"THE INVASION OF GREYFRIARS!

25 A NN e S TR

LIBRARY poumes,

Story : Frank
for All 8\ Richards,

I
il

T

—
- =, 5
P — g""‘_wﬂ

« COME ON!” SAID MISS CLARA. “WILL YOU ‘
HAVE THE GLOVES ON-OR OFF? I'M GOING TO
| LICK YOU!”
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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Billy Bunier in Search of a Scapegoat!

" H, dear—oh, dear!"
0 “What's the matter, Billyt"

“ Oh, dear!”

Four juniors in flannels, locking very ruddy and
fit, were coming in from the ericket-field at Greyfriars,
when they were stopped by Billy Bunter's woeful
lamentations. Bunter was standing near the doorway with
an expression of uiter dismay on his fat face. He blinked
dismaily a2t the Famous Four through his big spectaciea.

* Ok, dear! Oh. crumbs!"

“What on earth’s the matter?” exclaimed Harcy Wharton
in surprise and alarm. ' Are you il

*Oh, dear!™

“He's been eating again,” said Bob Cherry. “1I knew
what would come of that in the long run. So long as
Bunty kept to only enough for six full-grown persons he
was all right. 1t must have been the extra rablbit-pie that
did it, Billy."

“ Oh, really, Cherry! I'm not ill."”

“Then what are you making that row abouti” demanded
Tharton.
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“Tr'e g row! Oh, dear!” _ )

The juniors stared at him. They did nol know in tha
least w{!zﬂ to make of Billy Bunter, but it was evident that
ke was in a state of exireme trepidation.

Frank MNugent took him rently by one fat ear. ‘

' Wow then, explain yoursell, young ass! Whot is 13"

#it's 5 row! 1'm in for it!” groaned Billy Bunter. “1
am going to be called before the Head !

i Phow ! What have you been doing?"

% J—I really havan't Ex:en doing anything, It was really
vou fellows—"" )

sywell, B like that!” said Bob Cherry. " llave you bean
wolfing fhe Head's lunch, or raiding saueages from the
lzirghcn

“Of course T haven't! Tt's that CJif Iloute business,
Yon remember when we had tea there the other day, and
I made Miss Primrose's parrot say things with my wonder.
ful gift of ventrilogquism——"" . :

“Fea and I came jolly near giving you o thick ear on
the spot,”” said Harry ‘I.'l.'imrmn, frowning. It was rotten
bad form to play tricks on a kind hostess, and nobody but
yvou would have dope it.”

s Well, T really did it to plesse you lellows—  Ow!
Don't pinch my ear, Nugent! I1--I mean I really didn’t do
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it to please veu fellows, Ow! Now Miss Primrose’s come
sver to complain—that's her carriage there”

* Phew "

“8ho's just gone in to the Head,” said Billy Bonter,
almost in tears. 1 shall be called in in & minute, OF
eourse, I didn't know that Miss Primrose knew I was a
wonderfully gifted ventriloguist, Marjorie Hazeldene must
have told her. Now ehe's come over to complain—"

" Haow do you know she’s come to complain about you??

“What else can she have come to complain ofP' said
Bunter peevishly. " Bhe's fond enocugh of you fellows.
People always pick on me to complain about, for some
veason. P'm always being persecuted. Look here, Wharton,
as you were really to Blame—"

“17 said Harry, stoving,

“¥es, you're the head of our study, and so you were
really thée person to blame, you see. You can’t have all the
ploasure of_being leader without taking the responsibilities,
too. It's not fair to shove off the responsibility on to me.
As yon were really te blame, couldn’t vou go in now to
the Head, before Miss Primrose hos had fime to complain,
and own up ¥ _

“Own up! Own up to what"

! "F'l."h&',. about the ventriloquism, you know."

Bob Cherry burst into a roar.

*“¥a, ha, ha! I think Bunter improves every day.”

“Or Bob Cherry could do it,”” said Bunter hastily, mnot
guite liking the expreszion ,upen Harry Wharton's face.
*“ Bob Cherry was really the one in fault————="

" Hallo, hallo, hallo! It's [ now, is it?"

“Or—or Nugent,” said Billy Bunter feebly. " Couldn't
you go into the Head, Nugent, and—and own up?

Frank Nugent only ]aug‘%}ed- Billy Bunter’s sublime cool-
nesa pmused him,

The fat junior turned in despair to the fourth of the
party—Hurree Jameet Ram Bingh, the Nabob of Bhenipur,
whose good-nature was a proverb in the Remove.

“I=I say, Inky, you were with us, you know, and—and
I think you mfi;ht go to the Head and own up about it.”

“The coolfulness of my worthy fat chum i3 terrifie”

murmured the nabob, “"and the refusefulness on my
eetoemed part is also great,”
* Oh, really, Inky——"

"* The best thing you ean do, Bunter, is o go to the Head
and own up yourself," said Bob Cherry admonishingly,
* Cut iato the study now, before Miss Primrose has unfelded
her terrible tale, and take the words ocut of her mouth.
Own up to your fault like a giddy Eric, and weep on the
Head's shirtfront, and he's bound teo look over it.”

‘* Ha, ha, ha ("

Billy Bunter gave the four chums & look of deep reproach,
and turned away. He moved off slowly in the direction
of the Head's stady, but they did¢ not suppose for 2 moment
that he was going to own up. That was not Bunter’s way.
He was never known to own up to anything until he had
exhausied every device of untruthfulness, and was driven
to his last ditch, as it were.

"“The voung ass!” said Bob Cherry, in disgust. ‘" This
is what comes of being a concetted little beast! As of
Miss Primrose would drive over from Cliff House specially
to complain about that fat little ovster. I don’t suppose
she's got anything of the sort in her mind.”’

“Then she’s ecome over about something else,” said
Nugent thoughtfully, v

Boh locked at him admiringly,

“ Did you work that out in your head?’ he asked.

“0Oh, don’t be furmy! I was thinking—what has she
eome about? Perhaps there is going to be a garden-party
at Chilf House, and she wants us all to go.™

Harry Wharton shook his head.

“1 hardly think so,” he remarked. ''There’s been a
rumour lately of illnese in the girls’ school, and certainly
we haven't seen any of the gicls for some days., Hazeldene
rode over to CHff House to see his sister westerday, and
wasn't admitted. MHe says Marjorie wa ber hand to
him from a window.”

“Then she’s all right, at all events,” said Bob, with a
breath of relief.

. " Yes, but it looks as If there's something up. Whatever
it is, Miss Primrose has more likely come over about that,
than abhout Bunter.

And the chums of the Remove thought it out. They
wera a little anxious, to tell the truth. They were on the
best of terms with the %irl pupile of ChiE House, and
Hazeldene's sister wia ly was their chum. .ﬁ.n;l,rthin%
seriousiy wrong at Miss Primrose’s school caused them rea
CONC2IT.

While they were thinking about Cliffi Honse, Billy Bunter
was thinking about himml?: The fat junior had jumped to
the conclusion that Mise Frimrose had come over to com-
plain _about him—it was & case of & guilty conscience.
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Bunter had quite worked it out to his ovwn satisflaction that
anyvbody but bimself was to blame for the ventriloquial
mecident, and he was feeiing deeply aggrieved against the
chums of the Remove. !

“0Oh, dear?’ be murmured, as he walked away in troubled
thought. ** The Head is certain to take the matter seriously
—4hese sehool-masters have no sense of humour! I may geb
& fegging, as Bulstrode did the other dav, It's rottenl
Whartons the head of the study, and he ought to own up.
It's mean! I hate a fellow being mean! Oh, dear! What
shall 1 do?”

* Anything the matter, Bunter?” asked a iimﬂ}' voice,

Billy  Bunter blinked at Mark Linléy, the lad from
Lancashire. Hope rose in his breast once more.

“ 1 say, Linley,” he said eagerly, " I'm in for a row unless
somebody goes in te the Head and owns up sbeout that
ventriloguial trick the other day at CLiff House, If you hke
to own up——-"

“PBut | don't know unything about it,”? said Linley,
dmused. “ How can T own up!™

* Oh, that doesn't make any difference. ¥You can tell the
Head you did it—-"

“ Do you want me to go and tell the Head a lie for the
apecial purpose of getting a licking?' asked Mark, too
amused te be/angry. R

“Well, not-exactly a lie)”” said Bunter, wriggling. “You
—you can just tell him vou did it, you know. I'll make it
worth your while. I shall -be getting three pounds on
Saturday from the Patriotic Home Work Association, and
then I am going to stand & series of extensive feeds, and
T'll ask you to all of them, Besides, you know, the chaps
call you the scholarship boy, and a rank outsider, and all
that. Look here, I'll ¢hum up with you, and show every-
body we're on friendly ferms.’ 2

“Will you?? said Mark, looking at him very queerly.

“Tou,” snid Bunter eagerly. I know vou used to work
in & mill, or & mine, or something of that sort before you
got & scholarship and came to Greviriars. € course, it's
ne good pretem?ing that you're the same sort of chap ng
I am, but I'm not proud: I'm not above assocrating with

. I'll talkg you up and make a chum of you— Owl
%go my eat [’

, ark laughked, and let go. i

“You're not worth licking,” he sard. “ It amazes mo
haw Wharton can stand you. It's his good-natare, I suppose.
T'm afraid % couldn’t stand yon as & cdrumn, Bunter, so [
shxll have to refuse wour generous offer.”

Here, 1 say, Linley, don’t walk away whils F'm talking.
¥ aany Wﬂli; of all the beasts! This is what comes of
letting factory-lads into a respectable school; and I offered
to take him up, too! Cateh me being friendly with the
rotten outsider again. Oh, dear! What shall I dof Tho
old lidy will have pitched her yarn to the Head by thtﬁa
time. I—I've a jolly good mind to run away from school "

Bunter wrinkled hia forehead over bis spectacles, thinking
it out. He appeared to suddenly malke up his mind. for ho
wallied off to the Head's study, and tapped on the door,
He entered without waiting to be bidden, and, blinked at
the two occupants of the study. ]

Dr. Liocke, the Head of Gresfriars, was engaged in con-
versation with Miss Primrose—a stately, kind-faced old
lady in an Early-Victorian bonnet. Both were looking
very serious, and were deeply engrossed -in their talk, and
they had not noticed either the tan on the door or Bunter's
entrance. The fat junior stood blinking uncomfortably at

them. IHe coughed to attract attention, and Dr. Locke
tu{neél round suddenly. He started, and frowned at the
nirudasr,

" Bunter! What do you want? How dare you enter hera
without permission?”’
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W1-XI—-T knocked, sir.
stamimered Bunter.

“ 1 am engaged now. (o at once!™ _

“It's—it's important, sir. I's—it's about what Miss
Primrose is telling you, sir—"

“Oh. in that case you may speak,” said the Head., *Go
emn, and be brief!" :

“ Miss Primrose ie quite mistaken, sir: she—she is under
E mnsjapprehensmn,” sald Bunter hurriedly. *“It was nob

, arr

T “’lhﬂt ?u

“It wasn't me! gaid Bunbter, prowing more wun-
grammaticsl as he grew more frightened. **1 really didn't
do il, sir. Wharton was with vs, and he—he—he-——"'

“Boy! How dare you lough here?”

*“I—I—I wasn't laughing, air,” said Bunter, who, indeed,
felt very little like laughing at that moment, *'I wis say-
ing he—he—le—he was, reall M

“What do you think Miss Primrose is telling me? asked
the Head sharply.

" About the little game with the parrot, sir—me making
him talk, and—""

“Dear mea ™ said Miss Primraso,
B parrot tall??

My wonderful gift as & ventriloguist, ma'am.”

* Goodness gracious ™

“Thon you have been pleyving a trick at Clif House!”
demanded the Head in a voice that made all Bunter's
nerves jump.
© % E=no—yes—oeertainly not, sir! JT-~T came here to tell
you that—that it was really somebody alse——'*

* ¥ou came here under 8 mistake to tell me a falsehood ¥
said' Dr. Locke sternly, ' As it happens, Mise Primrose
did not come about any such matter. You have betrayed
yourself In your attempt to betray ancther.”

Bunter wished that the floor would apen and swallow him
up. Dr. Locke turned to his desk and wrote o few lines
upon w sheet of puaper, folded it, and handed it to the
fat juniocr,

“*Take that to your Form-master,”

#Ye.p0s sir.”

“ Now leave my study instantly.”

Eilly Bunter went gut with his kneas knocking together.
Dr. Locke apologized to hia visitor for the interruption,
and the matter theY had been discussing waa reswined as
the door closed. Billy Buopter, with bis nerves all guiver-
ing, moved like a boy in a dream., He ﬁtﬁppe-d m the
passnge to look at the note in his hand. e longed to
know what was in i, and he fearsad that it meant &nm&thinﬁ
popleasant for himaclf. Mo other boy at Groyiriara woul
have ventured te read a note p!aue&? in his handa by the
dector, even if he had be¢n mean encugh to open it. But
Bunter's curicaity was his strong point, and bhe had no
scruples of personal honour in such a matter. He withdrew
into an aleove, and unfolded the note. It was addressed
to Mr., Quelch: . .

* Pleaze cane bearer for unpertinence.—J, Locke."

That was all! i

Bunter refolded the note, and moved away with a thought-
ful expression upon his fzee. DBut he did not go in the
direction of the Form-master’s shudy.

B

THE SECOND HAPTER.
information Wanpted!

o HAT'S up
That was the question a great rmany fellows at
Greviriars were asking themselves,
There was certainly something ' up.'”

Miss Primrose had come out of the Head's study, escorted
to her carriage by the Head himself, both of them looking
vory grave. She had thanked him very gratefully as he
handed her io the carriage, and the Head had replied,
¥ Not at all—not st all."" So much the bovs knew.

After that, the Form-masters were called into the Head's
study, and they remasined there for ten minutes, engaged
in discussing—what? ] :

That was the burning guestion.

What was it? What had Miss Primrese driven over to
Groyfrinra about, and what was the meeting of mastera
called in the Head's study for?

