.
the Dbeast
toads——"

“The Bunter of DBunters—7" eaid
Bob Cherry.

““Ha, ha, ha!”

“Oh, really, you chaps=—~-"

“Loder!” went on Harry Wharion
irmly. *“"The rotter has been made
ecaptain in Wingate's place by the new
Head!” -

“What!”

“It's a fact!” shouted DBob Cherry
angrily. * 0Old Wingate—the best of the
bestost—he's kicked out of the cap-
taincy! Loder is captain of Grey-
friars!”

“Oh!”

An excited babel of voices broke out,
It was really a pity that Loder was not
there te hear the things the Remocvites
said about him. Cad though he was,
thf};} would have made him squirm.

The resentment of the juniors grew at
the nows which Harry Wharton had
given them, and it was a very ugly
Remove that went up to the dormitory
that night,
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Wharton
“ Loder—the rotter of rotters—
of beasls —the toad of

A Grand School Story anpears in

He kickee hard—Wun |

This
Week'’s

H"REM.H

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
A Momentous Decision !

6 HUT up!”
Loder poked his head into the

Remove dormitory not mere than

+ five minutes after the juniors had

retired to bed, The light was still burn-

ing, and Loder had evidently come {o
put them out. ‘

From the far end of the doymitory, in

tones that were obviously disgnised,
came the reply to Loder's impolite
order:

“Rats to you, Loder!”
Loder came into the dormitory, his
face red with anger.

“Look here, you rotters!” he said,
with a sneer, “I'm captain of Grey-
frars——"

“Only until the Head comes back!”
relorted Harry Wharton fiercely,

Lioder sneered.

“When the Head comes back he’ll
find there have been several irules
altered !” he said. “One of them will
be to the eftfect that future captains will
be nominated by the Head—not by the
fellows !™

“Rats!” said Bob Cherry hotly.
“That’s a right that comes down to the
fellows since Greyfriars was built! Ask
old Quelchy—he’s the giddy histovian!”

Loder shrugged his shoulders.

“I'm not going to argue!” he said.
“But if there’s any noise in this dor-
mitory I shall return with a cane!
Understand that?”

From the far end of the dormitory
came the reply: |

“You'll go out on your neck if you
come back here!” |

Loder glared down the dormitory, but
he could not see who it was that spoke,
There was a chuckle from the juniors,
and Loder turned upon his heel, turned
out the hights, and left the dormitory,
slamming the door behind him.

‘“* Nice fellow to be captain of Grey-
friars ! said Bob Cherry.

“The rottenfulness of the unworthy
and ludicrous Loder is terrific!” said
Hurree Jamset Ram BSingh quietly. *“If
the chumpful ass was in my native home
the chainfulness of the rotter would also
be terrific!”

“ Pity this 15 not India, then!” growled
Johnny Bull.

The conversation was kept up for some
time, until the juniors began to grow
slecpy. One by one they dropped off to
sleep, until there were only three juniors
awake.

One of them was Harry Wharton. The
captain of the Remove was feeling
anxious. He could not say where the
present trouble was going to stop. As
captain of the Remove, too, a certain
amount of responsibility fell upon his
shoulders,

But he realised how impossible it
would be for him to control the Remove
if they broke loose—into onen revolt.
He would be backed up by his chums,
but even such a powerful backing as that
would be insuflicient.

The second junior who was still awake
was Bob Cherry. The fighting-man of
th2 Remove was bitterly angry. He
regented the fact that Wingate, the idol
of the juniors, had been deposed from
the captaincy, and a fellow of Loder’s
calibre installed in his stead.

The third junior who had not dropped
off to sleep was Wun Lung, the Chinee.
And it was perhaps very fortunate for
Loder and Wun Lung that the other two
juniors were awake.

Harr
their heads from the pillows as they
heard a soft footfall on the floor of the
dormitory.

Wharton and Bob Cherry lified.

[

Price 1id. Crder Now.
“Who's that!” asked Bob Cherry
sharply.
There was no answer.
“Who's that?? demanded Harry

Whairtaon,

Still there was no answer.

Harry Wharton saw a dim figuve pass
the foot of his bed. He leapt out in a
moment and sprang upon the figure.

“Got you, you rotter!” he said. ‘I
suppose 1t's Skinner!”

“We'll jolly soon =ee!” said Bob
Cherry grimly, *“Hang on to him,
Haxrry \”

‘Beb Cherry jumped ont of his bed and
turued on the hght.

1t was not Skinner whom Wharton
held in his grasp. It was Wun Lung.

The Chinese junior’s expression wad
perfectly stolid and emotionless.

“What are you up to, Wun Lung??
asked Harry Wharton sharply.

“Me no savvy!” said Wun Lung
quietly.

“Bump him!"” snorted Bob Cherry,
“That's the only way to make the
heathen savvy !”

Wun Lung looked alarmed.

“No bumpee !” he said hastily, ** You -
velly good chappees. No bumpee poor
Chinec |

“We'll ent your blessed pigtaill off
if you don’t tell us where you were
going !”  growled Harry Wharton,
*“Were you going out?”’

Wun Lung shook his head.

“No,” he said quietly.

“Then what were you up to?” de-
manded Bob Cherry,

Wun Lung hesitated, and looked from
one junior to the other. The Removites
who had fallen asleep began to wake
up at the sound of the volces.

