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The arrival of the Highcliffe Juniors. I
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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Koocked Downl

o EN o'clock " exclaimed Horry Wharlon.

Y My hat??

(19 T{"I't [H‘

Ten strokes had boomed out from the clock-tower at
Croviniars.  Through the open windows: of the junior
common-roam Lhe strokes came in clearly, borne wpon the
nizht breeze.

Ten o'clock ! ] ]

At Grevfriars, hali-past nine was the bedrme of the junine:.
At half-past nine Wingate, of the SBixth, had looked into the
iunior room, and cullea to the Upper Fourth, and the Upper

‘ourth had gone to bed. Wingate had not said a word to
the Remove—the Lower Fourth,

For that week 1t was the duty of Cowrtney, e prefoct,
to see lights out for the Remove, and Courtney dind not pul
m an appearance. The Bemove, naturally, did not go to
bed without being told.  When the Fourth Form were gone,
the Eemove continued their various cccupations, waiting till
Courtney should tuin up. And Cowrtney did not. But when
ten o'clock steuck, and the Rewmove wore still up, there was
eomsiderable excitenent in the room.
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It waz but scldom thak a jumior Form had stayed up to
anch an hour of the mght. The juniora could not understand
it. And they rejoiced m their unaccustomed freedom. While
the cat 1s away, the old proverb declares, the mice will play,
aad the Remove wers making the most of thelr apportunity,
At an hour when they were vsually in the arms of Morphous,
as Frank Nuzent classically put b, they were now playing
leap-frop in the common-room, with a din that could be
heard for a considerable dizstance through the house. RBut
there was a geneval pause when ten struck. The junios
conld not malke i out,

“Ten o'clock!” said Bob Cherry.
dop?"

Bulstrade, the eaptain of the Remove, made a sugrestion.

**We ought to go to bed.” he remarked.

There was a growl of dissent at once.

“Rats " said John Bull. “If the prefectz aren't ready
to see lights out, that's their bizncy, not ours.”

“ Hear, hear!™

ST puess you're right, Johnny,” said Fisher T. Fish, the
Amoerican junior, **I reckon it's rot, too, for us to go to
bed before the Sixth, anyhow. We'll freoze on hore until
we're turned out—some,”

“What's up, I won-

Baptamber 23rd, 1911,



2 THE BEST 3 LIBRARY 3w~ THE “BOYS’ FRIEND” 3™ LIBRARY. ¥

“That's what!"” said Bolsover emuvhatically.
going to bed, for one.”

“Nor 1"

“Mo fear !

* Well, we shall be Jolly sleepy in the mormng if we don't,”
Harry Wharton remacked in ﬁis practical way.
ad Rﬂ-tﬂ !ll
' Maver mind that I''
“Now, then, Bunter, tuck n

“P'm not

your fuppenny ' roaved

Eolsover.  Don't stand there jawing, vou chanps; let’s goet
on with the zame "
* Right-he I

“ Hurrah 1

“Wharton and Bulstrade can go to bed, Jike sood linils
hoys, ij they like,”' spid Bolsover, with a sneer. ' I'm not
Toing.

“* Bamea here ! .

* Faith, and ye're right, Dolsover darling I said Micky
Ieamond.  * Tuck in your tuppenny, you fathead, Bunter!™

And a stream of juniors “‘processed,”” as Fish callad it
alonz the eommeon-room, with stamping and shouting that
echoed for down the passaze. Wharton and Bulstrode did
not go to hed; they joined m the game apain,  After all, it
wias no bosiness of theirs to do the prefect’s duty for him.

Bat  Har Wharton could not help fesling puzsled.
Courtney, of the Bixth, was not the fellow to negiect his
datica i thiz way unless sometling had happencd. And if
Couriney were detained somewhere, why did not anothes
prefect—Wingate, for instance—take his place, and see that
the Lower Fourth went o bed ¥ It was extroordinary ! And
the master of the Remove, too—where was he?

Me, ?uelch, the master of the Remove, it was true had
been called away from Greyfriars, but his place hed been
taken at the school by another masier—a man new to Grev-
friays—a young Cumburidge man named Lang. The Homove
had heard about him, but they had not seen lam yet, and
they were carious about the new maester who was to lave
the doubtful pleasure of instructing them for a week or more.
It was known that he was very young for such a pusition,
and many of the more unrualy spiritz in the Remove were
deoking forward to the fun of “ragging ™ Lim, as far as he
would stand it. And the Removites were adepts at = rag-
ging."  And eertainly Mr. Lang wasz not beginning well with
the Form. He might be trusting to the prefect to see the
Hemave off, but it was a Formi-master’s dlul,j..' to seo that ik
was done, all the same,  Where was Mr. Lang?  What
would the 1'[?.&:] Ay if he found that the new Forme-master
wns leaving his Form to their own devices in this way?

Bump !

Bolsover, the bully of the Remove, came down heavily
wpon Billy Bunter, instead of clearing him, and Bunter rolled
over on the loor with a gesp and a yell. That was Bolsover's
idea of a joke. which he would net have ventused to play
upon Haery Wharton or John Bull or Bob Cherry. DBunter
ranred a8 he lay on the foor:

“Ohy, ow] THelp!™

Bolsover sat up and rogred, too, but with laughter,

*“ifa, ha, hal”

“Ow! I'm hurk! Yow!™

““That was a beastly trick, Bolsover,” said Dob Cherry,
loocking at the bully of the Roemove with 2 flush in his eves.
“You've hurk Bunter

Bolover grinned.

“(#h, it was an accident, of course ! he said.

“1 know jolly well 1t wasn™,” saul Bob Cherry angrily.
“ Are von hurt, Bunter?"

Billy Bunter groaned deep]%; The slightest Injury always
brought terrific groana from Bunter, and it was not safe io
ghow him any sympathy; 1t always made him very much
WOTse.

“J=I think T'm killed!” he moaned. " I—I mean I'm
frightfully njured. My spinal column 139 broken in three
places, and—="

““Ha, ha, ha!"”

“(h, really, you fellows—""

"y n:in.ra 40 can mend 18" said Bolsover, getting up, and
applying his iem‘y boot to Bunter's ribs. * Now ace if you
ean got up.’”

“Yarooh !™

“ Another kick or two, and——""'

“Yow! DBeast!" _

Biily Bunter jumped up with surprising agility for a fellow
whose backbone was broken. : :

Bolsover gave him a final kick that sent him stasgering
across the room.

“ Ha, he, ha!”’ § ] .

“There, I told you T could set you right apain!™ grinmed
the EE}'I'IETG bully. * Come on, you fellows, let's go round
again’!™’
g-Bnlscl'lirE!' bent down to make a back in-hiz turn. Bob
Cherry came along, and put hiz hands on Bolsover's hack,
but did not clear ﬁim. He bumped down upon him, as the
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bully hac bumped down vpon Bunter, and rolled him ovez
omn the floor.

“Yarooh " roared Bolsover. * You clumsy ass

Bob Cherry pigked hirmself up off the burly jonior.

. Y Borry " ho said blandly. * It was an acoident, of course,
just as much as in vour case, you know,"

Y You—you—-""

“ Ha, ha, ha ™ roared the juniors.

Bolsover jumped up, his eyes blazing and his fizts clenched.
Fiver sinee a terrific combat in the gym., in which the burly
Bolsover had fallen under the prowess of Bob Cherry, the
bully had been carveful to swuigx personal conflict with the
chompion fghting-man ¢f the Bemove. But he was too
furious to think of that now. He rushed at Bob Cherry
with his fists lashing the air, and Bob pat up his hands at
onee,

““ Hold on, you duffers !" excluimed Harry Wharton, ' Wa
may have a prefect in here any minute I"'

“Chuek it, Bolsover!™

S0rdere 1

But Bolsover did not heed. He was upon Bob Cherry in
a moment, and the two liunim-a were fghting, hammer and
mni:.fﬁ. at once. Bob bhud to pive ground before the heavy
rush, and he was driven back az far 2: the door, and thera
Bolsover eclosed with him. But Bob's grasp was like 1ron
when he got it upon his adversary., Bolsover was swung
round, bwisted off hiz feet, and flung to the floor,

Bump!

Bob Cherey panted.

“ Hurrah "' shouted Frank Nugent.

Bolsover lay for & fow moments dazed. Then he leaped
up, blind fury in his face, and dashed at Bob Cherry agam.
At the same moment the door opened, anil & voung man n
cap wnd gown came m—a shm young man, with a fair face
and somewhat handsome featiires. Tt was the new Form-
master.  Although the Removites had not scen him before,
they knew at oneo whom it must be, and a warning was
shonted to Bolsover,

" Look out 1™

Ty 17

“Btop ir, you ags!M

Dut Bolzover was blind with rage, IMe did not even are
Mr, Lanr. He dashed on. Bob Cherry had dropped his
hands and stepped back at the sight of the masier, and the
latter strode in, just in time lo receive Bolsover's attack.

Right at the new master the burly junior went, hitling
out ltke & madman.

“Take that!" he roared.
that 1**

Crash !

Hubert Lang, the new master of the Remove, “ took that.'
[Me had no choice in the matter, and the furious attack
swept him off his feet, and he fell heavily in the doorway.

poF
r

“Take that-—and that—and

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
A Bad Beglnnipg.

OLSOVER stagpered back.

Az the new master fell, the Remove bully realised
what he had done, and he dropped hiz hands and stood
sharing blankly at the new master

Mr. Lang lay in the doorway, quite dazed,

Bolsover’s blows had been terrvifically hard, and they had
not been stopped by sny defence, and they had taken full
offeet upon the master’s face. Mr. Lang's lip was cut, and
one of his eves was closing. He seemed so dazed by what
had happencd that he lay there, in the doorway, gasping.

“Great Beoib ! mutiered Bob Chervy. * Bolsover's done
1% now [

“My hat

“ Phow !"’

Harry Wharton was the only fellow who secmed to keep
hizs preacnce of mind, IHe ran forward, and asgisted the new
master to vise, My, Lang staggered up dazedly, leaning
heavtly upon Wharton's shoulder.

[le was evidently not an athiete.  The * pale cast of
thought ™ in his face showed that he was a scholar, and it
was casy to sec that he was a2 man who calttvaled the mental
side at the expense of the physical side of his character. His
attainments, might bhe very great, but he was not the man
to inspire reapect in a rough-and-ready Form like the Groy-
friara Hemove,

* What—-what—-"" he stammered.

Bolsover was erimzon. He frequently ventured wpon as
much insolence as he dared with masters and prefects. But
he had never dveamed of felling a Form-master in this way.
It was o little too *“*thick  even for Bolsover.

“I=I'"m sorry, sir!” he staminered.

Y Whak--what——-"" Myr. Lang gasped weakly.

“It waz an aecident, siv," =zaid Ilavry W harton. **Ho
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Mr. Lang was seated at his desk, and he looked round sharply as the Owl u! HI-B -Re-mmrt took his plm “Who |
are you 7™ he exclaimed acldly. **1—I-I'm Bunter, sit.” (Ses Chapter 4.}

gtﬂntf see you coming in, sir; you came in so suddenly and
otly.

The Iaz* word scemed to irvitate the new master.  Ife
tm:ncld upon Wharten with an angry frown.

“ Hold your tongue!" ho exclaimed sharply.

Wharton bit Lis Jip.

:‘Ya.-a_. air,” he said.

‘Which of you boys struck me in that wmarmer®? satd My,
Lang. looking round, and pressing one hand to his eve.

Bolsover was silent. If Mr. Lang, in the confusion of the
moment, had not observed whoe had attacked him, the
Remove bully did not intend to give himself awav. Neither
dil anybody elso mean fo give the requived information,
either. It was no busincas of theirs to betrav Bolsover, un
popular as he was,

Mr. Lang gasped for breath, and gradually recovered him-
self. A fixed look of anger was on his face; a cold, stecly
f:ﬂll‘tssmn i his eyes that was not pleasant or encouraging
0 800,

“1 have asked vou a question,” he said,  “ Which of vou
bova strack me as T came in? I did not see him, 1 was so
taken by surprise.’”

Tt was an accident, s’

“Was 1t you "

“ No, sir."”

“*Who was 13"

Silence.

The new master’s eves gleamed a5 he looked over the crowd
of startled and dismayed juniors. He had not begun well
i-_:'_lth hiz Forin, but certainly they had not begun well with
m.
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said Bob Cherey rezpeetfulle.

T — -

e

“"Perhaps you do not know who I am,” he said, in low,
distinct tomes. “*1 am your new Form-master—Mr. Lang.
1 am taking Mr. Quelch’s place hero at present. You are
under my authority, and in caze of any dizobedicnee I shall
veport matters to the Head ™

he Removites looked at nne another.

Thosa words alone were a confession of woeakness of
character. Mr. Quelch was always quite able to mansge his
Form without inveking the assistance of Dr. Locke.

The silence grew painful.

It was left to Mr. Tang to break at. Ile did nod make
an imposing fgure as he stcod there taking in shot, fuick
breaths, and rubbing the eve where the heavy fist of
Bolsover had struck.

“*Will one of vou boys satisfy me?" he exelaimed.

Bilenee.

“Very well,” said Mr. Lang, sciting his teath, *To-
morrgw, I believe, 15 a half hioliday at this school ¥

“Weas, v, said MHarry Wharton, while sotme of the
Remove sniffed audibly, Tt seemed to them as if cvoryhody
ought to koow that Wednesday alternoon was a hali-holiday
gLk ﬂ-roylrium-

“The whole Forin will be detained for the afterncon to-
morrow,” sald My, Lang.

There was a geneval gasp.

Mr. Lang was a young man—a very voung man—but ha
had evidently lived long enough to learn how to ride the
high horse. Gating & whole Form for a half-holiday waj
a measure that the Head would have hesitated to take, hut
it came quite easily to this young man, and he dealt out the

THE SCHOOLI” B FRANK RICHARDE
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gevera sentence as if he bad been gmiving out impositions
of fifty lines apiece. i

As Frank Nugent murmured to Wharton, it was a case of
fools rushing in where angels fear o tread.

The gasp of the Remove was followed by a murmur, and
the murmiur grew into a growl, and then inth a howl.

Gated for a half-holiday, the whole Form, and, as it hap-
pencd, that afternoon was tho alternoon selected for the fivst
footer mateh of the season—tho first regular lixture.  Mr.
Lang did not know that, but probably he would not have
cared if he had known. It was easy to scc that Mr. Lang
was not greab on sporls. ) )

“Oh, sir!" said Bulstrede, in dismay.
Higheliffe to-morrow, =ir.'”

“ What * o

“We're playing lligheliffe juniors te-narrew afternoon,
gir."”

“Whe are yvou? demanded Mr. Lang, leoking divectly at
Bulsi vodde, - ] "

* Thn Bulsteede, sir; captain of the Form, :

“Oh! Then it is your duty te repord to me who it was
that siruck mo as I entered the voom,” said Mr. Lang.

“Oh, sie ™

* Who was it

“We'ro playing

“Tt's not a Form-caplain's duty to sneak, sir" said
Buls! rode. : *
* Do you refuso to obey mc "

Bulstrode was silent. He did not like Beolsover more than
anvbody elso did, but he would have suficred any penalties

ther than betray him. i
Rt “TPale five hundred lines,

“Yery well,” said Mr. Lang.
Bulatrodde. '

Bulstrede snorted. The Remove glared. Tt was pretry
¢lear that Mr. Lang had a heavy hand in dealing out punish-
ment. Probably, o the course of time, he would learn to
go a little more lightly, but at present the Remove were
getting the benefit of his inexperience.

“ My hat " murmured Bob Cherry. ' Tt Tocks a2 if we're
goinz to have a high old timo with this giddy merchant.
What did old Quelchy want to buzz off for?” .

“I's rotten ' muttered Wharton. T suppoze this s the
first Form the chap's ever taken, snd he docsn’t know how
to handle "

Nugent chuckled. . .

“Then wo shall pat him through it if Le beging like this,”
ha ez,

“ Faith, and ya're right!"” said Micky Dezmond. * We're
no: poin’ 10 be gated to-morrow aftherncon.  Why, the
Higheliffe fellows would say we gob it up on purpo:r becanse
we {pnked the mateh. You know what they are”

“Yes, rather??

*Give him o groan ' said Bolsover.

“Hoid on!™ seid Wharton, " That's not the way to gob
off the gating. We ought to talk to him gently. like Duteh
urtaleg—-""

Put Bol=aver's saggestion, in the present humour of the
Remore, ™ jumped ** more with their inciinations. It was
taken up at once. The Remove gave their new master a
groan—a most terrific groan, that rang through the commaon-
roonT.

Mr. Lang started.

" Ceazo that noise at onee!” he exclained.

Groant

e B‘J}ﬁ!

Groand

Mr. Lang clenched his hands wildly.
Removoe leave off groaning when they were defermined to
croan was a puzele to him. And the Remove, detecting
with the keen instinet of schoolbovs in sneh matters his
indecision, groaned all the more, and began to enjoy the
gcene.  Terrific groans rang and echoed throueh the junior
commaon-room and down the passage.

Y meo and for all,’”’ shouted Mr. Lang, 1 command von
to be silent 1V

Groan!

“ Boys—"

Groanl

The last groan was simply deafening. The door of the
junior room was puashed open., -and the stalwart fignre of
Wirgzate, the capiain of Greyiriars, appeared. Thero was
an angry frown upen Wingaie's face.

“What does bhis row mean?’ he exclaimed. " T—— Oh,
I did not sce you, Mr. Lang. I beg your pardon |

AN
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THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Mind Your Eve!

INGATE stared in blank amazement at Mr, Lang,

He had never seen a Form-master with a black eye

before, and Mr. Hubert Lang's damaged cye was

rapidly becoming black, The juniors could see at

onee, too, that the captain bf Greyiriars was r:.'.rr:-;ld?' on far

from zood terms with the new Ferm-master. Doubtlegs that

accounted for Winpate's not having interfered with their

graying up s late.

My, Lang Iut his lip bard. . —

“I—1 d_iﬁ not eome in here to anterfere, sin'” caid Wingate

“I heard a terrific row, and came along o swop

-;u:.:.-tl}'.
it. I did not know you were here.

Mr. Lang became crimson.

“T think I have already told you that T can narage my
Form without interference from the prefeets,” he said, I
explained the same thing to Courtney.”

Yoz, ziv. Courtney understood, and he has not inlers
fered,” =aid Wingate respectfully. " Bui the usual bed-
sime for the Remove 15 half-past rine, sir, and 1t 15 now &
qitarter-past ten,”

“I—1 am afraid I forgot to notice the time,” said Mr,
Lang. **I was working in my study, and in the intorest of
vouding Cicero 1 allowed the time 1o pass unheeded. The
boys knew their own bedtime, hewever, and certainly should
have gone to bed of their own necord,”

Wingate smiled. .

“ That won!d be a great deal to exneet of juniors, sir”
he eaid.

“T do not =ce i, replied Mr, Lang tartly. "1 shall
expoct a great deal of my Form, and it will be hetter for
them not to dirappoint me. Boys, go to bed at once.”

The Removo hesitated.

They had scen irresolution m Mr. Lang's character, and
they wore inclined to disochey him, and seo what he would
da. Buat Wingate was there, and nobody cared fo try con-
olugions with thoe captain of Greyinars. Wingaie made a
mosture, which was enough for tho Remove. They filed out
of the Room, and the groans were heard no more.

Mr. Lang was left there with the Greyiriars caplain.
Wingate could not help looking at the dizcoloured eye. lle
worlersd how M Lang had come by ik

“ A beefsteak would do thal good, sir,” he sugoested.

“' Oh, it i5 nothing 1"

Tt will bo jolly black to-morrow, s’

“ Never nind,”

“ Tl suppose it was an accident, sir®™

" Aceident ar not, i will be severely accounted for,” zaul
Mr. Lang. ** Bomeone ruched at me and struck imoe vielently
an the eye as | entered the room, I dhd not see who it was,
and the other boys refuse to give me his name,”

*They would net ke to do 0, sir™

**1 havo sentenced the wheolo Form to detention for to-
merrow afterncon,” said My, Tanpg. 1 think, perhiaps, Lhat
will brong them 1o their senses”

Wingate looked dismayed.

“The whole Form, sar?’ he exclaimed.

Y Certaimly 1™

“They aro playing a focter meaich to-morrow afternoon,
sir,”” said Wingate., *‘It's a rather important mateh to the
voungsters. They will feel it very keenly if they're not able
10 play, sir"

Mr. Lang's lip curled.

“ A footbull mateh?’ he repeated.

“ ¥Yez, zir, with the jupiors of Higheliffe Scheol ™

“"You do not seriously sugpest, Wingate, that T should
vescind a punishment for the purpose of allowing the Lower
Fourth to play a childish .game?’" said Mr, Lang, with un-
concesled contempt,

Wingate looked at him stezdily.

“* A childish game™" he echoed,

“ That is how 1 regard it—{ootball, ericket, childish gamoes,
which may have a certain amount of value as providing
exercise for the limbs, but nothing bevend that,” =ald Mr.
Lang tartly; "'and 1 certainly should not allow any nonsense
of that sort to interfere with any decision I had como to™

And Mr, Lang walked out of the reom.

Wingate looked after him, and then thrust his hands deep
into his pockets and walked away. Ile joined Courtney in
the Sixth-Ferm passape. Courtney'’s usually sunny fpce was
clouded. He gave the Greyiriars eaptain an inguiring lock,

“Well, whast was the trouble?’ he asked, I kept clear
of the room, as Lang told me he didn’t want my assistance
in looking after his blessed Form., I never knew a chap
locking for trouble 20 keenly as that youngr man.™

Wingate grinned,

“ Bomebody biffed him in the eye,”” he said. " He's gated
the whole Remove for to-morrow afternoon. and when I
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gently pointed out to him that they'd be cut up if they
couldn’t - play Hizheliffe, he said that he couldn’t allow
chilt}:;il igalrllfrs to interfere with his noble decisions.™

“ My hat!"

“"The RBemove will be very wild if they're really gated to-
marrow, but perhaps he won't stick to it. He's making a
votien bad bepinming—getting on the wrong side of the
prefects 151" said Wingate, laughing, **and then gating the
uniors on the day of their fivst foater match of the season,

I he keeps on hke this he'll find himsel! sent to Coventiry
worry the ass—I hadn't seen him ten minutes when he
by the whole school, I imagine.”

**And zerve him jolly well right I'" said Courtney., ** What
did he want to snub me for! 1 hadn’t done anything to
started.”

* He's very young,” said Wingate, "*and inexperienced.”

“T1lIe']l pet some experience with the Remove, anyway.”

And both the prefects laughed. There was no doubt on
that point, No master could deal with a Form like the
Greviriars Rernove withont learning things, and it was likely
enougl that his hair would grow grey in the process.

Meanwhile, Mr. Lang had geno up to the Eemove dormi-
rory, He was still very angry, and his eye was paining
conslderallly. He put his hand, over it when ho passed any-

v: he was very much ashamed of its discoloured state.
Az he did not yvet know hiz way about Greyfriars, he did not
find the Remove dormitory easily. Any prefect would have
guided him with pleasure, but Mr. Lang had one of the
faults of early yonth—he was extremely independent, and
helieved in doing things uneided, with a conviction that he
knew better than anybody else in the wide world. Authority
wai new to him, and it had something of the cffect upon
mitn that wine might have upon those unaconstomed to it
Ho was Jealous, too, of parting with a fraction of his
authority, though an older master would have been glad
cnough to leave & part of his work to ¢he prefecia.

Ar. Lang walked into the Fourth-Form dormitory, and
felt for the switch and turned on the light. Temple, Dabney
& Cp., of the Upper Fourth, woke up, and blinked at the
Itemove-master in the sudden Iig%{t,

**Ah! In bed already!” said Mr, Lang. * Very good!™

“Eh? said Temple.

L“[ am glad to see that veu are all in bed,” said Mr

Ang.

H %E‘E‘H in bed hall an hour or more,” grunted Frv, * Whe
ara voud’

“What 7"

“1 think you've made a mistake. sir,"" anid Temyple, with
polite irony. “We're the Upper Fourth, sie”

Y 0h, rather I seid Dabney.

Mr. Lane coleured.