Everybody was curious, from the head of the Sixth te
the smallest fag in the Third Form. _

Harry Wharton and his chums, of course, were concerned.
They were on such chummy terms with Cliffi House that
they folt they had a right to be specially interested in the
mattar. But all were curioua Temple, Dabney & Co., of
the Upper Fourth wanted to know all about 1t, and thinking
that the Bemove chums might know, they came along to
No. 1 Study with their most sgreeable amiles on, No. 1
Study were at tea—and a remarkable circumstance was that
Bunter was not there. Dunter was never known to miss a
meal. But the Upper Fourth fellows were not interested
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in Bunter. 'They looked in cheerfully, and the chums of the
Remove looked up from the tea-table.

“ Hallo, hallo, hallo!'" said Bob Cherry, * Hava you
come fo tell us he’s been found drowned ™

“He! Whom? Whati”" said Temple, in surprise

“ Banter [
What about Bunfer ™

“ Bunter !

“ He's miﬂinﬁ‘ ten. SBomething must have ha
yau've ssen 8 de
Banter."

“"Ha, ha ha! Very good!" zaid Temple, making & aign
to his companions that it was » joke, and that they were to
lauzgh. Dabney and Fry burst into a voar.

“ FHa, ha, ha!”

‘Bob Cherry looked at them suspiciously.

* Bleszed if I know what vou want to come here to make
that row for?” he said. ® Can't you do it in vour own
studies, or in the passage®™

Tomple amiled a sickly smile.

“Tha fact is, we conme to speak to vou fellows,” he said.
“ There's someathing going on. It's something about (LF
House. You fellows ought to know somoething about it™

“We don't,” said Wharton.

“ Nothing st all#*

‘¢ Nothing."”

JiOh, rats!” said Temmble.
kida "

“Oh, rather!” satd Dabney.

And the Upper Fourth-Formers went out and slammed
the door. The Bemaovites grinned and went on with their
tea. Ton minutes later, as Bob Cherry was extracting a
slightly.coloured Auid, known as the last cup of tea, from
the toapot, the door epened again, Blundell and Bland, of
the Fifth looked in.

“1 say, vou chaps,” said Blundell, with an affability a
Fifth-Former never showed to the Lower Fourth unless he
had an axe to grind, “hops I'm not interrupiing your
tea ™

“ Not at all,” eaid Nugent; * we're not El:{:tr.-ping.‘_"

“ The not-at-sll-fulness is terrific, my estegimed friend.”

“ Well,” satd Blundell, “ there's something going on, and
I thought you'd very likely know something about it, as
vou're so chummy at CHf House What iz it? Semething
gone rocky at the girls’ school ¥

“ Earthquake, I think,' said Bob Cherry gravely,

“ R

“ Whols school engulfed—Miss Primrose had only just
time to order out the carriage and drive off before 1t dis-
eppeared into the earth.”?

“ What !" o e )

“Tidal wave Iollowed, and the wheole district, including
Cireyiriars, is nox submerged under twenty fect of water.”

Biundall and Bland looked curicusly at the facetious Bob.

“If you're looking for a thick ear, Charry——"

“ Thought you wanted information,” saxd Bob Cherry.
“I've dons my best! However, I'll have another try. It
wasn't an earthguake—it was a German invasion. CLf
House has been blown to bits by the bombardment, and
fifty thousand Territorials ordered out by the Army Council
arrived too late, and had te go home after %unchmg om0
glass of milk aod a bun. The destruction—m-"

Blundell and Bland waited to hear no more. They went
out, slamming the door with & slam that made the teacupa
dance on the table.

Bob Cherry chuckled. .

“J wonder if we shall have any more inguiring
merchants,” he remarked * I don't believe in sending an
applicant empty-handed away. If you fellows have finished
tea we may as well bo"moving.”

The Famous Four left the study. Ther were rather
curious to lnow what had hecome of Bunter. Wingate, of
the Sixth, the captain of Greyiriars, met them on the stairs,
and beckonod them to stop.

“ Halle, hallo, halle!" murmured Bob Cherry. ° More
information wanted.” ‘

# You youngsters know anvthing about this CLff [House
business ¥’ asked the big S8ixth-Former, as they stopped.

“ Lots,” said Bob Cherry cheerfully. * It's Wright's
aeroplane, you know. He came down on CIE House with
an a.::ful b’[i'fg’ agnﬁghed the roof in, and reduced everything
to ashes. @ bodies were——— -

Wingate reached out towards Bob's car, and Bob dodged.

“ Wingate ['” squeaked a fag. * Wingale ! You're wanted
in the Head's study.” s

Tho CGreyiriars captain walked away, and the Juninre
looked perplexed. " ;

“ More giddy mystery,” soid Bob Cherey. * Wingato:
in it now. Shnll we lay for him and ask him about 1t &
he comes out ¥ .

Another Complete Tale of Harry Wharton
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" Yes, if you want a hiding.”™

“Well, I don’t particularly. But this is metting rather
thick’.’ you bknow--mystery on mysteryr. Pelion piled on

L

“ My worthy chum is right,”” remarked the Nabob of
Bhanipur. “The honourable Palion is piled upon the
esteemed Osza, and it i3 very thickful.®

“ Here, vou fags!™ It was the =weet voice of Carberry,
the prefect. ' What do vou know about this affair? What's
wrong at Cliff Honse 1"

* Heaps of t-hil:g.‘.—'.." said Bob Cherey. ** It's hydrophobia.”™

i Hﬁ;dmphubin! :

“That's it. The garden-roller developad sudden
symptoms thiz morning at 11.30, and they had to feed it on
]:tattl\' cakes to keen 1t guiet, At 2,15 p.m. it become ex-
cited, ran armuck among the nasturliums, and—— Don't
yvou want to hear any more, Carberey §°°

Apparently Carberry did not want to hear any more, for
he wcowled and walked away. DBob Cherry's chums looked
at him admiringly.

** Blessed if you oughtn’t to be a journalist, or a Member
of Parliament, or something,” said Nugent. "I wonder
what is really the matter7*°

* Halle, halla, hallo! Here's Bunter !

“I say, you fellows, will one of you take this note to Mr.

Quelch 1

“Not much! What's it about "

*“ The kead gave it to me to take to him."

* Ho you've been to see the Head, have you ™

“Yes, rather—it's all right—a mistake,” explained
Buater. “I—I owned up, you know, but Miss Primrose
hadn’t come about that at all. The Head gave ma this note
for Mr. Quelch.”

"“Why haven't you taken it to him?"?

" Well, you see, there's those lines Quelchy gave me. I
Eweu‘t done them, and if he sees me he'll ask about

eng——""

“ Why, you young fabricator,” exclaimed Bob Cherry,
“1 did th

g ose lines for you, and you left them on Quelch's
OS5k,

“Ye-ees, so I did; now I remember! What 1 meant to
say 13, that Quelch has one up against me, and I don’t want
to see him if I can help it. I'd like one of you chaps to take
this note: 1'm fearfully hungry, and I feel that 1f T don’t
g0 and get some grub at once, something serious wiil
bappen.”™

“You take that note,” said Bal Cherry.
CAN guess your little game, you young rascal !
it.”

And the chums walked on, leaving Billy Bunter disconso-

late. The fat junior looked at the note, and blinked round
dolefully.

“It's got to be taken,"” he murmured.
speak to Mr. Quelch about it. Ho long a3 it's taken it's all
right. He won't guess that I knew what was in it—and, of
course, if Quelchy canes the wrong chap by mistake, 'lj'l.'E}*
won't rake it all up again. But who can I get to take
the note "’

“What you tinkee?"

Bunter blinked round a4 Wuan Lung, the Chinese junior.
Wun Lung looked st him with his usual bland smile.

“*You tinkes muchee,” he said. * Anyting wlong "

“Yeos, I want somebody to take this note to l%uﬂlﬂh}*,”
paid Bunter. ' It's only just a note from the Head—nothing
in 1t—only some piffle that the masters do write to one
another, you know."” Wun Lung meade him a frantic sign
to.be stlent, but Bunter was too short-sighted and too pre-
ocoupied to notice it. “ I'd he awfully obliged if you'd
take it in to Quelch, Wun Lung., He's rather a beast to me,
you know, and I don’t want to see him, and—"

“ Bunter "

Bunter jumped clear of the foor at the sound of Mr.
Quelch’s deep, stern voics. Wun Lung had tried to warn
him that the Form-master was coming along, but in vain.
¢ Mr. Quelch looked down at the fat junior with a heavy

rown,

* Bunter, give me that note "

“If you please, sir—""

“ive it me at once,"

* If you please, sir, this note was really for Wharton to
give you—""

' Bilence I'?

Mr. Quelch took the note, cpened it, and read it. His
brow grew darker.

It i5 quite elear to me, Bunter, that you have read this,
and that you were trying to cheat another boy into taking
your Rumahmenr.. Fallow me."

* Oh, really, sir—""
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Mr. Quelch strede nway, and Bunter had no choice hui
to follow. He emerged from the Form-master's study a
few minutes later, in & most curious attitude. His handa
were tucked away under his arm-pits, and he seemed to ba
trying to fold himself up like a pocket-knife. In this
attitude, with a wriggling gait, the fat junior made his
way to No.'l Study, heedless of the inquiries from fellows
he passed as to what was the matter, Mr. Quelch had evi-
dently laid it on thick.

[T T S

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Amazing News!
HE mystary was growing decper.

A dozen pairs of curious eyes walched Wingate
come out of the Head's study, and noted the sarprised
look on his face.

Bob Cherry came very near ssking him what was the
matter, but on second thoughts decided not to do so.
Wingate was seen in tallk with rome of the prefects, all of
whom looked astonished.

After that, Mrs. Kebble, tho housclkeeper, was called into
the Head’s study, and sha left it looling astonished.

Then it became known that Dr. Locke and Mrs, Locke
had held a consultation, both of them looking very grave.

+ (luriosity by this time had reached burning point. 3

When it beeame known that certain aiterations were being
made in the school, the excitement was intense. Gosling,
the . porter and the maids were set to work clearing the
beds out of the Remove dormitery, and putting them in
the Upper Fourth sleeping quarters. The Removites looked
on i amazonent,

“We're going to sleep in the Upper Fourth dorm. to.
night,” said Bob Cherry, in wonder. * What can it all

TITEr 0] B _ .
“ My hat 1" said Tample. * Do you hear that, Dab?¥
Will one

“(3h, rathor!” said Dabney.
“ Theso little toads are coming into our dorm, )
of wou cut down to the village and get a tin of dis-
infectant 27
“ Beitor wire,” said Fry, “and tell them to send a
hundredwaight 1 .
“There will be rows to-night,” said Dob Cherry, affccting
not to hear the remarks of Temple, Dabney & Co. "I den't
mean to sleep in o dorm. with all the windows closed I'"
“ Not rnur:fl i declared Nugent. * The Upper Fourth will
air for onee, if it kills them !
“We always have

have to have some fresh

“You voung roiters!” roarcd Temple.
the window open ! |

“Hsz, ha, ha " .

And the Removites chuckled over having ¥ drawn™
Temple. Hurree Singh, in quest of information, poked
Gosling, the porter, in the ribs. Gosling looked round with
a grunt, He was not a good-tompered man. ,

“Why are the csteerned beds thus removefully earried
out "’ asked the Nabob of Bhanipur gently. **Cah the
worthy Gosling tell mo the estcomed reason of this shiftiul-
neas 1
i Mo, I can't I"* said the worthy Gosling. * Wot I says 15
thiz 'ere—I don't like this ere lyggin' beds aboui! “ThLat's
what I says!" . ]

The Bemove dgrmitory was cleared right out, everything
being transferred to the Upper Fuur%h quarters,  Tho
dormitories at Greyfriars were very spacious and airy, and
although the room was, of course, somewhat crowded, ik
was not uncomfortably so. At all events, it was passable
as & makeshift for 8 few days. DBut fo what use was the
Remove dormitory to ba put?

And that was not all. In the Remove class-room thero
were changes, too. The forms were packed closer, and fresh
forms brought in. The Remove seats now occupled little
more than half of the big class-room, and in the other half
waro fresh forms—for whom?

“It can't be a whole sudden crop of new boys,’ said
Nugont. “ But what on earth can it be?"

 Faith, and 1t's a mystery,” said Micky Desmond. ** Dut
by tho zame token there's a notice on the board from the
Head, and—"

There was & rush to the notice-board.

There was certainly a notice from the Head, but it said
na more than that Dr. Locke would address the whole scheol
in hall at seven o'clock,

“I suppose he's going to explain,” said Harry Wharton.

And the juniora walted anxicusly for seven o'clock.,

Before that hour arrived, however, there was a shout from
the Clese that brought out & crowd to see what was the
matter,

A huge pantechnicom van had rolled up to the House,
crammed with fueniture. The men in charge procecded
to unload it, and Mr. Quelch came out to t&lf them where
to take the things.

Bedsteads and beds and trunks and boxes, and all sorts

Another Complate Tale of Harry Wharton
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and conditions of things were conveved into the House under
the astonished gaze of the juniors.

Bob Cherry, in desperation, rushed up to Wingate.

“ Wingate, what does it all mean?'" . .

The Greyfriars captain locked at him with a grin.  Hbe
had not fergpotten the information that the facctious Lob
had riven hun.

“(h, it's the acroplane, you krow ! he said. “The ene
vou have told me about, Cherry. It biffed into Clif House,
Fou know."”

“Oh, don't be funny, Wingate !

“YWhich reminds me that I dida't pull your ear k

Bob Cherry backed away hastily before the Greviriars
captain could finish.

The furniture was sll delivered, and the big van rolled
away. The quarter to seven chimed out from the tower.

** Hallo, halle, hallo! Time to get to the meeting '™

he juniors hurried in. If there was an important
announcement fo be made, they wanted to get pood places.

The hall was soon crowded.

When the Head came in thers was o breathless silence,
in which the rustle of his gown was distinctly heard.

- He looked down the hall, over the erowd of bovs standing
i order, Form by Form, waiting with eager curiozity fo
hear what he had to impart. y

“ Boys, 1 have some news to tell you that will doubtless
gurprise you very mich."

There was a slight buzz.

It was coming, then!

The Hoad paused for o moment.

“ My word ! murmured Bob Cherry.
tenterhooks, old chap !

Bob had not intended those murmured words to be heard

- any bt his immediate chums; but the horrified look on
Nugent's Taco showed him that somothing was wrong. Me
turned his head, and found Mr. Quelch’s eyes fastened upon
gim, and Bob wished that the floor would apen and swallow

.