“Me killee Lodel!” said Wun Lung,
and a hght of hatred burned in his slant.
hke eves.

The juniors gasped.

“Wh-wh-what "

“Me killee Lodel ! gaid Wun Lung.
simply. “He kickee me—sayee me no
gettoo In captain’s way., Me killee Lodel
—velly much rotter die!” "

“AM-m-m-my hat!” stammered Bob
Cherry. ”{vuu — you — you bDleszed
heathen!”

“Me no savvy !

“You Chiness—— Oh, my hat!"” ex-
claimed Harry Wharton.

“Let him go, you chaps!
Bulstrode. “l.oder won’t be missed

“Ha. ha, ha!”

“And how do you propose killing off
the benet?” asked Frank Nugent, with a
grim.

Wun Lung made a suguestive move-
ment with his hands, and the juniors
shuddered. There was not the slightest
doubt but that Loder would have had
a vory rough time had not Wharton and
Cherry been awake.

“You—you heathen terror!” eried
Harry Wharton. ““Blessed if I don’t
think you'd have done it, too!”

“Me velly angly!” said Wun Lung
calmly., ‘ Me no likee Lodel—he velly
big beast!”’

Harry Wharton chuckled.

“We don't like him, either!” he said.
“But we don’t want anything like that
to happen, Wun Lung ! Hop off to bed !*?

“Me no savvy!”’

Bob Cherry stepped up to the Chinese
junior and brandished hig fist before his

1" enorted

19]‘

eyes.
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“¥ou savvy this!” said Cherry angrily.
“If you move out of this dormitory to-
night we’ll cut your pigtail off and send
it to China! Then they'll laugh at you
—a Chinee without a pigtail!”’

Wun Lung shivered slightly. To lose
his pigtail would be the greatest disgrace
that could come to him. And he knew
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Dr. Locke, followed by Wingate and Mr. Quelch, went into the house, and up to his study. “Hurrah! Good old
Wingate ! ** shouted the Removites. (See Chapter 7).

perfectly well that Bob Cherry wonld
carry out his threat—at least, as far as
the catting process. .

Ie shrugged his shoulders and turned
towards his bed.

“Me leavee ib!” he said solemnly.
“Me no wantee losee pigtail! Me
wantee Lodel losce headee velly much,
though !’

““ Fia, ha, ha!”

“We want to lose our blessed Head,
taa!” growled Bob Cherry. *But we
can’t do 161"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“ (et to bed, Bob——" began Harry
Wharton.

But he did not finish his sentence. The
door of the dormitory was suddenly
flune open and Loder appearcd. He
carried.a cone in his hand, and his face
was grim and angry. |

“ Caught you, Cherry !” he said, with a
grim chuckle. “Come here!”

Bob Cherry was already on the way
towards the door, and after a second’s
hesitation he moved towards Loder.

“What were you doing out of bed?”
asked Loder. :

Bob Cherry did not reply. He eould
hardly tell Loder that ho and Wharton
stopped Wun Lung f(rom leaving the
dormitory, or that Wun Lung’s object
was to attempt to kill Loder.

He did not reply.

“T'm wailing ! snapped Loder,

17 3 ‘r!!

Still Bob Cherry refused to reply.

Then oeccurred that which set fire to
the smouldering resentment of the
juniors.

Loder suddenly raised his cane, and
brought it down with all his strength on
Bob Cherry’s shoulders. The Removite
staggered back, and gasped with pain,

Only his pyjama-jacket covered his
shoulders, and the cane almost cut
through it.

“Ow 1" gasped Bob Cherry, and a sud-
den fierce anger swept over him.

He leapt at the temporary captain like
a mad bull and lashed out, straight from
the shoulder, with his right fist.

The blow eaught Loder full on the
point of the jaw, and he eollapsed- to the
floor of the dormitory with a howl of
pain and wrath.

“Ow! Yow! You—you

Almost stuttering with rage, Loder
leapt to his fect. Bob Cherry's eyes were
flaming with anger, and be met the cap-
tain’s onslaught with a left wlich put
[Loder down on the floor again.

14

Loder did not speak. He was past
speech. He leapt to his feet and

attacked Bob Cherry with the cane.
Bob Cherry ‘could not get out of the
prefect’s reach. The cane was too long
—he could not get at Loder whilst he
wiclded that.
“Ow! Yow!” gasped Beb Cherry,
leaping from side to side in an attempt to

avoid the stinging cuts. ‘“‘Rescue, Re-
[’I"H]\FE 113 ’ .

The juniors did not hesitate.  They
leapt out of bed like one man. Even

Skinner and Stott, cowards though they
were, were angry.

In a moment Loder was collared anil
borne to the ground. He struggled and
fumed with rage, but the Remavites held
on to him.

“Where’s Billy Bunter”
W harton.

“T'm here, Wharton !” replied Bunter.

He was at the back of the crowd of
attacking juniors. Bunter did not be-
lieve in getting too near Loder when he
was in a mad temper as at present. Loder
was capable of anything. He would use
his teeth, nails and boots if only he could
inflict pain on the juniors,

“&it on his head, Billy!” said Harry
Wharton; as he struggled to keep the
prefect’s kicking legs down to the floor.

