


“LET ’EM ALL COME!” HARRY WHARTON & CQ.,, THE SCHOOLBOY STRIKERS, ARE

FIGHTING FOR THEIR RIGHTS, AND THEY FEAR NO FOE. THEIR MOTTO IS :

“* UNITED

WE STAND—DIVIDED WE FALL!*

- FIGHTING I-‘on.u

L‘}yFn.ANK. |
R.ICHAR.D

A BSensational

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
No Raticns Ior Bunter !

it ATIONS 1" gaid Billy Bunter.
R Lord Mauleverer nodded.
“%Yaas ™ ho assented,
“Rationa I’  Billy Bunter
seomed hardly able to believe his fat
rar&;" “Did you say rations? You silly
ass !

Bunter's veica thrilled with indig-
patton. Hia very spectacles gleamed
with indignant wrath as he blinked
at Mauly.

“You see—" said Mauleverer.

“Tdiot 1" said Bunter.

“You see, the grub won't last for
ever—especially with you here™

“ Fathead "

"And that’s that ™

" Beast 1" hooted Buntor,

“Shut up, Bunter!” said s dozen
voiors,

“SBhan't!" roared Bunter, “Think
I'm goieg short of grub? I say, you
fellows, if the grub's going to be short,
the sooner this sirike 13 over tho bettor.
I can tell you I'm not going short of

grub. It's not much I eat, as you
kg ——"

“Ha,. ha, ha ™

* But Im not going short! Rations,
be blowed!"

It was morning—a cold and bright

February morning—at Greyfriars
School. The Remove were gelting
breakfast

Brekker was not the orderly meal at
fabla in Hall, with & master at the
head of the table, as of old. TIn the
kitchen of Mrs. Mimble’s tuckshop, in
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Starring
GREYFRIARS REMOVE.

the corner of the quad, the Remove
fellows were scrounging breakiast for
themsclves,

A big fire burned in. the kitchen
range. Hob Cherry, in his shirtsleeves,
with o red face and o smut on his
nose, was frying bacon—the last of the
bacon. Harry Wharton, in charge of
a saucepan, was boilling cggps—the last
of the eggs.  Johnny Bull was slicing
the last of the loaves at the kitehen
table, and Frank Nugent was spread-
ing the slices with the last of the
butter.  Huorree Joamsct Ram Bingh
waz scraping the last of the jam from
the last jampot.

There had been a very considerable
stock 1 the school shop at Ere;rirmrs
when the Form that had gone “on
strike ¥ had taken possession of that
establishment, and turned it into a
fortreszs,

But thivty fellows, all of them
blessed with healthy appetites, made
deep inroads on the stock, considerable

as it was, and every day it had grown

smaller I'.:r:.r degrees, and beautifully
loss.

2o long as Mr. Hacker, the master
of the Shell, reigned at Greyfriars in

the place nf the absent Head, that
strike was going on—all, or ne.arl:,r all,
the Bemove weore detmmmed on thah
Lord Mauleverer, electéd commander-
in-chief, was loyally backed up by the
Famsus Five, and most of the Torm,
And when Mauly ennounced that morn-

that rations wera going to be the

.nr er of the day, some of the fellows

had rather long faces; but only Billy
Bunter raised nh]eﬂ:.:tmm.
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HARRY WHARTON & (0., of the

Bunter’s objections, however,
stronuous,

B:l]g Bunter had been quite keen
on & “stay-in ¥ strike. The fact that
the st-rlkers were “staying-in ™ in the
tuckshop, appealed to Bunter.

The fat Owl of the Remove had
Rprcud himself happily over the tuck-
sho No lessons, not much washing,
a1 p]ent:.r of grub, made William
George DBunter think that a stay-in
sirike was the very best wheeze ever
mooted at Greyviriars, On those lines
Billy Bunter would have been prepaved
to carry an thoe atu!-.e, not only during
the temporary period of Hacker's
authority, but after the Head came
back—in fact, for the whole term. So
long as the gruh was all right, every-
thing was all right.

But st the mere mention of the
horrid word “rations,” a change camea
ocr the spirit of his dream, as the
poet puts it. 1f the schoolboy strikers
were going to be szhort of grub, they
were going to be short of Bunter.

“Rations ™ r{- cated Bunter. * Why,
vou: stlly ass, Mauly! You blithering
idiot I  I'd rather have a whopping

from Hacker.™

“You fat Owl!™ said Herbert
Vernon-Smith. “It's not o maiter of
whoppings. Hacker has sacked seven
chaps in the Form, and if he geots the
upper hand, he will boot them out of
the schoaol.™

“Well, he hasn't sacked me,”
Bunter. “That’s all right.”

= All righb, 13 1t1"* roared Johnny
Bull, ceasing to slice stale loaves for
& :namenb. while he Dbestowed &
ferocious glare on the fat Owl
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“TWell, I'm sorry for vou, of course,”
sald Bunter. *DBut vou can't expect
me to starve, because Hacker's going
to boot you out. That's asking rather
too much of any fellow, I think™

“Aly esteemed and idiotic Bunter
*murmured Hurree Jamset Ram
Singh. ) _

“No good jawing,” eaid Bunter.
“I'm not going short of grub. There's
a limit, and that's it] But 'l tell you
fellows what [ .If you want lo go on
rations o :

“We don't want to, ass!” said Harry
\Wharton. “Put there's no choice
about 1k, if we're going to make the
grub last."

“Well, look here!™ said Dunter,
“‘Buppose you fellows go on rations, as
vou like the idea? And I won't, as I
don't like it—sec® What abont thati"’

“Kick him ™ said Bolr Cherry.

Bunter's suggestion did not  scem
popular. .
“Well, the sooner you cluck this

strike then, the better,” =aid Bunter

firmmly. * Hacker might let us off, if
wa chuck 1t. Anyhow, I'd rather have
a whopping than gpo on rations "

“Kick hun!"

“Bump him!"

“Serag him 1™

“Hold on!” said Lord AMlauleverer,

gently interposing as several fellows
made a converging movement on the
fat’ and indignant Owl. “Let's have
t{iia clear! 1f Bunter really means
that—-""

“1 jolly well do!” declared Bunter.
“Why, we're in time for lwekker in
Hall, if we cut ascross to the House
now. As much as we want! Rations,
bo hlowed [

“FEvery man to his taste ! said Lord
Mauleverer, *“If you'd really rather
have a whopping than vour rations
here, Bunter——"'

“I've said so, fathead!”

“That's all right, then 1™

“¥ou silly ass, Mauly "’ roared the
Bounder. “Nobody's going to
allowed to desert! ‘T'ha whole Form

have got to stick fogether fo the
finish.”

“WYes, rather!™ growled Johnny
Bull.  “Bunter's no good, and any

fellow would prefer his room to his
company; but nobody’s going to
desert.” )

“Not & man” said Peter Todd.
“Tven worms like Bunter and Bkinner,
and Snoop and IMishy, have got to stick
it aut. United we sland, divided we
don't 1

“Hear, hear ™

“Don’t be an ass, Mauly !”

"1 say, you fellows, you shut up!”
squeaked Billy Bunter. “ Mauly's
leader, ain’t he, &nd Mauly gives
orders? You ring off—sec?'

“If vou'd let a fellow spesk, you

1]

men—" szid Lord Rauleverer plain-
tively.
“Well, don't talk rot!"” snapped
Smithy.
“MNobody's deserting  the Form!”

hooted Bolsover major.
“Chuck it, you fellows!™ said Harry
Wharton quietly, “We'va elected
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Mauly leader. A leader’s no good if
his orders are not oboeved. We're
gtanding for whatever 3Mauly says”

"Yaas," said Lord Mauleverer. “If
you want me to resign, I'll chuck it
a3 soon a3 you like! Vou'ro captain
of the Form, Wharton, and I'll resign
%Fk your favour, as soon as the fellows
i ﬂ‘l:r

“Rot ! said Harry., *Carry on, fat-
head! We're backing you up !

“Right1* said Mauleverer., “ Now
listen to the oracle, then. Bunter savs
that he would prefer a whopping to
rations.”

“Yes, rather; I jelly well would
said Dunter emphatically, :

“Bunter's going to be taken at his
word,” said Mauleverer. " Bob, old
man, gcet that ashplant that Wingato
dropped here the other day.”

“Eht Oh! Al right!”

Bob Cherry fetched the prefect’s ash-
plant.

Billy Bunter blinked at it through his
big spectacles,

“What the thump's that for?” ha
asked. “Wharrer you mean, Mauly?”

“That's to whop youl" explained
Manleverer,

“Wha-a-t7"

o e e

HACKER'S LITTLE PROBLEM!

Authority having broken like
a reed in his hands, Mr. Hacker,
the temporary headmaster of
Greyiriars, has got to restore
it. But how to do this seems an
insoluble problem !
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“You'rn not pgoing to have any
brekker 1" -

di Eh EIJ.T

“Fut him over the table !™ said Lord
Mauleverer cheerfully. * You all heard
him say that he'd rather have a whop-
ping than rations. He's going to have
it!]  Why not let a fellow have what
he wants?"

For a moment the juniors stared at
Mauleverer. Then there was & roar:

“Ha, ha, hal"

"T—1 say, you fellows vgaapeﬂ
Bunter, o3 Johony Bull and Vernon-
Smith, grinning, grasped him, and
flattened him out on the fable. “1I say,
I never meant—""

“1 did !"" gaid Lord Mauleverer,

“Ha, g, hal”

“1 say, leggal” roared Bunter.
“Pon't yvou bring that cane near me,
Bob Cherry, you beastl I never meant
tor—"

“Give him six 1" said Lord Maule-
verer. “ What are you grousing about,
Bunter? Didn't you say vyou'd rather
have a wi*:-::-pq:uniI than rations? Well,
you're going to have a whopping, and
vou're aok going to have any rations|
You can make the samoe choice st dinner-
time, if yom likal Keep it up every
meal-time, if you want to I™

3

“Ila, ha, ha!” yelled ihe Greviriars
strikers.

“1 meant a whopping from Hacker, if
I went back to the House for hreklker ™
shricked Bunter. “You jolly well know
I did, vou beasti®

“Mever mind what you meant, old [at
man ! It's what I mean that counts, as
I'm the jolly old leader, as you've just
pointed out.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“(io it, Boh 1"

Whack, whael, whaek, whagk !

“Yow-ow-ow-gw 1™

“Whack, whack |

“Whoop! Oh erikey! Yaroogh!
roared Billy Bunter, wriggling franti-
cally. “I say, you fellow s E&’nwww-
Gw [Hl

“"Roll him away!” sald Lord Maule-
verer. “But kecp in siglht, Bunter | If
you try fo desert, vou'll get some more
—lotz mare | Stick in that corner ! You
fellows kick him if Lhe shifes!  That's
right ] MNow shut up, Bunter! ¥ou've
had your whopping, and we're going to
have our rations.’

*“ Ha, ha, ha !”

The Greyfrinrs
wilth breakfast.

Billy Bunter blinked at them through
his big spectacles, with infuriated and
clevastating blinks, Dut there were no
rations for Bunter. Two or three fol-
lows, whose wiews were similar to
Bunter's, decided not to make them
public. Bkinner and his friends were
not keen on rations, but they wera still
loss keen on sharing the fat Owls
unhappy fate.

“1 say, you fellows™ groaned Bunter,
“1 say, just & mouthful—"

“He wants the whole lot, as usual I”
remarked Bob.

“}a, ha, ha

“Beast 1" howled Bunter.,

And while the Greyfriars strikers dis-
Eesﬂd of & frugal breakfast, Billy

unter watched them sorrowfully, like
a fat Peri at the gate of paradise.

strikers proceeded

1

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
The High Hang!

R. HORACLE HACKER, the
M masier of the Shell, stood at
his study window, after break-
fast that morning, and looked

out into the guad.

It wes quite a bright morning, with
a cheery gleam of sunshine. But the
face of Mr. Hacker was neither bright
noer cheery.

His face was clouded and prim.

The tcmporary headmaster of Grey-
friars was not having a good time.

He¢ had expected quite a good time,
when, in D, Locke's abscnce, the
governors appointed him to carry on in
place of the old Head. Supremo
authority was in his hands. And
Hacker liked authority, and the exercise
thercof,

The trouble was, that he had exer-
cizsed authorily not wisely but too well |

Frowning at his study window, he

s
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Inoked acvoss the quad, at the school
shop visible i a distant corner.

Every window that he could seo there
was broken,  Glass, and most of the
sashes, goue:; the spaces barred with
nailed planks and beoards.

In that building the Remove were
barvicaded, scttinmg kis  authority at
raught. It had gone on for days amd
days; and it was going on, according to
the rebels, until the Ilead came back.

They were proparved to let the Head
judge between them and Iacker !

The bell had not yet rung for classes,
and there were erowds of fellows in the
quad.  Mest of them were  keenly
interesiod in the strikers' stronghold.

Every now aud then a fellow would
stroll towards the ~chool shop, with the
evident mitention of ﬁm'h:mgin% a word
or two with the garri=on. ut thoey
were always twrned back.

Mr. Hacker had given strict ovders to
the Sixth Form prefects Lo stop all com-
munication between the strikers and the
rest of the school. Ile had a musgiving
that other Forms might follow the
cxample of the Remove.

Of all the prefects, however, only one
was at all keen on carvying out Hacker's
orders; that was his favourite, Carne of
the Bixth, The othevs tumned a blind
cyc. When Hobson of the Shell—un-
aware, no doubt, that his IMorm-masler
was looking out of the window—walked
over towards the shop, e passed Win-
gata and Gwynne, and several other
prefects, whe teck no notice of him.
Two or threo other fellows followed
1Iobgon. But Carne pounced om them,
and walked them off into the House.

Alr, Hacker's fromn mtensifed.  Hae
had no support from the prefects; none
from the other masters. All Greylriara
was against him—though only one Forn
was in a state of open rebellion and
defiance,

This might have mado anybody but
Ilorace Hacker fecl &8 misgiving about
his own methods. But Hacker felt no
sich misgiving. Ho was satisfed with
liis methods, if nobody elso was.

Under the big elm, in front of the
school shep a peculiar party was
rathored. There were seven of them—
rowsy, stubbly faced, unwashed, and
tattered. They looked like a bunch of
tramps—which was, in fact, what they
weral These were the assistauts Mr.
Hacker had called in to deal with the
schoolboy strikers,

Eveu Hacker waa not glad to see such
a ¢rew in tha Greyfriars guad. lle
would gladly have vaised a more respect-
alile forco to deal with the rebellion,
had any been available.

A plint came into Myr. Hacker's eyes
as he saw Coker of the Fifth Form walk
across towsrds the school shop—directly
disregarding the known commands of
the new headinaster,

Carne had gono into the ITouse. Five
or six other prefects were in the quad,
in & group, talking,. They teok no
notico of Coker, The Fifth Former
walked on—followed by Hacker's glare
from o distance.

But ho was not allowed to arrive at
{he barrvieaded shop. Two or three of
the tramps rose from the bonch under
tho olm..  They hustled Coker away—
and when Coker resisted hustling, the
collared him, grinning, and ran him off,
and pitehed him over in a heap.

If

Alr. Hacker smiled, a sour smile.
his prefects failed him, he could rely,
at least, on Ginger, and Ike the Weasel,
and Jimmy the Pincher, and the rest.

Coker, breathless and tousled, sat and
spluttered, .

Wingate of the Bixth glanced at him,
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siroke to his friends, and the half-dozen
S1xth Formera came towarcds the Houre,
A mmute later there was a knoel ak
Me. Hacker's study door, and he turned
from the window.

“Coma in ! vapped Mr. Hacker.

The door opened, and Wingate came
. followed by Gwynne and the rest,

Mr. Hacker eyved themwn grimly. Win-
gate, as head prefect and captain of the
«hool, was a great man at Greyfriars.
It rather pleased Mr. Hacker to make it
clear to him that he was nobody in
particnlar.

“Welli” rapped Hacker.

“We've decided to speak to you, sir
zaul Wingate, with as much respeet aa
he could muster—which was not very
wuch, “Those tramps are still here,
ﬂ"d"‘"""”

" ¥You need say pothing on that sub-
ject, Wingate 1™

“I'm bound to, sirl” said the caplain
of Greyfriars. “I lear that they
camped i Gosling’s wood-shed—and
this morning they're still here. When
are they going, sir?™

*“ That 13 for me to decide ¥

"From what I've heard, they made
soime sort of an attack on the Remove
boys in the sehwol shop, last night, and
ong of them was r:aught. and the juniocs
seem to be keoping him & prisoner—=+*

“That docs not concern you.”

“It does, sir,” szaid the Greyfriare
captain. “ It concerns the whole school.
This can’t gpo on. I suggest, sir, that
vou send these men away ab once, and
iliat you give the REemove boys an assur-
ance that the cxpulsions will ba ¢an-
celled, Ther this state of affairs may
come to an end.”

Mr. IIacker breathed hard and deep.

Wingate was giving him good advice.
But the now headmaster of Greylriare
lind no use for good advice.

“Ho you are undertaking to dictate to
vour headmaster, Wingate?” said Mr.
Hacker, tn his bitterest toncs.

“T nust s{mak plainly, sir !

expelled  Wharton, herry,
Bull, Hurrse BSingh, Ma.u}}emrer and
Vernon-Buith, None of theze boys
would have been sacked by Dr. Locke.
1f the Head came back to-day, he would
wash out those sentences. Thea boye
know if, and so docs the whole school,
It's only wvatural, in the eircumstances,
that they =hould stick i1t out till the
Head eomces back. The only way to put
an cid to this outbreak 1s to do the
vight thing.”

Alv. Hacker raitsed his hand.

“That i3 enough!” he =zaid. “ Win.
eale, vou arc no longer a prefect!
Leave my study; and take five hundred
lines for vour msolence 1™

Wingate of the Bixth locked at lum
lenng and hard., Hacker was narrow-
minded and obstinate, Wingate did not
cxpect much from him in the way of
prct. reazonablencss, Bub this was the
ik,

“Js that all you have to =ay, sir?" he
azked.

“That iz all! Go!
linea this evening.” :

“You may expect, sir I said Wingate
contemiptuously. I shall certainly not
take any notice of such an order.”

“In that case, Wingate, I shall cane
vou 1M
P e

“I hope I speak plainly!” said Mr.
Hacker, with acid calmness. “If you
are disobedient, Wingate, I shall cana
vou, like & boy in the Second Form! I
warn you to take caral You are not
dealing with Dr. Locke now, but with a
man who knows how to mseke himself
cbeyed.” _

Mr. Hacker stepped to his table and

:!ll
-

You have
Nugent,

I shall expect the

t!‘]

gick{:d up & cane therctrom. The
Sixth Form men eyed him blankly.
Hacker swished tha cane.

“tter another word, Wingate, and
I =hall cane you ™ he said. *One more
syilable, and I shall order you to hend
aver and take a caning.”

Wingate stared at him, and then
laughed. :

" ¥You may order ! he said. .

Hacker's eves glinted. He hed said
that he would cane the captain of Groy-
friars if he utlered one word more.
Wingate had wuttered three morel
Hacker pointed to the table with the
Canea.

“Bend over that table, Wingate | he
rapped.

“Don't he an ass

“"What—what 7"

“Come on, vou men,™ said the Grey-
friars captain. " It's no good talking 10
iini. This row will have to go on—iull
Dr. Locke comes back.”

The prefecits turned to the door.

“Wingn.t-u *  reoared DMr. Hacker.
£i 511}];} ]: ;

The Greviriars captain did not heed.
He followed the other fellows out. In
the doorway a clutch fell on his
shoulder, and he turned, staving at

Hacker. )
Hacker's left hand grasped his
shoulder. Hacker's right lifted the
cane. 1t would have come down in
another moment. ]

In. that moment, however, Wingate
grasped &t the cane and wrenched it out
of Hacker's hand. He tossed it ecross
the study. Then he knocked Hacker's

other hand from his shoulder and

1)
r

said Wingate.

walked away after his friends.

“Oh V" gasped Mr. Hacker.
He was left gasping.

———T—

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Caught !

i BAY, you follows ("

I “ Bhut up, Bunter ”

“I haven't had
roared Bunter.

“That’'s all right—rou never have ™

It was dinner-time. Billy Bunter had
turued up his fat litile nose nt rations
that morning. He had missed his break-
fast in consequence. So he had ap un-
commenly bealthy appetite at dinner.
The portion assigned to Bunter
vanished like an oyster. Bunter wanted
more. Like Oliver Twist, he asked for
more—and, lLike Oliver again, he did
not get any more l

That morning the food suF;:nl'tes had
beoen cavefully packed in the larder,
and locked up. There were plenty of
provisions, on rationing lines, to last
quite a I::ng time, but it was cleer
that if the siege of the school thep
went on, thers would be little chanco of
renewing the supply. )

During Lhe first days of the strike
Billy Bunter had lived on the fat of
the land. He had been sticky snd
happy. Now he was still sticky, but no
longer happy.

His indignation could herdly have
heen espressed in words.  However,
Buuler é)id his best to express it.

Bread had entively petered ouf.
Luckily, there were many ting of
biscuits in the shop stock; but they were
deelt cut with a sparing hand. The
strikers were not going fo run the visk
of being starved out, even if an aching
void had to be left inside Billy Bunter's
extensive circumference| There were
canned meata of various kinds. Half
a dozen of them would have satisfied
Bunter. And he was allowed culy a
portion of one |

enpugh 1™



Tt wasz no wonder that his wvery
spectacles gleamed with wrath and in-
chgnation. Having scoffed his rations,
Bunter made known the urgent and 1m-
portant fact that he had not had enough
to cat! And nobody cared |

It was {ime, Bunler considered, for
the strike to como to an end. No doubt
it was ralher unforlunaie that seven
fellows were going to be turned out of
the sehool if Hacker got the upper hand.
Stdl, o3 Bunter was not one of the
seven, it did not really natier very
much=—not so much, wt sll ovenls, os
regular and ample mweals for Buuter!

But, so far from tliuking of ending
tho strike, the rebels would notg even
allow a single member of the garrison to
guit. The whole Forin had (o siand to-
gether, il they pulled through, Dunter
was prepaved 1o let the olher fellows
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ping, to be followed by an ample
dinnor, Hacker, at any rate, would not
leep a fellow short of grub. Indeed,
it was even possible that he might lec
a fellow off 2 whopping—a fellow who
ek the example -:-? returning fo duty
and obedience ! DBunter hoped so! Ho
was going o chance it, nnyhow |

Bunter's fat thoughts now wera cou-
conirated on getling away. Dinner was
going on in Hall, over the way—if only
he could got there |

But it was not casy to get away |

Every door and every window in the
building was bolted and barred and

barricaded, to keep the eneiny out. Tho
defences had the effect of keeping a

descrter in, as well as an enemy out!

The fabt junior cxamined door after
door and window afier window.
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Bunter breathed the air of libertyl He
wriggled ooward.

But the rest of Bunter did not follow
casily. He wriggled, he squeczed, and
bo squirmed! Ho got out as far as his
waist ! Hut it was a case of thus far
&nd oo farther!

Panting, gasping, crimson with exer-
tion, Bunler squeczed and wriggled on,
inch by inch, till he came to a deasd
stop.  Any other fellow in the Remove
could have sgueezed through that

apertura. Bunter couldn't! His cir-
cumference was against it
“Oogogh 1" gasped DBunter. *“0h

crikey ! Qaoogh "

ﬂga.in and again he strove; but it
wng in vain | He was hopelessly canght |
Between the plank above and the
window-frame  below, Dunter  was
1amimed !

T
a7

‘M. E;aker stepped to the .able and picked up his eane. The Sixih Ferm men eyed him blankly as he pointed to the tabla

with the cane.

the Greyfriars captain. **

kecoep it up as long as tha-ir likod, so long
a3 he wos peemilted to clear off and get
Lack to the fleshpots of Kgypt. But he
was not permitted,

“If you fellows think you're going to
keep moe here and starve mo——" sai
Bunter, with a quiver of thrilling in-
dignation in hia voice.

Lord Mauleverer looked up from his
corned boef.

“You're nearest to Dunter, Cherry!
Kick him !

“Right-ho, old bean

“Yooo-hoop ! rearcd Bunler.

Hao struggled out of the kitchen, where
the Removo strikers were at dinver.
Ona lift from the biggest foot in tho
Lietnove was enough for Bunter.

He breathed indigoant wrath as he
went.

Hacker was a beast, no doubi—alto-
cther loo fond of whopping fellows !
fjul. Hacker was better than 1his!
Tunter did not like whoppings: but
hoe would willingly have faced a whop-

** Bend over that table, Wingate ! ** rapped out the temporary headmaster.
hat—what ! ** gasped Mr. Hacker.

stopped, at laxt, at & window in the side-
passage beside the shop.

For the moment there was no eye on
him: bul when dinner was over tho
juniors would be all ever the place
ugrain, Ile had no time fo lose.

The window waa small,  Glass and
sashes were gone. But boards wero
natled over it. Plenty of tools woere
availublo. The fat (wl of the Remove,
making up his mind to it, jammed o big
chisel under the end of one of thoe
boards, and wrenched., 1le gasped and
panted as he exorted himxelf.  Dut the
end of tho board came loose, and Lo
jerked it away.

A spaco was left. Ti was not o wido
space; but Bunter had no tiime o get
more of tho boards off. Already he was
afratd that the noise of the wrencling
might have been heard. lle squeczed
through.

Ilcad and shounlders came out into tho
open wir, over thoe windew-sill.  DBilly

*“*Don't be an ass ! sald

Clenrly. there was nolhing doing!
Phe fat Owl could only make up his
mind to wriggle back amd try apain.
Then he made 1l painful discoevrey 1hat
e could not wrigele back |

Having jemmed himself in the narrow
aperture, Bunter stayed jammed! lle
could neither advanee nor retreat.

Flis fat legs whisked on tha inner
siche, his fol head projecied on the outer
stbee—anel there waa Bouter, caught !

“Ooonpooph 1™ purgled Buanter,

“Hallto, hallo, halle " eameo & sudden
raar boelind him.

“0Oh  erikeyl  Oh
Bunter.

* Bunter, you fat villaig—"

“Trrrgeh 1™

Mere was o sudden grasp on o pair
of fat ankles. 1lob Cherry’s voice rang
far and wide,

“This way. vou fcllowst
& desorter 17 -

There was s tramp of fect in the
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passage. Billy DBunter twisted and
wriggled, and squeaked: _

“I say, you fellows, help me in, will

on ? f—f wasin't going to get away,
—1 was only—only just looking out to
soo if Hacker was coming! I zay, I'm
stuck [

“Ha, ha, ha "

“(wl Blessed if I see anytling to
cackle at, you beasta’ Help me out of
thiz 1" Imw]jed Bunter. “I've got a pain
in my tummy.”

