iy

A Long- Story

THE FIRST CHAPTER
In the Hands of the Philistines!

Courtfield to Greyfriars School.

The four were Ponsonby & Co. of the Fourth
Form at Higheliffe.

The four grinned as they looked along the
road. From the direction of Courtfield a
cyclist was coming, and from a distance the
Highcliffians recognised the Greyfriars cap he
wore.. As he came nearer they: recognised his
face as that of Wibley, of the Greyfriars
Remove. ;

The eyclist was heavily laden. He had two
bundles tied on his bike—one fore and one
aft, so to speak—and he had another bundle
in his hand.  He rode with the other hand on
the handlebars, and he was riding slowly.

“ Looks as if he’s been shopping,” grinned
Ponsonby, “and I fancy he did not expect to
meet little us on the road.” :

ERE comes the giddy vietim!”
Four juniors halted on the

(

sf the Famous Chums of Greyfriars School,
telling of an Amazing Impersonation by Wibley, of the
Remove Form.:

white, dusty road that ran from -

“What on earth can he have in those
bundles ? ” said Gadsby. “ Can’t be tuck—a
consignment, of that extent.”

“We'll see soon,” remarked Ponsonby.
“ Don’t let him get by.”

“No fear!”

*“ Absolutely ! ” chuckled Vavasour.

The four Higheliffe fellows strung them-
selves out across the road: The heavily-laden
cyclist was not likely to get by easily.

They grinned as they watched him. Pon-
sonby & Co. were on fighting terms with the
Greyfriars Remove, especially with "Harry
Wharton . & Co.—“The Famous Five.”
Wibley was not a member of that select circle,
but he was a Removite, and the nuts of High-
clifie regarded him as fair game. And as he
was alone, and the nuts were four to one, it
laoked as if they had a very easy thing on
hand. Ponsonby was a very cautious general,
and he always preferred to have the odds on
his side.

Wibley of the Remove came on more slowly
as he observed the Higheliffians in the road,

289 )



evidently intending to stop him. But, making

up his mind to make a dash for it he put on

speed as he came closer, and whizzed along
~ as fast as he could with his burden.

“ Here, look out!” exclaimed Monson, in
ahrm *“ The beast’ll run us down ! ™

*“ Stop him ! ” shouted Ponsonby.

¢ Catch him with your stick, Pon !

Ponsonby had a stick with a hooked handle
hanging on his arm. He caught it by the end
and made a catch at the eycle with it. Wibley's
front wheel was hooked as he rode by, and the
bicycle came swinging round. It was a dan-
gerous trick to phv Tor the rider might have
had a very nasty fall, but T’onsonbv did not
stop to think about that. He had st opped the
cyclist, and that was all he cared about.

The stick was wrenched from his hand, but
the bike came swinging round, and it curled
up. Wibley went spinning into the road, and
the machine crashed down on the ground.

Wibley’s bundle went flying.  The four
Higheliffians were upon him before he could
gain his feet. The Greyfriars junior lay dazed
in the dust, and Gadsby and Monson and
Vavasour promptly collared him, and pinned
him there.

“ Nailed ! ”* grinned Ponsonby.

“Oh!” gasped Wibley. “Ow! You silly
rotters, you might have broken my neclk

Yow! Gerroff!?”

¢ Ha, ha, ha' !>

“Pitch his hike into the ditch,” said
Gadshy.

“ Have those bundles open!”

“Let those bundles alone!” shouted

Wibley, in alarm.

Ponsonby opened his penknife, and cut the
cord, and tore the bundles open. The High-
cliffians stared as the bundles came to light.

There were clothes of various: kinds, and
several beards, moustaches, and wigs. They
could guess now that Wibley had been shop-
ping at Mr: Lazarus’s, in Courtfield, and was
taking home supplies for the Remove Dra-
matic Society. As a matter of fact, Harry
‘Wharton & Co. were planning a new play, and
Wibley, who was the best actor in the Remove,
and had been elected stage-manager, had been
entrusted ‘with the task of obtaining the
necessary “ props.”’

Y

Quite a considerable little sum had heen
expended by Wibley at Mr. Lazarus’s shop,
and the valuable * properties ”* represented a
good part of the funds of the Remove Dramatic
Society. Wibley was justly alarmed as Pon-
sonby dragged them out into the dust. The
Higheliffians never cared how much damage
they did when they were on the warpath
nguins(‘- their old enemies of Grey) friars.

‘ Props ! grinned Ponsonby. My hat!
What little game are you Grovfnara dufiers
]ﬂa\mo now, \\'11)10'7 2k

*You hr those things alone!”
Wibley. * They're for our new play.
just laid out three pounds ten on them.”

*“ Sheer waste, L' fancy,” said Ponsonby.
“ These props won’t be much use by the time
they get to Greyfriars.”

“ Ha, ha, ha ! ” shouted the nuts.

“You can tell Wharton I've done this for

shouted
I've

the licking I owe him, Wibley,” grinned
Ponsonby.
“I wish Wharton were here,” panted

Wibley. “ Yourotters ! I'lllick youallmyself,
one after another, if youll give me fair
play.”

¢ Jam his head on the ground if he’s cheeky,
Gaddy.”

Bump !

“Yow!” yelled the unfortunate Wibley.
““ Oh, crumbs ! 7

““ Ha, ha, ha ! ?

Ponsonby picked up the fallen bike, and
wheeled it to the deep, flowing ditch by the
side of the road, and pitched it in, Wibley
watched him with his cyes burning with
wrath.

“That’s Wharton's bike!” he gasped.
“ He lent.it to me.”

“ All the better,” said Ponsonby. “ Why
didn’t you tell me that before, and I'd have
cut the tyres first. However, it will want some
cleaning when it’s been fished out.”

“* Pitch him in after it,” said Monson.

Ponsonby shook his head.

“No, we'll send him home to Greyfriars
on foot, with his properties tied round his
neck. The bike can stay there and soak.
Yank him up !

Wibley was jerked to his feet, powerless in
the grasp of the four Highcliffe fellows. He
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Fonsonby stuck the handle of his stick in the front wheel of the bicycle and brought the machine

crashing to the ground. with
gain his feet.

knew that he was “in * for a ragging, and he
set his teeth to go through it. He cast a
longing glance up the road, but there was no
sign of any of his schoolfellows. He was
quito at the mercy of the nuts of Higheliffe.

“Tie his hands,” said Ponsonby.

Wibley struggled furiously, bub his hands
were drawn together behind him, and tied.
His own necktie was dragged oft for the
purpose.

While three pairs of hands held him,
Ponsonby proceeded to tie the properties
round his neck, draping him all round with
them. Wibley’s aspect: was soon very pecu-
liar, with frock-coats, waistcoats, long trou-
sers, beards, moustaches, and wigs hanging
all round him. The Highcliffians yelled with
laughter.

“Now duck him,” saill Ponsonby—* duck
the whole lot together ! ” ;

““Ha, ha, ha!”

Wibley came with it, and the four Highcliffians were on him before he could

(See Chaper 1.)

“Oh, you rotters!” panted Wibley.

“ Yank him along !

The chuckling Higheliftians dragged Wibley
towards the ditch, resisting as hard as he
could. There was a sudden whir of bicycles
on the road, and round the hend came five
cyclists at a high speed.

Wibley burst into’a yell as he saw them
coming.

*“ Rescue, Greyfriars !

Harry Wharton & Co. took in the situation
at a glance. The five cyclists were Wharton,
Bob Cherry, Nugent, Johnny Bull, and Hurree
Singh—the Famous Five of the Remove.

“ Hallo, hallo, hallo ! ”” shouted Bob Cherry.
“ Highcliffe cads! Go for ’em ! ”

“Run!” yelled Vavasour.

And he started. Wibley was instantly
released, and the four heroes of Highelifie
ran for their lives.

“ Run them down ! ”” rapped out Wharton.
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“Ha, ha! You bet!”

Ponsonby & Co. were running their hardest.
But it was not much use to run with rapid
cyclists after them. The Famous Five swept
down on them in a twinkling. They shot
ahead of the Highcliffians, and jumped oft,
letting their bikes run whither they would,
and in an instant more they were, piling on
Ponsonby & Co. The tables were turned with
a vengeance.

THE SECOND CHAPTER
Mr. Mobbs is Shocked !

“ ~or the cads!” chuckled Bob Cherry.

“ Bring ’em along!”

Ponsonby & Co., struggling feebly
in the grasp of the Famous Five, were rushed
back to where Wibley was standing. Wibley
was grinning now.

“ Let us go, you cads.! > wailed Vavasour.
“We give you best!” :

* Hold the rotters!” said Harry Wharton.
“ Where’s my bike, Wibley 2

* They’ve pitched it in the ditch.”

“ My hat!” ¢

Wharton frowned darkly. It was a dirty
trick to damage the bicycle, and not at all
according to the Jaws of war as practised by
the Greyfriars fellows.

« Jolly lucky we came along,” said Whar-
ton. I thought we’d come and meet you,
and help you carry the things, so I borrowed
Squiff’s bike, and we came.”

“In the nickfulness of time!” remarked
Hurree Singh.

“ They were going to shove me in the ditch
after the bike, with all the props,” said Wibley.
* The whole lot would have been ruined. I'm
jolly glad you came along. Untie my hands,
Bob.”

“Tl cut i 2

“ Don’t cut it, ass ; it’s my necktie ! ”

Bob Cherry grinned, and untied the neck-
tie. Wibley began to remove the adornments
Ponsonby had provided him with. The four

Highclifians were looking sullen and appre-.

jlensive.
“You've put my bike in the ditch,” said
‘Wharton sternly.

“ It—it slipped in ! gasped Ponsonby.
. “ Well, now you're going to slip in and get
it out.”

“ Wha-a-t ! ”

“ And buck up, all of you!”

“ Ha, ha, ha!”

Ponsonby & Co. gazed at the ditch in dis-
may. It was a wide, deep ditch, filled to the
brim by a recent rainfall. The bike had com-
pletely disappeared under the water, and
could not be seen, the water being muddy.

To descend into the ditch and grope in the
mud for the bike was a task that was most
disagreeable. It meant a thorough ducking.

“ Good egg!” grinned Wibley. “ They
were going to chuck me in. They can see what
it’s like.”

“ We—we were only joking !’ stammered
Gadsby.

“Well, I'm not joking,” said Wharton
grimly. “ Go in for that bike.”

*¢ I—TI can hook it out with my stick,” said
Ponsonby.

“You won’t! You'll go in for it.”

“ We shall get muddy and wet!” wailed
Vavasour.,

“ Exactly ! ” said Wharton. “ Yowll get
in the same state as the bike. That’s what I
want. It may keep you from playing such a
dirty trick another time.”

“I—I won't! ”

Wharton shrugged his shoulders.

“ Shove ’em in ! he said.

“ Leggo—oh—ah—help—yooop ! 7 splut-
tered Gadsby, as he went whirling towards
the ditch.

Splash!

Gadsby disappeared.  Then, one after
another, the Highcliffians went whirling in.

Splash! Splash! Splash ! .

“TFall in, and follow me!” chuckled Bob
Cherry.

“ Ha, ha, ha!”

Four tousled, streaming heads appeared
above the flowing ditch, four pairs of shoulders
thick with ooze and slime. The water was
nearly four feet deep. Four streaming,
furious faces glared at the Greyfriars juniors
in the road. :

“ I'm waiting for that bike,” said Wharton.

“ Groooooh !

»
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“ Let us out, you beasts ! ”

“The bike first.”

Ponsonby scrambled desperately out, and
Bob Cherry's heavy boot pushed on his
chest, and hurled him back again. There was
another heavy splash, and a splutter.

““ (erroooogagh ! ¥

“ Oh, dear ! ” moaned Vavasour. “ Think
of the state of my clothes!" Oh, my word!
Lemme out!  Oh, oh, oh!”

““ Hand out the bike!”

The drenched Higheliffians snarled with
cage. To stoop in the muddy water, and
arope four feet down for the unscen bike,

. was not agreeable. But it was the only way
of getting out. Ponsonby had just made up
his mind to it, when a figure appeared on the
road—a little, skinny man in a tight, black
frock-coat and silk hat, with an umbrella in
his hand. 1t was Mr. Mobbs, the master of
the Fourth Form at Highclifie. Ponsonby
gave a desperate shout.

“Mr. Mobbs! Help!”

The little Form-master started, and came up
m great wonder. His eyes almost started
{rom his head at the sight of the four streaming
juniors in the ditch. Mr. Mobbs, the master
of the Highclifie Fourth, was not a severe
master to Ponsonby & Co. They were a rich
set of fellows, and they had wealthy con-
nections, from whom Mr. Mobbs hoped and
expected all sorts of things. Mr. Mobbs was a
born toady, and he toadied to Ponsonby &
Co. without limit. . :

To Mr. Mobbs’s mind, there was something
very like sacrilege in laying rough hands upon
the nephew of an earl, and the cousin ofa
marquis. He was simply -horrified at the
sight of Ponsonby in the ditch.

*“ Good heavens ! ” he exclaimed.. His thin,
meagre face was quite pale with horror, and
his little skinny beard scemed to bristle with
wrath. “ What—what is this? Ponsonby,
my dear boy—my dear Vavasour—"

““ Help us, sir ! ”* spluttered Vavasour.

“We're catching cold,” wailed Monson.

“(ome out; come outi at once from that
dreadful ditch!”

Ponsonby & Co. came wading out, but the
Famous Ifive promptly chipped in.  They did
not want any trouble with Mr. Mobbs, bub

they did not intend to let Ponsonby & Cos
escape.

Splash ! Splash !

Mr. Mobbs could scarcely believe his eyes
as the clegant nuts of Highcliffie—no longer
clegant, alas!—were hurled back into the
ditch under his very eyes.

““ (irooooooh !

“ What—what ? ” shricked Mr. Mobbs.
*“ You—you young hooligans !  You ruffians !
You dastards! How dare you ?

“Keep your wool on, cocky!” said Bob
Cherry cheerfully. * They’ve shoved a bike
of ours in the ditch, and they’re in there to
fetch it out. And they’re not comine ou
till they've handed it over ! 5

“ Let them get out immediately !

“ Sorry, sir,” said Wharton qui'ot]\'. “We
want that bike! They put it in, and it’s
their own fault!”

“Did you put this young scoundrel’s
bicycle into the ditch, Ponsonby 2 *

*“No, sir! It fellin!”

“My hat! What a whopper ! * cjaculated
Wibley. & .

“ Wibley was riding it, sir, and he dis-
mounted so clumsily that it rolled into the
ditch,” said Ponsonby. “We came up to
offer to help him get it out, and then these
cads piled on us suddenly.”

The Greyfriars juniors stared blankly at
Ponsonby. They had always known that
that cheerful youth had no particular regard
for the truth. But the facility with which
he rolled out astounding falsehoods now
simply amazed them.

“Great pip!” said Bob Cherry faintly.
““ Talk about Ananias! He was a fool to this
chap!”

“A German Chancellor couldn’t keep his
end up with Ponsonby,” said Johnny Bull.

*“ Come out, Ponsonby,” said Mr. Mebbs.
“ I believe your statement, of course. It was
like you—like your gentlemanly way—to
offer assistance to these ungrateful and brutal
young ruffians.”

* Noti so much of that, please, Mr. Mobbs,”
said Harry Wharton quietly, but with a glint
in his eyes. *“We don't like being called
names like that!”

*“Silence, you insolent hooligan ! *
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“ Do you want to follow those cads into the
ditch, Mr. Mobbs 2

“Wha-a-a-at ! ”

““ Because,” said Wharton, between his
teeth, ““if you call us names again, you'll go
in after them !

¢ Bub-bub-bless my soul ! ”’ ejaculated Mr.
Mobbs, aghast. But he did not call the
Gireyfriars juniors any more names. “ You—
you—ahem {—I command you to allow those
young gentlemen to come out of the ditch at
once !

* When they’ve handed out my bike ; not
before.” d

“I command you!” shouted Mr. Mobbs,
drawing himself up to his full height, which
was not much more than that of the juniors.

“ You can command till you’re black in the
face,” said Johnny Bull. “* But it won’t make
any difference. We don’t take orders from
you.”

° Mr. Mobbs panted with rage.

“ My dear boys, come out at once, and if
these—if these boys attempt to molest you,
T will chastise them ! he exclaimed.

And Mr. Mobbs grasped his umbrella in a
very warlike manner.

* Keep them in, you chaps,” said Wharton
coolly. “ I'll look after Mr. Mobbs.”

The captain of the Remove planted him-
self directly in front of the Highcliffe form-
master. Boy as he was, Harry Wharton
could easily have knocked out the little
TForm-master, if his sense of the fitness of
things had allowed him to strike a man so
much older than himself. He did not intend
to do that, but he intended to keep Mr. Mobbs
from interfering.

« Stand aside, Wharton ! ”

Harry Wharton did not move.

T shall strike you ! ” shouted Mr. Mobbs,
brandishing his umbrella.

“ You had better not, Mr. Mobbs !

But the angry Mr. Mobbs did not listen to
the voice of reason. He made a swipe at the
captain of the Remove with the umbrella.
Wharton caught it in his hand, jerked it away,
and tossed it far across the hedge with a swing
of his strong arm.

“B-b-bless my soul ! ” gasped Mr. Mobbs.