Billy Bunter glanced quickly down ab
the fallen ecaptain. 1t looked safe
enough. Jolinny. Bull and Hurree
Singh had one of Loder’s arms in their
grasp, and Frank Nugent and Bul-
strode held the other.

Misky Desmond and Wharton were
keeping his legs to the floor, although 1%’
was taxing all their strength to <o co.

Billy Buuter, therefore, saw no reason
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panted Harry



why harm should ¢ome to him, and he sat
on Loder's head. i

“Grooogh!” panted Lader. * Gerroff,
vou fat beast!”

*“Oh, veally, Lader,” chuckled Billy
Bunter. “You should not come here
and—— Ow! Yow!"”

Billy Dunter broke off his remark and
yelled. Loder had bitten him.
Billy Bunter leapt from Loder’s head

as 1f he had been red-hot, and danced:

about the dormitory with his hand rub-
bing his injured legt

“Ow! Yow! I'm bitten!” howled
Billy Bunter. “Ow! Yow!"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“You'll get rabies!™
Skinner with a chuckle,

“Ha, ha, ha!”
~ But to Billy Bunter it was uot a laugh-
mg matiter. He had been bitten-—and
bitten hawvd.

“Lemme get at him!" he roared.
“Gerraway, vou chaps!”

And Billy Bunter, before the juniors
knew what was happening, ran towards
the prostrate Loder, and fell, rather than
sat, upon his chest,

It was Loder’'s turnm to gasp with pain,
Billy Bunter was not a light-weight to
have on one's chest, :

“Ooooooocow ! panted Loder. “Take
him off! He's busting my chest!” -

“Do you good, you beast!” growled
Billy Bunter. “I'm quite comfortable,
and you can’t bite again!”

““Ha, ha, ha!” ;

Harry Wharton grinned. Ioder ceased
to struggle under the weight on his chest.
He could not continue, for his arms and
legs were also tightly held.

“We'll chuck him out!” said Wharton
grimly, ““Out on his giddy neck! And,
look here, loder! Every time you come
here you'll get chucked out on your
giddy neck! Got me?"

“I'll feteh Hacker!” howled Loder.
“My hat! I'll make you juniors squirm
for this!”

“Will you—"

“Halt a jiff,
Cherry.

The sturdy Removite’s face was still
twisted with pain, and he held Loder's
cane 1 his hand.

“Youre not going to——
Harry Wharton anxiously.

Bob Cherey shook his head.

“No!” he said eontemptuously., 1
wouldn’t anind fighting the beast, but
I'm not going to lash into him whilst he
13 down on his back, although it would
serve him jolly well right! I'm just
going to cut this cane inte splinters, and
stick it in his hai!"”

“My hat!”

“Then we’ll tiec his hands behind his
back, and chuck him out on his giddy
neck!” went on Bob Cherry. “He’'ll
have to get one of his pwn pals to cut
him loose before he can get the bits of
cane out of his hair~and Fm sure he’ll
En‘jn that !”

‘Ha, ha, ha!”

Loder writhed on the floor in the grip
of the juniors, and under Billy Bunter's
weight. But he might as well have tried
to disappear through the floor for all
the success he met with.

Bob Cherry hurried to his coat and
took ont a penknife. It took him leas
than three minutes to cut the cane into
strips six inches long. :

These strips were pushed into Loder's
hair, and he was allowed to get up. The
juniors kept a tight hold of his hands
until they were tied,

““Ha, ha, ha!"

“The Porcupine
thuckled Bulstrode.
- ““Ha, ha, ha!”

The strips cf cane stuck up in Loder’s
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exclaimed

Wharton!" =aid Bob

"  began

of Greyfriars!”

hair like the
back. But Loder looked far more fierce
than a porcupine could ever look.

“You wait " he said between his testh.
“Just you wait!”

"We're stopping!”  chuckled Tarry
Wharton. *“ Which is more than you are
going to do! Collur him, you chaps!”

Willing hands grasped the burly pre-
fect, and he was swept off his feet and
carried towards the door. Billy Bunter
opened 1t, a smile of pleasure on his fat
face. Anything like that pleased Billy
Bunter.

“On the word three,” panted Harry
Wharton, “out he goes!”

““ Hurrah !’

The whole dormitory chanted the
seconds, and the noise they made success-
fully drowaed the sound of approaching
footsteps.

" ®ne-—two—three—go !

Loder was set swinging in the grasp
of the juniors, and on the last word they
shot him out of the open door.

Loder whirled through the air. and
caught a tall figure that was about to
enter. Loder and the unfortunate per-
son crashed to the Hloor of the passage
to the accompaniment of cheers from the
Removites.

“Hurrah!”

“Good-mght, Loder!”

But the hilarity of the juniors was
brought to a sudden end as the person
with whom Loder had forcibly eollided
dragged himsself slowly and painfully to
his feet.

A gasp
juniors.

It was Mr., Hacker!

It was probably the first time in tho
history of Greyfriars that a headmaster
had been knocked down after lights-out
by a prefect thrown out by the juniors.

Mpr. Hacker's faco was white with rage
as he glared at the junioss.

“How dare you!” he panted.
dare you!”