“11a, ha, ha 1" yelled the Removites.

“ (v ! Deasts! I say—"

The passage was crowded with the
Remove follows, yolling with laughter.
They had a view of an extensive pair of
trousers, o= tught as o drum; two little
fat legs woiggled wildly.

“ Fateh that ash somebody 17 zaid Lord
AMauleverer.

“Ila, ha, hal

“] szny, you fellows, [ wasn't going
to desert|” howled DBunter. *“I1—I1
wasn't going to cut across for dinner!

I—1 just put my head out, you
know——"
“I Lkpow!" a=sented Alauleverer
“Hand mo that cane! Stand clear 1
“1 say——  Yaroooooh|” roared
Bunter.
Whaek, whack, whacek !

Bunter could not have been

Bill
WIOTE -}’avﬂura.h'ly placed for a whopping.
I'he cane rang on the tightest trouscrs
at Groeyfriars. It rang like a sevics of
pistol-shots |

Whaok, whack, whack |

“Ow]! Loave off I” yelled Bunter. 1
say, you fellowe—— Whoop! I say—
Yarooop! Cherikeyl Ohlor' | Wow 1™

“Ila, ha, hal”
ow pull him in I said Mauly.

l'fN

The schoolboy who
is worth a quarter
of a million pounds!
That's the Hon.
Dauglas Singleton,
the newcomer to the

Remove at 85t
Frank’s, And he
proceeds to  waste

his wealth in a way
that leaves his

Cn ol
schoolfellows gaspe o g

t all
ing. Read all about HE:.,,L,,.,
him in this excit- and
ing long vyarn. Bookstalls
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“AN hands on deck 1 chortled Bob
Cherry, sy

“Owl Leggo! Wow! Yon're pull-
ing my legs off I” shricked Bunler, as
three or four pairs of hands geasped
and togged. I zay, I'm stuck here!
I've pot a4 pain in my tununy ! Leave
olf ! Leggo—— Ow!”

‘“Ha, ha, ha!”

Billy Buanter wriggled Lile o fad ecl
Four fellows bLad luld of his Jegs,
tugging.

Tightly as he was jononcd, Puotee
camge looze ab last, and spravled on thg
floor, waking the cchoes.

“Fowoweow ! Deasta! Won ! You !
Oh erikey ] I've pot o pain-==— Wou !
I sy, vou fellows=—— Ul crumbs!
Cooooogh 1

“11a, ha, bal”

Bt JI.[_'_; bae%'a Bpwaloc-ie ' ;;I"rrll!lll'l.l
Bunier,  “Aly legs are fooctored—
Waow [

“Can’t you get up?™ a-ked Lord
AManleverer,

“Ow! No! How can T got up when
my legs ure begken? Wow 7

“All of you kick him together ! wabld
Mavleverer., ek b Jolty Lecd - us
hawd ag you cant”

* 1lear, hear !

“ Boot b [

“Go it ™

Billy Bunter found, soddenly, that
ho could get up—broken legs amd alll
In fact, he hounded

Only one boot had reacled him, when
he bounced up like an india-rubber ball
pnd whizzed up the passage.

A yell of langlter followed Liin, Dut
Rilly Bunter saw nothing to cackles atb.
Heo collaps=cd into a chisar, poressed his
fat hamds to luos fat cqguator, and
groangd.
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THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Strategic !

. ITACKEER came out of Lhe
M Ilouso and walked weross (he
quad, to the corner where the

school shop stood.

But he did not approach near thor
building,. A pood many grinning faces
were  walching  him from  various
windows; and he knew, {rewm painfuol
expericnce, that missiles were yeady for
hint if he cameo within range,

He stoppod under the big clin-teees
that grew ab o little distance, wndee
which his “army * was loafng.  Light
g Fred, tho ex-bruisee, Ike e
Weasel, Ginger, Jmmmmy ihe Dincler,
aned the rest, eyed him as he ciamo o
Albert Jugging, the leader of the rongn
wargr, was abzent; he wuas o prrzoncr
in e bands of the schoulbuy strthei-
sitice the ba-t aitack.

Matters had not gone as My, Hachor
bid hopred when he called 1 il sl
af the gang of tramps to deal witle the
vebiels.  Lle had [olly expected Juggins
% Co. 1o overcomo the Removites' respst-
ance, i an hour or so.  Iustead of
wlieh, they had been beaten all the
tiae, nod they wern stil ab Greylriars,
ated sLill at the beginning of their tash,

A shout from the tucksbop veached
Hacker's cara.

“ema on, Iacker!
come on, old boan ¥

Alr. Hacker recognised the wvoice of
Herbert Vernon-Sunth—one of the ox-
pelled Llemovites. He set Iris lips oy,
mmithy was “sached,™ and be was puinge
as soon us Macker eould lay hands on
hirg; but the waster of the Shell re-
golved 1o give him 8 record flogoinge
before he went.

“Come on, Hacker!™ It wa= Dioh
Cherry's choery roar this time. ™ Ll
on, old bony hr.*uﬂ: and cet those spuri=-
men an example V

“ Fuuk " roared Bol:over wmajor.

“Ha, ha, hal”

Mr. Hacker's face was rod with rage.
ITg detecied lurking prins ou the facees
uf his grubby “army.”

“Latch llacker feuding ant?  1le
heard Peter Todd's voice. ™ Hachers
pot cold fect—haven't von, Elackert™

“The coldinlness of the catecind
Hacker's feet 15—"

*Porvitie ¥ chuekled DBob  Cherre.
Aud Boly began to chant, ut the top of
his powerful voaee, & verse from (he
“Onpdoliers,"”  referring 1o thoe  oele
Lbrated Duke of Pluza-Turo

Wihy don't you

“tIn enterprise of marclial ki,
When there was any hehliog,

Bl lodd his regiment frow beboned,
fle: Fomined 06 less r_-.'-.'t,-ilin_g Lol

A vell of laughter from the juniors
f“‘l!.ll'lllifll-

Ale. Hacker's face became erimson-—
aml the grins on tho foced of hos grabi
arsistanls more pronounced.  Dub he
furned a deal ear to the gibes of (he
Reipove vebels 1o gave Fighiting eed
& Ulo. Liis miusl seid glare,

“Plils cannot continue P he s,
“It i vmpossible for you lo reoain
herve much longer==your presemee cionses
{ao el comnnotion in the schoal. Yoo
woere Livauehit hero to force an erdraee:
indw that butlding.  Yon have not doene
T IF vou can do wothimg you bl
lwtder go

“You aml over tho quid, Libe @1 wa-
apteed, wod o we'll pmzzle fasl caouel”
grunted Figining Fred sulkily

T shall certainly not pay you for
nathing ! rapped My Hacker., ™Y
will hardly cxpect e o oddo s T
think."

They loshed at Me. MHacker,
rang lad been promised o *gud ™ eadle,

—
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for forcing & way into the sirikers’
stronghold. 8o far, they had gained
nothing but a variety of hard knocks
The task which had seemed to them ex-
tremely easy, had turned out cxceed-
ingly difficult. Mr. Hacker expected
resplta, and he mrtahll;i' did not feel
disposed to pay for nothing.

“Wot's & bloke to do® grunted Iko
the Weascl. “Them young rips squirts
'ot water aver a cove when he tries to
bhust in. And when wo trics to got in at
the trap in the reof they gots "old of a
bloke's legs. They got Albert, and they
got him shut up there. There ain't
nothing doing '™

“There ain't 1 agreed Ginger.

“If you can do nothing, the soouer
you go, the better,” said Ar. Hacker
coldly. “You appear to ba unable to
force an entrance. If one of vou could
contrive to enter, and open a door or
window for the others—-="

0w demanded Fighting Fred.

“That's it-—--"ow*" said Junmy the
Pincher. “"We'll get at them young
raskils fast enough, if you'll tell us "ow.”

Mr. Hacker turned his head and
gtared at the building. It was not an
casy metler to “get at ™ the schoolboy
strikers. A picce of coul, whizzing
from a window, dropped o foot short of
Mr. Hacker. Heo zet his tecth.

This eould not go on. Ivery day, ho
dreaded that thoe state of affaivs ab
Greviriars might coune to the kuowledge
of the governors, and cause somo of
those gentlemen to pay tho school a
vigit, ﬁhat would they think of Horace
Hacker as Head, if they found a junior
Form in a state of rehellion, barricaded
in the school shep? And the Bounder's
father, Mr. Vernon-Smith, had declared
that he would take the matier upe with
the im:u;-rnurs. It had to end=—Dbut how ?
Hacker was gettiug into a rather des-
perate framoe ‘of mind.

The school shop was o detached
building. It was an old prior's house,
with modern additions. Every approach
to it could be watched by the rebels. It
seemad impossible to take then by sur-
wrise, even a night attack had failed.

ow was it to be done?

Hacker's oyes fixed on the chimbeys.

From two of thein smoko roso against
the stecly Vebruary sky. Dut from one
big, ancient chiinney at the back of the
building no smoke rose. Ilacker fixed
his oyes on it. The rebels were keeping
up two fires—one 1 the kitchen, one in
the large front room upstairs, That old
chimney at the back, as Mr. Hacker
knew, comununicoled with the big, old-
fashioned grate in Mrs, Mimble’s par-
lour, and as there was no smoke from
tho chimney, theee was evidently ne live
in the prate. 1llis eves gleamed.

“One of you—" 1lis glance rested
on tho thin, wiry figure of the ferret-
eved Ike. “One of vou could deseend
into the buikding Ly thal chimpey—"

“My oye ! eand Fred.

"1 will pay five pounds to the man
who can cnter, amd apen the way Lo Lhe
edhwrs 1" saicl Me, Hacker.

The rullians exchanged glances,
pounds was & large sum to thom.

“1 will leave it in vour hands,” said
Mr. llacker. "“But if you can do
nothing, it is uscless for you to remain
here longee.”

And e wolked back 1o the House, Lo
take s place m the Sledl Formeroonr.
And lobson & Co., of the Shell, who
had Becn crowded at the Forueroom
windows, mado a rush Tor their pluces,
as they saw him coming.

The rough gang slood looking towards
tho schiool shop. Lke the Weasel cocked
his eve reflectively &t the chimney.

“A bloke could do it,” he suid, “1've

Five

EVERY SATURDAY

been down & chimbley afore, and a
smaller chimbley than that. Ooce I was
inside, 1'd soon get o winder open for
vou covers.”

“Try it on!” said Fred. “The
lacdder's there, where weo left it, ab tho
Lack. Look ‘ere, you go and give lko
a ‘and "with the ladder, Ginger, and
wo'll start & shindy with them at the
front of the "ouse, and keep "o looking
this "ere way, sce?”

"You got 1b, Fred ! sard Ginger.

And thieve was a general nodding of
frowsy heads. Five of the tattered gang
maide o move towards the school shop—
and were immediately grected by 1,._}},“,
giing picees of coal.

Ika and Ginger strolled off, by cif-
forent ways, to meet again at the back
af the building. There lay Gosling's
long ladder, which had been uwsed in the
night-allack. All the back windows
were boarded up, and an attack on that
side would quickly have brought a vash
of defenders to the spot; but Ike and
L:'m%'cr made no noize s Lhey rearced
the long ladder to the roof.

At tho front of the building, Fighting
Fred and the rest were drawing the
atlenlion of the garrison. All sorts of
missiles whizzed out at them, and they
replicd with whirling half-bricks, and
anylhing  else that came to  hand.
Every now and then a missile from
without whizzed in at an aperture, and
thero was & vell from within,  DBut
there was no doubt that the nssailants
Bad tho worst of the exchanges.

Meanwhile, however, Ginger held ihe
ladder, and the nimble, wiry Woease
scrambled  swiltly up to thoe Tool.
Active s & cat, he clambered into the
witde old chimney. Ho grinned as he
Llinked down futo its scoty depths.

“Jost pio ! murmured the Weasel,

The old climbing-irons, left from
ancient times, were still sticking in tho
interior brickwork., The descent was
casy cnough, for anyvone who did not
mind getling extremmcly dirty—and 1k
Lhad no objection to that. Indeed, his
ehjections were rather to cleanlines:!

e swung himself mimbly dow.

—

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
A Surprise for Mr. Juggins!

“ YTISILOOOIL ™
A Albert Jugginsg sneczed,
Albert was  not  enjov-

ing his day. Albert wia
acouslomed to libevty of action, o
the spacious frecdom of the rowds amd
hedges: and now ho wax, ax Shakes-
pearo would have  deseribed it
“caban'ed, cribbed, confined” He was
sealed 1n an avmchairv in the little par-
lowr behimd the tackshop, which wos
cotfortable, wo far os (hot went: bl
a3 bt legs wero Gied 1o the leps of the
chair, and his arms to the aems thereof,
there  was  little  comfort  for My,

Juggins.

Ho did not like gt at all-=and (hast
Fact he had lowdly armenneed, with o
slring of expressionz seldom Tword by
Greafriurs  cars. But  Jugpins  was
stlent now.  Whenever he used expres-
siong wisuitable for polile society, some
fcllew would pop in for & momcent angd
puall hiis cars, or tweak his broken nose.
Juggins tired of this!

e Lad been given biscuils  aond
cheese for luneh—frugal fure. Ler-
ainly, 1t wus s good asx the fare lo
which Albert was aceuztomed ; but  he
missed the sccompanying beer.  Vory
tmuch ho mizzed the beer. Albert was a

7

convineed and earuest supporter of tho
drink traile.

A whole day without beer seemned to
Albert one of those dreadful nightimares
too horriblo 1o be an}‘thinﬁ like reality,
But it was real—awfully, fearfully
real=anid the lamentations of Job, in
aucicnk limes, were nothing, compared
with tho lamentations of Mr. Juggins.
Bueerless and disconsolate, he gromned
in anguish of spirit,

And then ke began to sneczo!

A shindy was going on.  Albert
rather  liked shindies—in  fact, &
shindy was his delight on auy night, in
any scason of the year! Dut a shindy
i which he could wot take part was no
use o Albert,

e could see nothing from the little
parlour.  There were two doors—Dboth
taken down to bo used in the barri-
cade. One doorless dogrway gave hinm
a partial view of the harricado in the
shup—the other opened onn the sido-
fIEssage, The parleur window was
boarded over. Froun what he could
hear, ho  judged that his  associaleos
were making an attack—he could hear
the crashing of innumerable izsiles,
and yvells and shouls from the schoolboy
defenders, most of themn at the windows
i tho upper rooms in front.

Mothing was likely to come of such
an altack; 1here was no chance of
rescuo for Albert Jupgginag. No doubt
heaving half-bricks was a reliof to thoe
feelings of his friends; bub they could
not expeck o overcomne the defenco by
such methods.

2o far ms Juggins could seo, he way
bwoked, so long ss this affair went on.
Having capiured the leader of the
rongh goug, the schoolboys wero keep-
ing i & prisoner. lie could pot, per-
hapz, Lo kept permanently tied in_ an
armchair; but being locked in a cellar
by way of & change was no great com-
furt. Albert's feelings were bitter as
ha Listened to the shundy, And then, s
if things were not bad enough already.

B whiff of soot cought him, and he
shieerel,

“Avtizhoa!' Atehooh! Qoooh!™
sireveed Albert. “Bust my  buttons !

Blow me tight! Strike mo pink and
yaller ! Ayilishoo !

Ih: glared round fowards the wide,
old-faskioned grate 1 the parlour.
There was no fire, and it was rather
smerprising whete tho soot came from.
Lot it canwe=and ways still coming !

Soot dropped out on the old hearth.
sbowhilfed about the roomi. It smolo
Albert's hroken nose and mado him
shecee and speczo againl

“Avtishoo T Blwooe! Qoooh I snoezed
Mr. dJuggius. " Blow iy blinking but-
teng, what's the maller with that Lloom-
i elipbles ¥

Then be gave gquite & jump, as somna-
thing appeared, dangling, below  the
eld chimuey. 1t was & rogged boot,

“Aly exe ! murmured Albert.

e =ftared at tlie dengling boot. 1t
was Joned by another. Then a very
tattered and  dirty pair of Lrouscrs
vatne Lhnlo view.

Mr, Jugging gaspedd e konew thoso
trowsers ! Cerlaion large  poleles  on
them, of o different colour fron that
of the original fabric, were familiar
Lo lies e

“Hhe ! praspeal Albert.

The tattervesd  fect deopped ta the
hearth Tl vesl of The 1l Wonsel
appenred 10 view, Sooty and extremelye
wiclean, the Weasel stooped s head
wrad alared dele tha room.

Llee grave oo siartk ot the sipht of
dupgins a0 the armchaie. To  his
relicl, thers was bo ona olse in sight.
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Fighting Fred's strategy had been
successful. The aitention of the garri-
son was Jdrawn to the froot of the
house. Nobody was ip tho back rooms—

gﬁﬂfﬁiﬂg thg prisoper tied in the
“You, Albert?®  breathed the

Weasal, as Ls stooped ocut into the
room, shaking soot from his tattered
garments, :

“Ma I breathed Mr. Juggina. My
eyal Wou've come down that there
chirabley, Tko 1" et e

“It was the old bony cove's ideal
said Tke. “It's a fipun note for me,
Albert, if I git through. You teking it
hoasy "ere i

“Cant you see I'm lied?” Prunted
Albert. “You let me loose, Ike, and
"I lond youz & 'and.”

“Wotto "' egreed Ike.

He cut Alr. Juggins loosa mn & few
moments. ‘Chen he stepped to the duor
and ligtencd. Shouting came from
above, and the crashing of missiles on
boards Dut it was clear that none of
the garvison liad any suspicion that an
enemy had penetrated the defences.

Tke {urned back to Mr. Juggins,
grinning.

“This 'ere looks like pie!” he mur-
mmured Wo got lo get a winder apen
for our pals, and then I got to whistla.
Them young rips don’t know Tm 'erel
I fancied 1 should ketch ‘e all right

—and I Tave ™
Ike 1" agreed Br

“You ‘ave
Juggins.

“This "ere winder will do!*

Ike stepped to the window of the
parlour, which overlooked the yard at
tha back.

*Don’t you wmake noe row, lke!”
hreathed Jugginsg "“They'll be on us
like a blinking pack on a fox, I tell
youl I don't want them to begin
andling me agin till the other covoys
aro ‘ere!” . ]

“These 'ere planks is screwed,” said
Tke. "It wouldn’'t be casy to shift 'em
from outside; but from this eide,
Albert, I call it pie, if we can get "old
of & screwdriver.'

“They got a lot of lools in the shop.
Wait & ticlk 1" _

Albert Juggina - slep inte the
shop. Ia cams back with & coupls of
scrowdrivers and an iron wrench.

“'Erv you are, lkel” y

They set to work. From outside, a
tarvific eonslaught would have been
required to get through that window;
but from inside, it was. 2as lke had
remmarked, o very different matter.

Bwiftly i{hey unscrewed screw afier
BCTEW. Et. was yather havd work, and
herd wourk was deeply disliked by hoth
Tke end Albevt. Dut for once in their
unsavoury lives they exerted them
selves.

The screws were out at last  with
hardly o eound. Thera wers a8 con
-siderable numbes of natls, also; but by
inserting ihe wrench under the ends af
the planks, and excrting 8 steady

vessure, 1ho nails wera drawn. One

ig plank was removed—then another
—and then anothey |

Thera wera several more; but there
wana now sullicient space open fur & man
to get in and ouk

“QOne more, and then Ul whistle 1¥
muarmurcd Ike. Ilo chuckled softly.
“ Fhem young raskils wou't kick mmuch

whep we pget at them all together,
Albert 1™

“1 beliove you, Ikel” assenterd Mr.
Juggina.

The fourth board was loosened. Twao
grubby pairs of hands grasped it to
remove 1t when (here was e sudden
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footstep -in the doorwasy esnd s startled
exclamation.

Albert and Ike_spun round, tth:uring’.
They had had great rack, ee far—but
now they were disgovared !

b e

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.

A Narrow Escape !

SAY, you lellows

“Go it, Bunter "
"3 sa¥, what about tea?”
“Nothing aboutr teal

B

up 1

“ Beast I

Most of the Remove fellows wera
crowded in the Lig frqnt room over the
shop. Scultlez of coal had been carried
up to supply smmunition, and
were using it liberally. .

They scemod to be rather enjoying
the “ghindy.” A littlo liveliness was
very welcome to the garrison of the
schoal sho

Ginger Eau.l come round the front of
the building and joined his friends, and
there were six of them atracking ‘Lhey
dodged nnsziles that flew from within,
and hurled missiles back at the loop-
holes in the boarded windows., DMost of
those missiles erashed on the boards;
but every now and then ons came
through, which caused a " casualty " in
the ranks of the defenders.

Bolsavar major had caughr a turf with
his car, and Peter Todd had stopped
o half-brick with his chin  with painful
resulta  DBut the defenders landed ten
times as many missiles as thoy received,
and Pighting Fred & Up were un-
doubtedly getting the worst of it

Billy Bunter was intercsted neither in
the attack nor in the defence. The
enemy couldn’t get in, and Buunter did
not care very much if they did. Bunter
was interested in tea.  Tea-time was
approaching, and Bunier's idea was that
it would be a jolly good thmg if the
strike ended in time for tea nyhow,
he wanted his tea, whether the strike
ended or not

With the selfishness to which he was
accustomed, nobedy cared whether
Bunter wanted his tea or not

All the fellows seemed to care about
was londing o bullseye on the enemy
outside

“Got bim " yelled the Bounder, as
he lunded a piece of coal on Fighting
IFred’s. ear: and the ex-pugilist stag-
gered and roared

“Good man 1"

“Ha. ha, ha1”

Fighting Fred roared, and rubhed a

Shut

coaly ear. Jimmy the Pincher sent a
half-brick  whizzine back. and it
whizzoed between the hoards at the

window. and shot across the room.

Smithy dodged it Dut every bullet
has ite billet There was a fearful roar
from Billy Bunter as the half-brick
landed on the widest waist at Greyfriara
Sehngl
" " Yaroooh 1M reaved Bunter

Lle sat down suddenly clasping his
extonsive walsteoat.

“oogh | ' kalled
Bunter 0wl I'm =
Woaooaorh I

Even the fact that Bunter was killed
and in_iuhrd did mot seem to worry the
Removites. Thoy pave the fat Owl ne
attention, the
GneImny.

The fat Uwl picked hunselt ap and
rolled away  He did not want an
more of the fusillade: one half-brick
was enough for Bunter Grunting and
gasping. Billy Bunter went down the
gtairs, to walt for tea in a safer spot.

He blinked in at the doorway ﬂ}ml:.hn
little parlour, where Albert Juggins
had been 'left, safely tied in the arm-

gurgled
injuread!

bestowitiy ot all  an

they

chair. His eyes almost popped through
hia spectacles at what he saw thera

" erikey ' sgueaked Bunter.

“Bust my buttons | breathed Albert,
glaring round at him " That fat
eove ; You git the blokes here, Ike—
gquick 1™

The Weasel put his head out of the
windew and gave utlerance to a loud,
shrill whistle that was heard far and
wide. It was the signal to Fighting
Fred & Co. that the way was now open.

At the same moment Albert rushed
across at Bunter

Billy Bunter, seldom rapid in his
movements, moved now like a particn-
larly active kangaroe. He bounded
back from the doorway, and leaped for
the stairs as the broken-nosed wmaon

ruzhed on him.
shricked
Burter

T say, you

He tore up the stairs Dot Albert
was after him like & ehot, and he
grabbed a fat ankle as the fat Ow] flew.

“Qotcher 1" hissed Mr. Juggins.

Bunter clung to the banisters, and
bellowed :

“I say, you fellows! Rescusl Help!
Yarcooooh 1™

" Halle, halle, hallo!” came a shout
from above, “What's up 1"

“Only thay fat feol Bunter ! snapped

fellows 1™

the Bﬁunder. “ Fallen dowaostairs or
something—"

“Ow | Help ! Bescue 1" yelled
Bunter, struggling and kicking wildly.
“He's got me! arcocp ! 1 say, you
fellows—— Woooo-hooh IV

“This way 1" shouted Lerd Maule-
vaTar.

- He camc down the stalis three at &
e,

Albert wrenched Billy Bunter away
from the benisters and dragged him
down. His idea was to keep Bunter
quict till Mghting Fred & Co. got round
to the window at the back t there
was no chance of that. Dilly Bunter's
frantic yells were waking the echoes of
the building.

“0Oh gad 1™ gpasped Lord Mauleverer
at the sight of Albert, whom he had last
soeen tied an the armchair

“Owl Helpt Wowl”

Billy Bunter forgot all about hia

desire for the Greyfriars strike to come
to an end o+ he felt Albert’s eavage
prip on him  He yelled and kicked
and howled in terror.
» Lord Mauleverer was half-way down
the staies when he epotted Albert. EHa
difl the remainder of the staircasa in
ana. landing with both feet on Mr.
Juggrena

Jugpina went over wilh a roar, and
Mauleverer eprawled headlong over
hie. Billy Bunter was distributed on
the rrawrs, bellowing

“Yow-owow!l Wow! Owl Wow!™

* Baek up 1" roarcd Manleverer.

“Come on. vou men ' shouted DBob
Cherry

The Fammous Five rushed down the
statrs  1he fusillade at the front of the
building had suddenly ceased. and the
gang of roughs had rushed away in
answer to lke's sipnal whistle

At the foot of the stawrease, Alhert
pitched Lord Mauleverer ofl, and stag-
gereal o lis feer splutiening.

“"That blighter Juggins=—" shouted
Jahnny Huliﬂ

“"He's pot ioose—"

“Collar him 1*

" Bag hun 1™

The juniors tore down the staire
Albert. gosping for breath darted back
inte the parlour

Lord Mauleverer preked himself up.

* Follow on ! he gasp

Aﬁd ha i;ushe-dl after Albert. s

“Urrrggh | gAYy, Yyou=—oogh l—
fﬁllﬂ‘l‘l"l*-“gﬂ-ﬂﬂgh fewd-d-d-don't tread on
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* Pull {he fat idiot in ! ** said Mauleverer.

EVERY SATURDAY

“* Right ! " chortled Bob Cherry.

“* All hands on deck !

W

i

“Owl Leggo!

Wow | You're pulling my legs off ! ** shrisked Billy Bunter, as several palrs of hands grasped his legs and tugged. *'1say,
I'm stuck here—I've got & pain In my tummy—Ileave ofl—leggo—ow I ™

a chap! Oooogh! Crocogh!” gurgled
Billy Bunter, as a rush of t%m gRe
movites passed over him on the stairs.

