

                                 THE FIRST CHAPTER. 

                                   Loder Takes the Lead! 

“IT’S up to the Sixth !“ said Loder. 
  Gerald Loder, of the Greyfriars Sixth Form, made that remark in the prefects’ room. 
  He addressed nobody in particular, but his eyes were fixed on Wingate, the captain of the school, as he spoke. 
  Most of the Greyfriars prefects were in the room, and they had been discussing a topic which was now almost the only topic at Greyfriars—the rebellion of the Remove. 
  In ordinary circumstances, the Remove were considered rather small beer by the senior Forms; indeed, there were Sixth Form men who affected not to know that the Lower Fourth existed at all. 
  But the circumstances were not ordinary now. They were extraordinary. In fact, they might have been termed extra extraordinary. 
  Never before in the history of the old school had the Lower Fourth, or Remove, filled the limelight to this extent. Never before had that rather unruly Form filled the thoughts of the Heed, the staff, and the other Forms, senior and junior. But now, any stranger who had dropped in and heard the talk going on in the prefects’ room, or the Fifth Form games study, or the Rag, would have concluded that the Remove was the most important Form in the school. Anyone who had heard the talk in Masters’ Common-room would have supposed that the staff were more interested in the Lower Fourth 
than in their own Form. At the present time the Remove were getting the spotlight, and getting all of it. 
  “It’s up to the Sixth, in my opinion,” repeated Loder. “We can’t let things go on as they are. The prefects will become the laughing-stock of Greyfriars at this rate.” 
  “Why use the future tense?” drawled Walker. “The prefects have become the laughing stock of Greyfriars if you ask me.” 
  “Nobody asked you, sir, she said” murmured Gwynne of the Sixth. 
  Walker sniffed. 
  “Loder’s right,” he said. “It’s up to the Sixth, and it’s especially up to the head prefect.” 
  Wingate took heed at last. 
  “If you men have any suggestion to make, make it.” he said.” I’d be jolly glad to bring those young sweeps to heel.” 
  “The Head expects it of us.” said Loder. 
  “Not much good expecting the impossible.” answered the captain of Grey- friars. “The Head, after all, hasn’t dealt with the Remove himself, and I don’t see where we come in.” 
  “Well, I do,’ said Loder. “The Head has a right to depend on the prefects to uphold authority. He ordered us to go over to High Oaks where those young rascals had fixed their headquarters and fetch them back.” 
  “Well, we went, and failed,” grunted Wingate; and the Fifth Form men went, and failed worse. Do you want another shindy at High Oaks, with those young sweep pelting us from the windows and turning the hose on 
us?” 
  “No. More ways than one of killing a cat,” said Loder. “If I were head prefect I should jolly well think of a way.” 
  Wingate gave him a rather grim look. 
  “Well, you’re not head prefect, but that’s no reason why you shouldn’t think of a way if your brain will run to it.” he said. “What’s the way you’re thinking of?” 
  “There’s such a thing as strategy,” said Loder. “ We’ve tried —or, rather, you’ve tried— rushing tactics, and they’re not any good. The young rotters have got themselves fairly dug in at High Oaks, till they can’t be got out, in the lump! But there’s only two or three ringleaders—Wharton and Mauleverer and Cherry are the worst— and if we got hold of them the rest would chuck up the sponge. Once get their leaders away and they are done for.” 
  “Perhaps.” said Wingate. 
  “ No perhaps about it,” retorted Loder, Three or four of the young rascals will be enough—the ringleaders. Once they’re brought back here the rest will follow like sheep.” 
  The captain of Greyfriars looked thoughtful. He was as anxious as anyone in the school to end the present extraordinary state of affairs, and to march the Remove back to Greyfriars. But he shook his head. 
  “I don’t feel sure of that,” he said. “And, anyhow, how are you going to get hold of the ringleaders? The whole crew will stand together if we go over to High Oaks, the same as they did before. 
  “Strategy,” said Loder. “Keep an eye on the place, and catch the young rascals singly.” 
  Wingate’s lip curled. 
  “Precious occupation for Sixth Form prefects,” he said. “Catch me hanging 
about watching for them!” 
  “ Not good enough?” asked Loder, with a sneer. 
  “No.” 
  “Good enough for me, anyhow.” retorted Loder. “ If you don’t care to take it on, you can leave it to me, Wingate.” 
  “I’ll do that with pleasure,” answered the captain of Greyfriars, shrugging his shoulders. “You’re more than welcome to the job, Loder. If you succeed in putting down the Remove rebellion I shall be surprised. But try, by all means.” 
  “Go in and win, dear man.” said Gwynne. “I rather think the Remove will be too much, for you; but I wish you luck.” 
  “You’ll see!” rapped Loder. 
  And Gerald Loder walked out of the prefect’s-room with his friends Carne and Walker. Wingate looked after them with a rather sarcastic expression. 
  “Think there’s anything in it, old bean?” asked Gwynne. 
  “Hardly. They’ll get leave from classes to try it on, I dare say, and I 
fancy that’s what they want chiefly.” 
  “It will mean a leg up for Loder if he pullsI it off, old chap. The head plainly doesn’t know know how to handle those Remove sweeps.” said 
Gwynne. 
  “He’s letting them rip, not because he wants to, but simply because he doesn’t know how to handle them. Any chap who solved the giddy problem for him would be in high favour afterwards.” 
  Wingate nodded. 
  “Might be made head prefect, you know.”  murmured Gwynne. 
  “I know,” assented Wingate. “Loder would like to give me a fall. I think 
very likely that if he got the Remove back to Greyfriars, and the rebellion at an end, the Head would make him head prefect in my place. I fancy that’s what he’s got in mind. Let him go ahead. He knew I wouldn’t take on such a stunt, or he wouldn’t have mentioned it to me. Hanging about in ambush, watching for stray juniors, isn’t quite in my line, and I’ve got other things to think of.” 
   “But if he pulls it off——” 
   “Let him, if he can.” said Wingate indifferently. “ I don’t think it’s likely, though. Let him rip, anyhow.“ 
  And Wingate said no more on the subject. He was quite well aware that Loder’s object was more to give him a fall than to restore order in the Remove and vindicate the authority of the headmaster. But he thought it very unlikely that Loder would succeed, and he was not much interested anyway. 
  But Loder of the Sixth, at all events, had high hopes. 
 The next day Loder, Carne, and Walker were not seen in the Sixth Form room, which showed that they had obtained leave from the Head. Dr 
Locke, in the present disconcerting state of affairs, was probably ready to snatch at a straw, and evidently he was giving Loder a chance. Loder & Co. were getting out of Greek, at any rate. 
  But whether they would succeed in dealing with the rebels at High Oaks 
was another matter. 
                               THE SECOND CHAPTER.