“I have reveived a visit from Miss Primrose, the princiﬁal
of Chif House," went on Dr. Locke. It appears that
owing to the nature of the soil, there is something amiss
with the foundations of the school—aomething that seems
to. have been overlooked by the architects. Until a
thorough survey has been made, Miss Primrose does not
think it safe for her pupils to remain in the school, and her
architect agroces with her. For some time, therefore, it will
b?anecassar:; for the pupils of Clif IHouse to leave the

E’E-”
P The boys listened with interash
. It was interesting enough, but they did not quite see how
it concerned them. The explanation, however, was quickly
forthcoming.

“TUnder the circumstances, as Miss Primrose naturally
nhjects to sending hor pupils to their homes, and interrupt-
ang their studies, 1 have decided to accommodate the pumls
of Clif House at Greyfriars for a shork time.”

era was a buszz

The boys had expected anything—but that !

Thae CLEf Houso girls at Greviriars!

For some moments they could hardly realise it

The Head went on guiatiy :

“Misa Primrose’s pupils will be accommodated in the
Remove dormitory for the present, the Remove going into
the guarters of the Upper Fourth, They will take their
Jeszons in the Remove-room—with the Remove. Mr. Quelch
haa kindly consented io take thie mixed ¢lass. I hope I need
not imjpiress upon my beys the ncecessity of greeting the
visitors here with the utmost cordiality, and treating them
with the most prefound eourtesy and respect during their
atny at Greyfriars”

The Rémove gave a cheer, and the Head smiled.

“Veory woll," he said. " That is all I have to tell you.
The pupils of CIff House will be here this evening. I leave
it to you to make their stay at Greviriars as pleasant as
possible."’

And the Head refired.

The meeting broke up, the boys eagerly dizcussing the
ANAZINEG News.,

Girls at Greyiriars !

It was amazning, and no mistake.

Most of the Removo fellows knew some of the CLif House

irls, and got on with them wery well, especially Harry
Yhartem & CGlo, .

But to have the old school invadod by the girls in thig
manner was, to say the least, startling.

There were a good many who did not guite like the idea.
There were others wio welcomed . Most of the juniors
kept open minds upon the subject, and wondered i'm'.'l.' it
would turn out.

I don't want to aay anvtling against the girls,” said
Bob Cherry. “ ¥ou know fhat. But I'm afraid this will
mean trouble.™

“Why ¥ azked Harrew,

“Well, it's bound io.

“Don't leeep us on

Weo shall begin fighting with the

—— e T A . E =5 -

JEvERY  The © RagNEt” wacliun,

)

Then there's the mixed ¢lass in the Remove.room. I'm
blessed if I want to go in to lessons with o lot of girls !

“ Faith, and ve're right!" zaid Desmond. * Bure, and
thev'll ba talking all the time, and we shall be talking. and
Quelch will have fits ! :

“Then there's the cricket,”” romarked Ogilvy. " Ther
think thev can play cricket, and they're sure to try.”

“ Ha, ha, hal" ) i o

“ Then where are they o do their prep. ¥ said Nugent.
" They can't share our studies with us—there ain’t room, for
one thing, We're jolly crowded as it 12

“They learn singing and piano, too. most of "em,” said
Bulstrode, It v:ilf be an awinl row!  Buppose we
protest 1

“ Buppose wa do nothing of the sort!"” retorted Ilarry,
looking the bully of the Remove full in the face. ™ ¥ou
heard what the Head saud—the girls 2re to bo treated wilh
every courtesy.'’

“Yes: and, of course, we're pood little bovs, and always
do what the Head tells us ! sneered Bulstrode.

“We're going to in this ease! I1f awnvbody says or does
anvthing rude—""

“ Well #'

£ Well, there will be trouble; that's all "'

“1 say, you fellows——"

“ Hallo, hallo, hallo, Billy ! Flave vou taken that note to
Quelech yvet 2

“I've had a lwking,” said Bunter sulkily. * All through
Wharton nol owning up like a deécent chap. I wasn't going
to speak about that, though., I was thinking that as the
girls are coming over here to-night, it wouldn't be a bad
wheesze to gef up soma sort of a feed to celebrate the occa-
sion, I shouid sztand it myself, but I've been disagpmnh::d
about a postal-arder, and my cheque from the Patriotic
Home Work Asseciation won't be here till SBapurday t"

Ii;I'r. will be here then, of course?'" said Skinner sarcastic-
ally.

“0Oh, yes! I've been colouring pietum-ﬂnﬁ#eards for them.
you know, and it's arranged for me to have three pounds
a week as soon as the worlk’s up to the mark. The last
lot were really ripping? If you could lend me a pound
till Saturday, Skinner——"'

ﬂ]” Eﬂﬂ-," gaid Skinner. *“I can see royself doing it—I don't
ink "
“1f yvou could lend me a pound, Wharton——""

“Oh, ring off I

“Well, perhaps it would be better to do it by subscription
nEtag all. How much can vou give me towards it, each o
Fnu 7 LR}

“I enn give you a thick ear!” said Bob Cherry.

“0Oh, really, Cherry—-="

Thero was a shout from the passage :-

¥ They're coming !

And there was o rush to the Close to see the arrival of
the ClLiff House pupils; and Bunter was overturned in the
rush, and left blinking and goasping on the Hoor, as the

Juniors crowded out.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.

New Quariers.
o ERE they come!™

. In the summer dusk a great crowd had gathercd

in the Close, to wateh the arrival of the ClLiff House

party. Two brakes rolled into sight, and halted
before the School House.  Bright, laughing facos looked
down from the sides, and there were many nods of recog-
nition. Marjorie Hazeldene and Clara and Alice, the
special friends of No. 1 Study, were in the frst brake, aml
they smiled down at the Removites. Bob Cherry nudged
Harry in the ribs,

““"This is where we ought to give a cheer,” he murmuored.

“ Cheer, then, old chap.”

“Well, you start, then”

Harry laughed, and shook his head. As the brake stopped.
he ran forward to help Marjorie & (o, to alight.

8o jolly glad to see vou hore!" he said.

“ Isn't it curicus to be here at all 2" said Marjoric. * We
shall give vou a great deal of trouble.”

“Not a bit of it!" = :

“You'll see,” said Miss Clara. * Wo shall make things—
what do vou eall it ?—something that a bee does."

“Hum ¥’ suggested Nugent,

“Yoz: we are going to make things hwn.”

T 0h, Clara ! muarmuared Marjorie.

“It's awfully good of you te reccive us like this, con-
sidering,” went on Miss Cluva, unhecding. * Of couras,
when voun are in Rome vou must do az Rome does, and we
are roing lo—to keep our end up with you fellows.”

“11a, ha, ha 1™

Upper Fourth, for one thing, if we share theic dormitory, ¢ 0h, don't cackle, you know ™ saad Miss Clara.  Dat
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the Romovites only cackled the more. Miss Clara’s adop-
tion of boy language was decwdedly funny,

e, Locke came to the door in %rt":u-t state to greet the
new arrivals, who were in charge of the sccond mistress of
CLHE House. This was Miss Locke, the youngest sister of
the Head of Grevfriars—a charming young lady, already
well known to the boys there. She marsﬁaﬂm? her floe
into the Houso, and marched them off to their guarters
x']u_:timut the bovs having much opperiunity of speaking to
thon:,

U Well," said Bob Cherry, when the girls had gone, " this
15 a g0, and no mistake I

“The gofuluess 18 terrifie, my waorthy chum.” -

“There will be fun,” said Nugent, “ and it will begin
to-night, when we fake up gur guartfers with the Upper
Fourts.”

And Nugent was right.

The girls were seen no more that evening. The Remove
wend fo bed at the same time as the Upper Fourth, and in
the same dormitory, Gosling, the porier, came into sight
in the upper passages. e was affixing labels in various
places on the walls, and Judging by the shapes and assorted
sizes of the letters thereon, he had written them himself,

“My hat!” exclaimed DBaob Cherry, as he stopped and
locked at the label jammed on the wall at the end of the
Eaﬂnge in which was the Remove dormitory, now cccupied
y the Chif House pupils. * Look at thial™

And he read the notice aloud.

“fNo boys allowed to pass this way '™

“ Rats!" said Bulstrode. * That's good, shulting us out
of cor own quarters.”

“It's necessary, T suppose,” said MHarry Wharton, © It
would be awkward if we were always running into one
rnother. How many of those labels have you got, Gosling 7

“ Erbout a dozin,” grunted Gosling. “*I've got all this
to do, arter fmishing my day's work., T doo’t get nothing
extra. Wot I mays 1s this 'ere, a man oughter be allowed
o rest arter hia day's worl:l?”

“ 1 suppose you wouldn't refuse a tip, though*” suggested
Slimner,

Gosling brightened up.

" Which it's werry kind of vou, sir.”

“You wouldn't refusze one, then ¥

“Hy, no, sir; not at all, =ir."

“Then I hope romebady will effer vou one,” said Skinner,
walking on. And Gosling turned back to his work with an
vepression on his face that wos less amiable than ever.

Tho juniors went inlo the dormitory. t was a crowd,
the number being more than double that for which the
apartment had becn originally intended. Wingate, of the
Sixth, looked in after them.

“ Lock hore, kids," he exelaimed, ¥ na rows to-nicht, vou
anow.  You've got to think of the impression you'll make
an the visitors,  Keep quict for once.’

“(dh, come, Wingate,” said Bob Cherry, looking hurt,
Mas if we would make a row, you know ! suppose you'ro
gpeaking to the Uppor Fourth

“T'm speaking to all of yvou,” said Wingate,
a row, vou'll hear from me."?

And he closed the door for the juniors to go to hed.

“Faih," exclaimed Micky Ivamond, " you'd better mind
your p's and g's, you Ui‘pﬁ-r Fourth spalpeens! Wingate
means what he says. If there's a row there will be a row.”

“How extraordinary ' said Temple sarcastically, ** And
if theve's & noise, will there be a noise

“Faith, and I—"

“¥You Remove kids have only to behave voursclves, and
we sha'n't lick you,"” said Fry. “Ii's a bit rough on us
having such a ¢rowd of microbes in the dorm., but we can
put up with it if vou're quiet.”

“Oh, rather ™ said Dabney.

“ Now, look here——"" Legan ITazeldena.

Y1 told you 1o keep quiet !

“HKeep quiet vourseif [’

! Now, then, kid—""

“* Rats ™
' H‘emrﬁn turned a litile pink, and looked at his Form-
cllaws,

" Perhaps, upon the whole, it would be betier to begin
by licking these kids,” he said, in a tentative sort of way,
It would teach them their place, and keep them in it for
the timve they're with us hers”

“(th, rather!™

“Jolly good wheeze ! said Thob Cherry heartily. " But

fhwae's a bit of & difficulty in the wary. ou can't do "
_ " Exactiully 1 said the Nabob of Bhampuar, with a beam-
ing smile.  *' IE the estecmed rotters attempt the honourable
bichfuiness, it will work out reversefully, and the august
licking will be a boot on the other foot.”

“May as well go for the rotters now, and have done with
.7 eadd Nugent, It will make for peace and gquictness
if we give them o licking to start with.”

THIE MAGNET—No. of,

NEXT
WEREEK:

Y11 there's

“THE BULLY OF GREYFRIARS,”

“ Not a bad idea ¥ Harry Wharton said thoughtfully,

“The word of the esteemed Wharton iz legisiation for
us,” said Hurree Singh. ** SBhall we administer the honour-
able lickfulness ¥ i :

“I'd like to see you begin!™ said Temple, growing ex-
cited. * Look here, you kids have got to be guiet ™

“Go and eat coke !’ )

o Another word, and I'll sguash you !’}

“ Rats !"'

“ Look hero—-"* ;

“More rats! Tou've got the other word,” =aid Bob
Cherry., “Why don't you sguash us®”

It was not like Temple to refuse o direet challenge.

Each party being convinced that peace could be hest
secured by administering o licking to the other party, affairs
ware quite ripe for o row. Temple rushed towards Bob
Cherry, and Bob put himself into an attitude of defecnce.

“Come on " he exclaimed. _

Temple came on. Bob met him with a tap on the noss,
which Temple replied to with a drive under the chin. Then
they clinched, and went recling and rolling to and iro.

“fig it, Temple !

Hitive him socks, Boh ™

tstand back there, vou Remove kida 't

“Vah! Stand back yourselves!”

“1’l} jolly well—"

“ Ratg 1"

There was a serimmage the next moment. Romove and
Upper Fourth were mingled in a wild and whirling erowd
of combatanta. 2

The trampling of feet, the :ﬂtmliin?‘ and gasping amd
bumping, made o terrific din, which the juniors were too
excited to notice at the tlne. _

The uproar was at its height, when the dormitory door
was suddenly flung open. ]

Wingate, with an angrey frown, appeared in the doorway,
and with him were several Sixth Form prefects, armed with
canes,

The juniors were too hotly engaged to nolice them, and
the prefects did not waste time in words.  They simply
waded in with the canea, . .

The shouting of the combatants changed into wild yells
of pain as the cancs made rapid play round them.

he prefects laid on in good earnest, anel there was &
general wild scattoring to clude the blows.

Wun Lung, the Chinese junior, thoughtfully turncd out
the gas in the midst of the confusion, and saved the dis-
turbers of the peace from further punishment. )

Wingate and the E'H'itfl_'lf."‘tﬂI1'E‘Tl'l"il=ﬂl'.] (Y _11IE‘_ door agaln,
leaving a grunting and gasplug crowd of Juniors smartmng
fromm their injuries.

“ There,” said Wingate breathlesslv, *that's for a siaril
If ihere's any more rows, you'll get 1t really seriously.”

“ My hat!" groancd Bob Cherry. * If this isn't serious,
T don't know what it 1s. I don't call it funny.”

“Tight the gas, some of you!” R

Nugent lighted it. The prefects looked at the squirming
crowed of juniors, and grinned atb them. Wingate waved
hia eane warningly. )

“ Now got to bed: and ne more rows, mind 17 .

“ Faith, and I'll be as paceful as a lamb, Wingate
darling 1"

Harry Wharion burst into a laugh. X .

