


BARRICADING THEMSELVES IN THE SCHOOL TUCKSHOP, THE STAY-IN STRIKERS OF

GREYFRIARS DETERMINE

TO HOLD THE FORT AT ALL COSTS!

%No-Sumnnm Scnoomovs'

A Breathlessly Em:mng Stury uf HARRY WHARTON & CO., the World-Famous Chums of

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Beans for Bunter !

¢ = 'Al hungry .
E Billy Bunter made that state-
ment for the umptedénth time.

He seemoed, mdecd, to bo
making a habit of it  Agawn and again
hee said 16! And nobody scemed o care.

Other foellows were hunpgry as well as
VBuwier,  Every fellow in the Rlemove
Form-room  at Grn}'frima wis hangry.
Tt was 2 eold winter's afternoon, and the
Eeen air gave an cdge to a fellow’s appe-
tite.  But there was nothing to cat
There had been no divmer ! There waa
gointx to be no tea ! It was not nice for
anybody, but for DBunter it was awful—
and growing move awful |

Billy Bunter lhked mecals between
mealsl MNow he had missed & moeal—
atndl looked hke muzsing the next—and
the next after that! It was no wonder
that the fat Owl of the Remmove stated,
with the regularity of a8 minute-gun,
that he wasz hungry !

“1 gay, vou fellows=—"" wailed
Bunter. .
“*Bhut uap, DBunter ™ said Harry

Wharton & Co., with one voice.

“I'm hungry "
E“l;l,‘hink we're not " snorted Johnny

i,

“I could eat the hind leg off 2 pnle 1”
said Bob Cherry.

“The cmnpliness of my esteemed sclf
itz like that of a ridiculous dyum 1" said
Hurree Jamsck Ram Singh sadly.

Grunt, from Duntor! It was just like
thesa selfish  fellows, to be thinking
ahout themszelies—tho sort of thiug
Bunter expuectad of them |

“You hungry, Maunly ?” asked Frank
'*I ent, with & grin,
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Lord Manleverer nodded.
“Yaas 1" ho assented.

"Ti's all Mauly's fault!” wailed
Bunter. “1 thought it was a jolly rood
idea at first, to have a stay-in stnkel
We get out of lessons! But getiing ount
of work &in’{ everything ! I woant some
grub 1"

“{zo0 on wanting, you fat [rog 1" sug-
gosted the Bounder.

“Beast 1" proaned  Dilly  Bunter.
“That idiot Mauly ought to be kicked
for proposing & stoy-in strike! You
fellows ought to be kicked for backing
him up. I'd rather have whoppings
from Hacker, nud whoppings from
Carne, than miss my dinner! And what
ahout tea?"

“Nothing about tea!™
Wharton,

“And what gbout supper?' howled
Bunter. _

“MNothing about supper, cither.™

“You—you—you idiet!”" pasped Bun-
ter. o pgave the captain of the
Remaove a devastating glare through his
Lig  spectacles,  “You—you  dummy !
You chump! You burbling, bhthering
blockhoad 1

Harry Wharton stepped on 8 form,

laced vnder the window, to look out
inde the quadrangle. There was a gleam
of wintry sunshine, and plenty of fellows
were to be seen there—at a distance 1

Nearer at hand, Loder and Cuarne and
Walker, three prefects of the Sixth
Form, were walking up and down, with
their ashplants under their artna. They
were ol sentry-go. to cut off commuin-
eations between the “strikers ™ in tho
Remove-roam, and the rest of tha schonl.

Plonty of fellows sympathised with tho
FForm that had gone on sinke—and
would have lent s helping hand  DBut

sard Harry

AMr. Hacker, temporary headmaster of
Lrayfriars, had taken care of that.

The door of the Remove Form-room
was  locked and barricaded to keop
IHacker out. The window was watched
by the prefects! Mr, Hacker, having
failed to reduco the strikers lo obedi-
eunce, scemed to be waiting for a short-
age of foodstuffs to deliver them into
his hands. And the most determined
fellow in the rebel Form hod to admit
that the outlook was serious.

Billy DBunter wasz loodest in pom-
plaint. But Skinner and Snoop and
Fisher T. Fish ran him close. Most of
the fellows looked glum. The Famous
Five were as determined as ever—thao
Bounder equally so. But only Lord
Mauleverer retained hia  accustomaod
placid calm, AMauly, no doubt, was as
hungry es the other fellows. DBut he
WA not the man to grouse.

“It's getting thick I remarked Petor
Teodd

“Well, we ghall bo petiing thin, o
that'e all right I'" said Bob Cherry, with
a rueful grin.

“1 say, you fellows—"

“Shut up, DBuater!™

“T'm hungry ™

Herbert Vernon-Smith, the Dounder
of Greyfriars, picked up a pointer. Lord
Mauleverer gently interposed

“L.et him rip, Sithy, old man 1™ gaid
Mauly. *Bunter [cels it more than wo
dﬂ "

Harry Wharton turned back from the
window. It was o hall-holiday., that
day, at Greviviars, and all the Forma,
except the Romove, woere oub

A Fifth Form pick-up was moing on,
on Big Side. Some of the Bixth were at
foothall practice. DBut mos1 of the
fellows were watching the Removoe win.
dows, from alar, wondering what the
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next dovelopment would be, in this
extraordinary state of affairs. But for
the watching prefects, it would have
been easy for some friend outside fo
throw a bundle of tuck in nt the win-
dow, Now there was no chance of that.

“Look here, you men!™ =zaid Harry
Wharton quetly. “It's tough=—and
there's no getting out of that, DBut we
can't give inl We put up a stayan
strike for good reasons. Hacker's Head
in the place of Dr, Locke, and he's got a
down on us. If Quelch hadn’t been
away it would be different. DBut Mr,
Quelch 15 away 1ll, and—" .

“ And while the cat’s away, the mice
will play I'* said Bob, ;

“Hacker put Carne over us, till a new
master comes, Carne's a bully and a
brute | We couldn't stand him! I know
this iz tough, but if we give in, it means
Came egain—and worse than ever|
And that’s not allt Hacker's sacked
four men in the Form—myself, Smithy,
Inky, and Skinner! He means that!
Unless wa hold out, those four will bo
turfed out of Greyinars, the rest
flogged, and handed over to Carne of
the Sixth| Better go hungry for a bit.”

“For a bit—yesal” said Heazeldene.
“But this looks like Leing rather more
than a bit1”

“I guess it’s  the
mumbled Fisher T. Fish,
man I'd rather be flogged '™

“The Form has got to stick together,™
soid the captain of the Remove.,
know we can’t live without grub. But

bee's  knee !
“I'11 tell

something will turn l'ntf.“
“I wish a steak-and-kidner pie would
tnrn up [ grinned Bob Cherry.

“YWhat did that fool Mauly suppose

would happen when he suggested this.

fat-headed strike?" snecrcd Skinner,
“Did he think that Hacker would send
in our dinner?"

Lovd Mauleverer shook his head.

“It mever occurred to you that we
ghould get hungry " asked Hazel.

IIYHa$!,:‘

“Well, what are we to do, thent™”

*Without '

“You silly ass'™

Lord Mauleverer smiled,

“Brace up, you men!* he eaid, *1
thought that declavin® a stay-in skrike
would make Ilacker sec reason!  In-
stead of that, he goes off ag the deep
end !l Neot my fault! IHacker's fauwlt!
(e thing leads to anofher—and things
have gone from bad lo worse! Wy
nover wanted to set up o jolly old
vebellion—only o peaceful skav-in strike;
but Hacker made us! Now il's come to
not only Carne of the Sixth now.
Hacker's started expellin® fellows, and
we've gob to stand In):—- them, and keep
it up fill Ilncker climbz downl
“P 1”‘

"Can we stick here without grul?®
hooted Encop.

“Y-ﬂ-ﬂ-ﬁ.”

“¥ou fathead '’

“I'gay, vou fellows, I'm hungry!”
wailed Billy Bunter, ‘““It's hours sinee
dinner-time, and I haven't had my
dinner! Oh lor"! I say, 1" hungey !

“You're better off than us, old fat

Brace

P
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raan 1” said Bob Cherry, ' You could
live on your fat for weeks, like a polar
bear.”

“Boast I roared Bunter. "1 say,
have vou fellows ang toffee? TFlaven't
vou got any chocolate? Just a bit of
butterscoteh ! Ilaven't yon got anything

you ean give a chap?”

“Like some heans?’ asked the
Bounder.

Bunter gave an cager jump.

“Yez rather, Brthy | could eat

anything ! If ven've got aoy lll:!!iil'lﬁ?r I
could eat them raw. I eawy, 1f vou've
got any beans, you give them {o me.”

“Right-ho " zaid the Reounder,

He made a stride at DBunter, grasped
him by the collar, and hooked him off
tho form he was sitting on. With lus
other hand, he raized the peointer, It
came down on the tightest trousors at
Greyiriars, with s whack that rang
through the Form-room like a pistol-
shat.

“QOw " roared Bunter.

Whaok, ‘l.*.'lmck’,. whack |

“Yow-ow-ow 1" Bunter roarved. and
strugrled frantically. ""You mad ass,
wharrer you at? What are you up to,
vou idiot 77

“Giving  you  beans ™ answered
Smithy, still swiping.
Whaek, whaek !
. 71— S U - - O
Unyielding severity is Mr,

Hacker's method of dealing with
the stay-in strikers of the
Greyiriars Remove., But it
won’t wash with Harry Wharton
& Co.—they’re all out fo bring
the tyrant Head to heel !

“Ha, ha, ha "

“Yarooh! Stoppit!” velled Bunter.
“I say, wou fellows, dragginmeffl
Whoooop I”

Whack, whack !

“Ha, ha, ha V"

¥ ow-ow-ow-ow-omw |

“Had cnough beans, Dunter?”
grintied the Bounder.

“Owl Wow! ¥Yes! Deast! Legpol
YTow-ow-ow ! Yarooooht”

lly Dunter wriggled awav., Ile had
had enemgh beans—that kind of berans)
And for & good five minntes Bunter did
not mention agein that e was hungry.,
quiﬂ ditd noet want to be given more
cans

-rE—

THE SECOND CHAFPTER.
Last Time of Asking!

it ALLSO, halio, hallo! Ilacker !®
“Mhe Acid Drop ™

There was a rush of the
BEemove fellows to the
of {tha Form-room. M.
HHacker, 1lie master of the Shell—
temporary  headmasler of Greylriars
School—bad appeared in sight.

The thin, actd-feabured master of the

windlows
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Bhell never looked very geninl, WNow he
looked harsher and grimmor than was
his wont, Mo epoke to the three
prefeers in the quadrangle, and then
camo  towards the Remove windows,

hie middle window was apel and e
was erammed with laces, ot opee, look-

in;{ out.

Maost of the fellows rather hoped that
Mr. Hacker was going to take active
INCAIUTCS, A serap  would  have
enlivened things, at least, and they were
prepared to defend the Hemove room
against all comers, What had started as
a stay-in ebrike had developed into a
rebellion —owing to  Mr. Hacker
refusing to see roason, as the Removites
regarded 1t.  WNow that somea of the
rebels had been sentenced to expulsion
1t was unpossible to give in. Not more
than twoe or three of the Form would
have been willing te yield and leave
the leaders to their {nte,

Herbert Veornen-Smith gripped a
Latin dietionary in hiz hand as My,
Hacker eame striding up.,

Harry Wharton pulled his arm back,

“ Chuck that, Smithy ! he said.

“I'm going tol”

"PDon't he an asa! If ITacker's como
Iere to talk sense, give him a chance !
He's pot something to say.”

“Catech him talking sense !" sneored
the Bounder. "“8till, let him run on.”
ﬁm] Smithy put the dictionary behind

i,

Mzr. Hacker stared up at the crowded
faces 1n the windaow,

His face was dark and hitter. Ilorace
Hacker had had no doubt that wielding
the headmaester’s awthority in Dr.
Locke's absence, ho would run Grey-
friars ﬂ::rg much better than the old
Head., nyielding severity was his
method—which did not scem to have
heen very successful zo far, He was
deeply and intensely anmoyed by an
outhreak of trouble in the scheol so
carly in the new reign. Hord severity .
having caused it, harder severity was
going to end it—at least, Mr, Hacker
thought so,

The bell had rung for the school ten—
& sad sound to the fat cars of Billy
Dunter | Dunter thought of the *'door-
steps and dishwater ” in Hall with deep
longing. So, in fact, did a good many
other fellows in the Remove, The crowd
in the quad cleared off at tea-time—but
a few fellows remained, ﬁtarin%

The juniors notieed that nearly all the
Sixth Form prefects had come out of the
Ilonso—eight or nine stalwart men of
the Sixth, headed by Wingate, with
their ashplants under their arms.  But
they remained ot o little distance, and
Mr. Hacker came to the window slone,

“I shall now give ly_cm one more
opportunity to cease this riot before
sterner measures are nsed P osaid Mr.
Ilacker. * Listen to me——"

“We'ra listening, sivl” said Harry
Whartan.

Mr. Hacker gave him o steely look.

“ You need not speak, Wharton! You
are an cxpelled boy, and you will be
sent away from the school immediately
v are 1nomy hands. The same applics
to Vernon-Smith, ¥urree Singh, and
Skinner,™
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"And yon [fancied ho was going to
talk sense, Wharton 1 said the Euundcr.
with & shrug of the shouldera,

“Too much to expect,
gaid Harrv. -

“The foo-muchfulness was terrific 1™
remarked Huorree Jamszet Ram Sin
with a shake of his dusky head. *'The
gansefulneszs of the esteemed and ebsurd

acker 13 not great.”

" Bilefice 1 hooted Mr, Hacker,

¥ Bilence urself 1 retorted the
Bounder. *“Think any fellow here wants
to listen to your burbling IV

Hacker's face crimsoned with wrath.

“Let him get it off his chest, dedr
man ¥ murmured Lord Mauleverer.
" Please continue, Mr. Hacker! We'ro
listenin® I”

“1 have given you tima to reflegt—>"
paid Mr. Hacker.

" Because u couldn't handle us!”
said Vernon-Smith. “TFat lot of time

suppose 1™

ou'd have given us if you could have-

| it
“%lilll ou be silent, Vernon-8milh "

roared Mr. Hacker.

“Nobt unless I choose!” gaid the
Bounder. "“You've tried starving us
out, and you haven™t got by with it.

We're keeping up this stritke #all you
talk sense—if there's any sense in your
FI“‘:F head.”

:_ %—iuar. haarft’;i — ,

say, you fellows, I'm hungry—-
“Eicﬁv Byuutrﬂr i
“Yaroooh I*
“Carry on, Hacker[”
Bounder,

Mr. Hacker gave him a deadly look.
The ‘Removites could guess, easily
enough, that he Fad hoped and ex-
pected that the food shortage would
imduce surrender  Now, it secmed. other
methods were in hiz mind. He went on
in sharp, bitter tones:

"I lay the blame for this riet on the
ringleadera, whom I have expelled, and
who will bhe sent away from Greyfriars
to-day. The rest of this Form will be
pardoned if they return to thoir duty at
onee. ™

said the

“It isn't long sinco you were going
to lick the lot %"' snétred the Bounder,
“Baginnin’ to understend that yvou've
bitten off more than you can chew 1"

“Be silent, Vernon-Smith [¥

“ Rats |

“The ratfulness is terrifie I

“ Chuck it, Hacker 1 said Peter Todd.

"We don't let men down in  the
Remove 1

“Go home, Hacker I bawled Bolsover
najor.

“That's all very well,” said Snoop,
“hl.!t"'_“ .

Sidnoy Jamea Snoop got no further.
Russell and Ogilvy, who were near hin,
collared him together and banged his
head on a desk,

Snoop’s  eubsoguent  remarka  wero
Hmited Lo a scries of anguished howls,
And Fisher T, Fish, who had becn about
to speak, decided that silenco was

golden.
“Is that the lot, Hacker? aczked
Yernon-Bmith, “If it i3 you can hear

what wa've got to say, We'll call this
strike off if you come to our torms—no
sackings, no flogegings, and no moro
bullying by your precious pet Carno!
If you're not going to agree to that you

can save yonr breath and take your face
away | It's ugly and #t worries a chap
“Ha, ha, hal”
Mr. Hachker breathed hard through
his long, thin nose. i
“You are cxpelled, Vernon-Smath 1
he pasped. ' You-—™

“Yeou've eard that before, Hacker!
You're mpﬂatin;i yoursell, old bean !
“Waon't yon listen to reason, sir?"
gzked Lord Mauloveror f:l'll:.|£+ “"We
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really j}i]ﬂt‘l’t want this trouble to go
=

“ Silence, Mauleverer! I give you ten
minutes bo come ont of that Form-room,
all of you!" said Mr. Hacker. ™ After
that severe measures will be taken if
you persisk  in this deliance of
authoriey.™

"Are you poing to semd the profects
to handie us?' grinned the Bounder.
“Bet e on as soon a3 you likel
They'll get damaged 17

“T have said my last word I” hooted
Mr. Hacker. “You will all submit to
authority or take the consequencea™

“We'll take what's coming to us with-
out howling I said the Bounder con-

‘temptuously. “ And you ean take what’s

coming to you, Hacker! Here it i3 1"
went Smithy's hand, and the
dictionary flew from the window. It
Tanded, with & crash, on Mr, Hacker.
Ha sat down with a sudden bump.
“Bmithy, vou ass—" exclaimed
Nugaont,
"‘%mith}-, you fathead—"

“Oh ! gasped Mr. Hacker, “QOoch!”
1o stageered to hia feet. ‘‘Vernom-
Smith, you—you—you— Oh ¥

“Hand me an inkpot!” shouted the
Bounder, ] ] i

My, Hacker did not wait for the ink-

ot. The dictinnary seemed to have

een enough for him.  He backed
quickly away out of effective range.

“Well, that’s that!” said Harry
Wharton, “Not much chance of coming
to terma after thatt Not that there was
much chance, anyhow.” .

“ Look out for squalls now ! said Bob
Charry. i

“Woe can keep the prefects off P said
Vernon-Smith.  “They'd be too hefty
for us in iho open, but it's a differomt
matter here. Let them come on as soon
a4 they hke!”

“Yes, rathor!”

“We're ready 1" .

The Roanovites packed the windows,
ready and waifing.

'They had no doubt that when the ten
minutes’ grace had expired, it was Mr.
Hacker's intention to ovder the prefects
to doal foreibly with the stay-in strikers.
The Bixvih Form men stnod mm a group,
and evidently they were not there for
nothing. Dut the Greyfriars strikers had
no doubt about being able o beat off an
attack, even by the stalwart men of the
Sixih.

Meoreover, they did not heliove that
Wingata and his fellow prefocts were
fl:nrﬁzll:-r keen on carrying ont Hacker's
orders, though they could noi refuse to
ohey,

Anyhow, the strikers wore ready for
the attaclk, if it came, and quite con-
fident of the result.

DBut it «did not comen.

Mr. Harker joined the group of
seniors. e was seen speaiiing to Carne
who himmediately left the group and
hurried away in the divcciton of the
porter’s ladee. 1ie came back in a few
winutes, followed by old Goshing, Some
af the Boemovites grinned at tho idea
of that ancient and gnarlnd gentlemnan
jomning in a Hﬂrﬂ?. But they enased to
grin as they saw that Gosling was rolling
a garden hose along with hibo.

“Oh crunbz ! breathed Dol Cherry.
“Liouk !’

M hat'z {he gomo P osakd (he Dounder
botween iz tceth. " Hacker knows as
well a3 we do that we eould held this
Farm-rooin against anybody be could
chuck at uz, And that's hiz game.”

Cosling, standing with lhis thumb on
the nozzle of the hase, glanecd at the
crowded windows, with & erusty grin
on his ancient foce. The prefeets loalied
on in silence. Farther off, other fellows
wera watching.

Mr. Hacker called out sharply:

“For the last time, will you leave
that Form-room ¥

“Naol? shouted “Go
aad eat cokel”

“Proceed, Gosling [

And Gosling proceeded, and there
was a sudden scampering back of the
juniors from the window, as s powerful
jet of water streamed in.

the DBounder.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Wet |
PLASH! Swish! Swoooogsh !
S The stream of water shot in
through the open  window,

splashing all over the Form-room
within, Feollows =zcampered back, and
dodged, to escape if. )

There wae a wild well from Billy
Bunter as the stream ceught him in a
fat ear and bowled him over. Yells
rose from the other fellows, too. They
skipped end jumped like kangaroos to
ercape the showering water.

“Oh crumbs!” gasped Bob Cherry.
“Hacker’s gomng it 1"

Splash! Bwish! Bwoocosh! Splashl

“Aw] Wake snakes!'” howled Fisher
T. Fish, aa the stream caught him under
his bony chin and he staggered and sat
down. “Aw! Carry me home to die|”

The Bounder, gritting his teoth, faced
the rush of water to jam shut the
window-sash. It was a powerful stream
from o ]a.rse- hose and it hit him hard,
as he stood at the window, and in a
second he was drenched to the ekin.
ﬁl‘ut he ateod it, getting the window

k.

"“That won't help much!” said Bquiff.

The Awustralian junior was night
Gosling, for a moment, shut down the
nozzle, and looked inquiringly at Mr.
Haﬁken Hacker signed to him to pro-
cend. .

Damage had to be done to get tha
strikers under. Hacker was preparcd
to face the damages. The Greyfriars
porter turned thoe hose on again, and the
jet dashed and crashed on the window-
panes, with more than sufficient force to
break them in. There was o crashing
and smashing of glass: and the stream
shot inta the Form-room again,

“Go nearer, Gosling1” Mr. ¥acker
was heard to snap. .

Gogling eama closer to the window,
playing the hose. The stream dashed
on the Form-reom eeiling, and des
cended in showers, It deashed on the
wall opposite the window, and splashed
off sgain, right and left. All over the
roomm it splashed, a3 Gosling swayed
the nozzla.

4 Anybody getting wet?” gasped Dob
Cherry, dashing water from his face.

“The wetfulnesa iz terrific.”

"Look heras,
yeled Snoop. _

“Pva had enough of thia 1™ shoutod
Hazeldene.

“Bhut up, you cads!” voared Dolsover
major. " Who earcs for a spob of wet?”
“Bhick it out 1 said the Dounder,

Splash | Swish | y

The Bounder ran to the window,
trampling on broken glass, with an ink-
pot in his hand. Ha glared oub o
CGosling, and hurled the inkpot with
deadly aim. )

Luckily—naot for Gaosling—he was
within range.  There was o feariul
howl from the old Greylriara porler,
oz tho inkpob crashed on his anciont
Thoae,

“ Yooo-hoop |7 .

Gosling went over backwawdz, az of
a bullet instead of an inkpot had

wo can't stand this!™



amitten him. The hose tell from his
hands. But it did not cease to pour.
The nozzle fell in the direction of the
group of Bixth Form prefects.

There was a yell from the Sixth Form
men &8 they got the stream. They
hopped out of the way in a great hurry,
all of them splashed, and some of them
dredclied. :

“Oh, my hat!” gasped Wingate.

“look out, you old fool!” yelled
Loder.

“Oh crumbs ™
“Gosling !*  shouted Mr. IHacker
angrilv, “Gosling! Get up at once!

What are you doing, G::-alini;:?”

“Dooogh P spluttered Goshng, sithing
up dizeily, *“Wooogh! What I says
is this "ere—oooogh 1

A
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“Oh gad!” gasped Lord Mauleverer.
“This is geitin® damp ¥
“Dampish ! grinned Bob Cherry.
“1 say, you fellows, I'm wet, I'm

soaked, I'm drenched—ow!

“Awl Wake snakes—"

“Oh erikey!”

Five or six fellows, braving the
stream, rushed to the window, with ink-

pots and school books and other miissiles
to_hurl at the enemy.

But thov had no chancel Carpo of
the Sixth was rather more wary than
Gosling. Immediately a face appeared
the walchipl Carne turned the [oll foreo
of the hase right into it

The Bounder was knocked headlong
backwards, IHarry Wharton, before he
coutld hurl the missile in bhis hand, pgot

&
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and with expressions of amazement on
their faces, went in again. Prout, the
master of the Fifth, snorted as he went,
During Dr. Locke's absence, the
governors of the school had chosen to
appoint Mr. Hacker to carry on as head-
mastor, passing over Prout. Mre. Prout
griraly wished them joy of tho reswlt!

“Unparalleled I spid Mr, Prout to
the other beaks: and the other masters
agreed that 18 was quite unparalleled |

Clertainly o headmaster who could
only waintain his authoriiy by turning
tha hose on rebels was & new kind of
headmaster in the history of Greyfriars
Bchool !

But Hacker was the man for drastic
measures |  His  authority and his
prestige werp at stake! ‘The stay-in

e

“ Yooo-hooop ! ** There was a fearful howl from Gosling as the inkpot crashed on his auient nn‘ im old Greyirlars

porter went over backwards, and the hose fell from his

nds, the nozzle polnting in the directlon of ¢he Sixth Form

prefects. There was a yell as they got the siream.

“Take up that hose at ence!
hear me, Gosling?"

“Urrrrggh 1™

Gosling zat rubbing his nese. His nose
felt damaged. e seemed more oon-
corned about his aneient nose than about
Mr. Hacker's commands, ]

“Do you hear me, Gosling 7" shrieked
Mr. Hacker. “Will vou obey my orders
or not, Gosling? Do you wish to be

discharﬁed?” )

“*Look ‘ere, sir!™ hooted Gosling,
“I'm 'wrt! My blooming nose ia broke,
I believel I'm *urt 'orrid! Oooch !

“Carne, take up that hose!™ ex-
cleimoed Mr. Hacker.

Arthur Carne picked up the hose. It
was swamping the earth all round the
spot, forming a pool of water. Gosling
m-id'entiy was “hora de combat " for a
time.