Ponsonby & Co. had made another attempt

to scramble out, but the Greyfriars juniors
shoved them back without ceremony. There
was no escape for the heroes of Highcliffe.

Mr. Mobbs made one more effort. He
rushed upon Wharton and grasped him by
the shoulders, and strove to drag him aside.
‘Wharton grasped him in turn and held him in
a grip of steel.

“ B-b-bless
Mobbs.

He had caught a Tartar. Wriggle as he
would, he could not escape from the grasp
of the sturdy junior. Bob Cherry gave a
chirrup of delight.

“Pitch him in!” he yelled.

my soul!” stuttered Mr.

THE THIRD CHAPTER
Trouble Ahead !

HARRY WuarToN did not piteh Mr. Mobbs
in. Bob Cherry’s excited suggestion

. ‘passed unheeded. Mr. Mobbs cer-
tainly- was asking for it, but a certain amount
of respect was due .to his position, if not to
himself.

But Wharton’s grasp did not relax. He
held Mr. Mobbs back, and the Highclific
master struggled in vain.

“ Release me instantly !~ shrieked Mr.
Mobbs.

*“"Are you going to interfere 2 ”

“Yes, yes, yes!”

“ Then I shall hold you!”

“Bless my soul! Release me! Good
heavens, I—I will not be drawn into a vulgar
scufle with-a schoolboy. I will not inter-
fere ! ”

“ Good !

Wharton released Mr. Mobbs, who staggered
away breathlessly. Mr. Mobbs never took
any care to keep himself fit, and he was feel-
ing quite breathless and exhausted from that
brief contest.

“ Ponsonby,” he stuttered, *“ you—you had-
better hand out the bicycle. You must
yield to force, but I will see that justice is
done later. I shall proceed to Greyfriars,
and complain to Dr. Locke, and this ruffianly
insolence will be punished. But for the
present——"
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Ponsonby & Co. were already groping in
the mud for the bike. They had realised
that there was no help to be expected from
Mr. Mobbs. The Greyfriars juniors were not
to be awed by a Form-master—not one of
Mr. Mobbs’s kind.

With many splashes and gasps and splutters
the Highcliffians succeeded in dragging up
the bicycle from the bed of mud into which it
had sunk. They pushed it out furiously over
the bank. ;

“There’s your rotten bike!” hissed Pon-
sonby. ““Now let us out!”

“ You can come out,” said Wharton.

He picked up the bike. It was coated with
mud, and the cleaning of it would be a long
and difticult process. He was greatly in-
clined to keep the Highclifians there to clean
it on the spot,
but he conced-
ed that point.
The cads of
Higheliffe had
been sufficient-
ly punished.

They looked
draggléd ob-
jects as they
came out into
the road,
streaming with
water, and
squelching mud
from their
boots.

There was a
whiff of ex-
tremely un-
pleasant odour
from the mud
they had
dragged up
from the bot-
tom of the
ditch.

“ Keep your
distance,
please,” said
Bob Cherry.
“You don’t
smell nice, Pon-

Wibley's assailants

“ Rescue, Greyfriars

(

drageed him towards the ditch—just as Harry
ashing round the bend on their bicycles.
17 yelled Wibley.

sonby.
scented.” J

Ponsonby ground his teeth.

“ Tl make you pay for this ! ” he snarled.

“ Bow-wow ! Sheer oft!”

* They shall be condignly punished,” said
Mr. Mobbs. “ Come with me, my boys, and I
will Iet Dr. Voysey see you exactly as you are.
Then I shall take a complaint to Dr. Locke at
Greyfriars. I shall demand the expulsion of
these boys !

“Bow-wow ! ” said Bob Cherry.

“ Cherry, you—you insolent——"

‘“ Hallo, hallo, hallo! Do you want to go
in? ”

“T decline to say another word to you,
Cherry ! Come with me, my dear lads ! *

And Mr. Mobbs led his flock away towards
Higheliffe.

Harry Whar-
ton & Co. look-
ed at one an-
< other, and
Bob Cherry
whistled soft-
ly.

‘“There’s
going to be
trouble,”” he
remarked.

‘“The trouble-
fulness will be
terrific ! ** said
Hurree Singh.
“Mobby will
come and
worry the hon-
oured Head,
and then there
will be the
lickfulness !

Wharton
knitted his
brows.

“Let him
* complain,” he
said  shortly.”
‘“1f he does
we shall ex-
plain to the

You nuts are always so highly

(See Chapter 1.)
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Head and Dr. Locke will see justice done.”

“You never know,” murmured Bob.
“ Headmasters don’t look at things as we do.
The Head mayn’t think we were entitled
to send those cads in for the hike.”

“Can’t be helped.”

The juniors scraped down the muddy bike
with handfuls of grass, cleaning it sufficiently
for Wibley to ride it home.

They did not feel very cheerful as they rode
back to Greyfriars. v

The unending * seraps *’ and rows between
the juniors of the two schools had sometimes
made Dr. Locke very angry, and he was some-
times severe on that subject.

He was annoyed whenever Mr. Mobbs
came over with a complaint, as was natural,
and Mr. Mobbs never lost an opportunity.

Harry Wharton & Co. assuredly felt
justified in handling the cads of Highcliffe
as they had done, but there was no telling how
the Head would look at it. Dr. Locke did not
sce eye to eye with the heroes of the Lower
Fourth.

But it could not be helped now ; neither
did they regret their drastic handling of
Ponsonby & Co. They had plenty of courage
to face the music if trouble was to
follow. |

That trouble would follow there was little
doubt. Ponsonby would do his worst, they
knew that, and he had very much influence
with his Form-master, and through him with
Dr. Voysey, the Head of Highcliffe. There
had always been bad blood between Ponsonby
and the Famous Five, but the dandy of High-
cliffezwas more bitter than ever of late, owing
to the fact that some of the fellows in his own

form at Highclifie were on friendly terms with.

Greyfriars. Frank Courtenay had become
captain of the Highclifie Fourth, and Ponsonby
was not of nearly such account there as he
had been, and Courtenay had revived the
cricket fixture with Greyfriars, and generally
did his best to make the rival juniors pull
together. Against anything of that kind
Ponsonby & Co. had set their faces very
determinedly.

- Harry Wharton & Co. reached Greyfriars,
and wheeled in their machines, and for some
time afterwards they were busy in cleaning

( 208

_story of Ponsonby’s raid.

Wharton’s bike.
No. 1 Study.

- A good many members of the Remove were
waiting for them there. It was a meeting of
the Remove Dramatic Society in No. 1 Study
at tea-time.

* Got the props ? * asked Peter Todd.

“Yes, they had a narrow escape,” said
Wharton. * We'll have them out after tea.”

The Removites breathed indignation at the
The narrow escape
of the “ props ” angered them. Three pounds
ten shillings was a considerable sum to the
Remove Dramatic Society.

“ The rotters ! ” said Squiff, the Australian
junior. “ But, I say, if you checked Mobby
like that he’s bound to come over about it.”

“The Head will be in a wax,” remarked
Mark Linley.
© “Can’t be helped.”

“ Mobby will pitch him a yarn,” said
Vernon-Smith. “ He’ll make out that Pon-
sonby & Co. were innocent little doves.
You can’t prove that they were going to duck
Wib, as they didn’t have time to duck him,
and you can’t deny that you did duck them,
Looks like a licking.”

“If we get licked we’ll pass it on to Pon-
sonby later. I know that ! growled Johnny
Bull.

“ Oh, blow Ponsonby and Mobby, and ali
Highcliffe ! 7 said Wibley. “ Let’s see about
the props. I'm going to try my Mobby rig.”

Tea being cleared away, the amateur
actors proceeded to examine the * props,”
newly purchased by their stage-manager and
utility man. Wibley stripped off his Etons,
and donned a. black frock-coat and black
trousers, a high collar, and a black tie. The
juniors grinned as they watched him pro-
ceed to make up his face before the glass.

Before Wibley had come to Greyfriars
Harry Wharton had been the leading spirit
of the junior theatrical society. But Whar-
ton had cheerfully and willingly yielded first
place to Wibley.

Wibley was a born actor. His gift of im-
personation was wonderful. He Wwas not
exactly a handsome youth, but his face was
very useful for theatricals, for he had the gift
of twisting it'into almost any expression he

Then they went in to tea in
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liked, and when he
made himself up, he
owed more to his
mobile features than

to grease-paint or
disguise.

The latest play
designed by the
Remove players was
a comedy dealing
with a public school,
and a Form-master
had to appear in
it—a comic Form-
master, whose busi-
ness was to supply
the funny turn.
Wibley had had the
brilliant idea of cari-
caturing Mr. Mobbs,
of Higheliffe. As
Wibley remarked,
Nature must have
intended Mr. Mobbs
as a standing joke,
to judge by his looks.
With elevators in his
boots, Wibley easily
made himself the
same height as the
little Mr. Mobbs.
With a few skilful
touches to his face,
and his queer com- :
mand of his features, he turned himself into.
the very likeness of the Highelific Form-
master.

He had Mr. Mobbs's hollow cheeks, his
heavy brows, his tight mouth, his straggling
wisp of heard, his high check-hones—every
detail was perfect when he had finished his
make-up—and the juniors looked on with great
admiration.  They could almost have be-
lieved that Mr. Mobbs himself was standing
before them.

‘ Good heavens ! " exclai
figures in the ditch.
\’. wasour. - The Remov!

* Blessed if I know how he does it ! " said
Bob Cherry., “1t's ripping, Wibby. Mr.

Knobbs will be a top-hole part.”
“ Might have some of the Highelifie chaps
over to see it,” grinned Squiff. ** They'll
: 4

med Mr. Mobbs.as he saw the muddy, bedr.lﬂqlnl

What—what is this?”  “ Hel,

W SIEL™ Wi
ites on the bank only chuckled. P VoLl

(See Chapter 2.)
recognise Mr. Knobbs in the comedy as Mr,
Mobbs of real life.”

“ My dear boy,” said Wibley, in tlxc some-
what squeaky voice of Mr. Mobbs. |, * How
is your honoured father! I trust-vou re-
mombcrcd me to his lordship—vhat ¢

*“Ha, ha, ha l*’

* Topping ! exclaimed Harry Wharton.
“It's Mobby to the life.”

“There’d be a row if he knew we were
borrowing his good looks for our comedy,”
gjrmncd Tom Brown.
~ “Oh, hes fair game,” said Wibley. A
man shouldu's have a face like that if he
docsn’t want it imitated,’t*

* Ho, ha, ha }*
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The door opened, and Billy Bunter’s fat
face and big glasses glimmered in. The Owl
of the Remove was grinning.

“I say, you fellows, he’s come! Why—
what—— ! Bunter staggeted as he blinked
at the disguised Wibley. “ Oh, dear! I—I
—I—I—how did he get here 2

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“It’s Wlb you fathead,” said J olnmy
Bull.

Bunter gasped.

“Oh, dear! You gave me such a turn,
Wibley, you thumpuw idiot ! TI’ve’ just seen
Mobby in the Close, and when I saw you
here: 2

““ Mobby here ?

“ Better get those things off, Wib,” said
Wharton hastily. * We shall all be wanted in
the Head’s study pretty soon.”

“ What-ho !

And Wibley stripped off his disguise rapidly,
and resumed his ordinary aspect, in readiness
for the expected call to the Head’s study.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER
Ponsonby Declines to Play the Game !

£ Bx’ gad, what a merry gang!’
De Courcy of the Fourth Form ab
Highcliffe, - otherwise known as the
(aterpillar, made that remark as he elevated
his eyebrows in lazy surprise.

Frank Courtenay, who was chatting with
the Caterpillar in the Higheliffe quad,
stared at the ““ merry  party that came in at
the gates.

It was in a sarcastic spirit that the Cater-

pillar characterised them as merry.
not look very merry.

Mr. Mobbs, who strode in ahead, was red
with anger, and his little eyes were glinting,
and his nose, always red, was almost crimson,
an effect that- excitement had upon him.
After him came Ponsonby, and Gadsby, and
Monson, and Vavasour, dripping with water
and reeking with mud.

They _squelched their way unhappily to-
wards the House, followed l)y curious looks

and smiles from all sides.

“ Somebody’s been lookin’ Ior trouble, and

They did

findin’ it,” yawned the (‘ntorp)llar
is waxy. Look at his beak.”

Courtenay grinned.

“It certainly looks as if there’s been
trouble,” he remarked. ‘A row with the
Greyfriars chaps, perhaps.”

“And Ponsonby has got wet,” said the
Caterpillar. ““ Pon, old man, what has hap-
pened 2 What induced you to spoil your
clothes in that dreadful way ? »

Ponsonby gritted his teeth and strode on
without replwnﬂ The other muddy nuts
scowled at Courtenay and the Caterpillar,
and went on without a word. They were not
in a humour to talk to the friends of Harry
Wharton & Co. But Mr. Mobbs paused, and
answered.

“ My dear De Courcy, I am not surprised
that you are shocked at this dreadful sight,”
he said. ‘“Ponsonby and his friends have
been hurled into a muddy ditch by a band
of young ruffians.”

* Horrid, sir!” said the Caterpillar sym-
pathetically. “ Did they get into a row with
the bargemen ? ”

““No. The young ruffians belonged to
Greyfriars School.”

“By gad!” 5

““ They were boys with whom, De Courcy,
I am sorry to say, you have been friendly. I
trust you will now see the advisability of
leaving them severely alonc. The same
.q)phes to you, Courtenay.”

& suppose poor old Pon didn’t provoke
them in any way, sir 2 ” said the Caterpillar
urbanely, before Courtenay could reply.

“ Not in the least,” said Mr. Mobbs. “ That
adds to the heinousness of their conduct. A
Greyfriars boy, one Wibley, had an accident
with his bicycle, and Ponsonby ran up to
assist him, and was then treated in this
outrageous manner.’

“ Does Ponsonby say so, sir ? ** exclaimed
Frank Courtenay.

“ Certainly he does.”

“ But you did not see it, sir 2

“I did not,” said Mr. Mobbs. “But I
trust Ponsonby’s account implicitly. I have
had experience myself of the ruffianly inso-
lence of Wharton and his friends.”

*“ Ponsonby couldn’t have told you the

“ Mobby
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facts, sir,” said Courtenay. “ Wharton
wouldn’t have treated him like that if he hadn’t
asked for it.” :

“ That will do, Courtenay,” said Mr. Mobbs,
frowning. *“I am shocked and disgusted to
hear you utter a word in defence of those
young rascals. I am about to take measures
to visit condign punishment upon them.
Dr. Voysey will send a very severe complaint
to Creyfziars, by me. You should be glad to
know that this assault upon your Form-
fellows will be severely
punished.”

“1 know that Ponsonby
must have asked for it,” said
Courtenay. .

“My dear Franky,” said
the Caterpillar, *“the good
Pon was as gentle as a cooing-
dove. I'm sure of it. He
seems to have allowed himself
to be chucked into a ditch
without resisting.  Could a
peaceful chap do more than
that ¢

“ Ponsonby would not deign
to grapple with those young
ruffians,” said Mr. Mobbs.
“He has a proper sense of
dignity.”

“ Yaas,” said the Cater-
pillar. “He must havelooked
awfully dignified in the ditch.
I wish I could have seen him
there, by gad !*

Mr. Mobbs gave the Cater-
pillar a sharp look and walked
on. He followed the muddy
nuts into the House.

" Lucky my uncle’s an
earl,” muttered the Cater-
pillar. “ If Smithson or Jones
minor had talked to Mobby
like that he’d have got two on
cach hand.
classic brow for, Franky ¢
Courtenay frowned.

dear!

“T don’t know the rights of this,” he said.
“ But I know Pon has lied, and Fm pretty
sure Mobbs knows he’s lied, only he's glad to

Billy Bunter stagg
[—I—I—How did he get here ?

What are you wrinkling your

have a handle against the Greyfriars chaps.”

“Yaas, that's a cert. Ho knows that Pon
wasn’t brought up on the lines of the lamented
George Washington,” assented the Caterpillar.

“Now he’s going over to Greyfriars com-
plaining,” said Courtenay, with a gleam in
his eyes. “It’s sickening. It makes us all
look cads and funks. The Greyfriars chaps
never complain to a master. Pon’s played

them a lot of dirty tricks, and they take it
quictly, and never make a row to drag the

ered as he saw the disguised Wibley. “Oh,
2 I—I've just seen lim in
the Close!” ~ (See Chapter 3.)
masters into it. It’s up against IMighcliffe,
the way Pon drags Mobby into his rows.”
“Yaas, the noble Pon isn’t very par-
ticular.”
“It ought to be stopped. I know very
well he asked for it before he got it, and he
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ought to have grit enough to take it without
whining.”

*“ That’s not our good Pon’s way.”

“ Those fellows may get licked for this.”

“Yaas; that’s Pon’s little game.”

Courtenay bit his lip.

“And the Greyfriars fellows will think
we're all a crowd of sneaks,” he said. ‘“I
think those rotters might consider our good
name a little.”

The Caterpillar shrugged his shoulders.

“ Come on ! ”* said Courtenay suddenly.

“ Whither, my lord ? ”

“ Let’s go and see Ponsonby. If we put it
to him plainly he may do the decent thing.”}

“ Certainly ! ” said the Caterpillar urbanely.
“ Let’s go and talk to him. It would be awf’ly
interestin’ to see Ponsonby do anything decent.
I haven’t much faith in it, but we’ll try.”