“We'd better make it pax, I think, Temple,” he said,

" Yes, rather!” said Tem:ﬂm with a rueful grin.

And pax it was.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
No Boys Allowed.

ARRY WIARTON slept hightly that night. Perhaps
it was an ache he had in his left eve, the result of
an albow biffing him there in the scuffic, or 1t might
have been the sorencss of an car, which had received

2 right-hander from somebody. At all events, he wolo
several times. Ele was awake when midnight chimed out
from the towor, and as the last stroke died away, he detected
a =ound in the dormitory,

“Halle, what’s that '

There was no reply,
sat up in bed.

“Who 13 that "

Atill no anpswer. - -

Wharton, a little alarmed, jumped out of bed and struclk
a match. The beds were quict and peacefal, ali the juniors
slumbering.

The captain of the Remove looked from bed to bed,

Ile was certain that he had heard somcone leave the
dormitory, and the thought was in his mind that Bulstrode
might have rigen to play some trick to frighten the new
occapants of the Remove dormitory. It was the kind of

He heard a door fainily close, and

Wharton
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trick that Bulstrode wonld plar, if he had thought of it
and had dared.

But Bulstrode was in bed. fast azleep.

Thore was one bed, however, that had no occupant, and
by glanging over the test, Wharton soon discoversd who
it was that was abeent, It was Wun Lung, the Chinese
junior.

Wun Lung was the most incorrigible practical joker in the
Remove, but Wharton knew that he was incapable of playing
such a trick as he would easily have attributed to Bulstrode.
But Harry remembered that on & previous oceasion an
attampt had been made to kidnap the Chinese junior, and he
was a little alarmed.

He went quigtly to the deor and opened it. It was very
dusky in the passage and he could sce nothing. There was
& sound of cautjous footateps.

“Wuan Lung!"”

“ Allee light!"” came back the voice of the little Celestial.
¥ Who calles ™’

“It's I—Wharton. 1 thought perhaps—""

“ Allee light. Mo takes iittle walkee. Allee light."

“0Oh, all right, then! Can't you sleep?

(Do savvy

“Are you trotting nbout becavse you can't go to sleepi”

Y No savvy."

Wharton gave it up and went back to bed. He soon fell
aslcep, and did not know when the Chinese junior returned
to the dormitory, But when the rising-bell” went, and the
morning sunlight streamed in at tha iigh windows, Wun
LunE was in gei fast asleep, and had to be shaken to bo
awakened,

There were only a certain number of washstands in the
room, and 3o the juniors hed to take turns to wash. As the
senior Form of the two, and owners of the dormitory, the
Upper Fourih had claimed the privilepe of washing first—
over-night.  DBut when the morping came they weren't
anxious to ¢laim that privilege.

Temple looked out of bed and yawned.

“I say, you Remove kids, you can wash first if you like,"
he said.

“*Thank wvou for nothing,” said Skinner;
hurey.”

“ You'd better not be late down.”

“ You'd better not yourself, if you come to that."

It seemed to be s compatition which should wash last, in-
etead of which should wash first. Huarry Wharton sod his
friends, alwars oarly risers, wore the firet, and most of the
Remove followed their example. The Upper Fourth had
the luxury of staxing in bed fen minutes after rising-bell,
with an excellent excuse to proffer to any inquiring master

“T'm in no

or ’I%raf.e::t.

e chums of the Remove lefr the dormitory, with the
intention of taking a run in the Clese bofore breakfnst, as
usual; but the notice on rhe wall stopped the short-cut
through the passage past their old gquarters.  Bob Cherry
was going that way without thinking, when Nugent caught
him by the shoulder and pointed to the notice on the wail,
in the straggling chavacters traced by Goslings hand.

“NO BOYS ALLOWED TO PASS THIS WAY."

. L }-‘!’L\r hat, I forgot that ™ snid Bob Cherry, © This way,
W

The boys Iollowed the wide passage towards the big stair-
case. But euddenly Harry Wharton halted.

“ Phew! That's stopped too!"”

“ My only hat!"

There was the notice on the wall:

“NO BOYS ALLOWED TO PABRS THIE WAY.Y

The Famous Four stopped and locked at one another.
YWharton was puzzled.

* Blessed if I know how we're 10 gpet down, then,” he said.
“Thoare's only two waya to the etaircase, and both paszages
are closed."

“ Goaling must have bungled i1 in sticking up the labels.”

* The bunglefulness 13 terrific.’”

“I1 don't know. The Head must have instructed lum
which passages were to be closed to us."

** That's true enough.”

“ Anyway, it won't do to disregard the notice.

“* 1 suppose not—but how on earth ars we to get down ™"

“ Thers's the back stairs."

“Well, that's all right, and no mistake—the back etairs

for an im;mrtant aot of persons like ourselves! However,
here goes™
The four made their way to the beck stairs. But there,

st the head of the stairs, was the notice again staring them
in the face:

“INO BOYS ALLOWED TO PABS THIS Way™

“ Well, my Aunt Matilda!"” exclaimed Nugent, in disgust.
* Gosling must bave been at the ginger-beer again when he
put these notices up ™

“The becrfulpess of the honourable Gosling must have
bean great,”

Harry Wharton shook his head.
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* We saw him doing it, and he wae sober enough.™

#True, but—-—""

* Hang it,"” exclaimed Bob Cherry, ¥ there’s no war downl
We can't get down at all at this rate, unless we get an
acroplane and srart from a window 1™

Harry Wharton looked perplexed. The notices were there,
plain enough, and he «did not feel inclined to diﬂeg‘ﬂﬁj
them, but how were the juniors to get downstairs?

They returned to the passage outside the dormitory, and
found a number of other fellows, all ready to go down and
equally puzzled by the forbidding notices,

“ Faith, snd what are we to do " eoxclaimed Micky
Desmaond,  ** It's gettin’ bungry I am!™

‘‘ Breakfast-befl will be going soon!” said Huozeldene.

“ Well, there's the notice plain enough !

“EMight as well have H’r:}gpad in bed "

“ (o8 jnﬁ must have made a mistake!”

“He's always making mistakes!”

* Hallo, hallo, hallo!  Here comes Wingate 1"

The head of the Sixth was ascending the stairs. He had »
cane in his hand which looked businesdike, and a very
businesslike expression upon his face. He seemed gurprised
a8 he found the juniors gathered in the corridor. |

“ Hallo, I was coming to wake you up!” he exclaimed.
“What do you mean by eticking here instead of coming
down?’

“ We're not allowed to come down.”

"-\.‘ Eh T-”

Wharton pointed o the notice on the wall
looked at it and frowned.

“That duffer Gosling has made a mistake, of course,” hs
eaid, taking down the notice. “ Wou are allowed to use the
gtaircase. %id you think you were to remain upstairs for
the term of your nataral fives, you young duffers!”

““Well, ns the notice was there—'" ,

* Yea, that's righi—you were quite right.  Biill, you can
do as I tell you. Come down—and remember you can use
thie staircase, anyway.”

“Right you are, Wingate." .

And the Remove went downstairs. It was almost time for
hreakfust now, and a few minutes later they gathered at the
door of the dining room. The door wes open, and the tables
wore laid, but on the door was a notice:

“NQ BOYS ALLOWED TO PASS THIS WAY.Y

The hungry juniors looked at it in blank dismay.
“Oh, this 18 too rich!” exclaimed Nugent. * Aren't weo
to have any giddy breakfast?"”

Billy Bunter gave & groan. _

“ 1 say, vou fallows, I'm famishing"?

“ Famish guietly, then, vou fat little bounder!’

“Oh, really, Bulatrode———"" : ;

“ ] gupposo the girls are going to breakfast in thore," said
Wharton, looking perploxed. ' But they can’t want 2]l thoss
tables for twenty or thirty mirls, can they?! I'm blessed il
I nnderstand it!’’

# Lot's ask Quelch where we are to grub.” _

“ That's a good idea!" _

Mr. Quelch could be seen in the great doorway, sniffing the
fresh morning air from the Close. Some of the jumors
applmache_d him, and be turned towards them with a kindly
smile,

“ Good-morning, my lads!”

“ Good-morning, sir! Will you please tell us where we
are to breakfast, sir?”’ :

The Remova-master looked sarprised.

“* In the dining-room, as usual, of course.”

“ But there's a notice on the door, sir, that says we're not
allowed there.” 3

“H'm! That is very curicne.’” Mr. Quelch walked to the
dining-room door and read the notice end frowned. * This
i some joke,” he said. " The notice has been pinped up
here after having being removed from another place. You
may go in, of course.”  And he took the cardboard down.

The Remove gladly enough went 1 _a{ui Harry Wharton
tool: a strong grip on the ear of the little Chinee, who waa
grinning cheerfully. The cheerful grin died away from the
guaint Littls face. ;

““ You voung rascal!” said Harry. ' That was what yeu
were doing out of bed last might, was it

o savey.”

“ You were changing those notices from their places.™

g Hﬂ Eﬂ.\'“:"-” ]
Wharton lauched and released him. Wun Lung r#ﬁad
on

his ear and gri : |
idn't want to own up he never did * savvy,” as

Wingata

rinned serenely as he went to his place,
Wun Lung

he expressed it, but Wharton was pretty sure that he was
right.
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THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
A Mixed Class,

HEN ihe time came to go in to marning lessons, thera
was o great deal of suppressed excitement in the
Remove. A youthful gcout who had looked in stated
that the girls wero already there, and some of the

juniors were blushing as they made their way to the Form-
room. Lo enter the room under the fire of f0 many pairé of
pretty eves waz a new and strange experience for the
Removites,

Bob Chetry was blushing rosy red in anticipation lon
before he reached the door, and many of the juniors lookes
uneasy., Hazeldene was the coolest of all.  As he had a
sister among the new pupils, he felt more confident than the
rest. He assured Bob Cherry that the girls were not danger-
ous at close quarters—a comforting assurance that only made
the big, ehy junior blush the more.

Mr. Quelch was already at his desk. The Remove-master
was looking « little perplexed.

Although Mizs Locke, during a previous stay at Greyfriare,
had onge taken the Hemove, Mr. Quelch had never had any
experience of teaching a feminine class.

Exactly how to deal with a clasz of girls he did not know.

Hea certainly couldn’ vag them as he sometimes did tho
boys, and as ﬁ:-r caning, that was quite out of the guestion.
And if he sont in any delinguent to the Head, the Head
would be as much puzeled az himself what to do with her,

Mr. Quelch thought it over, and was nonpluszed, and hoped
for the best without being prepared for the worst.

The Remove came in and took their places—some of them
smiling at the girls, some looking bashful, and many with
their eyes firmly fixed upon the floor,

As iz usual 1n such cases, the girls were much more eelf-
possessed than the borys. They looked cheerfully at the
Removites—and there was no doubt that their bright faces
and curls and bright dresses gpave the room a touch of colour
that improved it very much.

First lesson commenced rather constrainedly, and while it
was in progress Billy Dunter suddenly burst into a suppressed
piggle and nodged Harry Wharton in the ribs.  Iarey
leoked ‘down at him.

“* What's the matter with you, Billy ¥

“I've thought of & jolly good wheene—"

" Weep it till after schoal, ther™

“You don’t eatch on,” whispered Bunter. “ You kaow
that with my wonderful gifts as a ventriloguist, I can imitate
any aound—" '

“ Queleh will be looking thia way in a mingte.”

“Yes; but as T was saying, I can imitate anvthing——"

“Could vou imitate a pocket-knife ™

“Eh? A-—a—a pocket-knife?™

" ¥Yes—a thing that shuts up, you know."

Runter smiled a sickly smile.

*“Oh, really, Wharton—— As T was saying, I can imitate
wny animal, and if I made a mouse aqueak among the girls,
there would be a stempede——""

“1f you play any trick on the girls, I shall jolly well
make you squeak after lessons,”” said Wharton.

“Oh, really, Wharton—"" i

“ Who is that talking ¥ said Mr. Quelch., ' This reom is
not the place for conversations to be held. Who was speak-
ing
- EIE vou please, sir, it wasn't me."

“Wou should say it wasn't 1, Bunter,”

“ Ve gir, It wasn't you, sir.”

“I did not mean that. You should say ‘It wasn't I,
moaning yourself." . )

“Yaz, zir. It wasn't I, meaning yourself, sir.”

The girls giggled, and o did the boys, and Mr. Quelch
looked a httle excited. It was always & somewhat exciting
fask to make Bunter underatand anything calling for a lot
of mental exertion.

“ Dunter, is it possible that you are really so stupid?
‘l."r'haﬁt I meant was that you should use the nominative case.”

Y Yes, sir.”

Then repeat the sentence correctly.” . ) ‘

ltunter locked nonplussed. Wharton, without moving his
head, whispered : i

* Bay ‘],Jt:.‘ewasn't. L' Billy.”

Tt wasn't Wharton, sir.”

““(Oh, you utter young ass!” murmured Harry,

Mr. Quelch frowned. )

“ Tanter, I izl noi asl whether it wazs Wharion falking.

I told vou to repeat the sentence correctly. You should
say these words: ‘Tt was not I, s1e

“Oh, T see, sir! It was net I, sir.” 2

“ That is correct, Now, who was talking just now "' said
Ar, Quelch, 1t was certainly someone on that form,
Was it vou, Bkinner §"

*No, sir.”

“Was it you, Stobf "

“No, s

"Was it you, 'Wh&rt:}rl:?”

“ Yes sir, 1 was speaking.”

“Then vou must have been speaking to Bunder, and the
other speaker must have been Lunter. Bunier, you wers
spealing to Wharion.”

“ O, really, sir——"" .

“Were yvou speaking to Wharton " thundered the Form-
manster,

Y Yes, sir I gasped Billy, neavly jumping off the form.

“And only o minufe sgo you told me that you were not
spoaking

L1 did, sir ¥

“Ves, You spoke falsely, Bunter—yon uitered o
deliberate untrurh in saving that 1t was not you.”

“1—~1 only sald what you told me, sir.”

“What " .

“ ¥ou told me to say ‘It wasn't I,” sir. T appeal-to the
class. Everybody heard you say so, zir. Any of the fellows
wiil tell you =o.”