The bully of the Bixth turned the
nozzle on the Remove windows again.
The Bounder's grinning face disap-
peared,

Once more the stream of water looded
inte the Bemove-room, drenching the
Crreyiriars strikers from head to foot.

D¢ vou

the stream under hiz chin, and joined
the Bounder on the floor with s bump.
Bob Cherry, Johnny Buall, and Frank
Nugent suffered the same fate. The
force of the hose was irresistible, the
stream fairly swept them ofl their feet.

Driven from the window, the juniors
could only back away from the water,
and dodge it as well as they could, and
keep on dedging it.

By that time, the Remove room was
flooded. Water soaked the ceiling, ran
down the walls, and ran in rivulets all
over the floor. Desks and forms were
dripping, and every fellow in the room
was drenched to the skin.

From the quadrangle came a buzz of
excited veices. Most of the school had
been at ten when fthe waterworks
started; but the news gquickly spread,
and all Greyiriars rushed out to watch
what was guing on. But they had to
watch from a distance. A glare from
My, Hackor kept them from approach-
ing too near.

r. Prout, Mr. Capper, and Mzr.
Wiggin: came out to see what was up,

strikers had token possession of the
“works,” ond to leave them in pos.
seszion was A8 good as an abdication
of command. Hacker was going to sub-
due them, by any means that camo to
hand. And the method he had chosen
was certainly an efficacious one!

Carne of the Sixth was grinning as he
plaved the hoge. Ha had been roughly
handled by the strikers, and he was
enjoying getting his own back.

The other prefects-—-most of them
drenched—looked on in grim silence,
They were thera to deal with the
robels, when the latter were forced inta
surrender.  There seemed hLiflle donlt
that surrender was indicated.  Obwi-
ously, ther could not last long.

Carne advanced nearer and nearer
to the window., Again and again somo
of the rebels appeared af the windew,
missiles tn hand., But every time tha
watchinl Corne wot them with tho jot
and knocked them back, I'.-Iissijlm
Aung out at random dropped roung

him unheeded.
Tue Maower Liprary.—No. 1,512,
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“ Laowder,” rapped Mr. Hacker, " place
the step-ladder et the window!™
Loder of the SBixth carried forward

the step-ladder, and jammed it under

the window-sill, Carne mounted 1t
and stood looking in at tho window,
pouring & rushing stream of water into
tha room.

Ha now had the rebels under his eye,
and they dodged in wvain.  Herbert
Vernon-Simith made a desperate rush
at him, with & pointer in his hand;
but the jet caught him under the chin
and bowled him over. Bob Cherry,
hurling o dictionary, was bowled over
before 1t left his hand.

Carno was as watchful as o cat. He
stood ot the window, grinning, and
drenching the hapless rebels, hey
wera driven into the farthest corner of
the Farm-room—and still the stream
layed on them—and even upon the

ounder's desperate mind it dawned
that the game was up.
THE FOURTH CHAFTER.
A Washout !
R. HACEER'S grim, acid [aco
M sppoared ot the window
beside Carne. Ha looked

into the flooded Form-room,
with a cold and ruthless eye.
bitter amile dawned on his hard, harsh
visage, as hae looked at the crowd of
drenched, shivering jumors across the
FOOI. :
“8top, Carne!” he said.

Carne, rather reluctantly, shut down
nozzle, and the stremn censed to
play on the Gresfriars strikevs.
Casps and gurgles and  splutters
ceme from the hapless Removiles,
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They glared at Hacker with watery

glarves.
“ Mow——" said Mr. IHacker.
“Oh, vou rotter!” panted the
under.

“YVou torrifio and execrable worm !

gns%ed Hurres Jamset Ram Singh.
“Silenco I” roared Mr, Hacker, "I
have shown wyou, I think, that my

authority is not to be trifled with. I
order you to leave this
immediately.”
“Rats |* said Smithy.
“1 say,
Bunter.
“Shut up, Dunter!”

“Yf vou are still defiant, Caine will
proceed I said Mr. Hacker grimly. "1
will give vou one minute in which to
make up your minds”

“Look  here, you fellows—"
moaned Bnoop.

“Kick him!” said tha Bounder.

“Weo can’t stand this!”
Bolsovar major. :

Bolsover had been one of the most
belligerent of the rebels. But ha was
drenched and shivering, and now in
o much mnore subdued mood,

Mr. Hacker turred his head
called to the prefects in the quad:

“Wingate, Gwynne, Loder, please
come here 1

The three came up. ]
“Qtap in at this windew,” said Mr.

] ]

you fellows—2 wailed

and

Hacker, “and rcmove the barricade
from the deov.™

“Very well, sir!” said Wingate
quietly.

The Groyfriars captain was the first
tnvclamheé 1_11i S -
ernon-Smith grip 13 ponter.
“Come ont” he ssid, between his
tecth, -
e rushed towards Wingate, as he

NN AN IO R NN

Expelled from Greyfriars!
Such is the ignomintous
fate that overtakes the
one - and - enly William
Ceorge Bunter. But the
Owl of the Remaove refuses
to go. What happens?
You simply must read all
about it in this great yarn
of Harry Wharton & Co,

RS

4d

Form-room -

muttered P

clambered in, and the Famous Five
and Lord Mauleverer followed him.
Instantly Carne turmmed on tho hose
again, an a spleshing strecam of
water drove them back, panting and
breathless.

Wingate dropped inside. Gwynno
and Loder dropped after him. »The
Bounder, still unsubdued, jomped at
Wingate with the pointer. Tho cep-
tain of Greyfriars grasped him by the
collar.

“Chuck that, you young szal” he
grunted. ]
In Wingate's grip, the

owerful

Bounder had no rsﬁ-::ica sbout * chuck-
ing ™ 1. Mr. Hacker called to the
other prefects in the quad, and they
went inte the House. Tha tramp of
their feet was heard in the corridor
cutside the door of the Form-room.

Gwynne and Loder were already
dragging away the desks and forms
iled at tha door. Emith{, stroggling
i Wingoto’s grasp, yelled to  the
juniors

“Back upl”

“Come on, you fellows!” said Harry
W harton.

And there was a rush—though only
a few of the juniors joi m it

It was futile, for the stream of water
from the hose started again &t once and
drove them back. Under that barrage,
Gwynne snd Loder proceeded un-
detarred, and the barricade was
dragged away.

In o few minutea the door was open.

Mr. Hacker disappeared from the
window. A minute l}:tar he appearcd
at tha door. He strode into the Form-
OO,

The Creyfriars strikers eved him
almost welfishly, but in silence. Belhind
defences, they could hsve stalled off
any attack, but at close quartera they
had no chanee in a tussle with the hefty
mien of the Sixth. The game was up
now |

“All of you leave this Form-room at
once ! barked Mr. Hacker., ™ ¥You will
go Lo your dormitory and change into
dry clothes immediately I

That was an order the strikers were
not unwilling {o obey. Drenched and
deipping clothes, on & <¢old February
day, were [ar from comfortable,

In silence, the strikers trailed out
of the Form-roomn.

At 3r. Hacker's order, Wingate and
other prefecis followed them. The rebels,
having been subdued, were not to he
given & chance of another onthreak,
The Bounder, at least, was thinking of
locking the dormitory deoor and carry-
ing on the strike in a new stronghold,
But My, Hacker had put “paid ' to
that in advance.

With four stalwart 3Sixth Formers
slanding at the dormitery door, the
hapless strilkers wiped themselves dry
and changed into fresh clothes, That,
at lezst, was s relief,

By the time they bhad finiched
changing, Mr. Hackor appeared on the
geene, He stepped in at the dormitory
door. _

“Wharton, Vernon-Bmith, Hurree
Singh, and Skinner will pack their
boxes |” he said, or, rather, barked.
“Those four boys lesve Croyfrinrs to-

day. The others will go down to the
detention-room.”

“T—T say, I'm  hungry!”  wailed
Billy Bunter. :

“ Zilence, Bunter! If vou have

chosen to miss the regular meals of the
school, that is entirely your own alfarr,
and you will certainly have nothing till
supper-time.” -
“0Oh erikey 1" groaned Bunier.
“Pack vour boxes at onee, the fom



boys 1 have named, whe are expelled
from the school I” said Mr. Hacker,

“Ton't be an ass, Hacker !” said the
Bounder coolly.

Herbert  Vernon-Smith,
was not in & subdued mood. :
Mr. Hacker's eves glinted at him.
“Wea're not going !’ went on Smithy.
“We shan't pack our boxes, and we're

not gaing | Got that, Hacker!”

*“Hear, hear!™ said Bob Cherry.

“The hear-hearfulness is terrific "

“We shall certainly not leave Grey-
friars, Mr. Hacker!” said the captain
of the Bamave, “And if we are forced
to leave, wae shall come back ™

Mr. Hacker's thin lips set hard.

“That iz enough!” he said,
“ Silence | Ancther word, and I will
flog you before you go! You four will
remmain here to  pack your boxes.
Wingate, see that the rest of the Form
go to the detention-room.”

“May I speak o word, sir?' asked
the capiain of Greyiviars quietly.

Mr. Hacker stared at him.

“Thera is nothing for you to say,
Wingate,” he answaered,

“I will speak, all the same!™ said
Wingate. ‘May I suggest, =ir, that
the boys should not be expelled? Bome
ofhor punishment—"

“You may suggest nothing of the
kind, Wingate! You may carry out
my instructions and romain silent!”
snapped Mr. Hacker, “ See that all
theze boys, with the exceplion of ‘the
four I have mamed, go down to the
detention-room 1™

Wingate compressed his lips and said
o More.

“Get o move on!” rapped Loder,
swishing his ashplant,

The strikers exchanged glances. Bob
Cherry olenched his fists, but the cap-
tain of the Remove pulled st his arm.

“ Nothing doing now, old chap!” he
sald guietly. “We've got to toe tho
line, for the present.”

“We're not giving in!”
Bob. o . .

“"Wo're not beginming to give in'™
answered Iarry.

“No fear? zaid Tord Mauleverer.
“The Acid Drop's got thie upper hand
now, but this strike has hardly started

evidently,

mutlered

jrﬂt [J‘J

In stlence, the juniors filed out
of the dormitory. “The four cxpelled
Removites  remained—three of  them

grimly defiant, but Bkinner in s stato
of dismayed funk. Lord Maulevarer
remained with them.

“MNow then, get out,
snmi:pt:l:l Laoder.

“T'm stayin', Loder!" answered his
lordship muldiy “Would »ou mimd
sackin' me, too, Mr. Hacker®”

“What?"' thunderod Mr. Hacker.

*“You see,” oxplained Mouleverer
placidly, “thiz stay-in strike was my
idea. I sugpested it, ancd the other
fellows played uwp. If there's to be
any sackin’, you wreally ought not to
leave me out,”

“Leave  this  dormitory  at  once,
Mauleverer " snapped Mr, Hackaor.

With four Greyiriars fellows cxpelled
already, probably even Mr. Hacker was
unwilling to add to the number.

“Rats " said Lord Mauleverer calmly.
“I1f you don't want to sack me, Hacker,
1 shall have to make you! Ehut up!”

" Wha-a-t [

“¥ou might as well shut up, aa you
only talk rot when you open your silly
mouth!” said Lord Mauleverer., “I'm
sOITy Lo sag{thal; an're an old ass, sir |7

2o it, Mauly | gr:mted the Bounder,

“Yaas—I'm goin’ it!"” said his lord-
ship. "“Borry to be lackin' in polite-
ness, sir, to & gent of your age, but I
really can't let you leave me off the

Mauleverer !™
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EPQH”“ hist! You're an awful old ass,
sir 1’

“Boy!" gasped Mr. Hacker.

“The tronble with yon, sir, is that it's
rather got infto your head, steppin’ into
Dr. Locke's shoes!™ said Mauleverer
calmly, “You're not bad as a Form
beak, but you're no good es headmaster
—na gaod at all. A man has to have a
lot of sense amd judginent to be a head-
master—and you're not cut out for the
Eurt. at all. You're one of the blokes

orit to play second fiddle, and when
vou take control, vou only make s silly
azs of yourself.”

There was a gurgle from the prefects
a3 they tried to suppress a chuckle.
Mre. Hacker gazed at Lord Mauleverer
specchlessly.

“Sorry to have to tell your these un-
pleasant truthas, sie,” soigd  Lord
Mauleverer, “but vou've asked for it!
None of this trouble would have eropped
up, sir, if you'd had the faintest idea
how to carry on as headmaster. The
fact ia, sir, that headmasters, like poets,
are born, and not made! It's 8 job
rather too big for you, and if you'd
take friendly advice, you'd chuck it
htffﬁ}:& vou make a bigger fool of your-
slf.

Mr. Hacker found his voice.

“Mauleverer! Silence! Loder, how
dare you laugh! Mauleverer, you &re
cxpelled I

It’s really fine !
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“Good egp!™ saud Lord Mauleverer,
“ All serene, Hacler !

T"You will pack your box with the
others, Maunleverer!™ thundered My,
Hacker,

_“1.?:1.15#, about as much as the olhers,
sir |

“Wingate! If you regard this as o
laughing matter, Wingate, 1 shall have
to consider seriously whether T can

allow you to remain o prefect! Take
those five boys——"

“If you please, sir—" pgroaned
Skinner,

“You necd sav nothing, Skinner! [
will listen to no appeal.”

“But I never wanted to have & hand
it it, sir!” howled BSkinner. “They
muode me join up, sie——"

“8hut up, you ecad!” growled the
Bounder.

I wen't,  wvou  retter!™ howled
Skinner. “I'm not poing to be sacked
io please vou, I was forced into this,
sir=—=[ swear [ was=—they all jelly well
know that I never wanted—"

Mr. Hacker loocked at him.

“Vorvy well, Skinner,” he said, “I
will reduee your sentence to a Hogging |
You mav go to my study, and remain
there i1 1 come.™

“¥os, sir!” gasped Skinner.
sctittled out of the dermilory.

“Now,” said Mr. Hacker. lus tflint.in
eyes on the four that remained, " wi
you pack your boaxes immediately "

“No!” answered Wharton, urreo
Bingh, Smithy, and Lard Mauleverer,
with one voler.

*¥Yery well; vour boxes will be sent

And he

7

after you. Wingate, take those bors
down—they leave the school &t once.
Iwder, Carne, Walker, go with thom.
If there is any resistance, take them by
their eollars.”

The four “sacked ¥ Removites fol-
lowed Wingate down the stairs.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Expelled !

i ACKED I
S “Bunked [

“Four of them!”
"Hacker's going it1"

“Here they como 1"

The Greyifriars quadrangle swarmed
with  excited fellows. Excitement
reached fever-heat as four Removites,
in coats and caps, were seen to emerga
from the House in company with
Wingate of the Sixth.

All the school had wondered how the
“stay-in strike ” would end. It scemed
to have ended 1n overwhelming defeat
for the strikers.

Most of Lhe rebel Form were now in
the detention-room. Skinner was in
Mpr. Hacker's study, taking hiz flogging
—and his howls could be heard in the
guad. Wharton, Smithy, Mauleverer,
and the Nabob of Bhanipur wera start-
ing [or the station with & prefect to sea
them into their train for home, A taxi-
cab from Courtficld had been telephoned
for, and wasz now waiting to convey
them to the railway station. With the
caception of the detained Form, all
Greyfriars gathered round to see them
off. It was one of the biggest sensations
the school had ever known.

“Rough luck, you chaps!” said
Hobson of the Bhell sympathetically.

“Borry yow're going!” said Temple
of the FFourth. *“Still, what the dooce
did you cxpect, you know? Hacker's
Head, after alll”

“Oh, rather!” said Dalmeyr of
Fourth.

“Hacker's an ass!” said I'ry of the
Fourth, after a glance round to make
sire that the new headmaster was not in
the ofling. "1 jolly well wish thot you
f{E‘Elnwa had becn able to pull that strike
off.”

“That's all right,"” said the Bounder,
“woe're pulling it off yet!”

“®h? You're going!” said Fry.

“You'll sea us again, old bean.”

“The seefulness will be terrific | sabd
Hurree Jamset Ham  Singh.  “The
esteemed and ridiculous Hacker has nat
done with our absurd salves.”

* Hardly 1™ drawled Lord Mauleverer.

“Now, then, that's enough!™ said
Wingate, “Get into the cab!”

The Bounder looked at him. Nobody

the

-wanted trouble with old Wingate, the

most popular man in the school—not
even the Bounder. Neither would re.
sistance have been of any use, for three
or four prefecta were hovering on the
spot, ready to deal with it.  Herbert
Vernon-Bmith shrugeed his shounldors.

“All serene, Wingate!" Lie answered.
“Come on, yon menl It's nico of
W ingate to take us on & Joy-ride, isn't
i

“IFour  [fellows sacked in a bunch!™
said Coker of the Fifth. "I wonder
what the Head would think of that!
Hacker's a fool 1™

The four juniors packed themselves in
the taxi, and Wingate followed. It was
not o pleasant task for the Gresfriars
captain, but he was head prefect, and a
prefect had to carry out o headmaster's
arders.  His face was elonded as he zat
down, and the chauffeur drove away.

A erowd of fellows watched the taxi
off from the gales.
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Mr. Hacker—having [mmished wilh
Skinner—watched from. his: study win-
dow with a bitter grimaness in his acid
face, He was done, now, with the ring-
Ieaders. of the revolt—and the -Bemove
had been brought -to heel. It wae= not
likely that there would be eny more re-
belliousness after ithe drastic fate that
had fallen on the four. So, at loast, it
seemed to Horace Hacker.

That he had secn the last of the four
who had driven away in the taxicab
with Wingate, the master of the Bhell
did not doubt for one moment. Fellows
who wera secked frem a school were not
likely to reappear, like spectres revisit-
ing thé glimpses of the mwon, [t did
nat oceur to Mr. Hacker, for & moment,
that the quartette were not gone for

I He was to learn that later!

Mozt of the Romove knew, or guessed.
But Wingate, as he sat in the taxi with
the four, no douhts. He had to
take them to the station, to pet their
tickets, to pack them off home, and it
was a dis able business to a good-
natured fellow like Wingate, He was
rather surprized to sce that the four
juniors were not unduly downcast.

“Look here, you kids1” said the Grey-
friars captain, as the taxi bowled away
along the road over Courtfield Commeon,
“I'm sorry for thisl You've got to %n
—but in a few weeks the Head will be
back and your Form-master Mr. Quelch
—and 1 think very likely wour people
will be able to arrange the matter then,
That's something to look forward to™

“¥ou're a good chap, Wingate I” said
Harry Wharton, smiling. " DBut we
shall be coming back long bofore the
Head and l,]ualﬂh."

“I'm afraid Mr. Hacker has made up
his mind |” said the prefect, shaking his
head. “ You've got on the wrong side
of him. I know it's not casy to keep
on the right side of & man like Haclier
—but there it 15! You'va ne chance, s0
leng as he 13 i Drr Locke's ploce.”

“Think again, old bean!” grinned the
H?uﬂnden “We're not going home at

Wingate stared at him.

“What do you mean, Vernon-Smith ¥

“Eroctly what I say! Tell the cabby
to stop, will youf?” asked Bmithy.
“We're not going as far as Courtfield.”

“You're going to the railway station,
you young ass ™

“Your mistake !” said the Bounder.

“The mistakefulness i terrific.”

_ "That will dq!” said Wingale, frown-
irg. He was kind snd good-natured,
but he bad no uvsa for check from
juniors.

“¥You sce—" hegan Harry Wharton.

“I've said that will dol” grunted
Wingate,

“My dear man,” murmuered Lord
Mauvleverer, “lend me your ears, as the
wurmnmn says in the jolly old play.

e've hoen waitin® to get clear u? tho
happy family of prefects. Now wo'ra
clear of them, we're goin’ no farther.”

“Btop I” called out Vernon-Smith to
the driver.

Thoe chauffour looked round.

“Go on 1™ rapped W:irlEutn. “Keep
on to Courtfield Station |

“Yessir,” The taxi-driver drove on,

The four juniors exchanged glances
Lord Mauleverer zighed. e disliked
the idea of handling Wingate, and still
mara he disliked exertion. DBut tho taxi
was now hsli-way across the common,
and the four had no idea of going
farther,

“You won't stop, Wingate?" asked
M&Lﬂ;.

Mo, Shut up!™

“Then we shall have to make
bean,” said his lovdship
"Hate the idea—but if
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what's a fellow to dod Way I point cut
to you that we're a mile from the schoal
now, and the other prefects can't lend
on a hand—and we're four to one?
Ea a sonsible ﬂhapl Wea all like you,
Wingate, and don't want to hurt you.™
“ Hurt me!” gasped Wingate, “You
checky young ass—"
“Nuff said!” rapped tho Bounder.
"We're pgoing no ﬁu‘tlmr, Wingats |

Stop this taxi, and let us get out |
You'll be handied, otherwise, and
sharp.”

Wingale gave him a look. He

realised that f the four juniors were

‘bent on resistance he had little chance.

Stalwart and strong as he was, four ﬁ{:r
one wera long odds—too long for the
heftiost follow. DBut he had not the
remotest :dea of taking orders from
juniors,

“Be a sensible chap, Wingate [ urged
Harry Wharton.

“Hold your tonguel” rapped
Wingato.

“AWill you stop the taxif®

[ 1] Hn E?'\-"

“That does it!” =aid Vernon-Smith,
He jumped up. “DBeek up, you men ¥
And the Bounder hurled himself at the
captain of Greyfriars.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
‘The Upper Hand !

= wINGATE gave o roar of wrath.

§  He grasped the Bounder,
who would have crumplad ap
in his grip in a few s¢conda.
But the other three backed up the
Bounder promptly enongh.  All three
scrambled st the BSixth Former, and
grasped him.

With four pairs of hands on him,
Wingate found himself very busy.
There was not much room in a taxicab
tor lve fellows to struggle, and it was
not easy for all four of the juniors io
get hold of Wingate all at once. Dut
they all contrived to get a grip, and the
zaptain of Greyiriars rolled off hia seat,
vesisting furiously, and rolled on the
floor. ‘

The driver blinked round, with bulg-
ing eyea, Ha stared blankly at the
hattle royal going on inside his vehicle.

“Oh pum!l” he ejaculated; and ha
drow tho taxi to » balt at the side of
the read. IFive fellows, mixed up
almost like eels, were struggling and
rolling and wriggling inside the cab,
and thers was danger of doors flying
apen. The driver prudently halted to
wait for the finish.

Wingate put all hiz beef into it. But
the four were too many for him, though
for a time they had their hands full.

The Sisth Former was down on his
back at last, with every vunce of breaih
knocked out of him, dishevelled, covered
with dust, and gasping spasmodicaliy.
The Bounder was kneeling un his chest,
and Hurree Jamset Ram Singh on his
legs, and Harry Wharton had hold of
his neck.

Lord Mauleverer opencd the door of
the taxi, and stepped out.

“Giving in, Wingate?” grinned the
Bounder.

# Urrghl ol I'll thrazh you |®
spluttered Wingate.

“Call it o day, old man ! urged Lord
Mauloverer,

“Wait till I get loose!® panted
Wingate, . .
“The waitfulness will be terrific,

estecmed and absurd Wingatel  Yank
him out rolliully I" gasped the Nabob of
Bhampur. '

The juniors jumped out after Lord
Mauleverer. croon-Smith, groasping

Wingate by tho ankles, dragged him
hadi?:; out through the doorway, and he
bumped on the ground. ;

”é.h guin ! repeated the astonished
taxi-driver. Ho sat at his wheel, look-
ing on, It waa no business of his, end
ha did not think of interfering: but
clearly he was very mueh interosted.

Wingate made an attempt to scrambla
to hiz feet. Four fellows grasped him
at, onco, and pinned him down. Heft
a3 he was, the Greyfriars captain coul
ni?t deal with the four, and that was
thaf.

Ile collapsed in the grass beside the
road, and the Bounder, Wharton, and
Hurrea Singh sat on him.

Lord Maouleverer, sesing that he was
safely held, turned to the staring, grin-
nirg taxi-driver.

“What's the fare?” he ashed.

“Ain't that young gentleman paying
the fare?” asked tho chauffeur, with a
nod towards the wriggling, spluttering
2ixth Former.

"*That young gentleman is rather bus
ot tho' present moment,” said Lor
Mauleverer urbanely. “Never mind
that voung gentleman. We shan't want
ihe cab any further, so you may as well
eut off. Of course, if you're not keen
about your fare, we needn’t bother
about it 1" added his lordship consider-
ately, “Just as you like [

The taximan blinked ot him. There
was. not much doubt that he was keen
about his fare. Indeed, to the taxi-
driver, that seomed the most important
thing in the whaole affair.

“ My oye " zaid the taxi-driver, “It'll
he six shillings, sir! But I think I'd
better wait for that voung gentleman,
g8 the cab woas engaged to go to the
etation.” ]

“That young gentleman will ba walk-
ing back to Greyfriars when we're dene

with him |” said Lord Meuleverer.
“But wait, if you like, It's & Ireo
country,”

Leaving the taximan staribg, Lord
Mauloverer joined the group in the
ﬁrasa by the roadside. Wingate,
reathless, nntidy, tousled, and muddy,
was sti]l trying to strupggle.

“Won't you call it a day, Wingated™
aslked his lordship gently.

“I'll whop sou all round!™ gasped
Wingate.

Wl f'ra:m waik back peaceably to the
school, if we let you go? Bay 'Yes'
like a good little man.”

“Nol” roared Wingate.

“Then I'm sure you'll excuse us for
usin' drastic measures, n tho awkward
circumstances,"” said Lord Mauleverer,
“*Jlald the dear man whila I tia up his
fins, dear boys.”

“(Go it, Mauly I”

Wingate resisted desperately. Hea
nearly succeeded in heaving the juniors
off. ut they rallied, and equazhed him
down again. In apito of his atrugfle?,
ho was rolled over in the grass and his
hands pulled behind him.