Ponsonby & Co. were in the Fourth-Form
dormitory, cleaning themselves and changing
their clothes. Drury and Merton and Tun-
stall, and several more of the noble society
of nuts, were there with them, sympathising.
The four muddy heroes were in vile tempers,
their only solace being the prospect of the
punishment that was to fall upon their
enemies at Greyfriars. 1

They stared angrily at the Caterpillar an
Courtenay as the two chums came in. The
Caterpillar was smiling blandly, with his usual
imperturbable humour, but Frank Courtenay
looked troubled and somewhat * ratty.”

“What do you want, confound you?”
exclaimed Ponsonby.

“ Just a word with you ! ”” said Courtenay.
“ You’ve had some trouble with Wharton it

seems——

‘¢ And he’s going to get some soon ! * snarled
Ponsonby.

“You mean that Mobby is going over to
Greyfriars, complaining as usual ?

Y es

“ Doesn’t it strike you as being jolly mean
to get them a licking ? They never play that
kind of thing on you.”

“ Mobby wouldn’t lick us if they did,” said
Gadsby.

“ It’s sneaking,” said Courtenay.

“ Have you come here to tell us that ?”
sneered Ponsonby. “ Well, T’ll tell you in
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return that we’re going to get them the worst
licking we can, a flogging very likely.”

“ You know what they think of us for this
kind of meanness and sneaking ?” said
Courtenay hotly.  If you asked Mobby, he'd
let the matter drop.”

““ Go and eat coke ! ”

The Caterpillar sighed.

“You see how it is, Franky. Pon is too
dignified to lick those cheeky Greyfriars
chaps, that’s where it is.”

Some of the nuts grinned at this remark,
and Ponsonby scowled. Courtenay com-
pressed his lips, and strode out of the dor-

- mitory, and the Caterpillar lounged after

him, with his hands in his pocket.

“It’s rotten!” growled Courtenay, as
they went downstairs. “ It’s caddish!”

“Can’t be helped, my son. Let’s go and
have tea.”

Courtenay’s face was gloomy at the tea
table in No. 3 Study. He felt keenly the
humiliation that was brought upon the Form
and the school by Ponsonby’s methods of
“ getting his own back ” upon his rivals at
Greyfriars ; but, as De Courcy had remarked,
Ponsonby was not particular.

A little later, from the study window, they
saw the meagre figure of Mr. Mobbs crossing
towards the gates. - After an interview with
Dr. Voysey, the Fourth Form-master was on
his way to Greyfriars. Courtenay clenched
his hands as he saw him go.

“Tve a jolly good mind to give Ponsonby
a thundering good hiding ! ” he said.

“I dare say Wharton will give him one,”
said the Caterpillar comfortingly. * It’s
rotten, but it can’t be helped. Come and help
me with my beastly  Virgil.”

But the cloud did not leave Courtenay’s
brow. He was wondering what was going
on at Greyfriars, and it worried him.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER
Going Through It !
MR Mosss was shown into the Head’s
study at Greyfriars.
Dr. Locke received him with his
usual courtesy, though he sighed a little when
Mr. Mobbs was announced. Dr. Locke did
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not like Mr. Mobbs, and he did not like listen-
ing to complaints.

“ Pray take a scat, Mr. Mobbs,” said the
Head. “I am—ahem !—glad to see you. I
trust there has been no more friction—ahem !
—between the boys.”

“I should not have called otherwise, sir,”
said Mr. Mobbs disagreeably, his eyes glinting
through his glasses. ““ I have a very serious
complaint to make.”

*“ Dear me ! ”

“Several boys in my Form at Highcliffe
have been brutally assaulted and hurled into
a muddy ditch by certain boys belonging to
this school, one of whom treated me—me—
with personal violence.”

“TIs it possible 2

“If you will send for the boys, Dr. Locke,
I will make my statement in their presence.
They will not, I venture to think, deny it.”

“ Their names, please ?

“ Wharton, Nugent, Cherry, Bull, Wibley,
and the Indian boy.”

Dr. Locke rang, and sent Trotter for
Wharton, Nugent, Cherry, Bull, Wibley, and
the Indian boy. Those youths were expecting
the summons, and they came at once to the
Head’s study.

The Head looked at the six juniors as they
filed in. - Mr. Mobbs regarded them with angry
animosity.

“ These are the boys, Dr. Locke,” he said.
“It was Wharton who assaulted me. All of
them were. parties to the assault upon Pon-
sonby and his friends. I will tell you exactly
what occurred. The boy Wibley had an acci-
dent with his bicycle—" ;

“T didn't, sir,” said Wibley promptly.

“ Let Mr. Mobbs finish, please ! ” said Dr.
Locke.

“Very well, sir.”

“ Wibley had an accident with his bicycle,
which slipped into a ditch. Ponsonby and
his friends, seeing the mishap, came up to
render assistance. These other boys then
arrived upon the spot and assaulted them.
Taking a cowardly advantage of being in
greater numbers, they threw Ponsonby,
Gadsby, Monson, and Vavasour into the
ditch, drenching them and covering them with
mud. I came up, and Wharton scized me in

a ruffianly manner and prevented me from
going to their aid. They kept my boys in
the ditch for some time before allowing them
to get out. Their clothes are ruined. Whar-
ton hurled my umbrella into the fields, and T
have not yet recovered it.”

Dr. Locke’s brow grew very stern.

“TIs that all, Mr. Mobbs ? ”

“That is all, sir; and enough, too, 1
think ! snapped Mr. Mobbs.

“ What have you to say ? ”” asked the Head,
fixing his eyes upon the culprits.

“Only that it isn’t true, sir,” said Harry
Wharton.

*“ Hardly a word of it, sir,” said Bob Cherry
cheerfully.

“The untruthfulness is terrific, honoured
sahib !

Mr. Mobbs crimsoned with rage.

*“ Dr. Locke, if you allow these boys to cam
doubti upon my statements—

“I must hear what the boys say in their
defence, Mr. Mobbs. Wibley, kindly tell me
what happened, in the first place.”

*“ Certainly, sir!” said Wibley. “I was
riding home from Courtfield with some
things I'd just bought from Lazarus's. The
Highcliffe cads——"

“What 2

“I'mean, Ponsonby and his set, sir, stopped
me, collared me, and pitched Wharton’s bike
into the ditch. It was Wharton’s bike I
was riding. Then they were going to pitch
me in after it, when these chaps came up and
stopped them.”

“ Mr. Mobbs wasn’t there then, sir,” said
Johnny Bull. “He doesn’t know what
happened, only from what Ponsonby told
him.”

“Do you deny that you threw Ponsonby
and his friends into the ditch ? ” asked the
Head, looking very worried.

“Oh, no, sir!” said Harry. “We made
them go in to fetch my bike out. It was in
four feet of water. They wouldn’t go in for it,
so they were chucked in—I mean, thrown in.”

““ And we let them come out as soon as they
handed the bike out,” said Nugent.

*“ And the esteemed Mr. Mobbs wished to
interfere, and Wharton persuaded him not
to,” said Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.
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At the head of the foar streaming, muddy figures Mr. Mobbs
marched in at the gates; his little eyes were glinting and his

nose was very red. There was trouble brewing
& Co. (See Chapter 4.)

“ You persuaded him, Wharton 2

“Ye-es, sir.”

“Mr. Mobbs says that you assaulted him.
How did you persuade him ? ”

“T—ahem !—I held him, sir.”

Dr. Locke {rowned.

“You laid bands upon Mr. Mobbs, Whar-
ton 2

EINes ST )

“That was very wrong. You must know
that that was disrespectful, Wharton, to a
man of Mr. Mobbs’s age, and in his position.”

Wharton was-silent. He did not sce that
he was to blame, but he felt that the Head
must take a different view. TFor a junior to
collar a Form-master and hold him forcibly
was not a matter the Head of Greyfriars could
approve of, whatever provocation the junior
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might have received.

“You observe, Mr. Mobbs,
that these boys give a
different account from that
which you appear to have
received from Ponsonby 2 ”

“T trust Ponsouby’s word
absolutely, sir.”

“T prefer to give credence
to my own boys, naturally,
especially as I know them
to be truthful,” said the
Head dryly.  * However, as
the occurence had no wit-
nesses, we will let that pass.
Wharton, was there no other
method of recovering the
bicycle, other than by sending
the Highelifie boys into the
ditch to grope for it 2" *

“Well, yes, sir. I suppose
it could have been dragged
out with a stick.”

“Then why did you pub
them in the ditch?”

“We thought they deserved
it, sir, after pitching the bike
n:t
. Dr. Locke coughed.

“It was a very lawless
proceeding, Wharton. Even
if Ponsonby threw the bicycle
deliberately into the water,
that was not so serious a matter as throwing
the boys themselves in.”

“They were going to pitch Wib. in, sir.”

*“We stopped them just in time,” added
Johnny Bull. * Wib. would. have been in
the next minute if we hadn’t come up.”

“That is false!”’ said Mr. Mobbs.

“It is not false!” ecxclaimed Wharton
indignantly.

“Control yourself, Wharton, please.- It
appears that the Highcliffe boys did not ac-
tually throw Wibley into the ditch, although
they threatened to do so ¢ ”

“Well, yes.”

“ As there were other means of recovering
the bicycle, I must conclude that you threw
those boys into the ditch simply as a punish-.
ment ? g

)
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*“ Partly—yes, sir.”

“Then it was a most unjustifiable
act,” said the Head. *“Still more un-
justifiable was it to use force against a
gentleman in Mr. Mobbs's position when
he wished to go to their help. Although
Mr. Mobbs does not: belong to your school,
he is in the same position as your own
Form-master, and should have been treated
with respect. I cannot possibly excuse this,
and so far I regard Mr. Mobbs’s complaint as
fully justified. If a Greyfriars master should
be treated so disrespectfully by Highcliffe
boys, I should expect Dr. Voysey to make
full reparation.”

The juniors were silent. It was the view
they had really expected the Head to take,
and they could hardly blame him.

“T shall therefore punish you severely,”
said the Head, taking up his cane. “I be-
lieve that'the trouble was originally caused by
the Highcliffie boys, but when Mr. Mobbs
arrived upon the scene you should have
obeyed him. I shall therefore cane you all in
the presence of Mr. Mobbs !

Mr. Mobbs rubbed his skinny hands.

He was anticipating a pleasant scene—
pleasant for him, though not for the unlucky
Removites.

“You first, Wharton ! ”

Swish ! Swish! Swish! Swish !

Harry Wharton took his punishment
quietly, only the glint in his eyes betraying his
{eelings.

One after another, the six juniors took the
same punishment, Mr. Mobbs looking on with
quite a genial expression now.

Then the Head dismissed them.

“You will report this to Dr. Voysey, Mr.
Mobbs. And I may add that I consider it
merely just, that Dr. Voysey should punish
Ponsonby for having, in the first place, caused
the whole trouble.”

“ Ponsonby’s explanation on that point
has fully satisfied Dr. Voysey,” replied Mr.
Mobbs coolly. “ There'is no call for punish-
ment in his case.”

And Mr. Mobbs departed, leaving the Head
of Greyfriars frowning.

There was much chuckling among the nuts

of Highclifie when Mr. Mobbs returned, and -
they learned of the scene in the Head’s study
at Greyfriars. Ponsonby & Co. felt that they
had scored at the finish.

But it was not the finish yet.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER
Squiffi’s Scheme !

No. 1 Study in the Remove passage was a
scene of woe.

Six juniors there were, rubbing their

hands, growling, grunting, and saying things.

Each- of the delinquents had received four
cuts, and they had been laid on very hard.
Their palms felt, as Bob Cherry expressed it,
as if they had been toasted.

Even more bitter than the severe caning
was the feeling that their punishment had
been unjust,.

They did not blame the Head. He could
hardly” have taken any other view of the
matter than the one he had taken. The
chums of the Remove were kind enough to
make allowances for the Head, and they ex-
cused him.

But they did not excuse Ponsonby or Mr.
Mobbs. They had an intense longing tc
make things warm for the nuts of Highcliffe
and their Form-master.

“ We don’t get a chance against those cads,”.
said Bob Cherry dolorously. “When they
get it in the neck, they sneak every time. We
could go over to Highcliffe, and give them a °
licking all round; but it would only mean
another licking for us from the Head—per-
haps a flogging next time.”

Wharton’s eyes glittered.

‘“ All the same, we’re going to make these
cads smart for this!” he exclaimed.

*“ Hear, hear ! ” said Nugent feebly.

“ The hear-hearfulness is terrific; but the
painfulness in my esteemed hands is also
great,” remarked Hurree Singh sadly.

“Wow-wow~-wow-wow !’ That was
Wibley’s contribution to the discussion.

“You can’t deal with rotters who don't
play the game,” said Johnny Bull. “ We
never sneak about them. They sneak all
the time. Yow-ow!”

“ Wow-ow-ow ! ” said Wibley.
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' Harry Wharton wrinkled his brows angrily.  hee. Can’t you think of another wheeze

He was simply yearning to make Ponsonby
- & Co. suffer for their sins. But the prospect
of another licking from the Head was not
agreeable.
Squiff looked into the study. Sampson
Quincy Iffley. Ficld was very sympathetic.
“Been through it?” he asked.

Y.
IR
=

St

\

“ [ shall have to punish
he lifted his cane—and Mr.
pleasant scene.

“Yow! Yes.”

“Poor old Wib !  You look doubled up !~
said the Australian junior.

“ Wow ! ” said Wibley.

“ Can’t you think of a way of making ‘Umsc
rotters sit up, Squiff 2 said Nugent. *“ You
did them in the eye once, Wlen you were new

vou all in front of Mr. Mobbs," said th
Mobbs rubbed his hands in anticipation of a
(See Chapter §.)

like that ?

The junior from New South Wales grinned.
His great jape on the Higheliffe fellows had
never been forgotten. When he had been a
newcomer at Greyfriars the Australian junior
had presented himself at Highcliffe as a new
boy, and played the part for a whole day,
i much to the discomfort

i H’{Wl! of Ponsonby & Co.
U i

' f"’-‘h
JUfli

observed, was a little
game that couldn’t be
played twice.

“Well, I certainly
couldn’t go there as a
new kid again,”
grinned Squiff.  * But
if I had Wib’s gift of
making up, there’s
another game I could
play—a regular
scorcher. But I
couldn’t do it.”

Wibley looked up.

“What is it?” he
asked. ““Couldn’t T
do it 27

“Well, it would
want a lot of nerve,”
said Squiff.

Wibley snorted.

“Do you think I
haven’t as much nerve
as you, you—you
Langaroo ? 7

“Bet you you

haven't,” said Squift
coolly. ** You sce, we
grow a special brand
of nerve in New South
‘Wales, and you—"
4 “QOh, come off!”
said Johnny Bull. —“What's the idea ? 1If
1éltl‘r§‘s anything in it, we'll make {yib do
i

,W‘ But that, as Bob Cherry
Mt

1}

e Head, as

“I shouldn’t want making, fathead!®
growled Wibley. ** You show me how I can
pass this on to Ponsonby, and I'll jump at
1t.



“Go it, Squiff!” said the Famous TFive
encouragingly.

The chums of the Remove had great faith
in the sagacity of Sampson Quincy Iffley
Tield.

“Well,” said Squiff, “I thought of it, and
thought it out; and if I were an actor like
Wib, and could wriggle my features about as
he does, I'd goin forit. But Iknow I couldn’t
do it. I should be bowled out at once. Wib
could do it, if he's got the nerve.” 4

“ Oh, rats!” said Wibley. “ My nerve’s
all right. Cut the cackle, and come to the
hosses ! ”

* Well, it came into my head when I was
watching you make up as Knobbs, for our
comedy,” said Squiff.

“ What the dickens has our comedy to do
with it ?” snorted Wibley. “I don’t feel
very comic just now. Blow the comedy!”

““We planned that comic character in the
comedy on the lines of our friend Mobby,”
pursued Squifl. * You can make yourself up
exactly like him.”

“Of course I can,” said Wibley.. “Like his
blessed twin. But what are you getting at ?

“ Well, that’s the idea.”

*“ Blessed if I seeit!”

*“ Make it a bit clearer,” said Bob Cherry.
1 may be dense, but I don’t see the point.”

*“ Yes, you are a bit dense,” assented Squiff.

“ Why, you silly ass——"

*“ However, to come to the point, suppose
Wib should put on his rig as Mr. Knobbs in
the comedy——"

s Wallie s

“ And instead of playing Mr. Knobbs in our
play here, suppose he should go to Higheliffe,
and play Mr. Mobbs ¢ ”

“What!” howled the juniors.

*“ That’s the wheeze—if Wib’s got the nerve.
T’d do it like a shot if I could play the part ;
but I couldn’t. It wants a born actor, with
an elastic chivvy, like Wib’s.”

“ Oh, my hat!”

“You thumping ass!” roared Wibley.
“ And what would Mobby say when his double
turned up at Higheliffe.” ‘

“ He wouldn’t say anything.”

“ Why wouldn’t he, fathead 2

“ Because he wouldn’t be there.”

“And why wouldn’t he be there ?” de-
manded Bob.

“ Because he would be kept away.”