“Ah!l Indeed!™ he said. “**T have certainly been in
crror.  VWhere is the Remove dermitory? ™

“ Next door along the passage,” yawned Temple.

*Thank you.”

Mr., Lang turned off the lipht and withdrew., A chackle
prassecd. up and down the Fourth Form dermitery befors
the juniors settled down to sleep again., The general

opinion was that the new master of the Remove was an ass,

blr, Lang, feeling a little confused by hiz mistake, wont
along to the Remove dormitory, where he found the light

on, and the juniors not yet undressed. Some of them had
taken their boots off, and some hadn’t. A few wero
removing their collars. But the preparations for bed had
ot gonoe vory far,

Mr. Lang looked in frowningly.

* Now, boys, to bed—at once !

The Remove looked at him, and undréssed with provekin
siowness. Harey Wharton, who was generally quite a medel,
waa ns refractory as the rest.  The whole Form were annoyed
with their new master, and suffering under o eense of injury,
and they had discovered, too, that Mr. Lang bhad not a firm
hand, 1n spite of his zuthoritative manner; he was some-
thing in the nature of a lath painted to look like iron.

Blr. Lang warted,

Fxactly what to do he did not know. Ha could not
unish the Remove for slowness, for he did not really know
ow long he should allow thein, and besides, he had already
punished them so heavily that further punishments might
not be heeded. He had fired off, as it were, his biggest gun
to start with, and the small arma were not likely to he much
regarded after that. Lines wero nothing to juniors whe were
already sentenced to detention for the afterncon upon
whioh they had planned to play their first footer mateh of

the season.

The Beraove wero in bed at last. Skinner gave Mr. Lang
2 look of great solicitude as he said good-night.

‘-:_11 hope your eye will be better in the morning, sir,” he
said.

Mr. Lang locked sharply at him. He felt certain that
Skinner was poking fun at him, but Skianer was looking
quite grave and anxious.

“Thank youw,"” said Mr. Lang atEﬂ’:;,'.

“ood-night, sir, Mind vour eya!’
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Mr. Lang swung round.

“Who satd that 7" he exclaimed.

“I did, sir," said Frank Nugent.

“What de you mean by such a remark ?" demanded tha
Form-master angrily,

“I only meant what I said, sir,” said Frank innocently.
“Your eyo scems to be damaged, sir, and I wos suggesting
that you should mind it, sir.”

Mr. Lang breathed hard through his nose.

“¥Yery well,” he said. ** Good-night.”

And he clesed the door of the Remove dormitory—very
hard |

THE FOURTH CHAPTER,
No Chance!l
THE Remove were looking very heavy-cyed when they

turned cut on the following morning. It was fun,
doubtless, staving up till & guarter past ten, but the
want of the usual allowance of sleep told upon their
tempers. The rising-beil, like time and tide, waited for no
ene, and they had to turn out at seven. They did not lock
amiablo when they came down, Billy Bunter, indeed, did not
get up. The Owl of the Remove always wanted more sleep
than anybody else, and gonerally some other fellow kindly
dragged him out 1n the morning, but on this particular
morning they let him alone. Bob Cherry shook him to walko
him up, and Bunter blinked at him savagely.
“ Look here,” ho exclaimed, *I'm not going to get up.
I'm too tired. I've got to think of my constitution, You

can tell Lang I'm il.™

“Rata!" said Bob.

“Well, tell hitn to go and eat coke, then!™

Bob laughed. He was not likely to give Mr. Lang thaté
message.  DBut he left the fat junior in bed, and Bunter
stayed there when the Form went down. When the Remove
cama in to breakfast, Billy Bunter had not yet put in an
GeRrance, Mr._ Lang, naturally, did not know how many
boys there were in the Remove, and he did not notice tho
faot junior's absence.

The cther follows noticed it, but they made no remark
on the subject. Tt was not their business to attend to Mr.
Luang's affairs for him. They were thiul-:ing of the after-
noon, and the forbidden football match. What was to bo
done was a puzzle. Jf the malch was nos to be played the
Highcliffe fellows would have to be told, and that was a
inost  unpleasant  thing.  Ponsonby, Gadshy & Co., of
Higheliffe, were a most unpleasant set of fellows, and ther
would be certain to think that the Remove were funking
the match, It was very late in the day to scratch, that was
cortain. But unless Mr. Long relented thero was nolhing
elze to be done.

“We must beg off somehow,” satd Dulstrode, who was
most worried of all, as captain of the Remove. * Wa can'c
let the Higheliffe cads think wo are afrsid of them.”

“No fear!" said Bob Cherry. ** But Lang doesn’t under-
stand. I doubt if we shall bo able to make him understand.”

“YWe've got to, somehow.”

]“ '\Ehat are you going to do about it, Bulstrode 7" Wharton
a5lea.,

*“Tackle him on the subject after morning school,” snid
the Remove captain, after a little thought, “*T think a
deputation of a lot of us might have some effcct.” =

Wharton looked grave.

“That's leaving it rather late,” he remarked. ““If ws
can't get leave, we shall have to wire to Higheliffe almost
at the last moment.™

“I don’t see how it can be helped,” snid Bulstrode.

IMarry Wharton said no more. Bulstrade was s little
jealous of his position as capiain of the Remove, and he
did not ¢care much for advice. And YWharton, who had beon
Form captatn a short time ago, felt a certain delicacy about
profiering advice unasked. It might look as if he wanted
to act in his old capacity, and override the new captain.
But certainly Bulstrode’s plan was not likely to improve
matters very much.

The Form went into the class-room without Billy Bunter.
Bunter came downstairs after they had gone in. He had
been turned out of the dormitory by the maids coming up
to make the beds. He came down very sulkily, realising
too late that there would be no breakfast for him. He could
have gbiained refreshment at the school shop, if he had had
any funds, but Bunter was in his usual state of impecuniosity.
And as all the boya were in the Form-rooms, the fat ‘unior
had no chance of borrowing. He wandered disconsolately
about the passages, till Wingate came neross him on his
way to the Bixth Form-room. The Greyiriars captain
sfopped, and beckoned to Bunter. 5

By FRANK RICHAR
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* What are you doing out of 5 . :
Buntbe hlinf?:a s Ihﬁﬂ, of your Form-room? ™ he asked

" I-—T've only just come down,"” he stammored. *“I—I've
bepn, ill, and couldn't get up thizs morning, please,
Wingate. ™

Wingate pointed to the Removeroom.

i Gl::ngin ! p he said.

“ But I—I havbn't had any brekker, Wingate,”

S It will do you good to misa it for once,” said Wingate
with a laugh. *If you've been ill, I expect it's from over-
feeding, you fob gorinandiser. Go in.”

“0Ob. reslly, Wingate—-""

“Go in at once.”

But I'm hungry,” said Bunter. “I say, Wingate, would
g‘l:;_l.l mind lending me 4 bob to pget something at Mrs.
mble’s ¥ I'll fet you have the bob back out of my postal-
order to-night.”
 Wingate did not reply in words. Ile took the fat junior
the back of the neck, and marched him to the Remove

OFm-roonm, ﬂ);t}’:nE_d the Jdooy and pushed him in and pulled
the-door shut behind him.

Billy Bunter rolled into the Form-room, and gasped. Mr.
Lang was seated at his desk, and he looked round sharply
ag the Ow! of the Remove took his place.

“Who dre you ? " he exclaimed acidly.

“? I—I—1"m Bunter, sir."

“What do you want here 7"

“ N-nenothing, sir.”

Thm‘l' go out again at once.  Stay!’” exclaimed Mr.
Lang. *“ Do you belong to this Form, Bunter? "

“Ye-e-es, gir”

“*Then why did you not come in with the rest 7

“If you pleass, gir, I—I've been ill, sir.”

Mr. Lang locked concerned st once. He did not know
Bunter yet, and pndoubtedly he had a kind heart.

“Oh! T am sorry for that,” he exclaimed. * What is
the matter with you, Bunter 7"

Billy Bunter blinked keenly &t the master. He was in the
habit of pretending to be ill, but that, as Fisher T. Fish
expressed it in the beautiful Americon language, "cut no
ieo ' with the Remove. But here, avidently, was someonc
who was ready to believe in him at last.

. “If you please, sir, I—1 feel weak and—and tired,” he
said. " A—a general disinclination to work, sir, and that
gort of thing." : :

“ That’s a mlgjﬂmnt. he's had a jolly long time,” Frank
Nugent murmured,

Afid the juniors grinned..

“I m my breakfast this morning, sir,”’ said Bunter,
encouraged by the Form-master's sympathy., “I—1I suffered
{ronf loss of appetite, sir. Now I'm getting fearfully hungry,
but the breakfast has all been cleared away, and T can’t got
any."”

. *That will never do,"” said Mr. Lang. *T will give you
s note to the housckeeper, Bunter, and she will provide for
your wanta."'

“Oh, thank you, sir. You're very kind, =zir.”

“I hope,” said Mr., Lang, “that vou, and all the other
boys of my Form, will come to look upon me as a friend,
and & man to come toin any difficalty or distress.”

“Good ! murmured Bulstrode. “I'll go to him about
the footer match.™

Mr. Lang wrole a note, and handed it to Bunier. The
Owl of the Remove, hardly able to believe in his good luck,
took it in his fat hand,

“Oh, thank you, sir,” he exclaimed effusively,
very kind indeed, air.”™

* Mot at all, Bunter.”

** But you are, sir,”’ said Bunter, scenting out the fact that
flattery was not disagreeable to Mr. Lang. * You must
really allow me to eay it, sir. I think you are verv kind
mndeed, sir, and I want you to feel that T am grateful, sir”

“Very well, Bunter. ¥You may go.”

*Thank you, sir. Thank you very much.”

And Billy Bunter went, gleefully encugh. Outside the
Form-room door, he looked round to make sure that Wingate
was not in sight, and then indulged in a soff, cunning
chuckle.

“ My word ! ™ he murmured. ‘' Of all the soft asses—— [

Bunter did not finish the reflection, but that was sufficient
nproof of the depth of his gratitude to s now master. He
ralled away towards the housekeeper's room, with the Form-
magter’'s note in his hand.

In the Form-room, Mr. Lang resumed his seat atb his desk.
The Remove were not in n good temper. If My, Lang
thought of making s good impression upon them by his
kindness to Bunter, he was likely to be disappointed.
Bunter was too unpopular for anybody to care whether the
Form-master was kind to hum or not, and they despised his
simplicity in being taken in by the champion humbug of
Greyfriars. And they were feeling too anxiouns about the
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afternoon’s maich- with -Highclife to feel Lindly towards
the man who was the eause of their anxiery.

Mr. Lang showed that, whatever might be his other short-
comings, he was a sound scholar, but that did net make him
any more popular. Fellows who were caught in wiztakes
in construing, or who were spoken to sharply for careless-
ness, were not pleased thereby.

LUnpon the whole, the Remove were in a vile temper at the

end of the morning lessons, and they marched cut with sulky
faces. Mr. Lang spoke to them, as he dismissed thomn, in a
tone that admiited of no argument.
- "1 shall be here this afterncon,'” he said. "I am sorry
it hag been my duty to detain vou, but you will rezlise upon
veflection, I hope, that the punishment is descrved, 1 shall
ba here at two o'clock, and shall expect you.”

There was no reply from the juniors, excepting in the form
of black looks,

They left tha Form-room in silence,

(lutgide, in the passape, they looked at one another.

“What do you think of the rotter #'* saild Bolsover.

“0Oh, he ought to be boiled 1" said Nugent.

And the whole Form concarred in that opinion.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
The Deputatlon,

HE Remove were looking very grim when they came
in to dinner. Mr. Lang had not yet been approached
upon the subject of rescinding the detention, Bal-
strode was beginning to fecl that it was hopeless, and

he hesitated to put the matter to the test. And the other
fellows felt that they had to leave it 1o Bulstrode, as captain
vf the Form.

Billy Bunter rolled up to join the Remove at the door
af the dining-room. The [at junior had wot turned up for
mygrning lessons at all, and there was a fat smile of content-
ment upon s plump face.

“1 say, you feilows, what are you looking gium abouti"
he asku(i

*“{0h, go and cat coke!” growled Bob Cherry.

“ve had 2 jolly good brelklker " said Bunter, with much
satisfaction, rs. Kebble locked and soiffed like any-
thing, but she hadl to give % me. Lang scems a bit of &
cofty, doesn't he ™

“ h, shut up 17

* Bit of an improvement on Quelechy—hey 3" said DBunter,

NG, yoir gss !

“Well, I like him better.

Y Br-prer I

The juniors went in to dinner. Mr. Lang wus at the
head of the Hemowve table, his eye being by this time an art
shade in dark green. and looking very peculiar, But he was
looking good-tempered. FProbably he had an equable temper,
and was chiefly wanting in tact and in experience of boys.

After dinner, the Remove wandered out disconsolately into
the Close. The fellows who wore to play in the [ooter anatch
surrounded Bulstrode.

* What are you going to do " Bob Cherry demanded.

“ ¥ guess something will have to be done,” Fisher T. Fish
remar ced. ' We shall have to put it straight to the blcased
guy !

“ Faith, and ye're vight M

“ A deputation is the only thing,” said Bulsirode, locking
25 deternined as he could,  ** All the cleven had better come
with me to the beast '

“Food epg!™

And Bulstrode marshalled the Remove eleven, and they
immarched off to Mr. Lang's study, where they were certain
io find him. Mr. Lang, it had already been discovered, did
not spend much time in the open air. He was generally
buried in his books when he was not working. Zome of the
nasters at Greviriars plaved in the ﬁume.s, and those whose
age did not allow of it generally took nlenty of exercice. A
man who stayed indoors from choice was not the man to
1'n¥1ir~al respect in the Lower Fourth,

He's soft, and—""

It was with c¢onsiderable uneasiness that Bulstrode tapped
at the door of the Remove-master's study, But Mr. Lang's
vaice was quite mild and soft as he bade him come in.

Bulstrode opened the door, and walked in. The rest of the
football eleven followed hun, and Mr. Lang rosc to his fcet at
ihe sipht of that unexpected invazion of his study.

“ What is it """ ho asked.

Rulstrode coughed.

*1f you please, sir—"" he bogan.

Then he broke off, hesitating.

Mr. Lang looked over the oxpectant faces of the Removites,
ael 2 hard expression came over his own countenance. He
evicdlently guessed for what purpose the eleven youngsters
had visited him,

“THE DORMITORY SEGRET.” = = wepa g 1iorers.
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In an instant there was a wild and whicling scrimmage. The junlors were tombling out of bed on all sides,
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“I trust.,” he said, very distinetly, “that sou have not
eome to me with any intention of asking me to rescing
the detention of this afterncon.” :

“1f you please, sir, that's just what we've come for!'"
Bulstrode blurted out.

“Then you may as well retive at once!
useless 1

“ But, sir—""

"You may gol”

Bulstrode Eit_ his lip, and turned towards the door. Harry
Wharton remained facing the master, with a steady look.

“ Please, Mr. Lang, we have a very important match on
this aftornoon—-""

*1 cannot help that!"
~ "It's very late to give Higheliffe warning that the match
13 off, sir.”

Tar Magxer Lipranry.—No. 189,

NEXT TUESDAY'S
Grand Complete Tale :

It 13 guite

“THE OUTLAWS OF THE SCHOOL!”

“Yeou conld surely have written last night,” said Mr.

Lan%,

“Well, yes, sir; but—"

~ “You have only yoursclves to blame for your negligence,
in that ease!” said Mr. Lang. *I shall expect you in the
Form-raom at two. You may go!”

“ Please allow me to speak, sir.  Could you poasibly allow
the eleven who are playing to havo time off for the match, if
the rest of the Form are detained #'

“1 should hardly be likely to show favouritism in that
manner, Wharton.”

*The Form would not regard it as favouritism, sir. The
fellows would be all glad if you would make that concession
to the football eleven, sir.”

“Tt is quite impossible ™

“It's tho first match of the seazon, sie””

FRANK RICHARD
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“Tndeed ”

“Wao've been looking forward to it a long time, sir, and
sotinting an it, and thinking of it more than anything else”’
said John Bull

The master's lip curled slightly.

“You would have beenr much betier oceupicd in thinking
of vour lessons!” he said.

“Mr. Quelch never complained of the way we dJdid our
lessona, sir 1™ said Nugent, with spirit, but rather unluckily,

Mr. Lang Aushed,

“If vou have eome here to instifute comparisons hetwesn
FOur []1r1.15e1:t waster and vour former one. Nugent, vou may
as well coase st once [ he exclaimed sharply.

“T didn’t mean that, sie, I—-7

“You have said quite enough !
discussion !”

“It will be a great disappointment to va, sir,” said Bob
Cherry.

“* ¥You have vourseives to thank.
to ohey my orders last evening.”

“We couldn’t sncak, sie”

“I regarded it as rank disobedience.”

" Buppose, sir—-"" began Bulstrode,

“You may go!”

“ Suppose, sir, that the chap who biffed vou—I—T1 mean,
the chap who landed vou in the eve. sir, came and eonfessed
of his own accord, would that make it all right*”

"That would not excuse the general insubordination and
discbedience of the whole Form,"” said Mr. Lang. * That is
what von are being purished for.”

“ We could make the chap own up, sir,”

“ That would make no difference in this case.”

Bulstrode set his lips hard.

* Docs that mean. sir, that we've got to be detained this
sgficrnoon. in any case?”

“ Exactly."”

The juniors were silent. Thev wore furious, but there was
evidently nothing to be done with Mr. Lang. He belicved
himsell to be in the right, and he was resolute.

*1—1 think, sir. that the Head would let us off, on such
an occaslon a3 this,”’ said Tom Brown, the New Zealand
junior.

Mr. Lang frowned.

“I can manage my Form in my own way !’ he said,
*“And I may as well make it plain to you, now, that T think
a greak deal too much time is devoted to outdoor spovts

re. I have no paticoce with the devoetion you show to
foolish games.”

* Fooltsh games, sir!™

“¥ez; that 13 mv opinion of them I'*

Bulstrode gritted his teeth. The other fellows looked to
him fo do something in the matter, but, for the life of him.
Bulstrode did not know what to do. There was no reasoning
with a man who held views like Mr. Lang's.

The Forra-master sat down at his table again.

“You may gol” he said. * And please do not approach
me on this subject again! I have no desire to hear any
more about it! ¥ou may go!”

“ Please, sip—-"

“ Not another word !

" But—but we must play Higheliffe, sir ! said Bulstrode
-gns.perateiy. “They'll think we're afraid of them if we

on't.”

“You can explain to them that vou are detained by the
orders of your Form-master. T seppose ¥ :

“They'll think it's got up. They're a sct of cads, and

“1 am surprised at vour associating with o set of cads !

“We-—we don't associate with them exacily, sir; but
there's alwars been a fixture with Higheliffo,”

“In ono word. Bulstrode, vou and the rest are defainmd
for the afternoon. and I do not doesire to hear any more of
the matter ! suid Mr. Lang. **If this falls heavily upon
you_ it will doubtless be . warning to vou to behave better
on future occasions. HBecause T omitted to send von to bed
last night at the usual hour, you turned the common-room
into a beargarden. and T was assaulted and disobeved,
Many masters would request the Head to flog the whole
Form as a punishment. You may po!” :

“* Bug—"

“* Another word, Bulstrode, and T shall deizin vou for
Saturday afterncon as well U7 said Mre. Lang, with asperity.

DBulstrode gave the juniors a hopeless look, and went to
the deor, There was nothing more to be done,  The
Removites filed out of the study with gloomy brows and
burning cyes.

Th-.*.!'if stopped in the passaze, furious and helpless.

“Tr's all up,” said Julstrode.

“ The beast !

" The cad ™

" The unsportamanhibke outsider!”
“The votter ™

Tue Maower Lrenanry.—No. 180,
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“ Hallo,” exclaimed Wingate, coming along the passage
with Courtnew, the latter with a football under his arm.
“Hallo! What are you kids grouzing about 7"

Harry Wharton turned to lum with new hope in his face.
It was possible, after all, that the captain of the school might
be able to do something for them. In & moment the juniors,
all talking at once, were pouring out their grievance.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Boh Cherry Thinks of a * Dodge.”

INGATE lListened patientl'.

“ 1 understand,” he saicl, at laskt, ** Lt comies rough

on you kids. But after all, you {:lug:ht yot to have
ricted in the common-room last night.”

“Tt's really vour own fault,” said Courtney,

Wharton gave him an indignant look.

“Ts 1t " he exclaimed. ** 1f yon had seen lights out as
usual, Uourtney, it wouldn't have happened.”

Couriner laughed.

“I'm sorry,” he said, “but I was acting under orders
AMr. Lang told me that he could manage his Form himself,
Then he appears ta have buried himself in a book and for-
zotten your bedtime. It's very unfortunate, but it was really
too }'Pugh to get up a riot and bung your Form-master in the
ove.

“That was an accident,” said Hob Cherry.
meant that biff for m

¥ Bolsover
eve, and Mr. Lang came in suddenly
and got it instead. e didn’t hear him coming, cither—he
moves about so jolly quietly.” ,

“Yes, I've noticed that about him,"” said Wimrate, with a
curl of the hip. * Look here, 1'll do what I can for vou, but
don’t let your hopes rise. I don't suppose it will amount to
nruch. I‘ﬁ speak to Mr. Lang, anyway."

““Oh, thanks, Wingate.”

“ Walt here” said Wingate.

He knocked at Mr. Lang's door and entered. Ile closed
the door behind him. Mr. Lang looked up fromt his book a
httle rritably. Mr. Lang, probably, had a shght artack of
imdigestion, due to studying indoors immediately after his
midday meal, and it did not improve his temper.

“ Vs, Wingate?"' he said, inguiringly.

“I'm come to speak to you on behalf of the Remove, sir,”
sail Wingate, in his blunt, direct way.

The Form-master frowned,

* Please explain yourself,” he said coldly.

“The Remove are detained this afteimoon, siv—-"

ii EIEH’."tE}".”

“Of course, I know they'ro an unruly set of little rascals,”
caid the Sixth-Former., * I do not mean to hint, sir, that they
don’t deserve their punishment——""

“I'm glad of that,” said Mr. Lang, satirically.

“ But I should like to point out to you, sir. that it is a
special ocecasion,” said Wingate quietly.,  “The kids have
been looking forward wery mach to the fiest repular match
of the season, and they take it very much to heart. If you
could see your way, siv, to letting off the eleven, they'd be
vory rrateful™

“Tmpossible,™

“Tt's only a question of eleven fellows out of forty——"*

“ That would favouritism, and I could not countenancs
it for a moment,” said Mr. Lang. * Besides, if the bovs
could be excused punishment on nceount of a silly game,
there wonld never be any lack of excuses for similar con-
cessions. I cannot allow the fact that they intended to play
football this afternocon to make any difference to me.”

“1t's & special occasion, sir-—"'"

“I fail 1o see anything special in it, Wingate. I am very
worry to zee that a perfect has undertaken to interfors
between my Form and myself,” suid Mr. Wingate severely.

Wingate bit his lip. 3

“TI don’t want to do that, sir—=I was only pointing out, as
vou are new to Greviriers, that on an oceasion like this——73"

“In shovt, you have undertaken to teach me my duty
towards my Form,” said Mr Lang. I thank wyou, but I
really o not require the assistance of the perfects i teaching
ma my duty.”

“1f you look at it like that, sir, T have nothing more to
sav,” gaid Wingate, “1 think you might go ecasy with the
kids thiz ance, that's all, =n™

“ The fact that they have appealed te a perfect, against
their Form-master, would provent me fram deing anything
of the sort. even i T were so inelined,” suid the muster,

* That 15 not exactly &

“ It is useless to argue, Wingate.
bime ancd vour own.

o T.Tc*ri,' well s

* And remember in future, Wingate, that T do not desire—
and will not tolerate—any interference between mv Form
and myself,”” sawl Mr. Lang, in sharp tones. ** You will have

You are wasting my
Please let the sabject drop.”

11 '
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the Linduess to let the Romove entirely alone, so long aa
that Ierm is in my charge.”

Wingate was pale with anger.

“ Veary well,” he replied. * That i3 ¢nough, sir."

And he cuitted the study.

Outside, in the passage, the juniors were waiting eagerly.
Ff_l]n atwe’s expressionr, as he came out, showed that he Lad
ailed,

“No go?"” asked Bob Cherry.