Taking the prefcet’'s own handkers
chief, Mauleverer twisted it, and then
carefully knotted it round his wrista
Hea tied the knota with =cientifio care,
and the Greyfriars captain was a help-
lesa prizcner. :

“Now you can Iet him get up1” said
Mauleverer.

Wingate was released. He secrambled
and stumbled, and Lord Mauleverce
politely gave him a helping hand. Ha
stootl on his feet at last, wrenching des-
porately at his hound hands.  But they
were too tightly bound for him to hava
a chance of wrenching them loose.

* You—you—you young scoundrels]®
panted Wingate. “ Untie md hands at
oncol Do jou hear mef ntie mels
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Wingale jumped as Vernon-Smitk approached him with the pin. * If you dare——'" he gasped. ** Are you golng ¢ **
¢ No I roared Wingate. The next moment he gave a roar, as the Bounder jabbed with the pin. Then, gasping for breath,
with crimson Iace, the captain of Greyiriars started for the schoel, his hands bound behind him !

“My dear man,” eald Lord Maule-
veror gently, “you don't imagine that
wo've taken all that trouble for nothin’,
do youi”

“ You yvoung rascal IV

“That's all right. If it gives you any
relief to Dlow off steam, you can 4::&,1“];
wa all the names you fanecy,” said
Mauleverer. He glanced round at his
friends. " I'm sure nobody here objecis
to Wingate blowin' off steam. ™

“MNot at all!” suid Harry Wharlon,

langhing,

“Go i, Wingate!™ pgrinned the
Bounder.

"Yop—you—you—" pgasped Win-
gato,

“Sorry to bhave to handle you like
this, old man ! sad Lord Mauwleverer
apologetically,  “MNothing personal, as
I'm sure you know.”

“The sorvowfulness  is
csteemed Wingate.”

“Will you let mo loose I roared Win.
gate. “I'mm taking vou Lo the station in
that taxi, as you jolly well kuow, vou
voung scoundrels

“Guess again Y ehoekled the Bonnder.
“Start him for Creyiriars, you men.
Take his other arm, Inky.”

The Bounder and Hurree Jamset Ram
Singh toolt Wingate's arms, and walked
himm into the road. There they seb him
with his face towards the distant scheool.

“Foing " asked Smithy.

terrilic,

“Mal” panted the Grevfriars captain,
*] shall start vou with myv boot,
thon

M Hold on, Bmithy [* exelaimed Harry
Wharton hastily, “No booting for old
Wingate !V

“He's got to go
Bounder.

“Yaas, he's got to go!™ assented Lord
Alauleverer. " DBut none of your bootin’,
Smithy! Btickin' & pin in him will
work the oracle™

“Ha, ha, ha "

1I‘!

growled the

Vernon-Smith soried out o pin from
the lapel of hig jacket. Wingate jumped
away as he approached with iz between
ﬁng&r and thumb. '

“If you dare—" he gasped.

“Aro yvou going ™

" No ! roared Wingate,

The next moment he gave ancther
rear a5 the Dounder jabhed with the
pin.,

A quarter of an nch of it was
enough for Wingate, determined as he
was. MHe started. In fact, now that
his hands weore tied, and the jumors
had indisputably the uvpper hand, it
was not much use to linger. Angry as
he was, Wingate had fo realise that
he was nob going to get the expelled
four to the station that afternoon.

He storted for the distant school—
Harvy Wharton putting his hat on for
him as he went., Gasping for breath.
with ecrimson face, the captain of
Greyfriars tramped away, hiz lhands
bound behind him.

“My eye!” said the taxi-driver.

Laord Iauleverer furned fo him
aEain,

“That young gentleman is gone.”” he
romarked, "and we'ra poin’. Like to
have your fare pawul OrsE? O course,
if you'd reather go on waltin®  hLere,
nobody wants to stop you™

The taximan grinned.

“T'll have my fare, and gel back to
the rank, thank you, sir!” he said

Lord Mauleverer handed him a ten-
shilling nmote, and he drove away for
Courthield. Ten-shilling noles were ns
plentiful with Mauly, as *tanoers ™
with less forfunafe fcllows,

The taxi disappeared in one diree-
ticn, Wingate in the other. The four
expelled juniors were left on their own,

The early February dusk was
thickening over Courtfield Commnon,
Through the falling dusk the four Be-
movites started walking in the some

direction as Wingate—at 8 leisuraly
pace. They were rather hreathless,
and they had collected some damapes
in the fussle; but they looked cheerful
enough,. Mr. Hacker, contrary to his
velief, had not done with the expelled
quariette,

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Not Gone !

1 SAY, wyou fellows!” meaned
Billy Bunter.
“Bhut up, wyou fat Owl!l"

growled Dolsover major.

“0Oh dear! Oh erikey! Oh  lor'!™
moaned Bui:ltm'.
Nobody 1 the detention-room was

looking happy.

All the Remove fellows were foar
fully hungry. Mr. Hacker took the
view fthat they had missed meals of
their own accord, and that they eould
take the consequences, As he had the
upper hand, and had—as he helieved,
at least—aquelled fhe schoolboys® strike,
Mr. Hacker might have been a little
more generon: fo the vanguizhed., But
there was no relenting in that hard,
acidulated nature, Having had no
dinner and no tea, the juniors had to
wait untill supper-time for a4 mesl;
and never had they longed so intensely
for supper.

Meanwhile, ther were in detention.
Skinner had the face of a demon in
g8 pantomime, as he wriggled on his
seab, He had escaped the “sack,” buk
Hacker had a beavy hand with a Re
ging, and he had made Skinner fairly
sguirin,  Harold Skinner, at least, was
not likely to go on strike again, if he
could help it.

Monsteur Charpentier, the IFrench
master, . had chavge of the detention
rlass. Mossoo was s kind little gentle-
man, and he was very considarate.

Taz Magxer Lisrary.—No. 1,512,



10

But never had Mossoo had so orderly
& glass—especially in detention, Even
Dolsover major was unwilling to rizsk
bringing Hacker on the sceno with hia
cane. gﬂhﬂdﬁ' doubted that the naw
headmaster had an <ar open for any
sound of disturbances from the deten-
tion-room. .

Bob Cherry and Jobnny Dull and
Frank Nugent locked sery grim. Two
members of tha famous Co. were gonae,
But the three who remained knew that
this was not Lho
two were coming back—they knew
that. And they were ready to get
going again when the time came.

There were other fellows equally de-
termined—Peter Todd and Squiff, and
Tom Brown, Monty Newland and Dick
Benfold, and others, DBut to a good
many of the Form it scemed that the
game was up for good, Skinper and
Snoop and Fisher ‘L. Fish shuddered

t the idea of o further “strike.” As
?m' Billy Dunter, lis thnughtn wers
whaolly concentrated on [ood. There
was an sching void inside Bunter. He
thought of food—any sort of food—
with +an intense and pathetie longing.
Ha realised what shipwrecked seamen
felt like im an open boat at sea, He
counted the minutes and the seconds
till supper.

“I say, you fellows, haven't jou &
gerap of toffee, or—or anything?
moaned the fat Owl

“Taises-vous, Buntair!” said Mon-
sieur Charpentier mildly. * Zat sou be
silent in ze clasa ™ .

The detention class were doing the
“ Henriade.”  But never had they
been less interested in “cet heros qui
regnait sur la France.”  Any fellow
wauld have given the " Hepriade " for
a chunk of totfce, with its author, the
grond Voltaire, thrown in.

“0Oh dear!” groaned DBunter.

“Ow ¥ mumbled Skinner., *Wow 1"
CYPm fed-up with this,” murmured
Peter Todd. ]

“T wish I was fed-up,” eaid Dob
Cherry ruefully., I feel as if I hadn’s

fed for a week. Getting peckish,
Bunter 1’
“1'm famished |” moaned Bunier.

“ Ravenous I

“ Silence I'* ealled out Mossco.

Ho called for silence, without much
cxpectation of getting it But the
voices died away. The Remove were
on unusually good behaviour—for the
present.  Apart from their desire not
to draw Hacker, they were too bungry
to think of ragging.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!™
Bob  suddenly.  “There's
going on in the quad.’”’ :

A sudden buzz of voices [oated in
at the window of the detention-room.
The dusk was falling, but it was not
vet lock-up, and plenty of fellows were
out of tha Houze, All of them
gseemed to be buzzing with excitement
all of a sudden,

The detention class exchanged glances.
Billy Buiter gave no heed; he was tco
hungry to heed anything. Dut the
other fellows sat up end took ootice.
Three or four of them left their places,
to stares from the windows and seo
what was on.

“Zat you keep zo place!” called out
Monsisur Charpentier,

But this time ho was not heeded.
The fellows at the window forgot
Hucker—they even forgot that they
woere hungry.

“Wingate 1" yelled Bob Cherry.

“He's been through itl" exclaimed
Nugent.

“He never

TrE MacueT

ejaculated
something

ot them ta the station,
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on bet!' chortled Johnny Bull. ™ He
ooks as if he's been dust cellecting.”

“ Zomething's happened to bhim"
grinned Wibley, ]

There was a rush of the detention
class to the windows. Monsieur Char-

entier shouted to them in vaim

ardly thres or four remained in their
Beata. s

The windows were crowded with
faces, staring out. In the quadrangle
a swarm of fellows were staring at
Wingate of the Sixth. Most of them
wera laughing.

The Greyfriars captain undoubtedly
looked as if be had been “through it
He had succeeded in getting his handa
relcased by a passer-by before he
arrived at the school. Dut he locked
as if he had been out hunting trouble,
and finding a lot of it. Hia collar
and tie wero gone, his coat was split
up the back, and ho was smothered
with mud from head to foot. and there
was a trickle of crimson from his nose,
Seldom, or never, had o Greyiriars
prefect been scen in publie in such &
shoto.

“Ha. ha, ha!” roared Coker of the
Fifth. “DBeen under a lorry Win.
oata?'” .

“What on earth’s happened, Win-
goata " exclaimed Gwynne, “Did you
got these young rascals off 1

“Do 1 look as if I had?” grunted
Wingate.

4 gh., my hat I'* roared Coker. *He's
let those fags mop him up like this,
EHa, ha, hal

“Halle, halle, hallol There's
Hacker !I” chortled Bob, at the crowded
window of the detention-room. “The
old bean looks shirty.”

Mr. Hacker strode out of the House.
Evidently ha had spotted Wingato
arriving in that dishevelled and dilapi-
dated state, and guessed that some-
thing had gone amiss,

“Wingale, what is that?” he rapﬁﬂd.
*“"What has happened? I trust those
juniors gave Yyou no trouble on the
way to the stationi'

“What a trusting naturel” mur-
mured Bob,

“1la, ha, ha "

“Zat you seat yourself down,”
wailed Monsieur Charpentier. ™ Mea

garcons, come avay from zat window,
and seat yourselves down.”

But nobody heeded Moseoo.  Bob
Cherry opened the windew, and a
dozen fellows leaned out, to lock on
and listen, )

“%¥ou placed the expelled boys in
tha train, Wingate?" demanded Mr.
Hacker. Probably he already guessed
that Wingate hadn't.

“ No, sir.” ,

“What—what 1"’ exclaimed Me.
Hacker. “What do you mean, Win
gate? Why have you failed to carry
out my instructions? Tell me at once
what you mean?”

“I mean that four fellows were too
many for mel” snapped Wingate. His
own temper was not at its best just
then. “1 mean that thay got the
upper hand, and got away, and never
went to Courtfield at all

“ And vou allowed them to do so?”
thundeved Mre. Hacker,

Wingate breathed hard.

“ How could I help it?” he hooted.
“They tied my hands behind me, and
stuck & pin in me till I started back.”

“Ha, ha, ha!” came a vell.

“Qilence 1 exclaimed Mr. Hacker.
“Bilence, Wingate, do you 5eri-i:uustlg
tell ma thatd?ﬂu sllowed Lower Four
juniors to deal with you m such o
manner {2 ‘

“Yes, do* prowled Wingate.
“And sz I couldn’t help 1t. I don’t

gen that I'm to blame. You might
have pguessed that thera would be
trouble, in the circumstances, and sent
& couple of the Sixth with me™

“Do not be impertinent, Wmgate!
You have failed to do your duty! 1
regret now that I did pot send Carne
m_your place.”

“1 jolly well wish sou had 1" snapped
Wingate. “Carne would bave been
more than welcome to what I've been
through.™

“ Where are the boys now 1™

*1 don’t know ¥

“¥You do not know where the boya
are, when | placed them in your charge,
Wingate I thundered Mr Hacker.

“How ehould I know?!” roared
Wingate, *“All | kpow is that I left
them on Courteld Common, and they
said they were coming back:”

“G—n—ﬂnmini back'1* stuttered Ar.
Hacker blankly. *D.d-did you say
e-g-coming back, Wingate?”

“That's what they said i

“Upon my word] 1 ehall be glad to
gea them 1" gasped Mr. Hacker., "I
ghall cea that thoy are placed in safer
hands to be sent away. 1 shall oot trust
you again, Wingate.

Wingate gpave him a glare. Ha cama
very near at that momont to telling Mz
Haecker what he thought of him. Dut
he rostrained that paturel demre and
stamped away into the Housa. A wash
and a changa werp what the captain of
Greyiviars chicfly oceded just then.

The Greyfriars fellows in the quad
wara 1g‘rin.mng and chuckling. That tha
expelled fellows had stated that they
would come back was known to all the
echool, and it looked as if they waore
ﬁning to keep their word. Ewidenily

10 schoolboys' etrike was not erded yet
—it was very far from the end!

“Zat you seat vwourselves
howled Monsieur Charpentier.
zat you desire Mistair
here viz himself 1"

The detention clags resumed their
places—and French. Dost of them ware
Erinning now,

down 1"
X “la it
ackeir to comne

“They're coming back!” chuckled
Bob Cherry. “0Of course they aro—
Hacker must ba an ass to faney he could

Eet by with it] I wonder when they’ll
bawe 1m ¥

“After dark, most likely!” ssid
Nugent. * They won't want the prefects
to spot themn. I don't know what
Wharton's got up his slecve, but what-
ever it i3 we'rs backing him up.”

“Yes, rather!” esid Johnny DBull
emphatically.

““All along the line |” said Squiff.

“Hear, hear!”

“Taisez-vous—zat you be silent
vapped Monsiedr Charpentier.

And the detained juniors gave more
or less attention to French—rather less
than moere—till, at long last, the hour
of dismissal came and y were able to
get away and scrounge supper.

Nothing by that time had been scen
or heard of the four expelled fellows
who had announced that they were
coming back. But that they would be as
good as their word, and that they were
coming, nobody in the Remove doubted,
and as the avening advanced the excile-
ment grew mora and more intensa,

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Mauly Takes Control!

1 P to yon, Maulg!” caid the
U E{rundﬁfj with a grin.
Il Eh TI
“The upfulness s terrific 1"
snid Hurree Jamset Bam Singh, with a
dusky emile.
Lord Mauleverer sat up and took
notica,



All Greviriars was wondering where
the four expelled Removites were and
what they were doing. They were, as &
matter of fact, scated in Uncle Ui:eg 'y
shop st Friardale, where they had dis-
posed of & combined tea and supper,
and felt no end better for it

Me. Clegg was very pleased to eerve
four such excellent customers, but he
was rather puzzled to sece themn there.
He knew that it was lock-up st Grey-
friars, and that all Greviriars [ellows
ware supposed to be within gates. Uncle
Clegg had heard nothing of the new and
excibing state of affairs at the old
school.  However, puzzled as he was,
Mr, Clegg turned out his best
provender, and the four juniors did full
justice to it, with appetites almost
worthy of El'f]r:.-' Bunter.

Now Lord Mauleverer was leanin
back in his chair, with his eves hal
closed, and looked hu]f—ash:snf;-, ‘harton
Smithy, and Hurrce Singh discusse
tho next step in the peculiar l:amgfign,
his lordship remeaining silent. BMauly
was a fellow of few words, and he
elways cheerfully left the conversation
to other fellows,

“Go it, Mauly | said Harry Wharton,
smiling, " The stay-1n strike was youwr
stunt, you know. hat nexti”

“We're going back ! said the
Bounder. *We're carrving on the
strike! That's & fixture [®

“The fixfuloess is a deadly cort!™
agroed the Nabeob of Bhanipur. * But
the howfulness is a preposterous puzzie.”

“Any ideas, DMauly?? asked the
captain of the Bemove.

‘Yaas "

*Cough 'em up, then, old bean "

“I've been thinkin'—" saad Mauly.

“You haven't been aslecp?” asked
tha Nounder sarcastically.

 No—just thinkin'. MNapoleon—I dare
gsay you fellows have heard of a sports-
man named Napoleon Bonaparte——"

“I sort of seem to have heard the
name | said the Bounder.

“Well, Napoleon—I think it was
Napoleon: anyhow, it was somebody—
gaid that an army marches on its
stomach I" said Mauleverer. ™ Which,
Lein' interpreted, means that the grub

uestion i3 the important cne. MNot so
important as Bunter thinks, but jolly
unportant, all the same.”

“T think we all found that out
to-day,” said Harry.

“Yaas! WNow, if Hacker had come
round and scen sense when we went on
strike it would have been all right. Duk
that man hasn't much sense ! Anyhow,
he didn't come round, We got jolly
hungry. That would have washed out
the strike, even if he hadn’t washed us
out with the hose—what 1

“1 suppose you're coming to some-
thing ' asked Smithy.

“Yaas ¥

Y“Well, come to it, then! We can't
sit here far ever.”

“Totas of time!™ eaid Mauleverer,

“We can’t pay an early call at the
school., We're goin’ back, of course, but
I hardly think we'd better ring up
Gosling to let us in and krock ot the
front deor.™
“Fathead ! Get on!” _
“We're goin' back rather guietlv-—
droppin’ in over the Cloister wall—
what? We're stayin' on strike—but the
jolly old question arises, where are we
goin' to stav?! And Wl"lat about grub
while we're stayin’ "
“There's the rub 1" said Harry.
“That's what I've been thinkin' out1”
explained Mauleverer, wouldn'h
butt in while you fellows were talkin’
as you're all so much brighter than i
am. Dut if you leave it to me——"
“Leave (it to you, partner!” said
Harry.
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“If you’'ll come to the point I grunted
Vernon-Bmith,

“(Comin’,” =aid Lord DMauleverer,
*What about the school shop '

“The what ¥ ejaculated Smithy.

“Mrs, Mimble's jolly little.shop in tho
corner of the quad! Lots of grub there
to last us half ihe term, if we want it."

The three stared at Mauleverer,

That they were going to carry on the
strike at Greyfriars was a settled thing.
But the next move in the game was a
bit of o problem. Lord Mauleverer,
apparently, had thought that out, to his
own satisfaction, ot least.

“You think Mrs. Mimble will let wa
take possession of her shop and house T
asked the Bounder, with a snort.

“Yans I

“Then you're an ass !

“My dear man,” said Lord Alaul-
everer mildly. *I'm not askin’ fo bult
inn as leader., I'Nl shut up on the spot
and follow your lead if you like, or

Wharton's, or Inky's. In fsct, 1'd
rather.  All this thinkin' gives me a
tired feelin' 17

“Rot ! said Harry. “Carry on,
Mauly

“Go it, my esteemoed and absurd

Mauly !” zaid the Nabob of Bhanipur
etcouragingly. “Proceed with  the
diotic words of ridiculous wisdom.™

(Oh, get on, for poodness’ sake!™
snapped the Bounder,

“Right-ho 1" yawned Manleverer.
“Well, lcok at it—the Mimble estab-
lishment t3 just what we want. There's

tho tuckshop, stacked with grub—the
big room behind where the high an’
mighty senjors sit in state—a  pood

many rooms, and a big attic at the top
that could be used az a dormitory.
Cellars underneath—last line of defeuce
if wo're carried by assault! Jolly thick
walls—1 dare say vou know that the
buildin’ wasn't a tuckshop in the old
days whoen the Tudors were kings, If
was a prior’s house, and thoe shop has
been built on to it to meet modern
needs, It stands alone—just what we
wﬁnﬁgﬂ:fl-’a pull up the floorboards—"

“And nail 'em over the windows to
put paid to Hacker's pgarden-hose
stunts,”

“Oh, ay hat "

“The only drawback that I can see,”
went on Mauleverer thoughtfully, is
that we shall have to dispossess the
happyr Mimble family—Mr. and Mrs.
Mimble and the small Mimble, I hate

1

“Yans "

“Finished talking rot?"" gapped the
Bounder.

Lord Mauleverer raised his eyebrows.

“Have I been talkin' rot?” he asked
innocentlv.,  “Sorry ! I'Il shut up, if
you like! Carcy on, and I'll follow 1"

Harry Wharton laughed.

“Mauly's got more in his head than
he's explained,” he said. ‘If you've
thought out a plan of campaign, Mauly,
let'g—'"

“¥Yaas, Buat it's such a fag talkin’,”
gaid his lordship plaintively. * I haven’t
o chin like Dunter’s, vou know."

“Hacker will butt in the minute wa
step into the scheol I’ snapped Smithy.

“Think s0?" asked Mauleverer.

“Don't you, you assi”

“Well, I dare sav he would, if we let
him !" assented Mauleverer. “But I
was thinkin® of stoppin’ him, Hacker's
no end of a butter-in, but I don't see
how he'a goin’ to butt into B.:{:.!)'ﬂnn',
if he's tied to o chair in his sfudy.”

“Whe-a-t?" 2

“VWith a duster in his mouth to keep
him guiet—""

“Oh crikey I'7 ]

“Or somethin' of that sert!” said
Mauleverer. *And suppose Carne i3
ticd by the neck to & leg of his study
table, how's he goin' to barge int"

“Ha, ha, ha!” yelled the Bounder.

“Maulv, old man—"" gasped
W havton. .

“Don't vou like the idea?” asked his
lordship, “Wash it out, then—I keep
on tellin® vou I don't want to take the
lead 1

“No fear!” cliuckled the Bounder.
“Mauly, old man, you're & born leader
—you're the man to do thingsl I'm
backin’ you up all along the line 1"

“Same here,” taid Harry, laughing.

“The samefulness is terrific.” ‘

“If you're sure about thﬂt,"_ sa1d
Mauleverer doubtfully. “I'm afraid I'm
not much of a leader—F'd rather
follow——" .

“Fathead!  Tet's get pgoing
exclaimed the Bounder, jumping up.

Lord Mauleverer detached himsell
from his seat in a more leisurely
manner. All his lordship's movements
wera leisurely., Ha stepped to
counter, and the Bounder, already st
the door, called to him:

“Buck up!”

(Continued on next page.)
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“¥Yana! We've got to buy & lew
things; I've been thinkin’ out & liskh
Can you let us have some bags to cmry
them in, Mr. Clegg?”

Mr. Clogg's establishment was net a
large one, but its stock was very varied.
A customer so extremely well-provided
with currency notes as Lord Mauloverer
was able to oblain most of the things he
wanted.

It was quite a rush of custom for
Unele Clegg. He did more business that
evening than he was accustomed to doing
mm & maonth.

Four spacious bags were provided,
and when Mauly's purchases were com-
pleted the bags were full. The juniors
took one each and left the willage shop.
In ‘tho deep February darkness, they
walked down Friardale Lane to Grey-
friars

To clamber in over the Cloister wall
waa eagy enough. The bags were
stacked out of sight bebind the ivy.
Then the four juniors went into the
dusky aquad—thres of them kcenly
excited, but Lord Mauleverer his calm
and placid self. Most of the Greyfriars
fellows, in the House, were wondering
when the expelled juniors were coming
hack—unaware that they had comal

vt v e

THE NINTH CHAPTER,
In Ambush !

R. HACKER started.
M Crash |
The mnew headmasier of
Greyfriars was seated in his
study, ruminating.

He was feeling in rather a satisfied g

mood.

Hiz new headmastership had been
marked by an outbreak of rebellion in a
Junier Form, but that rebellion had
been put down with a stern hand,

Four members of that Form had been
expelled, and were gope; the others
reduced to submission, Mr, Hacker

expected po more trouble from the g
Remove. :
As for the message brought by Win-

gate that the expelled fellows would
come back, he treated that with the
contempt he considered it deserved,

They had been guilty of a last act of
recbellious ruffianiam, &s BIr. Hacker
regarded 1t, in handling the prefect in
charge of them, on the way to the
station. After that, he had no doubt,
they had gone home,

What elge could they have donef Cer-
tainly they had not reappeared at the
school; had they done so, it would only
have been to bo sent away again, under
an escort they could not have handled.

Mr. Hacker was satisfied that all was
well. He prided himself on ruling with
& strong hand, There was criticizm in
Common-room, he knew; the other
mastere did not approve. For such
criticism he cared nothing, upheld by
ihe narrowminded obstinacy which he
migtook for a strict senze of duty. He
was in suprema authority at Greyfriars,
and he was not the man to exercice
authority mildly, He was the man to
stretch it to its utmost extent—to
breaking-point | He had no doubt that
the lesson he had given te the Remove
would be a wholesome one for the whaole
school. If there was more trouble, he
was prepared to deal with it in the shmne
drastio manner! DBut there was going
to be no mora trouble—he was assured
of that! s w

In that sztate of sstisfaction 1t was
very astariling to Mr, Hacker to hear

%a Magxer Lipnsry.—No. 1,512.
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the erash of breaking glass at his study
window. That was a hint, and quits a
plain hint, that the trouble was not go
thoroughly over as he had fancied.

He tairly bounded to his feet

He jumped to the window.

A whole pane had gone—apparently
under the lash of a stick from outside.
Scattered fragments of glass lay all over
the floor.

Through the smazhed pane, tha new
headmaster of Greyfriars stared blankly
inte the February dimness outside.

He could see nobody. Dim darkness
and & shadowy mizt met hiz oyves. Who-
ever had knocked in that pano of glass
had deported promptly.