M 3-g-g-sorry, sir!" stammered Harry
Wharton, feeling as if he ought to say
something.

of dismay broke from the

“HHow

“Sorry!”  repeated Mr. Hacker
furiously. “TI'll make vou more sorry
yot ! Loder!”

Loder had picked himself up from the
floor, and Mr. Hacker gasped afresh as
he saw the strips of cane in the captain’s

hair.
“ Loder!” he stammered. *“ What does
said bitterly. It

this mean?”

“Maean " Loder
means that these young whelps have
thrown me out of the dormitory because
1 came to stop a row! Look at me, sir,
and see how a caplain of Greyfriars is
treated by the juniors!”

“Bless my soul!” exelaimed Mr.
Hacker angrily. * Every junior here will
take five hundred lines! You will not be
allowed out of the House until they are
done! Do vou understand?”

““Aren't you gomng to cane them, sir?”
demanded Loder furiously.

“Mind your own business, Loder!™
snapped the Head. “1 am dealing with
this matter! Wharton!”

“Yes, sir?”

Wharton’s tones were sullen.

“You are to sce that the lines are
done!” snapped Mr. Hacker. “Five
hundred—mnot one less! TUnderstand?”

Wharton nodded, but did not speak.

Mr. Hacker, after one furious glare
round the dormitory, turned upon his
heel and stalked out. Loder followed
him down the passage.

“8Sir,” he said, “would you mind re-
leasing my hands?"’

Mr. Hacker paused, took from his
pocket a small knife, and cut the string
which bound the prefect’s hands. He
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quills on a porcupine’s | did nof speak, but the smile on his lips

at the ludicrous spectacle Lioder provided
brought a fresh wave of bitter hatred
to l.oder’s heart.

Master and prefect parted, one smiling,
the other almost speechless with rage.

But in the dormitory there was a
different kind of anger. It was fierce,
rebellious anger that filled the breast of
every Removite,

They sat by their beds looking at one
another., Nobody knew what to =ay.
Loder and Myr. Hacker had departed
without turning out the lights, and prac-
tically every Removite was on his bed,
waiting for someone to speak.

It was Harry Wharton who broke the

silence.
“Chaps,” he said seriously, “I'm
blessed if we can stick this! Something

will have to be done!”

“Yes, but what?"

A dozen voices asked the question.

Harry Wharton jumped on to his bed,
his lips set grimly.

“ Look here, you fellows! We can pro-
test without breaking into revolt!"™ he
said warmly. “ The rotters ought to be

scragged —-"

“Hear, hear!”

“But we won't do that, as Dr. Locke
1s away. But 1 vote we go on silent
strike ! -

‘“Silent whatter? " gasped the juniors.

“A silent strike!” repeated Harry
Wharton firmly. “ That is, nobody must
speak-—everybody must remain perfectly
silent. Only behind the doors of your
studies must you utter a word, and then
only in whispers. How's that?”

“A bull!” said Bulstrode eagerly.
“WMy hat! Wharton, I don't often agreo
with you. but I must say ;.'Du'ver put the
right proposition forward!” |

‘““ All those in favour please hold up
your fists!"’ exclaimed Bob Cherry.

Like one man the
their hands in the air. Even Billy
Bunter, the &reatest chatterbox at Grey-
friars, raised his hand.

“ Clarried unanimously !’ said -Wharton
quietly. “No classes, of course! When
spoken to, be very polite. That will save
a lot of extra trouble when Dr, Locke
comes to investigate. Billy Bunter, of
all juniors, must keep his mouth closed.”

“Oh, really, Wharton "

“¥You can be heard all over the school
when you open your mouth, Billy ! sa1d
Wharton,  ““Don’t forget. you chaps,
from new—absolute silence !

The Remove had come to a momentous
decision. They realised that Harry
Wharton's plan was for the best, It had
to come to something—a silent strike was
better than a barring-out, :

It remained to be seen how the rest of
the school took the silent strike. If the
Fourth and Shell followed, so much the

better. The Lower Forms would most
certainly follow the example of the
Removites.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
The Silent Strike,

LANG, clang, clang!
- The rising-bell rang at Grey-

friars, and the juniors tumbled
out of bed. Only Billy Bunter
forgot the momentous decision arrived at
after Mr. Hacker and Loder had de-
parted the night before.
“I say, you fellows——"' he began.
Nobody as much as glanced towards
him. Absolute silence, save for the slizht
sound made by the juniors as "tﬁe;;r
dressed, greeted Billy Bunter’s remark.
Billy looked -about him indignantly.
“ Lost your tongues?” hLe demanded.
“1 say, Bulstrode-——"

Removites rassed
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Bulstrode glared at the fat Removite.

“You chaps might speak to a fellow !”
said Billy Bunter plaintively, “I’'m not
m Coventey 17 :

The juniors glared at the speaker, and
Billy Bunter suddenly realised what he
had done. The silent strike was In pro-
gress—and he had spolken.

Heo 'elosed his mouth with a sound that
was distinetly audible, and some ol the
junioreg grinned.  Buat Billy Bunter did
not speak again.

The news that the Remove had gone on
_silent strike spread like wildfire, and be-
fore breakfast had cammenced the Upper
TFourth and Shell had followed the Re-
move's example, and the whole of the
Upper School at Greyfriars became
silent,

The Lower Forms were more slow in
adopting the strike, but before the bell
rang for classes they, too, were absolulely
gilent.