Wingate shook his head.

PNoy I'm sorry, You'll bave to grin and bear it."

And he walked away with Courtnev. The latter looked at
him _curisusly,

:‘B{‘L‘m jawed #" he ashed.

. Yes. I've been told te mind my own business, and never
interfere between Mr. Lang and his Form again,” said
Wingate, between his teeth.  “ U1l do it, foo—as far as [
t:ﬂ:‘:{'ernnd._ 'l eever speak to the rank outsider again.”

He will have tronble with his TWorm, especially if the
prefects don't back him up,” Courtney remarked,

* Liet ham 17

Couriney langhed,

. “0h, let him, by all means,” he replied. T shall he
mierested to =ee how lhe getz on with the Remove. Thero
mﬂlll bbr:t;o:'mlble.”ld :

wt there wou e trouble it was sasy to seo from the
looks of the Remove fontballers as they came out into the
Cloze. Nearly all the Form joined them in the wood-shed,
and there were loud groans from all of them when thoy
iclrﬂmed the result of the visit of the deputation to Mr. Lans's

. Sﬁ" ;'-"-'* ggli]cg to Etaﬁg E"L’ Elfm““d“%{ Bolsover loudly.

. ¥ou shut up,” sai oh Cherrs. ! s oA
of all the tmuhle,"p 4 Folree the fenss

::].-c-nh: here M

Shut up, Bolsover,” exclaimed DBulstrode, *we don'i
1';;;1; Jyour swank now, The question iz, what's goinr to bo

" There’s still time to send a wire to HigheliBe" Frank
Nugent remarked. *It's o quarter to two, gﬂ.ﬂd they won't
leave till half-past.”

::Eh it']?&ru!.t!ﬁn I

ut what else can we do " asked Leieh.

“ Nothing,” said Russell. ed Leigh

And that was the general opinion. A wire to Hizhelife
was the only thing; and vet— "

ey knew that Ponsonby & Ca. would arin and chuckle
over that wire. Whether they believed the Remove's state-
ment or not, they would pretend they dide’t; and the
I:}re:ffrm:rs fellows would never hear the end of the matter,

Accuzing glances were turned on Bulstrode from all sides.
He was captain of the Form, and he ought to have theught
of some dodge. There was a general impression that Harev
Wharton would have been able to find a way out ol the
difficulty, if he had still been captain of the Remove.

Something ought to be done, somehow,” Mark TLinley
g ol |

" And Bulstrode ought to do it _said Hazeldene.

Bulstrode shrugged his shoulders hapt-]eag]:.r:me

“What can 1 do?” he exclaimed. !

£1 don't know—think of something.”

T can't !

“ Lot of blessed good vou are for a Form-ca
Tom BDrown. “ Take a back seat, then, am
elso think of somethinge.

“ Hear, hear.”

E‘n_i_!stm:ﬁ- I"Iua'll]{-d.

“"T'm quite ‘willing &n let anvbody surge rting,™
EIﬂ.laYim{Hi. '::IHE} I:?E - fellow got nn"vthil%gtit smﬂﬂ% b

Yes," sai erry, abruptly, ' o1

“ (o 'it, Dob!” T puE P e

“Crat it off your chest, old chap™

“Qut with 1it."”
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“Yes, go it," said Thulstrade, “I'm willing to back vp any
IEHH?W who can ek us out of this fix.'” '

Bob Cherry drew a deep breatle
vory determined,

" We're being badly treated,™ be said, * whethor Lang
means to be a tyrant, or whether he hasn't sense enongh to
understand, makss no differenee, He's treating us rotienly,
and we'rn not called upon o pus wp with "

* We know that, Buar what are we to do¥

“ Refuse to stand g 1™

“ Bt ———?

“That's my idea!” said Bob Cherry firmly.  * Refse to
stand it ! Long has said thot we sha'nt plav [ligheliffe | Lot

him go and eat colie ! Wl play Hizheliffe all the same '

[lis ruzged face was

THE SEYENTH CHAPTER.
A Desperate Device,

OB CHERRY'S woice rang out s he spoke. A thrill
passed through the crowd of juniors. They were in a
moad far almost anvthing : ripe for revolt almost. But

—there, was a but! DBob .Cherry's proposttion was a
wild one.

“We can't do i, Buelstrode muttered. ** We can’t walk
out of the Form-room under the man’s eves, Fle would call in
the Head! ¥You dou’t suggest bucking up against the Iead
himself 2™

“ Oh, no!"

¥ Besides, tho profects—

“The prefects won't interfore,” said Tiob Cherry, © Lang
has got their backs up already, znd I beliove they'd enjoy
seoing us give him a PaiL”

“1 shouldn't wonder! DBut the Head-—"

“ That's the guestion. We can't buek up against the Head ;
and it would be rotten bad form if we could ! T don’t propose
marching out of the Form-room under Lang’s eves, either.
That would be too thick, My idea is tno get rid of him for
the afternonn somehow, and then simply keep oot of the
Form-room.™

“Goet orid of him.™

“That's it.""

“ But how?" demanded DBuolstrodde,  * There
time, cither; we've got Lo geb in i Len minutes.
you propose to dot”

Every eve was fixed upon Dob Cheorrv. The juniors
seemed to hang upon his words. At that moment  the
Remove had ore leader, and that was Bob Cherry.

“We'va rot to pot rid of him somehow,” said Bob, " The
footer mateh will last till half-past four. He's pob Lo be
digposed of till then, that's all”

© That’s all!" echoed Nugent. “A jolly bie ‘ail I
think.” '

* Faith, and ve're right.”

“ 1 puess we'd lvnch him, over there, the scallywap,”
Fisher T. Fish. ““Dut we can't Iynch him here, Boblby.’

Fob Cherry laughed.

“ No: he ought to have something lingering, with boiling
ail in it,” he said.  *' But we must draw the line at that. The
question i3, what's to be done with the man till half-past
four? He will have to be pot into some quiet place and
loeked in''

“ Phew 1"

“My hat!™

“reat Scott!”

T Deaw ik mild, old chap™

I mean 1t," said Bob Chevry, Lrmly, * and il vou fellows
like to back me up, I'll take the lead, and we'll manage it
somehow. Just think it ont.”

The Remove were slent. Unpopular as the new master
was, sorely as he had fried them, the most reckless Form in
Groviviars hesitated at that reckless step. But Bob Cherry
meant business. He had not spoken without thinking.

“I}‘Fhu'ﬂ gomng to back me up?" he exclaimed. "gHamis
up !’

" “dI will for one,” said Ilarry Wharton, helding up his
an,

*“And L' chimed in Nugenf, and DBull, and Mauleverer

isn't much
What doe

said
¥

together.

ChAnd I "And I CAnd I

It waz o peneral shout and raising of hands then. The
Remove had made up their minds. Bob Cherry's eves
pleamed.

Y Then it's settled " he exelainied.

* Excepting how io do it,"” sneercd Belsaver.

““Yes, that's what we've got to settle now.” Bab Cherry
wrinkled hiz brows in an effort of reflection. * Look here, if
we could get him lacked in somewhere, he couldn’t make
himself heard—the House will be quite empty on a fine after-

9
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noon like this—ihere won't be a soul to hear him if he
yells.”

* Ha, hz, hat”

“ What sbout the top box-room, Bobby durling " acked
Micky Desmond.

ipping—if we could get him there®”

“We can't carry him,” Bulstrode remarked.

* We ghall have to decoy him there zomehow,’
“Mv hat! There's Bunter™

" Bunter !

“Yes, Bunter.”

“He couldn’s do it. e hasn't senss encugh, or nerve
enough,” said Bulstrode, with a snovt of contempt.

"I know he hazn't. 1 wasn't thinking of giving him the
job. But he's ill—"*

* Malingering, you mean.”

“ Exactly; but Lang believes in him.  SBuppose we fake
Bunter to the top box-room, and bumn him—hard—what witl
be the result.”

“1 suppose he will vell,” said Wharton, puzeled. * Bui
what on earth good will that do ™

* Ezactly. And sugp-ﬁse. one of us goes to the Lang beast,
and tell him that Bunter is lying in the top box-roon,
groaning !"

"“Ha, ha, ha'!™

* He'll buzz off to sec him, as sure as a gun,” said Nugent
triumphantly. " One of us will be hiding on the landing.
The key wiﬁ be in the outside of the leck rendy, and he'll be
locked in."

“With Bunter®

“ Exactly.. Bunter can keep him company there till half-
past four.’

“*Ha, ha, ha!"

It was a daring plan. But it made the Remorvites roar
with laughter. The idea of Mr. Lang being locked in the top
box-room with the Owl of the Remove was decidedly funny,
That there would be trouble afterwards was pretty certain.
But the Remove cxpected trouble with their new Form-
master, anyway, as Bulstrode pointed out.  The more the
juniors thought of the scheme, the better they liked it. And
they had very little time to hesitate. In ten minutes they
wera due in the Form-room,.and it would be too late,

* Where's the Bunter bird ¥

“In the tuckshop, of course,” said Bob Cherry. “It's casy
mmuﬁh to find Billy Bunter when we want him."”

“Ha, ha, ha!™

“ Come on,” said Harr
petting pretty close now.’

A crowd of the Removites streamed off towards the tuck-
shop across the Close. There, sure enough, Billy Bunter was
found. He was standing outside the tuckshop, looking at
the goods within with longing glances. Like the Peri at the
gates of Paradise, he gazed upon the joys that he could not
share. Harry Wharton slapped him on the shoulder, and
the Owl of the Remove swung round with a start.

“Qw! Oh, really, Wharton—""

“Come on, Billy!”

Bunter started at once for the shop door.

. " Right-ho, Wharton! I'm fearfully hungry, and there’s
just time for a bit of a feed before schonl.”

" Ha, ha, ha! Not that way!"

“Eh!” Bunter's face fell. * Where ihen!™

“Up to the box-room.”

“The—tha box-room! What {or®”

“¥You're wantod there.”

“Feed on?" asked Bunter eaperly. 71 don’t mind coming
if there's a feed. I'1l risk being late for class with pleasure,™

“*May as well ﬁet the beast some bung,” said Nugent., ** Go
on, Billy, and I'll bring tho tarts.”

“Good ' said Buanter,

And he walked off with Harry Wharton quite cheerfully.
They azeended to the top box-room—a little voom in & very
out-of-the-way corner in the School House above the dor-
mitories. If anyone should be locked up in that room there
was little chance of his making his voice heard in any other
part of the house. Frank Nugent joined them in a few
moments with a bag of tarts in his hand.

“ Here you are!"” he exclaimed.

Bunter's E{IEE glistened behind his big spectacies,

“{zood!"” he =aid, ''Is that all the feed, Wharton

“Yes: but it's all for you. Ave vou 111?

“Tll! Not”

“ You can't have the tarts if you're not i1, said Nugent,
with a shake of the head.

Bunter looked alarmed.

“Jh, really, Nugent!”

“Then you were lying this morning when you said you
were il17" Nugent demanded sternly.

Bunter groaned.

'11‘; Ow! 1 can feel my pain coming back again! COw! I'm
I‘ ¥
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*eaid Nugent,

Wharton abruptly. * The tima'a

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“T zay, vou fellows. i’s rotten to lauvgh at a chap for being
. I'm suffering friehtfully. I've got a pain in my ey,
and an ache in my back., (hw!"

*You're not groaning,’’ sawl Nogent.

* That's berause I'm manfully suppressing my agm:]y,'
Bimter, and he began to groan. 0w, ow [ O dear !
m dreadfully ill! Ow !

* You ean have the tarts, then,” said Harry, laughing.

*Thanks! Ow! Yow! Oh!”

Wharton and Nugent quitted the hox-room, putting the key
on the outside of the lock. Frank Nugent burried down-
stzirs to Mr. Lang's study.

' said
ow !

The new master of the Eeinove
'u.{:u-: preparing to mo to the Form-room io take the detention
vlass,

Nugent knocked at the door, and burst in cxcitediy.

“{h, sir!”" he gasped.

My, Lang looked alarmed.

“Goodness! What is the matter, Nugent:”’ he cxclaimed,

* Bunter, sir!” gasped Nugent.

* Bunter! The boy who was ill this morning ™"’

“ Yo, siv! Oh, sip!”

" “ Is he worse!"” exclaimed Mr. Lang anxiously.

e?” |
" In the top box-roomn, sir—up the stairs past the dormitory,
sir. He's groaning like anything, sir—hair-raising groans "

“Dear me! I will go to him at once.”

And Mr. Lang rushed off without another word. Nugoent
winked at the ceiling. The Remove-master dashed upstairs,
and reached the dormitory passage, and ascended the narrow
stairs to the top box-room. He opened the door, and dashed
in.

“ Bunter !

A shadowy form came out of a dark corner on the landing,
and jerked the boxaoom door shut behkind the maszter. The
koy elicked faintly in the lock, Harry Wharton smiled sofily,
and descended the stairs.

Wugent met him at the foot of the staircase.

B we“ -E.:r'r

“ AN serene,”

** Locked in?"

Y Yey ™

" Where's the keyi™

“In my pocket.”

“Hurray !

And Havry Wharton and Frank Nugent joined the rest of
the Hemove in the Close,

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Locked In.

u UNTER, my poor boy!”

HHoy

Bunier was on the tenth of the tarts. Theve wera

two more in the bag, and thers was o great deal of

jam on Bunter's face and fingers. Mot that Bunter minded
that. It wouold not put him to the trouble of washing. It
waz olwavs easy to wipe his fingers down the sides of
his trouscrs, and to smudge his slesve aeross his month, That
}?&::I Bunter's simple way of cleaning mseli alter a hasty
eed,

He blinked at Mr. Lang in nstonishment through his bn
spectacles. My, Lang, on hiz side, gazed at Bunter in equa
surprisc.  He had expected to find a groaning invalid, and
instead of that he found a [at ?uni-:-r travelling ot express
speed through a bag of tarts, If Bunter was ill, it had not
made any difference to his appetite, that was certain,

* Bunter ' repeated Mr. Lang, but in a different tone.

“Where ia

* Ye-os, sir,” said Bunter.

* I heoard that vou weve ill!"”’

An expression of agony immediately made its appearance
upon Billy Bunter’s fat face. It consorted ill with the fact
that hizs jaws were still working. If Bunter had been n
danger of his life, he would still have bBnished that tart.

“Yeos, sirl"” he groaned. " I'm ill, siv—fearfully ill.
Some of the fellows have got mie some tarts, sir, out of symn-
pathy, o buck me up.”

My, Lang looked very doubtiul.

“ That was very kind of them, Bunter, but certainly it was
not & very judicious thing to do. Tarts are hardl y diet for
an invalid.”

“1 find them very good for—for my complaint, siv,” said
Bunter eagerly. ' It's a sort of—a sort of gnawing emptiness
it the inward regions, sir, that makes me fecl as if I want to
have some cxtre meals, sir. I find that T am very much better
since I have had some tarts, sir.  All T need now is a thorough
rest, and no brain fag, such as—as leszons, =ie™

Mr. Lang glaneed at his watch.

“Dear me! It is close upon two o'clock,” he sand. “It is
timo you were in the Form-room, Bunter. I am glad to find
vou so much better. MNugent looked very slarmed when he
came and told me that you were ill."

(1 THE Baam'rﬁﬂv SEGR E‘I"l! in thia WHP]:;:‘GIE“M Library.



EYRRY
TUESDAY,

o T
| 1 . | f [E lf | {J HI
i | 1NN ’: ,'Ifl i ‘
! rg_ T
Wil I ”L'] _,.
il 7 i I' :i [ o :
s M ;
I el S NG
A 1l i :
1 - :J Ei': !Ei Hii . ;
1 100l H;.I._I!. ] ! I!.f[i' | i rlill]{ |
= B i fl il
¥ " Y irl \ | !
| e - '
III IF|! 1 1
r' Jull
= — == ! i
e gy | i
:___.—::——:___ === = e _—_-:...__.__ :.

|

“Remember in future, Wingate, that | do not desire—and wlil not tolerate—any Interference beiween my Form
and myseli,” sald Mr. Lang, in sharp tones, * You will have the kindness to let the Remove entirely alone, so long
as that Form Is in my charge.”” Wingate, pale with anger, stared at the new master in amazement, (Chap. 6.)

“I am ill, sir, and—""

¥ Follow me downstairs, Bunter.” smid Mr, Lang. going
towards the door of the box-room.

“ Ye-ees, sir.” Bunter ross with a groan.  ** [—I thought
Ezrlimpﬁ }'pu“might excuse me this afternoon, sir, as it's a half-

iday, sir.

1 canuot make exceptions.”

“1 feel very queer, sir.”

“Follow me at once,” said Mr. Lang; and he puiled at
tha handle of the box-room door. The door did nof open,

My, Lang looked very puzzled, and pulled at it amain.  Stil]
the door did not budge. It dawned upon the master of the
Lower Fourth that it was locked upon the outside. His
fuce wont pale with anpger.

“This iz a trick " he exclaimed furtounsly.

“Eh?" said Bunter. who was gazing into the bag in the
fond hope of discerning a crumb or a fragment of jam.
“What did you say, sie?" '

* The door i3 locked, Bunter.””

Y Iz—is i, sir? That's vary quoeer, =i said Bunder. © Did
you lock it when you came in, siv? What did vou do thut
or, &Ir.

“Don't be insolent,

“h, really, sie——

“The door has been locked on the outside while I hava
been in here talking to you, Bunter,” said the Forme-master
furiously, ** This is a trick, and you ave o party to i."

Tue Maoxer Lisrary.—No. 189
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”'-Huntor!” thundered Mr. Tang.

“THE OUTLAWS OF THE SCHoOL!"

Billy Bunter staggered back in dismay.

A pp-party Lo ik, mr ™

“¥es, certamnly. You hava not been ill—you have been
shamming, sir!” thundered the Form-master. * This is.a
deviee.™

LL{"H]’ Eir!”

* Open_ this door st once.”

““But I c-c-can™, sir, if it’a locked I'" stornmered Bunter, in
dismay. “I can't unlock & door with my fingers, sir. It'a
impossible. sir. And [ was really ill, sir. I was suffering
from acute pains and gnawing hunger, sir. I—"

" Bilence, Bunter!”

* You, sir.”

Mr. Lang rapped on the door with his knuckles.

“Open this door at once,” he called out, addressing the boy
whom he supposed to be on the outside of the door.

But there came no reply from the landing, Harry Wharton
was gone, Ik seemed incredible to Hubert Lang that o junior
should have the nerve to leck him in the room, and then
depart, leaving him there, and he rapped again on the door,
and again.

** Boy, whoever you are, unlock this door immediately !" ha
exclaimed, in & choling voice. ' Otherwise, I shall cane you
most seversly.”’

Mo roply!

Han, rap, rap!

Mr. Lang rapped so hard that he hurt his knuckles. He

By FRANK RICHARDS,
rder your copy sarly.
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sucked them, and foamed with rage. Hie face was flushed,
and his eyes were gleaming, end certainly he did not look at
that moment as calm and ciigniﬁcwj as a Form-master should
have looked, He gave the door a kick, and shouted through
tha keyhole. '

“ You young seoundrel! Open thiz door!™

His woice tang over the ding, and echoed down the
narrow stairs, and there was a faint echo of it in the dormitory
Eas.-aaga. But thers was no one there to hear it. The maids

ad long ago finished their work upstairs, and the fellows
wero all out of doors on that bright and sunny sutumn after-
noon. My, Lang might have shouted with the voice of
Btentor, and no one would have heard.

Billy Bunter stood in fesr and trembling. He could guess
prow that the master had been locked in the box-reoni to get
him out of the way during the Highcliffe match, and he was

retty certain that the door would not be apened till half-past

our at the earliest, Bunter had been shut up in that box-room
efors, and he knew that it was useless to call out. He
trembled at the prospect when Mr. Lang should realise that
he wus s prisoner for the afterncon. He was pretty certain
o turn his wrath upon the valy junior who was within reach.
That, a8 Punter dismally realised, was the way of masters.

Mr. Lang turned from the door at Jasi. He comprehended
that the fellow who had lecked him in was gone, and that
therc was no one near enough to hear him shouting. He gave
Biilly Buntar a glance that sent the fat junior scuttling into &
corner, and strode to the window, ¢ box-room window
was o little square opening, looking out upon a slanting slate
rocf. That roof out off all view from below, and it ended in
& gutter overlooking a sheer drop of more than a hundred
feet. Tt was more than a man’s life was worth to get out of
tie window on those smooth, slanting slates.

Mr, Lang did not think of deing it. The most active and
during athlete would have lesitated; and Mr. Lang was
certainly not active, and not an athlete. He turned away
fram the window without even thinking of making the
attemnpt.

He realised that he was a prisoner. That his kidnappers
would dare to keep him in captivity for any length of time
be did not believe.  But for the prosent, at all events, there
was no escape from the box-room. Ha turned his burning
«ves upon Bunter,

*You arc & party to this!” he exclaimed, in choking tones.

Bunter shook hke a éellg.-.

“Oh, sir! No, sir!" he gasped. “They—they asked me
tn come here and have a fecd, sir, and they left mc here with
the tarts, sir, and then you came in, sir, and that’s all I know
shout it, sir. It is, really, sic—really and truly, sic 1"

Mr. }ia.ng looked hard at him. The fat junior was too
terrified to tell anything but the truth, rnd the Form-mester
believed him. His face cleared a little.

" Very well, Bunter, I cxeuse you,” be said.

Bunter gasped with relief. He had not expected to be
excused ; he had cxpected to be licked because he was the only
Junior within reach. It was evident, however, that the young
waster, enraged as he was, had & senze of justice.

1 shall net punish you, Bunter, but the others will be
reverely punished,” said Mr. Lang. “Who was it brought
you here 7

* Nugent and Wharton, sir. I—I don’t want to mention
their names, sir, ss—as thet would be smeaking,” gasped
Bunter,

“ Nugent and Wharton,” said Mr. Lang, compressing his
lips. * And it was Nugent who came to my study to tuh e
that you were ill, and doubtless Wharton who was waiting
on the landing to lock the door. Very well! Nuogent and
Wharton will hear of this.”

And Mr. Lang, finding o box to sit upon, zat down, and
drew s little volume of Horaco from his pocket, and pro-
cecded to read, whils waiting for the fime of his rcleasc.
Lilly Bunter watched him disconsolately, Now that all the
tarts werc gone, he did not like being shut up in the box-
rcom; but he daved not grumble, He sat in a corner, and
nodded off to sleep; ho always had that resource. Mr. Lang
pat and read Horace, ard in the engrossing interest of his
favourite author he f){rrgﬂ-t. where he was, and did not notice
how the time passed on. It was just as well for him, for he
was booked for a long stay in tho isolated box-room.,

THE NINTH CHAPTER,
The Highcliffe Match.

ULSTRODE met Harry Wharton as Le came out into the
Close. Bulstrode was looking keen and eager, and o
little alarmed. The device suggested by DBob Cherry
might be successful, but it was a desperate one. To

lock & Form-master up in the box-room was a step nobody

outside the Remove would have dreamed of teking ; and they

would not have dreamed of it in the case of their old muster,
THE Mierer Linrary.—No. 1859,

Mr, Queleh. But this interfering young man, fresh from the
University, was on a different footing. All the same, trouble
was bound to follow, and the ringleaders, if discovered, might
very possibly be expelled from Greyfriars. That footer
match with Highelhiffe might be very dearly paid for.

AN right ¥ asked Bulstrode.

£k Y%FF

** He's locked up in the top box-ronm with Bunter,” said
Nugent. * He can't get out till we choosze to let him, and he
can't make his volce heard. He's safe.”

Bulstrode gave a low whistle.

“It’s a risky bizney,"” he said.

Wharton Jaughed.

“ Bather late in the day to think of that,” le said.