They had no time to wait till the fat
Owl wrigeled out of the way.

Bunter was left gurgling. :

Harry Wharton & Co. rushed into
Mrs. Mintble's parlour at the heels of
Lord Mauleverer. . i

Juggins and Tke were standing at the
ﬂpme.g window, with their knuckly fists
up. Already in sight, the whole gang
could be seen, cutting round the bac
of the building, heading for that
window.

“0Oh gad 1" gasped Lord Mauleverer.
“Go for “cm, -fanr men

He led the rush. . ;

But for Billy Bunter's interruption,
it would have been *‘pie?” for Mr.
Hacker's “army * But the alarm had

been given 1n time, i
Figgting Fred & Co. were still at a
distance when the mob of juniors
rushed on Ike and Albert. :
That rush overwhelmed the twe
tramps. Ther fought valiantly, and
gome of the HRemovites received terri-

fically hard knocks; but numbers told,
and Tke and Albert went down, with &
crowd of fellows swarming over them.

Winded to the wide, they sprawled on
the Aoor under innumerable feet,

“The sideboard — guick!”
Mauleverer. 3

There was 8 big, heavy sidcboard
standing by the wall. Five or six of
the junlors grasped it and jammed it
in ﬂ:}a window. .

It filled most of the available 5};35:9&
Half s minute more, and Iighting
Fred & Co. came T.IE with a rush—to
find the window blocked. )

Bob Cherry had already  eeized
bammer and nails, and was nailing the
sideboard in place. Tt was fortunate
for Mrs. Mimble, perhaps, that she was
not present to ses the way her furniture
was handled. Long nails, driven in by

yelled

terrific swipes of the hammer, fastened
the sideboard to the window frame.

Fighting Fred grasped it, to heave
it away. Iiob reached out with the
hammer.

Bang 1

Fred had a powerful voice when he
let it go. He let it go now as the
hammer banged on his knuckles.

“Yoo-hooop 1 bellowed Fred.,

Hea was heard gll over Greyiriars.
Every fellow in the Form-rooms heard
him; Gosling heard him at his lodge—in
fact, he was heard over quite a wide
space all round Greyiriars School.

Fighting Fred—no longer thinking or
dreaming of fighting—sucked  his
knuckles, roared, and danced with
anguish. Two or three other hands
were hastily withdrawn.

“Come onl” chortled Bob.
few more ! ]

But Fighting Fred & Co. did not want
any more., Jimmy the Pincher glared
in, and the Bounder charged at the
glaring face with & mop, and Jimmy
went over on his back, yelling.

The attack was stopped. It had been
a narrow escape, but the schoolboy
strikers had put paid to it

In the yard outside, Fighting Fred
sucked his knuckles and mumbled, snd
the others prowled and glared, while
within the hammers rang and clanged,
repairing the defences. lke and Albert,
breathless and all in, were rolled away
down the cellar stairs and locked in a
gellar. The Removites had two prisoners
instead of ene, which was the only result
of Hacker's latest move.

That was the news that greeted Mr
Hacker when he dismissed the Shell
that afternoon and came out to inquire
how his “army ' had progressed. And
even Horace Hacker began to wonder
how it was going to end—and whether
it was, indeed; going to end at all |

“Have &

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Bunter's Bolt [

LANCG, clang!

The rising-bell rang out ovet
Greyiriars School in the mists
February morning.

In the dormitories over in the House,
the various Forms were turning out.
And in tho strikers' stronghold, the
rebel: of the Remove turned out as the
bell ¢langed, Bob Cherry’s powerful
voice, ralsed in song, almost drowned
the clanging of the rising-bell as he
roared out a Greyfriare refrain:

“ When the rising-bell elangs in the

dewy morn,

We roll out of bed by the light of
dawn.

*Now, then, they’'re my trousersl
Thev're my bags, you tick !

What swab's got my socks? I say,
this is too thick!® "

“I say, shut up that row1” yapped
Skinner.

“What row 1" demanded Bob warmly,

“What the dickens are you bawling
for?"

“1 was singing, vou silly asg——"

“0h, my mistake!” said Skinner
ﬁarcgstic&ilm “1 couldn’t guess that
one,’

“Ha, ha, hal”

Bob hurled a pillow at Skinner. Bob
was, a3 usual, in exuberant spirits that
morning. With the aid of a bolster, ha
rooted out Snoop and one or two mora
glackers, and looked for Bunter.

“Turn out, fatiy |” roared Bob.

There was no answer from Bunter's
bed. Nothing was to ba seen of tho fat
Owl except & mountain of bedelothes,
Bob  lifted his  bolster over that
mountain.

Tae Magxer Lisrany.—No. 1,514,
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“Wake wup, Bunter!” he roared.
“Tuarn out! The bell's stopped [

No reply—not even a shore !

The bolster came down.

Whap |
“Ohi" gasped Bob.
That terrific whop knocked the

mountain of bedclothes nght and left.
No doubt it weould have turned Bunter
out, had Bunter been there.

But Billy Bunter was not there|

In the bed lay & rolled-up rug! Bob
Cherry stared at it in astonishment.
The other fcllows stared at it.

“He's bolted 1” yvelled the DBounder.

“Bolted /¥ repeated Boh.

“(Oh, my hatl”

“The fat villainl”

“Deserted ! exolaimed Harry
Wharton.

“*Gureat pip ¥ _

There could be no doubt about it
Evidently, he had turred cut while all
the other fellows were asleep, fxing up
the dummy in the bed to deceive &
casual glanee, and gone. Bunter bad
had enough of rations |

“ Aftor him ! exclaimed Bob Cherry.
*“He mayn't have got out of the place
yet | _

There was a rush down the stairs.
Bost of the Removites slept in the big
attic over the building, which had becn
turned into a dormutory. DBut other
rooms wera occupied, and in the large
front room over the shop, Vernon-Smith
and Tom Redwing were on sentry duty.
But nobody had scen anything of
Bunter,

“ Bunter 1" roared Bob Cherry.

But onswer there came none, Billy
Bunter had failed to get away the

revious day, but it looked ns if he
ﬁad gnceceded during the might.

“Halle, hallo, hallo!” yelled Bob.
“ Look here | ]

The juniors gathered at a little back
window con the ground Aoor. Two or
three boards had been taken down, and
it was clear that this was the way the
fat Ow! had gone. And the way had
been left open for the enemy if they
had chanced to discover it!

“Oh gad!” exclaimed Lord Maule-
verer. ' If they'd spotted that—"

“I'Il burst him!” gasped Bob.

“The fat scoundrel 1’

“The podgy porpoiso [ ;

“Hallo, hallo, hallo, look at this!"
howled Bob. ;

A torn sheet of paper was pinned on
the window-frame. It was pencilled
on in Billy Bunter's well-known scrawl :

“Beests ] I'm gowing ! 1f you think

yore EOowIng to starve me,  yore
mistaken | Gow and eat koke!
£t 'l,"lll;l' G- B_.u-

The Removites stared at that farewell
epistle from William George Bunter,

A NEW CHOCOLATE

DISCOVERY

Have you tasted “Aero” chocolare
at T If not, you've got a treat in store,
'In appearance it is porous, like bread,
and gives o delightful and ontirely new
taste sen=zation. “Aero™ chocolats 'is
made by a special aerafion procesas in-
vented by Rowntree's, the weoll-known
cocoa and chocolate manufacturers, of
York, and it took over two vears of
ceaseless EHEE‘!‘EI‘!’LEHHHE to perfect. Just
tey & bar when next you go to the sweet-
shop. You will love it! Your parenta
will love it, tco, so be sure to save some
for them !
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Bob Cherry put his head out of the
windew and leoked round in a faint
hope that Billy Bunter might still be
in sight. But the fat Owl wes gone.

HJe=I=I'll burst him all over Grey-
friars-when I get hold of him again!”
gasped Bob.

“The fat rotter1”

“The pornicious porpoise !”

“Bung up that window, you men
said Mauleverer. * Lucky those blightera
never spotted it! We should have had
& surprise ! Smithy, old bean, you're
a rotten sentry! Same to you, Red-
wing [

“We were keeping watch for the
enemy,” growled the Bounder. I never
thought about that fat freak 1”

“Bame here |” eaid Redwing.

“Can't be helped I” said Mauleverer.
“Keep watch inside as well as outside

after this | If fellows begin sneaking off,
the game's up |”

Skinner and Snoo

Iilj

and Fisher T. Fish
were exchanging glances. But if they
were thinking of f{ollowing Bally
Bunter’s example, they had no chance
ot present, at all events. The boards
were promptly nailed over the window
again.

Harry Wharton went to the front
room and locked out over the quad. A
few {fellows wera to be seen in the
distance, over by the House.

Fighting Tred & Co. were not
visible, They had camped for the night
in CGosling’s wood-ched, and had non
turned out yet. But among the fellows
near the Mousze, the captain of the
Kemove spotted & familiar fat figure.
It was Billy Bunter—speaking to ol
gon and Stewart of the Shell

" Buater 1" zshouted Wharton.

“Hallo, ballo, hallol Can you zre
him?* Bob Cherry joined the captam
of the Remove at the {ront window.

“Thera he 131" Harry Wharton
pointed to the fat figure in the distance,
“Give him a yell, old chap—he will
hear that megaphone you call a voice.”

“Fathead ! said Bob.

He put out his head and rosred:
" Buntor '

Nearly all Greyfriars heard that roar.
It reached the Owl of the Remave, and
he blinked round with o gleam of morn-
ing sunshine on his big spectacles.

o grinned.

“ Bunter [ roared Bob. ' Come back,

ou fat rotter ! Do you hear, you blink-
ing burbling bandersnatch 1 Come back,
vou fat funk ™

Billy Bunter did not reply in words,
But his actions made it clear that he
did not intend to come back. He put
n fat thumb to his fat little nose and
extended the Angers of his right hand.
Then he added another fat thumb to
the litile finger of his right paw and
extended the ingers of his left hand.

That ~disrespectiul gesture was In-
tencded  to convey  his  derision and
contempt.

Bob Cherry breathed hard.

“Ifi a fellow could only get
him—" he gaspod.

Hobson and Stewart were grinning.
B3illy Bunter, having made hiz zcornful
defiance clear, turned and cut into the
House. He disappeared from view.

“I'll burst him 1” gasped Bob.

But that was only a conzolation for
the future. Billy Bunter was out of
reach, and the only present consolation
was that he was within Hacker's reach |
It was quite -probable that Hacker's
reception of the deserter would make
Billy repent him that he had deserted!

at

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER,
Beastly lor Bunter
“or—1 say, Wingata—>"
Wingate of the Sixth stared at
Billy Bunter, )
~ "Where did you spring from?"
ha inquired. _
“I've como back!” explained Bunter.

“1—I eay, where's Hacker, Wingate?
Is—is he in a good temper this
morning "

1 think he went to his study aflter
preyers,” answered the Greyfriars cap-
tain  “ 1 don’t think he looked fearfully
good-tempered. ™

“Oh lor'! said DBunter. "1 soppose
I shall have to see him—ha would spon
me at brekler, loz' 1™

Billy Bunter rolled away to Masiers'
Studies.

He hod ta see Hacker=—and he hoped
that Hacker would be pleased to sce
one of the rebel Form returning to
duty! If he was pleazed, he might let
Bunter off the whopping !  Indeed, 1t
vould be only judicious, on Hacker's
part, ‘to deal gently wilth a repentant
sheep returning to the feld, as an en-
couragement for others io follow his
example. 1t was doubtful, however,
whether Horace Hacker would be
judticiota !

Bunter halted at the dreaded study
door, and raised & fat hand to tap.
He Jowercd it apain.

On short commons in  the sbrikers'
stronghold, 1t had scemed to Bill
Bunter worth a whopping to get bae
to regular and ample meals. aw that
the whopping was close at hand, how-
ever, he did not feel so sure about that.

He ramed his fat hand again. Again
he lowered . At Hacker's door.
Bunter felt rather like Daniel entering
the ¢en of lions, and Bunter did not
dare to boe a Daniel !

He was still in o state of doubt and
hesitation, when the door suddenly
opened, and Mr. Hacker came striding
out.

Bump |

Not. expecting to find a fat junior
standing just outside his study door,
Mr. Hacker walked inte him. There
was a collision.

“Ow 1 pasped Bunter.

“Who—what—"  ajaculated
[Tacker,

*Oh dear! li—if you please, sip—"
casped Bunter.

acker stared
Elared.

Y Bunter ! he exclaimed. * A Remove
hoy 1*

“Yea, sir! I—I've come back—"

Billy Bunter was gomg to explain to
IHacker that he had realised how wrong
1t was to =et up againz:t authority, an:d
hiad returned to his duty like the really
rood, ohedient fellow he was at heart.
That, DBunter hoped, would make
ITacker go easy with the cane.

But ho did not have time to get that
explanation out,

Hacker, after one asionizhed stare,
gcrasped him by the collar, and hookel
him into the study.

Every fellow in the Remova was
haoked for a whaning. &3 so0n as he
fell into Hacker’s hands. Dunter was
the first to falll

Mr Hacker had no use for Bunter's
explanations. He fairly whirled the
faé junior into the study.

Bunter gava & breathless yelp.

Then the master of the Shell grabbed
up a cana from the table. He turned
tao RBuanter, swishing it

“ Bend over that chair, Bunter!”

“0Oh crikey | I—1 say, sie——" gasped
Bunter.

“Bend over, Bunter.” _

“QOh, ves, gir] Certainly, sirl

br.

#

at him=—then he

Dut ]



say——" spluttered Bunter. “I—I
say--yarooooh ! ol Ow!*

A prasp on his collar bent DBunter
over the chair. Pinning him there with
his left hand, Hacker handled the cane
with his right.

Whack, whack, whack!

“Oh lor’ ! Oh crikeyv!
Buanteor.

Whaeclk, whack, whack!

" Yow.ow-om L
Whaek, whack, whack!
“¥Yaroooooadoooh I
Whaek, whack, whack |
“ Yooo-hooooooooo ! yelled
wiiggling frantically.

It was double-six!  And every whop
was o swipe! Rallons or no rations
Billy Bunler woulld have been  glad,
just then, to bo back with the rebel
Remove.

Ho howled, he yvelled, and he roared.

Mr. Hacker scemod rather inclinced
to continue. However, ho leflt it at
that, and Dunter wriggled away,

PO Inge, O ! Wo !

“Youw !
Wow ™
I“:':'n:i]m:lt{&i*f hooted
ginring at hiwm.
“Yow-ow.ow I
“Will you he silent, Dunler?™
“Wow 1 Wowl®

Ow !"™ roared

Dunter,

Ol erikeyv!
Br. Hacker,

“LDo you desire me to cane you
again”

“Oh erikey! No, sir! Oh lor"!™

“Then be silent! Where are the
others?* rapped Mr. Hacker. * Have
olber bovs returned with you®”

Ow! Waw! maean  no, st
proancd Bontee. 7 wish T hadn'f—=T-—
I mean, I'm glad T have, sirl Oh
crumbs!  Wow!  Wogooogh!” The

fat Owl wriggled in angush.

“¥on have relurned alone *™ snappeil
Mr. Hacker. He was disappointed and
annoyed, and his hand straved to the
cane again. Bunler gave o squeak of
up%:rrrlmnﬁmn, .

“Ohh dear! Yes, sir! T—=I came
hack to—to set them an example!" he

stultered.  “I—I realised how wrong it
was, s, to—wow! Wow IV
“What

“I-I mean, I—I felt that I couldn’t
go on being (,iiﬁﬂhl’.‘ﬂlf.‘t‘lt- any longer, =sir,
whoen—when  you'ro so—so  mgg!™
groated Bunter. “That's why 1 cameo
Liack, sir. It wasn't because the grub
wad running short, or anyilung of that
kind! Just to set them an example,
slir—wow !

Mr. Hacker's eyves glinted,

It was news to him—and welcome
nows—ihat au{)plins. were running short
with the rebels. It gave him a hopeful
glimpse of & possible ond of the strike.

“Hoa that s why veu have left the
other young rascalz ¥ he cxelaimed.

“Owl Yes, sir, becausa I'in 8o good
atd—wow !—obedicnt—="

“8ilenee! No doubt the fond 12 run-
ning short after all this time," gaid My,
Ilacker. “Yery good=—very good
indeed ! Do you mean that the food ia
uctually short, Buuler, and that Lhey
have not enough to cat?™

“Owl Yos, sir] Ther're on rations
now, sirl” groaned DBanter. 1 L
enly half a pound of corned beef, and u
pround of bizcnits, and a it of cale, Tor
my supper lazt pight, sir—ow 1"

Mr. Hucker staved ot him,

T went o bod hangry, sirl”’ moanel
Buanter. T couldn’t 5111.-["1- foor 1B hat
isn't why I came bLock, of course. 1
cume back becanse !

“That will do "' snapped M, IHacker.,
“Bunfer, if yon malke any allempt (o
rejoin thoso rebelliows young vascala, X
shall expel you from the school. Nuw
you may go.

EVERY SATURDAY

Paillg.r Bunter wriggled out of the
study.

He was not likely to make any
attempt to rejoin the rebellious young
rascals—not so long ng they were on
rations] He wriggled away to Hall,
where the Greyiriars fellows were going
in to breakfast.

Coker of the Fifth stared at him as he
went in wriggling,

“ Hallo, ﬁeru's one of them "' ex.
elaimed Coker. “ What are vou doing
here, Bunter?  Left the others in the
bharch, whag "

*0Oh, really, Coker—ow ! roared Bun-
ter, as Coker kicked him, and passed
on to the Fifth Form table.

Hobson and Hoskins and Siewart of
the Shell came in.  All threo of them
kicked Bunter, in passing. LTubb of the
Third kicked him next, and then
Nugent minor of the SBecond. It was
rather fortunate for Bunter that Alr
Hacker came in. The Bemove deserter
did not seem to be populer,

Even berakfast, good and ample az it
was, did not wholly consele Thilly Buater
for the aclhies and pains he had aceumu-
lated.

AHer breakfast, Dully Bunter had a
faint hope that there would be no
lessong for him that morning. He was
the only member of 1he Eemove thore,
and there could harvdly be & Form con.
stsling of only one fellow. BPut My,
Lacker was equal to that Little difliculry.

e called to the fat Owl when the
frilows were going out,

“*Buanter '

“UMi! Yes, sir!” gazped Bunter,

“You will go into class with the Shell
this morning "'

“h crikey 1™

" Whal—what did veu say, Bunter ¥

“I—=1 soaid how—how nice, =i
gasped Bantor,

He rolled out dismally, The Shell
was Ilacker's Form—amd Dunter  did
ol want any more af Hlacker! He had
had too much Hacker already !

Aund during the morning the master
of the Shell pave bhim quite a lob of
atlention. Bunter was lazy and obtuse;
gl with hia oblusenezs, at least, My,
Quelch  had  beenn accusiomed  to bo
paticnt.  But Hoacker had no patience
fo wasio on him, A dozen times, at
least, Hacker's acid tongue scarvificd
Bunter—and twice the cane came inlo
play—and before the mormng was over,
Billy Dunter had made up lns fat mind
to rejoin the

gle !

Tho Greyfriars fellows were in class
in the afterncon; but in all the Form-
rooms they could hear banging and
{*;a;sh!lng from the direction of the school
sho

Mr. Hacker's “army ™ was meaking
no attempt to get io close quarters with
the Greyfriara strikers; but the tramps
found occupation for their time, and
velief for their feelings, in shying things
at the building.

Mr. Hacker frowned as he came over
from the House, It was clear to the
new headmaster of Greyfriars, by this
tune, that the peculiar mssistants ho had
called in were not going to be of much
use to him.

What he had learned from Bunter
had piven him a new hope. Sooner or
lator—sooner rathor than later, if the
rebels were already on rations—the food
supply would pgive out. Then there
would be nothing for it but surrender.

To that tm?a Horace Hacker now
pinned his faith.

Albert Jugging & Co. had failed him.
The sooner they went, the beller. FEyen
ihe obstinate Ilacker could not wholly
disregard the disapproval and con-
demnation of the whole school. e
knew how the staff commented on the
prosent state of affairs in Common-
room; and the prefects in tho prefeets’
room: and, in fact, evervbody at Grey-
friars, And ho shuddered at the
thought of & governor dropping in and
linding Juggine & Co. on the premiscs,

Mr, Hacker had sourly made up his
mind—cither the rowdies had to do, at
once, what they had come there to do,
ar thoy had to go!l The fmqpact of
losing their promised reward might, he
considered, spur them on to make an
effort and get the upper hand of & mols
of schoolboys.  Auyhow, he was net
going to havo them hanging about the
schoal, kicking up a disgraceful dis-
turbance with nothing to come of it,

“That will do!1” he rapped, as Fight-
ing Fred picked up s jegged fragment
of brick, to take aim at a loophole.

Frod starced round at him.

“Torking to moe?” he
surlily, ]

“I am spoaking to you, my man!”
eaid Mr. Hacker acidly. “ Kindly make
no further disturbance. This noise can
bo heard all over the school.”

“Wot do [ care?” inquired Fred.

(Continued on next page.)

inquired

strikers grub
shortagoe or no.

But he clanged
his mindl anpain
when  the  dinner-
bell rang,  Happily,

thero was stcak-and-
kicdey  pae — anid
with steak-and-kid-
ney pin beforo him

Billy  DBonier waps
able to forget all
troubles. Ile  nte,
and ate, aml was
comsforted.
THE NINTH
CHAPTER.

Hacker Asks For It}
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*Well, T care, if wvou do not!”
snapped Mr. Hadker. * Listen fo mel
You men were sent for to force an
crifrance into that building and over-
come the recistance of & number of
rebellioud boys.” ‘Are you going to do
80, and recoive the payment promised
for 1t ¥" _

Fred glared at him.

*“Ain't we-been going it?” ha de-
manded. *“You figger that a bloke can
knock in a door with & young covey
inside squirting “of water:over his 'ead ¥
You figger that blokes can get into &
winder with them young:rips banging
Iﬁ‘rll::kua" ‘eads with golf clubs and sich¥

Ay

4 That ia mneither here nor there!™
seid Mr. Hacker. “If you cannot do
as you have underteken to do, tha
soomer you go, the better.”

“Dror it mild1” said Jimmy tha
Pincher. “We done our best! And
we've "ad some bleoming ‘ard knocks
a-doing it, too, so' I tell yer.”

“"'-'Ifﬂﬂ.,:’ said Ginger. “You lock

“Please do not interrupt me,” said
Mr. Hacker in the same cold, acid tone.
Ha pointed to the &uhhml nhc:_rl:-._ “ Ara
ruu?jgmng to enter that building, or

t

“Can’t be done!” said Jimmy,

“Then you had better go!™ said Mr.
Hacker.

“We'll go fast encugh, old bony-
face 1” snovted Fighting Fred. " Yon
‘and over the quid each, like you pro-
mised, and you won't see our 'ecels for
dust |” ] ]

Hacker gave him an tey stare.

“You were promised payment for
doing the work you undertock to de,”
ha answercd., *''The offer is still open |
But I shall certainly not pay you for
nothing.” ]

The six tramps gathered round him
with scowling brows and glittering eyes.

“You ain't going to pay a bloke?”
demanded Fred. ]

“Certainly not, for nothing! If you
desire me to pay you, all you have to
do is to earn the moneyl” said Mr.
Hacker contemptuously.

“Thera ain't no way of ﬁetting inta
- that blinking show, and well you know
it.” snarled the ex-bruiser, “znd we'vo
all got knocked about something crool
a-trving of it on! Think we're doing
that  for nothing "

“Not 'arf!” said Jimmy the Pincher
with emphasis. .

“Why, you clo bag of bones™ said
Fred, with rising indignation, " look at
my ‘and, ‘'orribl urt with bein'
'ammered ]  Look at my ‘ead, with
more bruises and bumps on it than a
bloka could count! Look at my nose,
what has been fair squashed with &
'eavy lump of hIinkmf coal! I can tell
yer, old pieface, we'll be glad to get
outer this, but we ain't going without
being paid.” :

“Den't vou think it!™” said Ginger.

“tAnd it aver, and let's mizzle IV said
Fred.

Hacker set his thin lips. o was not
g hrm man—hut ha was an ohstinato
one; very ohstinate indeed, A very
little concession to the Remove when the
trouble began would have saved him
the trouble; but he waa not the man to
make concessions. llo was not making
L oW,

Emm his own point of view, he was
right. Fred & (o, had been engaged
to perform a certain task, to be paid
accordingly, They had not performed
it, g0 ho was not going to pay them.
That seemed quite reasonable to
Hacker.

It did not scern so reasonable to the
gnng of tramps, every one of whom had
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collected B large veriety of damages in
the conflict with the ooclboy strikers.
HSeawling faces and knuckly fista sur-
rounded Ar, Hackar,

He pointed to the distant gates.

“Gol"” he seid zeidly.

"Got™ repeated Fred.

“ And at-oneo | You are no use here!”
saidd Mr, Hacker, with bitter conlempt.
“You have allowed a few impudent
schoolboys to defeat you—to frighten
you! Go away immediately.” .

“Well, strike me pink!” said Fight-
ing Fred, with & deep breath. * You're
the bloke to ask for it, you are, and
ne error! You paying a coveyi”

“Nothing 1. said Mr. Hacker.

“And vou figger that we'll go with-
out?” roared Fred. .

“You will leave theze premises atb
ance, .o 1 shall telephone to the
police station to have you removed!™
answered Mr, Hacker coldly. " MNow
go 1

Fightinﬁ Tred & Co. did not go. Fred
draw back a fHist like a leg of mutton.

“Where will you "ave it?" he asked.

Mr. Hacker stepped aguickly back.

He was no coward: but he did nob
want that leg-ofanulton fszl to land on
him. One knock from that huge paw
and Grevfriars would have been in need
of anﬁtﬁer temporary headmaster !

“No violence ! said Mr. Hacker, ™1
warn you——"

“ You goin’ to pay up?” bawled Fred.

“Clertainiy not!™

“Pay up, you ole skinilint!” roarcd
Ginger.

“ Knock his "at off I said Jimmy the
Pinchar,

“Stand back ™ exclaimed Mr, Hacker.

“1 warn yvou—— Oh!  Goodness
ractous ! Ohbh ! His mortar-board
ﬁe‘w off and zailed away in the quad

There was a vell from the tuckshop!
A good many eves were watching from
the hoarded windows.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo?®
piﬂ%‘EWith his tramps!™

Hacker's serap-
“Ha, ha, ha'!"