“QOh!”

“ That would be our part in the little zame,”
explained Squiff. “ We could get a tip from
Courtenay or the Caterpillar about Mr. Mobbs’s
personal customs, and nail him some time
when he’s outside the walls of Highcliffe.”

*“ Great Scott ! 7

*“ Kidnap him ! gasped Nugent.

“Well, no: just persuade him to take a
little wallk, say, to the old Priory, and to stay
there for the best part of a day,” said Squiff

*“ Oh, crumbs!”

“ But—but—but he’d rush here to the
Head at once, as soon as he was let loose !
exclaimed Wharton, aghast. “ We might
get sacked for it.”

“We jolly well should get sacked!” said
Bob.

** Yes, if Mobby knew us ! *” assented SquifE.
“But ‘he wouldn’t know us. Suppose he
goes out after dark—he must do so some-
times—well, he's collared by a gang of foot-
pads with bags over their heads. They rush
him off and tell him they're going to hold him
to ransom i

* My sainted aunt!”

“They shove him into the old priory,
and tie him up. They leave him there,
thinking the ruffians are going to keep him
prisoner till he’s ransomed. When it suits
us a Greyfriars chap happens along, finds him,
and lets him loose. Not before it suits us to
let him be loose, of course.”

“ Oh, dear! Are there any more at home
like you?” gasped Bob Cherry. * You
might have the nerve to do it, Squiffy, but
Wib—"

“T've got plenty of nerve,” said Wibley.
“ But—but suppose Mobby should get away,
and come back to Higheliffe while I was
there 2

“He wouldn’t.”

“ He might.” said Wibley.

“ Well, you'd have to cut for it. But he
wouldn’t.”

* It—it’s too thick,” said Harry Wharton.
“It’s a tremendous idea. but it’s too big an
order fov Wibby.”
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* Besides, Wibby’s disguise might not
stand the strain of being seen in the daylight,
at close quarters,” said Johnny Bull.

Wibley sniffed disdainfully.

“ Why, you duffer, I could play Mobby so
that Mobby himself wouldn’t know whether
it was himself or not ! ”” he exclaimed.

“T think Wib could do it,” said Squiff.
“He'll make up all right. When he’s made
up as Knobbs for the comedy we might
take him for Mobby—Bunter did take him for
Mobbs, you know. The question is, whether
Wibby could carry out the game at. High-
cliffe. It would need a lot of nerve.”

“ I've got nerve enough,” growled Wibley.
“ You leave my nerve alone. If you fellows
will undertike to keep Mobby off the grass,
T’ll undertake to play his part at Higheliffe.”

Bob Cherry rubbed his hands.

“IWhat a wheeze!- Why, you can cane
Ponsonby & Co———”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“ And give ’em lines—"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

‘ And set ’em all sorts of things to do. I
say, Wibby, I suppose you couldn’t make me

_up for the part ? *’ said Bob.

“ Fathead! You couldn’ts do it;” said
Wibley. “I could do it, and T’'ll jolly well
show you whether I've got nerve enough!”

“Isit a go?” asked Squiff.

And all the juniors replied with one voice :

S {isiartol] 2

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER
Not in the Know !

1LY BUNTER was very curious.

He was on tenterhooks.

There was something on in the Re-
move, Bunter was certain of that. Knowing
that something was on, the Peeping Tom of
Greyfriars naturally wanted to know all about
it. ~But whatever it was, it was being kept
very dark. .

Bunter was what Bob Cherry called a key-
hole expert, but, even with his unusual gifts
in that line,The could not get on to the secret.
His curiosity was aroused to burning-point.

But it was in vain that he asked questions.
He questioned Wharton, whose reply was
monosyllabic, consisting merely of the word
“Rats.” He asked Johnny Bull, who replied
with a grunt. He asked Bob Cherry, who
sat him down on the floor of the Remove
passage with a terrific bump.

After that, Billy Bunter "asked no more
questions. But he still wanted to know.
Here and there he had caught a word. He
had heard Squiff say something to Nugent
about “ the priory.” He had heard Wharton
mention that Courtenay would be able to tell
them something.

That was the full extent of his information
for a time, and he strove in vain to puzzle it
out. The old priory was a place for picnics,
and the Owl of the Remove could only con:
clude that the Famous Five were planning an
al fresco feed, from which he, William George
Bunter, was to be excluded. If there was to be
a picnic, Billy Bunter was determined that
he would be present—that was a foregone
conclusion. He waited quite anxiously for
Courtenay to visit Greyfriars again.

When Courtenay dropped in the next day,
with the Caterpillar, Billy Bunter contrived to
be within hearing distance while they were
chatting with the chums of the Remove. But
they did not talk about picnics.

-Indeed, it seemed to the inquisitive Owl that
their conversation was really not worth the
trouble of listening to.

Courtenay expressed his regret about the
licking the Greyfriars fellows had had, and
expressed very forcibly his contempt for Pon-
sonby’s sneaking. Then the talk ran on Mr.
Mobbs.

Why the Famous Five cared a button about
Mr. Mobbs and his personal habits the Owl of
the Remove could not guess. But they evi-
dently did.

They seemed quite interested in Mr. Mobbs.
They asked a number of questions about him
—exactly where his room was at Higheliffe,
about the hours when he took his Form, and
especially about the times when he took his
little walks abroad.

Courtenay was considerably puzzled, bub
he answered the questions, telling all he knew
of Mr. Mobbs’s manners and customs. Per-
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haps he suspected that the Famous Five had
a rod in pickle for Mr. Mobbs : but if that was
the case, Courtenay had no objection to make,
so long as he was not wanted to help. He
could not very well have taken a hand in rag-
ging his own Form-master, but he saw no
reason why the Removites should not avenge
their wrongs if they saw fit.

The talk took place in the tuck-shop, and
Billy Bunter, listening just outside the door,
sniffed with
annoyance.
They were
not talking
about any-

thing he
wanted to
know. The

picnic was
not mention-
ed, neither
was there the
slightest re-

ference to the - 5:‘:\‘
priory in the iﬁ:\“‘\\\
wood.

But he
heard Bob

C'hleir 1y
chuckle when
he mentioned
Mr. Mobbs’s
habit of tak-
ing a little
constitu-
tional, by his
doctor’s or-
ders, before
breakfast. It
appeared that
Mr. Mobbs
usually
walked a quarter of a mile and back again.
Wibley was heard to remark, “ That’s good !
Squift said, “ Topping !”

Billy Bunter gave it up, and strolled away
in disgust.

After Courtenay had gone there was a con-
fabulation in No. 1 Study. The Famous
Tive were there, and Squiff, and Vernon-
Smith, and Peter Todd, and Tom Brown.

into the room. !
“Scrag him ! ”

Evidently these youths had been taken into
the mysterious secret. Billy Bunter bristled
with indignation at being left out of it, and he
felt quite justified in applying his ear to the
study keyhole.

“ Any morning will do,” he heard Wharton
say. ‘“ Of course, Courtcnay can’t be told
till afterwards. We don’t want to risk getting
him into trouble.”

“True, O King ! said Bob Cherry.

“We shall
have to miss |
brekker that
morning,”
said Squiff.

“That will
mean lines,
but we can
stand it,”
said Nugent.

“But what
about Wib ?
He will want
a distyts
leave. How
. on earth is
Wibley go-
ing to get
a day'’'s
leave ?” said
Vernon-
% Smith.

Bob Cherry whipped open the door, and Billy Bunter shot headlong

“The spying cad !”

“It's got
to be worked
somehow,”
said  Whar-
ton.

““Better
pick a day
that’s a half-
holiday,”’
said Wibley. -
“ Then it will be only a question of getting
a morning off.”

“Yes, that’s a good idea.” 4
“T can work it,” said Wibley. * I’ll write
to my people and get them to ask the Head
to give me next Wednesday a whole day
instead of a half. They’ll do it, and the Head

can’t refuse.”

exclaimed Johnny Bull.
(See Chapter 7.)
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“ He won’t know what you want leave for,”
chuckled Bob Cherry.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“ Shush ! ” said Bob suddenly.

He stepped quickly to the door, and flung
it open. Billy Bunter, taken quite by sur-
prise, rolled headlong into the study.

There was a shout of wrath from the
juniors.

 Bunter ! ”

“The spying cad!” exclaimed Johnny
Bull. “Scrag him!”

“Yow! Ow! Isay, you fellows, I wasn't
listening,” howled Bunter, groping for his
spectacles. “T haven’t heard a word. I
don’t know anything about your getting up
a picnic.”

* A what 2 ” cjaculated Wharton.

Billy Bunter scrambled up, barely dodging
Bob Cherry’s boot.

“T say, you fellows, I'm coming!”

¢ Coming! Where ?”

«To that picnic.” said Bunter, Dlinking at
them. “ I'll stand my whack; you ncedn’t
be afraid of that. I'm expecting a postal-
order next Wednesday.”

“ Ha, ha, ha!” .

Billy Bunter blinked angrily at the juniors.
Tt was cvident to them that the Owl of the
Remove was not on the track. Billy Bunter’s
thoughts naturally ran upon eating and drink-

ing, and his suspicion was that a feed was.

being planned.

* Plessed if I can sce anything to cackleat !
growled Bunter. “1 say, you fellows, I'm
coming!” .

*“Your mistake!”™ said Peter Todd.
“ You're not coming—you’re going!”

““ Yaroooh ! ”

Bunter went—with Peter’s boot behind
him. Peter dribbled him down the passage
to the stairs, and Bunter went down the stairs
by himself, without further aid. He rolled
down, and ran for his life. :
_ < Jolly narrow escape,” said Todd, as he
returned to the study.  The fat bounder
might bave heard the whole thing, and then
it would bave been all out ! ”

Billy Bunter did not return to the keyhole.
He was anxious to keep at a safe distance
from No. 1 Study just then, and the con-
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fabulation went on without the Owl of the

Remove getting any further information.
The belief remained fixed in his mind that a
picnic was being planned, and to that the
chums of the Remove had no objection.

The scheme was schemed and the plot was
plotted. Every day Wibley practised the
part of Mr. Mobbs, with the door locked, and
the juniors had to admit that there was simply
no telling him from the real Mr. Mobbs. And
Wib’s letter to his people had the desired
result. His pater asked the Head for a whole
holiday for him on the following Wednesday,
instead of the usual half, and Dr. Locke con-
sented.

The Head probably supposed that Wibley
would be visiting his people that day. It was
not judicious to enlighten the Head as to
exactly what Wibley would be doing that day.
The Head’s sense of humour, as Wibley
observed, was too limited for that.

Squiff had another excellent idea — he
tackled Mr. Quelch, the master of the Remove,
one day when that gentleman was in a specially
genial mood, and obtained permission for
some of the fellows to see Wibley off on Wed-
nesday morning. Mr. Quelch willingly gave
that permission, on the understanding that
they were back in time for first lesson. There
was no reason why they should not breakfast
on sandwiches while seeing Wibley off, if they
liked.

Mr. Quelch, naturally, had not the slightest
suspicion of where they were seeing Wibley
“off  to.

Before Wednesday came round every poinb-
had been satisfactorily settled, and every pre-
paration had been made.

The juniors had kindly arranged to handle
Mr. Mobbs as gently as possible. But, after
all the wrongs they had suffered at that
gentleman’s hands, he could not complain if he
was put to some inconvenience, and it would
not worry them if he did. If Wibley of the
Remove was to play his part for a day at High-
cliffe, it was obviously necessary for Mr.
Mobbs to disappear for that day. And as Bob
Cherry put it, Mobby had been asking for
trouble for a long time. Now he was going to
get it.

‘When the Remove turned out at the clang
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of the rising-bell on Wednesday morning,
Billy Bunter blinked reproachfully at the
Famous Five.

“T know all about it,” he announced.

“ About which ? ”” asked Bob.

“T know the little game, and I think it’s
rotten ! ”’

“Go hon!”

“ You're going to picnic this afternoon with
Wibley’s people,” said Bunter. * That’s what
he’s asked for leave for. And if Wibley
chooses to leave out an old pal I can only say
that I'm disgusted ! ”

And the chums of the Remove, chuckling
over Bunter’s misapprehension, hurried out of
the dormitory, and wheeled out their bicycles
—to see Wibley off.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER
The Kidnappers !

MR. Mosss looked a little less sour than
usual.

. The influence of that soft, sweet,
balmy summer’s morning was not lost, even
upon Mr. Mobbs. A gentle breeze from the
sea stirred the leaves, in the thick green woods,
as the Higheliffe master walked down the foot-
path ; th" rising sun streamed warmth from a
sky of (lou<llc<> blue.

Mr. Mobbs almost smiled, as all Natu.re
smiled round him.  Besides, his thoughts were
pleasant. He was going to canc Smithson of
the Fourth after breakfast, and he expected a
word or two, and perhaps a handshake, from
Ponsonby’s uncle, the eorl, when that noble
sentleman visited Highcliffe a few days later
in the week. Mr. Mobbs was looking forward
to that visit. If the noble earl honoured him
with two fingers to shake Mr. Mobbs’s cup of
happiness \vould be full.

The Highcliffe master was thinking of any-
thing but danﬂer If anyone had w 'uned him
that the green, thick wood sheltered ruffianly
footpads tlmt so[t summer morning he w ould
have luughed at the idea.

But there was danger for Mr. Mobbs in the
shady wood. He was getting a nice appetite
for his breakfast, but that breakfast was

destined never to be eaten. Mr. Mobbs had
reached the end of his little walk; his con-
stitutional always took him exactly half a
mile. He turned to take breath before he
retraced his steps to Highcliffe, and then, like
a bolt from the blue, came danger.

Four figures emerged from the thick trees
close to him, and directly in his path. Mr.
Mobbs gazed at them in utter amazement.

They wore thick, heavy boots, and large,
shabby coats that covered them from head
to foot, warm as the morning was. But more
curious than that was the fact that their heads
were covered with large bags, drawn down
and tied under the chin. Holes had been cut
in the bags for sight and respiration, but of
their features not a glimpse could be seen.

“Bless my soul!” ejaculated Mr.
Mobbs.

“’Fre ’e is, Bill!” said a deep, hoarse,
husky voice, proceeding in muffled tones from
under one of the inverted bags.

“ That’s ’im, Sam!”

“ Collar "im !

“ @ot yer pistol, "andy, Tadger 2 ”

“ Wotto !

Those dreadful cxclamations almost froze
Mr. Mobbs’s blood in his veins. He was
evidently in the presence of armed and
desperate footpads. The four ruffians were
no taller than himself, but they were four
to one, and Mr. Mobbs never thought of
resistance. He was not of the stuff of which
heroes are made.

“My—my good fellows—"
mered.

“Don’t give us no trouble!” hissed the
leader of the gang. “ We'd carve yer into
strips as soon as look at yer ugly mug, savvy?

* Goodness gracious !

“Lag ’im!”

The four ruffians closed round Mr. Mobbs
and “lagged ” him. He trembled like an
aspen as their grasp fastened upon his ex-
ceedingly slim arms.

“Got 'im ! ”

“My—my good men,” murmured Mr.
Mobbs, “I—I have very little money about
me, but—bhut——"

“ We ain’t arter yer rhino ! ”

“Dear me!” said Mr. Mobbs, who was

he stam-
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very glad to hear it. “Pray what do you

want, then ?

“We want you!”

“ You—you want me ?

“Yus! You're a prisoner!”

“ Goodness gracious ! ”

“You're goin’ to be ‘eld to ransom, Dr.
Voysey.”

“ Dr. Voysey ! But Iam not Dr. Voysey ! ”
exclaimed Mr. Mobbs, in great agitation.
“I am a Form-master at Highclifie. My
name is Mobbs—Iiugenio Mobbs !

“Don’t tell you us no bloomin’ lics, or
youw’ll git a swipe on the jore,” said the leader
of the kidnappers. “ We knows yer. We bin
watchin’ for yer. And somebody’s goin’ to
pay pretty ‘igh for you. I reckon the “Ead of
’Ighelific will be a wallyble prisoner!*

“ But—but my good man, I am not the
Head of Highelifie.”” Iven in his alarm and
agitation, Mr. Nobbs felt a little flattered at
being taken for the Head of Higheliffe. * If
you have seen Dr. Voysey: 2

“We ain’t got no time to jore; we knows
you!” said the leader. *‘Are you comin’
quiet, or do you want a rap on the napper ?

“T—I will come quietly!” gasped Mr.
Mobbs, casting a wild glance round him.
“ But I—T assure you 2
“*0ld your row!” :

Mr. Mobbs shuddered as a thick stick was
shaken under his nose. He “ held his row
promptly. He was quite at the mercy of the
Tuffians. They proceeded to tic his hands
behind his back, and then he was scientifically
gagged with his own handkerchief. Then a
thick cloth was drawn over his cyes, and he
was securely blindfolded.

The Highcliffe master submitted like alamb.
A struggle would have heen useless against

_ such odds, even if he had been inelined to
put up a fight, which was not the case.