                                          Mauly’s Man! 
“MAULY!”
  “Where’s Mauly?”
  There was a roar of voices. High Oaks School was in a state of uproar. “Where’s that ass Mauly?” roared Bolsover major.
  “I say, you fellows—“”
  “Where’s Mauly?”
  Considered as a school, High Oaks was not in a satisfactory state. Over the gate was a gilt-lettered board, announcing that the one-time summer house was now  “High Oaks School.”  But if it was a school in name, it did not look much like a school in fact.
  Some fellows, setting a good example to the rest, were in the class-room. Harry Wharton & Co. were there, and half a dozen other fellows. The rest of the Remove were roaming at 1arge, looking for Lord Mauleverer—their leader—with the intention of ducking him in the pond. Rebellion in the Remove had degenerated into riot, and the juniors were quite out of hand. The leading spirits in the outbreak were Bolsover major and the Bounder, but a large majority of the Form had joined in. They were fed-up with playing at school, as Skinner described it, and their idea was that so long as the Remove remained away from Greyfriars the Remove were going to have a high old time, with nothing in the nature of lessons even mentioned. 
  “I say, you fellows!” yelled Billy Bunter. “He’s gone into the House! He’s got somebody with him!” 
  “Come on!” shouted Bolsover major. 
  “Have him out!” yelled Skinner. 
  “Duck him!” 
  “Hurrah!” 
  “We’Il jolly well show Mauly whether we’re going to have classes here! 
grinned Snoop. “What’s the good of getting out of Greyfriars if we’re going to have classes?” 
  “ No good at all.” grinned Hazeldene. 
  “Let’s have Mauly out and give him a lesson.”
  “What-ho!” 
  And the crowd of Removites rushed for the big doorway of the House. Lord Mauleverer was in the old hall of High Oaks and he smiled as he heard the rush coming. Mauleverer had a surprise in store for the rebels. He stood with his back to the fireplace, his hands in his pockets, waiting for the rush. Beside him stood James Juggins, otherwise known as Jimmy the Pug, a thickset man, with a damaged nose and several missing teeth; a very tough looking customer. 
  Mr. James Juggins had been a boxer and a chucker-out at a picture palace, and several other things. Now he was going to be Lord Mauleverer’s right- hand man at High Oaks. 
  James looked puzzled as he heard the rush of footsteps and the roar of voices outside. 
  “Row going on here, me lord?” he asked. 
  “Yaas.’ 
  “My eye!” said Jimmy the Pug. “Is that the job you’ve got me for me, my lord?” 
  “Yaas,” 
  “Right-ho!” said James. “You’ll find me all there, me lord.” And James spat on his hands as a preliminary. 
  Mr. Alfred Juggins, school porter and general factotum at High Oaks, bolted into the hall like a rabbit into a burrow. The exuberant juniors had met him outside, and Mr. Juggins looked as if the meeting had been a stormy one. He was breathless and dishevelled and dusty. 
  “My lord —” he spluttered. 
  “Yaas.” 
  “The—the young gentlemen seem very excited, my lord.” spluttered Mr. Juggins. “They—they have rolled me in the gravel, my lord!” 
  “Oh, begad!” 
  “They—they are looking for your lordship.” 
  “Yaas” 
  “I—I—I fear they are going to duck your lordship.” 
  “Yaas. It’s all serene, Juggins,” said Lord Mauleverer. “Your cousin James has arrived. He’s here.” 
  “Oh!” gasped Mr. Juggins. 
  He gave James a nod and a grin, and James winked in response. More than a dozen Jugginses were now in the service of the new owner of High Oaks, and James was the latest recruit. He was likely to prove the most valuable, 
in the present state of affairs. 
  “The fellows are rather out of hand, James.” explained Lord Mauleverer. “‘They’re a bit excited They’re kickin’ over the traces, and I’m goin’ to restore order. You’re goin’ to help me. See? ” 
  “Leave it to me, me lord,” grinned James. 
  “I rather think you can do it, dear man.” 
  “I rather think so.” chuckled James. 
   Certainly James looked as if he could. 
  “I say, you fellows, here’s Mauly!” squeaked Billy Bunter. 
  “Here he is!” roared Bolsover major. 
  “Have ‘em out!” 
  “Collar him!” 
  “ Duck him!” 
  “You’re for it how, Mauleverer “ grinned the Bounder. 
  Lord Mauleverer held up his hand. 
 “Silence!” he rapped. 
 “Collar him!” 
 “Give a man a chance to speak ‘ urged Mauleverer. “Just a few words, dear men.” 
  “ Rats!” roared Bolsover major.  
  “Oh, let him chin,” said the Bounder. “We’re goin’ to duck him, anyhow. 
Get it off your chest, Mauly, but buck up.” 
  “Only a few words.” said Lord Mauleverer placidly. “ Look here, you men, I don’t call this playing the game.” 
  “Rats!” 
  “We left Greyfriars as a protest against the head dismissin’ our Form master, Mr. Quelch. We settled that we wouldn’t go back till Mr. Quelch was reinstated. So long as the Head was obstinate, an’ refused to do Quelchy justice, we meant to run High Oaks as a school. That programme still holds good. The whole Form elected me leader—” 
  “We’ve chucked you now,” grinned Hazel. 
  “I’m not goin’ to be chucked,” explained Lord Mauleverer calmly. “ I decline to be chucked ; I decline most distinctly. I’m goin’ to keep order here, and all you men are goin’ to toe the line. Got that?” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  “How are you going to do it?” 
  “Collar him!” 
  “Is that all?” demanded the Bounder.
  “Yaas, exceptin’ that I order you all to go into the classroom ; and if you go at once, an’ keep order, I’ll overlook this.” 
  “You — you — you’ll overlook it!” gasped Bolsover major. “ You frabjous ass, we’re going to duck you!” 
  “Collar the silly ass!” 
  “Hold on!” rapped out Lord Mauleverer as the Removites advanced on him. “I’ve got a man here to keep order. James!” 
  “Yes, my lord?” 
  “ I’m goin’ to cane all those fellows for disobedience to orders. You’re to see that they take it quietly.” 
  “Yes my lord.” 
  “Well, my hat!” ejaculated the Bounder, staring at Mr. Juggins’ Cousin James “Do you think we’ll let that scarecrow bullyrag us, Mauly?”. 
  “Yaas.”
  “ We’ll jolly soon show you!” shouted Vernon-Smith. “Collar that tramp, you fellows, and run him out of the place, and then we’ll give Mauly what he has been asking for.” 
  “What-ho!” 
  Cousin James, with a grin on his scarred and damaged face, placed him- self before Lord Mauleverer. His big knuckly fists were closed, his square jaw protruded, his little deep-set eyes gleamed. He looked so exceedingly tough a customer that some of the Removites hesitated, and Billy Bunter promptly backed to the rear, and some other fellows followed his prudent example. Led by the Bounder and Bolsover major, they rushed at James. and the next moment the old hall of High Oaks was the scene of a terrific affray. 
                                                   — — — 
                                   THE THIRD CHAPTER. 
                                                  Order! 
HARRY WHARTON & CO., in the class-room, looked at one 
 another. 
  Loyally the Famous Five had gone into class. They had agreed to back up Lord Mauleverer as leader of the Remove rebellion, and they were backing him up. 
  A few other fellows had followed their example 
 Mark Linley was taking the place of a Form master in the class-room. And his class   though few in numbers, was orderly. 
There had been backslidings, to some extent, even on the part of the Famous Five. In a school without a master it was really not easy for fellows to keep up to the mark. 
  But Harry Wharton & Co. were keeping up to the mark now, and had their example been followed, High Oaks would have been quiet and orderly. But their example was not followed. Indeed, Mark Linley had had to lock the door to keep the rioters out of the class-room itself; the Bounder and his companions having determined to rag the class-room and make a bonfire of the school books. 
  The din in the hall penetrated to the room where the more dutiful portion of the Remove sat in class; and the din was growing louder and louder. 
  “Look here, we’d better see what’s going on.” Bob Cherry declared at last. 
  “Mauly told us to stop here!” murmured Nugent. 
  “Mauly’s an ass!” 
  “Yes; but we agreed—” 
  “Sounds to me as if Mauly is getting the ragging of his life,” said Harry Wharton. “He can’t want us to stop here while he gets it.” 
  “Not likely,” grinned Johnny Bull. “Let’s go and see—Mauly may be in pieces by this time.” 
  “The piecefulness is probably terrific,” remarked Hurree Jamset Ram Singh, with a chuckle 
  “Marky’s Form master.” said Bob. “Shall we go and see what the row is, Marky, old bean?” 
  Mark Linley nodded. 
  “I really think we’d better,” he said. “It sounds as if poor old Mauly is getting a fearful ragging.” 
  “Come on, then.” 
  And the class left their places. Mark unlocked the door, and the juniors poured out. They ran down the passage to the hall, the uproar growing simply tremendous as they drew nearer to the scene of action. 
  “What the thump—” gasped Bob Cherry, as he stared into the hall through an open doorway. 
  “My only hat!” yelled Peter Todd. 
  “Great pip!” 
  The juniors stared blankly at the scene in Hall. 
  Lord Mauleverer stood with his back to the fire, his hands in his trousers pockets, and a serene smile upon his noble face. Evidently Mauly was not in trouble. 
  The trouble had fallen upon the recalcitrant members of the Remove. 
  Cousin James, alias Jimmy the Pug, was busy. 
  Six or seven Removites lay on the floor, breathless, dizzy, almost wondering what had happened to them. Still more were dodging away in alarm. James had Bolsover major by the collar with one hand, and the Bounder by the collar with the other. Both the juniors were sturdy fellows; but they were like infants in the herculean grip of Jimmy the Pug. As Harry Wharton & Co. looked in James was bringing their heads together with a resounding concussion. 
  Crack! Crack! 
  “Yarooooh!” roared Bolsover major. 
  “Ow! Ow!” shrieked the Bounder. 
   Crack! 
  “ Yoooop!” 
  “Rescue!” yeIled Smithy. “You rotten funks! Lend me a hand !” 
  Two or three of the rebels made a desperate rush at James. The old pug released Smithy and Bolsover, who rolled yelling on the floor. He grinned as he faced his new assailants, and hit out right and left. 
  The rebels went over like ninepins. 
  Jimmy the Pug was by no means hitting his hardest. Had he done so there would have been serious hospital cases at High Oaks. 
  But he was hitting hard enough. Fellows who received his punches felt as if a mule had kicked them. 
  The Bounder scrambled furiously to his feet, and sprang at Cousin James like a tiger. He struck at the scarred face of the veteran with all the strength of his arm, and the blow landed 
  Cousin James did not even wink. 
  Hefty as the Bounder was, and powerful as was that drive of his strong,  right arm, it had absolutely no effect on the old pugilist. Doubtless it was a mere jest, after what Jimmy the Pug had been through in his days in the roped ring. 
  Indeed, an observer might have supposed that James Juggins did not even know that he had been punched, but for the fact that he turned on the Bounder and gave him a tap on the chest. 
  It was what James would have called a tap. Anyone else would have called it a terrific drive. 
  It lifted the Bounder clean off his feet, and laid him on his back with a crash. 
  “Ow!” he gasped, and lay where he was. The tough Bounder was hors de combat now; and he had had enough of James at close quarters. 
  “My only hat!” murmured Squiff. “MauIy’s got a good man there! Who’s that merchant, and where did he spring from?” 
  Bob Cherry chuckled. 
  “I told you Mauly had something up his sleeve.” he said. “That is what he had up his giddy sleeve. That chap looks like a prizefighter.” 
  “He hits like one!” grinned Nugent. “I’m rather glad that I made up my mind to be good” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  “The goodfulness is the proper caper, in the esteemed circumstances.” chortled the Nabob of Bhanipur. 
  There was no doubt that the fellows who had toed the line were better off than the fellows who hadn’t. Bolsover major and his merry men were having the time of their lives. 
  Half the rebels of the Remove had fled, and the other half strewed the floor round about the Hall. 
  Cousin James, who had not turned a hair, looked inquiringly at Lord Mauleverer, and jerked a stumpy thumb at the doorway where Harry Wharton & Co. stood, interested spectators. 
  “Shall I mop them up, too, my lord?” he asked. 
  “Oh gad! No!” Lord Mauleverer glanced across at the Co. “What are you men doin’ out of the class-room ?” 
  “We came along to save your life, Mauly!” chuckled Bob 
  Lord Mauleverer grinned. 
  “James is doin’ that,” he answered. “You hike back to the class-room. The rest of the Form will soon be there.” 
  “Right-ho, old bean!” 
  Harry Wharton & Co. returned to the class-room. They had little doubt that the rest of the Form would on join them there. Lord Mauleverer’s measures were drastic, and looked like being crowned with success. 
  “Mauly’s the man for them!” decided Squiff. “I faney we’re going to have order at last.” 
  “The orderfulness will be—” 
  “Terrific!” chuckled Bob Cherry. “Hallo, hallo, hallo! Here they come!”
  Billy Bunter bolted into the class-room, gasping for breath. Skinner and Snoop and Stott came in after them, equally in a hurry. Hazel was the next, arid after Hazel came a dozen more.
  Order was being restored. Classes seemed to have a sudden attraction for the rebels, who only a short time ago had abolished classes at High Oaks, and had been looking for Mauly with the intention of ducking him in the pond. 
  “I say, you fellows,” gasped Bunter, “that awful beast Mauly has sprung a prizefighter on us!” 
  “ Ha, ha, ha!” 
  “Desperate diseases require desperate remedies!” chortled Bob, “ You can read that in Shakespeare, Bunty.” 
  “Blow Shakespeare! Blow Mauly!” 
  “I say you fellows, if this goes on I shall have another barring-out.” 
  “We’re not standin’ it!” snarled Skinner. 
  “No fear!” hissed Snoop. 
  “Go and tell that old pug so!” chuckled the captain of the Remove. “No good telling us.” 
  “I say, you fellows, Bolsover’s got a black eye—” 
  “ He’s welcome to it!” grinned Bob. “ Smithy looks as if he’s been under a traction engine—” 
  “Smithy’s always asking for it! It will do him food to get what he asks for for once!” 
  “I shall jolly well go back to Greyfriars if this sort of thing is going on here !” howled Hazeldene. 
  “Better stick it out! There’s a Head’s flogging waiting for any fellow who goes back to Greyrfriars!” 
  “Hallo, hallo, hallo! Here comes Bolsover!” 
  Bolsover major was coming, but he was not coming willingly. His protesting voice was heard as he came. 
  “I won’t! I tell you I won’t go! Leggo, you ruffian! I’ll bash you ! I tell you I won’t— Yaroooh!” 
  Cousin James appeared in the doorway of the class-room, with the bully of the Remove in his grip. 
  Bolsover major flew in. 
  He sprawled along the floor, yelling. 
  “Welcome home, Bolsover!” yelled Bob Cherry. 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  “Yarooooh!” 
  Jimmy the Pug grinned and departed. and returned a few minutes later with the Bounder struggling in his grasp. The Bounder was tossed into the class-room like a sack of straw. 
  Then Lord Mauleverer walked in. His lordship was calm and cheerful and smiling. He seemed to be quite satisfied with the method he had adopted of restoring order at High Oaks. 
  “All here?” he asked cheerily. “I’ll call the roll, and you men answer to your names! Stand by the door, James!” 
  “Yes, me lord!” 
  James stood grinning in the doorway. The job which Mr. Juggins had obtained for his Cousin James at High Oaks seemed to suit that gentleman down to the ground. James looked as if he had enjoyed his morning. 
  Lord Mauleverer called the roll. Both Bolsover major and the Bounder refused to answer to their names; but as they were sprawling and gasping in Mauly’s sight, that did not matter. But there were six other fellows who did not answer because they were absent. 
  “Six men missin’!” said Lord Mauleverer. “Will you round them up, James, and persuade them to come here?” 
  “Yes, me lord!” grinned James. 
  He departed on his mission. 
  In a few minutes he returned with a junior in either hand, gripped by the collar. He tossed them, sprawling, into the class-room. James’ methods were somewhat rough and ready, but quite effective. There were four more absentees, but in ten minutes James had rooted them out, and conducted them to the class-room forcibly. 
  “That the lot, me lord?” asked James. 
  “That’s the lot, James. Now come in and close the door.” 
  “ Suttingly, me lord !” 
  James came in and closed the door. Lord Mauleverer glanced mildly over the class. 
  “Take your places, you men !” 
  Only the Bounder and Bolsover major remained out of their places, dogged and defiant. 
  “Smithy!” said Lord Mauleverer. 
  “Go and cat coke!” 
  “Bolsover!” 
  “Rats!” snorted Bolsover major. 
  “Take your places!” 
  “Shan’t!” 
  “We’re startin’ fresh this mornin’, and lettin’ bygones be bygones!” said Lord Mauleverer cheerily. “All fellows who toe the line from now on will be let off lickin’s!” 
  The Bounder gritted his teeth. 
  “You won’t lick me, you cheeky cad!” 
  “Nor me!“ snarled Bolsover major. 
  “Take your places at once!“ rapped out. Lord Mauleverer, picking up a cane from the Form master’s desk—the desk that had been placed there for Mr. Quelch, but which the Remove master had so far declined to occupy. 
  For answer, the Bounder made a rush at Lord Mauleverer. 
  “James!” 
  “Ere, sir !” grinned James, as he grasped Vernon-Smith in a grasp of iron and swept him off his feet. 
  “ Bend him over that chair!” 
  “Yessir!” 
  Vernon-Smith, helpless in the grp of the old pug, was bent face down over the chair. Lord Mauleverer wielded the cane. 
  Whack! Whack! Whack! Whack! Whack! Whack! 
  It was “six” for the Bounder. 
  “Will you go to your place now, Vernon-Smith?” asked Lord Mauleverer, with perfect calmness. 
  “ No!” yelled the Bounder, almost choking with passion. 
  Six more times the cane lashed, the Bounder struggling ineffectually in the powerful grip of Cousin James. 
  The Remove looked on in silence. 
  “How about it now, Smithy?” askcd Mauleverer. 
 “You rotter!” 
  “That’s not an answer!” 
  “I’ll smash you!” 
  “Never mind the smashin’ now, dear man! Will you go to your place and toe the line?” 
  “Never !“ hissed the Bounder. 
  Bolsover major quietly, almost softly, went to his place and sat down. The bully of the Remove realised that he was up against an iron determination, and he did not want to go through it as the Bounder was going. Of all the rioters of the Remove, only the Bounder remained obstinate ; but he was very obstinate indeed. 
  Lord, Mauleverer laid down the cane. “Take him to an empty room and lock him in, James!” he said. 
  “Yes, me lord!” 
  “You’ll be locked up on bread and water, Smithy, ‘till you make up your mind to behave yourself!” 
  “You rotter!” 
  “Take him away, James!” 
  Vernon-Smith was jerked out of the class-room in the sinewy grasp of James. The door closed behind them. Lord Mauleverer glanced over a very orderly Form. Some of the rebels save him inimical looks, but most of them had taken the change of affairs cheerily enough. Some of them were grinning. 
  “Gentlemen.” said Lord Mauleverer, with a yawn, “order is restored! High Oaks School will now proceed to business!” 
  “Hear hear!” grinned Bob Cherry. 
  “Good old Mauly!” said Peter Todd.
  “Just a word before we begin.” said Lord Mauleverer. “Some of you may not be satisfied with my methods. I can’t say I like ‘em much myself, but it was the only way! I was elected leader, and a leader’s place is to lead— what?” 
  “Hear, hear!” 
  “But I’m ready to resign any minute,” said his lordship. “So long as I’m leader, I’m goin’ to keep order, and High Oaks is going to be a school, not a bear-garden! Cousin James will be always on tap to keep order. But if you fellows like to elect another leader, I’ll stand down at once. Only in that case, High Oaks will be shut down, and you men will have the choice of goin’ back to Greyfriars to be flogged or sacked, or goin’ home, or doin’ anythin’ you dashed well like! I don’t want to be rude about it, but I bought High Oaks for a school, not for a pandemonium! After class, any fellow who isn’t satisfied can walk out, with my kind regards and best wishes, that’s all !” 
  And Lord Mauleverer took his place in class; and for the remainder of the morning Mark Linley had a very quiet class to deal with—as orderly as ever the Remove had been in their old Form-room at Greyfriars under the gimlet eye of Mr. Quelch. 

                               THE FOURTH CHAPTER. 

                                  Bunter is Not Satisfied! 