“Go it yelled Dob Cherry. * Punch
his nose!™ :

“Ha, ha, ha!? velled the Removites,

Hacker mude a dive after his mortar-
hoard! Fighting Fred let out a [oot
as he stooped ond Mr. Hacker was
caunght hending,

e gave o startled wvelp as he went
over on bis hands and kneeca.

“0Oh! What— Ooooht™

“*Ha, ha, ha " came in a roar from
tha Greyieiars strikers,

£ {:D il‘.!”

“{iive him heang ¥

“MTho heanfulness 1s terrifie 1™ chorthed
Hurree Jamsct Ham Singh, as the mob
of tramps surrounded MHacker.

The haplesa master of the Shell
serambled to his fcet, red with rage, o
find himscli in the midst of a eircle of
clutching hands. His scholazlic gown
was torn from hia back in o moment.
A heavy hamd smote him on one ear,
and he staggered—then a heavy handd
smote him on the other ecar and righted
him again. Two or three boots landed
en hin, not gemtly,

“Oh! Ow! Help! Hands off 7
gasped  Hacker, recling to and  freo.
“Ruliens—rasculs—1 will give vou into
custody—T will Whaono-hoop 1

“YVou paying up?” roared Fighting
Fred, He graﬁgw_-c!pHafknr hy the hacls
of the collar and zhook him, rather like
a terrier shaking a rat. " MNaow then,
old bony—you paying up, like was
agrend 77

“Urrrgeh! Release e !”

Tt him, Fred!” exclaimed Jimmy
tha Pincher. “Jest give him a oner
in the weskit|” _

“T1 ‘it *im fast enough, if he den’t
square 1 exclaimed the indignant Fred.

“Welshing of & Lloke, after a bloke's
and ‘a3 been ‘ammered sgomething
crool, and a bloke’s 'ead banged like a
blooming banjol Now, olg bag of
bones——*

Mre, Hacker, with a terrific wrnn_cﬁ,,
tore loose from Fighting Fred's grasp,
leaving his collar in the ‘bruiser’s hand,
and bolted, ,

Having woke up a hoknely’ nest in
fhe Greyfriars Remove, Hacker had
now woke up another hornets’ nest in
his gang of rowdies—and these horneta
wera much mord dangerous than the
robel Hemovites,

Hlocker ran for the Houvse.

“Arter him 1™ roared Fred.

“Get 'old of him ! yelled Jimmy the
Pincher.

And the whole erew rushed in pursuit
of Mr. Hacker.

Hacker fairly féw,

What would have- happencd to him
had thosa  half-dezen  exasperated
ruflians got hold of him again did noy
bear thinking of  There was -little
doubt that Hacker would have been a
=erious hospital case.

Ilis long, thin legs whisked, and his
feet hardly seemed to touch the ground
as he flew for the House, Lucok:ly for
him, he kept ahea<d of the chase.

e darted into the House and rdced
for his study, After him charged
Fighting Fred & Co.

Tacker beat them hy hardly more
than a head. He whirled into his study,
slammed the deor, and locked it just
i time. Hardly had the key turned,
when Fighting Fred's hefty fist erashed
an the door.

Mr. Hacker recled against his study
todile, ?autlng for breath. Qutside thoe
studdy, IFighting Fred & Co. roared and
rageel. I the Form-rooma, the Groy-
friars fellows looked at one another,
wondering what was up now. Hacker's
stinly door shook and ercaked and
rraanod under hammering fsta.  The
upraar was beard all over Greyfriars,

Bang, hang, hangl

Thump, thump ! Bang ! :

Tndoultedly, had the governing
banrd of Greyfviava been able to look
i at that moment they would have
tlonbtedd  their wisdomnr in appointing
Horaee Tlacker fo carrvy on in the place
of the absent 1ead.

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Exit Mr. Juggins !

ki A, ha, ha!” .
H The Greylviars
roared.

The sight of Mr. Hacker
chiased acrass the quadrangle by his own
“army " made them roar and howl and
yvell. KEvideutly the sehioolboy rebels had
ustliing mora to fear from that army—
thoogh 1t soemmed that Mre. Hacker hadl.

“1*oor old Hacker!” goasped Dob
Cherry, wiping hia oyes. “If those
sportsmen get hold of him wo shan's
have any more trouble with Hacker.
They wou't leave a Jot of him lying
whout. ™

“1la, ha, hat”

“01d ass i said the Dounder. “Ile
faneies he can manage a schooal, ond he
can't even manage half a  dozen
trampal®

““Hallo, ]mi!:‘:, halln !}
e I exelaimed Bob. )

Hacker anmd his pursuers, having
vanished inte tho ITouse, were loxt to
«ight from the school shop. But after
a time TFighting Fred was seen to
emerge from the House.  He went
wlong by tho study windows, evidently
in_search of some particular window.

He stopped oulside Hacker's. The

slrikers

There's ong of
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Mr. Juggins gave quite 3 jump as a ragged boot a

the Weasel appeared In view.

sight of Juggins a prisoner in the armechair,

the ground;
knocked on a
Thers was &

window was high from
but Fred, reaching up,
pane with his knuckles.
clatter of breaking glass.

“You ole bag of bones "’ The school-
boy strikers could hear Fred's angry
roar. “ There you are, are you? You
payving & bloke ¥

Taclker's face, white with rage and
apprehension, appeared at the study
window.

“Go away ! he shricked. “You hear
me? Go at once! I shall telephone for
the police otherwise! Gol!”

Crash, ¢rash, crash'

Tred knocked in all the panes within
hia reach: then he jumped back, as
Hacker's hand reached ouk, There was
a poker in that hand—and Fighting
Fred did not seem to like the look of
the polker. .

He tramped back to the door and dis-
appeared into the House again. The
echoolboy atrikers howled.

“They've got Hacker in his study 1"
gasped Harry Wharton, *They're bo
gieging Hacker, instead of us 1™

“Ha, ha, hal”

“] gucss that guy haz got left, &
fow 1" chuckled Fisher T. Fish.

“1 wonder what the Head would
think if he dropped in now?” sawd
Frank Nugent.

“¥ jolly well wish he would !"* grinned
the Bounder. “It would be the boot
for Hacker [ ;

“The bootfulness would be terrific.”

The juniors watched Eagerly, but
nothing more was seen of Fighting
Fred & Co., who remained in the
House. Ounce ar twice they glimpsed
Mr. Hacker at his emashed window and
that was all. They wondered whether
he had telephoned for police assistance
—against hi= own army. Probably
Hacker basitated to take such s step.

& L
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A bell rang, and the Greyiriars fellows
come pouring oot 3

Every fellow was laughing—except
the Sixth Form prefects, who looked
extremely  grave  an disturbed.
Matters wera really getting to a climax
when the new headmaster was besieged
in his own study i‘.:ly s mob of tramps he
had ealled in to deal with a rebellious
Form.

Hobson of the 8hell came gver to the
tuckshop. Thers was nobody to stop
him now; the prefects took no notice of
him, and Hacker's army were quite
otherwisa engaged.

* Hallo, hallo, halle, Hobby ! roared
Bob Cherry. “ What's the giddy news
from the seat of war?”

Hobeon chortled. ]

“I say, they've got Hacker in his
studv 1 he gurgled. “I ssy, ain't it
rich? Hacker's locked his door, and
they're banging on 1t ¥

-*Ha, ha, hal” 3

“From what I'va heard them saving,
Hacker won't pay them unless they mop
vou fellows up,” chortled Hobby, “and
they won't go ll;itllullt i}mn% paid |
They're turning the air blue in Masters’
Paszage "

“Ha, ha, hat”

“Hacker all aver 1" said the Bounder.
“Dhstinate old ass! Look here, wa
may a5 well let those two brutes out of
the cellar and let them have a whack at
Hacker: the more the merrier.”

Lord Mauleverer nodded.

“Yaas,” he said. “I doen't think
wa've got any more trouble to come
from that gang; Hacker's getting the
trouble now. Hook them out.”

A dozen fellows went down to the
cellar to “hook ¥ out Mr. Juggins and
Tke thoe Weasel. There was & sound of
thumping on the inner side of the cellar
door. Albert and Ike had long been
tirod of their guarters. When the door

ared dangling below the chimney.
Sooly ahd extremely unclean, the Weasel stared into the room.
* Strike me pink, if It ain"t Albert ! ! he gasped.

g

L
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The next moment, the rest of Ike
He gave quite a start at the

waa opetied they came out with a rush.
Y“MNar, then!” hissed Tke, as he
jumped at Harry Wharton, who was
nearest. '
But in s moment the Famous Five
%'rasped himt snd up-ended him. The
feasel velled and strugpgled furiously.
Bmithy, Redwing, and two or three
other fellows collared Albert Juggins at
the samo time.

“Bring them along,” grinned the
Bounder,

“Yon let a bloke go!” howled
Juggine.  “Bust my buttona! TLook

ore, 1 says, let a bloke go!”

“You're going, old bean!” said Bob
Cherry. " We're going to drop you out
of 8 window—head first, so that you'll
heve something soft to fall on [*

“Ha, ha, ha "

In the grasp of many hands, the twe
tramps were hustled up the staivs to the
front room. There, & board had already
been hooked off & window to give them
passage.

Jugginsg and Jke glared at the
aperture.

“Whera's the other covey=?"" de-
manded Albert.

“Over in the House,' eaid Lord
Mauleverer, “You can go and join

them as soon as you like”

“Give Hacker one in the cye for
me 1" said Vernon-Smith,

“And & thick e¢ar for me!” grinned
Bob. :

“And keop clear of us after thia, old
Lean ! said Mauleverer. “If wo cateh
vou again we’'ll jolly well wash youl
So look out 1™

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Out you gol” said Johnny Bull

1ke the Weasel plunged through the
apentng, clamharedp down, and dropped.

{Continued on page 18.)
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(Continucd from page 13.)

Allert Jupgins hesitated ; Lie was nob
2o nitnble ws the Weasel, _

“ Loole *ere, a bloke can't git down
ihat way!” bhe objected. “You hopen
x door for a covey to walk out?! See?”

“Borry ! eaid  Lord  Mauleverer
politely. “Can’t be done! Just drop.™

“ 1" telling vou—" emorted Albert.

“ Your mistake: I'm  telling  you”
=aid hia lordship amiably, “You men
help him through. if von don't mind
touchin' bim. Ile's not nice to touch, I
kuow," . :

Albert pave his lordship a look.

“Wouldn't I like to mect you on a
dark road at night, and a stick in me
“and 1" he breathed.

“Very likely,” assented Mauleverer,
“But ab the moment, Mr. Jupging,
would ]:;t:m mid gettin® ont?  Pu=h him
through 1"

Willing hands pushed Mr. Juggins
through. e had to go, auwd he went.
e hung on to the window-sill with his
hands. It was rather & long dvop, and
Albert—though he often had a drop too
mueh—seemed to objeet ta if.

“Look ‘erc!” le gasped.

“Drop!” grinned Bmithy

“The dropfulness is the proper caper,
my esteemed and unwashed Juggins 7

“I tell yer—" gasped Juggins.

«“Hand me thot hammer ! said tho

Bounder. “T faney he will drop all
right, when T rap him on  the
knuckles 1™

“QOw ! gasped Albert,

He dropped, without wailing for the
hammer to rap op his kuockles, He
bumped on the grownd, rolled over,
wnd sat up spluttering. . ;

“Oooogh!  Strike me pink! Ow!l”

Smithy leaned out. and whizzed a
picee of coal. It landed en 3Mr. Jug-
ging’ broken nose as he sat  and
spluttered,

“Goal!” chortled Dob Cherry.

“Ha, ha, ha!'

Jugging gave a roar, and bounded
to his feet. lke the Weasel waa
already streaking for tho Iiouse to
join lus friends there: and Mr. Jug-
gins followed him fast. Au cmpty
tomatio tin, rapping on the back of his
head as he went, accclerated his
departure.

“Glad we're done with that crow,”
remarked Lord Mauleverer. * And
shouldn't wonder if Inwcker's gladder
by the time he's done, too ™

“The gladlulness will prebably  he
terrific,” ehuckled fhe INabob  of
Dhanipur.

The echoolbay strikers were done
with Juggina & Co. But Horace Hacker
was far from done with them yet.
Hacker was rather in the position of
the ancient magician, who culled spirits
from the vasty deep whe, instead of
serving him, turned on him and rent
him. There was no doubt that Horaco
Hacker would be az glad as the school-
bhov strikers to seo the last of Juggms
& Co.
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THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Painful for Prout !

of it!"" roared
Fighting Feerl  “You ole Lag
of hones, vou ‘ear me '

Ae. Hlacker heard—az all Greylviars
did.  Fighting Fred's roar woke all
the echoes. :

Hacker did not come out,  He did
not umlock hiz door. e stood at his
telopbone,  with s band o ihe
FOCCIveT, ;

But Lhe had not rung uwp the police
siation at Courtfirld xet.  Calling in
the police to deal with the mob of
tramps whom he had himsell brought
into the school was a very last re-
sonree. It would make the matter the
talk of Courtfield, aml of the whole
neighboarhood.

Publicity in such n matler did not
appeal to ble. Hacker. He did not
want to spread the pews of his extra-
aordinary methods as  leadmaster of
Girevirtars,

Thump !
study door.

Juggins and Tke had joined the rest
now, amd the whole gang were 1n
Masters' Passape.  All of them were
fed-up with Greviriars, and the school-
boy strikors—Juggins and Ike most of
xl]l, They were ready 1o go—anxious
to po, in faet—but not without the
promised “quids.” Hacker, obstinate
as evek, was not going to pay money
for nothing. Juggins & Co. weore not
going unpaul, So the row went on.

Bang! Thunp! Crazh!

“You ole bony sketeh, you!"" shouted
Albort Juggins, “You pav a bloke,
like was agreed. and let a bloke mizele.
You 'car thatt”

Thump! Bang!

Mr. FProut, the master of the IFifLh,
rolled nlong fram his stody.  This sort
of thing was, as Frout had told Mr.
Capper and Mr. Wigging, unprece-
dented and unparvalicled, and it was
also prowing intolerable.  Porily end
majestie, Prout rollod up to the angry
gang, aml raized a plump hand in
commannd.

“Ceasa this riot Immediately "
ordered.

They glaved round at him,

Prout was majestic and improssive.
But he ddid not seem to impresa Jug-
gins & Co. very much., They eyved Inm
vather like wolves.

“0o's  that old asked
Ginger.

“Fat Joack of the PBonc'onse!™ saud
Jimmy the Pincher,

Prout parpled with wrath.

“No insolence ! he rapped. T com-
mand von to cease this met, and leave
theze premises! Col"

“Ain't we ready to go, soon’s we're
paid?"” roared Fighting Fred.  “ You
give that bony old cover the tip to
square afore we haz tlia ‘ere door
in.

“'It "im in the hoyve ! satd Ginger.

“Prav allow me te speak to Alr.
ITacker ! said Prout. * Xo doubt the
matter ean be arranged,  Allow me to
Jrass,

Jugpins & Co. made room for him
to approach Hacker's door, The Fifth
Form-master tapped thereon.

“Alr. Hocker!” he called oot

“Kindlv do not interfere here, Mr.
Prout !” came back Hacker's snapping
vaiee.  “ Your intervention, sir, 15 en-
tirely vnealled for.”

“Is this riot in the Houszo to con-
tinue?"’ boomed Prout. “ These men,
sir, claim to be paid for their services
—&rrviees, sir, which no master in this

Bang! came again at lus

he

cocdger "

selino] should have called upon them to
pecform.  Will vou pay them and lot
them oV

*“1 will wot, Mr, Prout! And I re-
fuse to allow you to intervene! Kindly
remember that I am headmaster here,
and that the povwer of dismissal is in
my hands! Go away and mind your
own affaira!™

“I will not permit thiz disgraceful
sconn to cantinue, =sir ! booroed Prout.

“Another word, aMe. Trout, and you
are dismissed from your post here!”
roarccl Mr. Hackes,

“ Nonsenze ' hoomed Prout.

“What—what did you say?"

“T said nowscnse, Mre, Hackee!™
Bowled Prout, “If you are head-
mmaster lLiere, sie, take this malter in
ilum! vourself, otherwise 1 shall do
6
“Yon are dismiszed, AMr. Prout !
“Bubbizh!" snorted 1'rout,

Il turned fo the walting tramps,
“You have heavd what Mr lacker
has eaid ' Le bemmed.,  “Yon cannot

remain  lwere. You must leave this
House iinmediafefv 1

“1 dou’t 1think !™ jeered lke the
Weasel,

UNoib arl " acrecd Ginger.
“1I order vou—" boomed Prout.

“0Oh, shut up, vou fat ole hass(™
interrupted  Fighting  ITred rudely.
“Lack 'ere! You git out, afore you're
‘urt ! Pesh lnm along, mateys 17

A dozen grubby hands pushed AMr,
Prout along., In a rather bewildered
state, spluttering with wrath, the Fifth

Form-muaster wags  hustled along  the
pas=age.

“Cioodnezz  gracious ! gasped  Mr.
Prout. * Upon my word! Hands off |
Do not dave to touch me! If you lay
a hand on me, I will—  Oooghl

Rascal! Wooozh "’ ]

A shove fromr Albert Jugrins sont
Mr. Prout stapgering.

Ie rallicd, and landed & plump fst
on Albert's broken nose. Prout’s 1den
was to knock the impudent rascal down
—as he deserved. But the mmpudent
rascel did not go down under Prout’s
punch. He staggered for a moment;
then he hurled himsell at Proot, hit-
ting out.

“Oaooogh Y purgled Drout.

He ecrumpled up.

There was & heavy bump as Prout's
weight hit the fAoor. He rolled at the
corner of Mastors' DPassape, gurgliog
for breath., A crowd of fellows were
gathered ot that corner, staring.

“He, he. he!' eame from DBilly
Bunter. Bunter seomed amuscd.

“Oooogh I gasped Mr. Prout. *Oht
Ow ! Oooogh!™ e rolled and splut-
fcred helplessly.

“Here, you let my beak
roared Coker of the Iifth.

Valiantly Coker rushed to the rescuoe.
Coker id not think much of Prout,
personally, Still, he was Coker's beak
—a poor thing, but his own, as it were.
('oker was nol gomg to see  him
handled by a rowdy mob.

Coker had a hefty punch.
on Jugging' stubbly chin,
him spmning backwards.

The next moment Coker was spin-
ning &8s lke and Ginger and Jimmy
the Pincher started oh him. Blundell
and Fitzgerald, Potter and Greene,
and two or thresa other Filth Form
men, rieshed to his aid. For twe or
three minontes there was a wild and
whirling combat,

Prout staggered to his feet and tob-
terad away. Mr. Capper gave him a
helping hand.

“Ooogh 1” mumbled Prout,
went, “Groogh! Oooogh ”

Coker & (o, were driven off. They

alone "

It landed
and soent

as ha



were good Gghting men, hut no match
for My, Hacker's “armv.” Severely
damaged all round, they retreated, and
Jug%ins & Co. tramped back to Mr
Hacker®s door.

On that door Jupggins banged with
a heary fist,

“¥ou hepening thia ‘ere door, ole
bag of banes?™ ha roared.

“Leave this House at oncel” came
Hacker's =plotter from within, “If
you remain until the police arrive,
rou will be given inta custedy.’?

“Blow me pink ! said Ginger. “We
don't want to be "ere when tho coppers

come, mateyve. I've ‘ad trouble with
coppors aforat’

“Nor we don'ti® agreed Albert.
“HBut wa at’t going il that ole
sketeh has squaved ! Hust in that there
door ¥

_ “Get 'old of somelhing, said Fight-
ing Fred, “and bust it in! And when
I get at ’im, I'll knock his teeth
throngh the bock of his 'ead |”

Albert Juggins went into the next
study and emerped with o table-leg
wronched off a study table.

“Stand clear, mateys|” he said.

They stood clear while Albert wiclded
the table-leg on the lock.

Crash! Bang! Crash! Bangl

Mr. Hacker Eiift!:-l.l the recoiver from
the telephone. ‘there was nothing else
for it now,

e

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER,
Pay Upl

INGATE of the Bixth left his
w friends in the quad and
walked across to Mr. Hacker's

window,

Nearly every panoe in that window was
broken. From within Roated the din
of the crashing at the doeor. Mr.
Hacker was standing a$ the telephone,
just lifting the receiver, as the captain
of Greyfriars Iooked in.

“Mr. Hacker!” rapped Wingate,

Hacker paused, and glanced round.

“This has got to stop I =aid Wingate.
“From what I hear, these men want to
I:.iﬁdpald before they will go. Pay them,
and let them .‘go."

_ " Bilence, Wingate! Are vou ventur-
ing to dictate to your headmaster ™
snarled Hacker.

“{h, don't talk rot'¥ snapped Win-
Eato.

“ What—what "

"There's been enough of this 1™ ex-
claimed the Greyiriavs captain. * You've
got to put a stop to iti Haven't you
any sensce T

Mr. Hacker glared ot him from the
window.

* Another word, Wingate, and you are
cxpelled 1" he hooted.

“0h, don’t be a fool ' snapped Win-
gate—which was quite new langunge
from a Sixth Form man o a member
of the staff,

Wingate the end of his
pationce.

“¥ou are expelled 1™ shricked Mr.
Hacker.

was &b

“ Rubbish 1

Yoy — you—-=~ stuttored Mr.
Iacker.

Crash |

Tha lack went, amd the door few

open.  Albert Juggins & Co. swarmed
into the study,

The recciver dropped from Horace
Hacker's hand, and hung at the end of
Lt_a cord as his “ormy " evarmed roumnd

im.

“Btand back ¥ gasped Mr. Hacker.
“"You— If you dare—— Ohi Ah!
Qoooh—"

Hands grasped him on all sides,
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Fred.

* Gotcher 1 hissed Albert.

“Berag 'im 1 yelled lke.

“Bung ’im in the heyel” bawlal
Jimmy the Pincher.

“Ch, my hat}” gasped Wingate,
staring in at the window. .

A  crowd gathered behind Thim,

then—" roared Fighting

staring.

“Oht Qwl Oooghl Helpl” splut-
tercd Mr. Hacker. " Goodness gracious|
Hands oft! Yoooooghl  Wretches!
Rascals | Ruffians

“You Eaimg hup 1" roared Fred.

" Knock his "ead orf I

“Jump on 'hn 7

“ Bung 'im on the beezer |”

llacker, struggling wildly in the grasp
of his own army, hardly knew whether
he was on his head or his heels,

His collar and tie came off ; his coat
was split up the back; a red trickle ran
from his nose. He gpasped and panted
and spluttered frantically.

“You paying hup?” bawled Fighting
Fred again.

And he drew back a leg-of-mutton
fist, to crazh on Hacker’s nose 1f the
answer was in the negative.

“Oh! Ahl Yes! Certainly ! gasped
Mr. Hacker. Even the obstinate
Hacker was at ihe end of his tether
now. "“I—J—— Wes! Oh, ecrtainly!

Coogh 1"

“Pay up and look pleasant, old
covey 1V rinhed Albert  Juggins.
“Ain’t we been 'ere for days, scrapping
with them young blokea? And ain't we
earntid tho moneyi You ole welsher,
you

"Release me™ gasped Mr. Hacker,
M I=I=—1 will—will certainly pay you, if
—if wyou will leave these premises
immediately 1

*And it outl” growled Fighting
Fred. *“Jest 'and it out, and not so
much of your jorsl”

“Bhell out, you ole sketeh!™ zaid
Ginger.

Mr. Hacker was released. He cast
a glance at the door, and another at
the window. But there was no escape
for Hacker. Juggins & Co. surronnded
him, and Fighting Fred made a signifi-
cant gesture with lus brawny  hst.
There was no help for it, and Mr.
Hacker produced o notecase, and
counted out pound notes,

“MNow—now go!” he gasped.

Hacker did not like giving in, and
he did not like parting with money;
lbut &ll hizs desires now were concen-
trated on seeing the last of his army.

“We're going!” growled Fighting
Fred., " And thank vour blinking stars
that T don't knock your teeth tﬁmngl‘:
the back of your *ead bofore T ge I

“Gol” gasped Hacker. “(gu at
once 1"

Alhert Jugging & Co. crowded out of
the study.

Mr. Hacker leaned on the table and
pumped in breath.

He looked a dishevellod and dilapi-
datedl object. The fellows looking in
from the quad chuckled.

*Looks like o headmaster, don’t he ¥
grinned Coker of the Filth.

*More like one of his own tramps I
chuckled Lhilton.

tlacker, gaspin[iz, turned ta  the
window. He could not deal with the
tramps, amd he eould not deal with the
HRemwove: but he could deal with ihe
ifth-—at least, he fancied he eould,

“Coker ™  he gazped. “ilton |
Take a thousand lines 1™
~ “'Fhanks ! said Hilton, with o coel,
impertinent drawl,

" Rats 1" said Cokler.

“ Dhigd—did—did you say rats, Coker1”
sinttered Hocker.

17
"Yes, 1 jolly well did}” retorted
Coker. “FEll.jolly well say it again,
too! Rats!”

“Come to my study st once, Coker!
I shall cane you I

“Rot | sawd Coker.

“Carne1” Hacker spotted his pet
prefget in the crowd outside his' study

window. “Carnel Bring tlgker to mo
ot once "

Carne of the Sixth looked very
doubit ful. -

Coker. gave him a. belligerent glare:
. "Go it!” he jeered. “You H&:a.mn
in to Hacker, if you can!"

"Wingate, give Carno vour nassist-
anco I hooted Mr. Hackor.

Lhe Greyfriars captain looked at him.

“I shall do nothing of tho kind 1* he
answered distinetly,
hieel gnd

And he turned oo his
walked away.

" Walker! Loder! Qwgnne!”

The three prefects named walked off
after Wingate,

Hacker, torn and dusty and dis-
hevelled, ‘glaring from the broken
window, did not look much like & head-
master, and even the Sixth Form pre-
feets had ceased to treat him as one.
They walked away, unheeding.

“Carne 1" roared Mr. 1lacker.

Arthur Carne stepped wp to Coker of
the Fifth.

The next moment he wished that he
hadn’t. Coker’s hefty fist lashed out,
and Carne went headleng, sprawling on
his back in the guad.

In normal circumstences, even the
reckless Coker would have thought
twice, if not tlhirce or four times, before
knocking down a Bixth Form prefect.
But authority was going to the winds
now at Greyfriars Schoul, Coker
?unehed Carne of the Sixth as cheer-
ully as he would have punched & Fifth
Form man.