Mr,
something wrong., There was not a
sound to be heard. It appeared to him
as if a great tragedy had swept over the
school.

Silence—a grim silence—reigned every-
where !

“Bless my soul!” murmured Mr.
Hacker, as he sat in the Head’s study.
“Ts the whole school asleep, I wonder 7"

There was the sound of rapid footfalls,
and Mr. Capper burst into the study.
His eyes were almost starting from Ias
head.

“Wh-wh-what's the matter, Capper?"
asked Mr. Hacker quickly,

“ Matter !” echoed Mr. Capper wildly.
“Only that the whole of Greyfriars 1s on
strike 17
"4 8trike ! gasped Mr. Hacker.
Capper ! Surely—— I've
nothing 1" |

Mr. Capper nodded bitterly.

“That’s so, sir!” he said. “It 1s a
silent strike! There s not a sound to
The juniers are walking
-about as if every one of them has suffered
a personal bereavement !”

“ G-g-goodness gracious me!"”

Mr. Hacker stepped quickly to the
window, and peered out into the quad-
rangle,

Several groups of juniors could be scen,
and more than one of seniors. But the
- fellows were not gossiping. They were
looking about in silence.

There was not a fellow to be seen
talking.

Mr. Hacker turned to his subordinate.

“Who — who started this — busi-
ness 7' ho asked furiously.

“The Remove, I believe,” replied Mr.
Capper. “The thing is, what are you
going to do about it?”

“Do!” repeated Mr. Hacker.
ness me, Mr. Capper, I'll soon put a stop
to this !’

The infuriated Head stepped from the
study, and swept down the passage to
the Remove studies,

He burst in No. 1 of the Remove pas:
sage like a tornado.

Harry Wharton, Hurree Jamset Ram
Singh were there, and Bob Cherry, Mark
Linley, Johnny Bull, and Frank Nugent
followed fthe Head into the study.
Nugent had evidently been to feteh the
other juniors.

For one moment master and juniors
gtared at one another.
“What does this mean?”

My,
heard

demanded

Mr. Hacker. “Did you not hear the
bell 1™

“Yes, sir!” said Harry Wharton
pohitely.

“Then get to the class-rooms at once !”
snapped Myr. Hacker.

The juniors did not move,

“Do vou hear me?”

My. Hacker could be heard in all the
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studieg in the Remove passage. There
was no doubt Harry Wharten & Co.
heard him.

“Yes, sir!” said Wharton again.

“Then move ! shonted Mr. Hacker.

But the juniors did not move. They
stayed where they were, motionled,

“Do you defy me?” almost shricked
Mr. Hacker.

“Yea, sir!” said Harry Wharton, and
his eyes flashed. ' Greyfriars 1s on silent
strike, sir! There will be nothing done
or said until the new orders—made with-
out Dr. Locke's saneticn—are removed !”

Mr. Hacker stultered with rage,

“Wharton,” he gasped, ‘' von shall be
expelled ! You shall be flogged! You
are the instigator of this business i’

The juniors did not reply.

Mr. Hacker, after one furious glance

Smith miner. -Tas a major in the
Fifth, Edward William, and a2 minimus
wm the Seeond, Harry., Rather younger
than most of the juniors of the
Remove, and not a charaeter of great
note. Not very strong-willed, and
might be led by either decent fellows
or cads. Has Study XNo, § in the
Eemove to himgelf,

“Good- @ﬁﬂ-n-n.u-n.n-in-nmr-..u-u.u--u-nmG

round, swept out of the study, his hands
clenched and his face white with rage.

A moment later he was heard shouting
orders to other Removites, But there
was not a sound in responge, and Mr.
Hacker returned to the Head’s study
with something more than anger in his
heart.

He was beginning to feel nervous.
The whole of Greyfriars was silent, and
the silence was getting on his nerves,
although it had not lasted an hour.

Mr. Capper was waiting for the Head.

“Well 77 he asked.

Mr. Hacker fell, rather than sat, in his
chair.

“They defy me!” he said fiercely.
“Thero is not a scund, Mr. Capper. 1
spoke to several of the juniors—they were
most polite—but they flatly refused to
chey my commands to proceed to the
class-rooms !
can  persuade
Cappae hepefully.

Wingate

them !”  said My,

Three-halfpence. 13

“ He has a wonderful imfluence over the
JUIIors i

“I'll send for him!”

But the page returned from his errand
to announce that Master Wingate was
not to be found.

“1 ?eard from Gosling as 'ow Master
Wingate had left after breakfast, sir,”
sald the page, ‘“He says he was a-gomt’
to Lunnon 1”7

“Very well!” said Mr. IMacker,
an offort to remain calm.

But as'socon as the door had i‘:lDEEt] lie-
hind the page the H®ad Jooked uneasily
at the Upper ¥Wourth master.

“Do you think Wingate has gone to
Dr. Locke?” ho asked quickly,

“Doubtless !” said Mr. Capper.

with

“T'm

afraid, sir, that the congratulations we
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hoped to receive from Dr. Locke will not
ho very cordiall” .
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CVes.