“‘MAULY’S done it!” 
  “It’s a giddy miracle!” 
  “Looks like it!” 
  Really, it did look like it. It was evening, and the Remove were at prep in their studies at High Oaks. Every fellow had turned up to prep; the Removites might have imagined that they were still at Greyfriars. 
  Even the Bounder was there in the study he shared with Tom Redwing, working as quietly as any other fellow. One day of solitary confinement and a diet of bread and water had been enough for the Bounder. 
  If he was not subdued, at least he appeared to be so. He was at least toeing the line with the rest of the Remove. Even Billy Bunter rolled up to prep, though he had loudly declared that he was going to bar himself out, as he had done once before since arriving at High Oaks. Bunter seemed to have given up that idea, for the present, however; Cousin James had a terrifying effect on the Owl of the Remove. 
  Lord Mauleverer had been absolutely successful in restoring order; High Oaks was a school once more instead of a bear-garden, though it still lacked a master. Mauleverer had telephoned again to Mr. Quelch, who was still staying on at the hotel in Courtfleld, begging him to come over to High Oaks and take control. Mr. Quelch’s answer had been short and sharp, and most decidedly in the negative. But Mauly was prepared to carry on, minus Henry Samuel Quelch, the presence of Jimmy the Pug being a guarantee of order and discipline. 
  There is always a fly in the ointment somewhere, and the drawback to Lord Maulevercr’s success was the fact that he had to toe the line himself with the rest. Personally, Mauly greatly preferred a school where there were no lessons and no prep. But this was a drawback that could not be helped, and Mauly played up manfully. 
  “Fancy old Mauly!” grinned Frank Nugent, as he sorted out his books for prep. “Who’d have thought that he would turn out a leader like this?” 
  Harry Wharton laughed. 
   Mauly’s done it.” he said. “ I’m backing him up all along the line.” 
  “Same here, rather!” said Frank. 
  “ I say, you fellows—” 
  Billy Bunter’s fat face and glimmering glasses looked in at the study door- way. 
  “ Hook it!” said Wharton. “ Prep, you know.” 
  “That’s all rot,” said Bunter peevishly. “I say, you fellows, I’m fed up with this. We might as well be at Greyfriars.” 
  “ We’ve left Greyfriars to back up Mr. Quelch, fathead.” 
  “Blow Mr. Quelch!” 
  “Blow him in your own study!”suggested Nugent. “ You’d better get on to prep, or you may got a licking in the morning.” 
  “I say, you fellows, what do you think the Head would do if a fellow went back to Greyfriars on his own?” asked Bunter. 
  He blinked anxiously at Wharton and Nugent. Evidently the Owl of the Remove was thinking of deserting the school which was turning out so very unsatisfactorily, from his point of view. 
  “I fancy the Head would make an example of any fellow who went back,” answered the captain of the Remove, laughing. “ So long as we stick together we’re all right. If you want a specially tough flogging, you’ve only got to walk over to Greyfriars and ask for it.” 
  “I—I don’t think I—I shall go back.” said Bunter. “Of course, I wouldn’t desert you fellows. But, I say—” 
  “Prep!” interrupted Wharton. 
  “Oh, blow prep! Look here, Wharton, you’re captain of the Remove, and you’ve let Mauly take it out of your hands. That’s rather rotten for you, you know. I think you ought to put Mauly in his place. I’ll back you up. I don t like to see Mauly walking over you, old fellow.” 
  Frank Nugent laughed, and Wharton fixed his eyes on the Owl of the Remove. 
  “You’d like to see me go for Mauly, what?” asked the captain of the Remove. 
  “That’s it, old chap.” said Bunter eagerly. “Put him in his place, you know. Mop him up.” 
  “Well, I won’t go for Mauly,” said Wharton. “I’ll go for you, old fat bean—like this!” 
  “Yaroooh!” roared Bunter, as the captain of the Remove grasped him by the collar. 
  Bang! 
  There was a fiendish yell from William George Bunter as his bullet head smote the study door. 
  “Whoooop!” 
  “Now, if you’ve got any more suggestions to make—” said Wharton. 
  Bunter hadn’t ! At all events, he did not stop to make any. He jerked himself away and fled for his life. 
  “Beast!” yelled Bunter from the distance. 
  Wharton chuckled and closed the study door. 
  Billy Bunter rubbed his head and wandered dismally on his way. Prep was going on in all the studies, but Bunter was not keen on prep. The trouble was that if a fellow neglected his prep at High Oaks, under the new regime, he was likely to be licked in the morning, just as he might have been at Greyfriars. That state of affairs roused Bunter’s deepest ire; but there it was! Bunter was wrathful and indignant; but he did not intend to argue the matter out with Jimmy the Pug. 
  He blinked into Smithy’s study dolefully. After what the Bounder had been through that day Bunter felt that Smithy, at least, would sympathise with a fellow who was up against Mauly. He found both the Bounder and Tom Redwing busy with prep. 
  “I say, you fellows —“ 
  “Cheese it !” said Redwing without looking up. 
  “You go and eat coke, Redwing! I say, Smithy, old chap—” 
  “Prep, you know,”  said the Bounder, with a sarcastic grin. “We’re under orders now. Mauly will stand no nonsense.” 
  Redwing glanced at his chum 
  “Mauly’s right, Smithy.” he said very quietly. 
  “Quite!” agreed the Bounder. “That’s why I’m goin’ to give him a fall.” 
  “I say, Smithy, you’re the man to do it,” said Bunter eagerly. “ You’re the very chap to put that beast in his place.” 
  “I was thinkin’ that you were the chap!” said Smithy. 
  Bunter jumped. 
  “Me!” he ejaculated. 
  “Just you, old fat bean.” 
  “I—I—I’d rather not have any rows with Mauly,” said Bunter hastily. “ I— I can’t enter into any vulgar argument with that man James Juggins. He’s rather too low for me to argue with. Beneath a fellow’s dignity, you know” 
  “Ha., ha, ha!” roared Redwing. 
  “Blessed if I can see anything to cackle at.” grunted Bunter. “I dare say you like that low rotter, Redwing. Birds of a feather.” 
  “Shut up, you fat idiot!” said the Bounder. 
  “Oh, really, Smithy—” 
  “You’d better get goin’ on your prep. There’s a lickin’ in the mornin’ otherwise. Mauly will have that old pug on hand, and I fancy no fellow is goin’ to argue with him.” 
  “It’s rotten!” groaned Bunter. “What’s the good of a rebellion if we have classes all the same?” 
  “No good at all.” agreed Vernon-Smith. “I’m against it; but I’ve been handled by that pug once, and I don’t want any more. But you—” 
  “I decline to touch the low beast.” 
  “I hardly think you could handle him.” grinned the Bounder. “But there are other ways, old fat man. You’re so jolly clever—” 
  “Eh?!
  “You’ve got such intellectual gifts that—” 
  “That’s so, old chap,” agreed the fatuous Owl. “ But I don’t see—“ 
  “I do, and I’ll go into it with you to-morrow. Now cut off and let a man get his work done.” 
  Bunter rolled away. Tom Redwing gave his chum a very keen look, with a troubled expression on his face. 
  “What have you got in your mind, Smithy?” he asked, 
  “Lots of things.” yawned the Bounder. “Among others. I’m goin’ to bust up the show here. I had enough of ‘ Yes, sir.’ and ‘ No, sir,’ at Greyfriars, and I’m not keepin’ it up here. I’m goin’ to down that ass Mauly.” The Bounder’s eyes glinted. “Why. I wouldn’t toe the line, even if old Quelch came here and took control. Think I’m goin’ to knuckle under to a fool like Mauly?” 
  “It’s not knuckling under—it’s playing the game. We all agreed—” 
  “Oh, rats!” 
  “Anyhow, I don’t see how that fat idiot Bunter can help you.” said Redwing. 
  “And I’m not goin’ to tell you!” grinned the Bounder. 
  And prep was resumed in Smithy’s study. Of all the Remove, only Billy Bunter cut prep, and the following morning in the classroom, he was called to account for the same. And to the intense indignation of William George Bunter, he had to bend over— just as if he was back again with Henry 
Samuel Quelch in the Remove room at Greyfriars. 
                                 THE FIFTH CHAPTER. 
                                          Loder’s Luck! 
“IT’S Wharton!”
  “Good luck!” 
  Gerald Loder of the Greyfriars Sixth, grinned. 
  Loder of the Sixth was on the warpath. 
  Wingate had loftily disdained to have anything to do with the plan suggested by Loder, as Loder was well aware he would do, when he had suggested it. Hanging about High Oaks, watching and spying for a chance to get hold of the Remove rebels singly, was not a plan that recommended itself to the captain of Greyfriars. But if it was not good enough for Wingate, it was quite good enough for Gerald Loder. 
  Loder & Co. had leave from the Head. That in itself was so much to the good, from the point of view of Loder & Co. Greek in the Sixth Form room at Greyfriars was not exactly attractive. Dr. Locke, greatly puzzled and perplexed how to deal with the rebellious Remove, had willingly given Loder leave to deal with them—if he could. And there was little doubt that if the prefect succeeded in putting an end to the present parlous state of affairs, he would be in high favour with the headmaster, and very likely indeed to wrest the head-prefectship from Wingate, who had failed. 
  Every day that passed made the situation more and more irksome and humiliating to the head of Greyfriars. He did not dream for one moment of conceding the demand made by the rebels. Whatever might be the reasons for his sudden and unaccountable prejudice against Mr. Quelch, there was no doubt that that prejudice was deep and strong, 
  The Remove master had been dismissed, and the Head had no intention whatever of reinstating him. 
  Probably he hoped that the Remove rebellion would “peter out” of its own accord sooner or later, and that the juniors would return to the school. But certainly there was no sign of that so far, and if the Head entertained such a hope, it was a faint one. Loder was assured of high favour if he succeeded in bringing the Lower Fourth to heel, and Loder was sure that he could do it. 
  Fortune seemed to be smiling on Loder now. The three Sixth-Formers had been hanging about in the vicinity of High Oaks all day, on and off; md now, rather late in the afternoon, the very fellow whom they would have ‘selected from all the Remove was walking fairly into their arms. 
  Harry Wharton had come out of the gates, and was sauntering away towards Courtfield. 
  Loder spotted him from a distance, and immediately backed behind a tree. and Walker and Came followed suit. 
  Quite unsuspicious of their presence, the captain of the Remove walked on. The three prefects watched him with grinning faces. 
  “The very fellow we want!” said Loder. He’s the ringleader of the whole gang, you know-captain of the Remove.”
  “ I’ve heard that the young rascals have made that ass Mauleverer their leader,” remarked Carne. 
  “We’ll have that young rascal next. It’s a good beginning to get hold of their Form-captain.” 
  “Yes, rather. And he’s really asking for it.’’ grinned Walker. 
  Harry Wharton, still unsuspicious, passed the spot where the enemy were in cover, and went on towards the town. Wharton was bound on a shopping expedition to Courtfield, and as football practice was going on at High Oaks, he went alone. Certainly it had not crossed his mind for a moment that enemies were lurking near at hand. All the Remove were careful to keep at a safe distance from Greyfriars when they took their walks abroad and, so far, nothing was known of Loder’s deep design at High Oaks. Wharton was quite unconscious of danger till he heard the sound of running feet behind him on the road. Then he glanced over his shoulder, and started at the sight of Loder, Carne, and Walker. 
  The three seniors came up with a rush, and they were round the Removite in a moment. 
  “ Got the young cad!” grinned Loder. Wharton clenched his hands. 
  “Keep your distance!” he said quietly. “You’ve nothing to do with me now, Loder; we’re not at Greyfriars.” 
  “ You’ll jolly soon be at Greyfriars, though,” chuckled Loder. “We’ve been looking for you, my pippin.”
  “Oh !“ said Harry. It dawned upon him that this was not a chance encounter, as he had supposed for the moment, 
  “ You’re the first,” explained Loder, with great satisfaction. “ We’re bagging the ringleaders, and I fancy you’re the worst of the bunch: What? You’re coming to Greyfriars with us now” 
  “I’m not !“ said Harry coolly. 
  “I fancy you are! Collar him!” 
  The three seniors closed in on the junior. 
  The captain of the Remove had no chance in a struggle; but he did not intend to be walked tamely back to Greyfriars. He had only too lively an anticipation of what awaited him there. 
  It did not seem to occur to Loder that the junior would resist. He dropped his hand heavily on Wharton’s shoulder, to march him off. The next moment he staggered back with a howl, as a clenched fist was planted on his chin, with all Wharton’s strength behind it. Loder sat down quite suddenly. 
  Wharton made a swift spring, to dash down the road. But Walker grasped him at the same moment and dragged him back. The next moment his arm was pinioned by Carne. 
  “No, you don’t!” grinned Walkcr. 
  “Not quite!” chuckled Carne. 
  The captain of the Remove struggled desperately. But either arm was securely pinioned now, and he was helpless. 
  Loder staggered to his feet. He caressed his chin, his brow black with rage. 
 “You cheeky young rotter—” 
 “Rats !” 
  “Take him along !” hissed Loder “I’ll start him!” 
  And he kicked the junior savagely. 
  “Oh, you rotter!” yelled Wharton. 
  “Better come quietly,” grinned Carne. “Give him another, Loder.” 
  Loder gave him another, and then, seeming to find solace in it, gave him a third and fourth. Wharton struggled furiously, but he could not get his arms free. 
  “ Now, are you going?” grinned Loder. 
  Wharton went. 
  With a big senior grasping each arm, and Loder behind him with a ready boot, he had no choice in the matter. 
  Back along the road he went; but he had not given up hope yet. If they passed the gates of High Oaks a yell would bring a crowd of Removites to the rescue. 
  But they did not pass the gates of High Oaks. Loder was too wary for that. They made a wide detour by the field-paths, keeping quite out of sight of High Oaks. 
  Wharton walked between Came and Walker, his brow dark, and his eyc gleaming. He was watching for a chance to make his escape; but Loder & Co. did not give him a chance. 
  They arrived at last at the gates of Greyfriars. Gosling, the porter, blinked at them as they went in. Gosling grinned a gnarled grin at the sight of the captain of the Remove. 
  “ So you’ve come back, Master Wharton!” said Gosling. “ I s’pose I shall be wanted to hoist that young gentleman, Master Loder?” 
  “I fancy so,” grinned Loder. 
  “Hallo, they’ve brought Wharton back!” roared Coker of the Fifth, as the captain of the Remove was marched across the quad. 
  There was a rush to see the prisoner. 
  “They’ve got you, old bean.” chuckled Temple of the Fourth. 
  “ Looks like it,” assented Wharton. 
  “ Hard luck!” grinned Hobson of the Shell. “ You’re for it now.” 
  “Head’s flogging!” said Tubb of the Third. “The Head’s in a fearful wax, Wharton.” 
  Bolsover minor of the Third gave the prisoner a sympathetic look. Having a brother in the Remove, Bolsover minor rather sympathised with the rebels. 
  “Is my major at High Oaks, Wharton?” he called out. 
  “Yes,” answered Harry. 
  “Good! They won’t get him in a hurry,” said Bolsover minor; and the next moment he gave a yell, as Loder cuffed him. “Ow! Yow!” 
  “ Bring the young rascal in, you men.” said Loder. 
  And Harry Wharton was marched into the House, where, in the Hall, he met Dr. Locke, the Head of Greyfriars. 
  “Wharton, sir !“ said Loder cheerfully. “I’ve brought this junior back to Greyfriars, sir !” 
  “You have done well, Loder,” said Dr. Locke. “ I am very much obliged to you.” 
  “Not at all, sir!” said Loder modestly.
   “You may release the boy,” said the Head. 
  Walker and Carne released Wharton’s arms. 
  The captain of the Remove gave a quick glance round. But there was no chance of making a bolt; Loder & Co. were ready to seize him again, and there were a dozen other fellows between him and the door. The captain of the Remove realised that he was “for” it, and he faced his headmaster with all the equanimity he could. 
                                 THE SIXTH CHAPTER. 
                                     Held by the Enemy! 
DR. LOCKE fixed his eyes sternly on Wharton. 
  The once kind and benevolent face of the Greyfriars headmaster showed little sign of kindness now. The dismissal of Mr. Quelch, and the troubles that had followed, had told on Dr. Locke’s nerves and temper, as his looks very plainly showed. 
  “Wharton!” said the Head, in a deep 
  “Yes, sir,” said Harry. 
  “You have not returned to school of your own accord?” 
  “No, sir!”
  “Your companions—I should rather say, your confederates—are still at High Oaks?” 
  “Yes, sir.” 
  “With no intention of returning to their duty?” 
  “We think it our duty to back up Mr. Quelch, sir’” said Wharton meekly. “So long as he is dismissed—” 
  “Silence!” exclaimed the Head, his eyes sparkling. 
  “Very well, sir.” 
  “A few days ago” said Dr. Locke, “two Remove boys, Vernon-Smith and Redwing, were brought into the school and placed in the punishment-room. They were taken away, I presume, by a party of their friends from High Oaks. Is that the case, Wharton?” 
  “Yes, sir.” 
  “Doubtless you were concerned in the matter?” 
  “Yes, sir, I was.” 
  “I shall take care that nothing of the kind occurs in your case, Wharton!” said the Head grimly. “I should expel you from the school at once for your rebellious conduct, but I think it very probable that in that case you would rejoin your rebellious associates at High Oaks, and urge them to keep on this reckless rebellion. 
  “Yes, sir,” said Wharton demurely. 
  “You will not be expelled—for the present at least,” said Dr. Locke. “You will be kept in security, Wharton. In the first place, you will be severely flogged for your offence.  At roll call this evening, I shall flog you in the presence of all Greyfriars!” 
  Wharton, did not answer. 
  He had quite expected that, and there was nothing to be said. 
  “In the meantime,” said the Head, “you will be locked up in security.     
  Loder.” 
  “Yes, sir,” smiled Loder. 
  “Kindly conduct Wharton to the punishment-room.” 
  “Certainly, sir.” 
  Loder’s hand dropped on the junior’s shoulder, and Wharton was marched away. Dr. Locke followed. 
  A murmur of voices died away behind the captain of the Remove, as they traversed the long corridor leading to the punishment room. 
  In that apartment, Smithy and Redwing had been locked up, before they had been rescued by Lord Mauleverer and his followers, only a few days ago. But Wharton had no hope whatever of a rescue in his case. It was quite certain that too many precautions would be taken, for the rebels to have a chance of access to him. 
  The bars had been replaced at the window, as he noted at once, and a wooden shutter had been placed over the whole window. This shutter the Head now closed and locked, placing the key in his pocket. Communication from outside was now impossible. Evidently the Head had taken warning by what had happened in the case of Smithy and Redwing. 
  Dr. Locke glanced round the room, as if to make assurance doubly sure that the junior was safe there, and then, without another word to Wharton, stepped out into the corridor. Loder, with a triumphant grin at the Removite, followed him out. 
  The door closed on Wharton; the key turned in the lock, and he heard it withdrawn. Then the footsteps of the headmaster and the prefect died away along the corridor. 
  “Oh, my hat!” murmured the captain of the Remove. 
  He sat on the corner of the table. 
  There was no escape from the punishment-room. He knew that; and no chance of rescue by his friends. Lord Mauleverer, with all the unexpected qualities of leadership he had shown, was not likely to be able to help him now. 
  He was to be flogged when the school assembled for evening calling-over; and after that, apparently he was to be locked up again. He had little doubt that the incensed headmaster would have expelled him, but for the fact that expulsion would simply have left him free to return to High Oaks and rejoin the rebels there. That the Head was determined to prevent; and the only way to prevent it was to keep the captain of the Remove locked in. 
  It was a dismal prospect. 
  And Wharton had a clear idea now, too, of the tactics that Loder, if not the Head, was adopting. The rebels of High Oaks were to be caught singly, and Wharton understood quite well that he was only the first. If the other leader of the Remove fell into the hands of the enemy in the same way, what was likely to happen? 
  The collapse of the revolt was a certainty in that case. Indeed, High Oaks was likely to come to an end, as the headquarters of rebellion, if Lord Mauleverer alone fell into the hands of the enemy. And Loder’s tactics were quite likely to be successful, for the rebels had no suspicion of what was intended—they were on their guard against an attack, but not against Loder’s strategy.
  “Oh, my hat!” repeated Wharton. 
  He moved restlessly about the room. 
  It was some hours yet to roll-call at Greyfriars, and the minutes passed on leaden wings to the prisoner. 
  Tap! 
  Wharton started, and turned to the door. He had been about half all hour in the punishment-room when he heard that cautious tap on the panels. 
  He bent to the keyhole, and whispered 
  “Hallo! Who’s there?” 
  “Me!” It was the whispering of Bolsover minor, of the Third Form. “I say, Wharton it’s me—Bolsover minor. I say, I shall get a licking if I’m caught speaking to you. Is there anything I can do?” 
  “You can’t open the door?” said Harry. 
  “No; the key’s taken away.” 
  “Could you get a message to High Oaks?” asked Harry. 
  “I’d try!” answered the fag. “I’d like to give them the tip there. Loder may bag my brother next.” 
  Wharton smiled faintly. Bolsover minor’s concern was chiefly for Bolsover major, not for the captain of the Remove. 
  “Look here,” whispered Wharton. “Loder and his crew are going to bag the fellows one at a time if they can. I dare say the rotters are at the game this very minute. 
  “I saw them go out of gates” said the fag. “ They seemed jolly pleased with themselves.” 
  “Give Mauleverer the tip what to expect, kid. Tell him they’ve got me, and they’ll get the others in the same way if they can. You can’t go over to High Oaks—you might fall in with Loder. Can you get on to a telephone?” 
 “ The phone’s still on  in Quelchy’s study. There’s nobody there—they haven’t got a new Remove master yet. Two or three fellows have been using that phone lately.” whispered Bolsover minor. 
  “Good; you can use it then. Mind you’re no caught” 
  “You bet!” 
  “And tell Mauly—” 
  Wharton was interrupted by a yell in the passage. He peered through the keyhole, and saw Bolsover minor wriggling in the grasp of Wingate of the Sixth. 
  “You young rascal!” came Wingate’s voice. “Head’s orders are that no one is to speak to a fellow in the punishment-room.” 
  “Yow-ow-ow! Leggo my ear!” 
  Bolsover minor cut off, clasping a crimson and burning ear. Wingate followed him along the corridor. 
  Wharton turned away from the door again. Through the wooden bars of the window-shutter he could get a glimpse of sky and the high branches of trees; that was all. If any Greyfriars fellows had walked round to turn up at the window he could see nothing of them. He had no doubt that Bolsover minor would pass his message on to Lord Mauleverer at High Oaks, and it was something for the rebels to be put on their guard against Loder’s insidious tactics. But so far as Wharton could see there was no help for himself; escape and rescue appeared equally impossible, and he could not help his spirits sinking as the dusk began to deepen in the punishment-room. 
                                   THE SEVENTH CHAPTER. 
                                            Up to Mauleverer! 
“ MY lord!” 
  “Yaas?” 
  “The telephone, my lord.” said Juggins. 
  Lord Mauleverer yawned deeply. Mauly had played up manfully that day, setting a good example to the Remove of attention to lessons and devotion to study. It was much against his noble grain, but he felt that it was up to him, and he did it. Classes being over at High Oaks, his lordship was now taking a well-earned rest. in the most comfortable armchair that could be supplied by Chunkley’s Stores in Courtfield. And he was not glad to hear that he was wanted on the telephone. 
  “Juggins!” 
  “Yes, my lord.” 
  “Take the call, old bean.” 
  “I’ve taken it, my lord,” answered Juggins. “It’s a message for your lord ship from Greylriars School, my lord.” 
  “Oh!” Lord Mauleverer sat up and took notice. “Oh, gad! If it’s the Head ringin’ up to say he’s givin’ in, I shall be jolly glad to hear it. Is it the Head. Juggins?” 
  “A small boy, I think, my lord, from the voice.” said Juggins. 
  “Oh, gad! I suppose I’d better go,” sighed his lordship. “ You’re sure he  
asked for me, Juggins?” 
  “Yes, my 1ord. 
  “Very well, then.” 
  Lord Mauleverer made a manful effort and detached himself from the armchair. A telephone call from Greyfriars was rather unexpected, and Mauly understood that it might be important. He remembered that Nugent minor, of the Second Form, had rung up to give warning on the celebrated occasion when the Fifth-Formers had come over to High Oaks on the war-path. It might be a warning of some new move on the part of the enemy, and Lord Mauleverer lost no time in getting to the telephone. 
  “Hallo!” he yawned into the transmitter. 
  “Is that Mauleverer?” came a very youthful voice. 
  “Yaas.” 
  “Bolsover minor speaking on Quelchy’s phone.” 
  “Oh! Fire away, kid.” 
  “They’ve got Wharton!” 
  “Loder and some other prefects bagged Wbarton, and they’ve got him here, locked up in the punishment room.” 
  “Oh, gad!” ejaculated Lord Mauleverer in dismay. 
  “I’ve spoken to him through the keyhole, and he asked me to give you the tip, Mauly.” 
  “Thanks no end, old man.” 
  “ Loder and Carne and Walker have gone out again, and I rather fancy they’re hanging about High Oaks now, looking for a chance to bag some more of you. I say, tell my brother to look out.” 
  “Oh, yaas!” 
  “ Wharton says you’re to look out because it’s Loder’s game to hang round and catch you one at a time. See?” 
  “I see.” 
  “Wharton’s going to be flogged at roll-call.” 
  “Is he, by gad !” 
“They’ve got him for keeps. Mind you tell my brother Percy to keep his eyes open.” said Bolsover minor anxiously. 
  “Yaas, dear boy,” 
  “That’s all.” said the fag. “Mind you tell Percy.” 
  And Bolsover minor rang off. 
  Lord Mauleverer left the telephone, with a very thoughtful expression on his face. Juggins was waiting in the hall, and he eyed his lordship very curiously. Every day that High Oaks school continued Mr. Juggins was more and more surprised that it did not come to an end. But Mr. Juggins was by no means anxious for it to come to an end; he was anxious, on the other hand, to see it continue. High Oaks was a land of plenty to Mr. Juggins, and to innumerable relatives of Mr. Juggins, who were having the time of their lives in Lord Mauleverer’s service. The end of High Oaks school meant that the horn of plenty would run dry, which was not, from the Juggins’ point of view a consummation devoutly to be wished. So Mr. Juggins’ expression was rather curious and rather anxious as he eyed Lord Mauleverer. 
  “Nothin’ wrong, I hope, my lord ?” he ventured. 
  “Yaas.”
  “I’m very sorry to ‘ear it, my lord.” 
  “Thank you, Juggins. You’re a sympathetic chap,” said Lord Mauleverer. “I’m much obliged to you, Juggins. One of my friends has been kidnapped. Juggins.” 
  “Kidnapped, my lord?” ejaculated Mr. Juggmns. 
  “Perhaps my Cousin James can help, my lord.” said Mr. Juggins. “James is very eager to oblige your lordship.” 
  Lord Mauleverer grinned. Jimmy the Pug had been remarkably useful in restoring order at High Oaks, but Mauly doubted whether even the redoubtable Pug would be useful in the present emergency. A frontal attack on Greyfriars, even with so hefty an auxiliary as Jimmy the Pug, was rather too large an order. 
  “You see, Juggins, my pal Wharton has been kidnapped by the Greyfriars crowd.” he explained. 
  “Oh, my lord! 
  “His headmaster, you know. Rather an obstinate old gentleman but I don’t think it would be quite the thing for James to give him his left.” 
  “Oh dear? No, my lord!” gasped Mr. Juggins. “Certainly not, my lord.” 
  “I’ve got to get the chap away from them, Juggins.” remarked Lord Mauleverer thoughtfully. 
  “Have you, my lord?” murmured Mr. Juggins. 
  “Yaas. Only the Beak will be too wary to let us nip him away as we did Smithy and Redwing the other day. And I fancy they’ll see that he doesn’t get away on his own. It looks like a fix, Juggins.” 
  “It does, my lord,” murmured Mr. Juggins. 
  “But he’s goin’ to be flogged this evenin’, Juggins. I’ve got to stop that somehow.” 
  “Yes, my lord.” 
  “The question is, how?” said Lord Mauleverer. “I suppose you haven’t any idea how, Juggins?” 
  “Nunno, my lord.” 
  Mr. Juggins did not state his private opinion, which was that these young rascals who had walked out of their school, and defied their headmaster, would be all the better for a flogging all round. That was Mr. Alfred Juggins fixed opinion; but he deemed it judicious to keep it strictly to himself. 
  “Ring the school bell, Juggins.” said Lord Mauleverer 
  “Yes, my lord.” 
  In a few minutes the bell was clanging, drawing the Removites to hall from all quarters of High Oaks. Only a short time ago most of the Remove would have passed the clang of the bell unheeded. Cousin James’ advent had changed all that. The juniors rolled up to the clang of the bell as promptly as they had ever done at Greyfriars. Any fellow who did not turn up was liable to be looked for by Cousin James. Nobody wanted to be specially looked for by Jimmy the Pug. The Pug had a heavy hand in carrying out his lordship”s orders. 
  The Remove gathered in Hall, and all but Wharton were present by the time the bell ceased to clang. 
  “Well, what’s this game?” asked the Bounder. 
  “Think you can make us turn up in Hall whenever you like, Mauleverer ?”  demanded Bolsover major. 
  “Yaas.” 
  “You cheeky ass—” 
  “Oh, shut up, Bolsover.” said Bob Cherry. “What’s the row, Mauly? 
Something happened?” 
  “Yaas.” 
  “Is the happenfulness serious and terrific?” asked Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.
  “Yaas!”
 “Well, give it a name.” suggested Nugent.
  “They’ve got Wharton.” said his lordship. 
  “What?” 
  Lord Mauteverer explained how the matter stood. 
  “Well, the silly ass!“ said Skinner. “If they’ve got him they’ll keep him. You won’t get him away like you did Smithy, old bean.” 
  “Not likely,” said the Bounder. “ The Beak will be wise to that now.” 
  “So that’s their game, is it?” said Bob. “ Catching us one at a time?  I hadn’t looked for that.” 
  “Just like Loder!” said Johnny Bull, with a sniff. 
  “The justfulness is terriffic.” 
  “Well, they’ve got him, and there’s an end.” said Skinner. “They’re welcome to him, so far as I’m concerned.” 
  “ Same here.” grinned Snoop. 
   “Shut up, you rotters!” bawled Bob Cherry. “ We’ve got to get him back. if we have to march over to Greyfriars and pull the blessed place down!” 
  “ Mauly’s leader.” said the Bounder, with a sneer. “What are you goin’ to do, Mauly?” 
  “We’re all ready to back you up. Mauly.” said Tom Redwing quietly. 
  “Hear hear!” 
  “What’s the orders, Mauly?”
   Lord Mauleverer was waiting placidly till the buzz of comment died down. 
  “Bolsover minor tipped me on telephone what had happened.” he said. “He particularly desired me to put you wise, Bolsover. He wants you to keep your eyes open, in case they catch you the same way.” 
  Bolsover major snorted. 
  “Catch them catching me !” he said contemptuously. “I’m not an ass like Wharton, I hope, to walk into their claws. Rats!” 
  “I told the kid I’d give you his message.” said Lord Mauleverer mildly. “Now shut up a bit, old chap.” 
  “Look here—” 
  “I said shut up, old bean.” said Mauleverer gently. “We’re goin’ to get Wharton back of course. I don’t think we can hook him out of Greyfriars as we did Smithy. They’ll be on the watch. We shall have to find another way.” 
  “I can see you findin’ it!” jeered the Bounder. 
  “Thank you, dear boy. I want a dozen chaps.” said Lord Mauleverer. 
Must be hefty chaps, and fellows who can shut up and obey orders. The rest will keep within bounds till we get back. Now I’ll call the names of the fellows I want.” 
  Lord Maulevercr ticked off a dozen names, which included the four remaining members of the Co. and Peter Todd. Redwing, Linley, Penfold, Squiff, Tom Brown, Newland, and Ogilvy. Leaving the rest of the Remove in a buzz of excited discussion, his lordship marched out with his merry men, all of them utterly puzzled to know what Mauly’s intentions were, but prepared to back him up through thick and thin. 
                               THE EIGHTH CHAPTER. 