“Now get up end lbave anetherl®
roored Coker.

Carne of the Sixth got up, but he did
not stop for another, Flo tottered away,
with his hand to & streaming nose.

From the House doorway came Albert
Jugging & Co.,, departing., Fhoy
slouched away down (o the gates, u
crowd watching them as they went.
From the distant school shop ecame n
roar from the schoolboy strikers,

* Good-bye, Juggins I"*

“1la, ha, ha!”

“Call again when you want some
more, Juggina ¥

Ila, ha, ha!®

Albert :imnk o knuckly fist at ihe
school shop and slouched on ufter his
friends.

Gosling made haste to shat the gate
after them when they were ountside.
Everybody st Greyfriers was glad to
see  themn go, and gladdest of all
perhaps, was DMr. Ilecker, who La
called them in.

Mr. Hacker, for the next hour or so,
was busy repairing damages. Mean-
while, the school was in an uproar.

Coker of the Fifth was hooked for
a caning, and he !nu&!i' announced his
intention of knocking Hoacker down of
Hacker attompted to administer tlio
same. Wingate of the Bixth was
“apcked "—if Haocker wos still to be
regarded as one having euthority.
Prout was dismizsed—if Hacker's word
was worth anything.

Prout, in Conunon-room,
other beaks that he had wnot the
slightest intention of taking any notice
of what heo described ns Hacker's im-
pudence., ‘The other beaks gave him
unaniimous support.

Wingate told the other prefects, in
the prefeects’ room, that Heacker's gos
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was not worth bothering about, and the
other prefacts agreed that it wasn't.
Coker seemed rather keen for Hacker
to get on with that naninig! being mora
than ready to carry out his announced
iut-:&x_lé-::n of krocking Hacker down if
1w did.

With the Remove in rebellion, and the
rest of the school on the verge of 1t
the new headmaster had enough trouble
on hand. And even upon Hacker's
obstinate mind it dawned that he had,
porhaps, asked for rather more than he
tould handle,

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Coker Keeps His Word !

¥ E. PROUT "
M “Mr. Hacker
“What are you doing
here, sir?"
“] am taking my Form, sir, &s

usual I boomed Prout.

It was morning and the Groyfriars
fgllows had gono into the Form-rooms.
Overnight there had been a great <deal
of excitement and speculation as to
what Hacker was going to do next.
Hacker had, so far, done nothing next!

Ho had said no word to Wingatoe of
the Bixth, who was still at Greyiriars,
hardly Iumwiltg whether he was sncked
er not. Ile had not sent for Coler, who
Ihad had no opportunity of showing all
whom 1t might concern that he really
meant to knock down HMHacker if he
started in with the cane. Ho had not
asked Hilton of the Yifth for his lines;
which he certainly would not havo
roceived  had he asked for  them.
Meither had he spoken a word to Mr.
I'roat.

Hacker, perhaps, had been a little dis-
mayced and uncertpin, afler the disturb-
ing, oxlraordinary, and uproariouns
happenings of the provious day. Now,
howaever, ha waa his old self onee more—
cool, calm, acid, bitter. And he was
Leginning on Proot.

Leaving his own Form, Mr. Hacker
walked along to the Fifth Form Room,
where the Fifth wero at their desks—
and I'rout, gﬁtting into his stride,
regardless of the fact that the tomporary
headmaster of Greyfriars had dismissed
him [ram his post.

The Fifth Form sat up and took
nolice, a3 it were, when Hacker walked
in, and the backehat began.

“ Asking for it 1" Coker murmured to
Poticr and Greene, and they grinned
anid nodded.

“Hacker wants more remarked
Blundel], the captain of the Fifth, * Ho
hasn't enough on hand with the Remove
—he wants the Fifith to kick, too! By
gum, if it wasn't bencath tho dignity of
a senior Form, we'd kicl fast cnough !

“Might, anyhow, 1f he gota checky
uere 1 sald Fitzgerald.

“ Listen to tho old ass 1" said Coker,
~ Mr. Hacker and Mr. I'rout were fac.
mﬂE ono another in the middlns of the
Fifth Form Room, the Fifth mitting and
watching, Really, it was rather hike a
stago  performance hetwoen two
comnedians, wilh iho Fifth ¥orm as tho
audience. The Fifth were prepared to
eujoy the ghow.  Thoe most stodious
fellow in the Form agreed that this was
better than Latin.

Heedless of the grinning faces and
vurmuring voices in the Fifih, Hacker
fixed the portly Prout with Lis cold,
avid eye.

“Y¥ou have not a8 good memory, I
think, Mr, Prout!” said Hacker, with
tho cold sarcasm that made the Shell
fellows loathe him in his own Form.
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“My memory, sir, scrves mo quite
well 1 yapped Prout,

“Apparently not,” said Mr. Hacker,
“for you appear to have forgotten that
you are dismissed from your post here,
and no longer entitled to enter this
Form-room. [ must remind you of it,
Mr. Prout.”

Prout's plump face reddened.

He had told all the other beaks, in
Cominon-room, that he was poing to
treat that dismissal with the contempt it
deserved. He was going to pass Hacker
by, like the idle wind which }!1-: regarded
not.

It waz rather a delicate matlter, for
there was no doubt that Iacker repre-
sentod constituted guthority, acting in
the plaoce of the absent Head. But
Frout had made up his portly mind,
atl he could be obstinate, as well as
Hacker.

He waved o portly hand at Hacker,
as if waving him out of the Form-roon,
like o troublesome bluchottle,

“Fou neod remind me of nothing,
Me, Hacker !™ boomed Proul.  * As you
choose to discuss this matter, with your
usial want of taet, in the presence of
the bovs, T will tell you plainly that I
regard your disoussal of me, sir, with
seorn ! With contempt, sir!" added
Prout. “'I'o make it gquite clonr—with
utter contemipt and scorn.”

“I szt remind you that I am head-

master Lere now, Mr. Prout!” saul
Hacker, in his coldest and bilterest
touc.

" A jark-an-ollice, siv '™ boomed Prout.
“Mr. Vernon-Swith, the father of one
of the Remove boys whom you have
driven inlo resistance, applied that
epithet {o you, sir, when ho was here a
few dayvs amo—and I repeat it, air!
Jack-in-oflice I boomed rout,  “Do
you hear me, sir?  Jack-in-office 1

Y Hear, hear I murnmred Coker,

Hacker comnpressed his thin lips in a
tight Line.

“Do vou dispute the anthority of the
governing board 7 lie snapped.

“Nopwin” eaid Prout; Y hut before I
accept dizmissal from a post I have
long hoeld at this aneient foundation, I
shall place the matter before my chief-—

Dr. Locke, sir, when he returps, From
you, e, I will hear nothing !”
“I shall insist, Mr. Prout! I have

dizmizsed youw, and you will not be
permiticd to remain hdre, whero you
are an intruder

“MNonsense Y reared Prout. “Leave
this Form-room, Mr. Hacker! You are
interrupting class with this idle talk v

“Are you leaving, or not, Mer.
'ront?"”

Mol '™ hooted Prout. " Not, sir, at
thie orders of a dozen such puppies as
yourself, Mre. Hacker !

“You will be removed from this build-
ing in thiat ease ! said Mr. IHacker.
shall not  hesitate 1o coxercise  my
authority, and probably you will prefor
not to leave with a polico-coustable’s
hanul on voor shoalder.™

Prout almost gurgled.

ITe gazed sprechlessly at the new
headmaster of Greyfriars, The INiiLh
Farmers exehanged glances.

“We shall have Proot pulling up a
stav-in steike, like the Rewove 1™ mur-
rouredd  Cedrie Ilten,  “Wlet  a
gatne

“1la. ha, ha velled the scuiors,
quiie tnken by storn at the idea of the
porily amd pompous Proet following the
cxample of the Lower Fourth.

Mr. Prout stared round.

“Silence ' Lo rapped. “Silengo in
the Form! DMr, Hacker, I refuse Lo
answer you, or to take any notice of

1!]‘

=

your ridiculous threat! Leave this
Form-room |*

Coker jumped up.

#Shall we chuc
asked cagerly,

* What—what? Do not make such
Ebsurd sugpgestions, Coker! My
Hacker, will you have the kindnoss to
return {o your own Form-room?
repeat that yvow are interrupting class”

“You will uot be permitted to carcy
on here, Mr. Prout. 1 shall send a
prefect to take chargo of this Form
untii I can make other arrangeinents,™
said Mr. Hacker. * 1 order you, sir, io

n!?l’

“And I refuse!™ boomed Irout.
“ Perhaps, sir, vou would like to call in
a mob of trawaps from the roads and
hedges, to deal with me?”

Tﬁo seniors  chortled.  Whatever
Iacker did, he was not Likely to call in
Juggins & Co. again.  Ile had had more
than encugh of that kind of assistance.

“I shall exll in an officer of the law,
and order him to remove you, if you
are not gone by thiz evening [ said Me.
Hacker. Wl the meantime, I shall
make arrangemcnts (o ¢oIry oOn your
work here, Coker !™

o stepped to Irout’s desk, and
picked up a cane,

That cane, in the IFilth Form Room,
was merely a symbol of avthority. It
was never used. Fifth Form men were
not caned,

But it looked as if ITacker was bent
on making history in that Form-room.
He turned towards the staring Forn,
swishing the cano.

“Hallo 1" said Coker carelessly. Ile
did not feel any rezpeet for Hacker, and
was not going to pretend that he did.

Prouwt gazed on, spellbound, e was
resodviedl  fo  disregard Hacker's tems
porary antherity: but he could not pre-
vint Macker from carrying on in his
IForm-roon, without actually grabbing
him, and pitching Lhim out on his neck.
That was a drastic measure for which
Prout was hardly prepared.

“Btand out, Coker I said Hacker,

“2tand out i repoated Coker.

“Yeos, and at once 1

111 stand out if my Form-master
ardera e to do so!™ answered Colier,
disdainfully. * Not otherwise I

“L ovder you, Coker, as your head-
masier 1™

“ Bosh " snid Coker.
a chuckle in tho Filth.

YFifth Yorm men at Grexfriars seldom
saw oyo io oye with the preat Coker.
But they were quite at one with him
now., Evoery man in tho Filth was ready
to testifvy unto Hacker that he couldn't
turow his weight about in that Form-
TOON. )

“Mr. Hacker !" gasped Prout, finding
his volee,

“Ie silent, please'” said Mr, Jackor
coldly, “I reguire nwe remark: from s
master whom I have dismissed.™

“{He, chuck it 1" saul Coker.

AN ven stand out belore the Form
at onoe. Coker®”

“No! saikl Coker. #1 jolly well
won't ! Not Gl Me. Prout tells mo ta!
Am I lo stamd out, sir ! he addod,
atlaressing Pront.

“No! boomed Proul. "Cerfpinly
ok, Unler! T forbid you, or any boy
Lere, to obey a single order from Mr.
Hacker ™

“ihat doos 1t said Coker. ¥ You'd
better pel out, IHacker?  You're not
wanted lwre! Do you fancy you can
rag senior men, as you do the kids in
the ShellY Go to bed and dream
againl™

“Fa, ha, ha ™

Coker, evidently, was not going Lo

him out, siv?*” he

And there was
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Before Hacker™s cane could descend a second time, Horace Coker reached across his desk and hit ont. A punch that was

rather like the kick of 4 mule landed on Harker®s chest,
“* Want some more ? ** bawled Coker,

step out for & whopping! DBut if the
mountain would not come to Mahomet,
Mahomet could go to the mountain.

Mr. Hacker, gripping the cane, strode
at Coker,

That hefty yonth glared defiancs at
him. The Filth Formera gazed on
breathlossly, Coker had szid, not onee,
but many times, that he would knock
Hacker down if he started in with the
cane, The hour was at hand |

“Bend over ithat desk!”
Hacler.

“Shan't1” retorted Coker.

Swish! Whop! ]

Up went the cane, and down it came
on Coker’s broad shoulders. It was a
terrific whop, and it rang like a rifle
shot. Iollowing it came a terrific roar
from Coker. Coker was nurt

o Yﬂn-rhm”p " roared Coker.

" Now~—" gaicd 3Ir. Hacker.

He pot no further.

Coker was a man of his word! What
he had gaid, he had zaid] And what he
had said, he now did}

Reaching across the desk at Hacker,
Ceker hit out! A punch that was rather
like the kick of a mume landed on
Hacker's chest,

He went over backwards.

Bump!

He sat down.

“Oh1” gasped Mr. Hacker.,

“Alan down!” roared Tilzgerald
“Good old Coker I”

“Ha, ha, ha!l"

Coker pranced out from hia desk. Ha
pranced round Macker as he sat and
spluttered, and almost gibbered.

“Is that enough for you?? bawled

rapped

Coker. “\Want some more? More on
tap if you want it! By gum, for two
pins I'd take that cane away from you,

and lay it round your coat-tails [¥
“Ha, ha, ha " roared the Fifth.
“Dless my soull” gas Prout.

*Coker, go back io your place! DBoys,

be silent, please he silent | Mr. Hacker,
you had better go 1"

Horace HHacker staggered to his feet.
His cold eyes glinted at Coker. But he
did not raise the cane again. Ong punch
with Coker’'s weight behind it was
en-:-ug;h for Hacker.

*Coker!™ he gasped. “You are ex-
pelled IV

“Ratz1” retorted Coker.

“You will leave Greyfriars to-
day——"

“Pack it up I said Coker.

“You will do nothing of the Lind,

Coker ! said Mr Prout. “ Mr. Hacker,
I insist upon your leaving this Form-
room. I disdain, eir, to enter into a
seuffle with you, but I cannot and will
not permit you to continue this—this
disturbance. If you do not immediately
take I;_f:-:hur departure, sir, I shall request
my boys to—to assist you from the
room. "

“We're ready, sir |” exclaimed Blun-
dell, jumping up.

"Weu, rather ! grinned Potter.
“Go it " yelled Greene,

A dozen hefty seniors crowded out of
their fﬂuoqs\. without waiting for Prout
to make his request. A hint was enough
for themn.

Hacker, surrounded by grinning Fifth
Formers, was hustled to the door, and
hustled out. A bump was heard in the

assaga. Then the door slammed on

EM.

Mr. Prout, with a heightened eolour,
proceeded to carry on in the Fifth Form
Room. The Fifth gave him their most
particular attemtion, with the greatest
respect.  Being Fifth Formers and
seniors, and great men generally, they
wanted to maﬁre it quite clear that they
weren't an unruly mob of fags like the
Remove, absolutely nothing of the sort,
They were ready, however, to act just
like Removites if Hacker came back
again. Luckily, Hacker dido’t.

Bit I '“0Oh !’ gasped the temporary headmaster, toite
* There's plenty more on tap, if you want it I e

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER,
Bunter Buits |

56 E ‘-.'-’i'i&’ I-E?uu‘ FLI?E%F that ald *Fnat,

acker 15 kicking- up a shind

in the Fiftat = © g

, Billy Bunter made that remark
in the Shell Form Bodm.

3 He made it as Mr. Hacker opencd the

oor.

Which was just like Bunter!

The BShell were all in their places,
listening. They had heard a I'G‘F'i? from
the direction of the Fifth Form Room,
and hoped te hear some more, DBut
they did not leave their places. Hacker
had a soft and stealthy step, &nd if he
came back and found a fellow out of
kis place, he was only too likely to make
that fellow pay scot and lot for all the
offences given by all the offenders in
the school.

Bunter wes with the Shell. The flesh.
pots of Egypt still held the fat Owl of
the Remove back frém rejoining the
rebels. In every class with Mr. Hacker,
Bunter made up his fat mind to escaps
at the frst opportunity and rejoin the
strikers, but with ovory mealtime, he
unmade it again. So Billy Bunter was
still thera.

Hacker being busy in the Tifth,
wag late for his own Form that morn-
ing, which was a relief to every fellow

there, especially Bunter. Bunter hoped
that he would remain busy in the Fitth,

Alas for Bunter! Mr Hacker's
activities in Prout's Form-room had
heen cut suddenly short, and he had re-
turned—at an unlucky moment [or the
fot Owl—in the worst temper aver.

Bunter’s remark greeted hizs ears asx
he opened the door and stepped in.
Everyhody saw him but Bunter!

“1 say, I hope they're jolly well mob.
bing him I" went on Bunter. “1 wonder
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il Coker's knocked lum down as he said
he would U EHe, be, he!™

“Shut up, yeu fat ass!” Lreathed
Habsoun. _

“Quict, fathead!™ hissed Stewart.

“1 say, 3;1';1! fellows=——"

LES it r [T]

"{%hnzi‘iltﬂy!” Billy Bunter blinked
round, his horrified eyes almost popping
through his spectacles at Mr. Hacker.

“0h lo' 1™ ;
“Qand  out before the IForm,
Bunter,™
“0Oh ecrumbs ™
Bunter was ng Coker. He rolled oub

at Mr. Hacker's order. Hacker picked
up & cane from the desk, a cane which,
unlike that in the Fifth Forin Room,
had & lot of ecxercise! The fat Owl
eyed him  rather like a fat rabbit
fuscinated by s serpent.

“]—J—1 eay, sir,” gasped Bunter,
“J—1 wasn't calling you s—a--a goat,
sir] I—I was speaking of another old
goat, sir——" ,
“Pend over that desk. Dunter!
“Oh scissors !

A fat figure bent over the ilesk.
Tlacker's eyes glinted, they ahoost
rloated,

Bitter tempercd as ho  was,  Mr
Hacker would not have punished any
follow without what seemed to him, at

fcast, just cause. But the fat Owl had
cortainly given him cause ! Even a good-

tempered master might have been
ulmf:r};ed by hearing himself deseribed
as an old goat! Hacker did not realise
that he was glad to take it outl of a
metnber of that unruly Form, the
Remove; though that was, as a matler
of fact, the case. DBunter was goin
to geb what hie would have liked to han
out to all the strikers.

Whack !

“Phew 1" murmured Hobson, as the
cane came down on Bunter's tight
trousers.

Tt was a fearful whop!

‘I'hic yell that came from Bupter would
have done credib to & Red Indian on
the warpath, It rang and cohoed far
and wide. Ilacker, perhaps unconsci
pusly, was puthing uncommao:n beef into
it

Bunter hed been whopped before,
often; though ndt as often as he had
deserved. !'gh Quelch had no light hand
with & cane. Bub the Remove master, in
Lis sternest mood, had never inflicted
such & whop as that. And there were
mare to gome. .

Up went the oane again.

Bunter bounded, _

Flesh and blood could not stand it!
Oue whop like that was mere than
enough for Bunter! Without even stop-
ping to think, he leaped!

The cance swept down.

It missed Bunter by a foot as
he bounded clear, passed on its way, and
landed on Hacker's own cali!

Then it was Mr. Hacker's turn to yell
and botind. _

No doubt, at that moment, he wished
that he had not put quite so much force
into the swipe. The cane fairly erashed
on his leg, and he gave a yvell of {ltiFu:lsh.

“h I"'I_I r-;uarm:l r. Hacker. "Ow!
Qooocogh

“ Oh Ei::::i!mg,rl" gasped Hobson.

The Shell fellows dared not laugh.
But it was hard to resist. Hacker, hop-
ping wildly on one leg. clasped the other
with both hands, and bellowed.

Bunter dodged round the master’s

dosk.

He blinked back at Mr. Hacker in
horror. What was going to happen to
hirn after that did not bear thinking of.
Girub or ne grub, rations or no rations,
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Billsy Bunfer would have given all the
postul orders he had ever expeeted to
have been safe boack in the strikers
stronghold at that awiul moment!

“Ow !, Oh! Qoogh!” spluttered Mr.
Hacker. “0h!  ALh! Ow!l  ‘Wouo-
hooooop 1™ _

The Shell fellows suppressed their
meorriment with great difficulty, Mr.
Hacker ceased to do his song and dance,
and st his damaged leg down, He
winced with pain as he did so. Ils
limped ns he started after Bunter.

“%—I say, sir=——"" gazped Bunler.

“Come here " hissed Mr. Hacker.

“I—I say—— Ch erikey " Dunter
dodged round the master’s desk, with
Huacker after him.

He cut across the Form-room. .

“Stop !"" roarcd Mr. Hacker, charging
in pursuit with brandished cane,

Bunter was not likely to stop. ]

He tore on round the desks. A lick
fromi the eane, that just reached him,
spuvred lhim on.

Right round the desks they went, and
then round the master's desk again, as
if playing the game of the mulberry-
bush !~ Then the hapless Owl was
corncred, in a4 corner of the Form-
room, and Hacker closed in on him.

Buntcr backed into the corner, like a
frightened rabbit, eyeing 1ho master of
the Shell in terrer. AMe. Hacker
strebebied out his hand to grasp a fat
shoulder and hock Bunter out. .

Hardly knowing what he did in his
terror, the fat Owl lowered hus fat head
and butted. .

Right ou Mr. Hacker’s waistcoat
came the bullet head of the fat jumor.
It smote like a battering-ram.

Mr. Hacker gave one hideous gurgle
and folded up like o pocket-knife.
Tvery ounco of wind was driven out of
him.” The long. thin figure collapsed,
doubled up—and Hacker sat down on
the feor of his own Formn-room, with a
butnp, pressing both hands to the spot
where he had lately packed his break:

fast, and groaning and gurgling
horrildy.

“§a, ha, ha!” came a howl from the
Shell.

They could not help it

“Urrrrrggh !’ came
Hacker

Billy Bunter reeled from the shock.
He gave the winded, gurgling Form-
master one terrified blink and bounded
for the door. The Form-room door
opened and closed again with a slam
—aticd long before BMr  Hacker re.
covered hiz wind and toftered to his
feet, William George Bunter had
vanished into space.

from  Mr.

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
Putting Pald to Popper !

UZLZELE !
B “{h ! gasped Billy Bunter.
He shook a fat fist at the

headmaster's telephonse.

It was just Bunter's luck!

Bunter was in the Head's study.
While Dr. Locke was away from the
selwool, that study was unoccupied, Mr.
Hacker still occupying his old quarters
while he carried on as headmaster. 8o
the fat Owl of the Remove, hunting for
a hiding-place, dodged into that empty
study, shut the door, and locked it.

He hoped that he was safo there. IF
that beast Hacker set the prefects look-
ing for him, and they came in that
direction, they would find the door
locked, and—Bunter hoped—pass on.
It was a respite, at least.

Bunter wanted time to think. The
strikers’ stronghold was his only refuge

from Hacker. But thers was a shortage

of pgrub there. So  the siluation
bristled with difficulties.

What he was going o do, thoe {fat
Owl did net konow yet. The mest press
g matler was to keep out of Hacker's
clutehes, at the moment. And he had
hardly lockod the study door when the
telephene-ball rang.

Some silly ass who did not kiow that
the Head was nway, woes ringing him
up, Dunter supposcd Ho rushed
across to the phone.

He clutched off the receiver in timea
io stop, s sccond raucous buze. If that
buzz drew attontion to the llead’s
study, Bunter's number was up.

A deep, barking voice came through :

“NMr Hackerl Is ithat Mr Hocker?

The silly ass, apparently, was ringing
up Hacker. IIELC}:ET had a phonoe in his
own studv. This ass had got the wrong
nuwmber, Bunter concluded,

“LBh? Are you there®” camo the
bark.
“Wrong number!” gasped Buonler,

“Eh, what? Isn't that Greyiriars
School I

“Oh., no! This—this is Chunkley's
Stores !” gasped Bunter—and he shut

off, hoping that the man oun the wire

wiold satisfied with that
Bunter had recognised  (hat  deep
bark. It wasz the voice of Sir Iilton

Popper, of Yepper Court. It was a
governor of the school who had rung
up. ]
It dawned on Bunter now why Sir
Hilton Popper had rung up on the
Head's phone. As a governor of Grey-
friurs, he knew that Hacker was tempo-
rary headmaster, and perhaps took it

for granted that he was using the
Head's study. Anyhow, he kuew the
Head's number, snd did not know
Hacker's.

Buzzzz 1

Bunter's relief lasted a minute. Then

the bell rang again. He grabbed the
receiver at the first hoot.

“Hallo, I he gasped.
"Iz that Greviriars School?” came
the bark of Sir Hilton Popper.

“0Oh, nol Thia iz—iz Courtfield
Picture Palace.”
“Cood gad!l Am I never to get the

right number?” growled Sir Hilton, at
the other end. “"Good gad! will
write to the Postmaszter-General—1 will
not tolerate this carclessness—this in-
cfficiency | Do we pay taxecs to have
the Public Services run in this dis-
graceful manuer? Ring off, pleasa!”

Bunter grinned a breathless grin and
replaced ﬁm receiver. He hoped that
the lord of Popper Court was
this time!

There was noe sound in the corridor
without. If he was being scarched for,
the searchors were rot coming that way.
But he had to keep that toelephone-ball
quict. If it went on, somebody would
hear it and arrive.

Buzzzzzs !

“Beast 1 hiszed Bunier.

He grabbed the receiver again.

ne with

“Is that Greyfriars School” It was
Sir Hilton opper  BEAaln. o Mz
Hacker—is that Mr. Hackey®”

*No!” yelled Dunter. *Wrong

number 1" . .
* What—what? Who i3 speaking
“ Inspector Grimes !’ gasped Bunter.

“They ve put you on to the police
station.”

“Good gad! This incfliciensy—this
blundering—thia gross carelessness—

Good gad, I have never heard of such
a thing, even on a telephone exchange,
beforel  Gross carelessness—lazincss—
inefliciency—burrreh
Bunter jammed down the recciver.
Sir Hilton 'opper. in the library ot



Popper Court, was sunorting with rage.
Threo times ho had—as he supposed—
been given the wrone number | It was
rathor a record, even for a Telephone
Department rur by a Coveroment |

“ Beast I” murmured DBuuter.

Three times he had barred-off Sir
Hilton. It might really hoave occurred
to Billy Bunter's fat brain that Sir
Hilton, supposing that he had got
wrong numbers, would keep on till he
got the rvight one. But Ei?l}- Bunier's
podgy intellect moved in its own
mystevipys way, s wonders to per
form. e hoped that he was done with
old Popper now,

Buesz |

“Oh, you heast ! hissed Bunier, as
he miade another grab at the telephone.

“1lalla! Are you there?™ comes Sir
Hiltoi: Popper's bark. “Is that Urey-
friars Bechogl? What 17

Billy Bunter was about to coply that
it was {ho railway station, when he
paused.  ltven Bunler realized, by thas
tipe, thiat the old baronet was not io

e got rid of permancutly in that
UIANLUCT.