Mr, Quelch looked hard at Dunter. e sometimes had
doubts whether the Owl of the Remove was as stupid as ha
pretended to be. ‘The class was gigpling jovousiy: there
wags always fun when Bunter was specially tackled by the
Form-master. -Bunter’s face expressed only virtuous indig-
nation,. and Mr, Qualch gave 1t up.

“* Very well,” he saird. ** we will let the muatter drop. You
ire the most stupid boy in the class, Bunter," ]

u 'j’];l, really, sir, 1 only said what vou told me, sirl

““That will do, Bunter.” 2

Bunter sniffed, and was silent. He felt very much in-
jured, an<d looked upon Mr. Quelch as an extremely un-
reasonable person. But Dunter was not the only person to
get into hot water. Dulstrode was on the warpath that
morning. Althowgh the bylly of the Remove had always
shown the worst side of his charaster to the Chif House

irls, that was chiefly because they were the friends of
larry Wharton, hia rival in the Remove. As a imatter of
fact, Bulstrode was more desirous than anybody else in the
form of cutting a fine figure in feminine eves, IHe had the
vanity to wish to attract the attention and admiration of
tha girls, and he imagined he could effcct 1t by showmmg an
mndependence 1n the class-roomm which would duly tmpress
them. Had he been dealing with httle Monsieur
Charpentier, he might have succeeded; but Mr. Quelch was
a dangerous master to play that game with.

It was Bulstrode's favourite amusement to “rapg' the
little French master by pretending to be stupid, and mak-
ing him explain over and over again things which the
junior understood perfectly well all the timae. Then he
would frequently railse a laugh in class by ridiculous answers
io questions. But Mr. Suulch had taken Bulwvirode's
mweasure pretty accurately, and knew how to deal with him.

Second lesson was English history, a subject with which
Bulstrode was as well acquainted as he chose to be. He
had beon long enough in the Remove to pass up into the
IIpper Fourth, or the 8hell, and it was slacking that kept
him back. Mr. Quelch was taking the Norman invasion
that morning, a subject about which most of the Remove
hed more or less hazy notions. :

“ William  the Clonqueror landed in England in the
N e

“ 1890, sir,"" suid Bulstrade.

There was o suppressed chuckle.

Mr. Quelch glared at Bulstrode.

* bid you say 1880, Balstrode 1™

“&orry, sir! I mnean 1588."

“ 1588 was the vear of the Bpanish Armeada, Bulstrode,"

“Wasz esir. Dhdn't William the Congueror come over in
the Spanish Armada ™ ssked Bulstrode innocently.

“ My word ! whispered Clora, to Marjorie. ** What g
stupid boy !

Marjorie shook her head.
- }I[-.‘“iﬂ ouly  pretending !
I—=.—- i

“Jape " suggested Clara.

This is what they call a—a
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| Temple, Dabney & Ca,, of the Upper Fourth, looked Into Study No. | with their m.nst.a“gree;ﬂ-e smiles on. We

l came to speak to you fellows,” said Temple.

“ There's something going on about ClI{f House
ought to know something about It."

" Yes, g jape.”’

“Mr. Squelch looks angry.”

“(h, Clarn! iz name 12 not Squeleh.”

't :: Well, it sounds like Squelch, and thet 1= how he spells
It

1 am sure not,

" Bulstrode '

“ Yog, sirl™

“To wvou seriously think that William the Conqueror
cxine over 1n the Spanish-Armads 77

“J haven't thought very much about it, sir.”

“ My word " murmured Clara.

T E‘['I.l%-h by

Mr. Quelch’s face was a study.

“ Pulstrade ! This astounding impertinence—""'

** Mot ad ;J.]l5 air! T assure you I don't mean to he 1m.
pestinent, sir,’’ snid Dulstrede, in the most imperlinent
tene imaginable.

Me. Quelch loked fixedly at him.

“Come out here, sic”

“ What for, sir 1"

“LCome here ! thundered Mre. Quelch.

Bulstrode swaggered out before the class. e fully ex-
peeted to be caned, but he was, to do him justice, no
coward, and he wwould hear pain without hincling. Az a
matier of fact. he did net object to being caned just then,
THE MAGNET—No. 68

Oh, listen ™

You fellows

as he meant to strike an attitude of hercic endurance lo
impiress the giels,

But Mr. Quelch was not the man to be faken in by Bul-
strode. Ife did not touch the cane. He looked directly at
Bulsirode., The Romove bully met his glance with an in-
sulferable expression of rmpertinencs,

* Bulstrode, take that chair, and place it in the corner,
and stand there with your face to tha wall."”

Bulstrode jumped.

“ Eh? What-=what did you say, sic?” :

“Take that chair, and stand on it m ihe corner, with
vour face to the wall. Delay one moment longer, arl T
will rake yvou mto the Head's study, sir "

Bulstrode’s face was like a beetroot. :

There was a grin on every face in the class, and tha girls,
hiefore whom he had hoped to look =0 heroie, were all
lauching.

Slowly, reluctantly, he tool: the chair, carried it to the

corner, and set o spitefally down there. Then he glanced
rouid at Mr. Queleh—it was a glance of appeal. Keenly
engurh DBulstrode felt the utter ridicule he had ex;}me'i
himself to.  DBat there was po relenting in the Form-

master's face. He koew Duelstrode better than Bulstroda
knew himseli, and he knew the most efficecious way to deal
with him. The Remove bully slowly moonted the chair,
ined turned his crimson face 1o the wall, There was a
ripple of tittering through the room.
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“* Silemce !" gaid Mr, Quelch.

. The lesson was resumed, but it was some time before the
junmiors could guito recover their gravity. And while the
mormng's work went on, Bulstrede stood om the chair in
the corner, his faco torned to the wall, raging inwardly
with shame and mortification, but not daring to leave his
place of punishment. During the next half-hour he had
plenty of time to repent his attempt at heroics.

‘THE SEVERTH CHAPTER,
Mr. Quelch Eas te (lve In,

R. QUELCH looked a little disturbed sz he reaumed
with the class. He had put Bulsirode in his place,
and crushed any desire on the part of the Removites

. to “show off "' before the girls. Dut his temper was
a little Eart from the experience, and he was very shar
with some of tho junigrs, Naturally encugh, in a mi
class, he not carefully distirguish between one pupil
and another, and some of the girls received sharp remarks,
too. Miss Clara was one of t am, and she pursed up her
fmu}r lips when Mr, Quelch rapped out sharp words. The
temovites werg accustomed to sharp weords emough; but
the girls weren"t. Manners and custorns were different in
. pirls’ school: After the placid calm of Miss Locke, and
the endless patience of Miss Penelope Primrose, Mr.
Quelch’s $artness cume aa a shock. It had a different effect
upon different girla. It made Marjorie more quiet and
sedate and anxious to please the irritated master.” It mads
Miss-Clara rebellious, and determined to **kecp her end
up,”” as she expressed it.

Mr. Quelch was teking the juniors uﬁm s personally-
conduciad four over the battlefield of Hastings, and he
asked Clara what becamme of Harold,

“If you please, Mr. S3quelch, na was killed.”

Mr. Quelch turned pink. :

“ My name is Quelch, not Bquelch,” he said tartly.

“Oh, I am so sorry, sir! As it was spelt Squelch, I
thonght it must be promounced Squelch, smir,” samd Clara
innooently.

“It is not spelt Sguelch.” _

“But—but I saw & notice on the board, mir, signed
SQUELCH! exclaimed Miss Clara sagerly.

The Remove grinned, and Mr. Quelch turned redder.

"The first letter was the initial of my Christian name,”
he said—* 8. CQuelch. you understand now "
“Oh, yes, Mr. Bquelch—I nrean Quelch.”
““ But 1t 13 not necessary to use my name here. You may
call me, ‘sir ™
“0h, sir, we always called Misas Locke, * Miss Locke,” gir!
And we always called Miss Primrosze, * Miss Primrose,’ sir.”
“You may call me ‘air.””
“ Yes, Mr. Bquelch—Quelch—I mean sir, sir™
“Ahem! What is your name?"
“Clara, siz."
“Yeos; but T cannot call you Tlara.
Primross call you?"
“ She called me Clara, sir.™
““ ¥eoa, but she called you somothing else, I suppose?’ said
the Form-master tartly.
“Yes, sir. Bhe sometimes callod me dear,’ said Miss
Clara demurely.
Cherry nearly went off in an explosion. Mr Quelch’s
He did not

face was growinz as red as Bulstrode's.
answor for & momant.

1 should not mind if you called me *dear,’ sir,”” said
Miss Clara, still more demurely. ** You are such a nice old

tlernan, sir!"’

“Oh, Clara " whispered Marjorie.

“ Ahem!” said Mr. Quelch. He coughed violently, and
let the matter drop. He turned from Miss Clara to Bunter,
who was chuckling. Bunter was too short-seighted to see
that the Form-master was looking at him, and he went on
chuckling gl&et‘u’llj while Mr. Quelch's glance was fixed upon

What did Miss

him in a frozen glare.
* Bunter ! y
The Owl of the Remove jumped.
“Yas, air!"
* Are you il
“1li, sir} -MNo, siz!"
“ Then what are you malking that abeurd noize for®"”

“* Absurd nose, sirf”
“ Yes!" poared Mr. Queleh. “Go and stand in the
corner with Bulstrode, Bunter!™
“ I'm sincerely sorry, sir——"" began Bunter Mr. Quelch
Ei{-.k:]d up the pointer, and Billy made a shor: cnt two
ulstrede’s cormer. ; :
Mr. Queleh, with a very flushed face, went on with the
leason. He picked on Stott for some information respect-
ing MNorman William's claims to the Enplish throne, and
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a4 Prott was unable to eatisfy him, he procecded to acarify
Htott  He dragged Stott up and down the eleventh century
in the most uncelenting manner, till Stott wished devoutly
that Norman William had gone to the botiom of the sea
11;it.h his followers, and that Mr. Quelch would join him
tihere.

** This class,” said Mr, Queleh heatediy—'* this class never
displays any extesordinary intelligenca But I have never
known it quite so stupid as to«day. There seem to be more
dunees in this class than I have ever gxporicnced before.”

There was a general sniff of indignation from the girls.

“0Oh, sir!” ecxclaimed Miss Clara. ' 'We are g0 sorry
be dunces!"

And the juniors chuckled.

MMr. Quelch rubbed his perspiring brow.

He had not meant to say that, but his remark had
certainly sounded like a reflection upon the latest additions
te the class, and Miss Clara had chosen to take it like that.

“1 ¢id not mean——"" he bepan.

* Oh, Mr. Squelch—Quelch—sir! Miss Primrose never
called us dunces.”

“ I did not call you dunces!” almost shouted Mr. Quelch.

** Miss FPrimrose never razised her voice in speaking to
us, s’

we I_I_I__'-‘l'

“We ars irving to undersiand, siv,” aaid Miss Clara
sweotly, * I tininﬁ we should understand better if you
spoke in a lower tone of voice, sir. Miss Primrose always
apoke in a calm tome.”

Marjorie looked at her friend aghast. Alice Lake and
Milly Brown twitched her sash, but Clara would not fake
any ootice. Mr. Quelch had unintentionally got the young
hcf:;"s batk up, as she would have expressed it, and she
meant to teach him manners,

“ Bor—I mean girl—ochild,” Bz;rlull{:rn'l Mr., Quelch, “that
B not the way to to me "

“ Wo, sir! Do yon wish me to.raise my voice, too, sir?"

““ Oh, Clara!"

I did not mean to imply that you were dunces, my dear
pirls,” said Mr. Quelch, calming himseli with an effort. * I
waa alluding to the boys in this class. The boys seem to be

urpascly exdsperating me by their stupidity this morning.

tott, vou will write out the whole chapter from your book
dealing with William the Conqueror.”

“ Oh, sir!” stammered the unfortunate Stott, who saw
his evenings for s week suddenly filled up for him.

“MNot a word, sir! If you will not learn, sir, you must
be made to learn!” exclaimed Mr. Quelch, who was peril-
ously near losing his temper now. " Who is that talking?"
hoe siddenly rapped out, turning awey From Stott, “ The
class-room i3 not the phlice for idle chatter, as I have said
bofore. Who was speaking?'’ ] ]

Mr. Queleh lmkacfc s0 angry that the delinquent did not
veniore to own up

His eye roved over the class.

“ Whe was speaking?”

Dead ailence.

“ Very woll,” said Mr. Quelch, greatly incensad. I will
lot vou all discover that I am not, as you seem to suppose,
to be trifled with, I give the person who was epesking one
minute in which to confess.”

And Mr. Quelch took out his wateh.

The silence in the room was so complete that the ticking
of the watch could be heard by most of the juniors.

The seconds ticked away.

Still np ono rose to his fest, and no oné owned up. The
juniors waited in painful suspense. Mr. Quelch was deeply
angry now, and fairly on the warpath, and evidently detar-
mined to pick upon the least fault for a severe punishment,

When he was in that mood these who knew him best were
least inclined to cross him or argue with him.

Mr. Quelch suddenly thrust his watch back inte hus pocket
with a dramatic movement.

“ The minute has elapsed!™

Silence ! L

* Who was speaking just now?¥"

Silence !

* Yery well. :
flict the most exemplary {mniﬁhment on the culprit.
the circumstances, I shall inflict six strokes on each
I will—— %hat iz that?’

“That " was a sob from Milly Brown. .

Mr. Quelch’s anger, like most men's anger, faded away in
the presence of tears, and a great uneasiness took its place,

“ My dear child—-="

Sob! _

“Don't ery! I—you—we—that is, you shall not see the
bay punished, my dear girl,” said Mr. Quelch, much dis-
tressed,

Sob!
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" You—I—why—— DUear me!” Mr. Quelech mopped his
damp forchead. ™ What are you erying about, childi”

[—I—=—=" sobbed Milly. " I—I—[—="

"“Yez; what s 1t

" [—I—1I was talking!™

* Oh "

© J—=I—I don't want to be caned!” sobbed Milly.
p-!I”Eiun‘t- want to have aix etrokes on each hand!
O -

* My dear child——""

“(h, oh, ch!" =

“I—I did not know it waz a girl speaking,” said poor
Mr. Queleh, " I—I should certainly not punish a giel for
speaking az if she were a boy. Prav do not ory, my lad—
1 mean my girl—that 15 to say, my dear child! I shall
cerlainly nof cane you.™

* Oh, oh, ah!”