“Peorhaps they'll give in!” he said

hopefully., “1 shall give orders that no
dinner 1s to be served ¥
“Bless my soul! You'll have the

juniors breaking loose !V

“They won't!” said Mr. Hacker, with
far more confidence in his tones than he
felt, ~ “Come! We will walk round
Greyfriars, and see if we can persuade
the boys to go into the eclass-rooms}”

Tie two masters left the study, and
wilked quickly down the passage. At
the top of the stairs they met Mr.
Lawrence Lascelles, the mathematics
master.

“My Form has not gone into the eclass-
room, sir,” said Mr. Lascelles quetly.
“They have politely refused ?

“Have you tried persuading them with
a cane, Mr. Lascelles?” asked My,
Hacker sourly,

“Yes, sir,” replied ithe Form-master.
“T caned one junior before the rest. He
took the punishment without a sound,
and joined his companions again. They
are absolutely silent [

“(oodness gracious !” .

“If I might presuma to offer a liftle
advice, I would suggeet you, reveke the
orders, Mr. Hacker. They were, no
doubt, made in all good faith, but I am
convinced Dr. Locke would not agree
with curtailing the school’'s liberty and
privileges 1

“Thank you; but 1 ehall do nothing of
the sort, Mr. Lascelles!” retorted Mr,
Hacker sourly. y

Mr, ' Lascelles shrugged his shoulders,
and walked away.

Mr. Hacker and Mr. Capper continned
their journey. They passed ceveral
groups of fellows, both senior and junior,
but there was not a word to be heard.
Every face was solemn, not a smile was
seen on the whole tour round the school.

The temporary Head returned to his
study bitterly angry, but more than a
little uneasy. Wingate had nots been
seert,  Gosiing, the school porter, was
probably right in the information he had
given Trotter.

Throughout the morning there was
everywhere the same grim silence...Only
in the studies was a whisper to be heard,

“My hat!” exclaimed Harry Wharton,
who was in his study with a host of
Removites. “Did you ever hear any-
thing hke 167"

| Bob Cherry shook his head.

“Hear anything? There’s nothing to

be heard!” he said, in a low voice,
“Talk about the dead of night! It’s not
so grim as Greyfriars now !” ’

“Tt’'s rotten!” said Billy DBunter,
“Blessed if 1 like it!” .

“No; yvou want to talk abont other
people’s affairs, don’t you, Billy?” said
Johnny Bull, )

“0Oh, really, Bull—"
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“Brrrr! TWe a treat not to hear you
speak, my old ewl!”

“Look here, Nugont—

“The silent strikefulness is beine
Lrokenfully performed by my worthy fat
chum "' satd Hurree Sineh.

O, really, Inky——-*"

“The punchfulvess of the fat chumy's
“mose will be territic if he persistfully
calla me Inky!" went on Hurree Ringh
warninely. |

Billy Bunter thereupon became silent.
He had no wish to have his nose punched,
but he locked very"muoch agerieved.

Dinner-time csme, and still the same
grim silence prevailad.  ©Mr. Hacker,
perhaps fortunately for the zood name of
Greyfriars, had not carried out his threat
and stopped the meal from being served.

The juniors would have taken that in
a far from kind spivit, and it was quite
likely that silent strike would have
developed into a particularly noisvy one.

“I think T'll go and sce Wingate;” said
Harry Wharton. “He might have some
information for us. Besides, I want to
know what he thinks about it !

And he went. -

But he returned in a few minutes with
the information that Wingate had not
been seen asinee before breakfast, and it
was believed hp had gone to London.

“My hat!” ejuculated Bob Cherry.
“He's rone for Dr, Locke ™

“That’s about it!” agreed Wharton.

“My stars! What a giddy bust-up
there’ll be when the Head comes back !
Get ready for a couple of thousand cuts.
Billy !
Locke will cane us all, do vou, Whar-
ton?” said Billy Bunter hastily. “ M-m-
m-my hat! I'm glad T didn't suggest the
silent strike! You wen't half get a lick-
g, Wharton !”

“Nothing to the licking you'll get if
you let it out that it was my sugrestion,
you fat chump!” said Harry Wharton
grimly.  “T shall take you into the gym,
and knock you into little pieces!”

“Ow! Of cours> I'd never split, Whar-
ton!” said Billy Bunter anxiously. “ You
know me better than that. 1'd never
sneak on an-old pal 1™ ’

“Brrer!” said Wharton. -

Which seerged to indicate that Harry
Wharton was not overjoyed to know that
he was Billy Bunter’s chum !

Ll |
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THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
The End ol the Strike,

4 LESS my soul!”
It was Dr. Locke, headmaster
of Greyfriars, who uttered that

ejaculation. He was on the
platform of the Londcn terminus, waiting
for the train which was to take Moy,
Quelch and himself back to Greyfriars.

As®was often the case, the morning
train from Friardale ran into the station,
disgorged its passencers, and waited to
be taken back along the same route.

The train came in, and from one of the
carriages stepped a well-known figure, It
was Wingate !

“Bless my soul!” exclaimed the Head
again. “Wingate !

Wingate started, and turned quickly.
Mr. Quelch was no less amuzed, for he
had not seen the captain of Greyfriars
step from the train,

“By Jove, sir!” ejaculated Wingate, as
he hurried forward. “1 was coming to
sece you, sir!”