Ho decided 1e take the call and
“etull ¥ Hir IHilion somehow. That
ought to put paid to him.

“0h, vea!” ho snorted.

“[]re:,'friars Schoal? Good! I have

been given thres wrong numbers in
succession ! snorted Sic Hilton, at the

other emd.  “ls that Mr. Hacker
speaking "

“0Oh, yes!”

Having decided io take the eall,

Bunter had {o go the whole hog, as it
word. :

“ Ok, fc-nd-marmn . Mr. Hacker!
You would hardly believe that I have
been on this folephone & quarter of an
hour, getting through to a place & few
wiles awa Wrong number after
wrong number, by gadl They take a
quarler of our itcome in taxes, and this

13 what (hey give us for it, by gad!
fub 1* ?
Bunter grinned.

“Wall, thank goodness, I am through
at last | grunted Bir 1llilton Popper.
“1 believa I bave met you, Mr. Hacker
—soing lime ago, what, what i

Evidently Si¢ Hilton was not well
acguainted  with  the master of the
Shell.

“h, rol?

“What 1"

R B |
Bunter

Dunier did not miingd what he said, so
long as he Lept ihe lord of Popper
Caurt guiet,

“1 think so0!” snipped Bir Iilton.
“ Aunyhow, [ shall meet you to-day, Mr.
Iacker. It i3 & dashed hove, as [ am
a busy man, bub T sball have to find
time io come acrots. What is all this
trouble at the schocly™

“Oh!" breathed Bunter.

Sir Llilton, it =zectncd, had learned
that thero was {rouble going on at
Greylriars.

He was tha only governor of the
school whe resided anywhers near the
spot, Popper Cowt beinz only a few
miles away: ond Mre Hocker had, ns
a matter of [avt, Leon extremely un
ensy lost some rumour might reach his
cara aml bLring him olong to the
achionl

“What--wlal ™ went on Bir Hilton,
*1 bhava had a lelter [romm the chair
mar «f lhr governing bLoard, Mr
[lacker. Ile fclls ne that Blr. Vernon:

mean, yes!”  stammered

Bueith, the [ailw: of somme boy in a
junior Formi—ha: culled on  him—
Aro you thero:”

“Oh, yes!”

“This man Smith=I mean, Vernon-

Smilh—sgomo Cuy man, I faney—"

EVERY SATURDAY

Sir Hilton gave a grunt as he said
that. City men were miles, if not
leagues, beneath the notica of the lord
of & thousand mortgaged scres. " Some
—some stockbroker, or—or shopkeeper,
or somethin’. 1?13111 this man Smith—
that iz, Varnon-Smith—has made some
extraordinary statement about some
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sort of riot gning on in the school, and
asked—indeed, gather that he hes
demanded—that the governors take it
up. Do you hesr mei”

1] Gh Fﬂﬁ Ild

“1 have bae asked, ns 1 rezide in
ithe neighbourhood, to pay a wvisit to

(Continued nn nezl page.)
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A right proper Yorkshlreman, loo :

Hlssen, he [z sturdy and frue [
A hard-bitten lad of West Riding,
Where Bull & Co.'s lactorles stand,
He'll give any raseal & hiding,
And glve any comrade 3 band |

{2}
His father, to business devoled,

name,

Thelr mlills are all busy preparing
The cloth-lengths of fine-staple woal,
Why, even the sult yon are wearlng
May possibly eome Irom Joho Bull 1

(4

The moment he enters ils doors !
He whistles in light-hearted fashiom,

While great winds are raging outside
And tearing the house In a passion

To ses their keen fury deflled,

{8)
He lod ma down frightful ahysces
On purposs io put me to death,
And wriggled on sheer proecipices
Without ever stopping for breath
The fast one we iriad was appalling,
I think If was Mounl Everest,
| shut tmy oyes, felt mysell falling,
And shouted: ' No
request [ *

Ee, lad, be's Ira Yorkshire, ahr Johiny [

Says nowi, bui {ak's care o' hls monny,

Has made the firm’s much-honoured

For woollens and worsteds 1they’re noted,
Thelr goods have won very great fame ;

A grim-looking house, dark and fearful,
It matches the mountains and moors.
But Johnny soon makes the place cheerful

flowors by

% S1amyHomes s Grovrmiaps

MOOR FELL

By
The Creyfriars Rhymester

Johnny Bull comes fra York-

shire, and he's proud of it, too.

Read what our clever Grey-

friars Rhymester has to say

about his home where the

great West Riding factories
flourish.

(3
Away on {he edge of the cliy,
There lie the great moors, bleak and
bare ;

Above the smoke choking and gril
They lie In the cold mﬁnmnﬂ?’
And there with the larks and the curlews,

With bogs and black rocks all around,
Alona in these solilary purliens,

Moor Fell, Jobony's home, may be
found,

({b)
! once stayed with Johnoy 1 Oh, lavvus !
I don’t think I'l try It again [
With peaks looming darkiy above uos,
And gales howling, sprinkled with rain,
He made me set out on & journey
To climb ap a rock like a wall |
And when 1 desired fo return, he

Just answered : “*Rats | Mind you
dop't fall 1"

{7

0! course, Johnny loves mountalneering,
He's {ried it full many a {ime,

It thrilis him 1o know he is nearing
The end of a dangerous olimb.

Up high Pannine peaks he has secramblad,
He takes a good climb as a gllt.

But I've had enough when 1've ambled
Upstairs without ustng tha 10 |

NEXT WEEK: THE PALACE - OF BHANIPUR Hurree Singh’s home

in India
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ihe school, and look into the matter,
Mz, Hacker. Kindly tell me what it
all means. Wha' i3 the trouble? The
governors selecto * you, sir, to carry on,
in Dr. Locke's place. A simple metter,
I should have supposcd. Wi’mt?"

“Oh! Yes!”

“Well, what is going en?" rapped Sir
Hilton. ™ According to this man Smith
—I meen Vernon-Smith-—there is somo
sort of & rebellion, or somethin®, which
Bmith fancies is due to your mismanage.
ment, sir. Can you e_ﬁ'ElnIn itt There
was nothin' of this kind onder Dr.
Locke What dpes. it mican 1"

Sir Hilton paused for a reply.

Bunter paused also. Billy Bunter's
only object was to get Sir Hilton
Popper off the phone. Anvthing else
did not matter. So the only question
was, what could he say that would have
the effect of shutting him off #

“What—what?" The old baronet
was barking sgain. “Are you there?
Do vou heer me, Mr, Hacker? Whatt
Iam waiting, gir| I think I have men-
tioned that L am a busy man! What?”

*“0Oh, shut up 1™ eaid Bunter.

“What *"

“Don't bother!”

“Mr. Hacker{"”

“0ld ass 1" said Bunter.

“Are you mad?’ campo a gasping
voieo from the telephone. “Are you
out of your senses, Mr. Hacker? Are
you aware, sir, that you are speaking
to & governor of tho school! Have
you been drinking, siv %"

f Bhut 1t 1" said BPunter.

L1 Ejrlll

“¥You talk too much.”

“Wha-s-at 1"

“(zabbling old asat”

“Good gad! The man is mad ! Good
gad! Mr, Hacker—Hacker—" gplut-
tered Sir Hilton., * What do you mean ?
What—"

“"Mind yvour own business, you old
fethead ' said Bunter. “Shut upl!
Don't worry! Gabbling old gander!”

There was & sort of choking gurgle
on the wires. &ir Hilten Poppor rang
off. Bunter, with & f[at grin, replaced
the receiver. Ho had pot rid of Sir
Hilton Fopper, &t all cvents.

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.

No Exit !
ISHER T. I'ISIL eved the rather
F fparas  dinner-tabile  with &
jaundiced cve.

Figher T, il was fecling fed
up-metaphorically, of course. inca
the Greyfriars strilkera had g]nm:: ol
rations, nobody was able to feel literally
fed up. There was cnough to go round,
ot short commons.  That was all,  And
Fisher T, I'ish had declared—not once,
but many times—that it got Lis goat.

Skinner and Suoop were thinking of
following Bunter's example, if an oppor-
lunily offered. Fishy was determined
on it. The fact that the strikers could
only hope to pull through by sticking
fogether did not eut much ice with
ishy., 8even membors of the Form
were wider sentence of expulston, and
could only avoid Lhat sad fate by beat-
ing Hacker in this tussle,  DBut Fisher T
ish guessed, reckoned, and calculated,
ilhat he wasn't worrving a8 wholo lot
about lame ducks. The gurvs could take
what was coming to them, Fishy figured,

His bony face grew pgrinnner as o
moderate portion of corned beef was put
on his plate. He mentally compared 1t
with the ample dinner that would be
served in Hall, over the way

Fishy was not ao keen on provender as
Iilly Bunter, but he liked enough. And
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there was anothcr consideration that
appealed to Fishy very strongly.

The food at the school was paid for.
If it was left uneaten it was throwing
away money. Over in Hall, there was
a solid, satisfying meal, for which Mr.
Hirarmn K. Fish had paid, in hiz son's
school fees. It was a loss of actual cash
not to eat it. Any fellow who was 1n-
different to the loss of cosh was, in
Fishy's opinion, 8 prize jay, a pesky
bonehead and a boob from baville.

IFisher T. Fish could have lost his
dearest friond or his nearest relative,
and borne it with fortitude. But losing
moeney was guite another matter. That
was the sort of thing that hit an
American citizen right where he lived!

“1 guess Tve had cnough of this ™
growled Fisher T. Fisl.

Lord Mauleverer glanced at him.

“You've had cnought” he asked.

“Yop,” said Fisher 'I'. Fish emphalic-
ally, " and then some.™

“Right! Take that away, Smithy 1"
said his lordship, pointing, with & fork,
to Fishy's as vyet untouched plate.
*Mustn't waste grub when o man's had
enough 1"

The Bounder, with a grin,
Fishy's portion back to the dish.

Fisher T. Fish eyed that proceeding
in surprise and wrath

“Bay, what's this game® he de-
manded. * You figure that I ain't going
to have any eats?"

“Didn't vou say you'd had enough ™
asked Lord Mauleverer mildly.

“You boneheaded jay, I didn't mean
that 1 didn't want any eats!” howled
Fisher 1. Fish. *1 guess you're wise
to that, vou booh 1

Lord Mauleverer nodded cheerily.

“Yans,” he agreed, “but what you
have said, vou have said, dear man.
You said you'd had enough, and that
goca.”

“Hear, hear '™ chuckled Bob Cherry.

“Tho hear-hearfulness 13 terrihe!™
chortled Hurree Jamset Ham Singh.

lifted

“I guess I'm going to have some
cats ™ shricked Fisher T. Fish.

“Guess  agein!™  prinned Frank
Nugent. “Mauly’s in command here,
Fishy 1"

“Yaas,”  assented  his ]ﬂ-l’dEhiP
placidly. “Take 1t out in grousin’,

Fishy! You said plainly that you'd
had enough—"

“1 didn't mean eals ! volled Fichy.

“ Mever mind what you meant. Shut
up '!”

Fisher T. Fish glared. The strikers
dinner was sparse, but, such as 1t was,
Fishy wanted it. And he waa not going
to have it—as o tip not to grouse. That
was Mauly's idea. Grousing was no uso
te fellows who had to hold out in o
fight to & finish.

“Look yere—

LE ]

voared IFisher T.

IFishs.
" 8hut up, Fishy ¥
Fisher 1" ®ish reached across thoe

table to help himself

Bob Cherry promptly rapped a hony
paw with a knifc-lrandle.

Crack !

“Yurrrgoop ! howled Tishe, Tha
bony paw popped back, and Fisher 1.
Fizh sucked his knuckles and howled.
*Wow I”

“NWollong  for  you, Fishy!”
Harry Wharton, langhing. * You soid
vouw'd had enough of this—"

I I EUQF.-H—”

“Shut up, Fishy !

“I rveckon howled Fisher T.
Iish.

“*Bhy somelling ot Lim, you fellows I
gaid Lord Mauleverer.

Twe or theea fellows obliged.  TFisher
T. Fisli retreated fram the (able, Liko
Bunter before hin, Yisher T, Fish hoad

saigd

been taken at his word, though not in

the way he intended. Lord Mauleverer

Was nffe_wait}pin into a strictk dis-

%!Fli;na.rmm There was no tifin for
ishy.

Fisher T. IFish wandered about like
an unquiet ghost, while the other
fellows were finishing dinmer. If he
had beon doubtful before, his mind war
made up now. He was poing!

He stopped at the little window in
the passage, by which Billy Bunter
had made hiz first attempt to escape.
The bony Fishy was not likely to stick
in transit, as Bunter had done. The
removel of one board would have been
enough.

He glanced round cautiouslv—to &co
the Doundar grinning at bun from the
end of the passage.

Iishy breathed hard and deep. The
Bounder was keeping an eye on hin.
With a casual air he lounged away and
went inte Mrs. Mimble's little back
parlour.

A few minutes later Smithy glanced
in, to behold Fisher . Fish sprawling
in the armchair thero. His bony jaws
were twitching like & rabbit's, which
revesled the fact that he was masticat-

ing  chewing-gum.  The Bounder
grinned, and left him to it.
Fisher T. Fish scowled. DBreaking

8 way through the harricades to escapo
from tho building was impossible, with
wary oves and cars about. Neither was
it likely that Fishy would bo abla to
sneak off at night, s Bunter had done;
the garrison were on the alert for

deserters now. But an  ides was
germinating in Fishv's keen Trans-
atlantic brain. His sharp eyes were
fixed onn the wido, old-fashionad

chimney in that parlour.

That was the way Ike the Weasel had

t in. Where one guy had got in

ishy guessed that another guy could
got out.

It was not o nice way—it was sooty
and disagreeable, Ike had looked far
from pleasant after his troavels down
that chimmey. But it was & case of any
port wn a storm.

Onee on tho roof & guy could clambar
down, or let himself down on a ropo.
Fishy resolved to try it on. He slipped
inta the shop and secured a coil of rope
and stepped softly back inte the
parlour.

He could not close the door te screcn
his movements. The doors had been
taken off their hinges, to be built into
the barricades. DBut there was no cyve
on him at thoe moement.

After a stealthy glance round, Fisher
T. Fish stepped under the wide old
chimney, reached up, and began to
l:“]llh-..

The old climbing-irons wero thero,
but 1t was denzely dark in the interior
aof the chimney, and they had to hbe
proped for.  UGroping for them dis
turbed gquile o lot of ancient sont, which
sottled an Fisher T, Fish and filled his
hair, hia cars, and hia nose, and drifted
inta his mouth when he opened it. Soot
smodhered isher L. Fi.’s-i\ like o gar-
mentl, and dropped down the chimney
round him into the old hearth below,

It was not micel [t was nasty! It
was horrtble! DBut Iisher 7T, Fish was
for it now, and he groped, and guargled,
and gasped, and ¢lambered on

Higher and lugher he went, sontier
and sootier. lo expected to plimpse
the sky at the top of the chimney as ho
clambered higher and logher. But all
waos densely dark.

Fisher T, Fish dizcovered the reason
suddendy, ns his bony head Lwoped on
something wbove hun.

Bumnp |
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“Go !* roared Hacker.
spluttered Sir Hilton Popper.

old baronet and whirled him away fowards his car.

w
Fihy.

Ha lield on to an iron with ane hand
nnd groped over lis head with the
other, His bony lngers passed over
tho rough surfave of a sack. That sack
was  cranined  wilh vavious  things—
lwmps of coal, hali-bricks, odds and
cils of varvious kinds, o distend it 1o
the  fulle=t  oxtent And & had—
cvidently-—-been  cravuned jnto il
chimney from above and ranmed well
clonw .

“Carry me homo to diet”
Fidher T, Fisl

Fizher 'I'. Fish took no interest what-
viier in the defensive measures of tho
garvison, of which ho was an unwilling
meimber,  He rather wizshed now that b
had been o little mere  interssted.
After the exploit of The the Weasel,
ong of the juniors had gone out by the
irapdoor 10 the reof, and blocked the
chimmey from above, 1o prevent any
vepetition of that explut,  isher I
Fish now unule the disagrecabla and
dismaying discovery of that defeusive
INCAZFUEDD

Ho groped, and grabbed, amd jerked
at the staffed sack., Bub it was jamned
hard and fast, wid e could not shift it
an incle.

“Aw, search me ™ moaned Fichy.
“If thas uirlr't tho bee's liner, and then
1'll

Wakes  enakes ™ gasned

groancd

sid1nin | fell o man, thia iz the
clephant’s  side-whiskers!  Ob,  gee-
wihiz 1”

ITe was quiby near the fopl  But

there wag no exib !

Fishy's fochngs wera too deep for
wards ! Thore wers no words in the
Amerienn language, or any other, that
vodtld have done justice ta thom !

He bad to clamber down again—and
the slate he was i would reveal (o
every eye i the parcison what o had
been wp te! Mo bhad the ragging of

* I will remove you with my own hands !

Go!"

the rebels* stronghold.

his life lo expect.

Tlwere was, perhings,
o remole  chance

that I pnght be

able to emerge, and dodpe away, and:

get hinsell  cleaned  beforn e was
spotied.  Fishere 1. Fish banboed o thak
chanee, o3l begran, =lowly and saddly,
fo descond the olamasey Le bad clinibeed
witly so uch wifort |

—— e

THE SEVENTEENTH CHAFPTER.
Fierce for Fishy!

(1) FEEN Fishy ™ _
S
Mher votiees 10 Tho 1tTe ool

parlour Hoated wup to the
Mwoervican Junioe in the chimney,
isher L. izl ceased his descent.
Hevbert Vespon Bmith o sed - Baby

Cherry woere balow, Avcot e ninmte,
arnd  Pisher’s skinoy legs would lave
swung down do e view.  Fishy
tucked np those skiomy Tegs e Tine,

e jammed hiveseld i the chinmey
aned  walted for them to pn. The
juniors  never waed  that  hitle  room,
which had no Bre 1o 18, amd was half-
filled By tho barveicade stacked at e
window HBa Fi-ly woudered what the
John Jaines Brown they santed thepe
now=-at =uch an ioopporiuie oeooent
For hnwseli,

It was foarfoully ponoying 1t ot
Fishy's goat. Jle wanted 1o keep hia
attermpted eseape o secret=4o avaid o
vagenge, il te get anelher  chaneo
Latary, Heveabhor  Dinself smothered
woth soot was to give the whole thing
awarv.  Ho b cluog b e teons e s
ald bewhkwork, sied Liventiwed soet, anpd
voatled for tler guns to abegnuatelate,

"k, 1 osay, I osaw hime bervs fen
pinngles e 7 sand The Bonnder's vonee,

1o was in the pavlenr, Bob looking
e ab the doeorway.

“ Good gad !
Mr. Hacker, too enraged fo think or care aboui considerations of prudence, grasped the bony '
‘** Two to one on Hacker ! ' chortled Vernan-Smith from the window of

Yurrrroooop ! Urrggh 1"

“Well, von don't want Fishy, 1 supe
pose i sard Bob, puzeled. ' How conld
anybody want Fishy?  Want tg hear
b Lalking about dollars and centss”

Herbeit Vernon-Smith grimel, L IT
way leoking at o little heap of ool in
tha hearili; and he had head faing
souinds from the interior of the  old
chitmney.  1le put one hinger to los lips
—and with the other houd ponnted Lo
thne telltale signs in tho hearth.

Dol Cherry stuved for & moenl, amd
tien grinmed. He updersioml.  The
Pomtder went on, in o loud voice

“Well, 1 like to know swhere he is!
T fanwey he's lr:,.'ing to get awav [ wa
catel ihiilu ut ot we'll make an cample
wi hamn,”

Rel: Cherry chinckled. . Aware oo
that Ficher ' Fish had cliobedd i
chimey, sl aware also that  the

American Junor could not powalbly e
ok at the top, DBeb enlered <lieosily
it b Dounder’s gome,

“Yes, vather ! he said, I Vislin s
fryimg to get away, we'll jolly well
talin an examplo of han, ns & warmng
ta the ofher slackers. Bunter had sax
el pive Fishy two dozen with a
fivees Dat 1™

“Awd lock bim o in the conloellar ™
“'!:IILI.I [ilﬂ E?!!"H.I.:_Iﬂr. “Eﬂ_}'. {4 ﬂ_'"'llrlll' 11‘.
dava  in the  conlcellar, wibtlunt
Ell"h._ e

“aoud M

“Fhat will teach him oot te ey da
desort. Better look rovnd aned see 0f
you can spol him. Mo was Jieve Len

manniles age. but he's mone noew”

TP pass the word along.” sand Bl
“IE o' canght tryiogr oo gel ond of a
window, lu’y for it 1™

Fi=her T. Fish, i tlee lirpnnes,
hoeard  Bol's  heavy  fooksbeps  frip
awity. e Liogesd B hear the Bourder
fallow. But Smathy remuwined o the

Tk Macxer Lickary. —No. 1014,
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arlour, The hapleoss Fishy waited for
im to go. Bul he waited in vain.

After what he had heard—which he
did not guess that he had been intendod
to hear—Fishy was less willing than
ever to.roveal himself,

Two dozen from a fives bat was not
pleasant—and s couple of days in tho
coal-cellar, without grub, was an awful
prozpect !

Jt was not nice in the chimney; but
wild horses would hardly have dragped
Fishor 1. Fish out into view He was

oing to stick there, if it lasted for

ours, till he had & chance of dodging
out unscen and cleaning off the soot.

He wondered if that bonehead, that
pesky galoot, that mugwump, would
cver go. DBut Smithy did not go.

There was a sound of voices again—
voices and foolsteps! Five or six
Removites had come into the little
parlour.

Fisher T. Yish suppressed a groan.
That little room, which the fellows
hardly ever éntersd, scemed to have
bhecome a mesting-place o]l of & sudden.
It was cruel luck—it was, indeed, the
elephant’s  side-whiskers, and  then
gome.  Sticking in the chimmney, breath.
ing soot, Fisher T, Fish waited in
suguish for the galoots to beat it
Instead of the galoots beating it, they
were joined by other fellows who cameo
in. It was sure fercel

Fishy cou' hear, but he was unable
to see into the room below. Ho he
was happily unaware that all the fel-
lows are wore grinning at one
another, enjoying the joke. Dob had
passed the word along that Fishy was
parked in the parlour chunney; hence
the ﬁatharing. _

“Mobody scen Fishy 7Y came Lord
Maulevorer's voien,

“"Heems to have disappeared!™ said
Harry Wharton.

“Tho disappearfuloess s terrific

“Well, he can’t have got away [ re-
maitked Peter Todd, *“I've been round

the whole place, and there's nothing
I:I-PEII-”
“Might have tricd his luck up a
chimney I suggested Dob.

Fisher T. Fish trembled as ho heard

THE MAGNET

that. If they locked up the clumney
and spotked him-—

But Lord Maulevercy's next words
rolieved him.

“Well, there's only one chimnpey hera
that & fellow could elimb—the one in
this room—and that's blocked at the
top, you know. Fishy can’'t have got
put that way. Ie's about some-
whaore" )

“Bitling 1n some corner, counting
his money, perhaps!” suggested Johnny
Bull. “That’s Fizhy's usual game.”

“Well, if he's trying to get away, he's
got to be canght!” said Mauleverer.
“There'a two or three slackers who
would like to sneak off—and we've got
to be a bit scvere, to set an example.
It will save tho grub, too, if we put
n man on punishinent diet for a few
da‘ya—say, threc or four——"

*But where 13 hae tY

“Wust bo somewhoro!”’ said AMaule-

verer. I say, it's a bit parky here.
What sbout lighting a bre in this
room T

Fisher T. Fish almost fot go his hold
and dropped, as he heard that sugpgos-
Lign.

A firo lighted on the kenrth below
him, filling the chinney with smoko,
would have been the last drop in his
cup of misfortunes, altogether too
ficreo | :

“Can’t light a fire here, Mauly, with
the chimney plugged up above™ said
Harry Whartoi.  *We ghould get all
the smoke.”

“(, I dare say there's room for the
smoke to get out” said Mauleverer.
“Just a spot of fire, whot?"

“Oh, all nght ¥

Fisher I' Fish groaned aloud.

Looking down, he saw a little heop
of fircwood thrown inte tho grate, ever
a torn newspaper

Tt waas reall extraordinary that any
guy could be such a bonehead, as to
think of lighting 2 fire under o blocked
chimney.  Dut that, it seemed, was what
those pesky jays were going to do.

“(ol a match?” asked Bob Cherry's
voics.

“Heore voun are

Sceratch |
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Fisher T. Ifish, staring down n
horror, saw a lighted match apprisch-
ing tho heap of fuel below  him.
Another momont, and there would be &
fara of flame and 8 rolling volumo of
smoke |

That did it!  Fisher T. Lish was
pnxious to keep out of sight, bub he wos
not anxious to bo smoke-cured like
bacon! Ho gave a frantic yell

“Let up, you galoots!  Jerusalem
ericket! Lt up, I'm telhing you !

Fisher 'I'. Fish dropped.

e landed on the heap of fuel, scal-
h’.‘[’lﬂF it right and left. Ile plungedl
headlong out of the chimney.

There was a roar of laughter as he
appearcd.  Smothered with soot from
heed to foot, Fisher L. Fish was hardly
recognisable. Ho looked like a chimney
gweep—only more sol

“Ha, ha, hat”

“1s that Fishy?”

“Ha, ha, ha!™
“What were
chimney, Fishy "
“Urrrggh ! gasped Fisher T. TFish,
ouging soot. " Urrgh! I—1 gucss
— I — wurrggh — oococh — atchoo —

aytishoo—chooo—oool I

“Ha, ha, ha!" )

_ Fisher T. Fish gave the yelling
juniora & sooty glare.

He could see that hiz sudden ap-
pearance from the chimney had not sur-
prized them. It dawned upon him thaot
they had known that he was there—and
that the fire-lighting was only a little
joke on Lim. e glared and spluttered.

“Urrgh! You pesky boneheads, you
was wize fo it that was there 1™ ho

you doing up the

gasped. “You all-hred mugwumps—
urrggh !

"B.(‘ga, ha, ha!™

“I guess I-— Grooocogh!”

“You're not nice to touch, Fishy!"
remarked Lord Mauleverer, “You'll
have to get 2 wash before you can have
a batting! Go and wash yourself [

* Look yorg—"

“Kick him!"”

Fisher 1. IFish fled from the room in
a clowl of soot. A howl of laughter
followed him.