“1 guess 20, said Fisher T. Fish, “and I guess that it
won't come to expelling anybody, either. We'll all own up
tirat we hud a hand in it, and the Iead can’t expel the wlole
of the Hemove, Besides, I guess expelling ain’t s0 popular
Iil'l t-ilEEé days, when headmasters ars competing for pupils—
ey 3

“Ha, ha, ha I _

" There's something in that,” ?rinned Bob Cherry. “ Any-
way, we're in for it now, and that's a fact. The Highdlifle
cads will be here soon, and we'd better get ready for thon.™

" Right-ho 1"

And the Remove [oothallers prepared for the match.
Nearly o!ll the Remove went down to the footer ground with
the eleven. The first footer match of the seazon—the fivat
outside match, that is—was & marter of very keen intercst to
the whole Form. And the Remove eleven had been hard at
practice for some time, and were in very good form—quite
good form enongh to beat Higheliffc hollow, they all believed.

The team was composed thus: Joha Bull: Ogilvy,
Deamond ; Bulstrode, Bob Cherry, Tom Brown; Mark
Linley, Cecil Loigh, Harry Wharton, Frank Nugent, Russcll,
The best footballers in the Remove were certainly in that
team, and there were some very good reserves that could be
called upon if necessary, such as Morgan and Treluce, and
Bmith miner. That the Highehffe junicrs could put an
equal team into the feld, was an 1dea that the Bemovites
laughed to scorn. Highﬂiiﬁa prowess was chiefly shown in
swanking.

The team changed. and amused themselves punting an old
ball about while waiting for the arrival of the Iighclife
team. Wingate came striding towards the junior ground,
with & very puzzled expression on his face.

“You kids let off for this afterncon, after all? he ex-
claimed.

The Removites exchanged plances,

"“:‘u-'eli., yvou see,”’ said Bob Cherry cauticusly, ' here we
are '’

““Yes, I zoc you are here.” said Wingate.
you all detar necffm the half-holiday 1"

“Yes, we were.'”

“ Then Mr. Lang has let you off |

The juniors did not reply. ) ) _

* Come, come,"” said the Greyiriars captain, * what does it
mean? IF Mr. Lang ha=n't rescinded your delention, liow ia
it that he doesn't fetch you in?”’

#Can't cxplain, Wingate,”” said Bulstrode. " But T sup-
pose you don't want to interfere, after what he said to you ¥’

Wingate laughed.

“ Do vou mean to say that he has gone out, and that vou
have left the Form-room without permission while he's
cway 7' he exclaimed.

““We'd rather not say anything Wingate,”” =aid Iarry
Wharton, * Bat vou know My, Lang said that he didn't want
any prefects to interfere between him and his Form.?

“1 know that quite well,” said Wingate grimly, “and I
don't mesn {o interferc. All the prefects have decided to
Jet Mr, Lang's Form severely alone. T expect he will Lave
plenty of trouble dealing “:i.tfl vou young aweeps: but I sup-
pose he knows his own business best 1 shall not interfere.”™

And Wingate walked away

The Remove were greatly relieved. T Wingate lad
ordered them back into the School House, they could net
have dizobeyed. But they hed depended on the captain of
Greyfriars. After Mr., Leng had told the prefeets that he
did not want any assistance or advice from them, they weve
not likely to interfere. Mr. Lang had put their bucks up, so
tr:Ir speak, and they meant to leave him and his Form severely
A LOTi,

“lrood old Wingate,” said Bob Cherry. in rehef. 1
thought he'd have sonso encugh to keep ol the grass—and
he hasz 1™

“ And the other prefects won't chip in, e¢ither, 1
said Fisher T. Fish, with a chuckle.
glad to sce Lnn&' done in.”

" Yes, rather.’

“ But woren't

guess.™
“ 1 reckon they'll bo
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““ Hallo, hallo, halla! There"s Highcliffa!™

A big brake rolled in at the gates of Greyfriars, The erowd
of fellows seated in it wore easily recognisable as Ponsonby &
Co., of Higheliffe. Ponsonby & Co., as usual, had their noscs
very high in the air. Repeated lickings at cricket and fooi-
ball never had the effect of bringing down their noses to a
normai level, Ponsoaby's manner was alwave that of a
fellow who condescended to play out of good nature towards
aa jnsgnificant team, and it was a manner that made the
Greviriars fellows extromely ratty. They would have eut the
fixture with Higheliffe off their list aliogether but for the
fact that Highcliffe would have conclu that they woere
afraid, and would have crowed without end on the subject.

" We're a little late, dear boy.," Ponsoaby drawled.  Pray
BROWS 1Y,

“ Had to slop for refreshments an the way,” Gadsbhy ex-
plained. *“Just a cigarette or two, that was all”

“Wo knew vou chaps wouldn't mind waiting a few
minutes,” said Vavasour.

“0h, all vight!” said Bulstrode shortly.

“0Of all the howling idiots ! murmured Bol Chorry  to
Nugent. “ A ecigarebte or twa just before playing footbail !
Where will their wind bet"

Nugent chuckled.

“ Wa shall wipe them out aven more casiiy than usuzl,
that's all,” he said.

“ ¥es, rather—the silly asses!”

Vavasour was looking very pale, probably the resalt of the
cigarette or two. Gadsby ila{f a sickly lock, and so did two
ov three others in the team. Ponsonby, the captain, looked
the most fit of all, and certainly he had more sense than the
others. The Higheliffo fellows prided themselves chiefly upon
being extremely up-to-date and doggish, but it was very
probable that on thia cecasion their doggishness would cost
them dear, It scemed to the Greyfriars fellows incredible
that anybody should be duffer enough to smole just before
playing footer. But there was evidently no folly that the gay
dogs of Higheliffe were not capablo of,

Bulstrode and Ponsonby tossed for cheice of goal, and
Tonsonby had the best of it, and chose a goal. The sun waa
somewhat in the faces of the Greririars team, giving a con-
siderable advantage to Highclitffe, But Bulstrode's team did
not eare.  They wore quite confident. Indeed, after looking
over the Higheliffe crowd, Bulstrode would have been willing
to risk o match with two players shore.

Greyfriars kicked off as Coker's whistle rang out. Coker,
of the Fifth, was referee, having eraciously consented to

recognise the existenc: of the Lower Fourth for that
OCEAS1OT,
Bob Cherry chuckled as the mateh started. He was think-

g of the afterncon’s detention, and wondering how Mr.
Lang was getting on in the top box-room. He was evidently
still there, as the Remove had seen nothing of him.

But therc was no time now to think of Hubert Lang, He
and his detention wore dismissed from the minds of the
Bemove footballers as they sailed into the game.

FPonsonby & Co. soon had reason to regret that cigarette or
itwo on the road to Greyfriars,

The Remove footballera walked all over them, so to speals,
and two or three of the Hifhcliffa fellows, all the time, were
panting and gns%i‘ng ingtead of running.  Vavasour especially
was a pitiable object, G

Within five minutes of the start, the Greyifriars centre-
forward put the ball into the net, and there was a roar From
the crowd of juniors round the feld.

“Goal '

* Bravo, Wharten "'

“(zoal! Hurrah For Groyfriars !

That was only the start. Before the fivst half had finished,
three more goals were added to the lisl, to the ecredit of
Linley, Leigh, and Russell. Then the teams went off for
the bricf interval, the home team chuckling, and the visitors
looking as black as thunder.

Fonaonby was in a savage temper.

“If you msses don't buck up, we shall be licked to the
wide, the worst licking we've ever had,” he growled, ** Four
goals to nil already ! Pahk!"

“The ata are so rough !” said Vavasour. * That beast
Cherry pushed me off the ball quite roughly, you lknow. I
woa quite startled.”

““ Oh, rats !

" Look here, Pon—=""

“You'll have to buck up,"” growled Ponsonbv., “Wa
haven’t come hers to be wallied over by these cads. And if
I over sce you smoking bofore a match again, Vav., I'll alier
the shape of your nose for you."

* Look here—"

“Oh, shut up! Time's up 1"

And the Highclitffians turned out somewhat disconsolately
to the second half. The crowd of juniors groeted them with
grina, Highelifte football siways umusoﬁ the Groviriars
fellows, coupled as it was with an airy assumption of
punperiority,
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Higheliffe did * buck up ™ a little in the second half, and
succeaded in scoring a couple of goals. Bub three more fell
to Greyfriars, and by the time tha whistle went at the end of
play, the toral was Greyfriars seven, Highclifie two. High-
cliffe were beaten to the wide.

The juniors cheered the victory, and laughed as much as
they chwered, as thev zaw the scowls upon the faces of Pon-
sonhy & Co. The Higheliffe fellows did not pretend to take
their licking pood-humouredly, Thoy mbunted into their

rake with sullen faces and drove away in grim silence.

They left the Remove lavghing.

‘ Beaten hollow ! sald b Cherry, with much satisfac-
ﬁu:lr. “ My hat!  What faces they made about the thing,
too "

“1 guess they'd have been pleased to have had a wire
scrafching the match, instead 1" grinned Fisher T. 1%1-h.

** Ha, ha, ha!”

Harry Wharton became grave

“It's & guarter-past four,” he said, “and Lang's still in
the box-room.'

i Hfm !"J‘

* Who's going to let him out?”

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Faclog the Music.

HE [ootball match was over, and Higheliffe had been
defeated, and sent bootless home. 1at much was to
the pood. Now 13 was & guestion of facing the music.
The juniors were not afraid of the consequences of what

they had done, but they were serious encugh about it. It
was & sevious matter, and it seemed more serious to them now
than it had seemed at first. It is frequently the case that the
true recklessness of a rveckless action is not realised till too
late.  Locking a Form-master up and dedging detention
might be very great fun, and might be guite justifiable from
the Remove pomt of view. But now was the time to pay the

p!|':fr.
‘ho was to let Mr. Lang out?
him? What would happen?

“ Well, it's got to be done,” said Harry Wharton reso-
lutely. *'T locked him in, and I'll let him out."

“ Better toss up for it,’” said Russell. * The chap who lots
him out will get the first edwe of his tzmper,'”

“ I puess s

“I'm captain of the Remove,” smid Bulstrode.
place to do it, and I'll do it.”"

What was to be saul to

“ 1y oy

‘* Faith, and ve're right!” said Micky Desmond, “ Lave
it to Bulstrode "

And Bulstrode walked off to the School Heuse.

The rest of the juniors followed him slowly. The nearer

the time came for facing the music, the more serious thay
felt the matter to be. What would the Head say, if M
Lang brought him into the matter? And surely he would!
Ilubert Lang would be too furious to think of anything but
punishing his rebellious I'orm _in the most severc manner
possible,  There might be a fogging all round, or fellows
might be expelled. No ome could tell. The Removites were
in & grave state of mind, and feeling very uneasy. And thair
dislike of their new master augmented in proportion to their
Uneasiness.

Bulstrode asconded the box-room stairs.  The rest of the
Form went into the Formi-room. Now that the foolball
mateh was over, they were willing to go in for their detantion,
They waited there for what would trenspire.  Bulstrode
reachod the door of the top box-voom, and unlocked it

There was 3 movement within, The door was flung open
immediately after the key clicked, and Jr. Lang appeared in
view, a ‘‘ Horace " in his hand, and an angry Hush upon his
face. He fixed his eves upon Bulstrode.

“ Ah, 1t 12 you!" he exelaimed.

T YH‘S, ﬂ-il'.”

“ You have desided, after all, to reloase me™

“ ¥Yes, sir."

* Were you a party to locking me up here, Bulstrode?

*Yes, sir; we all were™

Mr. Lang ground his teath.

“Do you mean to say that it was a plot of the whele
Form®™' he exclaimed.

Y We were all in it, sir,”” said Bulstrode guistly.

“ And—and yvou dare to own it to me?”

“We don’t want to tell any lies about it, sir.”

Mr. Lang breathed hard through his nose, It was evidently
as much as he could do to keep his hands off the junior, but
he was trying to control hims.uilf_

* Was Bunter in this plot, Bulstrode ¥

# No, sir; we made use of himy, that was all.™

“THE OUTLAWS OF THE SCHOOL]” %.ERANE Ricmamps
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“ Very well. ¥You may go, Bunter. Go into the Form-
veoin, - Bulirode, nng wait for me there”

“ Yes, ir."

Bulstrode went down. His face was gloomy enough as he
‘went into {he Remove Formeroom., The juniors all looked
at hin.

* Well, what™ the verdiet " asked Bob Cherry.

“* Lang is comming down."

“Ts his ratty 7" asked Russell

* Frightlully.”'

* What's he iqning to do?"

** Blessed if 1 know."

Harry Wharton shrugged his shoulders.

* Let him do what he likes!” he. exclaimed. ** We're all
standing together in this, and whatever he chooses to do, we
cen stand it. Hanp himn 1"

* Yas, haug himn—with pleasure ! =aid ¥rank Nugent.
¥ After all, it's all kis own fault: and he can't get a whole
Form expelled. And even if it turns out to be a flogging all
round, we can stand i

“ Oh,"” said Skinmer, ““can we? Look here, we weren't
all i tlns, vou kmow. Lots of follows in the Form had
Eﬂthing te do with it—myzeli, for oné—and ™ Bnocop, add
Stott—"'

" Oh, shut up Skinnee !

* Yoz, bul—"

Wk I':'r&, u!‘ !11

My dear fellow,” said Mauloverer, ™ we st all stand
and fall topather "

* Oh, bosh!” said Sneop.
be flogged, anyway!”

“ Bhat up " eaid Dulstrode.

“ave I exclaimed Bob Cherry. *f llere lie comes!™

The Form-room door enened and Mr. Lang entored. His
face was pale and set with deadly anger. The Remove had
sometines seen sheir old master, Mr. Quelel, look very angry,
but they had never seen an expression like that upon his
face. Tt gave them a cold feeling all over to sec it,

Theve was trouble, serious trouble, ahead, for all the fellows
wlio had been concerned in the locking up of the Remove-
traster,

‘Mr. Lang went to iz desk, and faced the Bemove.
was & dead silence in the Forme-room.
heard to drop.

“ Boys!" said Mr. Lang, in a quiet and penetrating voice.
“Boys, I have been treated in an outrageous 1hanher by
certain meamhbers of this Form. 1 do not know how many of
them have been concerned in the matter, but 1 shall ascertain,
I have been lecked op in 8 Lox-room, to which 1 was decoved
by a-trick, While I was there, as I have since learned, a
football mateh was played by this Form.”

Silence !

* T eall upon all the boys who were concerned in the matter
10 step out hefore the class!" suid Mr, Lang.

Harry Wharton & Co. rose to their feet and walked out.
Many other fellows followed them. Only bhalf a
dozen of the Remove remained in their seats,

Mr., Lang looked surprised.

Ile had certainly not expected to sce the whole Form own
up to the delinguency in this manner—practically the whole
of tha Remave.

“P'm jolly well not geing to

) ; There
A pin might have been

“Very well. You may go, Bunter. Go into the Form-
You have scted in an utterly uutra\?enus_manner, and you
deserve to be expelled from the school,” said Mr. Lang. " H
I could find out the ringleader, I should certainly have him
expelled ; but [ suppose that it iz wseless to expect to get tie
truth from you.”

IMarry Wharton flushed angrily. ]

“ Tt 1z useless to expect us to betray & comrade, sir,” he
exclaimed hotly.

‘ Bilenca, Wharton. As you all confess yourselves equally
ouilty, you will all be punished in the same way. Each of
you wilf} be caned severcly.' i .

The juniors listened breathlessly, Was My, Lang going to
take them befors the Head? At Greyfriars the mesters had
the power of the cane, but only the headmaster could
administer Aoggings. Not that the juniors minded a Bogging
much more I,Eun a caning. But they did not want to pet
into disgrace with the Head. Thay liked and respected Lh.
Locke, and they would have been very sorry to deo.anythin
to forfeit his good opinion. Bo long as Mr. Lang dealt witd
tlhem himself, they chd not care so much,

DBut mm this matter, as it happened, their inclinations were
the same as Mr. Lang’s. 'Iﬁje angry master had thougld
at first of a flogging all round, and two or three expulsions.
But he had taﬁen a little time to veflect, and he rvealised
that it would make an exceedingly bad impression upon the
Head, if, on the second day he was at Greviriars, he sené in
neatly every member of his Form to be flogged. The Head
wasg, indeed, likely to form the opinion that & master who
wanted his whole Form flogged on his second day at tho
school, was hardly capable of managing a Form at all. And
in that the Head would certain]y have been quite vight; and
Mpe. Lang dimly realized it. He realized, too, that the less
ho drew: the-Head into the troubles of his Forme-room, the
better it would be for himself.

In the deep silénce of the Forme-room, Mr. Loang's voice
went on sharply. and cuttingly.

“1 ghall eane each of you most severely, besinning at the
top of the Farm,  Balstrade, come heve 1™

Bulstrode's jaw set squarely, and he walked up with 2 fimn
stepr to bake ez punishment.

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER,
Llcked.

B LANG took a cane from his desk, and stepped for-
ward. Bulsirode foced him, with a hard and degpged
expression upon his face.  His look showed his
thoughts—thot he was being punished unjustly, but

was prepared to endure it with fortitude. The rest of the

fellows, looking on, bhad much the same expression. That
was not at all the impression Mr. Lang wished to produce
upon the Remove. He was a just man, though a weak amd
inexpérienced one, and he wanted the delinquents to realise
that they deserved their punishment.

‘' Hold out your hand, Bulstrode.”

The captain of the Remove held it out.

** Befora I punish you,” said Mr. Lang, in a milder voice,

“I should hike you te =ay, Bulstrode, that you realise the

seriousness of what you have been guilty of.”
_Dulstrode

silent.

¥

was dogged!y

He glanced over them with r
n steely eye.

“Boys!  Were all of you
parties to this outrage¥’’ he
asked. ;

Y VYes, sir!™ replied the
Mntors, 1n chorus.

**Have you any excuse to
offer for your conduct? You |
sneak, Bulstrode, as you ure |
captain of the Form.”

“ Yes, sir, 11 think we've
an excuse,” said Bulstrade.

*“1 shall be pleazed to hear
i, zald Mr. Iang satirically.

“Yos, sire. We had to play
that muateh with Higlwlliﬂ‘ﬂ,
or they would bave crowed
over us. 1'% been a fixture
for a loag time. Mr. Quelch |
would never have detained us
this afterncon, under the cir-
cumstances, sir. That's our
excuse.'”

“Weo think it's a good one,
sir,” said Bob Cherry.

“Have you anvihing maore
to 5%}’ i asked Mr. Lang.

i oy gir." L—-Wﬁ
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“Are you sorry for what
you have done, Bulstrode **
} “ No, sir”

There was & murmur of ap-
proval from the Remove, Bul-
strode had plenty of courege,
at all events,

Mr., Lang frowned.

“I1 am sorry to hear you
say that, Bulstrode,” he raid.
“You have been rebellious,
disobedient, disrespectful.”

“ Tt waen't our fault, sie.™

“ Thal is the zame as s&:irin%
fhat 1t was mine ! exelnime:
Mr. Lang angrily. Y1 will
woste no more words upon
you, you chstinate boy [''

Lash!

The cane rame stingingly
down, and Bulstrode winced
as it lazhed across his palm.
He received six strokes, on
gither hend alternately, and
he was white with pain by the
tima the infliction ceased. But
he had uttered no ery. He

ORDER
EARLY !




r poyamy Che M?ﬂ & PRNRY, 15_]
- =T =
. i i
E '.!If .--""ﬂf
— i
) gz i Al K
y 7 //{ff:/ E“r " "
- fl r
- 2y 8 X i
4 s i
T
J! | I

_—

g

i —
Sy

—

AR

“Who's golng to back me up ? " exciaimed Bob Cherry. * Hands wp'!® I will for one,” sald Harry Wharten,
holding up his hand. *“ And I,”” chimed in Nugent, and Bull, and Mauleverer together.
was a general shout and raising of hands then. The Remove had made up their minds,

“And1!" *Andl1l”
{Ses Chapter 7.)

it

endured the castigation with dogged fortitude, and when it
was over he retired without & word.

“ Whatton !

Harry Wharton came forward, and tock his punishment.
He took it as quietly gz Bulstrode had teken his.

“Lherry I

And so on it went, junior after junior, till Mr. Lang’s
arm must have Leen aching with exertion, though his blows
did not diminish in force. ~ L

The last of the eulprits retired, and 3Mr Lang, breathing
very deeply, laid the cane on the desk.

Some of the juniors had excleimed with pain, but most
of them took it with set teeth and silence. 'Their bitter anger
and indighiation could be read in their faces. Mr. Lang
glanced over the Form.

“"The matter 18 now ended,’” he said. “ 1 shall not reporct
vour conduct, at present at all events, to vour headmaster,
I trust that, after this lesson, I shall have no more insolence
from my Form, and that we shall get on better.”

El"'fea; that's likely—I don’t think!” murmured Bob
Ierry.

You may go now!” said Mr. Lang, ‘' The Form is
dizsmissed !"

The Remove filed ont.
Mr. Lang hingered in the Form-room, with a dissatisfied
expression upon his face as soon as be was alone, He wanted
to be on good ferme with his Form; he wanted the boys to
like him. He was evidently not going the right way to
work to efiect his purpoee; yvet he could not sco where ho
was wrong. He was wrong in being obstinate, hasty, and
ateong, and in failing to understand, or trying to under-
Trr Macrer LisrarYy.—No, 159
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stand, the boys he had taken charge of. He could not see thot
He would doubtless learn in time, but there would be ®
great denl of trouble “for him ‘before he poined sufhicient
experience to save him from such blunders as he had siready
committed. . 1

His present view was that his Form were entirely in the
wrong, and that they were a sct of unruly and unreasonable
fellows, whom only severity could bring to their senses. Yet
Mr. Queleh had ruled the same Form without a&verll{:_}', and
weaa liked by hiz boys, who had never even thought of treat-
ing him with disrespect. If Mr. La.nj;fv had known that, ho
might have realised that part of the failure, at least, must
lie in himself. ) . e

Mr. Prout, the master of the Fifth Form, looked into tho
jt'uum. There was a curious expression upon Mr. FProut's

ACE.

“ No trouble with your Form, I hope, Mr. Lang?" he
remarked. .

Mr. Lang started out of a gloomy reverie.

“Why do vou ask " he said, rather tartly.

The Fifth Form-master bit his lip. He had spoken
kindly enough, with the natural desire of an older mnaster
to help a younger one, and a new-comer, if it was in his
power to da so. He could have given Mr, i.ang a great deal
of advice that would have been very good for him. But Mr,
Lang was evidoently not the kind of gentleman to give advice
ta.

“T have just seen your Form in the passage, that is all,”
he replied.” “They looked as if there had been a general
punishment.”

“ That ia the case.”
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. " ¥ou will find the Remove rather an unruly Form, T am
afraid,” said Mr. Proul. “But the boys are very well
intentiored, if treated with tect.”

it IﬂdEEd irr
“Yes, indeed!” rotorted Mr. Prout. beginning to got
sngry. ' But I see that you do not require suy advice from

me, Mr. Lang. As an older man, alnost old enourh to be
your father, I should have been glad to give you woy little
assistance I could.”

“Thank you, I am not in need of assistance!” said Me.
Lau%,. “I think I know how to rmanzze my own Form

“Very good!"” said Mr. Prout. ‘1t is permitted, I sup-
pose, for me to remark that Mr, Quelch managed them
without caning the whole Form on a half-holiday "'

And with that Parthian zhot, Mr. Prout withdrew.

“ What an insufferable voung puppy that fellow Lang iz 1"
Mr. Prout confided to Mr. Capper, the master of the Upper
Fourth, over his tea-table. “He had the confounded i.:-
peciinence to snub me-—me, sir 1

Mr, Capper smiled.

“ He has snubbed me, too,”" he replied; “and [ hear that
he is already on the worst possible terms with all the prefeets,
He 12 o roung man with ideas of his own—mostly mistaken
Onas.

“1 agree with you. I shall certainly not speak another
word to him,"” satd Me. Prout. “I am not accustomed to
impertinence from younz men "

“And T shall leave him severely alone,” said the Fourth
Form-master,

Mr. Lung left the Remove Form-room, and went slowly
down the passage. The door of the junior common-room was
open in the distance, and a sound of buzzing voices eame
from it. That the juniors were disoussing their grievances,
and probably planning vengeance, it was easy for Mr. Lang

o guess.

He walked towards the junior-room. His footfall,
whether intentionally or by chance, was very light. He
reached the open door of the common-room without anybody
within the room knowing that he was there. * Bob Cherry's
voice was rased above the others, and Mr. Lang heard it
quite distinctly.