“To see me!" said the Head, lifting his
eyebrows slightly. ““I trust, Wingate—
T trust there’s not been an accident at
Greylriars|”
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“Worse than {hat, unfortunately, sip!”
said Wingate grimly,

“Indeed !

Mr. Quelch interrupted the conversa-
lion. '

“Excuse me, sir ! hoe said guickly, Tt
1s advisable that we (ake our seats in tho
train !”

* Certainly,
saitl the Head,

It was obvious that he swas greatly per-
turbed, and very anxious to hear what
Wingate had got to say. -

They took scats in a first-class com-
partment, and the Head tared to Win-
gate at olce.

“Now, please, Wingate, you
explain,” said the Head quickly.

Mr. Quelch did not open the paper in
his hand. He bhad a slicht smile at the
corners of his lips, as if he half expected
what was to follow.

“The row—I mean. the business started
through Mr. Hacker making several
alterations in the school routine, sirv,”
salid Wingate quietly. “One of them was
the closing of the tuckshop——'

“Dear me! How ridiculous !

Go on, Wingate !”
" Y After the closing of the tuckshop,
which Mr. Huacker said was derogatory
to the health of the juniors, sir,” resumed
Wingate, “Mr. Hacker stopped  the
Wednesday half-holiday——"

“Bless my soul !

“Good gracious!”
Quelch.

“The juniors, probably more than the
seniors, strongly resented the alteration
of the routine, sir. I ventured to ask
Mr. Hacker if he considered vou would
have given your approval, and I was
rather abruptly ticked-off—I mean, repri-
manded! I had no option but to resisn
my position as captain of Gireyfriars ;

Wingate hesitated as the train began
to move out of the station. He took one
fleeting” glance at Dr. Locko's face, and
read there the consternation the kind-
hearted Head was feeling,

“And then, Wingate?' said the Head
slowly.

“Then Loder was appointed in my
stead, sir,” went on Wingate. *Tho
result was seen when he attempted to
bully the Remove. The next day—that is
to say, this morming—the Remove com-
menced a silent strike——"

“(Goodness gracious me!” exclaimed
the Head. “What is that, Wingate?”

** Absolute silence, sir, throughout the
school.  There was not a sound to be
heard in any part of Greyfriars. 1 ven-
ture to say, sir, that I think a great deal
of eredit should go to the Remove for
adopting a silent strike instead of more
violent methods of protesting against the
new orders!”

Ir. Locke frowned. -

" There is nocredit to be given for such
an action,” he said quietly. * But, Ishould
think, there might possibly have boen
some provocation——"

"1 feared, Dr. Locke, that something
of the kind would happen,” said My,
Quelch suddenly. “Mr. Hacker has
ideas of his own as to how Greviriars
should be run. He believes in all study
and”litl;lﬂ play—a most harmful policy,
sir.

“Yes, indeed, Mr. Quelch,” said Dr.
Locke quickly. “ But, Wingate, is that
why you came for me?" .

1 came for you, sir, in case the fellows
should be goaded into more violent
action,” said Wingate. * You remember
the barring-out at Grevfriars? We don't
want a repetition of that, sir. But the
juniors, especially, were growing more
and more resentful of the restriction of
their liberty.”

Mr. Quelch,

cerfainly !

mioht

Ahem!

cjaculated  Mr,

Dr. Locke nodded, and remained silents.}

He was greatly distressed that such a dis-
aster should have befallen the scheol
since he and Mr. Quelch had loft.

He did not speak again until thiey were
within sight of Greviriars.

They had chartered a cab al Friar-
dale Station, and it was coon spen by the
crowd of fellows who were in the quad-
rangle.

" The Head " shouted Harry Wharlon
as the cab drove in at the gates.

“Iurrah 1 |

There was a rush for the gates, and the

cab-driver had to pull up to avoid run-
uing over any of the enthusiastically
shouting fellows.

“Hurrah !V

“Good old Wingate !

Wingate smiled slightly.

“Fhe fellows are in good spirits. sir,”
he remarked. |

The Head nodded, and opened the door
of the cab as it stopped. The cheors
broke ont afresh- as the Head was fol-

lowed by Mr. Quelch into the quad-
rangle.

Dr. Tocke held up his hand for
silence.,

" Boys.,” he cried, in toncs that wore
audible to everyhody in the quadrangle,
“Wingate has informed me of the— "’

“Good old Wingate !"

“Hurrah 17 .

Harry Wharton stepped hastily far-
ward, cap in hand,

“Excuse me, sir,” he said auickly.
“The order has been ecancelled. The
strike business has finished !

“Ah! Then I will say no more far
the present.”

And Dr. Locke, followed by Wingate
and Mr. Quelch, went into the house,
and up to Dr. Locke’s study.

Mr. Hacker was there wlen they
entered, and the master was not locking

[ very pleased with himself.
He vacated the chair in which the Head =
was wont to sit, and attempted to make

light of mattbrs by smiling a cordial wel-
come to Dr. Locke.

“I am pleased to see you back so soon.
eir,” he said warmly, “"Very pleased
mndeed, sir ! |

The Head nodded; as much as to saY
that he—the Head—had no doubt about
the truth of what the Shell-master said.