Myr. Hacker's face set hard.

This was the act of some Remove boy,
he had no doubt of that. The young
rascal had slipped out of the House
surreptitionsly, and done thia. One of
tha friends of the expelled boys—
Cherry, or Bull, or Nugent, probably.
Ar. acker's eyes ghnted with a
deadly glint.

For a long moment ho stood staring
gut into the dark guadrangle.

But he realised that there was no
time to lose if he was to catch the
delinquent. Already, no doubt, the
young rascal was scuttling beck into tha
House, and once he got back among the
Remove, how was he to be detected

Mr. Hacker rushed across to the door
and hurried out of the study. Carne
of the Sixth met him in the passage.

“J heard. sir—"" began Carhe.

# Bomeone has broken a pane of glass
in my window, Carne!™ gaid Mr.
Hacker, between his elosed lips. “The
emove are still at preparation, I
think 1"

“Yes, sirl"

“'Then it should be easy to ascertain
which boy 12 missing from the studies,
Follow me, Carne.”

They hurried up to the Bemove. .

Meanwhile, Mr. Hacker's study, which

e had left deserted, did not remain so
eserted as he naturally supposed,
A few moments after the master of the
Shell had left the study, & face appeared
at the broken pane in the window. A
hand was put -through, from & fellow
kneeling on the =ill, and the catch
released, That, if Mr. Hacker had only
known it, was why the pane had heen
knocked inm.

The windows wero thrust open.

“Follow on, you men.” murmured
Lord Mauleverer.

He dropped into the room. Wharton,
Vernon-Smith, and Hurree Jamset Bam
Singh climbed in swiftly after him. AMr.
Hacker had left the door ajar—Mauly
stepped quickly across and closed it
VWharton shut the windows,

“Here we are again!” chuckled the
Bounder, “We're in 17

“Yags"

“1 faney dear old Hacker thinks that
some chap got out and busted his win-
dow Lo make him Jjump!” grinned
Bmithy. *“He has't guessed 1t was
Little us. ™

“Ha will guess that one when he comes

back to the study,’” remarked Harry
Wharton, He drew thoe blinds acrosa

the window. *We're ready for Hocker
when he walks in.™

“"The readiness is terrifie,” murmured
Hurrece Jamset Ram Singh, “and the
surprizefulness of the esteemied [locker
will be enormous™

“Mind, treat him as respectiully a3

possibla I asid Lord  Manpleverer.
“After all, he's a beak ] Mustn't punch
& beak, or snythin® disreepectful like

that I Just pin
gently. ™

“Hacker's sure to take it peaceably 1®
chuckled Smithy.

“Well, if he asks for anythin', of
course he will have to have it1" said
Mauleverer. “But gently does it
Smithy! You stick behind the door,
old bean, and lock it immediately he
steps 1n.Y

“What-ho 1"

“You other men get out of sight.
Hacker mustn’t smell a rat til} the rat
bites. We've got to be s bit strategic,
you know., If he was able to call a
crowd herve, we should be dished and
done. "

"NWo doubt about that” said Hearry
Wharton

“Strategy’s the thing! Inky, will
vou stoop under the table? ou get
behind that screen, Wharton. I'll sit in
the srmchair—"

himm peaceably and

LE] wh&tl ?.‘1

“It's all right—I'll turn its back
towards the door. He won't szpot me
when he <comes in” said ard
Mauleverer.

The juniors grinned and took up the
{.\eljms asgigned them by their nobla

der. After the exertions of that
strenuous day, an armchair had a
strong apdpaﬁ for Lord Mauleverer.
He turned the chair a little, so that
the high back would sereen ite occu-
pair;.t,[ and sat down with a gentla sigh of
reliclk.

Harry Wharton backed behind the
screen 1n the corner: Hurres Jamset
Fam Singh stooped below. the lovel of
the writing-table: Herbart Varnon-
Smith stood behind the door, so that it
would screen him as it opencd. Al was
veady now for Mr, Hacker’s return to
his study; end, ss the minutes slowly
passed, the four juniors remained
silent, watchful in ambush.

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Trapped !
What's

T HALL?, hallo, hallo!
u.P L]
"Something "7 said Mark

Linley, laying down his pen.

Bob Cherry npeneﬁ the door of &?u:];;
No. 13, in the Remove passage, and
looked out. Other doors were opening
along tha passage—some fellows wera
looking out, and some had come out of

the studies.

Prep was on in ihe Remove—rather
in a dasultory way. DBut all the fellows
had goue to their studies at the usual
hour. The more determined spirits were
keen to carry on the strike; but until
they had word from their absent leaders
they could only mark time. But thero
was & general belief in the Remove that
gomething would be heard from the ex-
pelled four that evening.

Something, it was clear, was up now.
My, Hacker, with a grimm brow, was
coming up the passage. Carne of the
Sixth stood on ths landing at the end,
ashplant under arm, epparently on
guard. Hacker, as he came. threw open
door after door, and looked into the
studics, ordering the occcupanta cub into
the passage.

More and mere fellows turpned out,
wondering what it meant.

“ Anything hoppened, sir * asked Bob
Cherry meekly, as the new headmaster
reached Study Ne. 15

“ Step out of the study I enapped Mr.
Hacker, in reply.

“Yes, sic.” . ]

Bob, and Mark Linley, and little
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Wun Lung, stepped out. Mr. Hacker
went on to Btudy Neo. 14, the last study
in the passage, and called i1n—an
Johinny Bull, Squiff, and Fisher 1.
Fish camo out.

All the Remove were now in the pas-
sage, with tho excoption of the four
members of the Formn whoe had been
sont away thal afternoon.

Mr. Hacker called the names, as if
he were taking roll in Iall. * Adsym I
came in answer to every name,

The master of the Shell set his lips.
It seemed impossible that, if that pane
had been smashed by & Remove boy, the
young rascal could have got back inte
the IHouse, and into his study, hefore
Hacker arrived on the spot. Certainly,
he had lost nd timo in getting there.
Yot all the Form were present, onder

hie eye. Had it not been, after all, &
Hemove boy? Was the example of
insubordination spreading to other
Forms?

*¥ou may retarn to your studies!”
rappoed Mr. Hacker.

The Hemovites went into the studiea
a;uin, wondering what was ths cause
«f that sudden and unexpected visit.

Mr. Hacker joined Carne on the
landing.

“1t does not appear to have been s
Romave boy, Carne!” he said. “Ha
can have had no time to return here,
But if it was a boy in another
Form-—"

Mr. Hacker
“hard.

He linew that if the delinquent had
hoen & boy in another Form, that
delinquent had had ample time, now, to
get back, while Hacker was scarching
in the Remove. It was intensely
annoying to the temporary headmasier
of Grovirvinrs.

But thers was alveady anotlier sus-
picion 1 Carnc’s sharp mind.

“It may have been oue of those four,
gir-—" he suggested.

“ What " snapped  AMre.  Hacker.
“What §

“One of the expelled juniors, sir—*

“MNonsense !"” This was a very un-
wolcome suggestion Lo Mr. Hacker, who
felt certain, and wanted to eontinue
feeling certain, that he had guite done
with those four. “ Nonsense, Carne !

“They told Wingatoe they’d bo coming
back, sir, and I've heard since that a
lot of the Remove expected to sce thom
again,” persisted Carne.

“ Nonsenso [" repeated Mr. Ilacker,
but rather less decidedly. He began to
realise Lhat 1t was possible, rt least.
“They must have gone home long oga,
Cerne.”

“Very well, il you think sn, of
course,” said Carne submissively. *“ Tut
it would be easy enough for one of Lhe
young rascals to gebt 1n over a wall—
and I can't holp thinking—*"

paused, biting his lip

EVERY SATURDAY
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** Hobby, chuck that cad out ! ** said Wharton. Hohson
and heaved him out of the window.

"I cannot believe so,” said Mr.
Hacker—*I ecannot beolicve so for a
mament, Carno, They would not have
the_impudence—the insolence ! But it
13, I suppose, within the bounds of pos-
sibility, ™

Hacker
grudgingly.

“If youw'd like me to look reund,

glr—'

made that ndmizsion

“I do not desire a report to spread
through the school, Carno, that thess
impudent young roscals have carried
out their isolent threat of returning to
the sohool from which they have been
expelled. You may, I think, make a
scarch oulside the lousze, and ascortain
wiether anything is to be seen of them.
But say nothing on the spbjoct.”

“Very well, sir.”

“If you should find that any of them
hove returned, Carne, report to mne in
my studdy at once.’

“Yos sir.”

The new headmaster and Lis pet pres
fect went down the stairs .l:}gnlﬁnr.
Carne of the Sixth left ile 1lonse to

e
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protesting howl from the junior from New York as he ﬂrapp};.ﬁ among the lellows
under the window of the Rag,

“* Catoh !

seout in the dusky guad, and Mr.
Hacker roturned to his study.

He frowned as he went. He had
pooh-poohed Carne's suggestion; but
the more he thought of 1f, the more
wobable it secemed to him.  Vernon-
mith, at least, if not the others, was
reckless enocugh for this—Mr, Hacker
realised that, He resolved grimly that
of Herbert Vernon-B2mith was discovared
withiu the walls of Greyfrizrs, he should
receive an exemplary flogging bofore he
was sent away again—such a flogging
that he would never be likely to sot an
unbidden foot within the precinets of
Greyiriars School agnin!

In that amisble mood, Horace Hacker
resched his study., Ile opened the door
’i-u'!d walked in, shutting the door behind
sim.

What
julp.
While the door was open it conce. J-d,
of vourse, the fallow standing behind it.
(Continued on page 16.)
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(Conlinted from
But as Mr. Hacker shut it, he sow the
Bounder.

Even a3 his eves fell on that unex-
ected figure, Smithy reached at the
ack: and turped tha key.
stood staring at him in blank amaze-
ment. In his startled astonishment at
secitng the Bounder there at all, he
hardly noticed hiz action.
“Youl" stuttered Mr. Hacker. “Yon
here, Yernon-Smith 1"

It had already occurred to him that

Vernen-Smith might be lurking in the
dusky quadrangle. But he certainly
had never dreamed that he would find
the scapegrace of Greyfriars 1n his
study.

“Adsum Y grinned the Bounder.

on—you—how did you get here?
You couid not have obtained admission
to the Ilouse—you got in at the
window, then!” gpasped Mr. Hocker.
“What o  brain!” said Smithy.
*Guessed now that that was why the
%am:: was broken—to get at the catch,

acker 17

Me. Haocker gosped with wrath. His
next pmcum:lmf:. undoubtedly, would
hiave been to clutch up the cane from
his study table and jump at the
Bounder, and give him such a thrash-
ing a3 Smithy had never experienced
bofare—bnt Mr. Hacker was not left at
liberty to procecd with that proceed-
ng.

For as-he stood focing the Bounder,
three figures emerged  from  cover—
Wharton from behind the screen,
Hurree Bingh from beneath the table,
and Lord Mauleverer from the arm-
chair| They converged on Hacker, on
tiptoe, fromm behind. It had nob yct
dawned on Hacker that the Dounder
was not alone in the study. He
learned it now—as three pairs of hands
ware saddenly laid on him from behind
and he was tipped over on his back.

“ What—wlio—" spluttcred Hacker.

He said no more. A folded duster
was thrust inte his open mouth, and
seeured by means of a handkerchief,
Hacker's voice died away in a sulfo-
cated gurgle.

Crimeon with fury, the masfer of the
Shell wrenched at the hands that
grasped him. He exorted overy ounce
of his strength in that desperate effort.

But it failed. Harry Wharton had
his right arm, and Hurrvee Jamset Ran
Singh had_his left, and they held on
grmﬂ}z Lord Mauleverer planted a

nes on his waistcoat, Hacker glaring
gp at hiro wolfishly.

“Borry, sir!™  said Mauleverer
gently. “No personal disrespect in-
tended, sir—I'm sure you quite under-
stand that. But as you've left us only
this way, you will spe that we haven't
any choice in the matter—what t"

“Gurrggh ! gurgled BMr.  Hagker
faintly.

He wrenched desparately to free
himself. But the fellows whoe had

handled the stalwart captain of Chrey-
friars successfully, had no difliculiy in
bandling Herace Iacker Ho was
"Tie Maower Lierary.—No. 1,512
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very far from being so doughty an
opponent as Wingate of the Sixth,
Lord Mauleverer took a coil of cord
from lus pocket—one of his many pur-
chazes at Unele Clegg's in Friardale.
! hope you'll excuse me, sir,” he
said politely, "“but we've gob to make
you safe. You szee that, I'm sure”
“Get on with it, fathead!” grunted
the Bounder, “Tie the old bird up like
8 giddy turkey! Don’t stand on cere-
mony with the cheeky old goat !
" "Your methods are rather erude, my
dear man 1" said Lord Mauleverer im-
perturbably, “We're bound to respeet
a member of Dr. Locke’'s stoff—so far
as he will let vs, of course. Pleaze keep
still, Mr. Hacker—for one thing, it's no
use to wriggle, and for another, I have
to kneel on you rather hard, which i,
am sure, as painful ond unpleasant to
vou aga it 13 to me™
“Or more 201" chuckled YWharton.

“The morefulness iz probably terri-
fic!” grinned Hurree Jamset Ram
Bingh.

Hacker heaved frantically. DBut he
waved in vain, And Lord Mauleverer,
hoving apologized handsomely for the
painful necessity, tied his hands together
amd then his feet. Then Mr. Hacker
was lifted inte his armchair—the con-
giderate Mauly desiring to make him as
comfortable as was possible in these
painful circumstances !

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Horrid for Hacker !

ORD MAULEVERER  stood
E %Eﬁmg‘ thonghtfully at Mr.
[acker as ho eat in the arm-

chair.

 Jarry Wharton and Hurree Singh, a
littla breathless after their exertions,
stood  breathing  rather hard.,  The
Bounder, taking the remainder of the
coil of cord and eutting it into lengths,
ticd Hacker to the armelair for oddi-
tional security,

He did not spare the cord, and there
were plenty of knots, and if Mr. Hacker
had hoped to wriggle loose, that hope
now departed. The new headmaster of
Ureyfriars was a fixture in that arm-
chair until he was found and relessed.
And ps the study door was locked, and
rebody in the school knew what had
happened te him. his release was not
likely to take place scon.

The expression an his face would have
put the fabled Gorgon to the blush.

Mr. Hucker scemed hardly- able to
helieve that this awful thing really had
happened—that he had been collared in
his_ study by relel juniors and bound
and gagzed. His face, which had been
crimson, was now pale with rage, his
¢yes baleful. Dut he had given up
struggling.  Strugeling could net free
him, but it made the Lknotted cords
pinch rather painfully.

“We've got the jolly old bean!”
grinned Vernon-Bmith. “Bit of a sur-
prise for you, Hacker, what?®

Hacker could only glare vengennce.

“IMd you think we wore pgone®”
bantercd the Bounder. “Did you think

ou'd get hf with sackin’ us, you ass? [
ancy you'll leave Greyfriare before wa
do! What do you think the povernors
will think of all this when tley hear
aboui it? More likely to boot you than

s, Hacker "

“Bhet  owp,  Smitley ' spid Lord
Mauleverer.  “ Now, Mr. Hacker, will
vou be so kind as fo give me your
altention ¥

Mr. Hacker, whose furious glare had
been turncd on Smithy, turned it on
Yord Mauleverer,

Mauly had his attention.

CCWe're awfully sorry for all this,
gir ' went on Mauly.

“We'ra nof 1™ the
Bounder.

“Bhut up, Smithy! We're awfully
BOriy 1t's come to this, Mr. Hacker.
When [ first proposed a stay-in strike,
1 hoped that you would do the scnsible
thing. I see now that it was too much
to hopo!” added Manleverer sadly.
"There was a chuekle from the other
three. Mr, Hacker could not enswer in
words, but his look was quite eloquent.

* Now, sir, we're willin'=—more than
willin'—to come to terms, if you S

are!
urged Lord Mauloverer. “We're pre-

interjected

pared to call off the strike, if you'll
coine to reasonable terms.  Wash out
everythin®, and start fresh, what? No

sackin's or anvthin® of that sort—and
leave the Remove up to Wingate of the
Sixth till & new beak blows 1n, or Mr.
Quelch comes back., If vou apree, nod
vour head! Horry I can’y let you speak,
but you might vowl out, you know.”

Mr. Hacker did not nod hiz head.

Lord Mauleverer was quite scrious,
th-nuigh his comrades were grinning. Jf
Mauly hoped that Hacker, in his present
state, was likely to see reason and come
to reasonable terms, it showed that his
lordship had a very hopeful nature.

“Neddin®  your mnapper?” asked
Mauleverer.

An infuriated the only
response.

“ Well, if he won't, he won't!” samid
Mauleverer. “He can't say we've not
given him & chance. If he wants this
to go on, we can keep it up as long as
]'.IE" I:I o5 [

*“Quite ' assanted HHarry Wharton.

“I'm afraid Hacker's an  obstinate
man ! said Mauleverer. “That's the
veal tronble. When & man’s sillv and
obstinate, what's a fellow to do? I hope
you've ot it clear, Mr. Hacker, that
anythin' that happens now iz entirely
vour own fault?”

Hacker could only glare!
giara was fearfully expressive.

“What about up-ending the
over him?" asked Vernon-Smith.

“Certainly net!” said Mauleverer.
“Hacker's a silly ass, and an ohstinate
mule, but bhe's & member of Dr. Locke’s
siafl. Mo disrespect.”

“¥ou don’t call this disrespectful, so
fur?" asked the Bounder sarcastically.

“What can’t be helped, can't be
helped, old bean! Hacker's asked for
this, and got it! He hosn't asked for
the inkpot! Let that inkpot alane,
Bmithy ! Yeu touch it, and I'll punch
your head !

“Will you?" said the Bounder, with
a warlike look.

*Yaas! You've made me leader. and
if I'm going to be skipper, I'm goin’ to
skip on a full ticket!” answercd Lord
Mauleverer calmly. * Leave that inkpot
slone L )

“ Play Smithy Y
Wharton,

“Mauly 15 our csteemed and 1diotic
I{'.Iil:f]ﬂl'," remarked Hurree Jamset Ram
E_-hn%-h. “The plavfulness of the gomae
12 the proper caper, Smithy™

Vernon-Smith  granted, but he ro-
linguished the inkpot—much to Mr.
Hacker's relief. The master of the
Bhell wasz not enjoying himself, bLut
there was no doubt that an inkpot up-
elided over his head would have made
matters worse.

“Well, what next?” snapped the
Bounnder. * Are we poing to stay hero
for over listening to Mauly  chin-
\t'ngﬁng?”

*(arne next [ said Lord Mauleverer.
“ Hocker's safe, and wa'va got to make
Corne safe! I don't think the other
prefects are fearfully keen to barpe in

glare was

But his

inkpot

up, sald  Hlorry



without Hacker pushin® them on. But
we'va gob to see that dear old Carne is
pub where he can’t worry us”

Bﬁauhr switehed off the light in the
sindyp,

Then he stepped to the windew and
opened 1t,

One by one, the four juniors dropped
out over the =il The windows were
¢lozed after them.

Mr. Hacker was left alone, in the
dark, boiling with & rage to which he
was quite unable to give any audible
CEPTEEsion.

Nobody was likely to come to his
study—unless Carno came to veport the
resalt of his search in the qung, And
from what he had heard the juniors
saying, he koew that they were going
to look for Carne—who was looking for
them | If they met, what had happened
to Hacker showed what was likely to
happen to Carne of the Sixth ]

acker had only a very faint hagﬁ
that Carne would arrive at his study
with a reporct.

Nobody else was likely to come. No
other master was likely to drop in—
refations wera strained in TMgn-
roony, since Hacker had assumed the
heedmastership. Even the chatty Prout
would not corne in for a chat, his portly
dignity having been severely wounded
by the master of the Shell being ap-

inted over his head. There was no

elp for Hacker!

Hacker chewed on the folded duster
and boiled with silent rage. What were
those young rascals doing while he sat
silent and helpless? e could onl
wonder with growing fury. He coul
guess that they had some plan to carry
out, and had pleced him “hors de
combat ¥ while they carried 1t out.
But ha ecould npt begin tc guesa what
it was,

Tap |

Hacker gave a start.

Unexpoectedly, a tap came at his study
door. Was 1t Carne, after all! He
strove desperately to move, fo make a
sound. But he could make no sound,
and be could not stir a limb—hardly a
finger, so thoroughly had the Bounder
done hia work.

The door-handle turned. The door, of
course, did oot open. If it weas Carne,
would he guess that aﬂmethig had hap-

ened? Iow could he! Finding the

oor locked, and no light on, he could
only conclude that Mr, Hacker was not
thers |

Tap again!

“Ars you there, sir?” came & voice.
It was the voice of Skinner of the
Remaove.

Hacker wondered, for & moment, what
could bave brought a Remove junior to
his study. Then he remembered the
lines. Every fallow in the Remove had
a stack of lines on hand—though few
had given them any attention. Skinner's
flogging that day had apparently heen
Yezson enough to Skinner to toe the line
very carcfully.

“ He's not there I came another voice,
that of Bnoop of the Remove. "“The
door’s locked. There's no light, either.”

“He told us to bring the hines 1” mut-
tered Skinner, hiz muttering voice
andible to the bound man in the study.
“It means more trouble if they're not
wken in®

“1 guess thiz iz the bee’s knea | came
anothaer voice. “Say, what's the pesky
door locked for, I'm ssking you guys,
We always left the -:rl-izm.l':ﬂecif lines an
the table for Quelch if he wasn’t &t
home. What's this hyer stunt, I'm
asking you (™

_Three of the Remove were there—with
lihes, They had brought them down
sfteér prop, expecting to find Mr,
Hacker in his study, or, at all avents,
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to be able to leave their lines on his
table, as they had been accustomied to
da for Mr. ﬁbueiﬂh. Tvidantly they
were perplexed and annoyed. _

“Ien't Hacker there¥ came another
volee, This tima it was Hazeldene's.
Hazel, too, had avrived with lines
“What are you waiting theve fori”

Mr. Hacker might have felt satis-
foction at knowing that four members
of the Remove, at lecast, were in 8
eubmissive etate—to the extent of
having done their lines. But he was
not in a mood to feel satisfaction ak
the moment.

“Hacker's mot herel” snapped
Skinner, “He told us to bring our
lines before dorm: but he's not here,
and his doer'a locked. The old assl”

The door being locked, and no sign
of & light from the study, Skinner, of
course, took it for granted that Hocker
was not there. Otherwize, he certainly
would not hava alluded to the new
headmaster in thet uncomphmentary
way. Ha little dreamed what ears
heard him within, Hacker could not
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move, and he could not speak, but he
could hear quite distinctly.

“The slabsided old mugwump I =eid
Fisher T, Fish, *“I guess tnis gets my
goat! Dog-gone him ™

“What has the old fool lucked his
door for?” ecame Hazel's voice.
“Quelch never did.™

“Alraid somebody might rag in the
study, I suppeose?” said Snoop. 1
dare say somebody might—some fat-
head like Cherry or Bull, They'ro wild
at their pals being sacked. Anyhow,
the old goat sn't here™

“ Bother him 17 grunted Hazel, “ We
ghall havo to come bhack later with the
lincs, I suppose, unless we punt for the
old dummy all over the House. I'in
not gomg to, for one.”

“Nor I, said Skinner. “I'd rather
dot the old blighter in the eye, any
day, than take him lines. Billy old ass
—playing at headmaster?! 1f D,
Locko khow how the old goat was
carrying on, he'd have a fit 1"

“You said it, bhig boy!¥ growled
FMisher T. Fish., “I'll tell the world
that old mugwump, Hacker, gcts my

oat, & fow, and then some 1'd sure
ike to hand him a sockdolager on the
frontispiece 1

There wae a sound of receding foot-
steps. The juniors departed, without
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the remotest idea that Iacker was in
the stody. My, Haeker had had the
benefit of hearing  just what they
thought of him, and he made a8 mental
note to bestow & record caning om
Hazeldene, Skinner, Snoop, and Fisher
T. Fish as soon a8 he was free to
handle & cane .again. Bub how long
that was going to be Horace Hacker
could not guess.

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Catching Carnel
Lord

i UIET murmured
Mauleverer.
; “{th, got & move on|”

“Shut up, Smithy! Quiet,
you assi”

Mauleverer grasped the Bounder's
arm with one hand. and with the other
pointed to  gleam of light in the dark-
ness of the guadrangle. Someone was
rooting ebout in the misty dark with
g fash-lamp.

“Oh!” breathed the Bounder, He
realised the need for caution.

“Cover I'"* murmured Harry Wharton.,

The {four juniors, sfter leaving
Hacker's study, had gathered under
the Bixth Form windows.

Carne of the Hixth had to ba dis-
posed of, end they had scanned his
study window to ascertain whether he
was there. Carne's study was dark,
from which they suppoeed that he was

robably in tha prefects’ room  Lord
Mauleverer was calmly considering the
next step; Wharton and Imky waiting
patiently, and the Bounder impatiently,
when Mauly spotted the moving lighi
in tha guad,

It was at a little distance, but it was
coming tqwards the juniors. They
moved away from Carne's window, and
backed into the shedow of the elm thai

I‘I;':En’ near the door of the Bixth Form
obby.

Deep in tho shadow of the treo they
watched the ﬁiimmering light as it
winked from the gloom.

“Bomebody searching for some.
thing,” muttered Harry Wharton.

“Yeaas. Lookin' for the sporteman
who busted Hacker's window, most
likely,” murmured Lord Mauleverar,

The night was dark. The juniors
could catch only the vaguest glimpse
of the moving Hgure behind the lighs.
But it was clear that, whoever it wes,
ltnj::-_ was in scarch of somebody or some-

ing.
_Buddenly the figure passed into the
Ir%ht from a lighted window. Then
all four of the juniors breathed a name
at ance,

“Carne !