                                    Sauce for the Gander! 

“WELL, of all the jolly luck!” 
  “Gerald Loder’s face fairly beamed. 
  Luck had come his way that afternoon, and now it seemed to have come his way once more. Fortunes appeared to be to be dealing in the most open-handed way with the Sixth Form man who was ambitious to become head prefect of Greyfriars in the place of Wingate. 
  Loder & Co. were lurking along the Courtfield road, within sight of the chimneys of High Oaks over the trees, when the bully of the Sixth spotted Lord Mauleverer. Loder had rather had an idea that as Wharton did not return some fellow might go to Courtfield to look for him; and now it looked as if Loder’s surmise was well-founded. Of Bolsover minor’s performances on the telephone Loder had not the faintest suspicion; he had no idea that the rebels were on their guard. That was one of the many things that Loder of the Sixth did not know. 
  Lord Mauleverer was strolling along the road, with his hands in his pockets and a careless face. Certainly he did not look like a fellow who knew that danger threatened. Mauly’s pace was never rapid: but at present he seemed to be understudying a small snail as he sauntered along. Loder fairly grinned with glee at the sight of the leader of the Remove rebellion alone, and walking into the hands of the enemy precisely as Harry Wharton had done. 
  “ Jevver see such luck ?” grinned Loder. 
  “ Well, hardly ever !” chuckled Walker. It looks like an easy thing,” remarked Carne. “Blessed if I thought your wheeze would work out as easily, Loder. It’s simply pie!” 
  “Come on!” said Loder. 
  Lord Mauleverer stopped and glanced round him, and stood looking at the three seniors as they cut across toward him. He regarded them calmly and thoughtfully for a few moments, and then, as if making up his noble mind in his usual leisurely manner, he turned and walked back towards High Oaks. Even then he did not run; he walked sedately. In a couple of minutes the three prefects’ running heard, came up with him, and they surrounded him with grinning faces. 
  “Surprised to see us—what?” chuckled Loder. 
  “Not at all, dear man,” answered Lord Mauleverer. “ The fact is, I was rather expectin’ to see you.” 
  “That’s why you came out alone, I suppose?” said Loder, with grim banter. 
  “Yaas.” 
  “Well, you’re comin’ to Greyfriars with us now. It may interest you to know that we’ve got Wharton.” 
  “Dear man, a little bird told me that long ago,” said Lord MauIeverer. “ 
I’m afraid I can’t come to Greyfriars now. Hands off “ 
  “Collar him.” grinned Loder. 
  Three pair of hands were laid upon his lordship. At the same moment  there was a sudden roar in the well-known tones of Bob Cherry, and Bob came bursting through a hawthorn hedge beside the road. 
  “Rescue, Remove!” he roared. 
  “Hallo! Here’s another of the young rascals!” exclaimed Loder. “We’ll take 
him, too, and— Oh—ah—oh! My hat!” 
  Loder broke off, with a startled glare, as a crowd of other Removites appeared behind Bob. The whole dozen of Lord Mauleverer’s selected party rushed on the scene, 
  “Give ‘em beans!” bawled Bob 
  “Hurrah!” 
  “ Give them terrific beanfulness, my esteemed chums!” 
  “Oh, my hat!” gasped Walker in dismay. 
  The three Sixth Formers let go Lord MauIeverer to defend themselves as the crowd of Removites rushed on them. Even Sixth Form men were not of much use against odds of four to one. Loder & Co. were fairly overwhelmed and knocked right and left. 
  They had let go Mauleverer, but Mauly had not let go Loder. He held on to Loder tenaciously, and three or four other fellows followed suit. Carne and Walker, gasping and furious, ran for it, and went down the road as if they landed themselves on the cinder path.
  Loder would gladly have followed their example, but there was no escape for Loder. In the grip of the crowd of juniors Gerald Loder was a powerless prisoner. 
  “Got him!” chortled Bob Cherry. 
  “The gotfulness is—” 
  “Terrific!” chuckled Johnny Bull. “Hurray !“ 
  “Leggo, you young scoundrel!” roared Loder. “I’ll smash you! I’ll skin you! I’ll——I’ll——” 
  “Bring him along, dear men.” said Lord Maulcverer placidly. “Much obliged to you, Loder, for walkin’ into the trap like this and savin’ us a lot of trouble.” 
 “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  “What?” panted Loder. 
  “You see, we knew you were moochin’ around, like a giddy lion lookin’ for what he might devour.” explained Lord Mauleverer. “That’s why I let you see me all on my lonely own, dear man. You took the bait, dear man, like a mouse gobblin’ up cheese in a mousetrap.” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  “With all these men near at hand, out of sight, to collar you when you nibbled,” smiled Lord Mauleverer. “You see, we want you, Loder. You bagged our pal Wharton, and we’re baggin’ you—see ?” 
  Loder glared at his lordship in speechless wrath. It dawned upon him now that he had fallen into a trap. His luck had not been quite so good as he fancied. 
  “Come along, dear man,” said Lord Mauleverer. “You’re wanted at High Oaks.”
  “At—at High Oaks?” gasped Loder. 
  “Yaas.” 
  “You young rascal! Let me go a once!“ shouted Loder. 
  “My dear man.” said Lord Mauleverer, in a tone of patient remonstrance. 
“You’ve bagged Wharton—and fair play’s a jewel! What’s sauce for the 
goose is sauce for the gander, you know !” 
  “You — you — you——” spluttered Loder. 
  “Bring him along! Kick him, somebody to start him!” 
  “Yaroooh!” 
  “Come on, old bean! We’re wastin’ time!” 
  “You young villain!” gasped Loder. “You—you— I’m not going to High Oaks! What the thump do you want me at High Oaks for?” 
  “You’re stayin’ there as long as Wharton stays at Greyfriars!“ explained Lord Mauleverer. 
  “What?” shrieked Loder. 
  “Don’t I make my meanin’ clear? Kick him again, Cherry! He will 
understand that!” said Lord Mauleverer. 
  “Whoooop!” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  Loder evidently did understand that, for he moved on in the midst of the crowd of Removites, grasped on all sides, a helpless prisoner. Surrounded by the triumphant juniors, the bully of the Sixth was marched in at the gates of High Oaks, and loud cheers greeted his appearance as he marched into hall. By which time Gerald Loder repented him from the bottom of his heart that he had taken in hand the difficult task of bringing the Remove to heel, and doubted very much whether his success would earn him the coveted distinction of becoming head prefect of Greyfriars. 