“I think we ought to get level with the rotter somehow "

“Hear, hear !

Mr. Lang strode into the room. his face searlet with rage.

Thare was n sudden hush as he came in.

o My hat!” murmured Bob Chorry, “The beast must
have heard-me! Oh!™

*Cheery ! thundered Mr, Lang.

" Yes, sir 1

“How dare you refer to your Form-master in thosa
terms 7'

Bob luoked at him steadily. Mr. Lang, in his haste, had
given the junior the advantage, and Bob used it without
mercy.

1 dide't know vou were listening at the door, sir,” he
said, very distinetiv.

Mr. Lang turned quite pale.

_ “l'_fherr_:;! How—how dare vou saly such a thing ! he
Ea.ntniﬂ. ‘How dare you imply that I was listoning at the
oor |

**You heard what T said, sir, didn’t you "

'I was eoming in, and—and 4
"We generally hear people comin
air, quite a In::-nﬁ way off I'"" said Bob Cherry,

SBome of the Remove grinned. One of the most objection-
abla things about Mr. La was that he had shown a
tendoney to move about quietly, and hear things spoken un-
guardedly that were not intended for his ears,

:;;.'Jh-erlr:r! You are insolent! As for the expression vou
wsed—-"*

“ What expression, sir 7"

" You remember perfeetly well the expression you used,
Cherry !

“But I don’t see why vou should thinlk I was referring to
you, sir,”’ said Bob Cherry, with calm daliberation. * \i‘h
ai_‘iuﬁlid ¥ou fancy that you were the rotter I was spealking of,
Bir *

There was a chuckle from somewhero.
hiz hands,

" Were vou spegking of me, or were you not, Cherry 1"
he demanded.

“Well, sir, as a matter of fact, 1 was, but T didn’t know
you wera listening, sir, and 1 never guessed that vou'd
recognise the deseription as your own, even if you were
listoning at the door, sir.”

Mr. Enng’a face was scarlet, and the Remove were all
grinning.

“ Cherry, take two hundred lines!"

“Yes, sir. Thank you, sir !I”

Mr. Lang reticed from the reoom. Too late he realised
that he would have done much better not to have entered
it.

down that passame,

Mr. Lang clenched
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Sent to Coventry.
T H lir‘ll'l-
0 gz
“Groo ™

“Yow!"

Hemarks of this kind were audible in the junior-room for
a long time. The caning had been severe, and the unhappy
Removites rubbed and squeezed their hands, and twisted
themselves into all sorts of inelegant attitudes to alleviate
the pain, but without mueh success.

Mr. Lang was not an athlete, but he had a strong arm
when it came fo laving on the cane.

“The beast " said Lord Mauleverer.
how I can stand this, my dear fellows.
unpleasant !

“Go hon ! grinned Bob Cherry. ,

“1t's rotten ! said Harry Wharton. * The cad ought to
be made to sit up somcnow! We can't take this lving
down !

*Rather not!™ .

S What are we gﬁing to doi" groaned John Bull, wetting
his palms and rubbink them. “% should like to scalp hiwm,
but it's not allowed "

* Ha, ha, ha!™
F_"'hI guess we'd lvneh him over there!” prunted Fisher T,

izh.

Wharton's eyes were gleaming.

fl‘dM_v opinion is that he ought to be sent te Coventry,” he
anid,

There was a general exclamation of surprise, )

Fellows had certainly been sent to Coventry at Grevfiriars,
and o most unpleasant time they had had of it while it
lusted ; but the ides of sending a Forni-master to Coventry
wis something now,

“0h, don't talk out of the back of vour lead!" growled
Bolsover.

Wharton took no notice of the bully of the Remove.

“I mean it, vou fellows,” he said. “Lang has got his
cara up, and he moans to ride rough-shod over us.  We
can’t lynch him, as Fish suggests, and we can't ask him
into the gym. and dust hita down, But we can offer passive
resistance. We can send the rotter to (loventry. don't
scé why a master can't be sent to Coventry. As a matter
of fact, the prefects have sent him to Cloventry already. I
noticed that Courtney wouldn’t say ‘Good-morning ! to
lim in the hall this morning.”

“ By Jove!" said Nugent. “ If we could worlk it

I don't see why we couldn’t. Bending o chap to Coventry
iz simply not speaking to him, not taking any notice of hia
presence, and not recognising his existence in any way. Wa
can da that with a master as casily as with a kid. Of course,
in lessons we shall have to relax it a little, but only just
enough to give him nc excuse for punishing us. And all
other communication between us will cease. We're not
bound to say ‘ Good-morning !" to a Form-maoster unless wa
choose, ™

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“We're not bound to do anything but learn onr lessons.
We can make him look an utter ass before all Greyfriars if
we like,"” said Wharton, his eves sparkling as the ides grow
in hi§ mind, '° A master being sent to Coventry by his Form
-=why, it's enough to get the fellow laughed out of the
school |

“Tt's a ripping wheeze " exclaimed Leigh. " There's
only one thing—he may toke it as checle, and cane us™

“Well, if he does, he'll soon get tired of caning us.”

1 expeet we shall got tired first," said Hazeldene, with a
grimace, :

“We can stand it

“1 odon’t see it smid Bkinner, who was looking quite
comiortable, nobt having been caned in the Form-rovin. * [
Jdon’t like whaclkings, for one.”

Wharton turned upon him with Rashing eyes

“¥ou deserted the Form just now,” he said—*vou and
Snooap and Stotk, and two or three more, sneaked cut of the
caning, instead of standing up for the Form, like decent
fellows! But if we decide on sending Lang to Coventry,
yvou won't be allowed to sneak. You'll stand by the Form, or
you'll got a Form licking all round, and that will be a bit
worse than anvthing you'd get from Lang.™

“ ¥es, rather,” said Bulstrode. “I think it's a ripping
idea, and all the Form have got to stand by it. You hear
that, Skinner?"”

“That'a all very well—"" began Skinnor.

“ Exactly ! Now shut up !’

The scheme of sending the Remove-master to Coventry
was caught up at onece.  The veory novelty of the ides
a‘ppealod to the juniors. Tt was such a thorough way of
“getting their own back,” and it scomed as if it woas 2 way
that the master could not resist. e would look ridiculous

“1 really don't see
The pain is most

1%
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if he punished the bors for omitting to say ** Good-morning 1"
T -afterncon ! But, while it was a method of
vengeance that the master could not punish without exposin
himzelf to ridicule, it was likely to FI;e g telling method aﬁ
the same. Mer, Lungl: evidently desired, above all things, to
he treated with profound respect, if not reverence, by his
Form. And it was exactly upon that tender spot that the
Remove were going to hit him herd.

“When are wo going fo begin' asked Tom Brown.

“No time like the present,” said Wharton cheerfully.
“Let's all have tea in Hall, instead of having tea in our
studies, Lang will take the head of the Remove table, and
we can start on him at once,”

* Good egp 1™

“*Hear, hear !

And the juniovs, as soon as the tea-bell rang, marched into
the dining-room, nearly the whole of the Hemove turnin
up. As a rule the juniors, when they had any funds, hnﬁ
tea in their own studies, and tea in Hall was boycotted—
it was not quite so tasty a meal as the jumiors could prepare
for themselves mn their own quarters. Buot in the present
mstance it was a case of making a sacrifice for tho sake of
avenging the Form. Mr. Hubert Long was nt the head of
the table, and he was to be the victim.

Ho came like a lamb to tha slaughter, as it were.
Lang had recovered his good-humonr, and
& good impression upon his Form b
bygones were bygones, and that he did not bear any malico
ut all. He was going to act just as if nothing had happened.
_ But he forgot one circumstance, and that was that he had
mflicted the injury, not received it. It was easy enough for
him to resolve to bury in oblivion what had happened in
the Form-room; it was not so easy for the juniors, whoss
hands were still smarting. They did not intend to let
Fy&trncs bo bygones until the accounts had been squared a
ittle,

Mr. Lang beamed upon his class with & kind smile. He
was gomng to be very genjal that tea-tune, and he was
gratified to see so many of the Form come in. He knew
that, as a rule, half the Form had their tea in their studies.

Heo smiled genially, Nobody smiled back. The juniors
sat down and fixed their eyes upon their plates.

Mr. Lang was a little trken aback.

“ Good-evening, my boys!” he said pleasantly.
glad to see 0 many of you in to tea.”

silence,

“Ten,’” resumed Mr. Lang, “should be a sociable meal;
and I consider it infinitely better to hove tea topether like
this, than to have it separately in little rooms. T hope that
while T am at Greyfriars my Form will always come EEI’E to
tea. "

No reply.

Mr. Lang coloured & litile.

“Da you not think so, Wharton®" he asked.

Hurry did not look up.

“ Wharton I

Silence,

Mv. Lang's face fushed very red.

“ Wharton '* he exclaimed again.

Bilence,

“ Wharton, T order you to reply to me.”

‘Then Harry Wharton raized his eyes from his plate. He
¢id not intend to put himself in the wrong by disobeying
an order of the Form-master.

“Yes, sir?’ he said most respect fully.

“Why did yon not reply to m¢ before, Wharton ™

**1 had nothing to say, sir.’”

“It was impertinent not te rveply when I spoke to you,
Wharton.”

* Indeed, sir?"

“You will take fifty lines.®

“What for, sic?’

“For impertinence 1" exclaimed Mr, Tang angeily.

“ Very well, sir."

“And now, as you have chosen to be silent, vou may
1emain so. Do not let me hear you speak agsin during tea-
time, or you shall be caned.™

Whaorton closed his lips.

My, Lang, who was feeling and looking very irvitaled,
turned to Nugent, wha was nearest to him on tho other side
of the table. Frank Nugont as a rule was sunny and cheer-
ful, and ready to chat with anybody. But just now there
was & grim and forbidding expression wpon his handsome
{raLf:e. and his eyes were fixed upon his plate with a siony
glure.

“ Do you usvally have your tea in IHall, Nugent®#® asked
My, Lang agreeably,

Nugent did not speak.

" I‘fugent, I addressed you."

Br.
he meant to make
showing them that

;:1 a1

Silence.
* Will jj":ru answer me, Nugenl®”
Frank looked up.

* Do you order me to do so, sir?™ he asked.
“Yes, certainly "
Pae Maisxer Lierary.—No. 139,
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“Very well, sir. No, T do nol as a rule have my tea in
Hall; as a rule I have my tea in my study, sir,” said Nugent,
In ‘e recitative, smg-song voice, as if he were repeating a
lesgon,

There was & chuckle somewhere along the table, instantly
supprossed,

A glenm of anger came into Mr. Lang’s eves.

“ You must not answer nie Jike that, Nugent.”

“WNo, mir.”

“I suppose,’ said Mr. Lang, turning his glance upon
Bulstrode, the captuin of the Form—'" I suppose thiz is whet
vou call a rag, is 1t not ¥’

Bulstrode did not reply. He seemed to be very intenk
vpon munching thick bread-and.butter, and as asll his at-
tention was taken up by it he had none lelt to bestow upon
the Remove-master. ) i

Mr. Lang l’&-’i:lpﬁﬂ the table with his knuckles sharply.

“ Bulstrode ! he jerked out.

Silence.

* Bulstrode 1" )

The Remove captain started, and looked away from s
bread-and-butter.

“ Did you address me, sir?”

" VYes, Bulstrode. 1 undersiand that
a trick—what you wounld call a rag,’
claimed angrily.

“Po you, sh?

T Yﬂ_”

“Very well, siv.”

“T ghall not allow anything of thia sort,””. said the Remove
master, broathing hard. 1 repeat, I shall not permit it.”

" No, gir.”!

“ You will cense this impertinence at once.”

“What impertinence, siei"”’

* ¥ou understand very well what I mean.”

Bulstrade did not reply. Neither did anyone else. Mp
Lang opened his lips to speak again, but closed them with-
out any words coming forth. For the moment he felt hope-
less to deal with the Remove; and tea was over, and the
Form walked out of the dining-room without ancther word
being exchanped hetween master and pupils.

anll

ou boys have planned
the Form-master ex-

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Cut by His Form.

R. LANG came up the stairs into the Bemove passage.
There wers lights vnder the doors of the studies,
and some of the doors were open. The Remove
were nearly all in their quarters, busy with their

preparation. -

The master of tha Lower Fourth paused as he came info
the passage, and hesitated. There were voices proceeding
from No. 1 Study, and the door of that study was wide open.
But Mr. Lang did not listen. Perhaps it had dawned upon
him, after Bob Cherry’s plain speaking, that it was an in-
judicious thing to do; and perhaps he had come to realise
that it was mean. At all events, he walked to the study
and entered.

Harry Wharton and Frank Nugent, to whom the study
l‘miuﬂgl‘fd, were there, chatting in & pause of their work,
They knew the ¥Form-master’s step, and did not look round
a3 he came in. Apart from other grievances, they were an-
noyed at his entering without knocking, The masters ai
{;rireyfriarﬂ glwoys knocked at study doors before cpening
them.

“Yos, we gave them a jolly good licking, there's no doubt
about that,” Frank Nugent was saving. And he went on
calmly end unconseiously, as if Mr. Lang were a_ thousand
rniles away: **I don't think Highcliffe will do much crowing
on the subject of footer for some time to come—eh "

“ Quite 50, said Harry. * It was about the biggest licking
we've ever given them——"

“Wharton ! said Mr. Lang, who was hesitating very
awkwardly just inside the stady. _

“And they won't get over it in a hurry,” said Wharton
sorenely. ** Ponsonby was the only one of the crowd who
put up anything like 2 game-—-"

“ Wharton 1"

“ YVavasour was the worst of the lof; but that was dne
ro his smoking on the way over, the silly ass! Did you ever
liear of such a shricking duffer?”

" Wharton g

“T dare say he's heen pretty well ragged by Pon for it,”
Wharton went on, taking not the shghtest notice of Mr.,
Luang’s presence. ' Under the circumstances— Ok

Mr. Lang seiced the junior by the shoulder and shook him.

*Halle! Legpo! Chuck it!

" Wharton, answer me !
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* Clortainly, sir. ]

“ Do vou mean to say that you did not hear me spenking
to you Defore?' almost shouted Mr. Tang.

Y1 don't mean bo say anything, sw."’

“ Wharton!"

‘1 have nothing to say, sir,”” said Harry. * You ﬂnuh’lu_‘t
cxpreot ug to know that you were i the study, sir, as you did
not knock."

Lir. Lang bit his lip. . . o

“1 ¢do not consider that necessary in entering & junor
atudy ! he exclaimed.

Wharton was silent.

* Do vou hear me, Wharton®”

“ Yos, spr”

“Lhen why do you nat veply

“1 have nothing to say, siv.” \

“ Dges that moan,”™ said bMr. Lapg, in o very concentralen
voice- - does that mean, Wharton, that you do not 1.!-'1%!1
to speak to vour Form-mosier anless you are ordered to?”

" Yom, s

“You dare to tell me =07

“You asked nue, sir”

“Phis is a scheme—a rag—a blan of vours to revenee vouor-
gelves for vour very just punishrent tosday, 1 presume’”

No roply.

“ Answer mo, Wharton.” .

“3%What do you want me to say, sie?”

“ 1= Lhis a scheme on the part of the Rowove?

“Yes =ir."”

“You--you darce y

“T am Dound to answer you truthfally, siv, if T answer von
at &ll,” said Harry Wharton, “ I hope vou do not wish me
to tell you untruths, air?"’

Mr. Lang nearly choked.

“Wharton, how dare you! I-—I-I hardly know how to
deal with you!" said Mr. Lang. “ T came up here to speak
to you in o friendly way-—te tell you that, in my opinion.
thare should be good fecling Letween a Form-master and liz
Form., This is the way vou have received me.”

Wharton was silent. .

“1 pan see that concessions are useless,” said M. Lang—
who had, indeed, not made ony concessiens. 1 shall he
aevere, as that appears to be the only mothed of dealing with
gou. Take a hundred lines, Whavton.™

“Yeos, air”

“ Nugent!"” . .

Frank Nugent had his eyes fxed upon his Latin grammar.
Mever had s Latin grammar scemed so intensely interesting
to Nugent. His eyes seemed to be unable to leave 1t, and
apparently he could not ¢ven hear Mr. Lang speak, let alone
hecd him. "

“ Mugent!”' shouted Mr. Lang.

#0Oh, ves, siv!”

H Answer moe!'

“ Yes, sir.”

“1 have had encugh of this impertinence!
enough! Nugent, take two hundred lines!”

“* Yeos, sir."

Mr. '[.rpan:'-‘ stamped out of the study. He was a very youngy
man, and had not yet learned to control his temper. The
twa_k{iuniﬂrs exchanged a prin, and woent quietly on with their
work.

The new master had ridden the Remove hard, but it beguan
to look as if the Remove would suceeed in keeping their enl
up, sfter all y : .

Mr. Lang paused in the passage to recover himself a little.
Than he went to tha door of the second stndy, No. 2, belong-
ing to Bulstrode, Hazeldene, and Tom Brown. He knocked
at tII'}E door betore opening it, having already learned a lesson
at INo. 1.

Bulstrode, ITazel, and Brown were all there, and they saw
the Form-master the moment he opencd the door, as was
evident from the fact that the sound of voices ceased in-
stantly, and the three juniors became engrossed in their
books.

Tom Brown plunged inte a Latin grammar, Hazel into &
Camsar, and Bulst caught up Horace, and hegan to study
him, in hiz haste holding the volume upside down. Horace
ia a difficult enough subject at any time, and upside down he
quite baffled Bulstrede, but the eaptain of the Remove kopt
his eyes fixed intently upon the page.

Mr. Lang looked at them, :mdp‘:}mn.['hpd hard through his
nose. The attitude of the three juniors showed that thew
wors all in the game. The Form-master coughed, but it did
not make the juniors look away from rheir books. Never
wera three such intent readers scen within the walls of Grey-
friars before.

" Bulstrode 1" rapped out My, Lang.

* Mecrnas stavis,” murmured DBulatrcds.

“ Bulatrode "

“Oh! Yes, s=ir.”

Tie Macwer Lirpany.—No. 188,
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* Ah, you are studyinz ITorace, T see!"" said Mr. Long. as
gemally as he conld.  ** That, I believe, is the first baok.”

Na reply.

“Ts that the first bosk of Horace's Odes, Bulatrode ™

T Y{'$. Si.!'..”

“ He is my favourite author,” said Mr. Lone, with a smiln,
“ Tf you would care for it. Bulsirode, I shonld be very pleased

to give you any aid vou required i stwdyies that  gueesk
author.™

Na answer,

“Would vou Hke me to help yoa, Bulsteod: T

Stlenee.

“Answer me ab onoge, Bolstroad"

Y Cerininly, sie, No, zhel”

By, Lang bit his lip.

“This is inzolence, Dulstrads

“ 0Oh, zr!"

“Take a hundred Hnes™

“Thank svon, =ir."

“ Iazeldene ™

“Yos, sin," zaid [azeldene.

H%ery mood, T osee that rou gre not oo paste b this

wretched scheme for teeating your Pormentsioe with ime-
pertinence, azeldone '
Hazel did not speak.
“ What book are you reading now, Hazeidene?
Na answer,
= Hazeldene,™
' Yes, s
“ Answer moe at once '™
“ Julivs Ceesar, sie'”
“Ah! You like Cwsar™
“ Ko, sir."
“1azeldene! Come, yvou must let me point out some of
H‘}m h:f:‘::.ltirs of Cmsar te vou—the clear, direet zrvle,
s
Y Exeuse me, sin,” said Fazeldene, very respectfully, * but
this isn't lesson time, siv, Mo Quelch never made us study
in tho evenings, siv, outside prep.”
By, Lang set his lips.
“I was not regarcding this in the light of a lesson, Iazel-
dene; 1 was going to affond vou instruciion and pleasure com-
bined, But if yvon do net carve for i1 —""
Hazeldene was silent.
“ Do you cave for it exclaimed Mr. Lang, raising his
S,
“ Na, s
T see that vou are as insolent a2z the rest," anid My, Lang.
“You will take a hundred lines, Hazeldene, and bring them
to me to-morrow tea-time!”
“What for, siet"
* For impertinence. "
“ But—but iz it impertinence not to want extea tuition in
the evenings, sir?" asked Hazeldene, with great innocense,
“As a rule, sir, we don't have extra buition unless we're
poing in for exams.. siv, and I'm not going in for any examas.,
siv. And, besides, & fellow never has to have extra tuition, sir,
unless he hikes; it's a rule heve for a chap to ask for iv if he
wants it at all, s And—""
“ Bilenee, Hozeldene !
“Yory well, siv. but—"
“Take twa hundred lines, IMazoldens.”
“ What for, sir?"
“ImpertinenceI'" roared Mr. Lang.
tonewe, or I will cane vow as well 277
“ But, sir—""
* Three hundred lines!’ said Mr. Lane anzeily, and ha
;:flnt out of the study and closed the door afier him with a
an,
Tﬁo thres juniors grinmed at one another. They were the
richer by hundreds of lines, but that really did not matter,
for in Lheir campaign against the new master they expected
te have more lines imp upon them than they could
ﬂnssihljr write out, and so 1t was of very litle consequence

ow they piled up. That was another lesson My, Lang had
to learn. that too heavy punishments defeat their own ri.jm-l:

Mr. Lang paused next at Skinner's study. Skinner, Snoop.
and Stott were in that study, and they all looked round with
agreeable smiles a3 the Form-master came 1o, Thwo or thren
fellows were in the passage, and they stopped outside
Bkinner's study to look on.  If the cads of the Remove did
not ‘“plary up,” there was punishment awaiting them from
their Form-fellows.

Skinner cought sight of John Bull and Beb Cherry and
Mark Linlﬁg in the passaze, and he folt very uneasy.  Boe-

1.\
d ]

F

“ Now, hold vour

tween hiz desire to keep on good terms with the Form-
master, and his fear of vengeance from the Remove, he was
in a decidedly awkward situation,
““Ah, my boys, and how are you gotting on with your
prep,. " asked Mr. Lang, in the most genial moanner possibla.
“YVery well, zir,”” zaid Skinner.
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John Bull shook his fist at him from the passage. Skinner

retended not to see him. e canme round to close the door,

t Bob Choarry put his foot in the way.

“* No, you don't!"” ho muvimured,

“ Look here, Cherry——"'

Mr. Lang looked round, and frowned.

“ Cherry—"

Bob Cherry vanished, and Skinner closed the door. But
he did not feel very comfortable in s mind., e knew that
the Eemave would bo ready for him when Mr, left the
study, and he was right. Mr. Lang chatted vory pleasantly
to the cads of the Remove, and they answered him eheer-
fully enough, and the Form-master lefy the study very much
cheered up by the talk, and fecling that he walld get on very
well with gliﬂ Form after all.  But as soon as his footsteps had
died away downstairs, S8kinner’s door was opened again, wnd
Skinner knew that the time of trouble had come.

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
A Lesson for Blacklegs!

OB CHERRY had called up the Remove  Nearly the
whole Form crowded round the deor of Skinner's study,
and Skinner and Btott and Snoop locked very much
alarmed. They would have felt so nice and comfort-

able in their minds if it had been possible to run with the
hare and hunt with the hounds, but that, unfortunately, was
not possible for them,

They had either to throw in their lot with the Form or to
throw in their -lot with the Form-muster, and cither choice
meant discomfort in one way or the cother., But as they
looked at the threatening faces of the juniors outside the
study, it dawned upon them that it would have been wiser
to throw 1n their lot with the Form.

Bob Cherry, and Bulstrode, and Wharton, and Nugent, and
John Bull, and soveral more of the leaders of the Form came
in. The other fellows crowded in the
deorway and the passage with grim
faces.  SBkinner turned a sickly =mile
upon his visitors, Stoit sat and stared
at them grimly, and Snocop sneaked into

Da
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ﬂel]ing juniors rang down the Remove passaze, antid roars of

ughter from the raggers,

“There!" panted DBulstrode, at last. 1 think that
something like & lesson. 1 wonder if they've had cnoagh.”

““Ha, ha, ha!" roarcd Bob Cherry. “Ilave voun had
cnough, Skinny ™

* ¥arooh 1"

' Have you had cnough, Snoopey ™

“Yowp!”