“By gum! Askin® for it!1"” muttered
the Bounder, with Elmmmg eyes,

The bgure passed on out of sight.
But they knew who it was pow, It
was Carna of the Sixth, who was reot-
ing a&bout with the Hash-lamp. It was
easy to ﬁuesa that hoe was in search

=]

of the fellow whoe had knocked in »
pane ot Hacker's window,

The light diﬂ.!l} eared round an
angle of the buldings; but it re

appeared again. Carne was making an
exitensive Bcarch.

“We're going to bag him 1" muttered
the Bounder.

“¥aas. But we'ro not goin' to let
him howl out that we're here,”” mur-
mured Lord Mauleverer. *We don't
want half a doren prefects on our
necks, dear boy.”

“Wa shall have to rigk that,”

“Not at all. We're goin’ to trap
that sportsman,” said his lordship
calmly. “Yeou men get behind thas
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18

trunk and keep doggo, while T atiract
the Jﬂﬂd}' quarey,’”’ :
“Think he's goin' to walk into our
hands to please you, fathead?®”
“Yaas,"
* Look here, Mauly, vou ass—"
“Leave 1t to Mauly " said Harry
Wharton, “Maulv's leaders !
Grunt - from the Bounder.
impatient to get golng. _
“Well, how are }‘ﬁudgﬂing to get him
here, ass?" he snapped.
“You know how they hunt tigers in
Inkv's country,”. said Lord Mauleverer
nilv. “They tie up 8 kid in the
jungle, and it bleats, and the jolly
edd tiger hears it bleatin', and comnes
hiking along' for hiz supper; and then
they get him—see? I'm-the kid that's
in' to bleat, and you're the hunters

He was

it archush: Get behind that trunk,
and leave off talkin’, if you don't
inind, Smithy. You're a delightful

conversationalist, but at the moment
wa shall have to dispense with the
pleasure of hstenin® to you.™

“Tcdiot !V gruntad the Bounder; and
there was a subducd chuckle from
Wharion and Hurree Jamset- Ram
Bingh.

The three juniors
Mauleverer's directions.  Leaving hia
iorl.lahi? standing alcne, they blotted
themselves from sight behind the mas-
sive trunk of the ancient elm.

Lord Mauleverer coughed.

The light in Carne's hand was pass-
mg at o distance. Bui as that cough
became sudible in the silence of the
misty night, the light euddenly
stopped.

vidently Carne had heard it.

The flash-lamp turned dircetly to-
wards the elm.

Lovd Mauleverer ecoughed again.
The light came ewiftly towards the
elm, Carne's eves glinting watchfully.
over 1it.  He knew that someone was
there. He could have no doubt that
it was the fellow he sought.

A few moments more, and the beam
of the flazh-lamp shone full on Lord
Mouleverer's face, with Carne grinning
over it in triumph.

“0Oh, you!" exclaimed Carne. 3o
I've found you, Mauleverer ™

“Been lookin® for me, Carne?” asked
his lordship innocently.

“T knew it was one of vou,'" grinned
Carne, “Hacker thought somebody
had got out of the House, and eracked
hiz window; but I knew what 1t was.

obeyed  Lord

vou've come back, you young
rascal 1"
“Yaas."
“Where are the other young

seoundrels ¥ Have they gone home, or
come back here with youl!"

Carne flashed the light round, But
it revealed nothing but Lord Maule-
verer and the frosty trunk of the elin.
Behind that trunk fhe three hidden
juniors hardly breathed.

“Have the others come back or not 77
snapped Carne.

“Find out, old bean!™ said Maule.
verer cheerfully,

“Well, I've got wvou, at sny rate”
snid Carne. “You cnn expect the big-
Eg:sl: licking of vour life before you're

icked out again Mauleverer! I'm
taking you to Hacker now.”

Carne rveached ont to grasp Maule-
verer by the collar. lis lordship
promptly backed away,

“Auwl'ly good of you. Carne!” ho
remarked., " But I'd rather not go to
Hacker, if it's all the same to vou.”

“Biop, you young wdiot!” growled
Carne, following him up. “De you

think you can dedge me, now I've
spotted you ¥’
Tue MacKer LIBRART.~—No. 1,512
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Lord Mauleverer backed as far as
the troe-trunk. ‘There he stopped.
Carne closed in on him, grinning. He
had the schaolboy earl now. With his
free hand he reached at him, and
grasped him by the collar.

“ Better come quictly,”” he grinned,
“If you givo me any trouble, I'll bang
vour silly bead—like that ™

“Ow!” gasped Lord Mauleverer, as

the prefect Dbanged his head on the
elm.  “"Wow! " Oh, sou rotterl
Wow "

Carne chuckled, and led him away
br the collar, e was quite unaware
that that was exactly what Mauleverer
wanted him to do.

As he turned his back on the elm
three hidden figures leaped out, and,
befare Carne could begin to guess what
was happening, he was down ,on his
back, pinned by three asaailantz, and
a hnm{] was forcibly jammed over his
mouth. e let go Mauleverer's collar
#s he went down, and Mauly turned on
him to help hiz comrades.

A faint gurgle came from Carne;
Lut that was wmll,  Harry Wharton's
hand was hard and heavy on his
mouth, silencing him.

ot him " breathed the Dounder.

“Yans, sort of " agreed Mauleverer.
“Mind he doesn't squeak ™

“I'm taking care of that,” said
Wharton. “lHe won't squeak in a
hurry ! Hold the brute!”

Carne was struggling  desperately.

But the juniors did not stamd on cere-
mony with Ehe bully of the Sixth—least
of all, the Bounder. Lord Mauleverer
had inststed upon as much respect for
By, Ilaeker as the peculiar clreum-
stances' pormitied, but he had none to
waste on Carne.  He stepped on Carne’s
legs to keep him from kicking. The
Bounder grabbed the flash-lamp away
and turned it off. MHurree Jamsct

Ram Singh had one of the prefect’s
arms, Smithy the other. And as the
bully of the Bixth resisted, Smithy

twisted the arm he held

“Keep qliet, Carne! said the
Bounder coolly, " Every time you
wriggle, I'm going to twist your arm "

Carne's struggles suddenly ceased.
One fwist was enough fer him. It was
a vather painful one,

“MNow stick  somethin®  intoe  biy
mouth I said  Lord Mauleverer.
“Mustn't let him put up any vocal
exercises [V

“8Bhove in this doster, Mauly, while T
get his jaws open ! said Wharton.

*Yaas, old bean !V

Carne would gladly have velled when
the gripping band was withdrawn fromn
his mouth. He was near cnough to the
wintdow of the prefects’ room for Sixth
Form men to have heard a vell.

~ But he was given no chance. The
juniors could not afford to take risks.
And Carne, who was the chief cause of
the trouble that had led te the Grey-
friars strike, did not deserve much con-
sideration at their hands,

Harry Wharten grasped his nose and
hiz clun, and forced his mouth open,
Mauly holding the duster ready.
Lnmediately the folded duster was
shoved in.  The bully of the Sixth could
only purgle, and hia gurgle was in-
stantly shut off.

uickly the gag was tied nto {iﬁ'lam‘:,
and Carne's hands dragged behind him
and bound together. Then he was
allowed fo get on his feet, Bmithy and
Hurree Singh holding his arms. 1f
looks could have slain, the glare that
Carne gave his captors might have
caused four sudden fatalities. [Fortu-
nately, looks couldn’t. In the grasp of
the Removites, Carde was walked away
from the spot.

He made one attempt at resistance—
but only one. A hefty kick from the
Bounder helped him on from behind.
After that Carne went like a lamb.

He was led away in the direction of
the sehool shop. In front of that estah-
lishment, now closed for the night and
quite dark, was a tree with a bench
under it. Carne was plumped down on
the bench and tied to i1t

“Borry to have to leave vou here,
Carne 1" said Lord Meuleverer politely.
“It's & bit parky, I know. Let's hope
it won't rain—what?”

Carne could only glare. Ie was left
glaving,

THE TRIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Rally Round, Remove !
b
H thing—" zaid Billy Bunter.
“Talking about yourself, as
usual i asked Bob Cherry.

The Removites were in the Rag after
prep. Bob Cherry, Johnny Bull and
Frank Nugent were standing in a
pees. They were thinking of the two
absent members of the Co.

They had not doubted for a moment
back, and that, somehow or other, the
Greyiriars strike would be carricd on,
But it was growing late now, and
missing Foure,

Many of the fellows had come to the
concluzion that the *sacked ™ juniors

8AY, vou fellows, it's 8 gqueer

* Oh, really, Cherry——"
roup by the fire, with rather worried
that the expelled juniors would come
nothing had been seen or heard of the
had found that there was nothing dotng,

and had gone home. The Co. did not
think so, but they were getting worried.
Billy Bunter rolled into the Rag,

blinked round through his bip spec-
tacles, and joined the group by the fire.
He announced that 1t was a “queor
thing,"” though to what he alluded thog
did not know, and were not particularly
desivous of knowing.

“1 say, it’s queer gsbour Hacker 1™
went on Buoter.

“"Hacker! What's that old ass up to
now "' grunted Johnny Bull.

“Blessed if I know 1" said Bunter,
“Bub it's jolly queerl I say, somc-of
the fellows have done their lines and
taken them in to Hacker, but they can’t
find him.”

“Isn't he in his study, fathead?”

“He c¢an™t be,” angwored DBunter.
“I've been there, and the study’s dark
and the door locked, 1 haven't done
my lines, you koow, and T was gmnﬁ
to ask Hacker if I could leave them ti
to-morrow, because I've hurt my finger
and can't hold a pen. That worked
all right with Quelch once, yvou know,
and I don't see why it shouldn't work
with Hacker—once, at least. What do
vou fellows think ¥ _

“I think you're & lying toadl”
grunted Jobnny Bull. L

“I think you're a prevaricating por-
potse ! snid Bob Cherry.

“1 think vou ought to be kicked ™
said Frank Nugent.

“0Oh, really, you fellows! I say,
Hazel and Bkinner., and JFish and
Snoopy took their lines in, but thev
couldn't find Hacker?t 1 say, I looked
into Common-room, but he wasn't there!
1 say, he can't whop us for not taking
in our lines, can he, when he's not there
to take them ™

“Blow Iacker! pgrowled Johnny
Bull, I know I'm jelly well net going
to do any lines for him 1"

“Bame here!” said Frank Nugent.

*1 say. you fellows, it's a queer
thing, though[” said Dilly Bunter.
“ Hacker seemz to have vanished since
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there’s plenty of grub, and this tuckshop is the spot.” *“ Oh ! " gasped Mr. Mimble. ** The fellows may be here any minuts

now,’ continued his lordship.

be came up to the Remove. NMNobody
scems to know where he is™

" Bother him, anyhow!” eaid Bab
Cherry.,

Tap | ]

Fvery fellow in the Rag gave o jump
@s that sudden tap came ab the window,
Every face was turned towards the
window.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo}” breathed Bob
{l"fr!frrgﬁ “Who——"

iail
“They've come Dback!® breathed
MNugént.

He cut across to the door of the Rag,
ghut it, and turned the key promptly.

Thera was & buzz of excitement among
the juniors in the room. WNearly all the
Remove were there, as well as some
of the Fourth and the Bhell. They all
guessed at once what that tap at the
window meant. The expelled Romovites
had returned.

“It's Wharton | exclaimed DBoh.

“And Bmithy ¥

" They're back!” _

Bob Cherry rushed to the window,
Ho dragged back the blinds and pulled
up the sash. A crowd of fellows
crowded after him, staring out into the
dim February night. From the gloom
three faces looked up.

“Hallo, halla, ballal YWharton, old
rman i
“Inky, old black beanl”
" E-i'ﬂll.'i’lj" 1 i
“Where's Mauly ? exclaimed Nugent.
“Hasn't Mauly eome back with yout”

“Mauly's busy,” said Hurr¥ Wharton.
“He's here all right. ¥You fcllows ready
to back up "

“YWhat-ho I" answered Bob promptly.

“You bet!” zaid Peter Todd. * But
what's the gama T

“The gamefulness s terrifie, my
esteemoed Toddy I chuckled Hurree
Jamset Ram Singh, his dusky face
grinning up from the darkness. “Wa

are putling paid to the preposterous
Hacker 1

“Come out, all of you 1 said Vernon-
amith. “Drop from that window |*

“But what—" cxclaimed Bolsover
Oiajor.

“MNo time for talk!™ =aid Harry
Wharton. “We've got it all cut and
dried—at least, Mauly has. Mauly's
leader, and we're backing him up,”

“1 say, you fellows—"

oma on, DBunterl!” grinned the
Bounder. " Bet you Bunter will be the
keenest of the lot when he knows where
Mauly 13 waiting.” .

“Eh—where is he waiting i asked
Bunter.

" In the tuckshop!”

“In the tuckshop ¥ repeated a dozen
voices,

“¥es: coma on !

“1 eny, you fellows, is it a spread—
at this time of night?” exclaimed Billy
Bunter, his little round eyes glistening
behind his  hig roun spectacles.
“That's all right! Fine! Dut, I say,
what about having it here? Hacker will
Jjump on us 1f we get out of the House,
you know,"

“Hacker won't do any jumping just
;.-‘Et. awhile, fatty ! said the Bounder.
‘He can’t jump at present, unless he
lifts an armchair with him1 ¥You sce,
he's tied to it 1"

“Oh erikey ¥

“Hacker 1s!” gasped Petor.

“Oh, my hatl” stultered
“You've—"

“Hacker and Carne are both safe for
tho present I said Harry. “Come on
out, all of youl REally round 1"

Bob Cherry was already clambering
out. After him went Johnny Bull and
Frank Nugent, Peter Todd and Squitt.
After them there was a rush. More and
more fellows dropped out of the window
of the Rag. Billy Bunter hesitated a
moment, but only for a moment. The
tuckshop drew him like a magnet. llo

Bob,

** Do let me persuade you to take a hollday at my expense | ™

dropped among the crowd under the
windows of the Rag.

Shell fellows and Fourth TFormers
stared on, grinning. Skinner and Snoop
were ‘in their study, but all the rest
of the Remove were in the In a
few minutes they were sll outside, with
the exception of Fisher T. Fish. Wild
F_iv};mturea of this sort did not appeal to
rishy.

".#Erl] out " asked Harry Wharton,
glancing over the ¢rowd in the ghimmer-
in;z light from tho window,

‘fs.ﬁ: but Fishy,” said Bobh.

“Come on, Fishy!” exclaimed the
caPt.am af the Remove.

M1 guess pot!” anawered Fisher T.
Iish, shaking hiz head, “I'll say you
can leave me out of this stunt| %ﬂpl"

“You worm, Ifollow on!” hooted
Bolsover major.

“MNot in your lifetime!” answered
Fishy., “I ﬁupm T've had all the troubls
I want with Hacker, and a few averl
Give it & wmiss, big i‘rf:r:.'.”

“Hobby, chuck that c¢ad out!” said
Havry Wlimrmn,

Hobsin of the Shell grinned.

“Ain't you backing up your
Fish 1 he asked.

“MNopet” answered Fisher T. Fish,
“Wob so's you'd notico it

*Your mistake | said Hobby., “Yonu
are [” And he grasped the junior from
MNew York, and heaved him out of the
window. “Cuatch ™

“Ha, ha, ha!”

There was a protesting howl [rom
Fisher T. Fizh. Dut he went. He
dropped among the fellows outside.

“Look yere,” gasped Fishy, as he
s::ra'.mh'rllu.ﬂ.d to his feet. "I'm telling
you—"

“Shut up ! snapped Harry Wharton,

"Quiet, my esteemed and {unky
Fishy 1"

“I'm telling vou guys——m
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“Bang his silly Lead!” hissed the
Bounder.

Bang !

“Wow I

“Will you shut up now ™

“Owl Yep! Burel I'll tell a man!
Wow ™ '

G There's two fellows in the studtes,”™

eaid Nugent. ® Skinner and Enuu;{w_l——"'
arry

# MWovep mind them now 1" eaid
Wharton, "Come on! Keep this dark,
vou fellows in there, mum's the word,

grinned

voul know 17

"Yoe, rather !V Hobeon,
“Best of luck, old man!™

“Rely on uz!™ chuckled Temple of
the Fourth. " Carry on!"

The window was shut again. Harre
Wharton led the way, and the crowd of
Removites tramped across the dark
quutlrangle, Fisher T. Fizsh rubbing his
bony head as he went.

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER !

Taking Possession !

L 15 lordship ! ejaculated Dir.
Mimble in astonishment.
“His lordship!" cepeated
Mra Mimble.

“Aly  evel” said the small boy
Mimble, staring past his parents, at the
clogant figuro at the side door of the
achool shop.

The three were all surprised.

Mr. Mimble, the Head's gardencr, and
Mrs. Mimble, whe kept the school shop,
had been sitting by their fircside, dis-
cussing the late exciting events at Grey-
frinrs. Safe from Mr. Hacker's cars,
they told one another what they thonght
of Mr. Hacker and his goings on,
especially his sending away that nice
boy Mauleverer. Small Alimble had
been sitting up, with & stick of toffee
in one hand, and 2 ™ Haliday Annual ¥
in the other, the latter having beon
piven him by Lord Mauleverer at the
beginning of the erm.  For winch reason
the small Mimble waz of opimion that
Mauleverer was a  very  agrecable
* bloke."

A knock at the side door surprised the
Mimble family : and Mr. Minble came
to open it. expecting to sce Goesling,
who sometimes came in for a chat,
though zeldom 2o late.

Hiz ostonished ejaculation at  the
sight of Lord Mauleverer braught Jrs
Muimble out of the parlour: and afier
her, the small Mimble, Now they all
regavded his lordship blanlkly.

“Hiz lordship!” repeated  Bles
Aimble. .

Mot only because Mauly was & miee
bov, but beeanse he was the best

customoer at the schosol shop, had Mrs.
Mimble been sorry te hear that he was
sent oway from the school. Bhe was
pleazed as well as surprised to see hin
pgaln. ) .

“Yaas.” Lord Mauleveror lifted lus
cap very politely to Mrs, Minble, hauly
had grected duchesses in his time, bot
he wasz as pelite to a charwoman as lo
a duchess. In fact, all woinen were
duchesses in Mauly's eves. “Awily
sorey to disturb rou, madam, at this
hour, and you, too, Alr. DMimble. I
hope vou'll exeuse me, in the circnme-
stances.”

“You've come back, sir!” sald the
gavdencr. 1 "card soeme of the voung
entlemen saving von would come baclk!

‘ope Mr. Hacker will allow you to
stop, sir.”

“T think we shall persuade Mr,
Hacker. in the long vun, not to send
any fellow away ! said Mauleverer.
“In fact. he's bhound to let ds stop.”™
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There was a double meaning to this
remnark which was losk on the Mimble
family. Certainly they were not hkely
fo guness that the temporary  head-
master of Greyiriars was bound to the
arnchair in his study |

“I'm glad to hear it, sir 1™ zaid Mrs.
BMimble. "I said to Alfved that it was
a shame, and so it iz, my lord.”

“That's very poad of yven, madam?!™
sail Mauleverer. " Mawv 1 step inside

“Please come in, sic!” said Mr
Mimble: and his lordzship followed the

Mimble family into their parlour. The
door was left ajar. .
They weroa puzzled, not being ahle to

guess why his lordsliip had called. They
were pleased to sce him back at Grey-
friars: both fromm & persenal and a
business point of view. Dut why he had
come to their side door was rather a
mystery, which his lordship, however,
proceeded to elucidate.

“I'm sure you're glad to sce me
back,” began Ihblauly.

“Yery glad aod thankiul, sic!”
Mr. Munble. _

“And I fecl sure, too, that you'd do
anvthin® you could to help me to stop
o, what ¥ said Mauleverer.

" Anvthing we could, sir,” said Mrs.
Mimbie. " But what—"

“How'd you like a holiday ™

t{Ekl?".

“It’s a bit early in the year for the
seaside, of course,™ said Mauleverer, as
they gazed at him. *But vou ecan get
very ni¢ce rooms at the Anchor, in Pegg,
overlookin' the sca and the beach, and
on fine days our young friend here
would have no end of a tiine among the
boats, what?”

* Thut " ogasped e BMimble.

“You'd stay there as my, guests, all
cxpenses paid, of course,” went on Lord
Mauleverer. “ You've got a phone here,
and if you agree, I'll ring up the Anchor
and fix it up. And a taxi to take vou
over, with your bags and things. What?”

The Munble family goazed at haim,
Perliaps they wondered whetiwor the ¢x-
viting events in the Bemove Lhiad cansed
Lord Muauleverer to wander jn hits onind
a little,

His lordship eontinued imperturbably :

“As for yvour ztock here, that will be
taken over—lock, stock, avd bavrel!
You ean give e s rough ldea of the
viliee, Mrs DMimhle ™

“Bless my heavt ! zaid Mrs, 3imble.

“0f courze, you can work it out
exactly  afterwards,” sand Manleverer,
“But speakin' roughly, I should say
abwonl a hoodred pounds, whatt”

Tlee AMuntbles eould onty gaze at Lovd
Mauleverer, They were aware that the
schoolboy carl was & millionaive; and
that Tis gaavdian, whe had wnlimited
Faith i Aanlyv's judgment and steady
clinracter, allowed kim to draw all the
caszlt he wanted from the bank at Court-
fickd.  Still, it was rather astonishing
to hrar a Lower Fourth junter talkiog
of a hundreed pounds az any other feliow
might have talked of hall-a-crown.

“I'll give yen a chegue, 1 that's
H pod - i x 11 .
rigiet P said Lord Mauwleverer, "1 dare
sy vorl can lend me a pen and ink, and
a bit of paper.”

“Your lordship!™ Mr.
D imble.

“0h, sir ! gasped Mes. Mimble,

“My cyve!” said the small Mimble.

“Is it o got” asked Mauleverer, *Of
courae, we hand the whele show over
apain when this hittle trouble’s ended.
I hate disturbin® yeu like this, but any-
thin® in the way of compensation will be
all vight. I'm afraid you'd be still more
disLuﬁmd stavin' here with about thirty
frllowge——>"

said

stuttered

“Thirty  fellers!” repeated M,
Mimble, like a man in a dream.

“Yaas"

“ hope your lordship isn't unwell ™
said Mrs. Mimble anxiously.

Mauleverer grinned.

“Bane as ever, madam,” he answered.
“I forgot to wmention that we've carvyin’
on our sirike and we've pot to camp
sonewhere where there's plenty of grub,
and this is the spot.”

“Oht” gasped Mr. Mimble.

“The fellows may be here any minute
now 1" continued his lordship. ' Do let
me persuade vou to take a holiday ak
my expense, you'll be fearfully crowded
with all the Remove parked i the
place—"" .

“He, he ! came in a sort of explosion
from the small boy Mimble. That youth
seemed to find the Earl of Mauleverer
entertaining. “Oh, my eyel He, he,

he 1™

“And I most earnestly advise you to
sell your stock in & lump!™ went on
Mauleverer. * Aa soon as Bunter gets
here he won't bother about whose stock
it is, and I foresee heavy losses for you,
madam, 1f you don't accept my offer.”

@ But—but—but Hogtammoered bMra.
Mimble. .

“You see, ma'am, we're carrying on
this strike f1ll Mr. Hacker comes round,
or the governors butt in, or the Head
COmes back " cxplained Lord
Mauleverer. “I'm sure you don't want
& chap like me to be hooled out of Grey-
friars by o tick like Hacker, what "

“No, indeed!” said Mrs. Mimble. "1
said it was a shame, and I'd tell Mr.
Hacker =0, too. But—"

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!” ecame a cheery
voice along the side passage by the
sciipol shop.

The Reworites were arriving.

“That's Cherry!” rpemarked Lord
Mauleverer. He glanced out inte the
passape. The door was wide open again
and thoe juniors crowding in.  * They're
comin', Perhaps vou'll think over my
offer, madam, and make vp vour mind.
(o course, wo shall be delighted if you'll
stay on and hold the fort with us, but
what I'm afraid of is that you'd find it
rather noigy and disturbin’.”

“Goodness gracious I” gasped Mra
Mimble.

“He, he!" sald Master Blimble.

Mr. Mimble just blinked. His breath
seemed to ba taken away.

Leaving them to think it over, Lord
Mauleverer joined the Eemovites in the
passage. They were crowding in, with
grinting faces, There was a door from
that passage into the shop. Billy Bunter
was through that door almeost In a
iwinkling, The light flashed on in the

shop.

1-{)-::-1.'; long the strikers would be able
to “stay in " 1o therr new guarters, and
whether they would be able to stay in
at all, Bunter did not krow., 5o DBilly
Bunter lost ne time. .

It was the first time that Bunter had
had the free and nndistierbed run of &
tuckshop ! He was not likely to let such
cpportunities like the sunbeams pass
him by !

Lord Mauleverer stepped back into
the Mimble parlour. The Famous Five
follawed him in, smhng. Other fellows
crowded at the door. Others were going
up the stairs and spreading over the
establishment.

Whether to accept the extraordinary
offer Lord Maunleverer had made was
rather a puzzle to Me.  and Nres
Mimble. But really, they did not seem
to have much choice in the matter. The
rebel Remove were there, ond clear]
were going to stay there. Bunter coul
be heard in the shop—and several other
follows had joined him. Obviously there



wers going to boe heavy losses of stock
if Lord Mauleverce's offer was declined.
The good couple blinked at the jumors,
and blinked at one anothor, 1Im & state
of great astonishment—while Master
Min‘ﬁ:rla rinned, )

A sud%en yell come from the side
PSS,

“look out! "Ware prefects [

“Oh, my hat I exclaimed Bob Cherry.
“It'a the jolly old enemy alreadyl
Come on ™

And thero was a rush to the door, and
Mr. and Mrs, Mimble were left in their
parlour, etill blinking in astomshment.

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.