                                   THE NINTH CHAPTER. 

                                      Exchange No Robbery! 

WINGATE of the Sixth looked from the doorway of the House at Greyfriars and smiled. 
  Up to the House came Walker and Carne, dusty, untidy, and breathless. Evidently they had been through trouble; and Loder was not with them, which looked as if Loder had not yet got through the trouble. Wingate smiled sweetly. He had had strong doubts as to whether Loder & Co. would score a striking success in dealing with the rebels at High Oaks. It looked now as if his doubts were fully justified. 
  Walker and Carne came in, still gasping from their run. Wingate gave them a cheery nod. 
  “Anything up?” he asked amiably. 
  “Those young scoundrels !” panted Carne. 
  “You’ve collared some more of them?” asked the Greyfriars captain. 
  “Nunno! They’ve collared Loder!” 
  Wingate jumped. 
“What!” he ejaculated. 
  He was prepared to hear that Loder’s strategy had turned out something like a boomerang, and recoiled upon Loder’s own head. But this was rather a 
surprise. 
  “They set on us—a whole mob of them!” gasped Walker. “We thought we had that young rascal Mauleverer by himself, but it turned out that he was kidding us, and he had a whole mob of them hidden close by, ready to rush on us——” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” roared Wingate. 
  “Oh! It’s a laughing matter, is it?” snarled Walker. 
  “Yes, I think so.” said Wingate, still laughing. “If you’d had any sense, you might have expected it! So you walked into an ambush, and the juniors mopped you up, is that it?” 
  “There were a mob of them; we had no chance!” said Carne. “We had to clear off! Only they wouldn’t let Loder clear off! We—we stopped at a distance, and saw them yanking him along! They’ve taken him to High Oaks !” 
  “Oh crumbs !” said Wingate. “This is getting rather thick! What on earth do they want Loder for?” 
  “Goodness knows! But they’ve got him! What’s going to be done about It, Wingate?” 
  “Anything you jolly well like!” answered Wingate. “No bizney of mine! This was Loder’s wheeze, and yours, and you can deal with it exactly as you think fit! I wish you luck !” 
  And Wingate walked away, evidently greatly entertained. Walker and Carne looked at one another. 
  Possibly they had supposed that Wingate would call together all the Greyfriars prefects and hurry to the rescue of Gerald Loder. If so, they were disappointed. The Greyfriars captain made it clear that he was not concerned in the matter at all. 
  “I—I suppose we’d better report to the Head!” muttered Carne. 
  “I—I suppose so!” murmured Walker. 
  Coker of the Fifth lounged up. 
  “ Where’s Loder?” he asked curiously. 
  “Those young villains have got him at High Oaks!” 
  Coker stared for a moment, and then burst into a roar. 
  “ Ha, ha, ha !” 
  Walker and Carne glared at him. They had to stand it from Wingate, but they were not disposed to be laughed at by Horace Coker. They seized on Coker, and jammed Coker’s head against the wall with a terrific concussion. Coker still roared, though not now with laughter, and he was still roaring when Walker and Carne went on to the Head’s study. 
  It was near time for call-over at Greyfriars, and Dr. Locke, in his study, had just selected a stout birch for the special benefit of the prisoner of the punishment-room. At call-over Wharton was to be flogged before all the school—as a punishment to him, and a warning to any Greyfriars fellow who might be inclined to tread in his rebellious footsteps. The Head had the birch in his hand when Walker and Carne presented themselves. 
  Dr. Locke listened to the report of the two hapless prefects, with a grim countenance. His countenance grew grimmer and grimmer as they proceeded. 
  “Do you actually mean to tell me that these rebellious juniors have made a prisoner of Loder?” he asked. 
  “Yes, sir.” 
  “Why did Loder allow them to do so?” 
  “Hem! They were too many for us, sir—a whole mob—” 
  “ Why did you not help Loder?” 
  “We—we did, sir ; but—but——” stammered Walker. 
  “What I cannot understand is why you have returned without Loder!” said the Head. “You should certainly not have left him in the hands of those reckless juniors!” 
  Walker and Carne exchanged rather sickly looks. 
   “They—they were too many for us, sir. You see —” 
  “Nonsense!” 
  “Hem!” 
  “I am very surprised indeed!” said the Head. “I cannot understand how Sixth Form prefects could allow juniors to act in such a way! Am I to under stand that you actually ran away from these Lower boys?” 
  “Oh, you—you see, sir—” 
  “We—we— You see—” 
  Walker and Carne were crimson. The Head was really putting it in a most unpleasant way. 
  “I do not see !” interrupted Dr. Locke. 
  “We did our best, sir !” gasped Walker. 
  “Nonsense! You appear to have acted in a very foolish and, indeed, unmanly way!” said the Head. “You may go!” 
  The two wretched prefect went. They were glad to get away from the Head’s scornful glances. 
  In the passage, they looked at one another and breathed hard. 
  “That’s the thanks we get!” muttered Walker. “Making out we’re fools—after what we’ve been through, and —“ 
  “I’m fed-up with it!” said Carne savagely. “Loder’s got himself into this scrape, and he can jolly well get out of it! I’m done with the Remove! The Head can take them in hand if he likes! I’m done!” 
  “Same here!” said Walker fervently. 
  And the two prefects tramped angrily away, meeting smiling faces on all sides. The story had spread now and all Greyfriars seemed to be deriving entertainment from the adventure of Loder & Co. In the prefects’ room there was much merriment. All the Sixth wondered what was going to happen to Gerald Loder, but nobody seemed personally concerned about what might happen to him. 
  Dr. Locke, in his study, stood with the birch still in his hand and thunder in his brow. He had hoped that the problem of the Remove was near solution —instead of which it appeared now to be further from solution than ever. There was only one solace. One of the young rebels—one of the ringleaders— was in his hands, and that one could be adequately punished. His grasp tightened on the birch as his thoughts turned to Wharton. 
  Buzzzzzzz! 
  It was the telephone-bell, and the Head impatiently laid down the birch and took up the receiver. 
  “Well?” he snapped. 
  “Is that Dr. Locke?” 
  “Dr. Locke is speaking.” 
  “Good-evenin’, sir!” 
  “What “ 
   “Mauleverer speakin’ from High Oaks, sir.” 
  “Oh !” 
  The Head feltt a sensation of relief. No doubt this young rascatl, whom he now understood to be the chief leader of the rebellious Removites, was frightened at what he had done, and was seeking to make his peace. No doubt he was telephoning to announce that the rebels were, at last, returning to their duty. No doubt he was seeking to make terms before he arrived; and the Head smiled grimly at the thought. The only terms for the rebels were unconditional submission and  severe punishment. 
  “So that is Mauleverer speaking ?“ said the Head after a pause. 
  “Yaas, sir.” 
  “Very good. You may return, Mauleverer. 
  “Eh?” 
  “And bring your Form-fellows with you. Your punishment will be decided upon later.” 
  “Oh, gad! You’re offside, sir.” 
  “What?” 
  “ We’re not comin’ back, sir. 
  Dr. Locke realised that he had jumped to a conclusion rather too quickly. It was not surrender. 
  “Not unless Mr. Quelch is comin’ back, too, sir. In that case, we’ll be very glad to return to Grefriars.” 
  “You impudent young rascal!” 
  “Hem! I rang you up to speak about Loder, sir, He’s here.” 
  “You will tell Loder to return to Greyfriars immediately!” snapped the Head. 
  “I think he would jump at the chance, sir. But we’re not lettin’ him off. What we want is a fair exchange of prisoners.” 
  “What?” gasped the Head. 
  “That’s the big idea, sir. You’ve got Wharton, and we’ve got Loder. We’ll hand over Loder in exchange for Wharton. Is it a go?” 
  “Bless my soul!” 
  “As soon a Wharton gets here, sir, we’ll let Loder go. I suppose you want him back ?” 
  “This is unexampled impudence, Mauleverer—” 
  “I don’t see it, sir. An exchange of prisoners is fair play—that’s why we nobbled Loder——” 
  “Silence! You will release Loder at once. As for Wharton, he is about to be flogged most severely.” 
  “In that case, sir, there will be reprisals. 
  “What? What?” 
  “If you flog Wharton, sir, we shall flog Loder.” 
  “What ?“ shrieked the Head. 
  “Sorry, sir; but we’re bound to do it.” 
  “If Wharton’s flogged, Loder gets the same—that’s fair play. So long as Wharton is kept at Greyfriars Loder will be kept here. Catch on, sir?” 
  The Head breathed hard and deep. 
  “Mauleverer! Unless you release Loder immediately. I shall invoke the aid of the police to deal with you.” 
  “Nothin’ in it, sir.” answered Lord Mauleverer calmly “High Oaks is my property, bought and paid for, and nobody has a right to step on it without my permission. When you sent the prefect over here, sir, I could have had them run in for trespass, if I’d liked. I let them off that, sir, out of consideration for you.”
  “Bless my soul!” said the Head.
  “You can’t send peelers here, sir, without a search warrant., the place being my property. Excuse my instructin’ you in the law of the land, sir, but you don’t seem to know much about it. I’m rather well up in the laws relating to property and things. Now, unless you give me your word that Wharton will not be flogged, Loder will be flogged. How about it, sir?”
  The telephone in Dr. Locke’s study rocked as he slammed back the receiver on its hooks.  It was extremely fortunate for Lord Mauleverer that he was not within his headmaster’s reach at that moment. The slamming of the receiver was Dr. Locke’s reply to the chief of the High Oaks rebels, and he picked up the birch again with a brow of thunder.
 
                                 THE TENTH CHAPTER.

                                          Nice for Loder!

LORD MAULEVERER put up the receiver, and went down to meet his Form-fellows.  In the Hall the Removites were swarming; and in the midst of the crowd was Loder of the Sixth, with a face that Bob Cherry likened to that of a demon in a pantomime. Loder had resisted all the way up the drive, and as a result he was in rather a disheveled state. His hat and collar and tie were gone, his clothes were badly rumpled, his hair was like a mop. He had given so much trouble, that Mauleverer had ordered his hands to be tied together, and Loder was now quite helpless.  He glared at the laughing faces round him like a caged tiger.
  “Well, what does the Head say, Mauly?” asked Bob Cherry.
  “He’s rung off,” answered Mauleverer.  “He seemed to be in a bad temper about somethin’.”
  “Ha, ha, ha!”
  “The badfulness of the temper is probably terrific.” chuckled Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.
  “Well, the man might be reasonable.” said Mauleverer. “I’ve offered him a fair exchange, and exchange is no robbery.  We want Wharton—and he wants Loder. Wharton’s no use to him—and Loder’s no use to us. Blessed if I see what use he is at all, but the Head must think somethin’ of him , or he wouldn’t have made him a prefect. The Beak says that Wharton is to be flogged, although I’ve warned him that Loder will be flogged too.”
  “You young scoundrel— began Loder.
  “Shut up, Loder!   You’re dead in this act!”
  “If you don’t let me go at once—”
  “Will you dry up, loder?”
  “No!”  roared Loder furiously.  “I tell you, you young rascal—”
  “Kick him, Cherry!”
  “Yaroooh!”
  “Sorry, Loder, old bean, but it seems to be the only way to make you shut up.” said Lord Mauleverer politely.
  “Ha, ha, ha!”
  Loder suppressed his feelings, glaring at Lord Mauleverer as if he would have liked to bite him.
  “What time is callin’ over at Greyfriars, you men?” asked Mauleverer. “Anybody remember?”
  “Seven, you ass!”
  Mauleverer glanced at his watch.
  “It’s close on seven now. I’m afraid you’ll have to be flogged at seven, Loder.”
  “You—you—you—” gasped Loder.
  “Sorry, and all that; but it can’t be helped.  If the Head ill uses prisoners of war, reprisals are the only thing. But there’s only one difficulty I never foresaw.” Added Lord Mauleverer.
  “What’s that?” grinned Bob Cherry.
   “We’ve no birch here. I quite forgot to order a birch when we started High Oaks School. We shall have to flog Loder with a cane. I suppose it won’t make much difference to you, Loder?”
  “You— young villain—”
  “You see, it’s too late to telephone to Chunkley’s for a birch to be delivered before seven.” explained Lord Mauleverer.
  “Ha, ha, ha!”
  “Will one of you fetch a cane from the class-room?”
  “Yes, rather!”
   A cane was speedily fetched into Hall. Loder eyed it with well-grounded apprehension. More and more deeply did the bully of the Sixth repent having taken the problem of the Remove in hand.  Once clear of High Oaks, there was no doubt that Gerald Loder would be particularly careful to give that remarkable scholastic establishment a wide berth. But he was not clear of High Oaks yet.
  “Five minutes to seven.” said Lord Mauleverer. “Place a chair for Loder, you men. He will have to bend over a chair.”
  “Ha, ha, ha!”
  A chair was placed for Loder to bend over. Lord Mauleverer swished the cane.
  “You really mean it, Mauleverer?” asked the Bounder.
  “Eh?   Yaas!”
  “If you dare to lay a finger on me—” hissed Loder.
  “I’m not going to lay a finger on you, old bean.  I’m goin’ to lay this cane. The Head will give Wharton six. I’m goin’ to give you six. Make up your mind to it.”
  Loder gasped.  It was almost unbelievable, from the point of view of a Sixth Form prefect; but Loder had to believe it.  Lord mauleverer was evidently in deadly earnest.
  “Look here,” panted Loder., “let me speak to the Head.  If I—if I go back and—and speak to him—”
       “I’m afraid I couldn’t trust you to come back here and take your floggin’, dear man.”
  “Hardly!”
  “I—I—I’ll speak to him on the telephone!” gasped Loder. “Let me phone to the Head, for goodness sake.”
  “Any old thing.” he said. “If you can persuade the Beak to listen to reason, you’re welcome to try, old bean. Bring him to the telephone, you men.”
  “Better give him a few first.” said Bolsover major.
  “Shut up, Bolsover!”
  Loder was marched to the telephone. As his hands were tied, Lord Mauleverer obligingly held the receiver to his ear. Loder called up Greyfriars, palpitating with apprehension. The Head’s deep voice came through.
  “Loder speaking, sir!” gasped the prefect.
    