Bound and gageed and blindfolded, Mr.
Mobbs was hurried away into the wood by his
kidnappers. )

Whither they were taking him he had not
the remotest idea. That the footpads took
him for the Head of Highcliffe, that they had
kidnapped him to hold him to ransom, was
all he knew. His brain was in a whirl. Mr.
‘Mobbs, though really a very tame and timid

little gentleman, was accustomed to relating
deeds of derring-do in his youthful ycars, and
according to his own account he had been
known, in his college days, as *“ Wild Mobbs,”
and had been a regular swashbuckler. But
his swashbuckling days, if they had cver
existed, were over now. Mr. Mobbs was more
like a lamb than a swashbuckler in the hands
of these desperate outcasts.

He stumbled and trampled on in the midst
of his captors, stumbling over roots as he
caught his feet in them, his heart thumping
with apprehension. Savage grunts from his
captors, whenever he stumbled, sent thrills
of terror through him, and every moment he
half expected to fecl a cudgel descending upon
his head.

The kidnappers were apparently following
very lonely and secluded paths, and at times
they pushed a way through thicket and
bramble, as Mr. Mobbs discovered very casily
by the thorns that scratched him in his pas-
sage.

1t seemed to the dazed and miserable Mr.
Mobbs that he had covered a dozen miles by
the time they came to a halt. Probably it
was only a mile or two, but Mr. Mobbs was
not a good walker. -

He felt stone flags under his feet now ; he
was no longer in the wood. Where was he?
Somewhere in Kent, that was all he knew.

There was a low whistle, evidently a signal.
Then footsteps on the stones. A low mur-
mur of voices, and Mr. Mobbs distinguished
the words, ¢ Better knoclk 'im on the hloomin®
‘ead !

He shuddered.

“ @entlemen,” he stammered, I—I beg .
of you, do not be violent. I—I will make no
resistance. I assure you——"

“0ld yer row!”

Mr. Mobbs shuddered into silence.

“Drag im in!”

The prisoner was marched off again. He
felt himself being taken down stone steps,
and a clammy air smote upon him. He was
taken into an apartment—he realised that,
although he could not see. The blindfolding
cloth was suddenly taken from his eyes, and
he blinked round him dazedly. His four
captors were standing round him, dark
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Four strange figures emerged from the trees and confronted Mr. Mobbs. — “ Bless my

soul!” he ejaculated, as he stopped. They closed round him and breathed bloodcurdling

threats as they gripped his arms; in a few moments he was blindfolded and gagged.
Then they hurried him into the depths of the wood. (See Chapter 8.)
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and threatening; no one else was in sight.

Mr. Mobbs was in a small stone cell, evi-
dently underground. The walls were bare, but
there were old sacks on the floor, and a log of
wood which could serve as a chair. A loaf and
a stone jug of water were close at hand. It
was plain that some little preparation had
been made for the reception of the prisoner.

“ Where am I ? *” gasped Mr. Mobbs.

“’0ld yer row ! ”

“ Oh, dear!”

“’Ere you are, in the ’eadquarters of the
Black Gang,” said the leader, in his hoarse,
savage voice. “’Ere you stay till yore ran-
som is paid. We’re goin’ to ‘ave a ‘undred
quid for you, or else He finished with a
threatening gesture. z

“ Mum-mum-my dear sir,” stuttered Mr.
Mobbs, “ T assure you 25

“Shut up! Mind—you try to get out of this,
and youw'll be knocked on the bloomin’ ’ead

afore you can say ‘four ale’ You under-
stand ? 7

“Oh, dear! Yes!”

“Hevery day,” resumed the footpad,

“ you'll *ave a loaf of bread and a jug of water
until your ransom is paid.”

“ Goodness gracious ! ”

“ Untie ’is ’ands, Bill, He can’t git outer
this. Blessed if I ain’t ’arf a mind to knock
‘im on the ’ead now ! ”

“ 1 beg you -

“*0ld yer row ! Come on, mates!”

The four ruffians quitted the room, and a
heavy stone rolled into the place of the
doorway. Mr. Mobbs started as he watched
it. The ruffians had left an old smoky lantern
burning in the cell, which'dimly illumined Mr.
Mobbs’s prison. The unfortunate Korm-
master uttered an exclamation as he saw the
stone door close. He knew where he was now.
He had heard of that secret place under the
ruins of the old priory of Friardale—indeed,
he had once explored it with a party of juniors
on a half-holiday. His heart sank. He knew
where he was, but he knéw that there was no
possibility of opening that pivot stone from
the inside of the cell. He was a helpless
prisoner.

What would they think at Higheliffe
when he did not turn up there ? What would

Dr. Voysey say when he heard of the demand
for ransom ? How ever would he get out of
this dreadful scrape ? What an awful calamity!
And when these fearful ruffians learned that
he was not really the Head of Higheliffe,
and that there was little or no ransom to be
expected for so unimportant a person as an
under-master, what would they do with him ?

Mr. Mobbs sat down on the log and almost
wept.

Meanwhile, the ruffianly footpads had
reascended the stairs and emerged into the
ruins of the priory. Several fellows in Etons
met them there, grinning. And the ruffianly
four stripped off their coats and their bags, and
their big boots, and revealed schoolboy
attire, and the faces of Harry Wharton,
Bob Cherry, Squiff, and Johnny Bull. If
Mr. Mobbs could have only scen them then
his terrible fears would have been dissipated
at once.” But he could not see them.

“Oh, my hat!” gurgled Bob Cherry.
“ Blessed if I didn’t nearly give it away half
a dozen times ! Wasn’t his face a picture 2

“Ha, ha, ha!?”

¢ Held to ransom ! ”* chuckled Squiff. * Oh,
my hat! Poor old Mobby! As if anybody
would ransom him for tuppence !

‘“Ha, ha, ha!”

The chums of Greyfriars- yelled with
laughter.  The first part of the scheme had
worked like a charm. Mr. Mobbs was a safe
prisoner for the day; and certainly he would
never dream of connecting his capture with
the cheerful juniors of Greyfriars. He was
quite convinced that he was in the hands of a
desperate gang of ruffians who intended to
hold him to ransom.

“ Oh dear! Oh dear!” gasped Bob Cherry,
wiping his eyes. “ Now, Wibby, it’s your go.”
* “ I'm nearly ready,” said Wibley.

Wibley was making himself up with the aid
of a glass stuck on the shattered wall of the
old priory. The juniors watched him, chuck-
ling. His resemblance to the captured Mr.
Mobbs was growing every moment. While
the real Mr. Mobbs was pacing the narrow
limits of his cell, in the light of the smoky
lantern, the spoof Mr. Mobbs was rapidly
preparing to take his place. And so well was
Wibley’s artistic work done that when he was

( 3812 )



finished the juniors could hardly believe that
it was not the real Mr. Mobbs who stood before
them.

Mr. Mobbs the Second blinked at them
through his glasses.

“ Tt is time for you juniors to get back,” he
squeaked, in Mr. Mobbs’s voice. * What are
you doing here at this time in the morning ?
Kindly get to your Form-rooms at once!”

‘“ Ha, ha, ha!”

Harry Wharton & Co., chuckling gleefully,
rode back to Greyfriars on their bikes; and
the new Mr. Mobbs took his way to Highcliffe
for the ereat adventure.

THE NINTH CHAPTER
Mr. Mobbs on the Warpath !

e oBBY don’t seem to be here,” remarked
the Caterpillar.
The Highelifie Fourth were at
breakfast.

The place usually taken by Mr, Mobbs at
the head of the Fourth Form table was
vacant.

Mr. Mobbs was so punctual and regular
in his habits that his absence from the break-
fast-table excited considerable surprise and
comment among the juniors. They were still
more surprised when he failed to arrive for
Dbreakfast at all. *

“ Must be seedy,” said Courtenay, as the
juniors walked out into the quad.

** He went out as usual this mornin’,” said
the Caterpillar; “ watched him trottin’
out at the gates. T hope no dreadful accident
has happened to Mobby. What should we do
without our Mobby, by gad!”

¢ Oh, he'll turn up like the bad penny !

Courtenay was right. Just before the bell
rang for morning classes, a meagre figure
in a black frock-coat came in at the gates.

“There he is,” remarked the Caterpillar.
“T was .hopin’ there’d been an accident.
Our luck’s out!” ;

“ (tood-morning, sir!’’ said Ponsonby, as
the little Form-master came hurrying up.

“ Good-morning, Ponsonby!” k

“You did not come in to brekker, sir,”
said Gadsby.

“No, Gadsby. Tor once in a way I have
hrcuk.[ustml out of doors. Bug it is time you
were 1 your Form-room.”

The bell began to ring.

Alr. Mobbs the Second went into the house
and paused at the stairs. It was necessary
for him to put on his gown to take the Fonrth.
He had to find his room, He called to Pon-
sonby.

** Ponsonby !

“Yes, sirl”

* Kindly go to my room for my gown.”

Ponsonby frowned a little, He did not like
fagging, even for o master. But he obeyed.
He started upstairs, and Mr. Mobbs the Second
followed him and watched him go into Mr.
Mobbs’s room. He followed him in.

“You may go to your Form-room, Pon-
sonby.”

“ Yes 1 ”” snapped Ponsonby. ;

The Fourth Form-master turned on him.

*“Yes, what ? 7 he exclaimed. i€

“Eh?” cjaculated Ponsonby, in as-
tonishment.

It was the first time Mr. Mobbs had cver
spoken sharply to him.

“Yes, what 7 7

“ Yes, sir,” growled Ponsonby.

“ Kindly remember that you are speaking
to your master, Ponsonby. I do nof allow
impertinence.”

* Oh, my hat!”

“Don’t utter ridiculous: exclamations,
Ponsonby. Take fifty lines.”

*“ Lines ! ” howled Ponsonby.

“Yes! Now go to your Form-room.”

“T say, Mr. Mobbs—"

“Not a word! Go!” :

?ousonby went, like o fellow in a dream.
Was this sharp, snappish master Mr. Mobbs,
the toady and tuft-hunter, who had always
scemed almost to worship the ground upon
which the earl’s nephew trod ? Much as they
profited by Mr, Mobbs's meanness and toadyism
the nuts of Highcliffe had always despised him
for it, and sneered among themselves at his
want of dignity. It secemed that Mr. Mobbs
had determined to ‘assert his dignity at last—
with a vengeance.

Cecil Ponsonby’s face was sullen as he came
into’ the Form-room. He dropped into his
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Gadsby. He was
deeply incensed by
this sudden change
in Mr. Mobbs, and he
intended to show the

toady that he could
not play fast and loose
with so considerable a
personage as Cecil
Ponsonby. The mur-
mur of his voice was
~ perfectly audible in

the otherwise silent
room.

‘“ Ponsonby !
rapped out Mr. Mobbs.

“Hallo ! ” said
Ponsonby.
That impertinent

reply made the Fourth
stare.  There was a
limit, even in dealing
with Mr. Mobbs.
“Draw it mild, you
ass,” whispered Vava-
sour. ‘“ He's ratty

this mornin’.
“Idon’t care if he’s

Ponsonby lounged from his seat with his hands in his pockets.

Mr._ Mobbs glared at him.
pockets ! ” he rasped.

ratty.”
“Take -your hands out of your “Pons - sta
(Sée Chapter 9.) ) 'l”on:sonb_\, stand

place, and Gadsby and Monson gave him
inquiring looks. - ;

*“ Anythin’ up ? ” asked Gadsby.

“ That worm Mobby seems to be on the war-
path this mornin’,” growled Ponsonby. = If
I get any of his cheek there’ll be trouble.”

“Mobby ! Why, what’s the matter with
Mobby ? ”” asked Monson; in surprise.

Mr. Mobbs came into the Form-room,
rustling in his gown. There was a buzz of
conversation going on among Ponsonby and
his friends. It was not at all unusual, for
Mr. Mobbs generally let the nuts do as they
liked. But this morning it appeared that there
was a spirit of reform in the air.

The Form-master rapped on his desk with
his cane. 23,

“Silence ! ” he snapped.’

Ponsonby deliberately went on speaking to

Ponsonby lounged to his feet.

“ You have addressed me very disrespect-
fully, Ponsonby,” said Mr. Mobbs, peering
at him over his glasses.

“ Really, sir ¢ ”

“You are an impertinent young rascal,
Ponsonby.”

“ Oh, crumbs ! ”” murmured Gadsby.

“ Indeed, sir!”’ said Ponsonby, with cool
insolence.

“ Come out here, Ponsonby.”

“ What for, sir 2 ”

“T am going to cane you.”

Ponsonby gave a jump.

“Cane me! Me ?” he ejaculated.

“ Certainly. Come here at once.”

“ Oh, by gad!” murmured the Caterpillar
to his chum. ‘ The worm has turned—the
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giddy worm is bucking up at last! Bravo,
Mobby !

*“ Blessed if I understand it,” muttered
Courtenay, greatly puzzled. * Mobby won't
be asked home to Pon’s place next vac, that's
a cert.”

“ He's riskin’ it, the noble hero. He’s got
the courage of a lion, along with the brains of
an ass,” said the Caterpillar.

“ Silence in class!”

““ Oh, by gad!”

“ You are talking, De Couroy ?

“ Yaas, sir.”

T will maintain order in this class. If you
break the rules of the Form-room again,
De Courcy, I shall punish you. Ponsonby,
come here at once.”

Ponsonby hesitated. He seemed inclined
to defy the authority of his Form-master, but
he hesitated. After all, if Mr. Mobbs chose to
assert his authority, he had it all in his own
hands. He had never chosen to assert it with
regard to Ponsonby & Co.,"and the sudden
change enraged the chief of the nuts; but if
e insisted upon being obeyed, he had to be
obeyed.

¢ Are you coming, Ponsonby ? ”

Ponsonby decided to go. He lounged out
before the class with his hands in his trousers’
pockets, looking as insolent as possible.

“Take your hands out of your-pockets
immediately, Ponsonby.” .

Ponsonby obeyed.

** Now hold ont your hand.”

* Really, Mr. Mobbs: 2

“Don’t argue with me!” Mr, Mobbs
picked up a cane from his desk, ** Hold out
your hand at once, you impertinent young
raseal.”

“By gad!” grinned the Caterpillar.
* Tairly on the warpath, What on earth has
come over Mobby, Franky ?

“ Blessed if I know.” \

Ponsonby was holding out his hand in a
very gingerly way. It was a new experience
to him to be caned, and he did not like it. His
Dbreast was full of rage and bitterness. Was
this the obsequious master who had always
considered him, favoured him, and protected
him ? What was causing the subservient Mr.

Mobbs to change like this, with such startling
suddenness ?

Swish !

The cane came down through the air with a
cut that would certainly have made Ponsonby
jump if he had received it on his palm. But
he did not receive it there. He jerked back
his hand suddenly, instinctively. The cane,
meeting with no resistance, swept downwards
and came with a loud crack on the master’s
own shin.

Crack !

“Yaroooh!” shrieked Mr. Mobbs, in
anguish. “Oh, crumbs! Oh, my hat!
Yowp! Ob, you Dblithering cuckoo! Oh'!
Ow!?”

The Fourth Form simply gasped. Those
exceedingly boyish expressions from their
Form-master astonished them.

Mr. Mobbs dropped the cane and danced on
one leg, clasping the other log with both
hands.

“Ow!ow!ow! Yow! Yooop!”™

Ponsonby grinned. But his grin faded
away as Mr, Mobbs clutched up the cane
again, and made a jump at him. Ponsonby
was seized by the collar, swung round, and
then the cane came down across his shoulders.
It was Ponsonby’s turn to yell, and he yelled
with all the force of his lungs.

Whack ! whack! whack!

“Qh! Oh! Ah! Ow! Oh!”

Ponsonby struggled in the grasp of the Form-
master. But the cane rose and fell with terrific
foree.

The nuts were all on their feet now.  They
were astounded, and they were angry. What
the deunce- did Mobby mean by cutting up
rusty like this ? What was the matter with
the little beast-?

““ There ! ” gasped the little master, throw-
ing Ponsonby away from him, *“Now go.
back to your place, Ponsonby,”

“Ow! ow! ow!”

“ Go back to your place at once !

Ponsonby crawled back to his place. It
was the severest thrashing he had had since
he had been at Higheliffe. He dropped into
his seat, gasping, and breathing fury.

“By gad!” stammered Vavasour, “He
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must be mad, absolutely' mad, you know, by
gad!”

“ Vavasour ! ”

“Oh, yes, sir!” said Vavasour, very
meekly.

“ Take
class !

“ Y-e-es, sir !

And Vavasour did not talk again. Tt was
only too plain that Mobby was on the warpath,
and that his kind consideration for the nuts
of Highcliffe was a thing of the past. TFirat
lesson passed off in a thunderous atmosphere.

THE TENTH CHAPTER
The Nuts and the Nutcracker !

R. MonBs had amazed his class.
After the licking of Ponsonby, most
of the Fourth were very much on their
good behavionr.

But the nuts were furious,

More than one licking was required to reduce
the great Ponsonby to the level of a common
or garden member of the Fourth Form. He
had been accustomed to having his own way
too long. Tt was too sudden a change to fall
from his high estate at one fell swoop.

He sat gritting his teeth. The other nuts
made signs to one another, and exchanged an
occasional whisper. They were feeling inclined
to boil Mobby in oil. The favouritism of the
master had given them a specially easy
position in the Form, and they had always
slacked at their work, and had been allowed to
slack. They were not inclined to begin hard
work without a struggle.