“ How do you feel, Stotr?”

" Groo!™

The three blacklegs sat up disconsolately, smothered with
ink and dust, amid the wreek of their study. The rapgers
crowded out, sstisfied with their vengeance.  Bob Cherry
shook an admuni}nr? finger at the miscrable three.
. " Mind,"” he said, ** you've gob to back vp the Form. This
is mild compared with what vou will get if vou play the
trator agaif.*?

“Groo—oh! QOw!

“Are you going to back us up in sending Lang to
Coventry 7"

YOw! Yes"

" No moro blacklegging ¥

“¥Yow—no!"

“Good! Mind you stick to that."

CUavel” came a sudden warning from the passage,
{Ihn uniors melted away.
.

e, Lang was comung up the stairs two at o time. The
din in the emove passage had reached his ears at lnst, and
he was hurrying upon the scene, The passags was empty by

the time he reached it, however,
studics and epparently hard at work.

The Remove-master glanced along the pastage, and saw
an overturned choir half-way in Skinner's doorwsy, and a

stream of ink on the linolenm.  That

the juniors all being in the

showed him whero the trouble was, and
he came running along the passage,

He stopped at 8kinner's doorway, and
stared into the study in blank amaze-

T

a corner, beginning to whimper already, ment,
You cads!” said Bulstrode. 6 TH E “Good  heavens!" he  exclaimed.
“You've been crawling up to Lang !” “What has happened 7"
We—we haven't[” said Skinuner, The inky a.ndl dishevelled trio gazed at

" We-—we had to answer him, you know.
You can't let o Form-master jaw with-
out answering him, can you?"

“Youlll have to learn how, then,”
sa1d Bulstrode. * Lang's sent to Coven-
try, and he's going to stay there, and
no chap in the Remove iz going to speak
to him excepting when specially orderad
1o speal:. That was the agreement.™

“That's all very well, but I didn't
azree to it, and—-"’

“You can't stand out from the Form,
a5 I warned you. You've got to stand
m, and if you don’'t want to you'll be ragged till you do
want to. Mind, you've gol to toe the line along with the
rest of us 1"

* Look here, Bulstrode—"'"

" We're all of the same mind," said Harry Wharton, " We
don’t want any blessed blucklegs poing behind our backs when
wo ro on strike”

““Ha, ha, ha "

“We don’t want any sneaks spoiling the game,” said Bob
Cherry., “ I dare say there were n fow more wealk-kneed
rotters in the Form whe would like to erawl to the master,
and gpoil the whole wheeze. It is our duty to male an
oxamplo of these three cads™

* Hear, hear !

“I guess you're right on the nail”

** Look here—"" bogan Skinner, in alarm.

" Collar them " exclaimed Bulstrode,

And the three * blacklegs' wera collared.

They did not resist. It was not of much use trying to
resist the whole Form. Many hands grasped them, and they
wore whirled over, and bumped on the floor, and three Ioud
vells rang through tho study,

“Dhv! ow! Yow!”

““Ha, ha, ha!"”

Then the avengers sct to work in earnest. The table was
pushed over Bkinner, and he was flooded with books and
papers and ink., The bookcase was turned out, and the ash-
pan emptied over the three rascals, and Nugent, having found
& large bottle of ink, drew the cork, and scattered the con-
tents over them with wide sweeps of the bottle.

Skinner & Co. roared and velled. They made a frantic
attempt to dash from the study, and were prompily collaved
and hurled back.

‘The room was wrecked.

The din of overturning furniture and breaking glass and
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him without speaking. 'The lesson they
had had, had not been lost upon them.
They knew that keen ears were listening
at the other study doors to ascertsin
whether there was any mare treachery,

“Bkinner, answer me !

Oy 17

" Explain to me at once, Skinner, how
your study came to be in this state. [
insist upon an immediate explanation !
cxclaimed Mre. Lang,

il j_____.I_I_”

. “What has hoppencd here ¥

“It'z afl right, =ir.”

“ What do you mean, Skinner? Tt does not look all ripght.
Has your study been wrecked in this manner by youwr Form-
fellows 1°°

Silence.

“ Answer me, Skinner " thundered Mr. Lang.

“ Oh, sir [

“ Who did thiz to your study ™

“ B-3-3ome of the fellows, sir. It’s—it’s all vight: we den't
complain, sir,”’ stammered Skinner.  ** It was only o rag, =iy
1t’z all right.”

“I demand the names immediately of the rageers.”

No answor.

. " Tell me the names of all the boys who were concerned
m this cutrage, Skinner,” exclrimed Mr. Lang angrily. "I
shall severely punish all of them.™

Only too gladly Skinner would have given him the names,
if he had dared. He would have beon extremely plonsed o
see the raggers punished severaly. DBut he feared the
vengeance of the Remove too much.

“It's all night, sir,”" he muttered.

“The names—immediately I

“1 c.cocan’t, =ir."

“Eﬁkﬂ ﬁ".';? hundred lines, Skinner,” thundered Mr. Lang.

“Oh, sir!

“ Btott, give me the names of the boys concerned in this
nnprecedented, this  unheard-of outrage,” excloiimed the
Remove-master.

“1 c.cecan't, sir,” stammered Stott.

“Take five hundred lines. Snoop, give meo the names.™

* Oh, sir! I—1—"

“1 order you to give me the names at once, Snoop.”
“1 e-c-can’t, sir.” :
“Take five hundred lines.”

And Mr, Lang stamped from the study. He went down
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the passage with a face erimszon with angoer. Ile folt baffied
and beaten on all sides. The three cads of the Remove
groangd. They had fifteen hundred lines betweeon them, as
woell a3 3 wrecked stady. Truly, they woulld have done hettor
to buack up the Romove in the campaign against the uwn-
popilar new master.

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
Open War!

H. LANG saw lichts eut for the Remave that night,
instead of Courtney. ITe was still dispensing with
the serviers of the prefects, and the prefects were
letting him severely alone. AMr. Lang was lookin

very clouded, and he did not attempt any geniahty towards
hiz Form. Ho was beginning to learn how it would be
rfﬂe}?iw.d, But as he turned towards the door, he said pood-
Tl ng.

here was ne reply [rom the Remove. They did not
appear to Lear him, Mr. Lang turned back towards the
Form with a very flushed face, and a glitter in his eves.
His tem}’mr waa I:n:l.ian sorely tried.

" Good-night, boys ! he sabd, very distinetly.

Silenee.

“1 cannol allow this insolence,” spid the Fovm-mastor,
breathing hard.  ** If you cannot observe the commonest rules
of courtesy, I shall punizh you all.””

Silence,

.U Bvery boy in this dormitary will take fve hundred lines,
1:} ad[..-.l-:]tmn to the impositions already given out,” shouted
L FE1SF .

“0h, dear!™” cxclaimed Billy Bunter.

* Bhut up, Buntor I

“1 say, you fellows, T can’t do five hurdied lines, you
know. It's impossible. Upon the whole, I'ta going to suy
good-night. Goed-night, sip!”

[T l’:" .!!l

“YWorm 1"

“ Blacklep !"'

* Silenee ' shouted Mr. Lane furiously. ' You have acted
qu|fﬂ_|arﬂ]]‘13nz-rtz.r, Bunter, and [ will not allow svou to be
berrorised by the others.™

“Thank you, sir. I zav, you fellows—""

“Cad I shouted the junicrs.

“ Bilenes M

 Rotter V7

“Worm !

' Bneak 1"

Mr. Lang clenched his fists. Dut he was powerless o stay
the storin.  He had given out so many lines that it was useless
to give out more. The juniors could never write out so
many as they had received. There was nothing for it but
to fetch up a cane and lay about him. And that was a very
desperate step to take.

X Y Boys! Silence! I will cane overy boy in the dormi-
lu'.ll_l"'i"'_—'”

“¥ah I

Y Cad ™

“ Boeak I

The Remove bawled ont the words in chorus. Mr. Lang
ruzhed ouk of the room to fetch & cane.

Bob Cherry bounded osut of bed, and shut the door of the
dormitory, and jammed the back of 2 chair under the lock.
The door eould not be opened now from the outside with
anything short of a battering-ram.

“ Now, then, have Bunter out!”

Juniors were already clawing the Owl of the Remove out
of bed. Billy Bunter was shrieking with terror.

“Ow, ow! Leggo! Stop! Yow! Look here, T didn't
mean to sa¥ good-night to the beast; I--T only meant 1o sny
go and cat coke, at was what T really meant. Qw 1™
" Bomp!

‘}'}'ﬂ’amu{; ™ b .

umgy, bump, bump!

"Gﬁqm-nnhn!ll Crw ! FIli".!ﬂ'tl!"

Bump, bump!

The handle of the door ratiled. Mr. Lang had returned.
There was a sounding crack as he smote the door furiously
with his cane.

% ‘; Open this door immediately !'' he shouted theough the key-

e

Mhere wos a vell of defiance. Safe behind the secured door,
the junicrs were not in the least inclined to obhev. Bunter
was dragged to _ihe door, and Bulstrode held up a leather
belt over him. PBunter blinked at the belt in torrar.

“MNow,"” said Bulstrode, * you said good-night to the cad,
when we had all agreed to send him to Coventey.”

HOw! T didn't! It wasn’t me!” howled Bunter, T
I think it was Wharton ; his voice is very like mine, and --—"

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“* And—and I really meant to say go and ecat coke, you
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kanow, or go and fry vour face in lard,” gmoaned Bunler.
I did really, you know., Ow!"”

“Yory well,” said Bulstrode, ““say it now.”

1] ]Eh l:-FT

#Bay it now. Lang's on the other side of the door, and
he ecan hear you,'" said Bulstrode primly. * Say that to
him now, or IT'll lather you. Mind, we mean bizoey! Fvery
chap who goes back on the Form gets it in the neck. Say
that to him now, or I'll cut the skin off your fat carcase,”

Bunter writhed in the grasp of half a dozen Hemovites,
But there was nd ezcape for him.

“I—T say, yvou [fellows—"" he panted.

“Are yvou guing to do as you're told, Bunter?”

“I—I can’t! You see, he'll o for me to-morrow, and -—-—
Yarcoh !

Whaek! The Isather belt came down across DBunter's
pyjamas, and he gave a wild yell that woke every ccho in
the Remove dormitory. Bulstrode was certainly in deadly
carnpest.  He swung the belt in the air again,

H Now, then, are you geoing to——"

“I—T11 say it!

Hllold on!” shrieked Bunter. :
gir—1-—I say, sir, you can go and—and eat coke, sir!l
can go and fry your face n larvd, siv] Ohl"

“ Ha, ha, ha!”

“ Bunter " Mpr. Lang’s voice came back ihmui’;h the key-
hole, sounding suffocated with wrath. 1 shall cane you
severaly for that 1Y

YTt wasn't me, sir! Ow! Yow! ¥ah1™

Bunter went rolling along the floor, with several iect help-
ing him in his progress. The Remove had given him his
lesson, and thev were done with him. Qutside in the passage
Mr. Latg was hammering on the door. But he could not
move it. In case of any insubordination on the part of the
Form, he had removed the key from the lock. But the door
wus just as fash asg if it had been locked. .

He hamunered upon the pancls, and thrashed the wood with
hiz cane, unavailingly. He was bafiled; he could not get
into the dormitory again unlesz the juniors chose to open the
daor.  And that, !?"I.'igﬂntl:'i, they did not chooso to do.

“PRod!" said Iarry Wharton calmly., *‘ Let's go to bed,
and he can hammer there as long as ha likes. It's no business
of ours.'’

““Ha, ha, ha!" y :

The Remove turned in, and Wharton switched off the ligit.
Hammer, hammer, haramer came Mr., Lang's furipus hlows
upon the door; bui there was no notice taken from within.
The juniors left him to tire himself out. At the worst, lo
could only cane them in the morning; and as he certainly
intended to cane them if he obtamed an entrance, there was
nothing to lose by keeping him out.

Mr. ?,ung desisted at last. Red with rage, he rushed down-
stairs in sparch of assistance. He found a group of prefrets
in the passage. The din bhad drawn them cut of their studics,
but they did not intend to interferc. | The Remove-master
camt up to them pan:i:g. and they affected not to see him.

“Wingate ! exclaimed Mr. Lang breathleasly.

The captoin of Greyirars gave him a look. ‘

“The Remove have fastened the door of the dormitory,™
said Mr. Lang. “I require assistance to get it open.”

“Indecd I

“71 eall upon the prefects to help me!™

Wingate looked him steadily in the face. y

“Yaon have told the prefects that vou don’t want fheir
help, and insulted them quite cnough over it,” he said.
T am head prefect, and I decline to help you. If the other
fellows are n{} my opinion, they will follow my example.™

“ 1 certainly shall, for one!” said Courtney.

*And I"" said North,

The othor prefects were silent, but it was clear that they
meant to stand by Wingate. . .

Toven Loder, who generally backed up egainst the eaptain
when he had an opportunity, felt that it would neot do lo
act against the general feeling of the Bixth. Mr., Lang was
baffed. He had certainly refused help from the prefects
rudely enough on more than one occasion, and he could not
be surprised at the attitnde they took. Butb it was decidedly
awkward for him, under the circumstances.

“ YVopy well" he said, bLetween his teeth, I shall not
forget this." B 2 :

"1 don't want you to forget it, sir. You cannot insult na
one minute, and ask for our aid the next; it's net cricket.”

“1 shall complain of this to the Head, Wingate”™

“T'm quite ready to explain matters to Dr. Locke, sir, if
vou care o carry it to him,” =aid the Greviriars captain
firmly.

Mr. Lang turned away., What fo do he had no idea. To
allow the Renove to kesp on as they had begun Re?meﬁ itii-
posaible: it would surely be the end of ell authority m lus
Form-room. :

He tapped at the door of Mr. Prout’s study, and cntered.
Tt dawned upon him that, after all, he was a young and
inexperienced master, and thut the advice of an older head

I sav,
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‘But_he did not find My, Prout in
The Fifth Form-master had not forgotion
fone on the occasion of their fast talk

might be useful to him.
s genial humounr,
My. Lang's high
together.

He pglanced coldly enough at the Remove-master as he
entered. ile knew that there was some disturbance goin
on in the Remove, but he did not inderfere. His cold :‘mﬁ
steady look somwewhat disconcerted Mr. Lang,

“Can I speak to you for a minute?” the yeung master
exclaimed hurriedly.

** Most cectainly, siv!” said M. Proui, with elaborate
politeness.  * Pray take g seat.”

The Remove-master did not do s,  1e
agitated to sit down.

“My Form have fasicned the door of
against me.” he snid.
advize me?"

"I dare say T could,” said Mr. DProut debiberately, * but
[ do not intend to do so. You treated me with rudeness
when I proffered my advice on onc cecasion, and I have no
mtention of offering i o second time.”

Mr. Lang bit his lip.

“Very well I he said.

lle turned on his heel and quitted the study. Ile
hesitated in the passago for two or three minutes, and then
he went to his own voom. The matter was impossible to
deal with, and he did not return to the Remove dormitory.
The jumors remained andisturbed, and vengeance slept
titl morning—and =0 Jid the Remove.

was far too

sier : e dormitory
“Lnder the circumsfances, can you

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.
Trouble in the Form-room.

at the sound of the rising-bell, wondering what was

to happen when they went down, To refuse to open

the dormitory door ut the direct order of their Form.
master was an act, certainly, of the most Mugrant dis-
chedience.  But they were nol sorry for 3. Mr. Lang had
started the trouble, and they were keeping it up. That was
how they looked at it. And most of the Remove wera
prepared to “stand the racket,” as Fisher T, Fish expressed
it. And thoso who were afraid were more afraid of the rest
of the Form than of the Form-master,

Mr. Lang's face was very thunderous at the breakfast.
table. He did not speak a word to his Form until they wera
in the Form-room for first lesson. Then he took a cane from
H‘w desk and held it in his hand while he addressed the

PINOVE.

“ Last night,” he said, *the dormitory door was fastened,
and you refused to epen it at my order. I shall cane every
boy in the Form for that act of rebellion. You will come up
to my desk in turn, beginning with the head boy of the
Form."

The Remove did not stir.

“ Any forther insubordination,” said Mr. Lang, vecy dis-
tinetly, " will be referred to the Iead to be dealt with.
You can take vour choice of being caned by me or fogged
by Dr. Locke.'®

Bulstrode set the example of walking up to the desk. If the
Head were called in, the Remove would have to talke their
pumshment. They knew that Mr. Lang did not want to
call the IHead in, but if they refused to be caned he would
have no other resource. And they did not want De. Locke
to be mixed up in the trouble.

Mr. Lang caned the whole Fom in turn, az he had dona
the previous day. The juniors bore it with forlitude for the
most part.  That was where Mr, Lang came in, as Bob
Cherry expressed it. He could cane them as much as he
liked. They had various means of getting their own back,
and they did not mean to neglect one of them. The Form
and the Form-master were at open warfare now, and it wus
a case of no quarter on either zide.

At all events, the caning took up the whole of the {ime
usually devoted to frst lesson, and the Remove scored there.
Mr. Lung went on with second lesson, which happened to bo
geography. But he found that passive resistance on the
part of his Form had a very stultifying ¢ffect upon givin
mstruction. The boyz replied to him when they had to, an
they replied just sufficiently to give him nmo exepse for
punishing them. But their answers were mostly very wide
of the mark. If Mr. Lang had belicved them genuine, he
would certainly have thought himself in charpe of the
stupidest Form in any school in the country. DBut he did not
believe them. He knew that they intended to send him to
Coventry, and that when they were forced to sprak they
deliberately affected ignorance, °

When Bob Cherry stated ihat Pekin was the capital of

Russia, Mr. Lang lost his patience. Ile called Bob Cherry
TeE Macwer Lisrary.—No. 1
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aut before the class. Bob walked out with his hands in his
pockets. Mr. Lang fastened a withering glance upon him.
. Y Cherry, take vour hands out o wour  pockets
unmediately 1™

Hob teok them out.

* Now, Cherry, you have stated that Pekin is ihe capital
of Russia.*

Tok did nal reply.

* Answer me, (‘herry 1™

£ Y@E, E!IT’..”

* Do yvou rveally believe that Pekin is the capital of Russia ?
I ordar vou to reply !

“ Mo, s

*Then why did you make such an answer—such an absurd
answer., Cherey *™

Bob Cherry looked at the ceiling, and then at the floor,
and then at the window, as if in search of inspiration. He
did not reply. Apparently the inspiration was lacking,

“Cherry, answer me at once ! exclaimed Mr. Lang.
* Yon, #ir.”

4 rhs

dxplain your ridicnlous answer!

“Is it ridiculous, sir®”

* Are you not aware that it is ridiculous, Cherry 7"

Y You s

" Then why did you make it *"

* Far fun, sir.*

The Remove gasped.  Bob Cherry certainly was cool.  The
Form-master could secarcely believe his ears. He lad
insisted upon a reply, and now he had had it. DBut he was
not satisfied—perhaps naturally.

“You-—you dara to tell me that yeu make fun of vour
master in the Form-room ¥ he exclaimed, in choking tones.

Bolby Cherry did nat spealk.

** Answer me at once, Cherry !*

e YEE, aip ™ ,

Y You—you admit it? You have the unparalleled audacity
to admit it, Cherry "

" ¥Yoes, sir"

“ Boy, hold out your hand 1" ;

Bob Cherry held out his kand. He took the caning with-
out o word, and went back to his place. Mr. Lang looked ut
him as he sat squeezing his hands, his face pale but hard.

“Cherry, what is the capital of Ruossia 7"

“ Pekin, sir.”

* What !

* Pekin.”

“ Btand out hero, Cherry !

Bob Cherry came out aguin, The Formemaster tovk a
hard grip on the cane. He was almost beside himself with
rage,

ETh[s 1 <dehiberate insolence, Cherry 17

“Yoes, s

“You—you certainly could moi have itreated your lask
Form-master in this manner, Cherey ™ said Mr. Lavg, rather
unfortunately.

“Our last Torm-maszter wasn't a bully, sir,” said Bob
Cherry, very distinetly.

* Hear, hear I shouted two or three voices,

“ Stlence ! Cherry, do you tmean to hint that--that—--
Boy! Insolent boy! Hold out your hand ™

l{ﬂb Cherry put his hands behind him.

“ Cherry, do you intend to disobey me

Y Yes, sie”

“What—what!” Mr. Lang could harcdly credit his
hearing. * What—what did vou say, Cherry ¥

“ Yes, sir.”

“Hold out your hand " thundered the Remove.oraster.

Bob Cherry did not speak and he did not move. Ounly hia
steady blue oyes met the furiaps glance of the Form-master,

hard as stecl.

“"Very well,”™ said Mr. Tang chokingly. T shall take
you in to the Headmaster, Cherry, and you will be flogeed.”

“Wery welll” said Bob Cherry. * And when Dr. Loelko
sees my hands, sir, how they're swollen and blistered, he'll
know how you've been treatng us. Pm oready.”

Mr. Lang started,

For a full minute he stoed nonplussed, and then he painted
ta the form Bob had left.

o back to your place!” he said, harshly.

Bob Cherry went without a word.

Mr. Lang did not usze the cawe again thal morning. but
impositions flew about as thick as hail. When the Farm
wers dismissed after morning lessons were over, Harry
Wharten computed that, as a total, vvery fellow in 4he
Remaove had an average of two thousand lines to do. And
as it was itnpossible to do so many the juniors decided {o do
none at all.
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THE SEYENTEENTH CHAPTER.

Maoy Lines.

~ ITAVE made o mistale!™
I Alr. Lang muttered the words to Limself as he
paced in his study after achool was over that day.
The afternoon had been a repoetition of the morning.
Tines hind fallen thick as leaves in Vallombrosa, as Feande
Nugent expressed it poetically. And as the Remove were
already laden up 11.-{1_!]1 hnes, &0 to rpenk, the matter was
becoming comie. Mr. Lang realised, himself, vhat he had
given out more impositions than could possibly be done.  lie
could hardly cane his Form again. ﬁn folt that the eanc
had been too much uzed already. To bring the delinguencies
of the Form before the Head was a resource: buat ir was
confessing that he coutld not manage the Bemove hy himaelf,
and that was what he did not wisli,. He was taking a Torm
at Greyfrinrs, as much as anything else, for experience, nxnd
he was to leave when Mr, Queleh returned, and hoped to get
Fn appointment at another school, with a stronz recom-
mendation from De. Locke, The doctor was not likely o
recommoend strongly o man whe bhad te admet that his Fornno
was m uproar amd muting before it hwd boen two davs
under his manzzement. -

Mre. Laong had another reazon, too.  He was a hind-hearted
mAan, hazry as he was, and he did not wizh fo get the juniors
inte froubde with the Head, He did net wish to see the
Remove logred. He was far kinder than hiz boys gave hin
credit for, as a matter of Tact, They had only scen the
unpleazant zide of his charneter; but thers was a2 pleasant
side, too, which e wished to show. e hind not left himself
an oppoertunity of showing i, and it was borne in upon his
mind, now that matters had come to this pass, that he had
made o mistake in his manner of dealivg with the Lower
Fourth.

“Tve made a mistake "
and agamm, pacing his slady.
13 Bhe question.”

It was mdeed a question, aml one thet Hubeet Lang could
nof answer.

His nfentions were eertainly good, bul how was he to
make the Remove gwderstand that ¥ How was he {0 remove
the bad nnpression e had alveady made? The juniors wern
m ne mood to grant him even a hearing now.  IF he were
kind and considerate and just, cven, they would probably
believe that they had rageed him into it.

What was he to <o to gain the good opinion of iz Form,
the confidenee of the prefects, the folerance of the other
mnsters?

It scomed that there was nothing Le could do. ITe had
made a bad beginming. and it looked as if he would have
to follow the smne path o the end.

There was a sudden noise in the passage, and loud shouts
of laughter. Mr. Lang stopped in his hurried pacing to and
fro, and listencd,

[Te mullered the words again
“Bat ow to veetify it—that

“* Ha, ha, ha!"”
N Wheel it on [™
“GEe it! Ha, ha, ha!™

The Remove-master’s brows wrinkled in a frown.

lHE retognised tho voices and the laurhior os hl:llunging {0
his Form, and he had no doubt that there wasz & Remove
jape m progress. VWas it directed against himself ! It was
only teo probable,

he notse 1o the passage was undoubtedly approaching his
study. There was a peculiar creaking sound as if a wheel-
barrow was being wheeled along and tramping of feet, amid
the shouts of laughter. Yot surely it was impossibla that a
barrow was being wheeled along the passage upon which the
masters’ studies opened.