For the next hour Fisher T. Fish was
busy cleanming off scot. DBy that time he
was clean cnough to tonch—and the
fives bat was featured in the nexi seene.
He was nof, aller all, locked m the
cosl-cellar; but the fives bot was Jaid
on with greoat energy: efter which,
Figher 1. Fish moancd, and mumbled,
and proancd, and gave up the idea of
ileserlivg Ho was keener than ever
to get away; but it was likely to be a
fong timo  before he made anothoer
allernpt.

THE EIGHTEENTH CHAPTER,]
A Hot Chase !
1 SAY, you follows!”
I “Hello, halle, hallo! Bunies 1™
A dozen fellows slarcd down
at the fat figure. Dilly Dunter
Llinked up through his big spectacles,

Therr e blinked round over a fat
ghoulder in the direction of the House.

Bunter, ovidently, was in o stote of
trepidation. :

“J say, vou fellows, let mo inl* le
sancaked. *I say, Carng may be after
me any minutel Or Hacker! I say,
I—I've comoe back.”

Billy Bunier had been driven to hLis
[ast resouroc.

At dinner-time he dared not enter
TTall. Tacker was there. Dven tho
lura of food could not draw Bunter inis
Hacker's presenco after what had hap
pened in the Shell Formeroom that
morning. Ie had romaiued hidden in



the Head's deserted study till the
Jimner-bell rang.

That zound, generally like tho musio
of the spheres to Bunter, brought no joy
to him now. It did not spell dinner
to Bunter. Bunter was, of course, fear-
fully hungrv. He had had only one
hreakfast that morning.

ITa had not dared to emeorge fill all
111z =chool was at dinner. Then he had
wnierged ; and here he was. Having
waited and watched for an opportunity
e had cut across the quad to the
~«chool shop~—to join up once more.
Itations were awful—but better than
uothing—half a loaf was better than no

bread ! He blinked up appealingly at
the geinning faces at the windows
uhove,

“Let me in, you fellowsl” e
coqueaked. " Hacker may e afler me
any minute! I say, you fellows, I—

wasn't going to let you down, youw
know! I=I1 never meant to—tio desert,
of course! J—J—"

“That hittla note you left for us was
only a joke, what?® asked Xarry
Wharton.

“¥ea, old chap! Exactly!
talkke a joke, old fellow! 1
down and let me in! I say, I've had
a fearful row with Hacker! He heard
me call him an old goat—m"

“Ha, ha, ha!™

“He pitched into me!"
Bunter. “And I butted him
bread-basket—" _

“Ha, ha, hal” yelled the juniors,

“Y can't go in to dinner, you know!
I'm awfully hungry! That isn't why
I've come back, of course!” added
Frunter hastily. “I1've come back to
back yeu up and—and stick to you, you
know.™

“You méban, stick to the grub®”
azked Bob Cherry.

“{Oh, really, Cherry! I say, do let
a fellow in! After all I've done for
voun, you know! I say, Hacker may
spokb me any minute! I believe they've
linished dinner——>*

“Loock out!” yelled the Bounder.
Here comes Hacker !”

“Ha, ha, ha!™
“Hook it, Bunter!®
“Put it onl”

Bi!—H Bunter blinked round in terri-
fied alarm.

From the distant Honse a long, thin
hgure came striding. Probably Bunter
had not been so unnoticed as ha had
supposed when he broke cover. Any-
kow, here was Mr. Hacker, heading for
him_with long strides.

“Oh crikey !¥ gasped Bunter.

Whether the reyfriara  strikers
would have taken the repentant Owl
back into the fold was a guestion which
did not need an answer.  After one
Llink at AMr. Hacker, Bunter bolted.

Even the pressing necessity of food

You can
say, come

asped
:En the

wos forgotten abt the sight of Hacker's
grim face,

“ Bunter!” roared Br. Hacker.
L Stﬂ-ﬂju

Bunter flew, |

From the windows the Remove

strikkers watched him in great enter-
tamnment. The way of the transgressor
was hard; and Billy Bunter did not
seem to have derived much benefit from
his desertion of the rebels. He cut
across the quad as fast sz his fat little
fegs could go.

‘Go it, Bunter!® roared Bob.

"‘“ print, old fat man ™ yelled Johnny

1] §

“Put it on, porpoise!™

" Hﬂ'. hﬂ., ha 1*

Bunter's fat little legs went like
machinery. But they had no chanece
against Mr. Hacker’s long, thin ones.
. Hacker gained on him hand-over-
&1,
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His cxtended hand was almost on Lthe
fat Owl's shoulder when Billy Bunter
dodged round an elin and Hacker,
fortunately, stumbled over s projecting
root.

Bump |

Buater flew hack towards the school
3'“37‘ while Hacker sat on the quad
and yelped. But he woes up agoin in a
fcw moments; and racing after Bunter
with an expression on his face that pro-
mized a hectic time for Bunter when
he was captured.

Billy Bunter reached the shop and
blinked round, breathless. Hacker was
only three yards behind.

“Ow!” gasped the hapless Owl.

He did not stop. Ha ftew on. Alter
him flew Hacker.

Capture would have heen certsin the
next moment, But the chase had drawn
Hacker within range of the school shop
windows. The Bounder weighed in at
onee with an empty tomato-tin, which
caught Hacker on hias loft ear.

Mr. Hacker staggered and lost his
sivide. As he staggored, o lump of coal
crashed in his neck and a bundle of fire-

wood caught him  behind the ear.
Hacker went over sprawhng.

Missiles rained on him as  le
sprawled.

“Hook 1it, Bunter!™ roared Bob
Cherry.

It was a rggeiiu for the fat Owl. Ie
Hew off, heading for the House now,

in the hope of finding a lair to hide in.

Mr. Hacker serambled to his feet,
gave the faces at the window n glare
of fury, and raced away after Bunter.
Three or four missiles dropped behind
him as ha xglrmt:zdh The Greyiriers
strikers watched the chase with keen
interest. Bunter had o good start—but
Hacker was gaining fast.

From the direction of the gates a
motor-car turned in and moved up the
drive to the House. But in the excite-
raent of the moment nobody noticed the
car, or Uhe stiff, white-moustached
wentleman sitting like a ramred in it.
Least of all did Bunter as he streaked
for the House—or Mr. Hacker, as he
streaked after the fleeing Owl.

Billy Bunter had nearly reached the
steps of the House whenva long arm
behind him reached out and & hony
hand clutched.

“Ow ™ gasped Buntor.

He was grabbed and caught! The
bony fingers fastened on the fat
shoulder hke a vice. Bunter was in

acker's grip.

“Now, you young rascal—" panted
Mr., Hacker.

W ! Leggo! Wow ¥ valled
Bunter. "Oh crikey! Help! Rescus!

Yow-ow-ow ¥ . )
“"¥ou will come to my study 1mmedi-
atelv, Bunter!” roaved Mr. Hacker, 1

si—:ﬂfﬁi cane you with such severily
t a *a

“Yarooooh! Legpo!” shricked Dun-
ter.

He wriggled and stroggled wildly as
ithe master of the Shell hooked him up
the ateps.

Tha car came to a halt, the deor Aew
epen, and an angular gentleman with
a mastifi-face jumped out.

“What 13 this** Sir Hilton Popper
barked. "Ia that Mr. Hacker? Good
gad! Birt Arec you Mr, Hacker?
What—what 77

Mr. Hacker jumpod almost clear of
the steps.
Llankly at the lord of Poppor Court,

His gresp dropped {rom Bumrter's fat
shoulder &2 ho stared at Sir Hilton
Popper in astonishment and dismay.

The very last person Mr. Hacker
desired to see at Gureyiriars, in the
present state of affairs, was a governor
of the school. Knowing nothing of the

He spun round and stared
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telephone-call  Bunter had A&nswéred
that morning in the Head's study, he
had not expected to see Sir Hilton
Popper—had not, indeed, given =
thought to the existence of that im-
portant gentleman, Ha blinked at him,

Bunter, the moment ha was released,
did not lose his chance. He bolted into
the Ioyse like a fat rabbit into o
burrow, and disappeared,

But Mr. llacker did not heed him.
Ha stood petrified, staring at 8ir Hilton
FPopper. It was & most unfortunafe
mowent for a governor of Greyfriers to
drop in—catching Mr. Hacker in the
very act of dregging s junior bodily
mto the House. giln ortunate, that is,
for Horace Iacker ! It had been rather
fortunate for William George Bunter!

¥ Bus-sus-sus-8ir - Hilton  Popper!”
stuttered Mr. Hacker.

**Yes, sir " roared Sir Hilton, “And
what do I find here, sirt What is your
explanation of this, sir? What—whati™

“Oh, my hat!” exclaimed Boh
Cherry, staring from the window over
the tuckshop. “That's old Popper! A
jolly old governor! Your pater’s set
the governors on the trail, Bmithy, as
he said ho would.”

The Bounder grinned.

“This is the finish for Hacker!™ he
declared.

And, judging by the expression they
could yead on ihe mastift-face of the
lord of PPopper Court, the schoolboy
strikers vather fancied that the Bounder
was right !

ey . Y

THE NINETEENTH CHAPTER.
Unpleasant for Hacker !

IR HILTON POPPER screwed his

S eyegless a Tittle more tightly into
hiz fierce old eve, and glared at
Mr. Hacker.

IHe had arrived at the school in an
angry mood—which was not surprising
after the talk he had had on the tele-
phone that morning with—as he sup-
posed—Mr. Hacker.

Ilver since that talk on the phone, Bir
ITilton had been fuming. He bad cut
his lunch short, and motored over to the
school to sea this man Hacker—this
dashed usher, ss the lordly old barenet
regarded him—who haed dared to be
insolent on the telephone. And he had
arrived in a sulphurous state, to behold
My. Hacker yanking s yelling fat
junior along by the shoulder—such »
sight as was scldom, or never, witnessed
at Greyfriars School. It was no wonder
that Sir Hilton Popper glared. Indeed,
it was rather surprising that he had not
brought a riding-crop with him, to deal
with the man who had called him fancy
names on the Ehune.

“Now, sir,”’ hooted Sir Hilton, his
fiery old eye gleaming through his eye-
gl?iﬁff" now, sir—" 'y

g i ray step into the Ilouse
Sir T |]t0]31IiiTpﬂl.aEmmFu& Mr. Hacker.
He was taken quite aback, and slmoss
overwhelmed with dismay and c¢on-
fusion,

Everything that Hacker did was vight
in Hacker's eyes. But even Hacker
could not help feeling that it was un-
fortunate that the old baronet had
barged in te see him dragging Bunfer
sbout. That was not the sort of thing
that headmeasters did, as Hacker had to
adimit,

On the other hand, be was decply
thankiu! that Sir Hilton’s call had not
been paid twenty-four hours earhier,
while Fighting Fred & Ce. were on the
scene, It would have been disastroua
had Sir Hilton Popper beheld Albert

TrE Macner Lisnany.—Nao. 1,514,
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Juggtns,
Pincher, an
at Greyfriara.
WA

So far from stepping into the House
at Mr. Hacker's invitation, the lord of
Popper Courd simply suorted. Hacker
was anxious to get him out of sight, and
to hold this unpleasant interview in
privato. The CGreyiviars fellows were
voming out after dinner, and gathering
to look on—and across at the barricaded
school shop, the windows were packed
with faces. But Sir Hilton Popper had
not come thera for a quiet chat with
My, Ilacker. He had cowe rather Like
a lion sccking what he might devour.

“Pray, Sir Hilton—"  gasped
Hacker.

Snort |

“No, sir!” hooted Sir Hilten. *1
understand that & rebellion i2 going on
herc—that some boys are barricaded in
some building—what—what? ‘I'ake me
- to the spot at oncol I must look into
this. Your own fault, I have no doubt.”

“Really, Sir Hilton—"

“I repeat, eir, that T have not the
slightest. doubt that you ave wholly and
solely to blame | roared Bir Hilton
Popper.

Mr. Hacker blinked at him. Iifiy or
gixty fellows exchanged glances, and
grinned.

“Phe old bean's going strong !'" mur-
mured Hobson of the Shell

“Ha's jolly well right!" declared
Cokaer of the Fifth, * Looks as if he's
como here to comb Hacker's hair for
him, I jolly well hope he has!”

“Will you step into my study, Sic
Flilton Popper?' ecxclaimad  Br.
Hncker. His own temper was rising.

“No, sir; I will not step into your
study !’ snorted Sic Hilton Popper. "I
have no desiro for furiher conversation
with you, Mr. Hacker, afier the sample
I had this morning t"

“This morning 1" stuttered Hacker.
“What do you mean, please? I have
not seenn you this morning, sir!”

“1 am eware of that, sirt You know
perfectly well what I mean! You have
not forgotten your own insolence, I
presume !

“T—1I fail to undgrstand—""'

No doubti™ auuted Sir Tiilton.
“You fail to understand how this school
should be managed, sir, in the abzence
of the headmaster: and I have no doubt
that you fail te understand anvthing
else. I will hold no talk with you, sir—
none! I shall take this matter into my
own hands "

Mr. Hacker compressed his lips.

Hc was prepared to admit that the
state of affsirs looked rather unusual
and unfortunate: but he could not
understand why Sir Hilton Popper took
it for granted, in this way, that he was
to blaine. He was unaware that Sir
Hiltont had been called an old ass and
a gabbling gander, on the telephone, and
supposed that those compliments had
come from Mr., Hacker. Sir Hilton had
been told to shut up and mind his own
business—zaiter which he was not likely
to belicve anything in favour of Hacker,
A man who was capable of telling Sir
Hilton Popper, of Popper Court, to shut
wp, waa capable of anything.

But Hacker had s temper, and it was
ricing fast. He wanted to stand well
with the governing board, and with Sir
Hilton as a member thercof. Dut he
was not going to be bully-ragged, even
by a governor.

Fighting Fred, Jimmy the
the rvost, on the warpath
It was bad enough as it
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“If vou will let me speak, eir—"" he
hooted.
11E.ir Hilton waved a large hand at
1im.

“You need say nothing, Mr. Iacker|
I repeat that I have heard enough from
you!l If you venture, in my actual
presenco, to repeat the abusive epithets
you applied to me on the telephone, 1
shall very soon step you, by Jeovel”

“On the—the  tut-tut-telephone 1™
stammered Mz, Hacker, )

“Yes, sir; on the telephone this
morning ! Insolence, by gad! Mind
my own business, by Jove. A governor
of the school ”

“Hacker's boen slanging the old bean
on the plione ! breathed Stewant of the
Shell. O, my hat !

“There is somo mistake, sir[” stam-
mered Mr. Hacker. “If you will step
inko my etudy——"

“1 will do nothing of the kind !

# Thiz seene, sir—before a crowd of
bovs, Sir Hilton——"

#This seens iz of your making, Mr,
Hacker. No governor of the school was
called upon to intervens when Dr.
Locke was here! Cannot you manage
schoolbovs, esir? Why did you accept
an appointment you were incapable of
dealing with? What—what?"” heoted
Sir Hilton. “I decline conversation
with yom, Mr, Hacker, aller yout
dashed insoleuce on the telephone this
morning——"

“{ did not speak to vou on the tcle-
phone thia morning " shrieked Mr,
Hacker. “There iz some mistake—"

*Nousense ! Is your name Hacker or
not 7"

“Yez; my name iz Hacker—'

*'Ihen you are the man I talked with
on the telephone]l  There are not two
Mr. Hackers here, 1 presume’™

*“No, certainly not; bup—"

“Prough ! You had the insclence
to—""

“J have not been on the telephone
thiz morning at all, sir!” roared Mr.
Hacker. *1 have not spoken to you
this term! You must have been given
g wrong number [

“I was given three wrong numbers

before I got through to you, Mr,
Hacker., That is immaterial. 1 spoke
to you—"

“You did not—="

“Aud you answered me with out-
rageous insolence, sir! I desire to hear
no more of it! I refuze to hear any
more of it "

“1 repeat that I did not—""

“ And repeat that you did, Mr.
Hacker., and I will not listen to prevar-
cationt ! voared Sir Hilton Popper.
“No doubt you regret having displayed
=uch insolenca to & governor of

rey-
friars—but it is too late, sirl Drevari-
cation will not serve youl”

“&ir Hilton Popper—"

“LEneugh! Say no mora! Where ara

these bovs who are in s state of rebel-
lion? I demand io be taken to them at
once! I shall take this matter into my
own bands, regardless of you, sir ["

Mr. Hacker's eyes blazed. He was
guile az angry as Sir Hilton now. He
was, after all, headmaster by appoint-
ment of the governing board. Only. by
a voie of the hoard could he be dis-
placed. The autoeratic lord of Popper
Court rather overlooked that circum-
stance,

“Vou will do nothing of the kind,
i Hilten Popper!” almost shouted
Mr. Hacker. %1 will not allow it,

sgir 1"

“You will not allew it1¥ gasped
Sir Hilten.

"“No, sic! J

I refuse—"

“Pah! Where are the boys? Take
me to them at once I

“1 will not! I—="

“1*ah 1" snorted Sir IHilton. He

turned a lordly back on Mr. Hacker,
and strode towards the crowd of grin-
ning Greyfriars fellows,  “ Here, you
——" lIlc made a gesture to Coker of
the Fifth. *Do you koouw where the
boyvs arc®”

* Yog, rather I'* chuekled Coker.

“Tako me to them at once ™

“Thiz way, eirl”

“Coker ! bawled Mr. Hacker.
forbid you to take one step !’

“Bow-wow I" answered Coker, over
his shoulder; and there was o howl of
launghter.

Coker marched off, with 8Sir Iilton
Popper at his heels, in the dircction
of the school shop, leaving Mr. Hacker
rooled to the quad, purple with rage,
and the Greyfriars crowd chertling.

*1

THE TWENTIETH CHAPTER.

Chucked Out!

ARRY WHARTON & Co.
H watched with grinnin% faccs
as the tall, angular baronct
stalked across the quad, and
arrived at the barricaded school shop.

Fxactly how this was going to turn
out the schoolboy strikers did mnot
know, but it was clear, at least, that
this member of the governing board
was very much down on Hacker. Why,
they did not know, being unaware of
Billy Bunter's antics on the telephone
that morning.

From “old Poppor’s™ autocratio
manners and  eustoms, they would
vather heve expected him to take the
sicla of authority in such a dispute.
But it was plain that it was very muc
otherwise.

“Iere vou are, sic !’ grinmed Coker.

Sir Liilton DPopper jammed his eye-
glass into his eve, and stared at the
school shop, as if he could hardly be-
lieve either his eye or his cyeglass.

Every windew was smashed, doors
were  split, boards and planks were
nailed seross windows, and from the
apertures between them the faces of
the rebel Removites looked out.

Sir Hilton pazed, and gazed.

“Good gad ™ he ejaculated at last

“The ofd bean looks shirty,”” grinned
the Bounder.

“The shirtfulness is terrifie I

Sir Hilton glared up.  He  wwas
annoved with Hacker, But what met
his eves at the strikers’ stronghold
evidently did not please him.

“Here, vou!" he exclaimed. * DBoys!
You young rascals! Come out of that
building at ence! Do you hear me?”

Lord MMauleverer leaned out.

“ Good-afterneon, Sic Hilton [ he
said politely,  “Awlily glad to see
you at Greyiciars, siv.”

i What—what ! Bir Ililton barked
up at him, “I have scen you beforel
You are Mauleverer, I thmmk! Are
vou the ringleader iu this?”’

i Yﬂ.!’ls |.:|'l

“Come out nt once—all of you! By
Jova, I will not allow this to continue
for one moment, now that it has come
to my knowledge! I order you all out
of that building this instant [ bawled
Sir Hilton
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“0Old ass I murmured the Bounder.
“T say, shall I get the checky old goat
with & lump of coal?”

“Shut up, Smithy, vou fathead!”
saidd Harry Wharton hastily. * Leave
it to Mﬂ.ulﬁi s

“Do vyou hear mef"
Hilton Popper.

“"Yans] Pleasa let me explain, sir ™

“I desire to hear no explanations|
I armm hero to put an end to this dis-
graceful state of affairs! Come out at
once !

“Only too pleased, sir! DBut what
ehout dMr. Hacker?” asked Mauleverer
amizbly. “We're on strike, sir |

roared  Sie

EVERY SATURDAY

* Nonsense ™

“ Hacker’s sacked some of us, sir,
and nobody's goin’., He's promized
the whole Form Hoggings. Nobody's
going to be flogged. We're holdin' out
till the Head comes back 1M

“You are doing nothing of the sort!
You will leave that building immedi-

ately ! I will not bandy worda with a
schoolboy | Come out at onece I

Lord Mauleverer shook his  head
gently.

“I'm afraid that's neot guite good
enough, sir,” he answered. “ 3o lon
as Hacker's headmaster, we're stickin
to our gunsl"
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Hir Iilton snorted. He had no
atiesiee whalever to waste on rebel-
1ous schoolbeys. His word was law—
or, at all events, he fancied that it
waas, ;

“I order you out of that building IV
ho exclaimed angrily. " You will re-
turn to the House immediately, under
my eyel With regard to your punish-
ment, [ will consider that matter later.
For the present, it is sulficient for you
to obey my orders without delay—at
onca "

“Hadn't I betier get him with a

(Continued on next page.)
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readers, but this week's pile of
letters ia greater than ever.

Of course, the maejority of
them refer to our splendid Ph TAVUTE
Fosteards—the last of which is Presented
Free in this issue of the Maswer. Every-
one iz delighted with them.

“YWe've started off well thia year,”
writcs Jamea Robertson, of Staffa
“Let's hope our luck will continue
throughout 1937, When it comes to
good stories the Maexer has got all
other hoys’ papera beaten to a fraszlo !

Let me say here and now, Jimmy,
keep wyour eyes on the Maewer. You
won't regret it, believe me.

Aunother interesting letter comea from
Fred Farmer, & Dawlish reader, who
tells me he read the MaayET

BEFORE THE GREAT WAR

and atill takes it every week, and to guote
his own worda : “enjoys it every bit as
much o8 he did twenty-threa years ago.”
He hands me so many bouquets in his
letter that I feel quite flattered, na I'm
sura Mr. Frank Richards will be when 1
pass the letter on to him.

The next letter in my posthag comes
from & Resident Medical Officer of o large
hospitel in Kent who was a staunch
reader of the MAGXET twenty jears ago,
and has commenced reading it again,
Thia is what he saya: "It is indeed
refreshing to find, after all these years,
Bob ﬂhm:ir gtill bellowing :  * Halla,
hallo, hallo ! ' and Loder the same awiul
cad, and Vernon-Smith the same cool
Bounder. May your paper still continue
to flourish and print such good, clean
roading matter for the younpger generation.”

FReferencea was also to the good
old Maaxer by Neel Coward, suthor of
the famous play “ Cavaleade,” whose life
gtory was published recently in one of our
big Sunday papers. In his youngor days,
this brilliant dramatist derived many
hours of enjoyment reading yarns of
Harry Wharton & Co., of Greyfriars
After perusing a current copy of the
MacxeT he remarked that the paper is
rg good now as it was in ita early days.
It in not too much to say that the great
majority of the distinguished men in the
country to-day have been readers of the
MagNeET in their t
have an affectionate regard forit. Toread

E'\’ERY weok I get o large mail from

youth and to this day,

the adventures of Harry Wharten & Co.
18 really part of every boy's cducation.

From * Film Fan,” of Worcester, comes
& query concerning the einema, He osks
me to tell bim whero and when was

THE FIRST FILM SHOW

given in this country ¥ This was in May,
1896, at the Alhambra Theatre, in Leiceater
Square, London, In thosa days people
thought it waa maorvellous io seo an
extremely short film which merely showed
such things as the arrival and departure
of o train from & station.. How the films
have changed! It's rather inferesti

to note that, just before the work o
demeolishing the Alhambra Theatre was
commenced, this formeér home of films was
usedd ag o film *get.” The place was
packed with 1,700 film * extras,”” who
played the part of the aundienca at an
operatie formance which will figure
in & forthcoming film. This i3 claimed
to be the largest crowd that has ever bhben
used in an interior shot in & British Hlm.

I'm always inferested to get lctters
from readers tolling me guaint ilems abont
the part of the eouniry—or ecountries—
in which they live, This week 1'veo
recejved a letter from a Shefficld reader,
who tells me ho lives near

THE VILLAGE WITH SEVERAL NAMES.

Some people, he says, call the villago
Kexborough, but ne ong scema to know
the proper way of spelling the name.  On
the mapa it appewrs as * Kezbrough,”
whils & sipn-nost pointing to the village
calls 16 “* I{ﬂz%rn,,” and a loecal bus timoe-
table gives the name ag * Kexboro.” One
would at least imagine that the post-
office would know the name of the village.
Well, the post-office guide and the official
postmark give it as * Kexbrough,” al-
though there is a nolice hanging in the
ost-office stating that the correct way of
addressing letternis to * Kexboro P—thus
agreeing with the bus time-toble.

With all this uncertainty, you'd wonder
what the willagers themselves call the
place T Actually they pronounce the
name a8 ** Keaber " and that, incidentaily,
ig the way that the name of the village

| was spelled in the Domesday Book |-

ERE'S an interesting paragraph
H about a man who, not wan??::g to
go to war, lived
IN ONE ROOM FOR TWENTY-TWO
YEARS |

A Frenchman who "“joined up™ in
August, 1014, served onc week fn the
Great War, and pot a slight wound. He
was in hospital for a while, and then
suddenly disappeared. The man was
never heard of again by the aunthorities
until just reecently, They decided he waa
a degerter, but hia family ¢laimed that he
was “ missing.” A little while sgo a
terrific row broke out in & room of the
house in which the partieular Frenchman's
parents lived. The police broke in, and
there they found the deserter! Ewver
since he had run away from the army,
the man had lived in t same room—a
period of twenty-two years | During that
time he had ‘never even dared to go near
the window. I think most of us would
have preferred the war to such monotonons
voluntary imprisonment. The strangs
thing is that if the man hed not quarrelled
with his father, and had kept to his room
for another thres years, he could not,
according to French law, have been
prosecuted as & Jdeserter |

say a word or two about next

week's spanking fine varm of

Harry Wharton & Co. Entrenched
in the school tuckshop, the Remaove
stay-in strikers are still holding their own
under tho capable leadership of Lord
Mauleverer, Mthauﬁ: the whole achool
is apgainet him—with the exception of
Carne, tho bully of the Bixth—Heacker in
not thinking of retreat ! By a atroke of
luck he succeeds in entering the strikera'
stronghold. But instead of erumpling
up at tho terror of his glance and the
gwish of hiz cane, Harry Wharton & Co.
overpowor the tyrannical Horace and
keep him a prisoner, forcing him to ohey
their orders—a humiliating omition
indeed for Hackér. Fun and excitement
in plenty you will find in—

“ YHE PRISONER OF THE
STRONGHOLD ! *

By Frank Richards

—next Saturdny’s sparkling school story.
Don't miss this splendid freat whatever
vou do. As vsual, there will be another
tip-top issue of the * Greylriars Herald
and more suappy wversed by our long-
haired poet—the Greyiriars Fhymester.