  “Indeed!”
  “I’m a prisoner here, sir, at High Oaks.”
  “So I understand from Walker.”
  “They—they’re goin’ to flog me, sir, with a cane, if you flog Wharton, sir.” gasped Loder.
  “Nonsense.”
  “You—you see, sir—“ gasped Loder.
  “I am assured that the juniors will not dare to do anything of the kind.” snapped the Head.
  “Oh. The little beasts are fairly enjoyin’ it, sir. I give you my word.”
  “You should not have allowed these Lower boys to make you a prisoner at all, Loder.”
  “I—I couldn’t help it, sir.”
  “Nonsense.”
  “I did my best, sir.” groaned Loder. “You can’t let me be flogged by these young scoundrels, sir.”

  There was a pause. Loder listened hopefully.
  “I can scarcely believe, Loder, that these juniors, rebellious as they are, would dare to proceed to such a length.” said the Head, at last.  “In the circumstances, however, I shall postpone Wharton’s flogging till you have returned to Greyfriars, and you may tell them so.”
  “Oh, thank you, sir!”
  “You will return here at the earliest possible moment, Loder.”
  “I—I—I will, sir.”
  Lord Mauleverer smiled cheerily. He was close enough to the receiver to hear what was said from Greyfriars.
  “That’s all right.” he said. “The floggin’s off, you men. Wharton’s in the punishment room at Greyfriars, I think, Loder?”
  “Yes.” growled Loder.
  “We haven’t a punishment room here—another oversight.” Said his lordship. “But any old room will do.  You’re goin’ to be locked up, old bean, so long as Wharton is locked up at Greyfriars.”
  “Look here—”
  “That will do. Bring him along, you men.”
  “I say, you fellows we’d better give him a few with the cane.”
  “Shut up, Bunter.”
  Loder was led away. He was deeply relieved at having escaped the flogging; that was so much to the good, though many of the Removites looked rather disappointed. But the prospect before him was not attractive, being just the same as that before Wharton in the punishment room at Greyfriars. He was led upstairs to one of the many unoccupied rooms in the great rambling building, followed by a crowd of chuckling juniors.  To the Removites it seemed quite a priceless lark to shut up a Sixth-Form prefect in a punishment-room.
  “Call Juggins, you men.” Said Lord Mauleverer.
  “Here, my Lord!”  Alfred Juggins was at hand at once. Juggins had the great gift of always being at hand.
  “Juggins, this fellow is bein’ kept shut up for a bit!” said Lord Mauleverer. “Get this room furnished a bit, will you?” 
  “Yee, my lord.” 
  “See that he’s fed and fairly comfortable, Juggins.” 
  “Yes, my lord.” 
  “Where’s James —”
  “Here, me lord!” grinned Jimmy the Pug. 
  “James, I want you to see that this prisoner does not get away. You will come with Mr. Juggins when he brings him food and so on. See?” 
  “Yes, me lord.” 
  “If he gives any trouble, thrash him, but don’t do him any injury—none of your knock-out blows, you know. Just a lickin’”
  “Leave him to me, me lord!” grinned James. 
  “Thank you very mitch, dear man,” And Loder, enraged, amazed, and utterly dismayed, was locked in and left to his meditations. 
                            THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER. 
                                        Bunter Does It! 
BILLY BUNTER blinked at Smithy, his little round eyes growing rounder behind his big spectacles. 
  “Oh!” he gasped. “Oh, my hat!” 
  It was the following day, and although Harry Wharton was still a prisaoner at Greyfriars, and Loder of the Sixth was a prisoner at High Oaks, the new school was proceeding on the even tenor of its way. 
  So far as the captain of the Remove was concerned, Lord Mauleverer was waiting for the Head to agree to an exchange of prisoners and he had no doubt that the Head would so agree, as soon as he realised that there was nothing else to be done, and that his lofty dignity had to be put, as it were, in his pocket. 
  Wharton was necessarily absent from the Form, but every other member of the Remove had to attend class as usual. Lord Mauleverer was really ruling High Oaks with a rod of iron in these days. Certainly he was only able to do so because the majority of the Remove backed him up; and Jimmy the Pug was more than enough to keep the unruly spirits in order. Skinner & Co. had never been quite so meek and orderly at Greyfriars as they now were at High Oaks. and Bolsover major seemed to have lost nearly all his truculence. Bunter, the laziest fellow in the Form, had become almost industrious; all the slackers were toeing the line. Even the arrogant spirit of Vernon-Smith seemed to have been contained. 
  But, that as only in seeming. 
  Had the Bounder been elected undisputed leader of the High Oaks rebels, doubtless he would have been satisfied, though certainly, in that case, High Oaks would not have much resembled a school. But the Bounder could not bow his head to authority. Even at Greyfriars there had often been trouble between Smithy and the captain of the Remove, for that reason. At High Oaks, in a state of rebellion against authority, Smithy had no idea at all of playing second fiddle and taking orders from another Removite. With most of the Remove backing up Lord Mauleverer, and the rest in awe of Jimmy the Pug, it looked as if Smithy would have to lump it, if he did not like it; but the Bounder’s thoughts had been busy, and it was upon William George Bunter that be fixed to help him bring about a change. What might follow that change the Bounder did not care about in the least; he was reckless of results as usual. 
  “You can do it, you fat duffer.” he said. “It’s the only thing you can do; but you can do that,” 
  “Oh, really, Smithy—” 
  “You’re a hopeless dud at everything else, but you can do fatheaded ventriloquial tricks.” said the Bounder. “You nearly got me into a scrap with Bolsover the other day with your trickery, and 1 jolly well kicked you for it.”
  “Look here—” 
  “Goodness knows how you do it! It can’t require any brains, or you couldn’t,” went on the Bounder. “ Still, the fact remains that you can. Now, all the fellows know you’re a rotten ventriloquist, but that brute James Juggins doesn’t, so you’ve got a clear field with him.” 
  “But—” faltered Bunter. 
  “But what, ass? Aren’t you fed-up with playing at school here, and going into class, same as if we were at Greyfriars?” 
  “Rather!” said the Owl of the Remove promptly. “ But—” 
  “ Aren’t you fed-up with Linley playin’ at Form-master, and givin’ us lessons and lines, and Maulevever captainin’ us with that prize-fighter to protect him?” demanded the Bounder savagely. 
  “Yes; but—but—but he’s a dangerous beast, you know.” said Bunter uneasily. 
  “Look how he chucked you about like a sack of coke when you tried to tackle him—and Bolsover, too.” 
  Vernon-Smith gritted his teeth. 
  “That’s why we’re goin’ to get shut of him.” he said. “It can be done by your ventriloquial trickery. Once we get that old pug out of the place, we’ll all do as we jolly well like, and give Mauly the raggin’ of his 1ife. Most of the fellows are backin’ him up now, but they’d come round fast enough if they weren’t scared of that bruiser.” 
  “Yes, but—” 
  William George Bunter liked the prospect in one way, but he evidently did not like it in another. Jimmy the Pug had terrified the fat junior, and Bunter almost shuddered at the idea of playing tricks on him. Still, he was greatly tempted. Bunter had lines to do, with a licking to come if the lines were not done, and Bunter hated lines. Bunter had to work in class, and Bunter hated work. What was the good of a rebellion if a fellow who was rebelling had to behave himself just the same? That was what Bunter wanted to know. 
  “You’ve got to do it!” growled the Bounder. “You’re afraid that that pug might lick you if he spotted it, what?” 
  “Not afraid, of course,” said Bunter. “Still, he would, you know.” 
  “Well, if you don’t try it on, I shall lick you.” said the Bounder. 
  Bunter blinked at him through his big spectacles. 
  “I’ll tell you what, Smithy. I was expecting a postal-order the 
day we left Greyfriars—” 
  “You fat idiot!” 
  “Of course, it hasn’t come here—the Head’s not sending on our letters.” 
said Bunter. 
  “Can you let me have the—the pound? Of course, I’ll hand you the 
postal-order when— when we get back to Greyfriars. It’s there, you know, waiting for me. In fact, there’s probably more than one. I was expecting several postal-orders—from my titled relations, you know.” 
  The Bounder breathed hard. 
  “It’s a go—if you do as I tell you!” he snapped. 
  “Right-ho, then!” said Bunter. “Of course, I can do it. I’m a jolly clever ventriloquist, as you know. I’ll jolly well make that prizefighter sit up, I can tell you! Mauiy, too, and the fellows who are backing him up. Leave it to me !” 
  “I’ll tell you exactly what to do—” 
  Bunter made a disdainful gesture. 
  “ You needn’t tell me anything, Smithy. I know what to do !” 
  “I tell you—” 
  “Rats ! Lot you can teach me!” said Bunter. 
  Vernon-Smith suppressed his desire to take William George Bunter by the scruff of the neck and bang his head against a tree. He promised himself that pleasure later. At present Bunter was needed and he had to be placated. 
  “Well, go ahead.” said the Bounder. “ Have your own way.” 
  “I mean to.” answered Bunter calmly. “There’s the bruiser now,” said Smithy, with a glance towards Jimmy the Pug, who was strolling down a path with his pipe in his mouth, and an expression of amicable satisfaction on his battered face. 
  It was after morning cIass at High Oaks and as the weather was fine, most of the fellows were out of doors. Skinner and Snoop were detained in the class-rooms for carelessness in lessons, and they did not even think of leaving the class-room without permission. Cousin James had instructions to take them back if they did and they were anxious not to give Cousin James that trouble 
  Some of the juniors were punting about a footer, and Jimmy the Pug stopped to look on. Bob Cherry came along to join the painters, passing Cousin James as he stood on the path. The Bounder heard Billy Bunter give his little fat cough, always a preliminary to his ventriloquial stunts. 
  “Get out of the way, you low rotter!” 
  Cousin James spun round towards Bob Cherry. For the moment even the Bounder supposed that Bob had spoken, so exactly had the Remove ventriloquist imitated his voice. The fat grin on Bunter’s face enlightened him, and he grinned. too, and watched developments. 
  “Wot?” ejaculated James Juggins. “Wot’s that, young Cherry?” 
  “Eh, What?” said Bob, staring at him. Bob had heard the remark, and wondered who had spoken; but he did not recognise his own voice, naturally. Jimmy the Pug had recognized it, and he was wrathy. 
  “You impudent young rascal!” exclaimed James, justly incensed.  “Do you want to be walloped, what?”
  “What the thump do you mean?” exclaimed Bob angrily.  “If you think you can bully me, my man, you’re making a mistake. Get out of the way, please!”  James had planted himself in Bob’s path, with a belligerent look.
  “For two pins,” roared James, “I’d put you across my knee and spank you, young Cherry!” 
  “Oh, shut up, and don’t be a fool!” retorted Bob.
  “That does it!” 
  And Cousin James grasped Bob Cherry in an angry grasp. 
  “Here! Chuck that!” roared Bob. 
  Bob struggled. 
  But, powerful fellow as he was, he was powerless in the grasp of the 
old pugilist. 
  “Rescue, you men!” shouted Bob. 
  A crowd of the Removites ran up. The Bounder chuckled and Billy Buntcr grinned with glee. There was no doubt that the Remove ventri1oquist had done it now.  Cousin James was grasping Bob in a grip of iron with one hand, and smacking him forcibly with the other— and Bob was punching at him furiously. 
  “Stop that, you ruffian!” shouted Johnny Bull. 
  “Chuck it!” exclaimed Nugent. 
  “Collar him!” 
  “ Rescue!” yelled Bob. 
  “All right, Bob. We’ll be with you in a sec!”
  There was a rush at James. 
  Johnny  Bull and Nugent and Hurree Jamset Ram Singh seized him at once. 
What the row was about they did not know, but they knew that they were not going to see their chum handled by the prizefighter. But all the Co. together were not equal to handling Cousin James, and Squiff and Peter Todd jumped to their aid, and the Bounder rushed in. The trouble having been started, the Bounder was keen to make it worse, and to prevent explanations. 
  So many hands were laid on James Juggins that even the redoubtable old pug was overpowered, and he went to the ground with a dozen Removites clinging to him like cats. The Bounder grinned gleefully as he grasped James prominent ears, and banged his head on the hard earth. Muffled roars came from Cousin James under the scrambling heap of juniors. 
  “Duck him!” yelled Bolsover major. 
  “Hurrah!” 
  Shove him in the pond!” 
  “‘Ere, you stow it!” howled James. “You chuck it, you ‘ear me! Oh crikey! Oh crumbs! Ow!” 
  For once the Removites were united. Cousin James had kept the rebellious spirits in order, because most of the fighting-men in the Remove were on the same side. Now the fighting-men were handling Cousin James, as well as the rest, and against the whole Form Jimmy the Pug had no chance. He was bundled along helplessly to the pond, struggling and roaring, and using language which really ought not to have been used in the presence of innocent youth, but which was perhaps excusable in the circumstances. In a yelling mob, the Removites reached the pond, and Cousin James was hurled headlong in. 
  Splash! 
      