Bump!

It was a heavy blow upon the door from the cutside.

Then came a sharp tap, and the door was epencd, and
a8 crowd of ilmiﬂm appeared in view.

John Bull and Bulstrode were wheeling s gardener's
barrow, recognisable as one that belonged to Gosling, the
achool porter. Juniors surrounded them, helping to push on
the barrow, and grinning and laughing.

Mr. Lang stared at the barrow in amazement., On it wore
%;\I'E*at piles of manuseript, seribled ¢ver on the top sheots,

‘hether the under sheets were wreitten on he could not see,
Thete were whole gquires of foolseap piled on the barrow,
and spread out to make as great o show as possible,

The juntors wheeled the barrow vight into the study. Tt
crashed against the doorposts as they wheeled it through,
but it came right in, and tho juniors halted, panting.

Mr. Lang stared blankly at them,

“* What—what—what doos this mean?' he panted.

¢ The lines, sir!"

* What !"’

“The lines, sir,” said Bulstrode. ‘' We Lad about two
thousand lines each, sir. That makes about eighty thousand
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for the whole of the Romove, sir. We couldn't carry the lot,
50 we borrowed Gaosling's barrow to wheel them in, sir!”

“*1 guess that’s the how of it, sir,” said Fish.

And the jusiors in:the passage roared.

** Ha, ha, ha !

Mr., Lang stared, too utterly taken aback to say anolher
word, or to move a hand. Bulstvode snd John Bull tippred
the barrow over, and the heaps of paper shot off it upon the
fleor, and Aonded Mr. Lang's study.

FPapers, in rolls and batches and sheets, flew over the study,
settling about it like a Aoclt of white bivds,

 Good—good heavens!" gasped Mre Lune

“uat you go!' said Bulasteode,

The wheetharrow crashed through the doorway again, and
Bob Cherry drew the door shut, My, Lang wos still standing
speschless, )

Amid vours of langhter, the wheelbarrow was trundled down
the passage. Mr. Prout, of the Fifth, came to the deor of
iz study and looked out,

“Goodness me! Wiat ave vou doing with that garden-
Barrow insids the House?' Le exclaimed.

" We had to have it, sir,” said Nugenr,

“Why? What for?" ;

“To cavry our Jines to M. Lang, siv”

“ Wowhat 1 '

“We had eighty thouzand lines to do, sip—-="

* Bless my sonl ™
U And we couldn’t carvy them all, siv, so we borrewed Gos.
ling’s barrow to take then inte Mr. Leng's study, siv,"” =aid
Mugent meokly, -

My Prout tried not to laugh; and he succeeded in shutting
the door of Lis study before he burst out.  But the juniovs
heard him cluckling bahind the clowed door.

The wheelbarrow wasz trundled out of the House, amid yells
of mevriment from juniors and seniors a3 woll,

Mr. Lang looked out of his study, and then elosed the door
again.  He was extremely angryv; and the sight of the scat-
tered sheets of paper upon hiy study Hoor made him angrier.
But what could he do?

More lines were impossible—ii would be farcical. Canings
he eould have inflicted, but theve Fad been enough canings.
Only bLringing the matter before the Head would have
brought the Remove to their senscs—even if that had done it
_ “The young rascals!” muttered Mr. Lans. * The—the
impertinent young rascals!”

e kicked the papers angrily away from his feot.

But a little later & smile broke out over his face. o had
a sense of humour, and the ridiculous joke appealed to it.

“The young rasenls! But perhaps I have been a litile
hard on them in some respects. At all ovents, the lings
shall be cancelled, and I will judoe what eifect lenicney lias
upon then.” \

Mr. Lang wrote & note, and took it out into the hall and
pinned it on the notice-board. A good many juniors saw hiin
do so, and as zoon as he wos gone back into '}ﬁs study thero
was o crowd round the board to vead what he had written.

“ The Hemove are excused all lines imposed to-day and
yesterday.—SBigned, H. Laxe, Form-master,”

The Removites burst into a general chuckle,

* Beared, by pum " exclaimed Fisher T. Fish.

“ Beaten to the wide!' said Nugent. * That's the frst
srmptom of surrender. Ie cvidently doesn’t like lines in
barrow-loads ™

“* Faith, and he's baten, the baste!™ said Micky Desmiond.
“Bure, and we'll make him sing small before long, my
darlings ™

1 think we're making him sing pretty small now,” said
Bulstrode. ' Old Queleh would have cut us to pieces before
le’d have surrendered like that.”

0 Quelch would never have got himszelf into such o
pickle,” said Harry Wharton, * He had too much sense to
drive his Form too hard.”

** Yes, that's sot”

“ The silly ass 1s begimning to put his ears down,”" =aid Bob
Cherry, “"and a little more experience of the delights of
being sent to Coventry will make him quite tame. In two
or three days he'll be tame snough to feed out of your hand.”

It was pretty clear that leniency cama too late. Mr Lang
had put it off too long, and the Remove were no longer in a
mum:}l to meet him half-way,

THE EIGHTEENTH CHAPTER.
In Peril!

HE next day was Saturday, a half-holiday at Greyfriars,
and the Bemove were plaving the Upper Fourth at
football in the aiternoon. The jumors mostly expected
that the afternocon would besinvaded by Mr. Lang. If

he wanted to hit them hard, he had only to detain them for
the afternoon, and the footer match would have to be aban-
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doned. They could nof hope to lock their Form-master up
in the box-room & second fime..

But they wers not detained. They worned their master all
through the morning, with all the worries they could devise.
But Mr. Lang was sinpularly patient.

Thdy were not given impositions, and they were not de-
tained, and they poured out of the Form-room after morning
lessons i high good-fiumour, and in a mood of the most com-
plete triumph and satisfaction.

“ Licked " saud Bulstrode. *f Licked to the wide!"

‘" Faith, and ye're right!"

Y Completely dished and done!™ said Bob Cheorry, * We've
famed him.”

It was natural that the juniors should think so. Mr. Lang
was, as & matier of fact, trying the effect of kindness upon
his pupils. He wished to see if he could win their hearts by
consideration. But he could not expect the Remove to under-
stand that. IHis kindness had not commenced until they had
eent him to Coventry; and it was only to be Expecw‘:{ thot
they would attribute it to their tactics. They were reducing
him to reason—that was the way they looked at it; and =0
far fvom thinking of abandoning their plan of campaign,
they omly determined to push it harder.

After dinner the juniors crowded down to the football-field,
and they found Mr. Lang following them there. They stared
at him pointedly. They had heard him declare more than
once that in his opinion footbell was a foolish and childish
gamw, to which too much attention was devoted at Grevfriars
and other schools; and they wondercd what he wanted on the
footer-ground. It was natural that they should suspect that
he came there to bother themn. How were they to guess that
their Form-master, after the previous attitude he bad faken
ujy, was trying to understand them, and to take an inferest
in their pursuits?

" You haove beautiful weather fov your match, Bulstrode,™
be remarked, with a genial nod to the captain of the Remove.

Bulstrode stared at him.

It had turned out a very hot afternoon,
with a biazing sun in a cloudless shy—a
real summer’s day in late awtumm. It
was a goud day for ericket, certainly, but
the heenest footballers at Greviriars were
growling at the lLeat.

“ Did you hear me speak, Bulstrodet

" Yes, air.”

“Is it not a fine afterncon '’

* 0Oh, yes, sir!™

" 1 hope you will enjoy your match.”

* I hope so, sir.”’

Mr., Lang paused, baffled. Bulstrode
confided to Ilarry Wharton, in a low
woire, that he firmly believed that the
Form-master had a sorew loose.

“'The utter idiot thinks we want a
blazing sunny day Ffor footer,” he sald.
“"He's mad! He must be

Harry Wharton laughed.

“ Looks to mo as if he's trying to be pleasant,” he said.

Bulstrode snorted.

‘' What's his little game, then? He's been jolly unpleasant
go far.”

 Turmng over o new leal,” said Nugent.. *° He's tired of
Coventry, I suppose. But we haven't done with him yet.,”

“ No fear !

Mr., Lang made several atiempls to exchange penial
rernarks with the juniors. But all of them failed. No one
would reply unless compelled to do so, and then the replies
had a brevity and directnesz that Lycurgus would have
praised highly, but which were by no means gratifying to
Hubert Lang.

The Remove-master walked off the ground presently, leav-
g the Remove and the Upper Fowth hotly engaged in
urging the fiying ball, as the poet cxpresses it. The juniors
mmp]gﬂte]}r forgot the existence of their obnoxious Form-
master for the next hour and a half.

They would have been surprised if they had known that
Mr. Lang was pacing by the river, on the towing-path along
the Bark, thinking over the problem of dealing with the
Remove; realising the mistake he had made in setting the
l:gt'-".-‘sthagaiﬁs.t him, and wondering how he could set matters
rizh

he Form-master threw himself down at last an the green-
gward by the river, under the shade of the trees, gazing out
with pensive cyes over the shining waters of the SBark. [His
favourite Horace dropped inte the grass beside him un-
hecded.

Faintly, from the distance, he could hear the shouts on the
playing-fields. Clearly on the wind came a roar from a hun-
vred throats,

" Goal ™ : _——

Then the shouting died into distant faintness apain.

Mr. Lang wondered.

Surely a game which could evoke such enthusiasm in young
and old was something more than a ** childish "' game, as he
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had termed it—something more than & game of marbles or
draughts, Wus it possible that he was wirong, and that a
sct of boys of fourteen and filteén were right? It was &
eomewhat humilieting reflection for the young Form-master.
And yet—-

A sound closer at hand caught his ears. It was a voice .
raised in bullying ftones—the voice of Bolsover, of the
Remove. Bolsover was not playing footer—he was too over-
bearing to bo played in the team, and too conceited to be
content to stand and look on. And the tone of his voice
showed that hie had another amuscment—a favourite one with
the bully of the Remove—that of ragging a weaker boy.

Bolsover was on the towing-path, not a dozen Eies from

g, who

the recumbent master, but he did not see Mr.

was quite hidden by the bushes. The other fellow with Bel-
zover was Cecil Lowgh, of the Roemove—a somewhat peculiar
and zensitive lad, & very easy victim for the hulﬁ. Mr.
Lang's fece grew pink with wrath as he heard Bolsover
ap_ea-:m%:l. Although he had certainly driven the Remove
with a hard hand, there was nothing the young master de-
tested go much as hu]l}'iﬂi

* You'll hand e that letter,” said Bolsover.

“ I'll do nothing of the sort,” said Leigh, in low, passionate
tones. What nght have you toe read o letter from my
father "

Balsover chuckled.

* I don't want to vead the bleseed letter,' he =mid. * But
I want to see the spelling. My dear chap, it's no good your
taking that tone. Didn't your pater come to Greyfriars the

other day and give you away? You are a ble impostor,
fnd lou{ _nmlxm isn't Leigh at all—it's Hopking 1"

ad E :”J. ur. r!‘!

“Rats! Who's going to make me shut up?’ grinned Bol-

sover. “ Hand me that letter, I tell you!
Ii you give me the trouble of taking it,
I'll take it by force, and read it out in
the Form-room to all the fellows. Do you.
hear, you beggarly son of a village inn-
keeper—"

Crash!

Leigh, crimson with rage, leaped at his
torinentor. Leigh had been a " swanker ™
in the Remove, and much ridicule had
fallen upon him since the truth had come
out about hiz people. He was very sen-
sitive about it, and Belsover, with & kind
of demoniac instinet, knew how he could
torture the weak-natured lad. But hia
lagt taunt had gone too far, and Lewgh,
gposded beyond prudenve, had sprung
straight at his enemy. His two fists came
crashing together intc PBolsover's face
with &ica'«r}r thud.

** Oh 117

The bully of the Remave recled back. Mr. Lang was just
sprmEmg] to his fect {o interfere, when Leigh leaped and
struck ; the Form-master was too late. Bolsover was standing
on the edge of the bank, at a peoint where it sloped down
abruptly to the Sark. He staggered on the verge, and M
Lung shouted to him in alarm,

“ Bolsover ! Take care!™

But it waz nseless. The burly Removite had overbalanced
himself on the stecp bank, and he went rolling heavily down
the slope.

Splash !

The water closed over Bolsover as he plunged headlong in,
angd bubbled and sang over the bully of the Remove.

Leigh stood transfixed,

He had meant to strike the bully down, to silence him,
somehow, anyhow; but he had not meant this! He gazed
i fixed horror at the water. They wevo cloge to the pool—
the dangerous pool which Greyfriars swimmers always
avoided. Mr. Lang dashed to the edge of the stecp bank,

Leigh eaught him by the arm,

“Btop! It's dangerous!™

The Form-master cast off his hold He tore off his hat and
coat, and waisteoat, and kicked off his boots, waiting for
Bolsaver to rise,

“Can he swim " ho agked, without turning his head from
tha water.

* 1 don't know."

. Doleover's head appeared s dozen yards out upon the shin-
Eg;dwhlrlmg water. Mr. Lang put his hands together, and
by

He disappeared into the river, and rose, and swam towards
Bolzover. Ile reached him in Jess than & minute: The bully
of the Remove had been under sgain and had risen, and
Mr. Lang's grasp fastened upon hira just as he was about to
sink for the third time. The burly fellow turned s white and
terriied face upon the master,
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“Oh! Bave me!” Lo gasped.

Mr Lang grasped him, and set Lis teeth. Tf Bolsover was
& swimmer, he was a very fechls one, and fear, and the whirl
ol the water, had overcome him. He lay helpless in the grasp
of the Form-master; only Mr. Lang’s hold held him back
frein death in the gleaming waters.

The Form-master supported him, and struggled towards the
bank. But in the deep pool was & whirl that came from deep
currents, and he was torn away towards the middle of the
stream.

_ Laeigh, watching from the bank, grew deadly white. For
1t was ploin to hig eyes that the Remove-master liad no chape
dgainat the current, and that unless help came, both e and
Fu.’snrm' were doomed. A shriek burst from Leigh's white
1p3.

Help 1™

“Ulelp !

Help !

THE NINETEENTH CHAPTER,
Three Cheers.

R. LANG fought hard against the current that whirled

Lim out to the gleaming centre of the pool. But le

fought in vain. Tho strongest swimmer 8o burdencd

might have failed. And the voung master was not «

strong swiummer. He was no athlete; great efforls soon ex-

havsted him. He hed plenty of courage, as eould oasily be

scen. but he had not the physical strength to back it up.  Flis

cyes ware growing dim and dizzy now, hiz beain was in o

whirl; lre tried to shout for help, but his tongue seemed ticd

with bands of iron. The water rowred over bis head and

Bolsover's, and he struggled to the surface again. But he
lknew that he was near the end

Yet he did not even think of releasing the hoavy burden
that wag dragging him to his doom,

He held on to Bolsover, who was unconscious now, and
fought on the losing fight. From the bank ¢ame Eeigh's wild
crieg, ringin shrilly through the trecs.

“Help! Help! Help!

Thers was a shout from the river, and a splash of oars.

¥ What’s the matter 7"’ shouted a voice from the boat.

Leigh gasped with relief. A boat with four seniors in it
was pulling towards the pool from the direction of Grevfriars,
"ﬂ’m_gate was atanding up in it, looking towards him. Leigh,
panfing, pointed out to the middie of the stream,

Wingate {ollowed his glance, and starroid as he zaw the two
heads just above the whirling water. They dipped under
even as he looked.

*Cood heavens! This wav, vou fellows.”

The oars flaw, In & few seconds the boat was upon the
spot, and Wingate, leaning over the punwale, grasped the
hair of the move-master  Courtney  seized hold of
Bolsover’s collar, and dragged him into the boat.

Mr. Lang gazed blindly at Wingate, as the latter held b,
He was too Far gone to recognise the caprain of Greyfriars.

“Help "' he murmured.

* Bafe now, sir.””

Wingate lifted the young man into the bout. In a couple
of minules they were ashore, and Mr. Lang and Bolsover
vwere laid in the grass, and the fellow: were trying artificiul
respiration to restore them. Bolsover was soon quite himeelf
again. His powerful frame was little affected.  But the more
delicate victim of the pool was a harder subjeci, Hui he
came to himself at last

Ha blinked queerly encugh nt Wingate.

“Ah! Isthe boy safe? he gasped.

“Bolsover! Oh, yes, h. : all vight, sie.” sand Wingate.
'fHuE'ﬂ walked back to the scheol. How do you feel now,
T

* Bomewhat weak,” murmured Mr Tang. * But [ shall
soon be all right."

“It waa plucky of you to go in for Bolsover, sir,' said
Wingate. * Leigh’s told me how it happened. There are
precious few fellows here who'd care to dive into the Pool.”

Mr. Lang smiled faintly

_‘:II could hardly seo the boy drown before my eves” ho
BAIQ.

“Well, no! And you ain’t a first-class swimmer, either, T
take it,'" the Greviriars vuptain remarked.

“Rather poor, I am afraid,” said My Lang ruefully. 1
fear that we should both have been drowned if your boat had
not come on tho scona*

“WNot much doubt about that, sir.' spid Wingate. *“* You
were at the last gasp. But—but it was splendid pluck o go
in, under the circumstances, sir, and—and I—I want to
pay—" The Greyfriars captain paused. He never was
much of 8 hand at talking., as he would have expressed it
himself, and he found it difficudt to go on. However, ho
made an cffort and plunged into it. *' I—T want to say, sir,
that—that I'm sorry for having been s bit—well, for having
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cut up rough about things. You arve a diffcrent kind of may
feom wlat [ fancied, and—and if 1 can back ¥ou up in any
way while you're at Geeviviars, sir, vou rcan depend on me. "

* Bame here,"” said Courtney, =

Mr. Lang amiled.

1 had already come to the concluston that [ had made a
mistake in the way [ started here,” he said. 1 am oaly tun
glad that you have given me an opportunity of saving su,
Wingate,”? N

And he shool hands with the captain of Greylriars. - Ten
minytes later the fellows in the Close were surprised to see
My, Lang, the t!n‘{}?pular master, coming in, leaning epon the
arm of George Wingate. They werc cvidently on the best
of terms; and Greyfrars, atter the first gasp of astonishment,
wanted to know all about it. And they gasped still more
when the story was told—cspecially the Remove. Mr. Lang
went up to his reom to change into dry elothes, and while
e was gone the Remove heard all about it. The footer
match was over, the Upper Fourth were beaten, and the
Remove had come off the field in high pood lumour Ther
Eifﬂpj,}' stared when they heard from Wingate what My, Lang
had done.

“M-my hat!" gasped Dol Cherry.
hero ™ '

"It was splendid,” said Harry Whavton, “I've been in
that Pool, and I know what it's ke, Amd for a rotten poor
swimmer Lo dive in——"

* Oh, 1t was ripping "

* Maith, and ye're right.”

" Bplendid ™

S0 should think it was splendid.” =aid Wingate. ™ Yon
kida ought te be proud of vowr Ferm-mmster. [ should re-
commend you to give lim e chance—there's more rood in
bim than moets the eve. A fellow asz plucky as that must be
pretty decent. Give him a chance."

And that the REemove resolved to do, To continue to send
g man fo Coventry, after he had jus* risked—and nearly lost—
hig life to save one of their Forin, was impossible. Besides,
his action had made them respeer him; and respect was the
beginning of estcem and liking.

Half an hour later Mr. Lang came downstaivs, looking
somewhat pale, but otherwise little the worse, He was met
at the foot of the stairs by a throng ?of juniors, mearly thae
whole of his Form. Ife looked et thewm in surprise, nnd
coloured u litfle, his exprossion showing Lthat he expected
JOIE new Jape,

Bulstrode stepped forward.

i ‘;’I’f you plessze, sir," ha waid, ¥ may ¥ spealk a few words,
sir ?

“ Certainly,” said Mr. Lang.

" We've heard about your saving UDelsovers life, s
Bolsover seoms to have brought it on himself by being a
bully and a cad; but it was splendid of vou, sir.  All the
school agrees thay it wus splendid of you, and—and we're a
deputation—""

" Bup=—""

A giddy deputation, sir.” said Bob Cherry. 1o explain
to you that wae're sorry wo dide't understand vou better,
gip-——'"

“That we didn't understand vour better at fivst, sie,”” want
on Harry Wharten, taking up the tale. **If we'd known
what a sflﬂndiﬂ chap you were, sir, wo—""

“We'd have stood all that vou did to us, sie,” pursued
John Bull, * and—""

* And wouldn’t have sent vou to Coventry, siv.” said Marl
Linley. " We're all sorry about tnat, sir, and we all beg
your pardon.”

“ That's it,” chimed in all the juniors topether, * We're
0TIy, &ir, and we bog yvour pardon.

Which was really very handsome of the Hemove, for ther
atill belisved that they were perfectly in the right in that
little dispute. Mr. Lang iried to speak, but for the moment
hs could not. There was a sugpicious moisture upon his eve-
lashes. The franlk, dircet words of the juniors had gone
straight to his heart—a kind and gencrous heart, in spite of
his httle faults of temper.

“ My dear, dear boys,”’ ke exclaimed nt last, 1 am ounly
too glad to be on better terms with my Form—only too glad !
If T have been too sevore with you, I am sovev! I trust that
wa shall pull together much better while I remain at Grey-
friars—in fact, I am surc we shall"

“ Yes, rather sic 1

“Thrae cheers for Me, Lang ! sang out Bob Cherry.

And the Remove gave thom with a will; and the Schonl
Houso rang with the harralis for the Form-master wno had
becn senk to Coventry |

“DBut he's a giddy

THE EXD.

(“THE QUTEAWSE OF THE SCHODL.!" ix the ille nf nezt weak's
tong, complets tele of Harry Wharton and Co. ol Greyfriars.}
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THE OPEKING CHAPTERS.

Wien Professor Hugley, the renowned American scientist,
starties the world by announcing that he is off to find the
North Pole in his wonderful air-craft, the Cloud King, there
is only one man who dares to enter the lists against%ﬂim o
hehalf of Old England, and that man is Ferrers Lord, the
famous milhonaire and inventor. Lord pits his wonderiul
subinarine, the Lord of the Deep, against the Cloud King
m the wnost amazing race the world haz even seen; the goal ia
the North Pole, and the prize of a million pounds!

The preliminaries ave scon settled, & judge 1s appointed to
accorzpany cach ¢f the competitors, and the preat race
COINTIOTRL0S,

With Ferrers Lord are Cling-Lung, Rupert Thurston, and
Gan-Waga, an HEskimo., while Hugley in accompanied hy
Mariara, a Cuban, and Estebian Gacchio, 2 huge negro. These
latter =oon show them=elves in their true colours, and the
Cloud King no seoner reaciies the region of ice than Huglex,
and such of the crew as are loyal to him, are muardered, and
Parsira and Gaechio assume eontrol of the airship,

The pesition of 2ir Clement Morwith, the Dritish judge
ont board the Clowd EKing, becomes desperate, and he helds
his revolver ready might and day., In the meantime, Ferrers
Lovd and his party are also in sore straits, They are float-
i through the mysterious, half-submerged caves em a rafi
prade Trom miant fungi, towing after them a smaller raft on
which was blazing a ﬁrr& made of chips of fung.

(Read on from here).

A Flight of Bats —Drifting—The Ebb of the Tide—The
M#l-race—Darkness Agaln.

Gan-Waga was kept busy cutting fuel. Every time the fire
began to wane, the mushroom was drawn in by means of the
liwe. and the fire replenished. Perrers Lord poled the rafe
ereadily along, seldom finding more than four or five feet of
wifer,

“Why all this excrtion "' asked Thurstan, at last. ™ We
nigut Just as well stay whoere we are ™

* Just what 1 thought,” remarked Van Witter,

_The same words had been on Ching-Lung’s lips a dozen
times, but he held them back. Ferrers Lord, as fe hud
learned long ago, did nothing without a purpose,

“1 am afraid, Bupert,” drawled the millionaire, *that I
mast hire atutor to tech you to reason for yourself, Vou
are o dear brainless fellow. one of the best in the world, Try
and think why I am working hard.”