“ Really, »ou distress me very much.
san at all, my deaw,
I:I“I'I F:‘hﬂi.”

“ (Oh, ol, oh!™

Mre. Creleh emoie his forchead In despaiv. Tt was useless
to assure Milly that she should not be punished; the tears
had started flowing, and were not to be restrained. Awnd
several of the other picls, in sympathy, were getting out their
handkerchiefs.

The unfortunate Form-master was at his wit’s end.

He was threatencd with a géneral bombardment of toars,
and the prozpect almost made hia head swim with dismay.

How 1o deal with such a class he hadn't the faintesr idea.

“ Please—please do not crv !’ he said weakly, " 1-=I
ghall not punish any of vou, whatever yon may do. T assure
sou that it is my intention only i¢ be kind. Pray calm your-
golves

Mills's sobs ceasedd at last,

Tha threatening bandlerchiefs disappeared, and the girls
deigned to smile again.  Mr. Quelch heaved a great zigh
of relief. The tempesr of teara had blown over, and he
repristercd a mental vow not 1o risk provoking another,

The girls had an easy time for the rest of tiat morning.

1f Me., Queleh showed the least sign of impatience, a hand-
kerchief came inte view, and the mere sight of it was
enough to make the Formi-master vield on the spot.

Ar, Queleh fanued himselt with a book when the class
wis distnissed, and he was loft alone in the Form-room.

“Dear me!” he said. % Bloza muy soul! I believe Miss
Locke had a difficult task at the time she fook the Hemove,
hur==but I would rather take twenty Bemoves than one
class of girls! Upon my word!”

“I—1
Oh, oh,

I zhall not punizh
I aszure you that sou shall not be

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Miss Clara 13 Pugnacious,

HE Eemovites were laughing as they swarmed out inlo
the sunny Ulase—with the exceptions of Bulstrode and
Bunter, DBulstrode was in g vile temper, and hia
anger was mors directod apamnst the gicls than against

the Form-master. lle had been made to lock nidiculous, n
their eves, when he hatdl meant to show off ; and that was
quite encugh to rouse all the venom in his nature.

“We're Jolly glad o have you in the Form-room, you
know,” Harey Wharton was saving to Mavjorte & Co. as 1ihe
Remove bully came our. ** It's ripping. It hasn't been a
bit monotonons this morning."’

 Rats! suid DBulstrede ruclely,

Wharton turned on him with a blaze in his eyes

* You got what you deserved,” he eaid. ' If you can't
behave vourself, you'll get some roore, too, and jolly zoon!™

“* Bash! You can butter up the girls if you like, but you
know jolly well that they make old Quelchy more vile-
tempered than ever, and we don't want—-—"

“*If you're looking for a thick ear——"

“Bah! I tell vou we don’t want——"

Wharton's left lashed out. He had had quite enough of
Bulstrixle and his ways  Marjorie was looking hurt, while
Miza Clara was decidedly anpry. DBulstrode backed away
gquickly from Wharton's blow, puamding himeolf. Harey
wotld have followed it up the next moment, but Clara
stopped in the way.

“ Haold on!" raid that lively givl.

1 Oh, Clara!™

“Staff 1" said Mise Clara. ** Bulstrode is a2 cad—~—""

“ Oh, am I!" exclaimed Bulstrode, livid with anger.

“Yes, You were rode to Miss Primrose once, and you
have often acted like a cad, What you want 18 & jolly pood
licking,"" said Miss Clara,

Bulstrode growled, and the juniors, who were gathering
round in & ecrowd, langhed. Mizs Clara’s curious phrases
gtruck them as funny,  But Miss Clara was in deadly earnest.

“ You have been rude to us on several oceasiomns,” she
wont o *° Now you have got to ring off I

* Ha, ha, ha!" roared the crowd.

D Toeeto what?” gasped Bulstrode.

* This 18 my affaiv !

—y
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“To ring off,” said Miss Clara. “ Will you have the

gloves on—or off

wd .I ? .

“Will you have ihe gloves en—or off?7 I'm golug to lick
Fou L

* Wh-w-what I'? .

“ Growing deaf?’ asked Miss Clara pleasantly. * When
vou insult o boy you expect to lave te Sght him, don't you?
Well, I'm going to take my own part just the same. I'm
going to lick you, or else you're going to lick me, Cateh

n-!-:h-

“* Ha, ha, ha!® .

“ Look here——"" began Bulstrode bfuﬁter"mgl{. =

“"Phat's the coward's blow!™ snid Miss Clara, giving
Bulstrode a tap that would net Iave hurt a fly.  ** Now
th?nllil ha, ha!

*I11a, ha, hat™

“ You utter idiot!” growled Bu'!:ﬁ][ rode.

“Stop that!"” said Wharton angrily. .

i Wiﬁ you have the gloves an?’ exclaimed Mies Clara
ggan.

“Of comrse I won't!

“ Thon you're a coward '’ o

Bulstrode gritted his tecth, e was greatly inclined to
accopt Miss Clara’s challenge, and treat her as if she wera
a bov, But bully az DBulstrode was, and brute, too, on
opcasion, he was not guite brute enough to strike a rirl.
Desides, he knew that if he had done o, the other feliows
wonld have collared him and ragged him till he was more
dead than alive. b i .

He was in a raihor diffienlt position; but it was lua
own foult. ¥e had caused the trouble, and ba had only
him=elf to tha=k. ) . i o

* (1o it. Bulstrode!” said several mocking voiccs. Y?u
can't fieht Linley or Wharton—a girl's about your mars
Go for her!” . z

“ Bylstrode always thought himeelf a lady-killer ! gnjr’m{-.d
Ogilvy. " Now's your chance, Bulstrode! Go I‘:}r“herl ;

“ Wa'll jolly well emash you H you touch her! growled
Bob Cherry. :

“*Yes riltlmr!" said Nugent, with emphasis; and the
Nalwh of DBhanipur remarked that the ratherfulness was
{errific. . ]

“ Look here,” said Bulstrode, * I don't want a row with
‘o girfs——"" . \
oL '%]mn yow'll have to upologice,” said Miss Clara. “I'm
willing to let you off if you apologise.”

2 'ﬁtfta ! ]?;-Elsh 13 —

* Then pub up your hsts| T .

And Miss {ItLr:-'r. assumed o scientife atiitnde of defence
that almost made the juniors shrick; and Dulstrode rocede
a little. There was o how] of derision

“ Ie's running away !’

Y Ie'e funking!” _

“* Ha, ha! Afraid of a giel!”

”_YL'm;r. idiots ! roared Bulstrode,
a givk? :

S Ha, ha! Fou shouldn’t have started it, then!™

*Apologise 1

“1 T:HH Ei-miling:,” said Miss Clara, with a great deal of
digueity. : ;

" T.ook here, I'm not going to—— )

“Come on. thea!" said Miss (lara, advaneing upon
Bulstrode, and making cerlain mystevions passes in the air,
which scemed to sugpeet a professor of hypnotism, hut which
wore itntended for scientifie boxing., " I'm ready!”

Bulsirode scowled round st the grinning faces. The
iuu]iq‘irs had packed themselves in a close cirele, so that he
canld not escape. ;

He glared at them, and he glared at Miss Clara; thea he
took the only course possible weder the cireumstances,

“ I—I—T1 apologise " he stammered.

Misa Clara lowered her fists, ) :

“Then I will let yon off thiz {ime.” she said magnanm-
mously. ** Bui vou must not be a naughty boy again!”

““Ha, ho, ha!" ]

Bulstrode thrust his hands deep inte his pockets, and
strode savagely away. The crowd dispersed, grinming over
the affair, and Misz Clara was heartily congrafulated by
haor friends. ] .

* PBut what would vou have done if he had fought you?
asked Milly,

Miss Clara reflecied for a moment.
not thought of that,

ANSWERS

J——

“ You liow I ean't fight

She had apparently

THE MAGNET,—No. 68, 1
WESk:  THE BULLY OF GREYFRIARS.”  A7guitsomy tin Funtia of Giilt Hause "



12 THE BEST 3> LIBRARY @5~ THE “BOYS' FRIEND” 3™ LIBRARY.

“ I=I—T should have eried,” she said at last.

And Marjorie laughed.

The girls had their meals in the Head's hovse, under the
charge of Mrs. Locke, and so the juniors did not see them at
dinner.

After dinner, Marjorie & Co. came out, and went into the
Head's garden. The garden was bright with flowers, and
any boy whe picked a flower in that garden was certain
of deadly trouble to come. But the girls, of course, did not
know that the Head's garden was sacrosanct. They began
to pick the flowers cheerfully.

It was the custom of the Clif House pupils to take in a
bunech !:nf Aowers for Miss Primrose, and lav it on her deal;
and Miss Primrose would eniff it, and thank her dear pupils,

and they would all feel very pleased with themselves and
one auother,

Marjorie & Co. hadn't been to a Loys' school before, and
they naturally intended to treat Mr. Quelch as they treated
their mistress. They carefully selected some very nice
Howers, as they werce allowed to do in Miss Primrose's
garden, and formed a really very beautiful bouquet.

“ How sweet!” said Clara. * What lovely flowers these
are! Mr. S8quelch will be very pleased. thouglh he does not
deserve it, after his conduet this mornine.” '

*' I think he did his best, dear,” said Marjorie gently.

_'r?hﬂn he didn't manage it very well. Hs made %’Iiﬂy
cry. £
% But Milly was talking in class.”
“1I was only saying to Alice that her hair-ribbon was
undone,” said Milly. “ Mr. Quelch couldn't want Alice to
have her hair-ribbon undone in class.”

* Well, we will take him a bouquet, and show him that
there is no ill-fecling,” said the magnanimous Clara, “ It
will show him that we are willing to be friends if he is,
and if he is reasonable.”

And the girls went towards the Remove class-room with
the bouguet when the bell rang for afternoon lessons.

Wun_ Lung, the little Chinee, looked at the bouquet
curiously as he passed the girls in the Close, and stopped to
speali, with his engaging and innocent smile. '

 Nicce flowels—velly nicee!”™ he murmured. ¥ Chince
likeo sniffec.”

Marjorie held out the bouquet.

* Smell them, by all means!" she said.

Wun Lung sniffed the Rowers.

* Niceg, nicee! You give Aowels to somebody 2™

“ They're for Mr. Quelch,” Marjorie explained.

A ghmmer came into the almond eyes of the little
Celestial.

“Me eally -them fol you to loom?"" he said.

Marjorie did not need assistance te carry the bouguet,
but she did not like to refuse the polite offer of the little
Oriental. 8he allowed Wun Lung to carry the flowers;
fimddh& marched off before the girls with the bouquet in his
wnd.

Unseen by the girls, the little Celestial axtracted a emall
packet from one of his numerous pockets, and shook a grey
powder over the Rowers. Wun Lung was always prepared
for a practical joke. and he never could resist the tempta-
tion to play one, even on people he liked. No one at
Groviriars, save Harry Wharton, was safe from him.

They entered the elass-rooin, and not till they were passing
the master’s desk did Wun Lung hand the bouguet back to
Marjorie.

Little suspecting that the flowers were now impregnated
with pepper, the gicl laid the bouguet on the desk, and then
went to her place.

The Removites streamed in; but Mr. Quelch had not yet
made his appearance. They sat down, and by the time the
last was in his place, Mr. ?ne'ﬁnh came in.

The Form-master was looking very good-tempered and
genial after & good lunch, and
LKindness itself to his mixed class.

He caught sight of the flowers as he came up to his desk,
and stared at them in astonishmont.

“Who placed these flowers here?” he asked, turning
round to look af the elass.

Marjoric Hazeldene rose to her fect.

“ 1 did, sir, if you please,” she said.

““ And why?"

“ We always took in fowers for Miss Primrose, sir.'”

“0h, I see! Mr. Queleh looked pleased. ' It 15 very
kind and thoughtful of you, and I shall acecpt yvour little
gift with great pleasure.

he was prepared to be

And Mr. Quelch took up the flowars and lifted them to.

iz nose,
He teok a deep sniff of the scent, but 1t was hardiy the

seent he cxpected, for the next moment he dropped the

bougnet to the floor with a thud, and sprang infto the air.
£ bnﬂﬂ-ﬂfh! Ow—ailchoo—choo—choo! Atchoo!™
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THE NINTH CHAPTER.
More Trouble,

ARJORIE gazed at Mr. Quelch in astonislunent,
For a moment she thought the Remove-master
must have taken leave of his senscs,

Mr, Quelch was clasping both hands fo his nose,
and dﬂ,nning like one possessed, trampling the prefiy flowera
2ll to shreds under his feet, :

All the time he was giving vent to voleanic sneeses.

“ My gracions!” murmured Clara. *° What is the matter
with him¥"’

“ He must be—be ill!" said Marjorie.

08 his—his rocker, perhaps,” said Clara

“ Atehoo—choo—atehoo-~choo—chooooo 2

Mr, Queleh sneezed awav as if for a wager; and it wos
a full minute hefore he could control his snogzing.

“ Boys—atehoo—if wyou laugh agsin. I shall—atchoo—
~—choo—1 shall punish you all most severely! 1 have never
—atchoo—atehob—experienced such a trick as—a-—aichoo—
choo! Miss Hazeldene, you will—atechoo—atchoo——""

“ He wants you to sneeze, too, Marjorie!” whispercd Miss
Clara to her amazed amd bewildered friend.

“ Miss Hazeldene, you will—atchoo—choo—step out here,
please 1™ :

“ Ceortainly, sir!”

Marjorie g[u.mldcne stepped out before the class.

The Form-master fixed o stern glanee upon the bewildered

irl.

B Miss Hazeldene, I am surprised—atchoo--and pained!
I should never have dreamed that a girl could play a trick
like this——"" .

“ A—a trick, sir?"" stammered Marjorie.

“ Veg! The flowers were impregnated with pepper, and
I—atchoo—choo—choo——""

Marjorie looked utterly dismayed. ‘ —

“Oh, eir! I—I did not know—1 really did not, sir!"