  `“Groooogh! Gug-gug! Oooch!” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” roared the Removites. 
  “Now cool down there, you cheeky rotter!” bawled Bob Cherry. “And you’ll get some more of the same if you ask for it!” 
  “Yes, rather!” 
  “The ratherfulness is terrific!” And the Remove crowded away, leaving  Jimmy the Pug to crawl dismally out of the pond, looking and feeling as if he did not find life at High Oaks worth living. 
                             THE TWELFTH CHAPTER. 
                                     The Only Way! 
HARRY WHARTON stood by the window of the punishment room 
at Greyfriars, staring out at a patch of blue sky, which was all he could see of the outside world, when there was a sound of footsteps in the corridor. He turned to the door, expecting to see Trotter, the page, with a tray and dinner. But it was Wingate of the Sixth who entered the punishment-room. 
  Wharton gave him a nod and a smile. 
  “HalIo, Wingate!” 
  “Getting fed-up with this?” asked the captain of Greyfriars. 
  “Yes, rather!” answered Wharton promptly. 
  “You’re going now.” 
  “Oh, good!” 
  “Head’s orders to let you out.” said Wingate. 
  “Oh, my hat! That’s good news!” said Harry. “But why?” 
  “I suppose you don’t know what’s been happening.” said Wingate, with a grin. “ Your precious friends over at High Oaks have got Loder.” 
  “Good for them!” said Harry. 
  “They’ve kept him a prisoner.” said Wingate. “He’s been away all night, 
and he’s still at High Oaks.” 
  Harry Wharton laughed. 
  “Mauly’s some leader.” he said. “Is the Head letting me go so that Loder can come back?” 
  “I imagine so. Anyhow, the orders are to let you out of the punishment room, and you’re to take a message to Loder to return to Greyfriars at once. That’s all I’ve been told.” 
  “I’ll take that message with pleasure.” said Harry Wharton, laughing. “In fact. I’ve never been so pleased in my life to take a message. Does the Head want to see me?” 
  “He doesn’t !” answered Wingate dryly. 
  He threw the door open wide and Harry Wharton walked out of the punishment-room. His face was very bright as he walked down the corridor and down the stairs. The Greyfriars fellows were not yet out of the Form rooms, and Wharton guessed that the Head had let him depart while the fellows were still in school, so that his departure should not be witnessed. Ii was a defeat for the Head, and he did not want all Greyfriars to be witnesses to his defeat. 
  Wharton walked across cheerily to the gates. 
  From the window of the Sixth Form room Dr. Locke glanced out, and there was a deep frown on his brow as he looked after the captain of the Remove. Loder’s place in the Sixth was vacant and all Greyfriars knew that Gerald Loder was a prisoner in the hands of the rebels at High Oaks. That he was being held as a hostage for Wharton the fellows could easily guess, and there had been much merriment on the subject, as the Head was probably aware. 
  It was impossible to allow such a situation to continue, as the Head had realised on reflection. He had been scarcely able to believe, at first, that the High Oaks rebels would venture to keep a Greyfriars prefect a prisoner. 
  Loder had not returned, however, and the Head had to believe it at last. To visit High Oaks and demand the release of Loder was futile, as he knew; it would only have been met by defiance. To invoke the aid of the police was, no doubt, possible, but that meant that Greyfriars and its affairs would become the talk of the county and figure in the newspapers—an awful thought to the Head, who hated publicity of any sort, and shrank especially from publicity of the present state of Greyfriars’ affairs. To leave a Sixth Form man a prisoner with the rebel Removites was impossible, and the only alternative was to accede to Lord Mauleverer’s demand. 
  It had been a bitter pill for the Head to swallow, but he had had to get it down. He had saved his dignity as much as he could by sending Wingate to release Wharton and give him a message for Loder. That was all the Head could do. He had done it, much against the grain, and now Wharton was free. He turned from the window, and possibly he detected lurking smiles among the Sixth, for until the class was dismissed the Head’s temper was uncommonly acid, and the Greyfriars Sixth had never been so glad when the hour of dismissal came. 
  Meanwhile, Harry Wharton walked cheerily away up the Courtfield road towards High Oaks. 
  He had had more than enough of the punishment room at Greyfriars, though he had been supported by faith in the amazing qualities of leadership that Lord Mauleverer had developed. He had hoped, at least, that Mauly would find some way of getting him out of durance vile, and now Mauly had done it. He strolled along cheerily in the spring sunshine, and turned in at the gate of High Oaks. 
   “Groogh! Gug-gug! Oooch!”
   Wharton heard those remarkable sounds as he walked up the drive and glanced round. At a short distance from the drive was the pond, and from the pond a drenched and dripping figure was crawling.
  “Oh my hat!” ejaculated Wharton, as he recognized  Jimmy the Pug. He turned off the drive and approached the old pugilist. 
  “Been swimming with your clobber on?” he asked humorously 
  James give him a dripping glare. 
  “I’ll smash ‘em!” he mumbled. 
  “But what—” 
  “You’re one of ‘em! I’ll smash you!” 
  “Here, I say— Oh, my hat!” roared Wharton, as the enraged James grasped him. “Leggo! Yarooogh!” 
  Possibly James with his eyes full of water and mud, did not recognise Wharton, and did not remember that the captain of the Remove had been absent that morning.  Perhaps he did not care. In his present frame of mind he was yearning to thrash somebody, as was natural in the circumstances, and Wharton had come along at the right moment for that purpose. With a grip on the astonished junior’s collar, James proceeded to smack his head right and left. 
  “Take that, you young rip—” 
  “Whooop!” 
  “And that—and that——” 
  “Leggo! Yaw-ow-ow!” 
   James had a heavy hand, and he was using it with vigour. 
  “And that—and that—and that —” 
  “You potty idiot, leggo !” shrieked Wharton. 
  “And that!” gasped James. 
  Fortunately, Wharton succeeded in hooking his leg into James’ and giving the exasperated pugilist a shove at the same time. James staggered back, and, being still on the edge of the pond, sat down in the water. There was a mighty splash and a muffled roar from James. 
  Wharton did not linger. 
  His head was singing from James’ hefty smacks, and James was struggling out of the water again. With au expression on his battered face which told only too plainly what the junior had to expect if he was still on the spot when James emerged from the pond. Wharton started for the house at a run. 
  He was rather breathless when he dashed into the hall of High Oaks. The Removites were at dinner there. 
  “Hallo, hallo, hallo!” roared Bob Cherry. “Here’s Wharton!” 
  “Hurray!” 
  “You got away” exclaimed the Bounder. 
  “I’m released in exchange for Loder.” said Harry. “I fancied you’d manage it somehow, Mauly, old man” 
  “Yaas, I rather thought it would work, you know.” said Lord Mauleverer amiably. “The Head couldn’t very well leave Loder here a permanent fixture. Juggins !” 
  “Yes, my lord.” 
 “Go to the punishment-room, Juggins, and let that fellow out. Tell him to clear off.” 
  “Yes, my lord.” 
  Juggins departed. Harry Wharton dropped into a seat at the table beside Bob Cherry. He was ready for dinner. 
  “Jolly glad to see you back, old chap,” said Bob. 
  “And I’m jolly glad to get back.” said Harry. “Has anything happened here this morning?” 
  “Hem! Yes.” 
  “I found that old pug crawling out of the pond.” said Harry. “He went for me and I pushed him in again. What’s the row ?” 
  “The rowfulness has been terrific, my esteemed chum,” said Hurree Jamset
Rum Singh. “The excellent and ludicrous James has been ducked for his own esteemed good.” 
  “He asked for it.” growled Bob. 
  “Begged for it, in fact.” said Johnny Bull. 
  “He, he, he!” 
  That fat cachinnation came from Billy Bunter. 
  Smithy gave the Owl of the Remove a fierce, warning look. Billy Bunter winked at him reassuringly. 
  “All serene, Smithy. I’m not letting anything out!” he said fatuously. 
  “You fat idiot!” hissed the Bounder. 
  “Oh, really, Smithy—” 
  “Shut up!” hissed Vernon-Smith. 
  “If you think I can’t keep a secret, Smithy—” 
  “What’s that fat duffer burbling about?” asked Nugent. 
   “Oh, really, Franky—“ 
   “You see, James got his ears up.” Bob Cherry explained to the captain of the Remove. “He thought he could smack my head, just as if it were Skinner’s———” 
  “You cheeky chump “ interjected Skinner. 
  “Blessed if I know what was the matter with him,” went on Bob. “Just flew into a temper and flew at a chap.” 
  “He, he, he!” 
  “For goodness’ sake, stop going off like an alarm clock, Bunter. “What are you cackling at, you fat duffer?” 
  “Oh really, Cherry—” 
  “Hallo, hallo, hallo! There goes Loder!” 
  Through the open doorway Loder of the Sixth could be seen heading for the gates. Loder was not looking grateful for his release. His face was furious. Probably he did not expect a very agreeable reception when he returncd to Greyfriars. Bolsover major jumped up. 
   “Let’s see Loder off!” he exclaimed. 
  “Good egg!” exclaimed half a dozen fellows, and there was a rush out of the doorway. 
  “Hold on!” called out Lord Mauleverer. 
  But Mauly was not heeded. Six or seven fellows rushed down the drive to see Loder off; and Loder, as he saw them coming, broke into a run. Loder disappeared out of the gate, going strong. 

                                   •      *     *     *     *

  Greyfriars was at dinner when Loder arrived there. He went in and took his 
place at the Sixth Form table, and a general grin greeted him. 
  “Had a good time?” Wingate inquired affably. 
  Loder did not answer that question. 
  When the Head went to his study after lunch Loder presented himself there to report. He had doubted whether his reception would be a pleasant one. His doubts were set at rest now. It was not pleasant. Dr. Locke eyed him over his glasses with his grimmest look. 
  “Oh! You have returned, Loder?” he said, 
  “Yes, sir. I ——”
  “I am very displeased with you, Loder.” 
  “You see, sir, I—I—” 
   “Your folly and incapacity placed me in a very awkward position,” snapped the Head. “I had no alternative but to release Wharton, on your account, Loder. I cannot imagine why you allowed yourself to be forcibly detained by Lower boys.” 
  “A whole mob of them, sir—” 
  “Nonsense!” 
  “But, sir, you see——” 
  “Nonsense!” 
   Loder was silent. The head did not seem to be in a mood to listen to excuses. It is said that nothing succeeds like success, and certainly nothing fails like failure. Loder had failed, and he was in disgrace. 
  “1 am very displeased with you.” said the Head. ‘You have acted very foolishly, and the result has been to place me in a very awkward position. I doubt whether I can allow you to remain a prefect at all, Loder.” 
  “Oh, sir!” gasped Loder. 
  “I shall consider the matter. You may go.” 
  Loder went. This was the reward of his devotion, and the outcome of his scheme to give Wingate a fall. No doubt it was what he deserved, but in that knowledge Loder found no comfort whatever. 
                            THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER. 