Tiven the Caterpillar looked uneasy when he
was called upon to construe. Ior the Cater-
pillar, with all his good qualities, was as great
a slacker as any of the nuts, His chum and
study-mate had frequently induced him to
work, but only by dint of powerful persuasion;
and, as it happened, Courtenay had made him
do his preparation the previous evening. De
Courey was glad of it now. He stumbled
somehow through his construe, wondering
whether the storm was'to burst upon him in
turn,

But the master was curiously easy in the

(

a hundred lines for talking in

lesson. Perhaps his classical knowledge was
not much greater than that of the Highcliffe
juniors.

At all events, he found no fault with the
Caterpillar’s quantities, which would have
made “ Quinetilian stare and gasp,” but
fortunately did not produce that effect upon
Mr. Mobbs. 4

De Courey breathed with relief when he was
through with his ordeal.

““ Blessed if I didn't feel quite nervous,
Franky,”” he whispered.

“I wonder he didn’t drop on youn,” said
Courtenay. “ You gave him about a dozen
good openings, and he scems to be on the
warpath this morning.”

** Must be his liver.”

“ Something’s the matter with him, cer-
tainly.”

* Poor old Pon! Look at him grindin’ his
tooth ! " murmured the Caterpillar, *“ This
will make it rotten for Pon if Mobby keeps it
up.” .
“You are talking, De Courcy ?
master,

* Yaas, gir.”

“ Kindly keep silent.”

*“ Certainly, sir,” said De Courcy, wondering
why lines did not fall upon him.

But for some reason best known to himself,
Mr. Mobbs's attention was wholly given to the
nuts, and he passed lightly over the faults of
others. It was favouritism of a kind the nuts
had not been accustomed to. Fellows of no
account, like Smithson and Benson, who had no
rich relations, had always received the sharp
edge of Mr, Mobbs’s tongue, and Ponsonby
& Co. had enjoyed watching their sufferings.
Now the “ outsiders *” were let severely alone,
and it was the nuts themselves who went
through the raggings. They were,bewildered
and exasperated. ;

“We'll make the cad suffer for this,”
Gadsby whispered, after receiving a hundred
lines for stupidity. “ We’ll get our people to
speak to the Head about it. We'll show
Mobby that he can’t do as he likes.”

“ The rotten cad ! ” said Monson. “ Turn-
ing on us like this! What have we done to
the beast, I'd like to know !
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_ “Mind your eyé!” whispered Drury.
“ He’s watchin’ you, Gaddy.”

“ Hang him ! * said Gaddy, savagely.

“ Gadsby ! * came Mr. Mobbs’s voice rap-
ping out.

Gadsby glared.

“ You are not only stupid, Gadsby, and
careless with your lessons, but you persist in
talking in class instead of attending to your
instruction !  You will stand in the corner
till the end of
morning les-
sons ! ”

“What ! ”
gasped Gadsby,
in rage and
amazement.

“ Go into the
corner at once,

“ Yarooh!” yelled Mr. Mobbs, as the cane missed Ponsonby’s
i Oh, crumbs !
(See Chapter 9.)

“ Yarooh !
Ow!”

hand and struck his own shin.
you blithering cuckoo.

Gadsby ! ” said Mr. Mobbs, pointing with
his cane.

“ The—the corner, sir 2

“ Immediately ! ” !

Gadsby rose in a fury. To be set to stand
in a corner like a naughty kid in the Second

TForm was a little too much. Gadsby’s brow
was as black as thunder as he went into the
corner.

“ Turn your face to the wall, Gadsby!”

“What fer, sir?” demanded Gadsby
rebelliously. i

* Because I order you to!™ snapped Mr.
Mobbs.

Gadsby, quivering with rage, stood in the
corner, with his face turned to the wall. The
Fourth-Formers
chuckled. Gadsby’s
punishment was so
ridiculous for a fellow
of his age and size that
his Form-fellows could
not help thinking it
funny. But it did not
seem funny to Gaddy.
He was feeling mur-
derous.

*“ What'll he be do-
ing next 2’ murmured
— the Caterpillar. “TI'm
== gofting interested m
Mobby. This is a new
departure. It’s awflly
interestin’.”

The nuts were look-
ing at Ponsonby. Pon
was their leader, and
> it was up to Pon to
strike a blow for them
in this new, strange,
and unexpected dilemma. If Mr.
Mobbs were to keep on like this
life would not be worth living at
Higheliffe. But Ponsonby was not
feeling up to striking a blow for
independence. He was still aching
=__  from the thrashing he had received.
The nuts were disappointed in
their leader.

Lines continued to fall thickly
upon the unhappy nuts.

During the morning there was not a member
of the noble and select circle who did not
accumulate at least two hundred lines. Smith-
son & Co., who generally gathered in impots,
went scot-free. They could scarcely believe
in their good luck, and they rejoiced.

Oh,

( 318 )



The nuts almost gasped with relief when
the Form-room clock indicated the hour of
dismissal.

But there was no dismissal yet for the nuts.

*“ Dismiss ! ” said Mr. Mobbs. * All boys
who have received impositions will stay in and
write them out before dinner!”

“Oh!” said the nuts.

The rest of the Fourth filed out. Ponsonby
& Co. remained behind. Mr. Mobbs
blinked at them from his desk.

 Ah, you are the idlest and stupidest boys
in the class!”” he remarked. “ You should
be ashamed of your attainments !—I should
say your want of attainments! You are a
disgrace to the form!”

Ponsonby & Co. gritted their teeth and said
nothing.

“ However, we shall change all that,” went
on Mr. Mobbs. “In future I wish you to
understand that you are to work, and work
seriously, I shall have no merey. upon
slackers! I am dissatisfied with you!”

Mr. Mobbs quitted the Form-room, and then
the rage of the nuts broke out into words as the
door closed behind him.

“The cad! The rotter! The beast! The
outsider ! :

*“We're not going to stand it !”

*“ Absolutely not!”

“What are we going to do, Pon? We

can’t let him run on like this.”

** Life wouldn’t be worth livin’, by gad.
We're gettin’ all that he used to give to those
cads, Smithson and the rest.” ¥

“ All very well for those outsiders, but he
can’t treat us like this.”

“What's the programme, Pon ? ”

Ponsonby clenched his fists.

T can’t understand him,” he said. “ He
may be seedy ; I know he has a bad liver, the
unhealthy beast ! He can’t mean to leep this
up. If be does we'll make Highelifie too hot
to hold him, We'll get our people down on
him. But he can’t mean to keep it up—he
can’t. And we're not goin’ to be detained.”

** What are we goin’ to do ? * asked Gadsby
doubtfully.

“We're goin’ out.”

“Phew ! ” i

“ Fallow your leader ! ” said Ponsonby.

He marched determinedly to the door.
The nuts, encouraged by their leader’s
example, raised a faint cheer, and followed
him.  Porsonby hurled open the door and
led his flock out into the passage.

They marched almost into Mr. Mobbs. The
master was standing in the passage—perhaps
in anticipation of some such move.

“Stop!” he shouted.

“Oh, gad!”

“Did I not detain you?” exclaimed Mr.
Mobbs.

Ponsonby’s face set sullenly.

“ We don’t want to be detained,” he said.

“ Are you aware, Ponsonby, that T am your
Torm-master ? ” demanded Mr. Mobbs. © Ara
vou aware that I expect my authority to be
respected ? T shall cane you all for breaking
your detention ! You first, Ponsonby ! Hold
out your hand !

Ponsonby paused a moment, then he remem-
bered the thrashing in the Form-room, and he
held out his hand.  Swish ! Swish !

“ You next, Gadsby ! Swish | Swish!

The' furious nuts crowded back into the

. Form-room, each of them the richer by two

severe cuts. They glared at each other almost
speechlessly. y

*“ Good gad!” gasped Vavasour.at last.
“ How—however are we goin’ to stand this,
dear boys?”

“We're not going to stand it!” shrieked
Monson.

* What can we do, by Jove 2

“TRush the cad, and rag him ! suggested
(iadsby.

But that bold suggestion was received in
chilling silence. Rushing Mr. Mobbs and
ragging him was rather too daring an enter-
prize for the nuts of Higheliffe. They decided
to do their lines instead. And from then till
the bell rang for dinner little was heard in the
Torm-room but a weary scratehing ‘of pens.

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER
Billy Bunter Makes a Surprising Discovery !
arry WHarToN & Co. came out of the
Remove Form-room at Greyfriars,
while Ponsonby and his friends were
under detention in the Form-room at High-
cliffe. The Famous Five had been thinking
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more about Wibley than about their lessons
that morning. They could not help wonder-
ing how the “spoof” Torm-master was
getting on at Highcliffe.

“Can’t have been bowled out,” said Bob
Cherry. _“ He would have been back by this
time if there had been any suspish.”

“Tt’s working,” chuckled Squiff. “T only
wish we could be over at Highcliffe to sce it.””

“Why shouldn’t we?” said Wharton.
*“It’s a half-holiday this afternoon, and we
can go over and see Courtenay if we like.”

“ Hear, hear!”

“In fact, I told Courtenay we might drop
in this afternoon,” said Harry. “ We've got
some points about the cricket to settle.”

“We’ll jolly well go,” said Bob Cherry.
““ We might come in useful, too, in case there’s
any trouble for Wih.”

“1T say, you fellows—

“ Buzz off, Bunter!”

“When are you chaps starting ?”’ asked
Bunter, blinking in reproachful inquiry at
the chums of the Remove. “I want to he
ready, you know.”

“ Go and eat coke, dear boy !

“T'm coming,” Bunter explained. “ Wib-
ley would be disappointed if I didn’t turn up.
That’s why I'm coming.
much for your rotten feed!”

“It isn’t a feed ! ”” roared Johnny Bull.

“What is it, then 2 ”

“ Find out ! ”

“Oh, really, Bull! The fact is, you
fellows, if Wibley’s going to bring his people, I
think I ought to be there 2 p

“ Wibley isn’t going to bring his people,”
said Wharton.

“ Then what’s he gone home for ?

“ He hasn’t gone home.”

“ Then where is he 2 ”

“ Go and eat coke !

“ 1 say, you fellows, don’t walk away while
I'm talking to you! Beasts!”

Billy Bunter blinked wrathfully after
the Famous Five as they strolled away
across the Close. He was more curious
than ever, and more than ever convi_nccd
that some treat of unusual magnitude
was in preparation, and that he was to be
- left out of it.

Not that I care

“ Beasts! ” murmured Bunter.  After
all T've done for ’em, too! Ungrateful
beasts ! But I'm jolly well going to keep an
eye on them.”

Billy Bunter kept two eyes on them,
as a matter of fact, not to mention a
pair  of spectacles. He was determined
that the Famous Five should not escape him
that afternoon.

When the chums went out after dinner
Billy Bunter promptly rolled out after them.
The Famous Five went round to the bike-
shed *for their machines, and Bunter ran
them down as they wheeled the bikes out.

“I say, you fellows—— Yow! Keep
that rotten bike away from me, Bob Cherry,
you beast ! Are you going biking ? ”

“ We are—we is.”

“ Where are you going to meet Wibley ? ”

“ Ask us another.”

“ Look here, I'm coming to the picnie,”
said Bunter. “If you’re going to bike it,
T'll borrow Toddy’s bike. Is Wibley's place
far away 27

“We're not going to Wibley’s place, fat-
head.”

“ Wait till I get Toddy’s bike out,” yelled
Bunter as the five juniors wheeled their
machines out.

“ Bow-wow ! 7 .

Bunter desperately grabbed Toddy’s bike
off the stand. Unfortunately for him Peter
Todd came in for it just then. He jerked it
away and wheeled it off, unheeding Bunter’s
indignant expostulations.

“ Beast ! > howled Bunter. T suppose I
shall have to take Squiff’s bike, and the
beastly thing is too high for me.”

He lifted down Squiff’s bike. But his
luck was still out. Sampson Quincy Iffley
Iield was one of the party for Highcliffe, and
he came in for his machine. -

“ What are you doing with my bike ? ** the
Australian junior demanded, indignantly.

“1 want you to lend it to me.”

“ Tl lend you a thick ear,” growled Squiff.
“ Hand it over ! ”

“ Now look here, Squifi—yoooop ! ”

Squiff sat the Owl of the Remove down on
the floor and wlheeled the machine away.
Billy Bunter sat and gasped, and then
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jumped up-as he remembered that the cyclists
would be out of sight if he didn’t hurry. He
bolted out of the bike-shed and rushed for the
gates.

But they were gone.

Billy Bunter blinked up and down the road,
but the seven riders were out of sight, and
there was nothing to indicate which direction
they had taken.

 Oh, the rotters ! ” gasped Bunter., “ The
beasts |
They’ve dodg-
ed me! Ob,
the cads!
After all I've
done for’em!”

HarryWhar-
ton and Co.
were riding
away cheer-
fully for Court-
field, en route
for Higheliffe.
Billy Bunter
stood in the
road and
snorted.

He was at a
Joss.

“ Where the
deuce have the
beasts gone ?”’
murmured
Bunter. “If
they ain’t go-
ing to see
Wibley’s
people, where
are they go-
ing ? They
were talking
about the old priory the other day.”

Bunter reflected further.

The old priory in the wood was a good
distance from Greyfriars on foot, and Bunter
did not like exertion on a warm afternoon.
He decided to horrow Tom Brown’s bike and
ride. He could easily leave the bike to take
care of itself when he came to the footpath.
If anything happened to the abandoned
bike it would be really fortunate that it
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belonged to Tom Brown and not to himself.

But there was no end to Bunter’s misfor-
tunes that afternoon. He was soon in the
bike-shed again, but as he was wheeling the
machine out the New Zealand junior spotted
him. Tom Brown did not waste any time in
talk. The last time Bunter had borrowed his
machine it had been returned with a bent
pedal and a broken chain, and Bunter had
declined all responsibility for the necessary
repairs. Once
was enough in
Tom Brown’s

“Go to the comer at once, Gadsby ! ordered Mr. Mobbs.
“ And turn your face to the wall!”

opinion. The
New Zealand
junior picked
up a bike-
pump and
started on
Bunter. Billy
Bunter let go
the bike as if
it had become
suddenly red-
hot, and fled
for his life.

Tom Brown
chased him as
far as the
School House,
lunging with
the pump at
Bunter’s fat
person, elicit-
ing a wild yell
from Bunter
at every
lunge. The
Owl of the
Remove
streaked for
the gates, and did not pause to take breath
till he was in the road.

“Oh, dear! Beast! Yow!” mumbled
Bunter, as he pumped in breath. “TI've a
jolly good mind—yow !—to go back and lick
him—ow !—but I've got no time to waste on
him—groooh ! I suppose I had better hoof
it—wow !

So Billy Bunter hoofed it.

He tramped away in a very disconsolate

(See Chapter 10.)
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mood. He did not like a long walk on a warm
afternoon, especially with an uncertainty at
the end of it. The only clue he had to the
whereabouts of the supposed picnickers was
the mention of the old priory—and if he did
not find them there he was © done.” The fat
junior grunted and perspired as he rolled
away, and it was a long time before the ruins
of the priory, embosomed in the thick wood,
came into sight.

Billy Bunter halted in the ruins and mopped
his streaming brow with his handkerchief.

There was no sign of the Famous Five or
Wibley there. No sign whatever of a
picnic.

¢ Beasts !’ was Bunter’s comment.

He blinked round suspiciously among the
ruins. He blinked into the gloomy opening
that led to the vaults. Then his eyes gleamed
behind his spectacles. A glimmering object
on the ground met his eye. He picked it up
and blinked at it triumphantly. It was a
fragment of silver tissue, such as is wrapped
round chocolates. It was quite clean and new,
and so evidently could not have been on the
ground there very long—some time that day,
at all events.

* They’re here, the beasts,” grinned Bunter.
“ They must have seen me coming and dodged
down there to spoof me. Tl jolly soon run
‘am down. This jolly well shows that some-
body’s been here, and I know who that
somebody is.” %

Billy Bunter blinked down the steps into
the vaults below. The opening.was very dark
and forbidding, and Bunter had'had an
unpleasant adventure there once, and he did
not quite relish a descent into the shadowy
depths. But he was convinced that the
picnickers were there. The fragment of silver
tissue was a clue. It proved that someore
had been there that day, and naturally it did
not occur to Bunter that they had been there
before morning lessons.

“ 1 say, you fellows, I know you're here!
shouted Bunter. * I'm coming down.”

“Down!” answered the booming echoes
below.

* Wharton, you rotter—do you hear 2 ”

“ Hear!"” came back the echo.

Bunter grunted and descended the stone

steps. He struck a wax vesta and blinked
round him. On one side lay the deep vaults,
on the other the subterranean passage that
led towards Greyfriars. Before him was a
blank stone wall, in which was the pivot-stone
giving access to the hidden cell. Bunter
blinked right and left, but only deep shadows
met his gaze.

“Hiding in there, the beasts!” growled
Bunter. ** I'll jolly soon have ’em out.”

He struck another match and felt over the
stone that closed up the cell. He knew where
to press to set the pivot in motion. The heavy
stone swung back and a light struck upon
Bunter’s blinking eyes. It came from a smoky
lantern on the floor of the cell.

*“ (-g-great Scott !’ stuttered Bunter.

His eyes almost started through his spee-
tacles at the sight of a little thin gentleman
in a black frock-coat, with a pale, scared
face.

*“ Mr. Mobbs!” howled Bunter.