"Do you want me again, sir 2" asked
Wingate tactfully.

“No, thank you, Wingate ! answerod
Dr. Locke. ““I may send for you in a
few minutes,”

“Very good, sir.”

And George Wingate left the Head's
study without so much as a glanee
towards Mr. Hacker. But the Shell-
master glanced at Wincate—a glance that
was full of bitterness.

“Now, Mr. Hacker, it seems to me
that there has been a great deal of un-
pleasantness since 1 left Greyfriars in
your charge,” said the Head, and his
fones were cold.

Mr. Hacker Rushed. .

“Ahem! TI—I tried a new routine, sir,
it is true,” he said nervously. “ It was
a rmlti’nﬁ that has always appealed to
‘me—-—" -

“Really, Mr. Hacker,” interposed tho

| TTead stiffly, “I should hayve been glad

to discuss the matter with you at any
time."” .

“Ahem!” said Mr. Hacker. with a
cough. *“I thought, perhaps—ahem ! —ijt
would be better to try the routine befora
I spoke to you about it.  Your absenco
1n London gave me the chance. that I
wanted. Needless to say, sir, I regret
the trouble that arose immediately the
orders were issued,”

" No more than I do myself,” said the
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ITead coldly. * I really think you took
too much npon yourself, Mr. IHacker!™

“Indeed, sir!” said M. Hacker
mildly. ‘I really thought it was for the
best S

“[ don't doubt that at all, M.
Hacker,” interrupted the IHead quickly.
“T do mot think we can improve matiers
by discussing the rights and wrongs of
the routine you suggested. I should be
obliged if you would send a message for
Wharton, Cherry, Nugent, Iiurree Singh,
and Bunter !”

With a nod, Mr. Iacker acknowledged
the dismissal, and left the study, feeling
considerably erestfallen. His short reign
as headmaster at Greyfriars had not heen
a SUCcess,

“ A most extraordinary effort to alter
the school routine, Mr. Quelch,” chserved
ihe Head, when the door had closed
behind the Shell-master, It was, ap-
parently, very fortunate the two
examiners returned from America and
relieved us.. Wingate, of course, will be
offered reinstatement.”

“That is only right,
Mr. Quelch, * Loder,
15‘____!‘!

The Head did not hear Mr. Quelch’s
opinion of Loder, for at that moment the
door opened, and Harry Wharton & Co.
entered the study.

Of the juniors, Billy Bunter looked the
most nervous. The other juniors looked
more grim—as if they were prepared for
trouble, and meant to take it phile-
sophically.

'y

sir,” vremarked
in my opinion
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“ Al, Wharton!” said the ITead,
want to ask you a few questions.”

“Yes, sir?” said Marry Wharton
meekly.

“1 want to know who, m the first
instance, suggested the silent strike which

has just terminated,” said Dr. Locke
grimly.
“Y1 did, sir!" said Harry Wharton

franlkly.

“Then vou may be held vesponsible for
the affauwr?”

Harry Wharton hesitated a second.

“Yes, sir,” he said slowly, " 'The sug-
gegtion was made by mysell, so 1 suppose
1 a1 more or less to blame.™

“You were the leader?”

Again a slight hesitation on Wharton's
part.

“Yaes. sir,” he said slowly.

Bob Cherry clenched his fists. He was
not going to let Harry Wharton take the
blame for the strike on his shoulders.
But before Bob Cherry could speak there
came an interruption from a quarter that
surprised Mr. Quelch and Dr. Locke as
much as it did the juniors.

“Oh, really, sir!” said Billy Bunter
quickly. “We were all in it, sir—honour
bright! You see, sir, if Wharton had not
suggestod the silent biz—I mean, strike,
sip—we should have mopped up the giddy
Aoor with Mr. Hacker !”

Bob Cherry and the Removites gasped.
They looked at Billy Bunter as if he
were a ghost.

“\-m-my hat!” stammered Nugent.
“Of all the nerve!”

COLOURED
TO BE

:.Il

Three-halfpence.

“WQilenee ! snapped the Head. 1 do
not appreciate the manner in which you
speak, Bunter; but [ am glad to see you
are frank about the matter. I hardly
thought you capable of acknowledging
that——"

“Oh, rveally, sir! ['m always houest,
sil " began Bunter.

Theve was an audihle chuckle from the
Removites, and Mr. Quelech raised his
hand to cover a smile.

“Good old Bunty ! murmured Bob.

The Head rapped on hus desk impera-
tively.

“Qilence ! Your contention is, Bunter,
that if Wharton had not suggested a
ailent strike the school would have broken
into open pevolt?”

Billy Bunter noddoed firmly.

“Yes sir. We'd have busted—ahem !
—T1 mean, broken out like—like a lot of
heathens, sir,” said Bunter. * There'd
have been an awful shindy, sie !”

“Tro not make use of such ridiculous,
words, Bunter!” said the Head sternly.
*“What, pray, de you mean by
“shindy " 1"

“A TOw, SIFr—i NOise,
doesn’t deseribe the word.
better 17

“Fla, ha, ha!”

The juniors could not restrain their
lavghter. When Billy Bunter began an
explanation it was gencrally fav from
being lueid.

“Silence ! said the Head sevevely.

(Contirued on Page 19.)
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