Mr. Quelch looked at her closely. It was impossible to
look into thosa clear, frank, brown eyes and suspect Marjorie
of telling an untruth. _

“ Indeed, I' cannot but believe you!' said the Form.
master. * Where did you obtain those flowers, please?'’

“" In the garden, sir,” ] .

“ Ahem! It is forbidden to Spmk fAowers in the garden.
However, let that pass now. Someone had placed pepper
in that bouquet, Did it leave your hands at all¥”

“ Only for o few minutes, sin®

T Ah! And who——" s g

“The Chinese boy carried it a little way for me, sir;
but I am sure he'did not—"" - :

“ But someone did 1" said Mr. Quelch grimly.
go back to your place. Wun Lung!”

The little Celestial rose, g

““ Did you put pepper in those flowers, Wun Lung?

:I'l'ﬁ Chinea ln_ﬂl e stolid. r

"Wo savyy, sl ]

“ Did yni put pepper upon this bouguet when Miss
Hazeldene trusted it into your hands ¥ repeated Mr. Quelch,
in ¢ louder tone.

‘ No savvy!” i

“ Did vou allow any other perzon to touch it?

““ Me touchee Aowels, sil 1™ j .

 Yes I know that! PBut did any other person touch it?"

“No savvy, sill” : _

“ Answer my guestion, Wun Lung! Did you, or did you
not, put pepper upon those flowers?” shouted the exasperated
Romove-master. . .

“ Me no speakee English velly vell, sil!

¢ Answer my question!”

“ Me no savvy ! g ]

Mr. Queleh blew his nose violently. He was pretly certain
of the Celestial's guilt, and yet the bland and 1mmocent snile
of Wun Lung was very disarming. He was greatly inclined
to punish the Chinge, un%wa:r; but he thought better of it.

“ You may sil down, Wuan Lung.”

“ Me tankee you, sl "

And Wun Lung sat dewn with a bland and contented
smile.

Mr. Quelch locked round the ¢lass in search of someons
]mmhinlg; but the faces of the Removites became preter-
naturally grave at once.

The Form-master blew his nese again, and sneezed, and
ve-blew his nose, and breathed hard. Iis nose was of a
brilliant crimson hue by this time, and it imparted a far
from grave aspect to his usually very serious face. Put
the Bemovites suppressed their grins. Mr. Quelch wasz not
in o humour now to be grinned at. He would have Dbeen
vory pleased at that moment to find a victim, :

1fe drageed 1the ecasel from the wall with a jerk, and
sneezcd azain, Thily Bunter chuckled sobtly.

“My word! Iso't ho ina wax!”

“You may
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Mr. Quelch swang round as if moved on a pivet,

* Bunter, take fifty lines "

“0Oh, really, sir—-"'

“Take a hundred lines, Bunter I'®

“T1'm sincerely sorr !

“Take two hundred lines!"

Bunter relapsed into silence, FHis Litfle round eves werae
gleaming behind his spectacles. Two hundred lines moant
serious trouble for Bunter, He would have to do some of
them himself, and spend a lot of time badgering his friends
to do the rest. Billy was in a vengeful mood, and when he
falt vengeful, he ulways remembered hiz gifts as a
ventriloguist.

“ Please, sir "

It was. a voice from the girls' forms, so soft and exactly
like Milly Brown’s that it was impessible to imagine that
it proceeded from the fat junior.

Bob Cherry, who saw Bunter’s lips move,
was, and made him a sign to be quiet. But
see, or at all events did not heed, the sign,

Mr. Queleh looked round irritably,

“What ig it§"”

Thore was no reply. :

“ Bomeone spoke,” said Mr. Quelch,
to ask me anything 7"

The grirls were all silent.

The master turned away again angrily, and the moment
he had done so the soft voice from the class went on:

“1f you please, sir——"

“Oh, dear me!" said Mr. f-ﬁuﬂ]nh
What do you want to say? Ih
Miss Browni"

“ Mo, air," zaid Milly.

“It seemed to me that it was your voice. However, if
it was not you, who was 6%

Mr. Q}ue!ch shrugged his shoulders irritably, and turned
to the blackbeoard.

“0h, goodness gracious |
man !

It was the feminine volce again. Mr. Quelch turned
crimson,

“This—this iz unendurable !’ he exclaimed. “ My dear
girls, you must surely know better than to trouble your
master like this. Miss Primrose must have been very lax
with you. I insist upon your being silent.”

The girls were looking amazed. The voice might have
procceded drom any of the number, between twenty. and
thirty, and ne one could trace it to iis soures.

Bunter was grinning behind his hand. He was ' getting
hiz own back ™ on Mr. Quelch now; and the fat jJumor was
naot finished yof.

“ Oh, dear! WWhat an ill-tempered old— Ow "

The last monesy!lable was in Bunter’s natural veice.

Far Harry Wharton, who was near him, had suddenly
detected what he was deing, and he had pinched the fat
arin of the junior hard.

“Ow! Wow! Groo! Yaw!l"

“ Bunter, what are you making that noise for I™

S0w! Wow! I'm hurt!™

“YWhat do vou mean? How are you hurt?”

@ ]—I-—I've been pinched ' _

* Who pinched you?” roared the Form-master angrily.
“ What do you mean?”

“ Wharton, sir—ow I’

“ Did you pinch Bunter, Wharton ¥"’

" Yo.g-es, siv.”

* And why did yvou do such a ridiculous thing "

Wharton did not reply. If he had given away the
ventriloguist, DBunter would have suffered a punishment so
revere that he would not have forgotten it for weecks, Mr.
Quelch glared at the head of the Form.

“Wharton, I am surprised at this!
Bunter 7

“To keep him quiet, sir.”

“ Was Bunter talking ¥’

“Well, not exactly t.n!kin%, gir.”*

“1f youn were trying to keep order, I excuse you,” said
Mr. Quelch. * Kindly find some other way than by pinching
Bunter, however, and making him yelp like a dog.”

“0Oh, really, sir i

“ Bilence, Bunter !

“But I'm hurt! I—"'

“7 shall cane you if you speak another word I

Dunter blinked indignantly. He looked round f{or
sympathy, but the fellows were only grinning at him. Hae
looked at the girls, and they were smiling, too. Everybody

uessed what it
bunter did nok

“ Poes anyona wish

# Yes, what 13 147
you speak, Brown—]I mean

What an ill-tempered old gontlo-

Why did you pinch

seemed to rogard the pinch as funny, though Bunter hadn’t

the faintest idea where the fun came 1n.
Mr. Quelch was busy with the blackboard for a few
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Squealk ! Tt was the squeak of o monse.

There was a restless movement among the girla, and a
nervous peering down among the desks to the floor.

“Oh, my goodness ! murnmured Clara. * It's a monse !

“0Oh, dear !

" Where iz 1§77

“There it i3 again !

Squeal |

Mr. Quelch looked angrily at his feminine elasa. 2

“ Cannot you Keep guiet " he rapped out. * Really, thig
is too bad! Is this the kind of diseipline you kept at Clff
House 27

“Thore's a mouse, sir,” stammered Marjorie.

“ Nonaense ! There are no mice in the class-room.”

“ But there 13 one here, siz.''

“ Nonsense 1

Soueak ! )

i %‘hﬁm it is again, sir ! exclaimed a zcore of frightened
voices in chorus. **Oh, sir! There is & mouse, sir !

“I—I am so frightened, Mr., Squelch ! gasped Clara.

“Oh, dear-—oh, dear—oh, dear!”

Mr. Quelch could not deny that there had beon a squeak
that time. He was looking very worried, and he picked up
his pointer. Some of the girls were already standing on the
forms, looking with nervous terror at the foor.

“Come, come,’” said Mr. Quelch. * There ia nothing to
be afraid of. A mouse 13 a quite harmless and even amusigg
cresture, and—"

Squealk !

* Oh, dear—oh, dear!

= My f:t;:ﬂduesﬁ! Oh 1"

l: L]

Where is it "

e
%‘}Im girla were all on the forma now, [‘:E]Fitating with
terror. The boys were laughing. Mr. Quelch was at his
wits' end.

““ Pray reassure yourselves, my dear ch:ldren-—ﬂwgr do nok
be alarmed—there is nothing whatever to be afraid of. A
mouse cannot pessibly cause you any injury——->

Squeak !

There was a rush away from the forms. The girls ran
out into the centre of the room, and ran ng‘_ht. into the
excited and worried Forin-master. Mr. Queleh, in the midst
of a sea of tossing curls ahd frightened ayes, looked utterly
bhowildered and at a loss. Two or three of the girls were
elinging to him for pretection. He tried to reassure them,
but the squeaking of the mouse had more cffect than his
words, The squeak was following the girls, and it sounded
near the Form-master’s feet. There was a scattering of the
C1ff House pupils again. Mr. Quelch mopped his heated
brow.

“My dear girls—"

“ Ha, ha, ha "

" Boys, how dare you laugh! This is a serious matter. If
you—— .

Squeak !

“Ha, ha, ha 1"

“Take fifty lines ecach !" shouted Mr, Quelch.
hundred lines each [

"“Ha, ha, ha!" o

“Oh, dear! Whatever shall we do? Where is it, Clara

“ Just near your fect, I think, my dear.”

“ Oh, oh, oh!" g

Bob Cherry, unnoticed in the gencral confusion, teok a
tight grip on the back of Billy Bunter's neck. The fat
junior squeaked in carnest this time.

* (Oh, really, Cherry—="

“If that mouse squeaks again, it will be the Jast squeak
for you, you—you oyster,” muttered Bob Cherry in his ear.

And the mouse did not squeak again. ]

Mr. Quelch, perspiring and excited, and worried alinost
to the limit of endurance, sucgecded in restoring something
like order et last. 3

The mouse having been apparently frightencd away, the
zirls were prevailed upon to resume their seats. Buot they
went back to their places in fear and trembling. And all
through the sfternoon’s lessons there werc continual false
alarms, and the work was interrupted by little shrieks and
exclamations of dismay, which drove Mr. Quelch almost
diztracted. a

That afternoon seemed endless ta Mr. €uelch, and when
it. at lost came to a close, he heaved a sigh of relich.

He watched the boys and the girls file out of the class-
room, amd wiped his brow.

“ Bless my soul!” he gasped.

“Take a

“ How—how shall I stand

minutes, But that lesson was not destined to pass off peace-  this to-morrow—and the next day—and the next? It—it
fully. In the midst of the nervous silence of the class-room  will turn my hair grey! Dear me! Ahb, is that you, Miss
g faint but very distinet sound came from the girls’ forms. Locke 1"
- . s T sl
notner Com
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Wiss Tocke was looking in at the door, with & amile upon
her face as she noted the expression of the Form-master.

¢ I thought I would look in, and spe how you had managed
with my class to-day,” she aaid pleasantly.

“Oh, famousty I said Mr. Quelch. #I—T have managod
vory well—considering, of course, a fominine class requires
—ar—experience. I have no doubt I shall grow more
accustomed to it in—in time. Meanwhile—"

Miss Locke laughed.

“ Parhaps I could relieve you of part of the trouble,’” she
guggested. * Dr. Locke has gu,gfgested that I should take my
own class hera: this room 13 large encugh for two clazses
to ba held in it without interfering wit

think.” ;
Mr. Quelch brightenad uf:,
iss Locke, that seems to be an excellent

“ Well, really,

one another, 1

idea 1™ he exclaimed. “Of course, T have no complaint to
make of the—the dear girls, but—but I am just a little
upaccustomed to them. think the arrangement you pro-
pose will he—will be simply excellent.”

Arid so it was arranged.

But whon the Removites heard of the new arrangement
thers wers grina and chuckles galore. .

“ Tt may work all right,” said Bob Cheery. *1 say ib
may—but T have my doubts. In my opinion, there will be
more fun!™

And there was—but that is another story.

THE END.

5.{-:1#1!;” gplendid tale of the boye of (GFre Jfri-::.ra and the pupils of Clif
Towie nert Tueaday, entitfed * The Bully of Gregfriare” Order your

copy of The ™ Magnet" Library in advance, Price Gue Talfpenny.)

The Opening Chaptexrs of a Grand Stoxy.

5 2

A Splendid

A BRIEF RESUME OF THE FIRST CHAPTERS.

Rounald Chenys, a cadet in his last term at Sandhurst, is
falsely accosed of cheating in an eéxam., 80 one nigilt.
packing "ﬁ a few necessarles, he leaves Sandhurst with his
dog Rough. He walka to London; where he falls in with
Colour-Sergeant Paffy, of the Royal North Wessex Regi-
mnent, who conducts him o St. George's DBarracks for
enlistment. While he is waiting there with a number of
other recrults, he takes the part of & youngsier nick-named
“Waterworks”™ against two bullics. ““Waterworks™ is
knocked dowm, but Renald is laying about him vigorously,
when the door opens and a tall soldierly gentleman in
mufti enters the room. accompanied by a sergeant, and
atands surveying the scene with angry amazement.

{gmw go on with the story.)

A Soldler of the King—The New Drait—A Break for
Liberty,

Waterworks had risen, still dazed with the effects of the
cruel and treachercus blow, and was clinging idiotically to
the back of a chair. George was picking himself up out of
the fender, equally bawildered at the electrical swiftness
with which retribution had overtaken him. While his friend
‘Alf nursed a damaged nose with lamentations and oaths.

“*Techun "' rosred the eergeant, so flabbergasted that he
forgot that nobody would be expected yet to know the magic
mEaninF of that command. o

Ronald alone seemed to keep his wita sbout him, though
this sudden interruption brought about a2 greater surprise
to him than to anybody else 1n the r¢om. For this iall,
nuldia:;_!;y gentleman was none other than the chief recruiting
stafl-officer, and one of his father’s oldest friends; though,
for‘unately for Ronald, they had not met for years.
~ “What ia the meaning of this outrageous disturbance ™
demanded the colonel.

All tha rookies in the room had slouched to their feet,
and now stood eyeing the siranger shamefacedly. There
was A look of command in those stern, Aashing eyes which
maode them cower like guilty doga.

“ You," said the colonel, indicating Ronald—* you scem
to be responsible in some measure for this row! Fxplain
what it all means!” .