“1 give it up, old chap.”

1 guess I do, too.” waid Van Wiltez.
we dan’y hitch op and wait.”

Ferrers Lord Jooked affectionately at Ching-Lung, who was
teaching one of the dogs to cit on 1ts havnchos,

Il wager the prince csn give you the information, oh,
rringe ¥

“I can now, old chap,” said Ching-Lung, *““but I confess
I have only just found it out. You are trying to et us
romewhere near the place where we came in at.  This beastly
water will leave a couple of feet of mud everywhere, and wo
can’'t take the fire with us when the tide goes down, That's
the idea, isn’t it ?”

' Exactly, prince. We cannot wade through mud,”
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I};.upar? pulled his comrade's pigtail approvingly, and said
(1] E'-E. ‘..ﬁ ‘.I‘J‘

“ Fancy not thinking of that,” drawled Van Witter., “0Of
course, not being born eels, we can’t very well go floundering
through two fect of mud. BBy hokey, as that chap Prout
with the whiskers eays, I'm getting a bigger thirst than ever.
I could even dreink water, at a pinch. Putting joking aside,
I'm parched. T suppose none anﬂu carry a flaski"

*I have zome brandy,"” said Ferrers Lord. " DBut neat
brandy is no drink for a thirsty man. Does not the air scenr
fresher 3™

“I have been thinking so lor gome time."

“Then we must be nearing the apening in the hill, or——"

" 0Or what, Lord ¥’ asked Ching-Lung.

i Thﬁ SErtL, bk

He slipped, and except for Ching-Luag’s ready hand,
would have fallen headlong into the wateér. The pole had
found no bottom. They had paseed beyond the verge of the
forest. Derrovs Lord sat down, the dripping pole lying
nerosy his knees, and gazed droamily at the five.

“Gentlemen,” he said, after a pause, " our fote is in the
hands ¢f Heaven. I have blundered again, and. instead of
piloting you in the right direction, I have tuken you into
deep water, We cannot return unless sonte friend current
drifts us back, If we did, it would only be to dic in a bed of
oore and slime. The receding tide .5 now our only hope™

“The receding tide ¥ What do you mean

Ferrers Lord waved his hand +o indicate the rali—the
strangest raft on which lhuman beings had ever taken refuge.

*“This is & clumsy affair,” he suid dreaouly. ' If your case
is not empty, I will have another cigar, Ching. Thenk you
again, We have no oars, and there is no wind to aid us,
even if we had o seil  Natucally, when the tide -recedes, we
shall recede with it. There 18 no chance of being stranded
now. The tide came from the opea sea, it must return to
the open sea. [ cannot mince mattesas. It will go out at a
fecarful pace. If there iz room to pass through the sub-
terranean chanwoel, and we can ]r:-ze:E ourselves from being
dashed to splinters against some rocks, we may sea the sun
zgain, If not—well, we only die onee”

IHE shragged s shoulders, and puffed his cigar into a
clow,

“What a cheerful fellow you ave,” said Ching-Lung, **and
what a cheerful prespect !’

“Fancey the jf.:-;,r of only laving to die onece!” added
Thursten. * That's something to be thenkful for, anyway.”

ile spoke lightly, as Ching-Lung had spoken, but hiz heart
was heavy enougrh.

“You are married, Van Witter¥”

“ Yes,” answered the Yankeo,

“So am I," said Fervers Lord harshly and bitterly.

Ching-Lung and Thurston stared, Married! They had
never guessed this. The note of bitterness went straight to
Ching-Lung's heart. To the hali darkne:s his hand met the
millionaire's and pressed it 5o Ferrees Lord had & seoret
sorrow. Ile sat staring at tha fire, his brow knitted, the
cigar smouldering belween his fingers.  And the strange raft
with 1ts castaways drifted on over the black tide, deeper and
deeper info the unknown cavern.

It was seven o'clock by Thurston's wateh. Gan-Waga was
slecping, curled up amongst his dogs. Ching-Lung had
talen over Ins dubies ab the fire. It was a small fire now, for
the store of fuel could not be replenished. Time after time
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the millionaira plunged the pole inte the water, Lut he could
feel no bottom. Van Witter was tortured with thirst,

“Lord,” he said, "I'm parched. I must have a drink.
Give me the flask.”

“ Not one sip. It would be madness Lot the abominakle
poison go. One taste of it would make you a thousand tiies
worse. Drandy is o poison at a time like this.”

; Iih tossed the silver flask into the water, and it sank out of
Eight.

“1 suppose you know best,” said the Yankee, licking hia
dry lips. " It's agony, though ™

Another dreadful hour pessed. Whether the raft moved or
not, it was impossible to tell. It passed in dreary silence,
for they wers too tived atnd woebegone to speak. Gan-Waga
woke, stared about him with dilating eyes, and shivered.
Then E'!jin]g-Lung took out lis Hiny tin whistle and began to
play a lively tune.

“Good "nough!” gurgied the Eskimo. * You not "fraid ?"'

“Not o lillee bit,” said Ching-Lung promptly. ** What
gotee be aflaid of 7"

“* Me hungry " eaid Gan-Waga.

Ching-Lung burst icte a lsugh as the Eskime took out a
bundle of candles, and Ferrers Lord echoed the laugh.

“ What's up now?’ asked Thurston.

““ Nothing, cxcept that we deserve to lose our lives for
being such fools,” diawled Ferrers Lord., * We must blame
oursclves, not Gan-Wags. Look at those candles. There is
enough light there to have taken us out of the cavern twice
over, if wo had only had sense encuch to remomber lis
weakness for such deliweacies. It cannot be helped now.
What idiots we viere! I actually remember him offering anc
to ¥an Witter, and who could forget Ch'ng-Lung's horrible
wttempt at punning? I suppose (Gan-Waza thinks it 15 a
waste to burn them?"

“Good ‘nough to eat!" gurgled Gan-Waga., ** Have une.”

Btrangely enough, nobody scemed hungrv. He munched
one, and looked happy. Then cameo o flapping of countless
wings. A fock of huge bats flew out of the darkness, and
began to Ay round the raft, vttering shrill squeals.

They came in tens, in hundreds, and then in thousands.

A good omen!” said Ferrers Lord.

Thurston jvoked puzzled. He had always looked upon bats
a:-‘.‘thin s of avil, haunting graveyards, tombs, and haunted
riung. azzled by the light, they dashed here and there io
clouds.

“Why did I say thev were o good omen ¥’

Farrers Lovd seized a bat that had fewn againsi his chest,
aid held the strugpling thing whilst he examined it.

“They bring good news  They arc just about to refire
row for their long winter sleep, but their evea tell mec that
thoy ro out into the open air.  Even here, in the far north,
Bies swarm in the summer months, and there bats feed upon
them, A little knowledge, they say, is a danzerous thing:
but it iz an exeellent thing very often. Data never roost far
from the open air in any cave. Darkness and seclusion is all
they ask. The further you penetrate into a cavern, the rarer
the bats are. Thercfore we are near the outer air. Iark!
The tide has turpned again!™

Again came the distant roar of water. TFerrors Lord
plunged in his hand. The HAopd seemed dead and
still, but he knew they woere drifting rapidly.  The
cavern was beginning to pour back its torrent into the sea.
They weore inits romorseless clateh. It would take them with
it now, to death or salvation.

And yct another witness bore testimony that the race to
tho sea had begun—the fAoating fire. It no longer trailed
behind them as when Ferrers Lord had poled the raft along,
or rocked lazily on the water. It was Hoating beside them.
and keoping pace with them. Now and agamn they had to
push it away with the peole.

“More fuel,” said the millionaire. ™ We must burn the
uprights if the worst comes to the worst.”

Ching-Lung pulled in the line and piled on the fire. A
bright glare shot up, and threw weird shadows like piants on
the roof of the cavern. The torrent roared deafeningly as
the channal marrowed.

* Look ! said Ferrers Lord.

Walls of rock shut them in on either:side. They could see
now that they were travelling at a fearful pace, their shadow
flving before them. The water was white with foam, Tts
thunderous clamour Lurt their ears. The roof, dripping with
ooze, and gleaming like blood in the light of the tossing fire,
zeemed rushing cown to ¢rush them,

Faster, faster! The five rocking and dancing on the mill-
race was behind themn now, The raft was spinming round and
reund dizzily. More than onee they threatened to strike, but
Ferrers Lord swepr them elear with the pole. They clung to
the uprights.

Faster, faster! Their heads weres bursting, and their eves
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awam. An upright raised arm could have touched the rnof,
Faster, faster! The vaft fozsed like a corl, and threatened
to break apart. Again the fire was ahead of themn.

Horrors! ‘The raft overtool it, steacl it crushed it dowan.
And darkness, impenetrable and awful, fell onee wore,

Whirled Through the Darkness — Gan-Waga is Lost—The
Fire of the Rocks—The Dwarls of the Cavern and the
Open Sea.

“ Hold on for your livest"

High above the roar of the torrent, loud above the crash
of the secthing waters azainst the rocky walls, rang the mil-
lionaire's wayrning cry.

He fung awey the usecless pole and clutehed at the up-
right. The raft tilted sickeningly, horribly. Brery instant he
expected it to be hurled against some jageed point and be
rl%[md to ?Im}ua by the rocks.

aster—faster ! Ching-Lung's and Thurston’s handy were
firmly clasped together. They scomed to have no time to
think or be afraid. The raft epun dizzily a< it tore upon its
wild voyagce.

Once it grazed the rocky wall and quivered terribly.
Faster—faster into the blackness, and faster still. Blinding
spray, that tasted salt upon their lips, fell around them in
showers, and & damp wind hissed round their cavs.

Suddenly the millionaire's muscle: grrew hard and vigid as
stoel, A deeper, mors threatening. roar mingled with the
clamour of the scething floods. gl‘ning-l.ung Tieard it, too.
Horror was being piled upon hovror. The rvaft wasz rushing
down on soime luigden fall or rapid. They werve flving to theie
doom.

* Hold on for vour lives!™

Again Fervers Lord's voice rang oot lilke a bugle-call. They
were in the very midst of & whivling vortex. The raft was
tﬂssjed here and there, up and down, round and round, until
their brains reeled. Water deluged over it. sweeping away
their riles, axes, and some of the dogs. They lay flut on
their faces, their arms clenched round the uprights. The
flimsy craft secmed to drop to piccas. Thev shouted aloud,
but the crash of water drowned their crics

They were falling—fallingt

Nan Witter fainted, but the millionaire's strong hand lept
him from being swept away. The next moment the icy
waters had closed above their heads. Ferrers Lord rose first,
still grasping the unconscious Yankee. They seemed to have
played their last card, and to have lost.

he current whirled the millionaire along an its foaming
basem. The wild roaring of the cascade swiftly disd behind
him. Almost a silence came, for the tide no longer thunderad
and lashed, Where was Ching-Lung? Where was Rupert?

Where was Gan-Waga? Ferrers Lord groaned aloud. If

they had gone to their last home, he would soon join them.

‘li-lutfiﬂuld not hold up for long in this black pit of lorror and

cath.

A chorus of backs aroused him, and he felr the warm breath

of a dog on his face. Other dogs were swinuning beside him,

If they had escaped why should such intrepid awhimers as

Ching-Lung and Gan-Waga be lost? e turned over on his

huci': and shouted. A cvy rveached Lim. long dravwn and dia-

Tanc:

“ Coo-ee ! Coo-oo-ce !

It was Ching-Lung's voice, Fervers Lord's heart swelled
with joy.

Then came a shout in deeper tones:

“ Ahor! Ahoy!”

30 Thurston, too, had not perizhed. They were far be-
hind hime, but coming closer. The wmillionaive tried to
str:glglq against the current, but his Lelpless burden bam-
pe him.

“* Where are you, old chap?* asked Cling-lungz.

“ Here!” said the millionaire lLoarsely. " I've gob poor
Van Witter with me. Come and give me a hand ™

Guided by hiz friend’s voice, Chung-Lung advanced through
thoe darkness. As he broaght s vight arie over he struck a
human head.

“ Bteady on!” sald Thurston's voice,
sore. L got o nasty knoeck just now™

“ Where's Gan-Waga?"'

They ealled in vain, the hollow echoes alene repeating their
CTivs.

*“*He's gonc, poor chap!" satd Ching-Lun
“ Trear old Gan! It would nzed deep water to
unless he got stunned. What must woe de?'

There was no need to answer the question, They mmust
struggle on gamely to the end, and die gamely when they
could struggle no longer. The dogs kept close to theni, soma-
times barking, ond Van Witter Htl‘ﬂgFlE’-d back to conscipua-
ness. He was utterly helpless, and Ching-Lungy and the mil-
lionaire buoyed him up between them.

“ My heoad's jolly

huskily.
rown lum,
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! Faster, lastér! Their heads were bursting, and their eyves swam. An npright ralsed arm could have touched [

the roof.

of them, Horrors!

e e = = = P . S L L L ]

Oh, Tor one gleam of lizht-——Tor one glimpse of heaven's
sunshine ! Thoy seldom spoke as they doafied down the slue-
zizh covvent, until Thurston zave a cry of jowv.

Ut The raft 17 hie sabd. ] have run ageinst it. I beliove
it's inrack!”

There was o patise,

“ By Jove, 1t s tofact M wend on Thurston. *° T've felt all
vound 1t 'm oabosrd now. Give e Van Witter"

Apain the hope came Dback to them—the hopo of lifo.
lupert draggzed the helplesz American into =afety, and Ching-
Lung and the millionatre jowred him. Ono by one they lilted
ap the dogs, seven in all.  The others had perished.

“Wo shall sscape vet 1" drawled Ferrers Lord quietly. *° T
amt convinesd of i now., The sea cannot be far sway, and
we are movinor stendily fowards it. My poor Gan-Waga I
e added sovvowlully,  ** I'm afvaid we nrust give him up for
lest.  What do the doszs scent?”

They were barking loudly, and sniffing the air. The spoed
of the current had incredsed, showing thar the pnssare sloped
down to tlhe seo,

* Down " evied Ching-Lung.

Theyv barked louder still.

* Curious " xaid Ferrers Lovd thooghitfully.
these doga are not noisy for nothing."

* Perhaps  there are scals on the
Thurston.

“ 1 don®t think so, Seals are not fond of the dark. No
doubt they uze this channel for migrating novth, but they
would not rext here. Something thoy can smell is making
them uneasy. When—=—""

* Look " gasped Ching-Tane,

The raft swept round a bend in the channel. They stared
forward with amozed faces and starting eyes. The curvent
ran througl a circular cavern, with massive walls and lofty
m-::-nm'! ronf,
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NEXT TUESDAY'S
Grand Complete Tale:

“ Down, boys, down!”
“ Az 2 rule

racles,"  sugpested

Faster, faster! The ralt tossed like a cork, and threatened io break apart. Again Che fire was ahead
. The raft overtook it, struck it, crushed it down.
| fell once more, (See page 26.)

And darkness, impenetrable and awful,

e —— e e

And from the eontre of the pillaved roof a mighty tongzue
of dazzling white flame shot downwards, hissigg and roaring.
It's glare filled the vast cavern with the brightness of day,
and the air was szoft, fresh, and balmy. Hod ever mortel
eoves =een such a sicht before?

At the foot of the oliffs, sloping dewnwards, wera narrow
ficlds covered with sema yellow grain. A few rough canocs
were tethered m oo httle bay., And above, on the natural
rerrace, were a fow scattered huts,  Faint shouts sounded.
Prople, almost naked, rushed from the huts and pointed
down at the moving raft.

“Dwarl cavern dwellers,’
new race,'’

The shouts grew louder; the light Aashed out stronger.
Uttering cries of tervor, two of the dwarfs, who were fishing,
paddled hastily to the shore. The raft rode past, and one
of the dwarfs rose and poised a spear. It hissed through the
aiy, transhxing one of the dogs

More dwarfs swarmed on the terraces, and spears Legan
to fall round the raft. Their shrill, harsh war-cries rang
through the eavern. They flung their skinny yellow arms up
towards the hising flame, as if invoking i, 83 & god, to
destroy the intruders,

A great rock came hurtling down, and, grey with horror,
they watched it fopple from the crags. It fell only & foot
behind them, tossing up 2 cloud of spray. Vicious yells of
anger and disappointment broke from the dwarfs.

* They're launching canoes!"” said Ching-Lung hoarsely.

Ho peinted back. Twenty-five or thirty of the spiteful
vellow imps had waded waist deen in water, and were
erambling into their canoes. Van Witter raised himself
feebly on his elbow,

** Waal, Lord,” he drawled, with 2 ghost of & smile on his
fuce. *' T reckon a couple of these chaps and a stuffed moam-

' pauttered the millionaire, A
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moth would make a fine stark for & wild-beast show—eh!?
Thev'd draw a crowd anywhere !

The millionaire watched the advancing canoces calmly.
They had no weapons cxcept t]_w[r ]Julltin"'kni\'ﬂﬁ""fﬁf"]ﬂlﬁ
weapons indeed against the gleaming speurs that flashed like
burnished gold in the strange bpht. He drogged his from ifa
sheath.

“(ientlemen ' he said. " We have found both darkness
and Aood kinder than human beings. It will be a fight
against odds. Now, Ching, Rupert, rouse yourselves, and
do as Ido! No, Ching, to take three will be too risky. Take
one.

He cut away one of the stems of the mast and lashed his
knife to it. Ching-Lung severed a second. It was den-
gerous work, for it woakened the stability of the raft im-
mensely, but it gove them two long spears,

The cances were close upon them and gainiog swiltly, A
stunted figure rose 1n the first one, and bent his arm ready
to throw a spear. Quick as thought, Ching-Lunyg spatched up
Van Witter's knife and hurled it through the air as only he
could throw it. The blade struck the man, and he zave ane
ghrick—the last that ever broke from his lips—and stazgered
overboard.

Then yelling like fiends they clustered round the rafe. A
stab in the arms brought Ching-Lung to hiz knecs. Ewven
then, his quick unerring hand closed on the haft of the spear
that would have pierced Thurston's heart. He senb it hissing
back on its errand of death, killing & man.

Ferrers Lord fourht like a tiger, though his leg was gashed.
and the dogs joined in the battle galluntly. But it could not
last. More cances were sweeping down the channel. One
of the dwarfs gained the raft and grappled with Van Witter.
The Yankee uttercd a smothered ery of pain.

“I'm stabbed,” Lie gpasped—" I'm stabbed! Stick to "om,
my boys, and die game! Don't mind me,  'm—I"m—"

Ferrers Lord sprang vound, los face distorted with rage.
The spear was shortened to strike again, The millionaie's
arm closed round the vellow imp. His bones eracked under
the awiul pressure. Ferrcers Loed raized the writhing body
ahove his head and flung it at the nearest canoe. The canor
turned over, ond the pallant dogs plunged among the
swimming dwarfs.

The others drew back in ferror.

“ Brave, brave!" cried Ching-Lung weakly, © Buck up,
Rupert, old chap. Well done, Lord!  Good dogs!”

But the snarbng shouts grew louder and more savage os
the canoes rushed in onee mwore. Ching-Lung felt sick and
faint from loss of bload. The mwillicnae was panting, and
great beads of perspiration ocored out on hias forehead.

“Good-bye, old fellow!™ said Ching-Lung. “We can't
keep this paee up much longer 1" ‘

A blow from the shaft of a spear sent Thuarzton reching on

hands and knees. Ferrers Lord alone was on his fact—thrust-
ing, stabbing, sloshing. And ;
still he kept them at bay. 5
Spear after spear hissed by |
him, and left him unarmed.
But the evil faces closed in,
and the Hashing blades nar-
mE&d into a circle round the
raft.

A red mist rose before the
millionaire's cyes—the *fight
tner mist.” as the Afghana
call it. Shrieking, the dwarfs
closed in, Then came a cry
of despair from Ching-Lung.
Ferrers Lord was weapon-
less, for the Iknife had
hroken away from the stem.
And still he beat them back
with his fork.

"Good-bye, lads,”™  he
shouted—"* good-bre "

His foot slipped, and he
fall. The dwarfs poured on
to the raft, and their vellow
fingers were at his throat.
Three times he fung then
off, but he could not rise. It
Was oVer.

Then came a miracie of
miracles,  The great Aame
wont out, leaving the cavern
in inky darknezs, The_trinm-
phant wvells of the wviclora

chanred into  shrieks of
vanic, Drums and tomfoms
gan to beat and rattle.

Like rats thev abandoned the raft and scuttled into the
witer.

Ferrers Lord felt the strangling weight lifted from lvim,
and struggled up.  Hundreds of tuneless voices were chanting
some hymn or prayer in the darkness, The raft drifted oo
and the noise gvew fainter and fainter.

 Ching," asked Ferrers Lord at bust, "' 2ve you all vight?™
“Yes; though I bled & good bit.™
And vou, Bupert?”

“5tE and mauled,” answered Thurston.
miracle, Lord."

Tha millionaire touched Van Witter's face, and found it
iey cold. He shrugged his shoulders, and stifled a sigh.

“ Porhans” he said calmly. “ 1 think I can account for
the light very casily. No doubt the cavern 1= full of petroleu
wells, and the gas cacapes fromn that fssure 1n the roof of
the cavern. It may have been burning for hundreds of
vears, "

“ But why should it go out just in time to save us®'

“YWell, eall it & miracle if yvou like," diawled Ferrers
Lord. " ¥You must remember that this haz been an exee
tionally high tide. Perhaps the sea manaped to And its way
into the oil reservoirs, and temporarily cut off the supply
of gas. Those bleodthirvsty little wrotches imagined, 1 sup-
pose, that their god was angry with them for trying to kill
us. By Jove, I noever want to be in such a fix again ™ He
lowered hiz voice, and added: I fear Van Witter has lafe
FER

“111}, rood fellow,"” muttered Ching-Lung; “and he fouglit
well.

They were silent and worn ont.  Even the darkness and
the horror of their position, and the memory of their grim
strugele, could not keep Thueston frem sleeping.  Unly
three doss wern left out of the fourteen harnessed o fhe
gledpe. They swam after the raft, and the millionaire lifted
them up.

Then Ching-Lang's lead deopped upon his arm. and be
sank into a restless slumber. DBut the millionaire watched
with slespless eyes and thought with untiring brain.

To Long the Lord of the Deep through the underground
pazsage would be & heavy task. Ile would have to blow up
tho rocks of the waterfall. But he would do it and gain
the Pole, even if he had to blast a passage at every yard.

“Northward ho!' he mummured bitterly, It has cost
me two callant lives alveady, We must pay in human lives,
for the cternal ice claims itz harvest of bones. Are you
awake, Ching?"’

There was nd ARIWer
through

“That was &

Suddenly a lon# shaft of lght cut
the ploom and rested upon the rafc. Ferrers Lord
Ile could hear the nomse of surf beating
against the 1ee, Then ho
saw the oreen waves tm*s.iu;
and dancing in the sunlight.

Myriads of birds flapped in
and out of the sunhght, anl
their noizy  cries  walioned

shielded his eves.

Ching-Lungz. He sat up as
the raft sailed out into the
O,

“The =zea!™ he cried
“The sea!™

Ferrers Lord knelt, and
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MNesxt week there 12
more trouble in the Re-
move Form at Greyfriars,
and the sturdy juniors

ain raise the standard
ot revolt, not against the
masters this time, but
against the high-and-
mighty seniors of the
Sixth Form! &' m%s
move some,” 28 Fisher T.
Fish wonld =ay, and
there is a lively time in
store for “ THE OUTLAWS
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reised Van Witter in his
arma. A jovous shouwt rany
over the water:

Ahov—

“There they are !
ahoy 1™ -

The launch was racing fo-
wards them.

e is shill alive.” =aul
Farrers Lord cobmly; * and
I faficy we shall pull him
through.”

The mext moment tha
rescuars were beside ther,

{Thig thrilling adeenture story ol be
conbinteed in next week's waiber af
 Phe Magnet™ Library. Orderearly,
Prige 1d. Y The Ghost Ship” by
Sidney Drew, now appedring fe the
& Boyg’ Friend," Id., should be read
Uy el veaders inferested in ©* Denond
the Eternal Tee I'™)
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