Mr. Mobbs gasped.

“ Bunter! Is that Bunter of the Greyfriars
Remove ? How did you find me here ? Where
are they ?

“They !*” ejaculated Bunter. “ Who?”

¢ The ruffians | ”” panted Mr. Mobbs.  The
kidnappers !

Bunter gave a yelp.

“Yow! I didn’t know there were any—my
hat !—I'm off ! ”

And Bunter bolted for the stairs. He had
not the slightest inclination to deal with
ruffians and kidnappers in those gloomy
depths.

Mr. Mobbs, trembling in every limb, followed
him. He hardly dared to risk making his
escape, even now the stone door was open.
For, if the kidnappers had spotted him, he
remembered their dreadful threats. But he
had hagl enough of that gloomy recess under
tize oli priory, and he serewed up his courage
to the sticking-point and made the venture.
On tiptoe, trembling and shivering, he made
his way from the cell and up the stone stair
after the panting Bunter. ;

There was neither ruffian nor kidnapper in
sight ! Mr. Mobbs was soon breathing the free
air in the sunny summer’s afternoon. He was
free !

( 323 )



THE TWELFTH CHAPTER
A Little Exercise !

i GLAD to see you, dear boys!”
“ Welcome as the flowersin May ! *
~.said Courtenay cordially. * We'll get
up some cricket—what ?

Harry Wharton & Co. had arrived at High-
cliffe. Courtenay and the Caterpillar greeted
them warmly. Ponsonby & Co. could be seen
in the quadrangle, but they were not looking
their usual selves. The nuts were down on
their luck. The glory had departed from the
House of Israel, so to speak. Canings and
detentions did not agree, with the nuts, and
they were as exasperated ‘as they were
perplexed:

They had been muttering among themselves,
and scowling, and they scowled still more at
the sight of the Greyfriars fellows.

* We thought'we’d drop in,” remarked Bob
Cherry. ““ Has somebody been cracking your
nuts ¢ They don’t look very chippy.”

Courtenay laughed. :

“ They've had a bad time this morning,”
he remarked.

““ A regular scorcher of a time, by gad!”
chuckled the Caterpillar. * Mobby has cut
up rusty with his nobby nuts.”

“ Mobby has?” grinned the Greyfriars
party. !

“ Yaas—he’s a regular tartar
Pgnsonby’s had an awful lickin’ in class

“ Ha, ha, ha ! ”

® The whole gang were detained doin’ lines
till dinner-time it

“ Ha, ha, ha!”

" And caned all round for breakin’ their
detention— "

The Greyfriars juniors yelled. They had
wondered how Wibley was getting on at
Highelifie. They knew now.

It was evident that the new Mr. Molibs had
been making things decidedly warm for the
nuts of Highcliffe.

“ Anything else 2 ” grinned Wharton.

“No ; that’s the total bill, so far,” said the
Caterpillar. “ But Pon & Co. are simply
flabbergasted, by gad! They can’t make it
out. They were always Mobby’s prime
favourites, Pon took Mobby home once to

to-day.

»

see his noble uncle. Ever since that Mobby
had been prepared to lick the dust off his
boots. Now, all of a sudden, he has turned
on them. The worm will turn, you know, but:
I never believed that a worm like Mobby
would turn.”

“ But he’s done it ! ”’ chuckled ‘Courtenay.
“It was a surprise for the whole Form.
Mobby was fairly on the war-path.”

“ Ha, ha, ha!l”

*“ The awfulness is terrific.”

“ Must be a surprise for them,” said Harry
Wharton. “And you don't know what's
the matter with Mobby 2

* Can’t make it out.”

“It’s a giddy mystery,” said Courtenay.
“ Mobby must be ill, or dotty. He’s made the
nuts hate him like poison already, and I fancy
they’ve got some scheme afoot for getting
their people to complain to the Head, and get
him the sack.”

“ Oh, my hat!”

* Here he comes,” yawned the Caterpillar.

Mr. Mobbs the Second appeared in the
quad. Ponsonby & Co. scowled at him, as he
came up to the group of Greyfriars juniors.
Harry Wharton & Co. gazed at him, but they
simply could not recognise Wibley. It was
Mr. Mobbs to the life. But, considering that
he was Mr. Mobbs, he was very gracious to the
party from Greyfriars.

“Ah, my young friends,” said the little
master, “ I am glad to sce you here !

“ Thank you, sir ! * said Wharton.

Courtenay and the Caterpillar simply stared.
After Mr. Mobbs’s conduct the previous week
towards the Greyfriars chums, this was a
startling change of face.

The Caterpillar tapped his forehead signifi-
cantly. He could only conclude that Mr.
Mobbs was wandering in his mind.

“You have come over to play cricket,
perhaps 2 ” Mr. Mobbs continued.

"“We were thinking of a little game, sir,”
said Nugent.

“Very good! Now, how do you like the
idea of giving some instruction to certain
boys of my Form who have, I’am sorry to say,
shown a slacking spirit with regard to games %
It would be a kind act.”

“What-ho ! ” chuckled Bob Cherry. *I—
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I mean, yes, rather, sic!”

“Am I dreamin’, Franky ? ”
murmured the Caterpillar.

TFrank Courtenay wondered
whether he was dreaming, too., -

*“ Very well,” said Mr. Mobbs.
“T take you at your word.
Ponsonby.”  He beckoned to
the nuts, and Ponsonby & Co.
came up with dark faces.

“Ponsonby, I am sorry to see
you slacking about the quad-
rangle on a half-holiday,” said
Mr. Mobbs, in his severest
squeaky tones.

1 suppose we can do as we
like on a half-holiday, sir,” said
Ponsonby, sullenly. Mr. Mobbs
had never reproved him for
slacking before.

*“ Not in the least, Ponsonby.
I disapprove of slacking. You
had better play cricket this
afternoon.”

“T don’t care to, sir.”

“You will play cricket by
my orders, Ponsonby. These
Greyfriars boys have kindly
consented to give you some
much-needed instruction.”

“What!” yelled Ponsonby.

“B-b-by gad!” stammered Vavasour.

“ (io on the ground at once !  You need not
trouble to change ; I fear the exertion might
be too much for you,” said the Form-master
sarcastically. “ Master Wharton, I depend on
you to see that these slacking lads have
plenty of exercise.” S

*“ Rely on me, sir,” said Wharton.

Ponsonby & Co. could scarcely believe their
eyes and ears. Mr. Mobbs was not only down
on them, but apparently on good terms with
the Greyfriars juniors. What was the mean-
ing of it all ?

“T won't go!” muttered Gadsby.

Mr. Mobbs’s eyes were upon him at once.

“ Gadsby ! What did you say ?”

*“ I—I said I'm quite ready, sir,” stammered
Gadsby.

“ Very good! Get on the field immediately.
I shall wateh you. Any boy who shows a sign

(

him.

1

n. .
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“Great Scott!? gasped Billy Bunter as he saw the figure below
* G-great Scott!

Mr. Mobbs!” (Sez Chapter 11.)

of slacking will be detained the whole
afternoon, to write out Cwsar until six
o'clock ! ”

The dismayed nuts went sullenly on the
field. Even fagging at cricket was better
than writing out *“ De Bello Gallico ™ all the
afternoon. Mr. Mobbs was evidently in
carncst.  Hitherto the nuts of Higheliffe had
only experienced the velvet glove ; now they
were getting the iron hand.

Harry Wharton & Co. went on the field
grinning.  Wibley’s latest wheeze tickled
them immensely. And they fully intended to
give the Highcliffe slackers plenty of leather-
hunting.

“Poor old Pon!” murmured the Cater-
pillar, lounging up to the pavilion to watch.
“He will be quite worn out by the time
Mobby gets taken to an asylum.”

“It will do him good,” said Courtenay,
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laughing. “I like Mobby better like this
than in his old style.”

““ Pon doesn’t ! ” grinned the Caterpillar.

“ Ha, ha, ha !>

Pon didn’t. Mr. Mobbs—displaying a
knowledge of ecricket the nuts had never
suspected him of hefore—put the slackers into
the field, and Wharton and Bob Cherry went
in to bat. Ponsonby sullenly went on to
bowl, and he bowled very badly. It was

_ pretty clear that he was trying to hit the bats-
man, not the wicket. Mr. Mohbs rapped out
at him.

“ Ponsonby, you are bowling like a baby !
Give the hall to Courtenay, and go into the
field. Courtenay, oblige me by howling.”

* Certainly, sir ! ”

Courtenay howled, and then the batsmen
got to work, and the field were given some
leather-hunting to do. ~ All the nuts were in
the field, and they dawdled after the ball,
till Mr. Mobbs’s sharp voice snapped out to
them.

“ @adshy, don’t slack! Merton, get a
move on! - Monson, you are a lazy and in-
competent young fool ! Vavasour!”

Se¥anarein [

¢ Unless you exert yourseif, I shall send
you into the Form-room with a thousand
lines to write out.”

“ Oh, by gad!”

The miserable nuts began to exert them-
selves. But Vavasour was soon slacking
again, and Mr. Mobbs yelled to him.

“Vavasour, go into the Form-room at
once! You will write out a thousand lines,
and if they are not finished by six o’clock,
you will he detained for three half-holidays.
Not a word, sit! Go!”

Vavasour, in utfer dismay, tramped off the
field, and disappeared into the School House.
The lesson was enough for the rest of the
nutty band. They exerted themselves man-
fully, and hunted the leather up and down
thc-ground, as it was driven by the batsmen,
till the unaccustomed exertion made them
yant and gasp and stream with perspiration.

The Greyfriars juniors looked on with
smiling faces. The Caterpillar felt like a fellow
in a dream. What had come over Mobby ?

Tor a whole hour the merciless Mobby kept

(

the unhappy slackers of Highcliffe fagging on
the cricket-field. By that time, Ponsonby &
Co. were ready to drop with exhaustion. They
stumbled and fumbled and moaned and
gasped, and mopped their streaming faces,
till even the Greyfriars fellows, much as they
despised the slackers, took pity on them.

“That will do!” said Mr. Mobbs at last.
“Do you feel better for this exercise, Pon-
sonby ?

** Oh, dear ! ” said Ponsonby faintly.

*“ Do you feel better, Gadshy ?

“ Oh, crumbs !’

“You may go now.
is only the beginning.
slacking in my Form !

With suppressed groans, the wretched nuts
limped and staggered off the field. Mr,
Mobbs glanced kindly at the grinning juniors
of Greyfriars.

“ Thank you very much,
If you would care to refresh
your little game, pray come
tuckshop.”

** Hear, hear ! 7 said the Co.

They accompanied Mr. Mobbs to the tuck-
shop, where they refreshed themselves with
flowing ginger-pop.

“Pinch me, Franky murmured the
Caterpillar. “I want to know whether I'm
dreaming.”

Many other fellows at Highcliffe wondered
whether they were dreaming, too; and quite
a crowd came to peep into the tuck-shop, to
gaze in almost awed wonder upon the extra-
ordinary sight of Mr. Mobbs treating Harry
Wharton & Co. to ginger-pop, and imbibing
that refreshing beverage himself with apparent
enjoyment, 2

Remember that this
I will have no more

my dear boys!
vourselves after
with me to the

B

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER
* Mr. Mobbs the Reformer !

On, dear !’
“I'm nearly expirin’!

“What’s to be done, Pon?

can’t stand it. Oh, dear!” .

The unhappy nuts had gathered in Pon-

sonby’s study; with the exception of the

still more unhappy Vavasour, who was grind-
ing ouf lines in the Form-room.

3

We

326 )



Ponsonby & Co. were in a state of despera-
tion. They lay about the study in every
attitude of limpness and exhaustion. Monson
had collapsed into an armchair; Ponsonby
was stretched on the sofa ; Gadsby was lean-
ing across the table; Drury was gasping on
the rug; Merton and Tunstall were fanning
themselves feebly. Never had the nuts felt so
utterly used-up.

“We can’t stand it, y’know,” moaned
Monson feebly. “ItlIl kill me. What an
utter beast Mobby is. Oh, dear!”

* What are we goin’ to do, Pon 2 ”

But the wretched Pon had no suggestion to
offer. They had to grin and bear it, if they
could. Bearing it, at least, was necessary.
Grinning was out of the question. They did
not feel like grinning.

It was a good hour before the slackers of
Higheliffe pulled themselves together. They
did not leave the study. They were afraid of
catching the eye of the terrible Mr. Mobbs—
Mr. Mobbs, once so kind and considerate, and
now so Hunnish.

** Let’s have a little game,” said Ponsonby,
taking a pack of cards from the drawer of the

table. ** And a smoke will set us up a bit.”
“ Suppose Mobby: began Gadsby
uneasily.

““ Mobby never comes: here.”

“But since he’s turned out such a
beast— —"

“We'll lock the door.”

 Oh, all right!”

The nuts felt somewhat comforted as they
sat playing nap, with cigarettes going, and
little piles of money on the table. It was one
of their nice little customs, and it made them
feel better. At least they were safe in the
study, so they believed. But there seemed to
be no end to their troubles that day. Before
the “little game” had lasted half an hour
there came a sharp tap at the door.

The handle was tried, and the rap was
repeated, so loudly and sharply, that it rang
out like the crack of a pistol.

*“ Open this door at once ! ”

“ Mobby ! ”” gasped Gadsby.

In wild haste the nuts shoved the cards,
the cigarettes, and the money out of sight.
The Mobby of former times had always been

careful not to discover the manners and
customs of the nuts. But the Mobby of
to-day was on the warpath, and he had
evidently come there to catch them.

“ Will you open this door ?

“Buck up!” panted Monson, pale with
terror. “ The beast might report this to the
Head! Oh, dear!”

Rap, rap, rap !

* Ponsonby, open this door !
tobacco-smoke here ! ”

** The game's up ! ” moaned Drury. ““ Oh,
you idiot, Pon! What did you start smoking
for? You might have known ? ”

“Oh, shut up!” growled Ponsonby
savagely.

He unlocked the door. Cards and cigar-
ettes were hidden, but he could not hide the
smoke that loaded the atmosphere of the study.
But that had to be chanced. The irate Form-
master could not be refused admittance.

“ Why was that door locked ? * exclaimed
the Form-master, as he rustled into the study.

“ Ahem !”

Mr. Mobbs coughed.

“ You have been smoking ! *

It was not much use to deny it. The study
recked with it. Ponsonby & Co. maintained
a sullen silence.

“ What else have you been doing ?

Silence.

“ Gambling, I presume !

No answer.

“ Turn out your pockets !

Slowly and sullenly the nuts obeyed. All
kinds of things were turned out—cards and
dice and cigarettes among other things.

“Disgraceful !” hooted Mr. Mobbs.
“Shocking ! Are you aware that you may be
expelled from the school for this rascally
conduct ? It is my duty to report this to
Dr. Voysey.” \

Ponsonby gritted his teeth. He knew
that the doctor would not thank Mr. Mobbs
for making it necessary for him to expel a
number of juniors who had rich and influential
relations.

““ Report it, then,” said Ponsonby fiercely.
“and we'll tell him at the same time that
you've known it a jolly long time, Mr. Mohbs.”

“ What—what ! 1

I can smell
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“Do you think we didn’t know that you
Lknew ? > hissed Ponsonby, quite forgetting
prudence in his rage. “ You've kept your
eyes shut jolly carefully, and I can’t make
out what you've spotted us for now.”

*“ Oh, my- hat !> ejaculated Mr. Mohbs, a
surprising cjaculation for a Form-master,
Ponsonby’s statement somewhat  surprised
Wibley of the Remove.

But he remembered himself in a moment.

‘ Ponsonby, you are impertinent! * You
twill take a thousand lines! Put those cards
and cigarettes into the grate, and set fire to
them immediately. For this time I will
not report you to the Head, but the next
time you shall be expelled from Highcliffe.
Make an end of those wicked things at once !

Sullenly the nuts piled cards, cigarettes,
and dice-box into the grate, and ignited them.

Y
Ponsonhy & Co. lay about the study in”every attitude of limpness and exhaustion.
Never had the nuts felt so utterly used-up !

(See Chapter 13.)

There was soon quite a blaze going. Mr.
Mobbs turned out the-table drawer, and
discovered more cards and bridge-markers,
and several sporting papers and racing lists,
which he promptly tossed into the fire. It
was a clean sweep, and probably the best
thing that could have happened to the
sporting set of the Fourth, though they did
not look at it in that light.

They looked on with burning eyes and set
lips as Mr, Mobbs proceeded upon his career
of reform. ‘When he had finished he glared
at them over his glasses.

“ Disgraceful ! ~ Are’ you not ashamed of
yourselves ?

Sullen silence !

“Are you ashamed of yourselves ? ” thun-
dered Mr. Mobbs.

“Ye-e-s, sir |’ stammered Monson.
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“Will you promise amendment in the
future, if I pardon your stupid wickedness on
this occasion ?

“Yes, sic!” The nuts would have pro-
mised anything at that moment.

“Very well,” said Mr. Mobbs, “I shall
allow the matter to end here. But remember
I shall keep an cye on you in the future. I
will pass this matter over now, only giving
you a thousand lines each. . I understand
now the exhaustion you showed in the
cricket-field ; it is due to this vile smoking,
which has sapped away your stamina. I will
not allow you to destroy your health in this
way. I wi i

Mr. Mobbs suddenly paused.