Golog Strong !

g 7 INGATE of the Bixth stood

g etaring in at the side door of
the school shop. His face
expressed angry amazement,
A crowd of fellows stared out at him,
most of them grinning.

“¥ou young rascals |’ oxclaimed the
Groyfriare captain,  **What does this
mean i

¥ Gueza ¥ gupgested Peter Todd.

“Coma out of that at once[” rapped
Wingate,

“T don’t think I

“ What tha dickens are yom up tal®
exclaimed Wingate. 1 spotted you
clearing off—1 happened to bo locking
out of the window of the prefects’ room.
I've come to take you back ! low dave
voi leave the House after lock-up 1V

* Bow-waw 1

* Rata ™

"Run away and play, Wingate I"

“You young ames!”  exclaimed
Wingate. “Cut back at once before
Hacker hears of thial Do any more of
you want to ba sacked ¥ )

“The sackfulness will not be terrifie,
my cstecined Wingate"

I'he Greyfriars captain jumped at that
voice,  Ilurres Jamset Kam Singh's
dusky face grinned from the erowd
within.

“(h! Then you've come back, Hurres

Singh ™

"%'[‘hﬂ. come-backfulness is preposterous,
esteemed Wingate 1™

“Are the other young rascals ihere,
thon 1™

"HHere wa aro, WingateI” chortled
the Bounder,

“Hoero 1™ gaid Harry Wharton.

“WYaaz, hera we are, old bean 1™ said
Lord Manleverer., “ Wa're carryin’ on
the striko here, Wingata, Don't barge
in, old man—we rather hike you, you
know, and we den't want lo have to
Lhandlo you apain,™

“Well, my hatl” esaid Wingate
hiankly. * Louk here, yon young sweeps,
po back to the Housze at once, Other-
wizo I thall have to report this to
Hacker., Now then IV

“PDon’t be an nsza, Winrate ¥ said the
Bounder. *"Haven't you got it inte
your head ycb that the Remove i3 on
rbriko 77

“That will do, Vernon-Bmith ™ said
Wingate, frowning. *“ Will yan young
rascils wo back lo the Heuse at once,
ar do you want me o call Hacker
heve 17

“Jusk what wo don't want at
present I eaid the Bounder. ™ And
vou're not going to call Hacker, either!
MNohody asked you to barge in, Wingate,
and now you've dona it vou can take
what's coming to you., Back up, you
men 1"

“Yaans, bag him 1" zaid Lord Maul-
averer, " Borry, Wingate, an’ all that,
Lut we've got to keep you out of harm's
way till we'ro ready _for husiness ™

“Stand bLack 1 roared Wingate, aa a
duzen Removites rushed at him, He

[Caniinued +n Roxt page.)
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THE AQUARIUM
By
The Greyfriars Rhymester

I kinder guess if’s situated

Fisher T. Fish, of the Grey-

Right up town in Noo Yark, sure! friars Remove, comes from

Close against the Elevated |
Trains and trollles pass the door
By the presenl awner's wishes
“ The Agoarium,* 1’8 named,
It's the home ¢f many Fishes,
Mostly wild, or partly tamed [

(2)
Built by Fishy's granddad, Otis,
Gee, is this a slalely home ?

the great city of New York,

where the ancestral home of

the Fishes is humorously called
‘“ The Aquarium,”

|

(3}
A penthouss Iz a sort of hovel
On the roof above the strest ;

Noi, believa me, so's you'd noiice! Rich men think them rcather nowvel,
Big Boy, this ain®t ancient Rome ! Miltionaires have found them swest |

Put it down in ink on paper,

There they live a fearful dlstance

It's a penthowse, nothing less 1 Far above the madding crowd,

On an eighty-floor skyscraper,
Bullt upon the rool, 1 goess |

(4)
Elevators, fast expresses,

In & countrifted existence,
Bloited out by banks of cloud !

(B)
When the streets are rushing rivers,

Taks an hour to reach ihe roof ! And the tempest gives you shocks,

Fizhy's popper kinder guesseés
That a bonehead or a gool

How that bullding shakes and quivers,
Thirty feat the penthouse rocks |

Mizht flive in the sidewalk's husile Ons day we shall see (i dwindlin

But for him the air is clear
Up above the noiss and bustle,

Qut of sight towards the siars
Fishy then will live by swindling

Somewhere in ihe siratospbers | Those Inhabitants of Mars|
(8) (N
That most cute of all sur scholars, Gas, how Fishy's heart is yearnin

Fishor T. tha son of Fish,

For the Broadway's peaceful n%ghti

Loves Moo Yark and all its doflars; See, the million lights aré burning |
Noise to him is ** just his dish [ " Gosh, ain't that a dandy sight?
How he hates to grope and grovel Oh, to see the pecple teeming
On the ground, like you and I; Everywhers a guy can look !

Give him his ancestral hovel
Up above the world so high |

{8)
Just to hear ihe peanut vetders
Howling in Itallan siyle,
Just to see the black bar-tenders
Mixing sodas, with a smile,

Oh, to hear the sirens sereamlng
As the cop cars chase tbe crook !

(@)
Thus thinks Fishy, sadly gazing
At greenr Nelds and rolfan treas,

Fields where beasily cows are grazing,
Trees which rustle Inm the breeze ]

Just to dedge a gangster's batlle— After all, wo share his feeling :
Snakes, who wouldn't love Noo Yark | Be it in the east or west

Oh, the sweet, tha tender ratila
0! the sub-machine-gun's bark

Neoxt Week :

In New York Japan, or Ealing,
| Home to everyona is best !

The HEAD'S HOUSE.
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ewished hkis ashplant round wilth vigour,
and thera were vells on all sides as it
landed,

But the swiping ash did not stop the
rush. A swarm of fellows closed on tho
Lreviriars captain, his ashplant was
wrenched away, and ingate
struggling frantically, went over, with a
:qmbhug heap of juniors sprawling on
ETTTH,

“Bag him [”! ;.'olled the Bounder.

“Collar him ™ )

“Oh! Wow! ¥You young wvillans!”
gasped Wingate, heaving and struggling
under the swarm, “I'll— Ow !l 1I'll—

I'll— Uooogh ™

“Bring him m! said Lord Maul-
everer calmly. “ We've zot to keep him
guiet for a bit! IDon't damage him
!I"lﬁrEE than yon can help—but roll him
in ™

Wingate was & hefty man, and he
resisted strenuously.  DBut innunerable
hanes were grasping hun, and he was
rolled headlong in &t the doorway, and
the door was shut.

In the passage he put up another
struggle. Bat it booted not. With arms
and legs held by many hands, Wingatc
waid rolled and dragged along  the
passage 1nto the parlour at the end.

The Mimble family gazed at him.

“Oh ! gasped Mr, Mimble.

“G-g-good gracious IV stutiered Mrs
Mimble.

“He, he ™ gurgled the small Mimble.

*¥ou—you—you—" splutteretl the
Greyfriars captain, as he was whirvled
. “You—you— Ow!l You young
seoundeels ! OQooogh ! I'll— Ooooch 1

Ho wrenched wildly at the grasping
kands. But he wrenched in vain.

Lord Mauleverer produced o cord.

“Better tie his fius ! he remarked.
“He's too jolly davgerous to leave loose.
Sorey, Wiogate, old man; you can put
i::]E t.h:i’s- down to Hacker's account, you
now,”

“All Hacker's fault, Wingate!”
grinncd Bob Cherry,

“Let mo go!" ronved Wingate,
“1I'll— Gerroff | Leggo 1™

He resisted up to the last moment.
DBut resistance was futile sgainst such
heary odds. He was safely held while
the DBounder tied his wrists together,
and, for additional security, tied the
end of the cord to the leg of a sofa.

The Greyviriars captain sprawled on

the floor, helpless. He yelled des-
perately to the staring gardener.
“Mimble, let me loosel o Yo
hear "

“1 ‘ear, sir,” egaid Mr. Aimble,
“but—"

“Mr. Mimblo isn't taking o hand in
this game, old bean,” said the Dounder.
“Mr, Mimhle doesn't want us ta hold
his head ynder his own tap, do you,
Alr. Mimble

“Oh dear| No!” gasped Mr, Mimble,

“Then vou'd better not interfere, old
thing 1, 8lut up, Wingate 17

“Yeou yvoung rascal 1” roared Wingate,

“1 said shut HS) ™ remuerked  the
Bounder. “If you'd rather I shoved a
handful of ecinders in your mouth, keep
on yvowling. ™ :

mmgnie gave him a look, but ho
decided to shut up. The Bounder was
more than readvy to suit the action 1o
the word, and Wingsate certainly did
not want his mouth stuffed with cinders,

“That's vight, old man!” said Lord
Manleverer. *“1 hate to s&eo your
improvin' conversation cut off like this,
Wingate, but we'ro rather busy at the
moment, and I'm doin® the talkin’.
Smithy, take threo fellows and cut out
to the Cloisters and bring in thoso
bags g

Ay, ay, sir!l” grinned the Bounder,
saluting.

“Ha, ha, hal”
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Smizhy, Redwing, DPeter Todd and
Iurrec Singh hurried out to feteh in tho
bags that had been left ludden in the
Closters,

Except for Wingate, the alarm had
not been given yet., Wingate was safe
now—as safe as Carne or My Hacker,
But every moment was T[}::recu:rus to the
rebels of the Remove, were was much
to be done before they were prepared to
carry on the stav-in strike in their new
quarters.

TNow, I want six men—" went on
Lord Mauleverer, when the Bounder

and his party had started for the
Cloisters.

“"Who the dickens are vou to be
giving orders?” demanded Bolsover
thajor.

“Mauly's  leader!” spid  Harry
Wharton.

“Rot ! satd Bolsover., "I'm not

taking any orders from anvbody, 1 can
jolly well tell you that 1™ )

“Did aoybody pick up Wingate's
gsh ' asked Mauleverer,

“Yes; here 1t is, Manly 1 answered
Frank Nugent.

“Good | Wharton, Dull, put Bolsover
across that table! Youw, Nugent, gpive
him six for arguin’ with his conunander-
in-chief t*

“{th, may hat "™

“Ha, ha, ha "

Bolsover major gave a roar of
wriath, The hurly Removite was beart
and soul in the rebellion; but he was
not going to take orders from anybody,
if he could help it. He was going to
discover that he could not help it

Ho clenched his big fists and glared
defiance. :

“1'd like to see anybody give me six 1™
be boellowed. i

“Yaasz; you're goin
azsented Lord Mauleverer.
like the prospeet, old beand

gee 1t tY
“(Glad you
Put lam

fo

over 1™
“Ha, ha. ha!”
Harry Wharton and Johnny Bull

jumped at Dolsover major. Squiff and
Tom Brown lent them willing hands.
Bolsover, n-.r,[s.l-irrﬁ desperately, was up-
vaded over the table.

Pinued there, foce down, he wrigglod
and roared.

“8ix of the best, Nugent " said Tored
Mauleverer, looking ou with his hands
in his pockets. “ Must have discipline,
you know, or the thing will go to pot !”

“Leave 1t to me " spid Nugent, swish-
ing tie ash.

“¥ou dare to whop me!” shrieked
Bolsover major,

“Commander’s arders, old bean 1™

“You dare to—— Yarocoooh !” reared
Bolsover, as the ash come down. _

Four pairs of hands  held him
pritmed.

Whael, whack, whack ]

“Oh! 'll— Yoao-hooop !

Whack, whaek, whack!

" Yaroooooookh 17

“Are vou goin' to foe the line now,
olil fellow #" asked Lord Mauleverer.

“MNo " yvelled Bolsover,

“3ive him six more !

Whaeck, whaeck, whack !

“Ow! Stoppit!” shricked Bolsover
mujor. “JI—I—=I'll do as vou like!
stoppil ! Oh erikey | You siliy ass—
e ! Chuek it 1™

“Toein' the line, old cliap?”

"Ow!l Yes! Wow ™

“Good ! That's all ri%ht, then '™ said
Lord Mauleverer placidly. * Borry, old
thing, but discipline must bo main-
tained ! If the fellows want another
leader, I'm ready to resign on  the
spot—"

“No fear!l Carry on, Mauly I” said
Harry Wharton. *“We're backing you
up all along the line, old bean.”

“Right-ho!l 8o long as I'm leader,

evary man who kicks against orders
will get six ! said Lord Mauleverer
cheerfully.

“ Hear, hear !

Bolsover major rolled off the table
with a face like unto that of & demon
in a pantomime. He looked powerfully
inclined to rush at Lord Mauleverer,
hitting out right and left. But he
rostrained that desire; it was only oo
clear what would happen if he did. Ile
ﬁ'rigg]ed in sulky =silence.

“ MNow,” proceeded Maunleverer calmly,
“I want six men. Squiff, Browney,
Bull, Nugent, Cherey, Ogilvy will do.”

“Waiting for orders, sir!” gricned
Boh,

“Ypas! o back ito the House, get
in at the window of the Rag—Hobby will
let you in if you tap—and go up to the
Remove dorm.™ '

“And go to bed 1" asked Ogilvy.

“Ha, ha, hat”

“Wo! Make bundles of all the bed-
clothes, and drop them out of the
dormitory window."

“0h, my hat!™

®“8ix men will wait below to bring
the things here — Wharton, Wibley,
Bussell, Morgan, Desmond and New-
land.”

“ Right-ho [”

" Losa no time ! sdded Lord Maule-
verer. “Goodness knows how long it
will be before the jolly old enemy pots
going ! Hacker won't stay tied op for
ever,”

“Come on, you men ! grinned Boh.
A dozen fellows hurricd out by the
side door.

“The rest of you,” added Lord Maule-
vorer, “walk round making sure of
doors and windows 1n this jolly old
buildin'.”

“I say, you fellows!" A jammy face
looked through the doorway from the
shop. I sav, vou ftry thess taviz!
They'ra prime !

“Ha, ha, hat?

Mrs. Mimble looked at Billy Bunter.
Ividently ler stoek was being reduced
already. Buoanter was jammy and sticky
and happy, and clearly had been going
strong. Hiz mouth was full, and he had
a tart in cach hand as he blinked in
fram the shop.

*Prime ! he repeated.  *I sav, you
fellows, i= anyvhody going to pay for
these things? I'm ready to stand my
whack, of course, I'in cxpecling &
pastal order to-morrow.”

And the fat Owl went back into the
shop, gobbling jam-taris as he went.
L«:':n:iit Mauleverer grinned. It was
probable that Mrs. Mimble would prefer
to close on his lordship's offer, rather
than wait for the arrival of Billy
Bunter's celebrated postal order !

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.
In Possession ]

S COURTFIELD AND COUNTY
BANK, Lrn.
High Street,

Courtheld,
PAY Mra Dimble
One Hundred tounds,
100
MAULEVERER."”

ORD MAULLVERER wrote out
E ithat intcresting clnpum-t!nt on &
sheet from a writing-pad, and
aflixed a twopenny stamp Lo it.
Although not on the usual printed
form, it constituted a chegue, and waos
zood for the amount stated, at the bank
i Courtfield.
Mrs., Mimbloe gazed at it on her
parlour table, and listened to the
sounds in the adjoining shop, where
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Mr. Hacker was glaring through the broken window, when Vernon-Smith pressed the nozzle of the soda slpimn. Ew!ssssﬁ ]
Swooosh ! A jet of soda-water caught the new headmaster of Greyiriars full in bis enraged countenance, Splash |

** Ooogoch | ** gasped Mr. Hacker.

Bally. Bunter was going strong, ably
seconded by scveral other members of
the Bemove. And the zood dame made
up her mind,

The CGrevfriars strikers were in pos-
gession, and intended to remain i
possession unless Mr, ITacker was able

to tarn them out by force. AMrs.
Mimble, wvaturally, had no desire fo
stand a siege with the schoolboy
strikers. INetther had Mr. Mimble.

That gentleman was
pxeiting adventures. oth of them, as
a matter of fact, hoped that Lord
Mauleverer would suecsed 1n staying on
at Greyiriars, tn spite of IHacker and
all hiz works. ) )

They biked Alanly, and did net hke
Hacker. Ho, taking one consideration
with another, as it were, Mrs. Mimbie
decided to accent Maaly's offer—which
really was a pencrous ane.

Mra. Mimble having decided, 3Mr.
Mimble decided as s matier of course,
being in & proper slate of discipline.
H0 it was zeitled.

It was clear that * business as usuyal "
could not be carried on, with the school
shop turned into a strikers’ sirongheold.
Selling off the whole stock in a lump
was rather a& catch, in those cireun-
stances. Much of the stock was perish-
able—and, in fact, was perishing fas
under Billy Bunter's attacke.

Mrs. Mimble picked up the schoolboy
millionaire’s cheque, and tucked it
away. It was going t0o be cashed on the
morrow—and that was thatl

“Pack, Alfred 1™ said Myrs. Mimbie.

Alfred proceeded to pack. Mra
Mimble proceeded to pack. Mauleverer
rang u[g«1 a taxi for them. 1
By that time, indeed, the Mimbles
were rather anxious to get going. Tho
placo was full of seampering schoolbovs
locking and bolting doors, fastening
windows, drapping furniture about,

Bmithy had reterncd with the baps
fromi the Cloistars. A nup¥iy of tools
gand cnormouz fquantities of nails and

East the age for

* Woooooch |

Cooooogh 1

screws were turned ouf, among other
things,

Interior doors were heing removed
from their hinges, 1o be nailled aod
serewed across windows 1

In such a state of affairs, it was clear
that the place was no residence for an
orderly lady like Mrs. Mimble, and that
Alfred, 1f he rematned, would miszs all
hiz usual hittle comforts |

They packed bags and trunks. Three
or four [fellows, nnder Maulevercr’s
direction, heaved the parlour table u
to the parlonr window, and nailed it
there, with a liberal allowanee of nails.

“All damage wil be paid for,
madam,” said Lord Mauleverer as Mrs,
Mimble gazed at the hammers. *¥You
will make vy a little Wll, and I am sure
you ean trust me to sottle”

“Oh dear ! said Mrs. Mimble, “Cer-
fainly, your lordship | But this will enst
your lardship a prﬂttiy_" penny 1

“Yaas ¥ assented Lord Manleverer.

And 1t was left at that! Lord Maule-
verer was in the happy position of net
having to eount his cr::‘nsi ! Undoubtedly
a leader =o well supplied with  the
sinews of war was very useful an a
slrifkol

By the itimn {lte Mimbla family had
finished packing their personal posses-
ziong, Gosling waz ]-:mmE;inﬁ at the side
door.

It was opened on the chain,

“Therse'zs a taxl at the gaie,” samnl
Gosling, peering in. “Callad for M
Mimble, so the man =ays, =ays he. You
herve, Alfred?”

Gosling stared blankly at Lord Maule-
verer and a crowd of juniors behindd
hime, It was his fires glinpse of the
new state of affairs.

“My eye!” he said, “Wot I says. is
ihiz “ere, wat are all you young rcap-
zcallioms doing "ero, I says

" Becing the family off, old hean”
anawered Lord Maulaverer amiabiy.
“Healp Alfred carry hia ]lliﬂ‘ﬂ.ﬂ'e 1o the
taxi, will you, Gogling ¥ nel perhaps

“ Ha, ha, ba ! ** yelled the Greyiriars strikers.

you wouldn't mind taking this pound
note for your trouble.”

Goshing did not mind at all, Gosling
liked pound notes |
C“Buttingly, your lordship 1” said Gos-
ling, his_crusty glare chapnging to a
gental grin on the spot. ' Very i'md of
your lurdrgh:gi I *ope you've come back
to stay, sir-
1 pruse,” said Maunleverer gravelr,
“that your hope is well-founded, Gos
Im% léra's the baggago.”

Willing hands conveyed the baggzage
out at tho door. Gosling and M.
Mimble econveyed it to the taxi. Mrs
Mimble followed with the small Mimble,
who remarked, once more, * Ho, he 1" as

he went. .
Then the Mimbles were gone. Lord
Mauoleverer had put through a call to

the Anchor, at Pegg, and arrangements
wers already made there for the recep-
tion of the Muimble family., It was
likely, as Mre. Mimble remarked, to
cost hiz lordship a pretty penny. But
that, fortunately, wos a matter of very
small moment to his lordship.

During these procecdings, Wingate of
the Bixth sat on the floor, powerless to
interfere, in & state of growing astonish-
ment and wrath, It was now bed-time
for the Remove; but they did not seem
to have been mizsed from the House yet.

That, however, was not surprising, as
it was Carne's duty that night 1o zee
lights ont for the Roemove: and Carne,
sitting tied 1o a bench under the iree,
wasg not in a position to do it. Neither
was Mr, Hacker in a position to inter-
venn,  Jlacker, no doubt, would have
had an oye open for that troublesome
Form—bhut Hacker waa “horz  do
eainhat.” )

There was a tap at the side door, and
it was apened on the chain again,

Lord ["_:"r'[uullz\rcrer glanced oub abk a
crowd of [ollows bearing large bundles.
Heo removed the chain and openced the
door, with & cheery grin,
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“AI serene ™ he asked.

“Right as rain!”  chuckled Dob
Cherry.  “Worked like 2  charm.
Hobby Iet us mm at the window of the
Rag, and came up to the doria to lend
vz a hand.”

“Liooed man !

“"We've got pver
the dorm ! prinne
pvont  noticed
Irout.”

Tho bundles
dumped down.

Lord Maunleverer glanced out inbo tho
dusky quad,

Lights e¢ould be seen through the
eleom  from deormitory windows
Junior Forms were going to bed now.
There was no light from the Remove
dormntory windows, however. Members
of that Form were not thinking of bed.
MNeither Carne ner Hacker was there
to 1nguire what had breome aof the
Eemove—neither was the head prefect.
Still, it was eertain that the other pre-
feels would miss themn before long, row
that 1t was bed-time, and that thoy
would be looked for. Dut that mattered
nothing now.

lord Maulaverer smiled cheerfully.

He went back to the littla parlour,
where Wingate greected him with o
glare.

“We're through now, old bean,” said
his lordship. * Like to travel?™

“You young rascall ['ll—"

“Keep your temper, old fellow 1" said
Mauly., “*What's the good of slangin'?
You don't like the Hacker man any
more than we do, really | What? . Will
you go quietly, if we let you hop ™

“I'Il thrash you " roared Wingate.

“I think not!" said Mauleverer, shak-
ing his head. “IF vou won't go auietly,

blessed rap from
Ogilvy., ¥ Nobody
us going up, only old

werp carried In and

vou'll go with your paws tied. Make 1t
pax, and we'll let you loosa. Say
which."

Wingate breathed hard and deep.

“Let me loose ! he growled.

“Vou'll go without a shindy "

“¥es, you voung swoeep !

“Let ham rip, you men!” said Tword
Mauleverer.

Wingate was freed. He pave thae
grinning juniors a long look, and
tmmpea down the passage to the side
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door. Lord Blaleverer followed, to let
Fuen oul. _
“Yeou might collect Carne as yon go,
Wingate " he vemarvkec.
“Carnc " repeated
captain.

“Yaas—he's tied to thoe lLench under
that tree yonder.”
Db, my hae ™

Wingate tramped away., The deor
closed on him, and the belts wore shot.
{On the beneh under 1the tree he found a
still figure, silent; but glarving like a
demon,  Carne was released, and he
tore the gag from his mounth,

“Thosa young scoundrels—" he
gasped.

He dashed away to the House to give
the atlarm to Mr. Hacker., Wingate fol-
lowed him more slowly.,

the Groeviriars

i

THE SEVENTERNTH CHAPTER.
At Last!

a R. HACKER wriggled.
e wriggled and wriggled.

Tor a long time— it secemed
like centuries to Horace
Focker—be had been able to do nothing
but wriggle.

Every ninute seemed an hour, or
langer, to the hapless new headmaster of
Greyviviars, as he sat in his chair in the
dark studr—and waited !

He could only walt.

Noboady eame to the studr. Carne
had not coma with that report. Hacker
had little doubt, or, rather, none, that
those :-'N!HE rascals had secured Carne
of the Bixth, Many times he had heard
footsiecps pass his door—footsteps  of
other masters going to their studies.
One howl would have called their atten-
tion. But he could not utter even a
gurgle,

He waited—his temper boiling., Men-
tally, he promisod the young raseals all

sorts of things for this. But he had to
content himself, so far, with mental
promises,

He heard half-past nine from the elock
tower, That was bed-time for the
junior Farms. It wss a quarter of an
hour later that he heard hurrvied fonot-
stops outslide. and a knoek at his deor,
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He wrigeled.

Knock, knock !

The door-handle turned and ratiled.
Then, knock, kooek, knocke !

“ Are you here, sir?”

Tt was Carne's voieo.

Frantically Mr. Hacker strove to
reply. Dot he could utrer no sound.
Heo wrenched wildly at his boeds,  EHis
cHorts only succeeded in making the
armchair shift on its castors.

Carne, outside the door, evidently
heard some sound, and knew that there
was somneone in the study.

“ Mr. Hacker I” he called.

Wriggle !

“Me. Hacker, if you're there, let me
in! Those four young raseals have come
back, sir!”

The wriggling Hacker was only too
well aware of that.

“They got me in the gquad, sir, and
tied me to a bench! I couldn't get
away till Wingate found me. Please
open vour door, sir!™

Wriggle [

“Mr. Hacker, 8ro vyou thare?"
shouted Carne, puzzlod and mystified,

Weriggle !

EKnock, knock, knocl !

Carne of the 8ixth fairly banged on
the study door.

Mr. Prout looked out of his study
farther up the {mssnge, frowning.

“What is all that noize?” boomed
Prout. “Carne, why are you making
that disturbance " )

] want Mr. Hacker, sir!”

“Mr. Hacker is not deaf, I suppose [
snapped Prout. “There iz no need to
make all that uproar, Carne !