Befors winding up this chat I would
like to remind oll “ Magnetites " of the
rollicking fine yarne dealing with the
early adventiures of Harry Wharton & Co.
now APpPearing in OUr COmMPpAanion paper—
the * Gem."” You'll enjoy reading them,
vou ecan take it from me,

YOUR EDITOR,

Tre AMacxer LIBEARY.—No. 1,514,

SPACE 18 running short, but I must
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chunk of c¢oal?” murmured Vernon-
Snith,

BNk g, ass ! ;

“Borry that won't do. sir said
TLord Mauleversr, with a polite regret.
“Nobody here is goin’ to be punished.
We make rather s poiut of that.”

“You see, Sir Iilton " hegan
Ilarry YWharton.

“&ilenee! Spy no more! I have no
fime to waste here ! hooted Sir Hilton
Popper. I shall sec the end of this
with my own oves before I go. You
ave -wasling my time.  Come out of
that building at onee 1™ ‘

“Can't be done, s sald Lord

Alauleverer gently.
t 8ir Hilton glarcd up at the rebels.
Opposition to  his  lofty will and
pll;aaum was wmore than enough to
rouso lis deepest ire. DBut for that
talk on the telephone, 16 was probable
that the lord of DPepper Court would
lizve talen sides with AMe. Hacker.
But he could not forget that he had
been called an ass, and told to shut
up. . He had ne uwse for Hacker., He
was rather al a loss.

“Tf you will see us clesr of Lacker,
sip———="" gaid Lovd Mauleverer. *“You
see, siv, some of us arve sacked, accordin’
to Hacker—"' .

“1 will divect Mr. Hacker to leave
{thoe whole matier over until the head-

l!‘]

l:l'J

master  returns,”  =aid Sy Hilton,
“Wow let this end.” :
“That's good enough,” said Dol
Cherry.

“Yaus: if Hacker stands for it
miurmured Lord Muoaleverer. “T'd

rather bo sure of that before we let
Hacker: in.™

“¥ou bet!" said the Bounder
emphatically. -
“Hera  he comes ¥  murmured
Kugent.

‘Mr. Hacker wids coming across the
wad, Bohind him, at & respectiul
digtance, followed & grivining wd,
All Groyfriars was deeply mierested in
this latest development of the school-
Lioys' strike.

Sir Hilton Popper seemed to have no
doubt that his word would be law ta a
dashed usher. But Hacker's face did
uot indicate as much by any means,

He arrived on the apot, a liltle
breathless, Sir Hilton, unheeding him,

stared up at the ptrikers.
“You hear mef" he rapped. “Let
this ond st once! I shall give Mr.

Hacker instructiong——" _ _
“¥ou will do nothing of the kind, Sir
Hilton Popper!” roarcd Hacker, over
hiz shoulder. . _
Hacker's temper was at boiling point
now.
Sir Hilton swung round and stared at
LiTR.
“You will take instructions from me,
Mr.- Hacker !* he bawled. “You will

take.pvders fromd me, sir!” ]

v T shiall cerlatnly not do anything of
the sork " bawled back Macker. “Only
wrarriften order from the whele body
of governets, sir, can shake my posttion
heye, and you, siv, have no authority

fo——"

-81r Hilton Fopper.

THE MAGNET—EVERY SATURDAY

“LEnough ! These boys will return to
their duty, and the matter will be left
over until Dr. Locke returns |

It will not be left over one hour,
sir—not one minute—safter I have re-
duced these rebellious young rascals to
cbedience .

*“That won't be just wyet awhile,
Hacker |” called out the Bounder, “Not
in your lifetime, old hean I

“1 order you, Mr. Hacker—"
shouted Bir Hilton.

“And I, sir, regard yvour orders Wiih
contempt ! shouted back Hacker. “If
i6 for me to give orders, Sir Hilton
Yopper, and I order you to go back fo
yvour car and leave this school immedi-
ately I* ‘

“¥ou—ypu—you what?” gasped Sir
Hilton.

“(Go, s=ir!” roared Mr. Hacker.
“Your interference here is tnealled for'!
You are encouraging these young rascals
in vebellion! Go!l Leave this school,
sip 1" :

LIS | S 3 {1, - |

Enjoyed this week's vyarn,
¢chum ! Good! Now read:

“THE FADDIST FORM-
MASTER !”

starring the chums of Grey- !
friars, in the

GEM

Now on Sale

* You—you—vou dare to order me to
go 1" gasped Sir Hilton Popper, hardly
able to i}giiav& his lordly cars. “You
_'-Tnu_.-"

“Yes, sirl And 1 repeat— Ow 1™
yelled %!r. Heacker, as.a condensed-milic
tin whizzed from a window and landed
in Lis neck. “Owl Oh! Aht"

“Gosal ¥

“Ha, he, hal”

- Hacker rubbed his necl, glared uip
at the yelling rebels, and glared at Bir
Hilton xPnp{Jar,_' His temiper, already
boiling, boiled over. He advanced on
the  lord of Popper Court, and Bir
Hiltop tottered as he received a shove
on his lordly chest. He tottered back,
dizgzy with amazement, and Mr. Hacler
follgwed himn ‘up, with anothér shove,

“By -gum!” gasped " Belr Cherry.
“Are they going to serap B

“Ha; ha, he!™

“Hands off ! Are you mad ! roared
TAre you— By
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:Another shove ent him short. 1le
stoggered and: almost tﬂpﬁlﬂd over.
‘Igha Creyfriars erowd gazed on

hreathlessly, My, Hacker was shoving
sip Hilton back, step by step, towards
his car. Sir Hilton toppled, and nearly
wenkb down; but he recovered himself,
and lashed out a bony fist at My,
Hacker. -
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Dang !

“Right on the wicket 1" gasned Bob.

“Ha, ha, ha |

Mr. Hacker %aw a wild splutter as
the bony knuckles banged on his nose.
Heg staggered for a moment.

Then he hurled himself at Sir Hilton
Pﬂ? er. .

“Go 1" he roared. 1 will remove you
with my own hénds! Gol*

#Good gad ! Yurrrroocop ! Urrggh 1™
spluttered Siv Hilton, :

Mr. Hacker, too engaged to think or
care about considerations of prudence,
grasped ' the bony old baronet and
whirled hin sway towards his cap., Bir
Hilton Iopper, as enraged as Mr.
Hacler, I::ﬂ*got that he was a dignified
baronet, lord of & thousand scres, and

ras Mr, Hacker in turn, stroggling

ercely. And all Greyfriars sta on
at the unpreeedented scene of a Forw-
master tngaged--in o rough-and-tumble
in the quad with a governor of the
school.

“Go it velled Bob Cherry, in great
delight. *“ Piteh into hun, FPopper ™

"g-:- it, Hacker [

“Twoe to one on Hacker 1" chortled
the Bounder.  “Ie's got muzele]”

“Ha, ha; ha ™

The Bounder was right. Sir Hilton,
epluttering, = struggling,  was whitled

away to his car. He resisted manfully,
but he went:
The door of the car stood opon,

Right up te the ‘ear. went 8ir Hiltou,
Etmggi'ni and puffing and blowing.
Mr. Hacker pitched hun in headlong.

“ Dooocooocogh I gurgled Siv Hilton,
g8 he landed.

Mr. Hacker picked up his hat and
threw it inioc the car after him.

““ Mow go I he hoote.:

He slamimed the door on the breath-

‘less, gurgling baronct. Then he turned

a baleful cye on the staring chouffeur.
o1 he snapped.
“Yea sir!”? gasped tle chauffeur.
And he went. .
Sir Hilton Popper sat up dizily in
the car. He helg his hat in_one hand,
his nose in the other. He Dblinked back
dizzily. In that dezed ond dizzy stalg,
the lord of Popper Court- disappesred
out of the gates of Greyfriars. He leit
the wholo' school yelling-as he went.
Mr. Hacker glared after the car till
it disappeared, and then "turned and
strode 1nto the House, and disappeared

also. His reflection wlu-":la & hnd

calmed down, were probably tinpleaszant.
L] L] | L] ] -

“The strike’s still on ™ remarked

Lord Mauleverer. “But I fancy it won't
last’ lomg now. Hacker can't really
E;:;é::-cut to get by with tlis sort of
thing."

A‘ifﬂ the chortling  strilkers
that Hacker really counldn’t.

THE EXD.

{Horace Haekor's vetgn as headmaster
4 fast coming fo ¢ close. Die sure and
vead the final yarn in this cxciling atay-
in sirike sfvies. It'a entitled: “FPHE
PRISONER OF THE STRONG-
HOLD® aind iy, wdoubledly, onz of
Frank Richards best stories.)
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DOCTOR BIRCHEMALL'S
BLUNDER!

Another Ripping Instalment of Dicky Nugent's

Rellicking Serial :

“THE ST. SAM'S TREZZURE HUNT 1™

DIDDLING THE
PERLICE !

“ ot the false whia-

kera ¥ ™
“And tha cullered
and the hat-

ox -r d ]

“ What.ho, sir * "

Doctor Birchemall, the
headmaster of 8t. Sam’s,
rubbed his bands glee.

fu!lr.

* Then the stage is sot,
Serownger, for my daring
raid on the Muoggleton
Poglice Station. While
the reat of the skool is
innersently sitting down
to brekker, I shall sally
fourth. I hoap to réturn
in a wery eghort space
of time with a perlice.
man’s helmet, which I
shall secrotly pasa on to
F'ﬂu-“

“Thanks, awlully,
sir | 2! chortled Scrown-

or.
®*The Head chuckled as
he fixed on his falso
whiskers.

“It will be na eas
ng pie! As soon as
make publick Sir Gouty
Greybeard’s  annownes-
ment that the first part
of the trezzure-hunt is &
hunt for a perliceman’s
helmet, you will dash ofi,
get the helmet, and then
rush back to me like
biil;.'-hc:-l g

“Rely on mea, air,”
gaid Berownger with an
unplezzant leer,

Thus you will score
the first mark in the
kontesf. Or I should
say we will score it,"
nd{ia-d Doetor Birche.
mall hurriedly, just o
remind BSerownger that
he was taking three.
lifths of the prize-money.
* After that, wo can @t
Lock and wait for the
second round of the
trozzurs-hunt n quuet
Lkonfidence. Ha, ha, ha !"

“ Ha, ha, ha ! " roared
SOTOWNZOr.

The Head wiped the
tears of merriment from
hiz eyes before he put
on his eullered glasses,
Then ke survaved him-
self in his stwly mirror,
The result evvidentiy
pleased him, for he gove
a prunt of sattisfaction.

** This 18 grate,
Herownger ! In this
get-up, even my own

mnther would have a job
to reckernise me, {Cer-
tainly none of thess
ignerant hobbies down
at Muggleton Perlice
Station will dream for a
moment who I am,”

** I hoap not, s, any-
way, for your sake,”
larfed Scrownger, “There
won't balf ba trubble if

they nab veou pinching
one of their helmets !

** Look out and eee
if the coast is clear, will
you ? " gaikd the Head.

Scrowngoer noddod and
looked oul.,

* Noboly about, sir,”
he wispered.

“ Good ! Then I'Il
buzz, Wait for me near
the gates soon  after
brekker.”

With these words,
Doctor Birchemall
grabbed the hig hat-box
which Scrownger had
brought with him, and
quitted his study at the
dibble.

Arriving at the perlice
station at Muggleten, he
marched boldly in, and
informed the sarjent in
charge that he waa a
sellybrated professor and
that he had lest & tin
of dangerous microhes,
The Hcead had deli-
Lerately :Jr-upp-ml n tin
marked * MICROBES ™
in the street the provions
day, a0 he felt pretty
gurg that it had been
found and handed to the
perlice and that the
sarjent would go out
of the room to get it.
And that was cggsacily
what he dud.

The moment the ear-
jent turned his boek,
Doctor Birchemall
grabbed one of the
helruets that wore hang.-
ing up in a row on the
wall and fransferred it,
swiftly to his hat-box.
Then ho waited for the
garjent to return.

Thoe sarjent came back
trivmiantly holding thoe
lost tin of * microbes ™
aloft. He handed over
the tin, and the bogus
professor thanked him
profewsly and trotted

out. After that, he made

tracks for St. Sam's,
larfing fit to bust as he
dicl na.

Had he known what
he had left behind him
on the floor of the perlire
atation, ho would not
have larled so hactily.
As a malter of {akt it
was a visiting-card boar.
ing his real name and
address, which had
dropped out of his pocket
when he bent over to
place the purloined hel-
met in the hat-box. But
the Head was ignerant
of his loss, so thers was
nothing to mar hia joy |

Paweing only to dodge
behind a troe and remove
his disguise, Doctor Bir-
chemall returned to St.
Ham's.

Serownger waa wait-
ing for him near the
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ates. He took ihe hat- “ Boys ! ' grinned the Sam's a genuine per.|there ..d ol a helmet jon the subject of the { heen dubble.crossed [ * My win, sir, I fansy,”
ox eagerly. Head, “It 13 now my | liceman’s helmot, from thn irat hobhy wa | grate trézzure hunt. hist Doctor Birchemall, | he grinned, as hoe handad
“* 8o vou got it, gir ? " | privilege to n Bir | {(Sined)Gouty Grevheard, | find. 1Ua tho only way, “1 don't care what | * Follow me!" ovor thehelmot to Doctor

he grinmed.

“Yen, rather! Lock
it up in your study for
safety, Scrownger. See
you ancnymously ! "

The Head and the
Fourth Former went
their respecktive ways.

And neither of them
dreermned for a moment
that 'Tubby Barrell, the
only man in the skool
who know their secret,
had beenr watching and
lisgsaning from  behind
the nearcat shrub !

THE MISSING
HELMET !

The eggaitement 1n
Big Hall that morning
was tremenjous, when
the skool assembulled
toe hear the Head read
out detaila of the first
round of Sir Gouty
rroybeard’s prate trez.
zure hunt. The psppory
old jentieman's offer of
fifty pounda had made
overy fellow worlh his
salt s keen as mustard
to get it

Doctor Birchemall
rugsled up on to the

latform, holding in his
mnd an  important.
looking envelope and
vrinning wll over his dial,

Gouty Greybeardssealed
orders regamiding the firet
round of the grate
irezzure hunt. The
ordera are contained in
this envelope which
reached me from Sir
Gouty vesterday, Need-
less to say, I have kept
the envelope under my
wing very carefully and
have not iamEarn with
it in any way."

“Eggeept,” he mut.
tered to gn’imif. ** that
T steemed it open and
had a look inside myself."
But, ol corse, nobody
heard him say thatl

Troctor irchemall
then inserted B esome-
what griiny thumb and
tors the flap open. A
ﬁin mita have bean

card to drop as he drew
ogut u sheet of paper and
unfolded it.

“Ahom ! " coffed the
Head. Then ho read out
aloud the annowneement
which Serownger and
Barrell had already heard
before.
i & Et-‘-

Bam's Trezzure

Hunt.
Kound One.
(One mark will be

awarded to the first boy
who brings back to 8t

Baﬂl. o

vk FEW E 13

It was a long drawn.
ot wigale from the skool.
In their wildest dreems
none of the follows had
imagined that Sir Gouty
would chooss a porlice.
man's helmet |

“Boys!” said the
Head, aa ho stlenced the
eggaited askool with a
jesture. " The hunt for
a perlicernan’'s  helmet
‘will bagin as soon as I
give the word ‘Go!’
Are you ready 1

“I, I sir1"

* Then, ong — two —
three— GO 1

Like unleashed grey-
hounds the boys of &t.
Sam's raced pell-mell
out of Big Hall! None
of themn had the slitest
idea for the moment how
thoy wera poing to got
hold of n perlicerman’s
helmet ; but they went
all the samo,

Jack Jolly & Co. were
the firat out of the Hall,

“There’'s only one
lace to go for a per-
iceman's helmet,' said
Jolly, as they pawsed
brethlesely outside.
' That’s the nearest town
—Mupgpleton.  We'll go

you {ellowa™

And Tk Jolly & Co.
gallopewl o1 to tho gates.

Meanwhile, Scrownger
was L.shiig up Lo the
Fourth Faorm {:assidgﬂ
at full spend. When he
arrivedd 1lere, he bust
into his oxyn sludy and
gwooped on to his locker,
pulling otw A bunch
of kewairom his
pocket us he did so.

Asg thirge furned
out, how¢ver, there
wad no nwd for m
kev. ‘The joor of the
lockey swung open as
2001 A8 Serownger
touchad it

“ My lo:ker!" he
criod horse vi'' Eome-
one'a fercod it
opent”

He looled inside.
A holloew groan
cacaped hwn at what
he saw.

" "The perliceman’s hel.
met ! ' he.voaned, " It's

gone ! "
TUBRY. TRIUMIF!
Dactor Birchemall

sat in stati on the
form im Bir Hall,

The Bt. fam's masters
sat rowmd qim, lissening
to hix wonls o wisdom

plat-

(1l SpORT

If syoun
only recreations in the

imagine the

achool sanatorivm Ao
rending and playing pa-
tience (writes our Sport-
ing Editor), vou've made
o jolly big mistake.

I spent threo daya
there in bad with o cold
lest week and the

amount of eporting ac-
tivity going on wns a
pmf»er ayo-opener to mo.

Most of it goes on
while tho nurse iz out

LR [ I

Athletes!

of the ward, but even
while she's present, the
chaps manags to get m
an odd game of pellet-
fighting now and sgain.

Pellet-fighting, by the
way, iz ona of the pet
sporta of Greyfriara in-
valids. The fellows on
opposite sides of the ward
agutomatically make u
the two teama and eac
team iz allowed an equal
number of paper pellets,
The game is to scors as

many hits on opponents’
fnces as you can, and
each separate hit s
noted by {he scorer.
I can assure vou, it's a
raftling good  game.
When tho two teams are
level and smmunition
i3 rpnming  short, the
excitément is terrific !

A much more rostiul
gamoe which ecan, how.
every be quite thrilling
iz "' ghadow.timing.'" The
aim in this game, which,
by [the way, can be
played only when 1he
pun shines, iz to judge
in minutes and seconds
how long a given shadow
will take to travel a
given distance, az the
sun's position alterd n
the sky. It’s surprisingly
fascinating, and some
cha become regulur
dabsters at it by the time
they recovar their health.

Then  there’s  the
balloon game, in which
the fellows in alternsate
beds make up the two
opposing toams,  The
balloon is biffed up and
dowvn the ward, one

team tryving to get it
to one enc-and the other
team: the other end.
Whenever it Teaches
either erlait's a goal
for ona of Yo teams,

Eeliava 1 or not, kids,
I've worke. up as much
enthusaesm over a hal-
loon game 8 over many
g pame o footer on
Litile Bide

You migit think that
Erni'&ss’m.m]‘ invalida like
noop and Stott, who
make a prictice of ad.
journirz- by the sanny
for a ress every few
woeks. wolld be experis
at these indoor pastimes.
Think again! Snoop and
Stott wers hoth inmates
during my brief stay.
They ‘soth played a
piflling game of pellet.
fighting, while their bal-
looning waa simply
utrid ! Johnny Bull,
‘ernple of the Fourth
and Stewart of the Shell
wore  streeta ahoad of
them at both gnmes soon
after admission !

The athlctic chap wins
—even when he's lying
on his hack !

vou jentlemen think,”
he was saying, ™ YWhat I
gay is this here: to a
lad of respurce—say, for
instance, yung Scrown-
ger of the Fourth—he
problom of acquiring a
perlicernon’s helmaet

should be aim?liﬂﬂiw
itsell,. Now, if I wers
e 1|2

LY

SLTLLI TN

With these words the
Head tors madly out
of Big Hall and up the
staira to the Fourth-
Form passidge.

A fat junior waa just
coming out of a study

with a bulkty paresl
tueked wuvnderneeth his
arm when Doctor DBir-

allowed to go in for Sir
Gouty Greyheard's kon-

test, 1 showld meerly
walk info the neavest
perlice station and +

* Ergacuse me, eirl"

It wns Serownger's
voice. The Head beamed.

' Ah, herve ia the bripht
yung man 1 just men-
tioned, jentlemen ! What
18 it, my dear Serownger?
Is it ibul that your
brilliant gilta have
enabled you already to
return with a perlico.
man’s helmet ?

* Nunno, sir'! Nat
aggeactly, =&ir!” eaid
Serownger, “ Mite I

have a word with you
privitly, sir 1"

The Head glared.

“* Eggscuse me, jon-
tlemen! ‘Thanks,” he
added, saa the masters
geuttled away.

“ Bir | Bomething ter-
ribul has happsned !”
graped Serownger, when
they were alone. ' The
helmet has wvannished !
My locker has been
broken open and-———'

“ Buat it ! Then we've

a -
- o

%

| >
e

1

chemall  arrived. Hao
promptly  dodged hback
egain on sceing tho Head
and, with pgrate prez-
zence of mind, dropped
the parcel out of the
winder inte the bushes
below.

When the Head's fran-
tick search took him to
Tubby DBarrell’s study
a few minmits later,
thers was conseliwently
no stgn of the purloined
helmet. Nor, as a matter
of fakt, was there any
gign of Tubby. He was
down below rotreoving
it.

The Head gave it u
as hoaplesa at last, miﬁ
woend  downstairs  and
stood at the top of the
kool House steps for a
broeth of fresh air.

It was thore that Jack
Jolly spotted him, as
he raced through the
gatea, triumfantly hold.
ing alofta helmet pinched
from P.-e. Podge. DBut
Lefore Jolly could reach
the Skool House, Tubby
Barrell had appearcd
as if from nowhers.

IT IS

RUMOURED AT GREYFRIARS—

That Potter and Greene have taken out a special
dog licence on hehalf of their studymate Horace

Coker,
keep him muzzled !

Also, that they have been ordered to

That on the occasion of his birthday, Tom Dutton
waa presented by his long-suffering schoolfellows

with an car-trumpet !

That Gerald Loder, the bullying prefect of the
Sixth, secured a new fag—and made himeelf sick

smokmg it !

Birehemall,

And the Head had no
option but to agreo
S0 Jack Jolly, like
Scrownger and the Head,
was beaten at the post
by the rank outaider,
Tubby Barrell of the
Fourth !

The Hoad was almost
poarple with rage, na he
went back to his study,
But woras still was to
come. Scarcely had he
sat down, before the door
apened, to admit a keon-
eyved jentleman wearing
the uniform of a perlice-
inspector.

Doctor EBirchemull
pailod vizzikly.

* Inspector Phoata !
To what am [ indetted
thia honner 7

Inspector P heate
larfed grimly.

"“Allrod  Birchernall,

L arrést you tn the name

of tho law for nicking a
perlice-conatable’as  hel.
met ! Comerlongerme ! ™

There was a metallick
* elick —and the Head,
with a shrill ery of
horror, saw that ho hod
been handeufTod !

(Poor old Dirchy has
certatnly  blundered this
time ! But the old rascal
18 never in the doldrums
for long—as you'll find
out when you read next
week's  Rilariows instel-
mend.)

HOW TO CONDUCT

A MEETING!

FIFTH FORMER'’S
INSTRUCTIVE LECTURE!

A long-felt want was supplied & few weeks back,
when Horaee Coler of the Fifth gave a lecture on
* How to Conduct a Meeting.”

Any fellow who has attended meetings at QGrey-
{riars rocently will agree thet most of them are more

like & Rugger scrum than what they are in-
tended to be,

Nobody secrna to have tho faintest idea
of the procodure or rules and repulationa.
Chepa stand up whenever they feel like it,
hurl insults st each other instead of at the
chairman, and ¢ommit meny other ghastly
hreaches of parliomentary etiguetic,

Coker, with hiz customary keen insipht
inte eivilised requirementa, deecided to put
things right by giving & public lecture on how
a mecting should be ran,

The leeture, which attracted a huge audienco
mestly drawn from the Remove, Third and
Second Forms, was a great suceess,

Colker opened the pmneedinﬁu by bellowing
* Put a sock in it, you faga!l" Students of
the art of running mestings promptly jotted
down this valuable tip in their notebooks.

TFailing to obtain silence, Coker made
rush at his audienco and started knocking
chaps® heads together. Thiz admirable
axample was edgerly noted by the students.
As Brown remarked, an ounee of illustration
i3 worth a ton of theoretical lecturing,

Coker thon procecded to his lecture. Ha
remarked that there were too many silly young
asses about at Greyiviars and that woa what
was wrong with meetings.  Apart from that
he considered——

Unfortunately, the romainder of his re-
marks were inaudible to pur reporter.

That they were appreciated by the andience,
howover, was obvionas from the frequent
bursts of cheering and stamping of feet—not
to mention the regular presentations of fruit
and hookz which admirers hurled at the
lecturer.

There waa some slight disorder at the finish,
when Coker tried to knock the heads off about
thirty fellows at once. Coker finished up by
going head fivat out of the window,

Wea are all indebted to him for his nobla
endeavour to put us on the right trock. Altex
this, we shall have no excuse to offer.

Coker has shown ua how to comduct a
meeting !

BUMPER POST ON

VALENTINE’'S DAY!

Says DICK PENFOLD

The Editor told vou last woek
how I solved the mystery of the
blushing toughs in Courtfield High
wern  all
valentines to send to the various
damsels whose charms had smmbten

Street.  They

them 1

Thia week T ecan give you the
Tnrid detaila of their renctions to

Valentine's Day itself,

Boleover major awaited the post-
man with a eountenance the solonr

of a ripe tomato.

Bulstrode supported him, locking

like a human beetroot.

Russell sat on the School Hounse
steps, reading s book of sonnets

and rolling his eyea.

Bob Cherry tramped up and down
the quad, running his hand through

iz hair.

Hobson of the Shell got Hoskins
up long belore brelkker and made
him play plaintive piano 2obos,

Blundell sirolicd down (o the
gutes, his eyes plinting,

Coker had a sprint rowwl {he
quad, woaring running shoris end
vest and a rather preoceapied air.

Then the postman canc.
There was a rush—and o lelics
for everybody |

Alaa! Tho aad truth must ho
toll. The letters all consisted
of circulars from a Urm of sporia
oulfitters.

Not a single, solitary walentine
reached Groylviars on Vulentine's
Day !

How sad it oll seems !

lmying