He was standing near the study window,
and his eyes had suddenly fallen upon a
figure in the quadrangle, coming from the
direction of the gates.

It was a skinny figure in a black frock-coat,
somewhat rumpled and muddy.

Mr. Mobbs stood transfixed, the words
dying away on his tongue.

For it was the real Mobby who was tramp- |

ing across the quad towards the house—the
real, genuine article, who had evidently
escaped from the cell under the old priory
carlier than the Greyfriars japers had planned.

“ Great Scott ! ”” gasped Mr. Mobbs.

His next action astounded Ponsonby & Co.

With a single bound he reached the doorway
of the study and fled. His rapid footsteps
died away down the passage.

Ponsonby & Co. gazed at one another in
stupefaction.

If they had nceded any proof that their
Form-master was mad they had received it
now. TFor that extraordinary action was
proof positive that Mr. Mobbs was as mad as
a hatter !

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER
Exit Mr." Mobbs !

H.»mm' WnartoN & Co. had seen the new
arrival, too.

They were chatting with Courtenay

and the Caterpillar outside the house when he
appeared in sight.

They stared at him blankly in dismuy.
Bob Cherry caught Wharton's arm.

“ Mobby ! ” he said faintly.

*“ Mobby ! ” stuttered Johnny Bull.

*“ The Mobbyfulness is terrific !

“ Oh, my hat!”

Courtenay and De Courcy looked surprised.

*“ Mobby, by gad!” said the Caterpillar.
*“ I thought he was in the house. I'll swear I
saw him go indoors !

*“I'm sure I did ! ” said Courtenay, rubbing
his eyes. * Blessed if I saw him go .out
again!”

Mr. Mobbs, looking very sour, came up the
steps. He frowned at the Greyfriars fellows,
taking no other notice of their existence.
He was looking very muddy and dusty and
rumpled.

‘ Had an accident, sir ? ” asked the Cater-
pillar, surveying Mr. Mobbs’s rumpled attire.

* I have had worse than that, De Courcy ! ”
gasped Mr. Mobbs. “T have been the victim
of a savage and brutal gang of ruffians. I
have been kidnapped ! ”

“Kidnapped ! ” exclaimed Courtenay.

“Yes. The whole day I have been a
prisoner in an underground cell !

“ Wha-a-at !

“T was released by chance. - A schoolboy
happened to come there—a hoy named Bunter,
belonging to Greyfriars. Then T escaped.”

*“ Bunter ! ” murmured Bob Cherry. “T'll
scalp him ! ”

“ But—but—but——" stammered Cour-

* tenay, in"utter amazement. You—yon have

been a prisoner all day, did you say, sir 2 ”

“Yes. I was seized this morning, while
taking my walk, by a gang of dastardly,
masked ruffians ! ”

* But—but we saw you here half an hour
ago, sir ! ” .

“ What ?” 3

“You took the Fourth this mornin’, sir,”
said the Caterpillar,

* Mr., Mobbs staggered. ;

“What do you mean, De Courcy?” he
exclaimed, in a shrill voice. “T tell you I
have been a prisoner all day .in an under-
ground cell, after being kidnapped by a gang
of " dastards, who intended to hold me to
ransom. They mistook me for the Head of
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Higheliffe, and seized me—seized me by
violence. I have only just escaped.”

“ But, but: Then, who took the Fourth
this morning ? ** gasped Courtenay.

“I do not understand you, Courtenay.”
Mr. Mobbs passed his hand over his brow in a
dazed way. “° Do you mean to say that some-
one took the Fourth this morning, and you
supposed it was 1?27

** Certainly, sir.”

“ Was I—was I not missed ?

* No, sir.”

“ This is astounding! ™ ejaculated Mr.
Mobbs. ¢ The plot is deeper than I dreamed.
But—but if some scoundrel has been here in
my name, how was it that you did not recog-
nise that it wasnot I ? Did he resemble me? ™

 If it wasn’t you, sir, it was your double,”
said the Caterpillar. * But it was you, sir.
Iixcuse me, but—but haven’t you been—been
ill, or something ? *

Mr.. Mobbs did not reply.
the house to see the Head at once.
pillar rubbed his nose. -

“T knew he must be potty,” he remarked.
“ He’s been actin’ all day as if he was potty.

He rushed into
The Cater-

Now he fancies he’s been kidnapped. Extra-
ordinary, ain’t it ?

“Where on earth’s Wib?” muttered
Wharton. .

“Qh, dear! Hell be caught ! * whispered
Squifi. “That idiot Bunter—oh, we’ll
slaughter him ! Wib will be spotted.”

“ Hallo! Where are you off to ?* asked

the Caterpillar.

But the juniors did not stay to enlighten
him. They rushed away in search of the spoof
Mr. Mobbs. Now that the real Simon Pure
had returned, it was necessary for Wibley of
the Remove to get off the scene at once.
Harry Wharton looked into Ponsonby’s
study. 5

Ts he here 2 he exclaimed.

“Who ? ” growled Ponsonby.

 Mr. Mobbs.”

“ No, he isn’t.”

Wharton ran on. The Removites looked up
and down the passages, but there was no sign
of the spoof Mr. Mobbs. They ran out into
the quadrangle again. But still Wibley of
the Remove was not to be seen.

“ He's hiding somewhere,” muttered Squifi.
“ He must have spotted Mobby coming in and
cleared off.”

“TI've looked in Mobby's study,” said
Johnny Bull. ** Wib’s not there.”

* Hallo, hallo, hallo! Here's
article.again.”

Mr. Mobbs appeared, with the Head. Dr.
YVoysey was looking astonished, and was very
angry. Mr. Mobbs's strange tale had utterly
taken him aback. The news that an impostor,
closely resembling Mr. Mobbs, had taken the
Form-master’s place at Highcliffe that day,
was quite unnerving. Dr. Voysey suspected
some nefarious design upon the school silver.
The whole house was soon in a buzz of excite-
ment as the news spread. Ponsonby & Co.
heard it, and gasped with astonishment.

““ Not the real Mobby 2™
sonby, when Smithson brought the startling
news. “ Gammon!”

“ Mobby himself says so,” said Smithson.
It beats the band, don’t it! But you can
hear him say so himself.”

The nuts rushed away to see Mobby. They
found Mr. Mobbs in the quadrangle, quivering
with excitement. {

“Close  the gates!” DMr. Mobbs was
shouting. “ Keep watch on all sides! The
villain must be still about the premises. He
must be seized. Doubtless he has filled his
pockets with valuables. It is a plot. Lock
the gates !

 Mr. Mobbs ! ** yelled Ponsonby. * W-w-w-
wasn’t it you ?

“ My dear Ponsonby- /

That reply was convincing. Mr. Mobbs was
his old toadying self again, and Pon was once
more his ¢ dear Ponsonby.” The dandy of
Higheliffe realised that the story of the imper-

the real

)

sonation, astounding as it was, was true. He
breathed a deep, deep sigh of relief. That

career of reform his Form-master had started
upon was not to be continued, then. The nuts
of Highcliffe would he once more in clover.

“ But—but he was exactly like you, sir,”
gasped Gadsby. “ We never saw any difter-
ence. He was a beast, sir! He thrashed
Pon i

“ He caned us all ! * howled Monson.

“ And detained us ! shouted Drury.
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“The brutal ruffian!”  exclaimed Mr.
Mobbs. “ So you have suffered at his hands,
as well as myself, my dear boys. But he will
be punished. He cannof escape. He is
hidden somewhere about the building. Search
for him ! ”

“ What-ho ! ” said the nuts in chorus.

They burned to distinguish themselves by
the capture of the impostor. It was a chance
of getting their own back.

Up and down and round about, the High-
cliffians scarched. The gates had been locked,
and the porter was on guard there. Mean-

while, Harry Wharton & Co. joined in the
scarch, though with a different object in view.
But
The spoof Mr. Mobbs

They were very anxious for Wibley.
Wibley had vanished.
was not to be
discovered.

““Amazin’
happenin’,”
vawned the
Caterpillar.
“Tairly knocks
a chap, doesn’t
it? But I'm
fed up. Let’s
go and have
tea, Franky.” §

“Better help
to find the
rotter,” said
Courtenay.

“ Remember
our guests,
dear boy! It's
past tea-time.”

*“Oh, we're
helping!” said
Harry Whar-
ton.

“Well, I'm
tired—ex-
hausted, in
fact. Tl go
and gel tea,”
said the Cater-

you're fed up. I'm fed up already.”

The Caterpillar proceeded to No. 3 Study.
He did not find it empty. A junior was seated
there in the armchair, casually glancing at a
book. The Caterpillar raised his eyebrows a
little at the sight of Wibley of the Remove.

“Hallo!” he said.

“ Hallo,” said Wibley calmly.

Wibley was in Etons now, and he did not
Dbear the remotest resemblance to Mr. Mobbs.

His disguise had vanished. Perhaps a spot
or two of grease-paint lingered about his cars,
but the Caterpillar did not notice it.

“ (lad to see you, of course,” said the Cater-
pillar affably. * But I didn’t know you were
in the little party.”
““No?” said Wibley.

ol i ¢ ENo .
didn’t see you
with them.”

“Well, here
I am,” said
Wibley.

“ Quite wel-
! come, dear boy-
As you seem to
have nothin’
to do, you
* might like the
idea of helpln:
me to get tea,’
suggested the
Caterpillar.

““Like @
bird,” said
Wibley cheer-
fully.

They pro-
ceeded to geb
teme ) UG
Caterpillar wa®
a little puzzled
at finding Wib-
ley there, but
he did no®
think of con”
necting him

SO,

pillar gener- with the mys~

“ Why was that door lncked z " demanded the Form-master,

ously. ** You as he burst into the study; his thin red nose sniffed at the terious h =
fellows come thick atmosphere. “ You have been smoking!” he ex- Mobbs. T cnb
along when claimed. (See Chapter 13.) was a fragra
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scent of cooking in the study,
when the door opened and
Ponsonby looked in. He took
no notice of Wibley.

“Not here 2 he asked.

“ Eh, what 2 ”

“We're searching all the
studies now,” . explained Pon-
sonby. * Mobby’s sure the
man is still in the school. The
whole house is bein’ searched
from top to bottom. By gad,
we’ll make him squirm when
we get hold of him!”

“You can look under the
sofa, if you like,” said the
Caterpillar urbanely; also
in the coal-locker, and down
the spout of the teapot.”

Ponsonby retired and
slammed the door.

“Whom are they looking

for 27 asked Wibley.
. “Man been here imper-
sonatin’ Mobby,” explained
the Caterpillar. =~ “ They sus-
pect he’s a burglar.”

< Ha; ha,cha 12> .

“What are you cacklin’
atl”

“ Ob, nothing! Hand me
the butter, and I'll fry the eggs.
call the chaps in now; we’re ready.”

YA s

The Caterpillar proceeded in search of his
chums.

*“ Come on, Franky ; tea’s ready. Haven’s
they found the man yet ?”

“No,” said Courtenay. “ He seems to have
vanished into thin air. He can’t have got
away ; but he hasn’t been found.”

“Oh, he’ll turn up : but tea can’t wait, and
he can,” urged the Caterpillar. ““ Our guests
must be famished, and there’s a rippin’ tea
ready.” ;

“You've got tea all by yourself ? ”” grinned
Bob Cherry. e

*“No; Wibley helped me.”

Bob jumped.

“Who 2” lie yelled.

S Wibley 1% - K

Better

astounded juniors. staring after him.

In a single bound Mr. Mobbs reached the study doorway ; he
went through it and dashed down the corridor, with the

(See Chapter 13.)

“WIBLEY 2 ”

“Yaas. He was in my study. Didn’t he
come over with you ? ”

“ Oh, my hat! Ha, ha, ha!”

“ Seems to be pottiness in the air to-day,”
drawled the Caterpillar as Bob Cherry rushed
away to tell his chums the news. ‘ Has that
chap gone oft his rocker, too, Franky 2 Come
and have tea. Wibley’s done the cooking, so
it’s all right.”

Harry Wharton & Co. joined them in the
study, grinning. They looked at Wibley as
they came in, and Wibley nodded and smiled.

“ All ready ? ” he remarked.

“ Ha, ha, ha ! ”

“ Seems to be a lot of excitement here this
afternoon,” said Wibley casually. ** De Courey
says that a man has been impersonating Mr.
Mobbs. Have you fellows seen anything of
him %> '

( 332 )



. been in the

The juniors shrieked.

“T don’t want to be inquisitive,” yawned
the Caterpillar. “ But would you mind

tellin’ a chap what the cackle is about ?
“Ha, ha, ha!”

“ By the way, there is a bundle here that
ought to be kept out of sight till it can be

sent back to Greyfriars,” remarked Wibley.

““ A bundle ? ” said Courtenay.

“ Yes—a black frock-coat, and some other
things in it,” said Wibley, ““ a beard like Mr.
Mobbs’s, and bags like his, and collar, and so
forth. T’'ve tied it up and put it in the cup-
board behind the other things. Of course,
you fellows
will keep
mum.”

* But—but
I don’t under-
stand.”

“Oh! Obh,
crumbs!”
casped Bob
Cherry, al-
most weeping.
“Don’t you
understand ?
It was a jape
onMobby and
the nuts—it
was Wibley
all the time !

“Wibley?”

“Yes, ra-
ther ! ”

“The Wib-
fulness was
terrific 1”
grinned Hur-
ree Singh.
*“ But the fat
would have

Study No. 3 rang with laught
fancy we've given Pon.-& Co.

he said. (S

esteemed fire if the catchfulness had come
off.”

“QOh, my word!” said the Caterpillar.
“YWhat a thumping wheeze! And—and I
never guessed. I've been taken in in my old
age, by gad!”

““Ha, ha, ha!™”

“Bub it gave me a shock when T saw

(

Mobby coming in,” murmured Wibley.
* There was no getting out, you see. Retreat
cut off. So I buzzed intc this study and

locked the door. I thought you fellows
wouldn’t mind my using it as a dressing-room
in the circs—"

“ Delighted, dear boy!”

“ And whipped off my Mobby rig and put
it in a bundle,” said Wibley. *I've used
somebody’s cambric handkerchiefs to clean
my chivvy—"

* Mine, by gad ! ”

“They'll wash, you know. I hadn’t any
time to waste. Luckily, there was some

water in the
kettle, and a
jam-jar to
pour it into.
It took me ten
minutes to get
rid of my 1ig
and become
myself again,”
said Wibley.
“Tt was a jolly
harrow escape.
If T'd tried to
bolt, I should -
have been
nailed. But
it’s all serene
now—so long
as you fellows
keep mum.”

Courtenay
wiped his eyes-

“We'll keep
mum, 9
course,” be
said. «Blessed
if 1 had 8
single sus-
picion. You
ought to be on the stage, you bounder !

“T'm going there some day,” said Wibley
cheerfully. “ This is by way of keeping MY
hand in, you know. I fancy we've giver
Pon & Co. as good as they gave us now- We
had a licking at Greyfriars, and they’ve hl‘%
some lickings here—from Mobby the Second !
‘“Hay ha plls
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No. 3 Study rang with laughter. The party
sat down to a merry tea at what time the
search for the impersonator of Mr. Mobbs
was still \going on; high and low, from one
end of Highcliffe to the other..

After tea the chums of Greyfriars took their
departure, Wibley going with the party, and
Courtenay and the Caterpillar seeing them
off at the gates. Ponsonby & Co. saw them
go; but they little dreamed that in the Grey-
friars party went the mysterious “ Mr.
Mobbs * for whom they were still searching.

That mysterious Mr. DMobbs was never
discovered.

Indeed, so utterly had he vanished, and so
completely did the search for the kidnapping
gang fail, that many fellows suspected that
Mr. Mobbs had not been impersonated or kid-
napped at all, but that he had sufiered from
delusions and imagined the whole business.

But Ponsonby & Co. were very suspicious—
they knew their ‘* Mobby ** better than any-
one else. at Highclifie, and they believed
entirely in his story.

As for Mr. Eugenio Mobbs, he did all in his
power to “ reinstate himself” in the good
graces of his aristocratic pupils, positively
fawning over them.

Ponsonby & Co. soon fell back into their
slacking habits, safe in the knowledge that an
invitation to Mr. Mobbs to spend a fortnight
of the vacation at Ponsonby’s uncle’s place
was sufficient to ensure their toadying Form-
master turning a ““ blind eye ” on all their
shady proceedings.

But all the “ compensation ” the genuine
Mr. Mobbs gave them could not wipe out that
terrible day of lines, lickings, and detentions.
Pon and his nutty friends would have given®
worlds to find out the rezl identity of * Mr.
Mobbs the Second,” but that little privilege
was denied them.

Someone had scored over them, but who
that daring japer was remained a mystery, so
far as Pon & Co. were concerned, at any rate.

Courtenay and the Caterpillar, of course,
said no word ; and, ncedless to say, Harry
Wharton & Co. kept their own counsel. The
Head of Greyfriars would certainly not have
looked at the matter as they did, and his sense
of humour would have failed him in appre-
ciating that tremendous jape. The chums of
the Remove chuckled over their success in
strict privacy. The jape had been a triumph
all along the line, and the only drawback was
that they could not tell Ponsonby & Co. the
true identity of the Form-master’s substitute.
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