My, Capper Jocked out of another

sbudy,

“(Carne, cease  that uproar!” e
snapped. “Mr. Hacker cannot be in
his study if he does nob answer youl
What do you mean, Carpe?”

“Somebody's in there, sir—=I'm sure
I heard somebody move—I can't make
it out,” said the mystified Carne, " Do
vou know where Mr, Hacker is, if he's
et in his study, sie?” )

“1I do not. have not zeen him sll
the evening. Kindly do not continue to
make that noise here, Carne” i

Carne tramped away, to look into
Common-room. Hacker was net there,
and he tramped to the prefeets’ room.
There was & buzz of very unusual excite.
ment in that august apartment. Win-
gate had come in, and told the others
what was going on at the school shop.
Carne stared in at the door, )

“ Any of vou know where Hacker 1537
he demanded. .

“ Haven't seen the dear old bird,”
drawled CGwynne. “1 dare say he's
whopping somebody 1™ :

“TListen for some fag velling,” sug-
gested Sykes. .

“Lool: hero! I've gob to  find
Hacker !” hooted Carne. “I can’t find
him anywhere, or anybody who's scen
him. Can those voung ruflians have got
hold of him?"

“Oh, my hat! I shouldn't wonder ™
cxelaimed Wingate., “They got hold of
voi—and me! They may have locked
after Hacker, toa !V

“ His study door’s locked, and there’s
ne light on!” said Carne. “I't certain
I heard something move there, though,"

“Oh erumbs ! said Gwynne,  © Let's
go and see IV 5

Hulf a dozen of the Sixth went along
to Mr. Hocker's study. They knocked
ot the door and listencd, A faint sound,
as of =omeone wroiggling uncomfiorlably
i a chair, conld be hea¥rd. .

“Somebody's there ! said Wingate.

" Must be Facker 1” said Gwynne.

“But why doesn't he answer or open
the door?™ asked Sykes.



“"Looks as
Exwynne.

I ent rousd to the windeow i ex-
claimed Carne. " Hacker's window was
broken this m’nning;; they way have got
in by the window.™

Arthur Carne dashed out of the
Housze. He reached Mr. Hacker’s study
window, Jt was c¢losed, but not
fastened. )

Hea pushed it open and clambered in.

“Mr. Hacker! Arve you here!” he
exclaimed. A -

There was a faint wriggling sound.
Carne groped scross the dark study to
the switch at the door, and turned it on.

Then he jumped |

His eyes bulged at the sight of Mr.
Hacker, tied in the armchair, with the
duster crammed in his mouth and
fastened there.

“Dh crumbes 1 gasped Carne.

“1s he there, Carne " came Wingate's
voige, from the outer side of the door.

L Di'l, gad] Ves!™

The Ley was in the lock. Carne
turped it back, and opened the door.
Half a dozen Hixth Form men stared
En;:—ﬂn::] il:?;.aeknr‘d Winzate

gaspe ingate.

“ Great pip 17

Mr. Hacker was glaring at them with
an almost frenzied glare. They hurried
across to him. Carne untied the
handkerchief and removed the gag.
Mr. Hacker was able to speak.

“ Qooooooogh I'* was his first remark.
“Woooogh I

“They—they did this, sir{™ gasped

rhe.

““Urrggh! Yes! Wharton, Maule-
verer, ‘Hurree Bingh, end Vernon-
Smith! Have you secured them?”
epluttored Mr, Hacker.

M Na, sir] You see—-"

“Will you release me? Why are you
wasting time? Are you & fool, Carne?
Aroe you a fool, Wingate? Will you
release mo or not 7 roared Mr. Hacker.
His temper scemed to have suffered
conaiderably. |

The Sixth Form men fombled with
knota. But there was plenty of ¢cord on
Tacker, and almost inmumerabla knota.
It was not easy work.

“Cut the cord!” shrieked Mr.
Hacker. *“Have yon no penknife, Win-
pate? EHave you no semze? Will you
release me immediately 8

Wingate opened a penlinife to saw at
the cords. They snapped one after
another. Hacker was abhle to wri?;glﬂ a
little more freecly. Ho wriggled, and
gave & feariul] yell

"Faol! ¥You are sticking that pon-
kmife into me ] Are you nead, Wingate?
Hmlv dare yvon stick that penknifle inte
moe ¥

“Really, sir, you'd better keen s3]
while I cut the cords——"

" ool 1M

"“"Really, Mr. ITacker——"

“ITmbecile] Release me instantly !
Idiot 1*

Wingate mude no reply to that, lle
was not there to enter into a slanging
mateh with the infuriated mastor of fhe
Shell. He gashed and gashed at tho
innumerable windings of knotted cords.

“What is all this?” Mr. 'rout Jookedl
in at the door. “ Bless iy sonl! Is—
1a—1s that Mre. Hacker? Ulpon my
waord

Hacker gave him an almoaost fiendish
glare. Ilo did not want any other
member of the stalf ta see Lim in thia
ridiciloua position,

" Goodness gracioons P

if he ean'ti® grinmed

Mr. Capper

looked 1. “What has  happened?
[lave you heen tied in that chair,
Harckor "

It was rather a superfluons question,
“Cannot you see that I have been tiod
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Mr. Capper?” raved
“ Arc you an idiot, sir?”
“Mr. Hacker! Such lenguage—"
gasped the master of the Fourth.
¥ Really, sie—— Upon my word, Mr.
Hacker——" _
“Mon Dien!” Monsieur Charpentier
looked in.  “Quest-gue-c’est, cela?
Est-il, Monsieur Hackair! Mon Dien ¥
“What is it 7 Mr. Wiggins camo up.
“Has anything happened to Hacker?
hy—what—what—what——"

The master of the Third jumped at
the sight of Hacker.

Horace Hacker almost foamed. Beak
after beak was pathering at the door,
pazing in at him,

Mr. Prout's plump face had a sar-
doni¢ look. The governors had chosen
to appoint Hacker over Prout's head
when Dr. Locke went. Prout wonderod
sardontcally what the governers wonld
have thought of this, could they have
seen it [

“Go away ! howled Mr. Hacker. “1
do not desire your presence here!
Kindly TO away at oneg !

“ Really, Hacker—" boomed Prout.

“Will you go? Vou will kindly re-
member; Mr. Prout, that I am head-
master, with power to dismiss members
of the staff | Gol*

Prout gave him & look that spoke
volumes, and went, The other beaks
followed., Mr. Hacker was cortain that
he heard a chuckle fHoat back ag they
went. .

“How long are vou going to fuinble
with those cords, Wingate " hissed My,
Hacker. “Will 500 hasten? Will tou
release me? You are a clumsy ool
Wingate ¥

“I'm getting on as fast as I can,
.E].I.'—H

- "Hold your tongue! Release mel I
arder you to velease mal If you do nok
release me instantly, Win%am, I zhall
depriva yon of your prelectship and
your 8ixth Torm privileges! Fooll
Be guek ¥

That, really, was not the way to
hasten maiters. Jt was several more
minutes before Mr. Hacker, with & final
wreneh, got out of that armchair. Then
the 8ixth Form men left his study, cou-
siderately refraining from grinning till
they were out of My, Hacker's sight.

Alr. Hacker boonded to the table and
clutched up 8 cane. He was fearfully
anxious to get going with that cane,
And it was undoubtedly fortunate for
the Greyiriars strikers that they were
out of reach of Hacker and his cane.

in this chair,
Racker.

No Surrender !
% ANG ! Hammer ! Clang! Bang!
DBusy hands, with hammers,
were hard at work, and the dim was
Fourth, Third and Becond, were in their
dovmiteries, but not a fellow u any of

THE EIGHTEENTH CHAPTER,
Loud it rang over the duskhy
ald quad,
(remendons. Every corner of Greyfriars
School echood with it.  Shell, and
those Forms was asleep. The terrifie
uproar from the direction of the school

shop  had, like Macheth,  murdered
sleep |

Bang ! Clang! Crash!  Thamp!
Bang !

A dozen hammers, at  least, were
paing  all  at onee. Furmturs  was
heing  dragged  about.  Doors  were

boing taken off their hinges—all the
mterigr deors in the building—te be
nailed  amd  serewed  over  windows
I"laorboards were wrenclied wp for tho

CERMEIE [RRL]IO0E.

Alapy hands made light worlk, Even
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Billy Bunter wag Iusl;:ni::gi:I Ho was not,
perhaps, a very willing halper; Bunter
did not like work, and he did like jam
tarts, cream puffs, and meringues, But
two or three boots helped Bunter away
from the food supplies, and were ready
to help him again if he slacked down.
S0 the fat Owl of the Remove worked
with tho rest.

Only Lord Mauleverer had his hands
i his pockets. But Mauly was giving
orders and directions.

Bang, bang! went ihe hammers
merrily. Now that there was ne longer
any need of caution, the Greyfriars
strikers let themsclves go. Mauly had
cleared out Uncle Clegg's shop in the
village of its whole supply of tools,
nails, scrows, and such things. Al of
them camo in useful now. Planks nailed
across doors and windows were fast
transforming the little building into a
fortress. Most of the windowa lost their
glass in the process. But that was only
a small itemt in a big bill of damages.

In the various dormiforres in the
Sehool House, fellows of all Forms
turned out of bed, to stare frem the
windows m the direction of the school
cshop, far off i1n the oorner of the
Cloeters. i ]

It was easily to be seen, for lights
had been turned on in every room, and
it glared and glowed through the night.

From the window of the Fifth Form
games study a erowd of the Fifth stared
out. Most of them were laughing.

" Pretty stato of affairs!” remarked
Blundell, the captain of tha Fifth.

Coker gpave an emphatio snort.

“T wonder what the Head would
think " he said. * Ghaak:r FOUNE SCOUT-
drals, if you like! But it's all Hacker's
fault I

“Wall, nothing of this kind happened
hefore Hacker took over,” said Blundell.
“I fancy that's how the jolly old
gawrnﬂrs will loock at 1t when they

aar.™

Sixth Form men wern gathered at the
doorway, leocking out. Mr. BHacker
prazed them rather lLike s whirlwind,
striding out, cane m hand.

The news that the Remove were all
out of the Housze, and barricading
themselves in the scheol shop, in comi-

any with tha expelled four, had
rought Mr. llacker to tha verge of
apoplexy. This was the Form that he
had believed that he had reduced to
obedient  submission by  his  drastio
MGASUres.

The new hcadmaster of Groyfriars
sirode out into the dusk, and hurried,
all.lmus.t ronning, towards Mra, Mimible's
RO,

DI:a.rk as the February night was, it
was quite light in front of that estab-
lishment, with illumination streaming
from every window,

Tha shop was hrightly lit, and within
Mr. Haclker could sea & number of
juniors dragging planks to the window,
which others placed in position and
nailed. The end of a plank came erash-
ing through n pane as Mr. Hacker
arrived, and frapments of glass scat
téred at his feat.

“Tlallo, halle, lalla? Thera's
TTackor * exclaimed DBaob Cherry, os
the infuriated face was seon glaring in.

Mr. Hacker glared in at the broken
window. 1o was almost too enraged to
speal.  Vernon-8Smith put down his
hammer, and sorted out a siphon of
soda-water.

“Hold on, Smithy1? Lord Aaule-
varce eame up. “Is that you, Mr,
Hacker? Good-ovenin', sie!”

* ¥ou—you-—you " Mr. Hacker
could omly stutter, N
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“Take your time, sir!" said Maule-
verer politely, “1f you've got anythin’
to say we'll give you & hearin’, with
pleasure | Leave off that knockin® for
a bit, you men, Hacker wants to talk ™

*Oh, blow Hacker!” growled Bol-
gover majf Y ame [ & jan)ar at his
ugl{{mug und shut him up.”

“Ha, ha, hail"

“Urder [¥ rapped Mauleverer. *INow
then, Mr. Hacker! Go it, but I maghe
ask you to cut it short; you rec, we're
rather busy here|”

"“What—what—what i3 going on
here P gasped Mr. Hacker.

“ Btay-in  strike, sir! SBame old
strike 1

“You young rascal !”

“We're ready to call it off any
minute, =ir, 1f you come Lo terms.
assure you I'd rather go to bed than
sit up direcun’ a strike.”

“Rot!"” said the DBounder, *Let
Hacker keep it up as long as he likes!
Thiz ia no end of a lark1”

“Bhut up, Smithy [ Have you come
hero to tell us that yvou're comin' to
terms, Mr., Hacker " )

“Ha locks it 1" murmured Bob. =

“Ha, ha, ha [

“I've come here to ovder the Remove

toe their dormitory!” roared M.
Hacker. “Every boy in the Form will
be Hogged 1”

“What an inducemcnt to give in!"
remarked Nugent.

“Ha, ha, ha " ;

“Tha four expellcd boya will be
locked up in the punishinent-room and
sont away in the morning ! I order you
to come out of that building at once ™

“I'm givin' orders here, smrl" said
Lord Mauleverer mildly. *“If that's all
vou've got to say you may as well
trickle off. Perhaps you may be inh &
more reasonable frame of mind in the
mornin’ [

“Cherry 1" roared Mr. Hacker,

“Halle, hallo, hallo!” said DBob
cheerfully.

“Open that door at once, or I shall
sentence you to expulsion and send you
away with the boys alveady axrelled.”

“igear man " said Bob affsbly,

“Will you obey me, Cherry?"

“Neot this evening, aicl”

“¥ou are expelled, Cherry "

“Thanks [

“MNugent—" shricked Mr. Hacker.

o ing me, too, sir ! asked Frank.

*“Go itl_ Why not sack the whole
Formi It will save your breath, you
know."

“Ha, ha, hal”

Mr. Hacker gurgled with rage.

“¥ou are expelléd, Nugent !

“Hear, hear1” said Nugent.

“Me, too, sir?” asked Johnny Dull
cheerfully. “Don't  leave me  out,
Hackor ! When you've finished talking
rot, old bean, teke your silly face away,
will you? It's not mice, and 1t worries
a chap 1"

“You are expelled, Bull!” foamed
Mr. Hacker.

Harry Wharton laughed.

“Are you keeping count, sir?” ho
pslicd.  “ You're rather going it, you
know 1™

“Ha, ha, ha "

Evidently the “sack "—that fnal and
most crushing punishment—had lost its
torrors.

In fact, the juniors were aware that
wholesale expulsions like thizs were not
likely to materialise, oven if Hacker
got the upper hand.

Seven expulsions in one Form, im-
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appointment as temporary headmasier,
would certainly have made the
Governing Board sit up and take
notice. They were less likely to believe
that the Hemove were an ungovern-
able ¥orm than that Horsce Hacker
was unfit to govern Greviriars. Fer-
haps that dawned on My, Hacker's own
mind, for he ceased to hand ont dire
sentences, ) .

He swwod stuttering with rage,

“Is that the lot, siv?"” asked Mauly
prolitely.

“For the last time, I ovder you to
cease this riot [¥ panted Mr, Hacker,
husky with fury.

“Thank goodoess 18's the last time !
said Bob Cherry. “Now run away !”
“Yoea; run away and play, Haclker!”

said Johnny Bull :

“1 order you—"" gurgled Mr
Hacker. : :

“You're repeatin’ vourself, sir!”
Maulverer pointed out gently, “The

rest of the speech may be taken as read,
if vou don’t mind "

Mr. Hacker reached  snddenly
through the broken window with his
cane IHe had time for one lash before
Lord Moauleverer jumped beck out of
reach.

" ¥ooo-hoooop
jumped.

The Bounder ran forward with the
sods siphot in his hand.  Mr, Hacker
was glarving in, in the hope of reaching
another victim with the cane,

Swisssh | Swaooash [

A jet of sode-water from the siphon
caught Mr. Hacker full in his enraged
CORnlQIance.

Splash |

[ [}QUGQEII !H
“Woooooch |

“ Ha,
atr:ll-:jam i

“Urirggh!

Swoooosh | ]

Mr. Hacker staggered back, gurg]mg.
The jot of soda-water followed hun as
he staggercd. It played over his face
and shot into his neck.

“Dooococogh 1 spluttered Hacker,

“Ha, ha, ha 1"

Mr. Hacker bounded back, drenched
and dripping. As he stood gasping for
breath snd dabbing at his face, &
tomato Hew through the window and
landed on his nese. It squashed there,
with o horeid sguash.

"Oooooh]l Oh! Cooogh!l”

Mr. Hacker disappearcd from view
in the dusk of the quad. He seemed to
have had enough for the present. And
a cheery sound of banging and crashing
followed him as the Greyfriars etrikers
vesumed their labours,

[H

roared Mauly as he

gasped DMr.
Oooooogh 1™ _
ha, ha ! yelled the Greyfriars

Hacker.

THE NINETEENTH CHAPTER
“Peseus, Remove [V
e g INGATE [

“¥Yes, sir!”

“Ilow many of the
Remove boys oare still in
the Ilouse ¥

“Two, =ir.”

“Two I repeated BMr, Hacker, *Only
two, in a Form numbering thirty boys!
Do you mean to say, Wingate, that all
tho rest of the Form havae beon allowad
to leave the Howose, undeterred by ny
prefoctg=—"

1 went after them, sir, but they
collared mo—"

“ Nonsenas 1M

“¥Yau should have allowed nothing of
the kind, Wingate! Are you a foolt
Aro yvou o coward?i”

Wingate's eyes %lleamed. He was very
near the limit of his patience with Mr,
Hacker. He answered tartly:

“¥ou seem to have allowed them to
do the same to you, sir, judging by the
way we found you In your study.”

“Do not he insclent, Wingate ("
snarled Mr. Hacker., *“Yon should not
have allowed the bowys to leave the
House. ¥ou are either stupid or un-
dutiful—if, indeed, you are not hand-in-
glove with the young rascals.” :

“Oh, rubbish!” said Wingate, losing
patience,

“What—what did you say, Wingate "
gasped Mr. Hacker.

“1 said rubbish—and I repest, rub-
bish, sir!” retorted Wingate, and he
walked away, with that, leaving theo
new headmaster of Greyfriars to digest
it.

“Wingate ! roared Mr. Hacker.

The Greyiriars captain went into the
profects’ room and shut the door—hard,
Mr. Hacker made a stride efter him;
but he paused. Possibly he realised
that he had suflicient trouble on hand
with the Remove, without any more
added with the Sixth M'orm.

“Zkinner !  Snpop!”  He spotied
those two youths on the stair-
case—the only two of the Remove who
remained in the House. “What are
vou doing there? Why are you not in
vour dormitory, at c&ﬂ.st ten o'clock 1

“There's no bedclothes, sir,” said
Skinner.

“ What—what " :

“ Everything's been cleared off, sirl”
satd Snoop. ,

“Carne I Mr, Hacker called to his
pet prefect, who was hovering at hand.
“Carne | What does this mean? Has
anything happened in the Remove
dormitory "

“*Yes, sir!” answercd Carne. “The
young rascals scem to have clearced
off with =all the bedelothes—they'vo
stripped every bed. I faney they must
have bundled the things out of the
window, as nobody scema to have
noticed them taking anything out of
the House——"

word !

“Upon my
Hacker.

He realized that the strikers had not
been idle during the time he had sat
his study, tied 1n the armchair,

“What are we to do, sir?” asked
Skinner, carefully euppressing & grin.

Mr. Hacker looked at him, and at

gasped  Mr.

Snoop.

Az those two excellent youths had
not joined in  the latest outbreak,
Hacker ought really to have becn

pleased with them. But he was hardly
in & mood to boe pleazed with anybody
just then. He rememberod the remarks
that had been made at his study door.

“¥You will go to m{r study [ said Mr,
Hacker savagely. “Yon are two of tho
boys wheoe camne here with lines, and I
heard what you said. Fellow mo to
v study, at once 1

“OhtY gasped Bkinner,

“Oh, eruinbs ! breathed Snoop.

Mr. Hacker strode away to his stady.
Skinner end Snocop looked after him,
and looked at one another. They real-
ised that Hacker must have overheard
their unfortunate remarks at his door,
They realised, too, that that gave
HMacker the excuse he wanted for
“taking it out ™ of somebody |

The two slackers of the Remove had

modiately following Mr. Hacker's “I was tied up—" fancicd that thoy were going to steer
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clear of trouble by hecping clear of the
“strike.” Instoad of which, it was
evident that they had landed right in

it. They gared at one another 1in
dismay.
“MNow, then!™ suapped  Carne,

“Didn't you hear what Hacker eaidi
3ot along to his study at oncel”

Skinner gave a glanee at tho open
dsorway, whero some of the 3ixth woere
+1ill standing, gazing towards the flaring
windows aof the school shop.  Ile whis-
pered to Bnoop:

0110 b

Ridney James Sovoop hesifated for a
moment, but only for » moment, Any-
thing was better than a caning from
Hacker, 11 Ilacker's present temper.

“Come on 1 he breothed.

And thoy made a dash for the door-
way., Uarne gtared. after them, and
then rushed in pursuib.  Skinner and
=noop flew,

“Siop them P’ yolled Carne, to the
follows in the doorway, " Bykes—
Gwynne—you silly asses, stop them, 1
]l you b’ .

Perhaps e prefects were nob specially
keen on stopping the fugitives.  Any-
kew, Bkinner and Snocop dodged out,
and ran. Carne come charging t,hmuﬂ;h
the doorway after them. Gwynne, who
had failed to get inte the way of
Skinner and Snoop, somchow got in
Carne's way, and there wag a collision.

Cwynne stood ke a reck, and Coarne

stagpeved and rolled down the stepa

There was a chuckle from the Sixth
Form men. Carne waas not popular in
illa Sixth, especially sinea ho  had
become Hacker’s pot.

He serambled to his fect, panting, and
slared up at the semors in the doorway.

“You rotter!” yelled Carpe. " You
il that on purpose 1™

“Dear moe ! said Guynne.

{Carne gave him a furiouz glare and
inwrned, 1o rush  in pursuit of two
thadowy forms raeing away across tho
quac.

Skinner and Snoop were no sprintera,
as a rule; but they put on a3 wondevful
tarn of speed now.

They reached the school shep, and
Ianged at the deor. 1ut that door was
shut, belted, and Dlarrieaded, They
thuemped frantically.

“Talle, hallo, hallo!” came a shout
from within, “Ta that Macker again 3

“Let us in I" shrieked Skinper., *“*Oh,
for poodness” sake. let us ol Carnc's
after us!  Rescue !

“Rescue U yelled Bnoop.

“Hallo, hallo, halle!™  Rob Cherry
put hia head out of o pancless aperlure
i Lhe shap window, * You two slackers
vonme to join up,. after all¥”

“ ¥os—yeos—yes—Ilet us in i
Skinner.

“ Leave them out ! sand the Bounder.
“They stayed out of their own accord—
leave them to i1 17

(Carne came speeding up.

Between the planks nailed across the
window, o dozen fellows looked out.
There was net much glass left 1o the
window by that time  FPhere was room
for a fellow to squeezo in berween the
planks. But Skinper and Snoop had no
time. Carne reached them with a rush,
and grabbed them by their collars,

“Now, then I' he panted,

" Rescue, Remove 1™ yelled the two
hapless slackers, as Carne started drag-
ging them away by tleir collars,

“Pile 1in 1" sald Lord Mauleverer.

Dob Cherry was the firzt to jump from
the window Marry Wharton followad
him, and the rest of the Co., and four
or live ether fellows.

Skinner and Snoop, secing rescuc at

lrew B
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hand, struggled i Carue's grasp, resist-
iz and kwching.

“ Help I yelled Shkinner.

“*Rezcue | howled Snoop.

The next moment, Carne had to
releasze them, as ball o dozen Removites
arrivad with a rush.

They ecollared Carne on all sides, and
he went over with a crash, Skinner and
Snooep did not stay to help.” The moment
they were released. they bolted for the
window, and cerambled breathlossly in,

But siz or zoven Removites haodled
(Jarno of the Bixth quite etfectually,
They bumped lom, volled him in a
nuddle., and banged his head on the
gquad, amid fearful howls and yells fromn
the hully of the Sixth. When they lct
wo, Carna was: glad to start for the
Houze, and he did the quad as if it were
the cinder-path.

The jumiora scrambled back thionzh
the window,

“That swab Hacker was goinz to taka
it ont of ns!"” Bnoop was gasping, Y&
we—wo came o join up——"

“"Wa  were <omihg, anyhow,
conrse ' zaid Skinuer hastily.

“(0h 1" gasmed Snoap. * Yes, of—of
conrse |

“Lamumeon 17 prawled the Bounder.

“Well, son've eomel”  said  Lord
Mauleverer mikily., * Better lata than
never! But you ought to liave coma
before. 1 think you'd better be hicked™

of

e

“ Lok here—"

“Somebody kick them 1" eaid Aaulo-
AL L

Fivo or six fellows obliged av once.
The next two or threg muoutes weora
gquite painiul to Skioner and Swvoop.

THE TWENTIETH CHAPTER,
An Aftack in Force !

H LI, hands on deck I grinved
A Liah Cherry.
It was morning at Grey-
_ [rjars—a cold ond frosly
morning.

Uetil  the hell rang for mornimyg
echool, erowds of fellows in the quad had
gathercd to stave at the sirikers’ strong-
hiold from o distance, most of them
laughing Now, however, the various
Forms had gfoue mto thoe Form-rooins,
and the qur:ﬁ was dleserted. for a time!
And from the Heose, Mr. Hacker came
into sight, and following Lhim, came the
whaole hady of Bixth Form prefocts

Immediately the Remove were on the
alert.

"They're coming 1™ said Harey Whar-
ton, watching from & window, *'They
don't leak as if they're going to enjoy
it "

i LE't-

‘emi come " grinned  the

(Continued on next pade.)
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Bounder. ®They won't enjoy it fear.
fully when they get here IV

*The u:n{nyi’nhm;s will probably not
Bo tervific 1" chuckled Hurrea Jamsot
Ram Singl. g

The Greyfriars strikers wero m great
gpirila that mornming.