                                              Exit James! 
“LOOK ‘ere—” 
  “My dear man!” said Lord Mauleverer mildly. 
  “Ducked!” roared James. “Drenched! Dripping! Look ‘ere—”
  “I’m not deaf, dear man.” said Lord Mauleverer in a tone of plaintive re monstrance. “Would you mind moderatin’ your voice a little?  Shoutin’ rather gets on my nerves.” 
  “Ducked!” roared Jimmy the Pug “Ducked in a blinking pond! Wet! Muddy! Smothered !” 
  James was not moderating his voice as requested. Rather was he intensifying it. There was no doubt that James, when he was excited, erred on the side of emphasis.
  “Did I come ‘ere to be ducked?”  hooted James. “Did I come ‘ere to be chucked in a blinkin’ pond? I arsks you, as man to man.” 
  Lord Mauleverer shook his head. 
  “To the best of my knowledge, my dear fellow, you did not come here for any such purpose.” he said soothingly. 
  “Am I goin’ to stand it?” roared James. 
  “ My dear man—” 
  “Am I the sort of bloke to stand it?” 
  Lord Mauleverer sighed. James was propounding a series of queries, just as if he were asking Mauleverer a set of conundrums. He did not, like Brutus, pause for a reply. He did not seem to want a reply. His own eloquence appeared to suffice for James. 
  “ Am I the covey to put up with this ‘ere?” demanded James in great wrath, and then, at last, he answered his own question. “ No, sir, I ain’t! Not by long chalks! I ain’t the covey to be ‘andled like this ‘ere! Drenched! Soaked ! Muddy! I found a blooming frog down my neck when I got out! Then a young rip pushed me in again. Look at my eye! Punched! Look at my nose! Bashed! Think I’m going to stand it? Don’t you make any blinkin’ error! I ain’t!” 
  James had changed his clothes since his ducking, and he was dry, but his temper had not improved. James’ battered face, which retained many signs of ancient damages, now showed a good many more; in the struggle with the Removites he had not been handled gently. One of his eyes was nearly closed; his nose, which had always had a list to port, now looked almost on its beam-ends. James was damaged, and James was hurt. and James was in a towering rage. 
  If this sort of thing was going to happen at High Oaks, James had had enough of High Oaks ; in fact, a little too much. James was so excited that Mauleverer, had he been a suspicious fellow, might have suspected that James had warmed himself, after his ducking, with some liquor of a potent nature. James was actually brandishing a knuckly fist, almost under his lordship’s nose, to give point to his remarks. 
  “The young rip !” continued James. “The whole gang of ‘em! Why, I’ll limb ‘em! I’ll bash ‘em! You mark my words—I’ll bash ‘em!” 
  Alfred Juggins came out of the house, with a worried look. Hitherto, the numerous members of the tribe of Juggins who had gathered at High Oaks in Lord Mauleverer’s service, had proved extremely satisfactory. They were on to a good thing, so to speak, and they did not want to lose it. But James was rather different from the other Jugginses. In the prize-ring, and in his later position as ‘chucker-out” in a picture palace, he had not learned refined manners. 
  “Here, stow it, Jimmy!” said Mr. Juggins anxiously. “That ain’t the way to talk to his lordship. 
  “You ‘old your jaw, Alf.” replied James. “I’m tellin’ his lordship that I’m going to bash them young rips, and, you mark my words, that’s jest what I’m going to do!” 
  “You’ve been drinking!” said Mr. Juggins accusingly 
  “If a bloke took a drop, arter being ducked in icy water, ain’t a bloke a right to do so?” demanded James hotly. “I’m telling his lordship, fair and square, that I’m going to bash them young rips. Callin’ a man names, and ducking him in a pond! 
  “He, he, he!” 
  James stared round as he heard that cachinnation. It was quite involuntary on Billy Bunter’s part, and the next moment he was sorry that he had cachinnated, as James’ baleful eye fell on him. 
  “That’s one of ‘em!” said James, and he made a rush at Bunter. 
  “Yaroooh!” 
  The fat junior fled for his life, with James in hot pursuit. Lord Mauleverer stared after them in dismay. 
  “Oh, gad!” he ejaculated. 
  “ My eye !” murmured Mr. Juggins. He rushed after James and caught him by the shoulder. “ Now, look here. James, you be’ave—none of your chucker-out games here, you know—Oh!” 
  “Oh!” 
  A jab from James’ elbow took effect on Mr. Juggins’ waistcoat, and he sat down suddenly witth a gasp, as if punctured. 
  “Ooooooh!” 
  “James!” ejaculated Lord Mauleverer. 
  James did not heed. In his present frame of mind, he was deaf to the voice of the charmer. 
  He rushed on in pursuit of Bunter. Bunter, as a matter of fact, had had no hand in the handling of James; Bunter was not the fellow to take a front seat on such an occasion. But it was all one to James. He was on the war-path; and he rushed after Bunter with vengeance in his eye. 
  “Oh, dear!” gasped Lord Mauleverer. 
  The institution of James at High Oaks had worked, hitherto, like a charm. But it seemed to have its drawbacks now. Lord Mauleverer had congratulated himself upon his astuteness in engaging James to keep order. But keeping order was not really James long suit. Probably, in his chequered career as a boxer and a chucker-out, he had been more accustomed to disorder. Certainly he was quite out of hand now. 
  Lord Mauleverer hurried down the drive after James. That infuriated member of the Juggins clan had overtaken Bunter, and stretched out a knuckly paw to seize him. In sheer terror Bunter dropped on the ground— so suddenly that James stumbled over him before he knew what was happening, and went full length, landing with his nose in the gravel. The roar that proceeded from James as he landed would have done credit to the Bull of Bashan. 
   Bunter sat up dazedly, groping for his spectacles. 
  “ Yaroogh! Help! Murder! Fire! I say, you fellows, help! Yoooooop! Keep him off !” roared Bunter. 
  “Hallo, hallo, hallo!” 
  “What the thump—” 
  Remove fellows came running upon all sides. 
  “That bruiser’s broken out again!” chuckled the Bounder. “Collar him!” 
  “Yaroogh! Help! Keep him off!” 
  James staggered up, gouging gravel from his features. If he had been enraged before, he was a Berserker now. Lord Mauleverer hastily interposed between him and Bunter. 
  “My dear man, take it calmly,’ said Mauloverer. “ I shall have to sack you if you kick up a shindy, you know—Whooooooop!” 
  A knuckly fist landed on Mauleverer’s noble nose, and he sat down—on Bunter. There was an expiring gasp from the Owl of the Remove. 
  “ Oh, gad !” gasped Mauleverer. “Oh dear! Hold him, you fellows! Oh, my nose! Oh, my hat! Ow!” 
  “ Mop him up!” yelled the Bounder, in great delight. 
  “Collar him!” 
  “Collar me, will you?” roared James. “I’ll bash you—I’ ll bash the lot of you! ‘Ere goes! I’m arter you!” 
  And James, without waiting to be collared, rushed to the attack. Lord Mauleverer, sitting breathlessly on Bunter, clasped his nose, and gazed at James in horror. 
  “Oh, gad!” he murmured feebly. 
  “Ow! Gerroff!” moaned Bunler. “You’re s-s-squashing me, you beast! Gerroff! Ow! You silly idiot, gerroff!” 
  The Removites scattered before James’ rush, but they closed up again. James, fighting valiantly, was borne to the ground by weight of numbers. He almost disappeared under the swarm of juniors. 
  “Sit on him!” gasped Wharton. 
  “Hold him!” 
  “Yarooh! Let a bloke go!” roared James. “I’ll bash you! You mark my words, I’ll bash the lot of you!” 
  “The bashfulness will not be terrific!” gasped Hurree Jamset Ram Singh, holding on to James’ ears. 
  “Duck him again!” shouted Bolsover major. 
  “Turn him out!” yelled the Bounder. Lord Mauleverer staggered up—much to Bunter’s relief. 
  “Turn him out!” said Mauleverer breathlessly. “James, you’re sacked! Take him out of gates, you men!” 
  “Yes, rather!” 
  “Juggins! Where’s Juggins?” 
  “Here, my lord !” gasped Alfred Juggins. 
  “I’m aw’fly sorry, Juggins, but James will have to go.” 
  “Yes, my lord !” gasped Juggins. 
  “Pay him a month’s wages, Juggins.” 
  “Yes, my lord.” 
  “Will you go quietly, James?” 
  “I’ll bash you!” roared James “I’ll bash the whole lot! You mark my words—I’ll bash you!” 
  “Help him out, you men!” 
  James was helped out. The Famous Five grasped him, together with the Bounder and Redwing and Squiff and Toddy and five or six more fellows. Hefty as James was, the odds were too heavy for him. There was hardly enough of James to go round, with so many fellows grasping him. In the midst of the juniors James was dragged and hustled along, through the gateway and landed in the road. By the time he landed there, even James had had enough. He sat and spluttered in the road; and Mr. Juggins prudently locked the gates. 
  James staggered to his feet at last; and for a quarter of an hour he stood at the gates, and told High Oaks School at the top of his voice what he thought of them. Lord Mauleverer and Mr. Juggins came in for a full share of James’ eloquence which seemed almost inexhaustible. It was quite a relief when James ceased at last, and, after shaking a knuckly fist at High Oaks, by way of farewell, tramped away up the road to Courtfield. 
  James was gone. And when the school bell rang for afternoon classes, it was only too clear that James was gone; for less than a third of the Remove turned up to class. Once more authority had broken down in the school without a master. 
                                 THE FOURTEFNTH CHAPTER. 
                                              Called to Account! 
“NOT our fault, Mauly, old man!” 
  “Couldn’t be helped, old chap!” 
  The faultfulness of our esteemed selves was not terrific, my esteemed Mauly!” 
  Lord Manleverer shook his head. His lordship’s face was very thoughtful at tea in the hall at High Oaks. Once more the leader of the Remove rebellion was up against trouble; and the fellows who were backing him up were sympathetic; James had been Mauly’s right-hand man in keeping the recalcitrant spirits in order; and now he was gone, and discipline had gone with him. There was a malicious grin on the Bounder’s face. His scheme had worked out even more successfully than he had hoped. Skinner & Co. were openly gleeful, and Billy Bunter was in great spirits. But Lord Mauleverer was worried. 
  “All serene, you men,” he said. “I’m not blamin’ anybody. I suppose it couldn’t be helped, though I can’t quite make it out. Blessed if I can understand why James went off at the deep end today.” 
  “He, he, he!” 
  “What are you cacklin’ at, Bunter?” asked Mauleverer, fixing his eyes on the Owl of the Remove. 
  “Oh, nothing!” grinned Bunter. “I don’t know anything about it, Mauly. 
He, he, he!” 
  The Bounder gave him a dark glance across the table; a circumstance which did not pass unnoted by Lord Mauleverer. His lordship was not suspicious, but he was sometimes very keen to observe. 
  “Somethin’ must have happened to make James break out like that,” he said. “You don’t know anythin’ about it, Bunter?” 
  “Nothing at all, old chap.” said Bunter. He winked at the scowling Bounder. “Smithy doesn’t, either. He, he, he!” 
  “Have you been playin’ any tricks, Bunter?” asked Lord Mauleverer, very quietly. 
  “Certainly not, old fellow!” Bunter blinked at Mauleverer through his 
spectacles, a little alarmed by Mauly’ s expression. “Nothing of the kind, old chap. I wouldn’t, you know. If you think Smithy said anything to me this morning, you’re mistaken. I haven’t spoken to Smithy at all to-day, have I, Smithy?” 
  “You fat fool!” growled the Bounder. 
  “Oh, really, Smithy—”
  “My only hat!” exclaimed Bob Cherry. “ It was that fat villain all the 
time—” 
  “Oh, really, Cherry—” 
  “It’s not the first time that fat rotter has kicked up a shindy with his beastly ventriloquism,” exclaimed Bob wrathfully. “That was it, of course! I re- member now —” 
  “It wasn’t!” yelled Bunter, in alarm. 
  “Nothing of the kind. I wasn’t there— Smithy can prove I wasn’t there—he was with me on the spot.” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  “ And Smithy put you up to it!” demanded Lord Mauleverer. 
  “No!” howled Bunter. “Don’t I keep on telling you I never did it? I never spoke to Smithy at all this morning—never saw him, in fact” 
  “You fat chump!” roared Peter Todd. “ You’ve just said he was with you on the spot.” 
  “I—I mean—— I mean he wasn’t with me on the spot.” gasped Bunter. “That’s what I meant to say. As for his offering to cash my postal-order, that’s got nothing to do with it. I’m going to hand him the postal-order when we get back to Greyfrars 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” roared Skinner. “So it was Bunter! Good for you, Bunter!” 
  “Juggins!” called out Lord Mauleverer. 
  “Yes, my lord?” 
  “Will you take Bunter away and thrash him, Juggins?” 
  “Oh, my lord!” 
  “It was Bunter set James going, Juggins, and caused all the trouble! I’d be much obliged, Juggins. if you’d take him away and thrash him.” 
  “Certainly, my lord!” 
  “Look here.” roared Bunter, “if you think I’m going to let a dashed manservant touch me, Mauly—” 
  “Yaas, I rather think so.” said Lord Mauleverer placidly. “Thrash rather hard, Juggins.”
  “Yes, my lord.”
  Juggins went round the table and took William George Bunter by the collar. Bunter roared.
  “Yow!  Leggo!  It wasn’t me!  It was Smithy all the time!  Own up, Smithy, you beast!  You know you put me up to it! Yaroogh!”
  “This way, Master Bunter!” said Juggins.
  Bunter was jerked out of his chair and Juggins marched him out of the hall, yelling.  Louder and louder yells were soon heard from the distance, which indicated that Juggins was getting busy with a cane in the class-room, and was carrying out his lordship’s instructions with no lack of vigour.
  “That’s for Bunter.” said Lord Mauleverer. “As for you, Smithy—”
  “Are you going to tell Juggins to lick me?” sneered the Bounder. “You’d better insure him first.”
  “I’m goin’ to lick you myself.” answered Lord Mauleverer quietly.”You’re a bad hat, Smithy, and you’ve acted like a rotter. You put Bunter up to that rotten trickery—”
   “Admitted!” said the Bounder coolly. “And now, what about it?”
  “I’m goin’ to lick you.”
  Lord Mauleverer rose from the table.
  All the Removites were on their feet now. From the classroom the yells of William George Bunter still rang loud and long, but they rung unheeded. The Bounder jumped up with a mocking sneer on his hard face.
  “And how are you going to lick me, you silly ass?” he asked contemptuously. “You haven’t got that prize-fighter now to back you up. Do you think I’m going to bend over at your order, you slackin’ dummy?”
  “We’ll jolly soon bend you over if Mauly gives the word!” exclaimed Harry Wharton.
  “Say the word, Mauly!” shouted Bob Cherry. “We’re backing you up!”
  “The backupfulness is terrific!”
  “Hear, hear!”
  “I’m backing up Smithy!” shouted Bolsover major.
  “Hold on!” said Lord Mauleverer. “We don’t want a free fight here. I’m not tellin’ you to bend over, Smithy. I’m goin’ to lick you. Take off your jacket!”
  “Oh, my hat!”  ejaculated the Bounder.  “Why, you tailor’s dummy, do you think you could lick one side of me?”
  “I’m goin’ to try.”
  Lord Mauleverer sedately peeled off his well fitting jacket and pushed back his spotless cuffs. The Bounder eyed him in blank astonishment. Mauly had never figured as a fighting man before, and Vernon-Smith had not the slightest doubt that he could knock out the schoolboy earl in a single round.
  “Think again, you silly ass!”  he exclaimed derisively.  “You’ll want a new set of features when I’m done with you.”
  “Leave him to me, Mauly.” urged Bob Cherry.
  “Thanks, old bean, I’m handlin’ him myself. You keep time, Wharton, will you?” said Lord Mauleverer.
  “I’d rather you kept time for me, Mauly,” said the captain of the Remove.
  “Rats!  Waitin’ for you, Smithy.”
  The Bounder gave a jeering laugh.
  “I won’t keep you waitin’, you dummy!”
  He threw off his jacket, and the Removites made a ring in Hall around the two combatants. Harry Wharton took out his watch.
  “Poor old Mauly!” sighed Skinner’ “If you have any tears prepare to shed them now, my beloved ‘earers!”
  “Ha, ha, ha!”
  The Bounder came up with his hands up, grinning over them.  He had no doubt whatever about knocking out the dandy of the Remove, and few of the onlookers had any doubts. Harry Wharton & Co. looked anxious, Skinner & Co. gleefully anticipative.
  But Lord Mauleverer, who had surprised the Remove so much since the beginning of the rebellion, had not finished surprising them.
  He stood up to his opponent quietly and coolly, without a trace of the swagger that was noticeable in the Bounder. And he did not go down, as the Removites expected, under Smithy’s slashing attack. He gave ground a
little, and then a little more, and as Vernon-Smith rushed in to finish, Lord Mauleverer seemed to wake up suddenly.  His right came through the Bounder’s guard, and caught Vernon-Smith on the side of the jaw, and as Smithy spun half-round under the force of the blow, Mauleverer’s left crashed in and the Bounder went spinning.
  Crash!
  “Oh, my hat!” yelled Skinner in amazement’
  “Man down!” trilled Bob Cherry. “Good old Mauly!  Keep that up!”
  “Bravo, Mauly!”
  Harry Wharton began to count. It looked almost as if the Bounder would be counted out in the first round. But Vernon-Smith scrambled to his feet and rushed on, with a furious face.
  “Go it, Mauly!”
  Lord Mauleverer was going it. No one, looking at him now, would have taken him as a slacker.  He looked more like a live wire. He met the Bounder with right and left, and just as Wharton was calling time the Bounder went down again.
  There was a roar in the hall.  Skinner picked the Bounder up, with amazement on his face.  Smithy leaned on him, gasping for breath.
  “Good old Mauly!”
  “Bravo!”
  “Who’d have thought it?” gasped Bob Cherry.  “Old Mauly’s a dark horse. It’s Mauly’s fight, you men!  Bravo, Mauly!”
  “Time!”
  The Bounder sprang to the attack like a tiger. The second round was hard and fast. The Removites watched it breathlessly.  Nobody had ever suspected the quiet, unassuming schoolboy earl of being a fighting-man.
 But Mauleverer was putting up a fight now that astonished the Remove.  Amazing as it was, he was out-classing the Bounder, who was well known to be a good man with his hands.  He took severe punishment without flinching, and he drove in blows that made his adversary gasp. 
  When Wharton called time for the third round the Bounder came on much more cautiously. He realised this time that he had to go “all out,” and his confidence in the result was very much diminished. He repented him, too, of the cigarettes he had smoked that afternoon. Those cigarettes were taking their revenge now; the Bounder had bellows to mend. He fought fiercely for the upper hand; but he fought in vain, and there was a roar that echoed from one end to the other of High Oaks when the Bounder went down again, with a crash, to the floor. 
  “Licked!” gasped Skinner. “Oh, my hat! Smithy’s licked !” 
  Wharton was counting. All eyes were on the Bounder, sprawling dazedly on the floor, gasping painfully for breath. 
  One, two, three, four, five, six 
  The Bounder made a fierce effort to rise. But his head was swimming, and he sank back again. 
  “Seven—eight—nine—” 
  Again the Bounder made an effort, and again he failed. 
  “OUT!” 
  “Licked !” roared Bob Cherry. “ Bravo, Mauly!” 
  Harry Wharton put away his watch. Smithy was counted out, and the fight. was over. Lord Mauleverer sat on the edge of the table, and fanned himself with his handkerchief. Two or three fellows helped Vernon-Smith to his feet, and the Bounder stood unsteadily, still dazed. One of his eyes was closed; his nose streamed red; his breath came and went in panting gasps. He blinked dizzily at Mauleverer. 
  “You—you—-you’ve licked me!” he gasped at last 
  Lord Mauleverer nodded. 
  The Bounder stood for some moments, gazing uncertainly at Mauleverer. Then his damaged countenance broke into a twisted grin. 
  “You’re a good man, Mauly,” he said. “Blessed if I thought you could lick me! But you’ve done it, and done it fair and square. Blessed if I thought you had it in you. Look here, I—I’m sorry I played that rotten trick—I know it was rotten! I’m backin’ you up after this!” 
  And the Bounder, leaning rather heavily on Tom Redwing’s arm, went to bathe his face—which needed it badly. 

                *     *     *     *     *
  “Prep!” said Bob Cherry. 
  “The prepfulness does not appear to be terrific!” remarked Hurree Jamset Ram Singh, with a dusky grin. 
  The nabob was right. 
  Not more than eight or nine fellows turned up in their studies to prep that evening. Among them, however, was the Bounder, who had joined the party of law and order. The licking in Hall seemed to have inspired Smithy with a real respect for Lord Mauleverer, and when Redwing went to prep, the Bounder went with him. 
  There was a ceaseless roar in Hall, where Bolsover major and Skinner & Co., and a crowd of other fellows, were riotously displaying their independence. That evening Lord Mauleverer telephoned to Mr. Quelch to request him once more to come over to High Oaks and take control; and, as before, was answered by a curt refusal. Mauleverer had a thoughtful look when he strolled into Wharton’s study. 
  “Quelchy’s refused again,” he remarked. “There’s only one thing to be done, you men.” 
  “Back to Greyfriars?” asked Wharton. 
  Mauleverer shook his head. 
  “Not without QueIch bein’ taken back by the Head.” he answered. “ Not while there’s a shot in the locker, anyhow.” 
  His voice was drowned for a moment by a terrific roar from Hall, accompanied by the crashing of furniture. 
  “That can’t go on,” he remarked. As Quelchy won’t come and take control, there’s only one thing to be done.” 
  “What’s that?” asked Harry. 
  “I’m going to engage a headmaster.”
   “Oh, my hat!” 
  “I’ve been in communication with a man.” explained Mauleverer. “You see, I put an advertisement in the paper, and he answered it. From what he says, he seems to be all right.” 
  “Oh !” ejaculated Wharton. 
  “I’m goin’ to tell him to come.” said Mauleverer. “I’m sure he will be a suitable johnny for the job.” 
  “How do you know?” 
  “Well, he says so.” 
  “Oh, my hat!” 
  “That’s settled, then,” said Lord Mauleverer. “There will be a Head of High Oaks to-morrow—and everythin’ will be O. K.” And, with a cheery nod, Lord Mauleverer ambled away. 
  Wharton and Nugent looked at one another, with a grin. 
  “I wonder—” murmured Wharton. 
  “I wonder——” murmured Nugent. 
  And they left it at that! 
  THE END. 
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