Billy Bunter was still breakfasting;
bat the rest of the Form lined up at
phe ot the s:e;ht of the cnemy.

Me Hacker's faco was ect and bitter:
and he was clearly in o determined
mood: but the prefects, as Wharton
remerked, did not look as if they ox-
pected to enjoy what was coming. Even
Cavne looked a2 if he would have pre-
ferred to be elsewhere. MHowever, tho
new headmaster’'s word was law to the
prefects; and they wero coming.

From another direction, Gosling
appeared in view. Ile was carrying a
long ladder on s shoulder,

Mr, Hackor scannpd the defences of
the rebels' fortress with a careful eye.
Theve was no chance of washing them
ont of their vew quarters, as they had
beonn washed out of the  Form-room,
Meither did it secem practicable to forco
an entranco "through bolted -and barri-
caded doors. Dut it was casy enough
for the assailants to mount to an upper
window, and jump in—if they wero not
ah.:aﬁ)pot"l b _ :

The strikers’ idea was that they were
'‘going to be stopped—and probably the
prefecta thought it likely, Dut Mr,
Heacker, at least, was intlexibly deter-
mined. He l:ﬂullj-lllﬂt carry on as head-
jmaster with &' whole Forn on strike!
That strike had to bo put down—at
once! Hacker-was going to do it! .

There wod a.large front window, with
a brond sill over the eschool shop.
Gosling biought the ladder there, and
pimttuﬁ it against the sill.

The window was wide open, ‘and
erowded with Removites.  Gosling,
having planted the ladder, retired from
the spot. EHe did not want te come to
close quarters with- the rebtls—and had
nio intention of doing so. But nearly 2
‘dozen hiefty Bixth Formera were enough
to deal with any vwnber of juniors—at
least, Mr. Hacker had no doubt that
they were.  Judging bf'thmr looks, the
prefects rathor doubted it themselves !

Mr. Hacker wasted no words on tho
juniors grinning down. from the window.
He rapped out ‘s sharp order to the
prefects. :

“Yow will ascend that ladder, and
enter by that window I he said. * You
are aythorised to use any force that may

necessary to quell this disorderly
riot, Pleaso loso no time. You may go
first, Wingate " ]

“Thank vou, sir 1" said tho Greyfriars
captain sarcagtically. _

“Won't you lead the jolly old troops,
Hacker]” called out Bob Cherry.
“Aipit you going to sct them an
example 17
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plant in hand. After him came Gwynno,
then Loder, thon Carne, and then the
rest of the prefects.

Lord Mauleverer gave them a cheery
ginile ms they came,

“ Good-mornin’, Wingate |¥ ho said
politely. “'8orry I can’t ask you in 1™

Wingatoe reached the level of the win-
dow, and halted, Eis face was grim.

“ Wow, you voung sweeps——"" he said.

“Now, you old sweep——"' gald the
Bountider. .

“I'in coming in1” said Wingate. “If
you kick up & sl::im:l:.-r'é soma of you will

get hurt! Now stend back M
Witk that. Wingate of the Bixth
made a plungs forward, bead and

shoulders 1m at the window. Some of
tho juniora jumpe | back, yelling, from
tho whacks of bis ashplant. But five
or §ix ‘Emm of hands grasped him, and
the ashplant was promptly wrenched
aWway. ﬁia arms, his hair, and hia esrs
were grasped in many hands, and the
Greyiriars captain sprawled with his
cl;i:j;) on the window-sill, struggling
wildly.

Ho was dragged farther in, and his
feet left the ladder. His legs thrashed
the air, and thersa was a "yell from

Gwynne behind him, 83 a boot crashed. .

.Gt'irnna got that boot in the eve,
selled, and lurched off the ladder: Heo
clutchod at the other fellows to eave
himsolf. _

EHe got Loder round the neck, ond
they swayed and rohed together, crash-
ing on. Carne, who caine noxt.
© " Lock out!” shrieked Carne; but he
had barely - time to utter the . word

“before he was swept away '

" Down 'iho. ladder they: came rolling,
knocking the fellows below thém right
and- left. In a moment or two thae
ladder. was clear, and the yelling pre-
fects’ distributed over *tho earth.

Omly Wingato remained - at the
window, kicking and struggling frantic-
ally. He kicked and struggled in vain,

i the qranp of “ciintleis’ hands—and
he gurgled wildly as Peter Todd up-
erided 8 jarof troecle over-his boad.
Treacle streamed over the hapless cap-
tain of Greyfriars, ‘thixing with his hair
and running down his neck.
“Now. roll -him down " said Lord
Blavleverar checrfully.
“You

“ Urrggh1” gurgled Wingate
—oh—oogh—urrggh 1™

Wingate, shoved by many hands from
above shid down the ladder. He rolled
off tha ladder to th&.%‘fﬂuud, sprawling
among the other prefects.

Thers was o chorus of volls, howls,

snd - gasps below. Above the din rose
the sharp voice of Hacker.

“Go on at onge! Do you hear me?
Wingate, Gwynne, Loder, Carne!l
Do you hear me? (o up that ladder

immediately, and—-"
“Uregh " Wingate sat up, xluhhing
at treacie. “Don't be annss|  Urrgh I

“What 7" shricked Mr. Hacker.

“Chuek the ladder sfter them " said
Lord Mauleverer. :

Healf & dozon fellows reached out and
grasped the top rung of the ladder.
With & combined effort, they sent it
upmmn% ] :

Mz, acker gave .2 jump like a
knn%amn af he saw it coming. It
crashed a yard from him, with s terrifio
orash.

“Come on!" ehouted the Bounder.

“Come and have some more "
. The, Bixth Form men scrambled up.
Every man of them had a colection
of bumps and bruises. Fellowes could
not tumble  headlong down a ladder
without getting hurt,

. Wingato stood and clawed treacle,

Mr. Hackor almost danced with fury.

“Go up at eneel” he roared. “Do
you hear? Wingate—QGwynne—are you
afraid of juniors? Set that ledder up
again immodiately | Go and——"

ingate turned on him.

“You silly old ase, shut up!” he
roared. “It's nol good encugh, seel
You've started this trouble, snd you
can handle, it -and be blowed to yoyl
I'm done with it " i

Still clawing treacle, the Grﬁﬂm“'
captain stamped away towa .the
House. The other prefects oxchanged
glonces and followed him.

Mr.. Hacker brandished his fists and
roared ;

“Come back! Do sou hear metl
Camo back and obey my orders af
onge [ He rushed after the retreatin
prefects, gesticulating and yelling, ™
order you—do you hear? command
you—  Upon my word!l I—I—[—*

“Ha, ha, hal!” came a roar from the
Greyfriars strikers.

They roared and yeolled as they
watched. Heodless of Hacker, the
whols body of prefects marched off ta
the Houso. lainly, they had had
enough and did not wank any more.
Even Carne was deaf to his master's
voico.  After them went ackaer,
waving his hands and shouting to them
to come back.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Our win, I think!” yvawned Lord
Mauleverer.

“What ho |"

“Ha, ha, hal"

Wingato end his merry men disap-
.p-:-urmf into the distant House.  After
them: ~disappeared Mr. Hackeor—still
egticulating and sholfing. And the

reyfriars strikars, fﬁe[m§ vigtorious,
ha:;r‘pz.r. and glorious, were left {o carry
DIk
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BOWLING OUT
BIRCHEMALL!

The laugh of the week—this last instalment of *

Dicky Nugent's

latest serial :

“DR.BIRCHEMALL'S RESOLUTIONS 1™

JACK JOLLY'S WHEEZE!
-+ Frends, Romans, country-
men ! Lend me your
anra |
I come to berry Secezer
—not to praise him 1™
Mr. Lickham of the
Fourth Form at St. S8am’s
grinned. He had just ‘}]Dl-fied
hia head into the Jumor
Common-room, to find Jack
Jolly standing on & chair,
bellowing out these words
for all he was worth, Merry
asnd Bright and Fearless
wera standing round their
leader, each engroszed in &
copy of " Juliue Seezer.” y
* Eggacuse me, boys!
ﬂaﬂegg out Mr. Lickham.
Jolly broke off in the
middle of his = and
glazeed towards the door.
“* Why, it's Mr. Lickham!"
ag%ulaimt‘.d “* Trot in,
! I'm just rehearsing
the fuurth}
Q

he
sir
my lines for
coming  production
* Julios Beeger ' 1 "

“80 1 heard, Jolly,”
grioned Mr. Lickbam. * It's
one of my faverite plays
I always conaider it one of
Bernard Shaw's beat.”

Jack Jolly chuckled,

* You mean Shakespeer's,
don't you, sir 17
Sk st ens R

specr’s | M ana :

Liﬁkhaﬂu.ﬂ o BE-I'EE.EEE Shaw
wos the man who wrote
‘ Juliva Seezer.' Any fool
knowa that. I know it
1myself.”

* All sereen, sir ! Have it

ur own way, then "

“ But I didn't come Lere

to disaknae Julius
Seczer,” went on Mr,
Lickham, *' 1 wanted to

Amazing

HEAVY DAMAGES AGAINST

FAITHLESS REMOVITE!

SENSATIONAL BREACH OF

PROMISE CASE!

Beonea were witnessed in the Remove

High Court recontly, when. Miss- Barbara Redforn,
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see you, Jolly, about o

much more important
gerﬂnn-—nameiy, Doctor

irchemeall 1

“ The Head, eh 1" larfed
the kﬂEt.in of the Iourth.
* What's the latest trubble
vou're baving with him,
mir § '

“ Tnforchunitly, it's the
same trubble—thoss
wretched New Year reso-
futions of his!” groaned
Mr. Lickham. “ He's
sticking to them like glue—
and while he sticka to hia
reaclutions, wwo masters have
to keep om giving half-a-
crown & week each to the
Listressed Hoeadmasters’
Fund |1 ™

“It's ulf on you, BiT,
snd no mistake | ™ grinned
| Jack Jolly., ' But how do
I come into it ™

* Boeawse, Jolly, you aro
the best japor in the skool 17"
Mr. Lickham looked round
furtively to make sure that
they were alone, then went
on: "“The skt s, Jolly,
the masters have orthorized
mea to offer you a cash prize
of five shillings if you can
think of a way by which
wa can bowl out the Head ' ™

“ The dickena they have !

“ Five whole shillings all
for yourself, if you can only

bring your brane to bear
on thia problem 1 said
Mr. Lickham im ively.

“It's a big prze; but
wa've decided that it will

be worth it to us to get
rid of this crushing finanshaol
burden! Do you think you
can mannidge it, Jolly 1

Jack Jolly pondered for
a few seconds.  Then he
nodded.

* Right-ho, air. T'll do
my best. T could do with
that five bob 1™

“It shall be wours the
mament you free the mosters
from their obligation,”
grinned Mr. Lickham,
¥ Noew I'll bure off. The
Head mite fecl suspishus
if he found me having a
confab with you like this
hore. Good-bye, boya!"

‘“ Bo-long, sir!"

Mr. Lickham went.

After ho had gone, Jack
Jolly & Co. locked at cach

other, inning all  over
their diale.
“My hat! That's what

I call a handsum offer!”
remarked Fearless. Can
anybody think of a wheezet"”
ack Jolly chuckled.
“I'va thought of one
already, old bean. A reslly
ripping one, Loo. "T'he
problem is to get the Head
to stop keeping up his Now
Year resolutions. Now
suppose  somebody came
wlong {rom the Distressed
Headmastera' Fund and
demanded all the cash that
he has been collecting for
the Fund [rom Lickham

BUNTER GETS TH
ORDER OF THE BATH!

By PETER TODD

Mr. Bunter received his i

Thoso of you who have
tollowed the career of Mr.
W. @. Bunter, of the
Remove, will hear with
unadulterated pleasure the
newa that he haa at last
received the Order of the
Bath,

Nobody who knows JMr,
Bunter can doubt for o
moment that this honour
iw gne that ehould have
been awarded him a long
timea ago.

For years Mr, Bunter has
done his best to obtain
this recormition of his

oular forte Now it
a8 gome; and, tandy
though i may be, his
colleapgues and fricnda will
rojoica. They may truly
say of him, u: lar as the
Order of the Bath i3 con-
cerned, that he nsked for it,
he desarved it, and he gob it !

new dignity with Otting
ceremonial
the new Lorm commenced.
in tha bath.room. -

Heralds announeod =
him with
mouth - organs and a
Court: of Honour, econm-
poscd of Mosars, Cherry,
Brown, Bolaover and
Yernon-Smith, greoted
him  with tho traditional

bombardmontof wat
sponges and knotted towels.

Lord Muauleverer, hur-
ricdly wvanked out of bed
for the purpose, aleepily
rend out e list of Mr, Buntor’s
gifta.  Great stress was laid
a3 beiitted the ocenaion, on
Mre. Bunter's heroic refusal,
evien in the face of school
nrders, to take a bath in
colid weather,

Clad only in o pair of

immediately Fomt

o Rnfarg of S =

DBuanter

fepoter shorts, Mr
waa then piaced in o hot

bath ward  serubbed by
oltizialz of the Cours, whilo
the crowd cheered heortity.

[ tried to interview Mr
Bunter after tho cercmony
in the hope that he might
have a message Lo givo to
*Groyfriars Herald.” Un-
foriunately. 1 was unablse
ta get him to apenk.

He seemed W be Loo over-
comic by cmolion to say
anyihing.

and the others. The Head
wonld chuck up those resolu-
tions immejately, wouldn't

he 1 ¥

“ ¥eag, rather!?® gﬁnnﬂd
Franlt Fearless. “If the
trewth is tord, the only
distressed beadmaster thoat’s
getling any benefit out
of the TFund 13 Doctor
Bircherall him=eif. If the
Head stnﬁs receeving  the
suba., he'll drop his New
Yoar resolutions like o hot
hﬂf:k ! 1]

“ But who'a hikely to
come along from the Ihs-
tregazd Headmasters' Fund

anyway 1" demanded
Merry.

“ Little me!” grinned
Jack Jolly,

“Eht?

“ Little mea ! But the

Head won't know it's me,
of corse. He'll think.it's
the scerctary of the Dis-
tressod Headmasters'
Fupnd ! "™

*“ What the thum t

“In other wards," egp-
splained Jack Jolly. “ﬁ]
use all the nollidge of
make-up I've ackwired in
the Dramattick Society to
disguise mysclf as an old
fogey, Then 1'll moke the
Head think I'm the secreta
of the Diastressed Head.
masters’ Fund, Scet™

“Myhat! Yes, rather!™

*It's a topping whecze,
old chap!”

“ Epitling, by Jove!™

" Let's break off rehearsal,
then, and get bizey right
away ! grinned Jack Jolly.

And that wos what they
did.

THE HIEAD'S VISITOR !

Doctor Birchemall sat in
hiz study, looking very rved
—and feeling very blue.

The affuir of Sir Frederick
Fungrss was beginning to
trubble the Head's con-
shanco sorely.

Littlon did the other
masters  dreem that  the
Head's New Year resolu-
tiona, which had driven
themn  nearly  potty, had
driven the Head himaelf
to the crimo of kidnapping.
But it was so—and tho
shady, sinnister sccret hung
over the Head like some

black, ocmminous cloud!
As he thought eof &ir
Frederick, whom he had

loft down in tho dark, danlk,
dreary eript of St. Sam’a,
tho Head blushed tho culler
of o erimmson rambler |
“By hokey!™ he mut.
tered to himself. I must
reloase Sir rederick somo-
how or other soon, or I
ghall Twe  moing  off my

grub. The prob.-m i3
how to do it v .hout
arousing his suspishins as
to the eye-dentily f his
kidnapper !

The Head poudend on
this problem, chewing away
thoughtfully at & ‘ather
grubby picco of i fice as
he did so, 1o give lnmself
inspiration.

Suddenly ho banged the
desl in front of him w.th his
clenched Gst. -

“Got it!"™ he epgs-
claimed  his eves gleaming
pggaitﬂdly. “Ur  wvery
iden, by Jove! II only
1 can get Burleijgh tt=——-7

Doctor Birchemall broke
off with a sudden gap of
serprize. Blapding o the
doorwoy was a neweonor-—
a complota stranger 1o tho
Head. Hoe was a -ather
pekuliar-looking old entlo-
man, with bushy wiskera
and big, cullored rassea
Stalking into the study, he
boughed pravely tothe Head,

“%mmr Birchemadl, I
belesve 'V he eaid, in o
strange, highvltsituhugijw:'um

“ Right on the w et!™
said the Head, recosering
his nsual sang-froid. * Who,
my dear Bir, mite you be ¥ "

The Head's  risitor
chuckled primly.

“Il mite ﬁ. I"ﬂn::;.
e orer—or & selly-hira
-}%t%:gr—-ﬂr o lot .:ﬂ other
things ! I mite etzn be
the trezzurer of the Dis ressed
Headmastera' Fund 1"

Doctor Birchemall = arted
violently. A garstly pallor
spread  over his  rnkled
feetchors, )

“ The—tho {rezszwcer of
the Distressed Hoadm wators”
Fund ! ho rap. seted,
horsely, * But—buet—*

“It has come 1u 1n
nollidgo, Poctor Dirch :mall,
that you have been ki d and
jenneroua enuff to utart
cotlecting weekly sulserip-
tionz o the Fund fron your
assistant mastora.™

“ But—but I didn’; cven
know that euch { "und
opgsisted 1 " yelled Proctor
Birchemall,

The Head’s  yisitor
frowned feercely.

“Do you meun fo lell
ma, Doclor Birchemall that
yvou were collecting v a
Fund wyou hed  invented

oursclf T IF thal iz oo,

ought Lo vull the perlice
al once ! ™

* Yarooooo :

“In any cuse, thu sub.
acriptions were colfseted lor
a epceifick purpusz, snd 1
they are not put lp ihot
purpuss they shoomi be
refurnoed to the subseribers,

Have you any sujjestion
to make, Doctor Huilmham-
all 7

Tho Head shook like an
aepirin leaf. The word ** per-
iT]ia;& ** had properlyfrightened

f00.

“I'l hand it over to
you—aovery ha’ponny of itl"”
be gasped. * Only, for
poodness’ sako don't drag

tho perlieo into it."
With a gasp of releef,
Doector  Birchemall gro-

jooced a koy and dashed
2cross to his safe. Opening
the safe, he dived into a
till and brought to light a
handful of silver and capper
coina,

““Lake it—before I change
my mind and stick to it
and chones the riggers of the
law 1™ ha proaned.

Two rmunnits later, his
wizkera and coloured glasszes
discarded, Jack Jolly wae
handing over tho caesh to
tho muosters.

MNeedless to  say, the
mastorsworo awfully bucked.
They capered up and down
the room like Second Form
fags, cheering and larfing
like anything. They were
ﬁimde:,r delited with Joily,
and when Mr. Lickham
proposed dubbling his prize
overybody hartily agreed.

S0 the kaptin of the
Fourth refwmed to his
chums with & crisp, russling

note in -hia pocket matead
of the two halficrovns he
had beeneggepecting, Which

was o very happy stato of
affairs, becawae, aa Fearicaa
remarked, there couldn't
have been a more plozzant
wey of meaking nunny
than by japing the Head!

THE LAST LARF !

“1 say, Burleigh, would
you mind disguising yours
self as & tuff carrickter
and coming along with e
to the eript 77

BDurleigh of the Hixth
atarcd, when Deoctor
Birchemall locked into the
jiin onid ashed him  ihat
queslion.

“Whet'a 1
ho asled.

The IHead winked.

* Ask wo questions, Bur-
leigh, and yeu'll ho tokd
no whopperal  All I want
you to do is {0 dresa up as o
gangster and ecome with
me to tho cript, which you
will have to open. Itome-
jately you open it, I shal
spring out on you and nock
vou unconehus |

“ Oh, you will, will you?*
gaid Bu:feigh. rather grimly.

“ Yeog-—hut not really,
You'll enly vretend tfo

v ulea, sip ¥

unconshus ; ses ¥ I shan't
hurt you a bit, in aktual
fakt. But you'll fall down
just as though it's a fare
nock-gut."

* Well, to tell you the
truth, sir, that’s eggeactly
what it sounds like to me—
a fare nock.out!® said
Burleigh, with a larf., 1
can't make out why wyou
want me to do it,"

“*¥Yeou'll know in time,
my dear Burleigh, Going

to doit, then ¢ I'll natcher- |

ally roward you for your
assistance.™

3 M{I], ij néht.hen, gir 1
grinped Burleigh, who hap-
pened to be rather hard ui
And he followed the Head,

Shartly  afterwards. &
rufiiy - dreesed, villanous-
looluing carrickter, whom
nobody could possibly have
reckernised as Burleigh of
the Sixth, mite have becn
sen shambling along toward
the old eript of Bt. Bam’a
He nelt down by the flag-
stone that covered the
entrance to the cript and
pulled on the irom ring.
The fagstono swung back.

Fromm below came a
yewman Cry.,

"Bo vou have refurncd,

au scoundrell ! Help !
ow 1"
“I'm coming, Sir
Frederiek 1™

It was the Ifead. He
jumped out from behind a
pillar and dealt the dis-

sed Durleigh a smashing
low to the jaw that nocked
him Bying. Then he aashed
down the sione steps, eut
the bondas that bound Sir
Fradarick Yunguss, and led
him up into the daylight.

“It's all right, B8ir
Frederick,” bhe said, "1
followod thie raskal here,
Huapm:kt-itj}'lé; that hoe was up
to no pood, and I was iust
in time to eskew you!'™

“ Birchemall, my deor
follow,” eatd Sir Frederick,
"1 can nover repay you
for what you have done,
Axxopt thiz fiver with iny
cornlimoenta | ¥

“ Thank's

e gavo Burleigh two

and wispered ' Cutl”
And after that he

Sir Frederick back to

gkool for sotae much-needod

refreshment.

That ended the affair of

the Head'’s resolutions :

the jeneral opinion was that

awfully
rinoed the Hoad., Aside,

Cliff House, brought an action against Mr. Tom

Brown for breach of promise to take her to the

- Courtfield Cinema. Membera of the publio
mterrupted with loud booa and hisses and
catcalls whenever the defendant or his
golicitor, Mr. Peter Todd, addressed the
jury. On the other band, whenever tha
plaintiff or her solicitor, Mr. Vernon-Smith,
came inte the limelight, thoy all chesred.

Defendant pleaded (1) that he didn't
make the promise; or, alternatively
{2} that he ran short of funds on the alter.
noon of the appointment ; or, alternatively,
{3) that Quelchy detained him for the

ica

led
the

and

it wasn't a bad cending, | afternoon, so he couldn’t turn up, anyway.
cither. The masters had Spepking with great emotion,  Miss
had their wunny retumed ; Rmﬁ‘grn declared thut defendant’s callous
Jack Jolly was ten shillings | conduet had humiliated her in the eyes of

her friends, who ofterwards nsked hep

m pocket ;
had gaimed tuppence.
But, of corse, the Head—

and DBurleizh

quostions about the
sho was unablo to rop

Mr. Vernou-Smith, in s powerful speech,
said he was sory Lo have to say anything
npainst an old pal, but he had to admnit, on
the ovideneo, that Mr. Brownwas a poisonoua
replile beside whoin s viper paled inte
insignificance, He demended damuopes
that would compensate this beaugtiful and
talonted lady {loud cheers) for the grievous
mental agony she had suffored.

Mr. Peter Todd, defending, urged that
no harm had been dons and the maximurn
amount that should be awarded in the way
of damages was one farthing,

The jury, without retiring, found for the
pluntiff and awarded her a million pounds
‘tlamagea, which Misa Redforn ot once said

Fmgrmnmc, to which
o

as usual—had haod the last | 8he would give to the Home for Lost Dogs.
laxf out of it! It was afterwoards found that defendant
. had not quile a million pounds on him.

it Mr. Justice Wharton thereupon ordered

{Look ont for another | that the damages should be remitted, and
rollicking jine &t Saw’s | defendant imprizoned in tho woodshed for

warne next week f)

half-an-hour and  well bumped.

EMBARRASSING
POPULARITY!

LARRY WANTED INK—
RIOT FOLLOWED!

Being us popular as
Larry Lascelics has its
drawbackhs.

Cur  cheery  mathas
masler was entertainmg
Wharton and Nugent
at tea in his stud
ona day lust term end,
when he remcembered
an urgent lettor he
wantod to  write for
the 5 30 collection. But

hiz  fountain-pen had
run dry, and there
was no iuk in  the
OOk,

Wharton's fountain-
pen was  broken and
Nugent had lost lus.

%o they both jumped
up togother, tald Lovry

they wouldn't be a
minute, aml Jdashed
ol

and Nugent had collided
with others en route
for the ink supply.

Livery man-jock of
'em  promptly dashed
off to find ink for
Larry.

In about a couple of
minutea, tho ontipe
school knew that Larry
Loscellea wanted ink
for hie fountain-pen.

i O they went at the At least a hundred

double, both bent on | chaps found ink, in
grabbing the peoarest | bottles, inkwells and
available ink so as to | fountain- 4, and
have the honour and jsprinted  along to
privilego of being the | Larry's room at top
first to supply Larry's [ epoed.

The result wos thatb
o few minutos after
Wharton and Nugent
had left him, an invad-
ing army burst into his
study with the forco
of a Thurricano, and
presented Larry with
ink. He recsivod it on
his hands, elothes and
face, on hiz snow-white
tablecloth, hia carpet
and his boolka.

Can you wonder that
Larry s wishing his
populerity would wane
a littio 1

need.

At tho eorner of the
Euasnge they  erashed
lindly inte Wingate
and sent him ﬂ{lﬂﬁ
Wingate yelled.
Wharton amd Nugent
rugshed  on, Wharton
hurricdly ealling back :
“Borry, Wingate,
Laoiry wants ink 1

Wingate pot  up,
frowned, and burried
foff to his own study
to get a boitle of ink
for Larry,

Meawwhile, Wharton