“I was set on by these two men, sir, and I struck out in
self-defence,” answered Ronald briefly. : :

“ Oh 1" echoed the colonel tartly. And noting that, while
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ho stood clothed in his jscket, George and Alf were in their
shirtsleeves, he seemod inclined to believe him.

“ What's your name?" he asked sharply and suddenly, as
his eyves returned to Roneld's face. .

Thore was a note of surprise in his fope whicl set the lnd
on his guard.

“ Chester, air,”” rﬂ};:iied ha. ;

“ Chaster ! H'm ! The colonel glaved at him for a
space. * Who taught you to stand like that?”

Ronald started. He had sllowed himself to be cought
napping. While the others were slouching with stooping
shouiders, he unconsciously had sprung to ' Attention ['" wiul
was standing with heels together, legs braced back, sl
chin held high, in true military style,

MNow hia statement that he had had no previous miliary
training would be doubted, and he might be set back for
inquiries, If they traced him back to Bandhurst, the charfn
of cheating would almost certainly mean that he would be
rejected from the ranks. They have no room for convicted
criminals in the British Army.

Nonald kept silence. He must either prevaricate or speak
put, and he preferred to do neither.

“H'm!" snorted the colonel, perceiving hia silence.
“Well, vou are all making a bad beginning in your now
carcer, anyway,” he continued at last. ¥ Later on you'll
discover that a disgraceful scene like this will land vou in
a prison-cell. I will take po further notico of it, though
[ am tempted to make a sharp example of you three men,
and ¢urn you out neck-and-crop as a disgrace already to tho
Service you are entering. By the way, sergeant-major,” ho
added, as an after-thought., ** Are all these men enlisted
et 7"

“* Not Chester, sir. He'll be sworn in for the Wessex
Rogiment with the next batch.”

Ronald trembled.  Was his ambition to serve hiz King
and Ceountry to be shattered after all?

“ Al right, then,” said the colonel, alter a painful pause,
“let him through. I'll give him the same chance as
tho rost. {gr?ly remember "'—te Ronald-="" you have started
badly—jelly badly !" And ho went out muitering te him-
solf, ** 1 wander where the dickens I have seen that young-
gter's face before? A gentloman undoubiedly, and, by
Jove, a handy chap with his fists! f:}mxter—nia? But, of
course, that's not his right name. Joining my old regiment,

Anothar Completoe Tale of Harp
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too. Well, he's the right stamp, and worth keeping an eye
upen. A good chap, or I'm o Dutchman !**

George and Alf made no signs of rejecting the colonel’s

ood advice. Like wily tacticians, thoy realised that

nald was foo doughty an opponent to” be assailed by
frontal sttack, and they meant to bide their time.

In any case, a sergeant came almost immediately to
collect the wnenlisted recruits, and Ronald was marched
away to take the oath which was to hind him for the term
of at least twelve vears,

It was a zimple ceremony, and scarccly a zolemn one, ha
thought, as he heard the gabbled words of the men before
him. 'Then his own turn came.

“I, Ronald Chester, do take oath that T will be faithful
and bear true allegiance to hizs Majesty King Edward the
Seventh, his heirs and successors, and that I will, as in
duty bound, honestly and faithfully defend his Majesty, his
heirs and successors, in person, crown, and dignity, against
all enemies, and will observe and obey ail orders of his
Majesty, his heirs and successors, end of the generals and
officers set over me. Bo help me God.”

Ronald kissed the book, and was a soldiar,

He went gut, wondering how many of his ancestors had
taken a similar cath to serve their King and country.

"Well, you've done it now, then ! aa,ig a voice. And he
turncd to find the recruiting sergeant awaiting him.

“"Yes, I've done it,"” sard ﬁﬂnald. with " a  contented
laugh. * And, though one never knows, of course, I don’t
ﬂﬂiinﬁ I s:hall ever live to regret it. Rough! Rough! Here,
o oy |

Ronald had just caught sight of the terrier’s shaggy head
P'H'Ii_lﬂﬂ through the gate.

“I had forgotten him,” said Duffy doubtfully, as Rough
ran the gauntlet of the gate corporal, on- the one hand,
and the seniry on the other, and came {risking round their
heels, " They don’t allow dorgs on the strength in the
Army, you know."”

" Neither de they at Sandhurst,” answered Ronald, with
a laugh, " and yet old Rough survived. No, colour-sergeant,

it'll talie even more than King's regulations to part me
from my tyke. He'll Bmqu’Ie himself into barracks some-
how, never fear. You can’t show him any ro he dosan't

know. He'd nose out & general, even if he disguised him-
self as an ice-cream man, and ba out of his sight quicker
than winking—wouldn't you, Rough?"

The terrier-gave a contemptuous snort, which turned to
a low prowl as Messre George and Alf appeared upen the
steps of the recreation-room, both looking peevish and sore.

"R don’t seem to like the look of them two beauties any
better than me,” said Duffy. " I've got half an idea that
they're regretting taking the King's shilling already, and
that the corporal on cﬂngucting duty is gomng to have somo
spart with them before he pets to the station.”

“Weall, they're a tough handfel, certainly,” said Ronald,

1'¢turr1m‘g the scowl of the two hooligans with a steady
stare. ‘' I've had one rough-and-turnble with them already,
and so I can speak from experience.”

Bonald’s modest version of their brutal attack on Water-
works, and his own sharp and short victory, brought an
admiring smile to Duffy's grim mouth.

“Well, they've got a nut to crack in Corporal Kedge,
of “ours’ if they try any of them games on with im; but
I'll give him the tip, all the same, in case they try and
give him the guyv. They may be bad eggs, and the Service
might be the better for being without 'em; but now they're
in, they've got to stick it until they're kicked out,

“"Young Waterworks, as vou call him, 13 & good Pluck{:d
"an to stand up to em at all,” he continued. “I'vo just
let him outside to argue his old mother into going ‘ome
and leaving well alone. She scems to have took to you, so
you'd better lend him a hand Don’t forget you start at
three, though.™ :

Nothin !fnth to spond the intervening hour and a half
in 8o a cause, Ronald and Rough presented themsclves
to the sorrowing old dame, and led her and her boy awa
to a neighbouring coffee-shop, where, coaxing and persuad-
ing, the two recruits soon restored her to a more resigned
frame of mind.

Not wishing to intrude upon the tearful farcwell between
mother and 2on, Ronald withdrew, and waited for his new
chum on the pavement outside. It now wanied only a
quarter of an hour to the timec of departure.

At lost Waterworks emerged, red-eved but tight-lipped.

“T'm much obliged [or that, sir,” he zaid, as Ronald met
him. “¥You've done me two good. turns ifo-day, and I
sha'n't forget them in a hurry. I feel as if a load as big
as a_haystack had been lifted off my chest. I could have
stood getting punched into a jelly casily enough, but this
other business was beginning to take the heart out of me
till you arrived. Bul for you I don't believe I'd have kept
the old lady from following me to Dunchester itself. I
don’t know your name, sir,” he added.

" Chester—Ronald Chester,” answered Ronald. ™ And
look here, old chap, for goodness’ spke don’t call me 'sir)’
That's a title vou must keep for officers and sergeant-majors
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and such bigwigs. You and T are uin; to be comrades,
and what is more, I hope, friends. O T ¥

“ Anthony Truseott--commonly called Tony,” answered
the recruit. But thero was no time to say more, for already
Colour-Sergeant Duffy was peering anxiously out of the
barrack-gate in search of them, :

“ Now then, fall in, you two! Thag're parading your
draft now."

“ All right, colour-sergeant!” answered Ronald. * Good-
bye, and many thanks for all you’ve done for me!”

““ And good luck fo you, and quick promotion!"” called
Duffy cfter him, and opened his hand to find two half-
crowns pressed snugly into the palm. * That's the sort of
chap we want in the Army,” he said, with a chuckle. * By
gosh, I wish I could enlist a hundred like him every day!"

There were eight recruits for the Wessex regiment, and
they formed in two ranks, with their bundles, if they
possessed them, tucked under their arma. )

Ronaeld fell in last, and C&r;ﬁnml Kedge, whose duty it
was to shepherd the motley mob inte Dumchester Barracks,
surveyed him with an approving eye.

“ What's your name 7' he asked promptly.

“ Chester.” ] ]

“Well, fall-in, Chester, on the left of our friend with
the ear what's been bitten hy mosquecters,” commanded
Corporal Kedge, with a grim smile, pointing te George.

This put nald between his two antagonists of that
morning®* and the solemn wink which the corporal directed
at him showed that he had excellent reasons for the
MAnIYre.

The faces of George and his pal Alf were not so com-
placent. They scowled with a forociousness guite out of
proporiion to the inconvenience of the changa.

“Right turn !’ snapped out Kedge sharply. “ Now, then,
I want you to keep in that order all the way to Fuston
Station. Do you hear? And if anyone breaks ranks, or
trice to come any ’ankj'-]l:mnkjr of that sort™—here ho
looked hard et the two hooligane—''let him remember that
{Tﬂ-rﬁﬂrﬂl Kedge is after him. Quick march !

The squad stepped out at the word, and filed through
the gate, with Corporal Kedge stalking in the rear, close
on Alf's heels. Ronald followed George, much to that
gentleman's annoyance, as could easily be seen by the
savage gplances he kept Hinging backwards over his shoulder.

Draffy was right. George and Alf had been less than
twenty-four hours soldiers of the King, and already they
regretted their new chowee,

hey had carefully plotted o sudden darh for liberty, and
had been betrayed.

now, by some means or another, t
Goorge thought it was the big, squarc-shouldered, soft-
tongued *ftoff 't bhehind him, who, by somo means or

another, had become noquainted with their
given them away, and he meant to * mark
1t jeopardised his own chance of liberty.

Along Charing Cross Road and through Bloomsbury the
tramped, the object of much curiosity and not a little cha
from passing "bus-drivers and streot loafers.

Ronald would have felt his position more keenly, perhaps,
but that every sense was on the alert for some swift sur-

rise.
¢ They had just turned out of Gower Street into the Euston
Road, when, e8 if by a preconcorted signal, George turned
in a flash, and aimed & vicious blow at Ronald’s head.

He ducked in time, but at the same instant was butted
farward from behind, and sent Aoundering on his face om
the pavement. i

In a second the orderly squad of recruits was scattered,
bewildered and amazed. : : ]

George was launching deadly kicks at his fallen foe, while
Alf was grappling like a tiger with Corporal Kedge, who
had pounced upon him before he could take to his hecls.

plans, and had

him, even 1f

A Merey Party—Augustus Smythe, Gentleman Ranker.

In that mad rough-and-tumble at the corner of Endsleigh
Gardens there were only two who really kept theie wits.

The rest of the squad of recruita were so bewildered by
the sudden onslaught of the hooligans on Ronald, that they
could only scatter into the road, and gaze in helpless nmaze-
ment.

Kodge downed hiz opponent, AIf, with the skill of one
used ta handle vicious brutes, suddenly and effcctually, and
Rough, having to give away several stone to George, con-
tented himself with a comfortable grip on his cnemy's calf
-2 grip which soon diverted the cockney’s blind fury from
the almost senseless vietim lyving in the road.

After that, it was only the matter of & fow seconds before
both the young refians wora overpowered.

Recovering l?mm his first surprise, Tony Truscott set
about George In a way which astonished himself much more
than it did the onlockers, and by the time a couple of

Another Complete Tale of Ha Wharton
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Redeaps, or military foot police, who happened by good
luck to be within call, had arrived, both the hooligans had
had enough—at any rate, for the moment.

Ronald was now on his foet, dazed, and a little gone
about the knees, otherwise showing no signs of serious hurt.
There was a smear of erimson on his close-cropped head,
whore George's boot had got home; but the wound was
only & slight one.

A crowd of fully five hundred people had gathercd by
thiz time, and as civilian sympathies are apt to incline
against the redeoat in such Little matters, Corporal Kedge
lest no time in re-forming his squad, and giving the word
te_march.

Dragging in the rear, in the grip of the stalwart Redeaps,
came George and Alf, an impossible haodful but for
Rough's assistance. The torrier's teeth continually threaten-
ing their heels, made their progress comparatively lamb-
like, and & few minutes later the squad marched into
Kuston Station. Here the corporal departed to present his
warrant, and procure the bickets, and returned arimed,
besides, with a coil of rope, which he managed to borrow.

The Dunchester train being already drawn up in the
platform, the two hoolizans were now bundled unceremo-
nicugly into an empty third, with Kedge and the two Red-
caps close behind them.

There was a last fiorco struggle, a chorus of vicious oaths
and grunts, and then the soldicrs emerged, hot, perspiring,
but satisfied,

When the rest of the squad obeyed the order to enter,
they found no trace of the hooligans at hrst, though the
scuffling and squirming under oither seat soon revealed
where they had besn stowed.

With practised skill they had beon bound hand and foot,
and placed where they would be the least nuisance to their
fellow-passengers.

Y WNow, there's no call far thoe rest of you chaps fo got
nervous,” said the eorporal consolingly. ** We traat.men as
men in thoe Army, as vou'll find out for yourselves; but
when we get hold of dangerous brutes and foul-mouthed
h]u{:kguar 3, wio know how to deal with them.™

A blast of vitriolic abuse vumbled up from under the seats
at this, and George and Alf spont the noxt five minutes in
devising methods—each more bloodeurdling than the last—
for the extermination df the British Army in general, and
Ronald, Tony Truseott, and Corporal Kedge in particular.

Tony was inclined to look uncomfortable at these atten-
tions: but the corporal only grinned. :

s Hﬂ-rk at 'ﬁm !n e E;'I_il'] T _R{}I‘Ial{]_ "..'.1_ e h-'t‘?.ﬂe of
bosutios.to be foisted on fo a smart regiment like the Wessex.
However, it's a five-and-a-half hours’ run to Dunchester,

and it'll be interesting to see
how much old buck they've ._____MH .
S i

nodding at  Rough, who
crouched in Ronald's lap.

Rough's private wish was
to be duwn on the floor to find
out what his enemies were up
to, but his master’s grip on
hiz collur resirained him.

“Zeems to be o good one
for rats, too, by what T have
seen,’” continued Kedge drily.

got left at the end of it. A
smarlt dog, that of yours™
b .:'r

-
-
L T

L ..' 'r—._'_ Ty R
The FEditor, ** MAGNET "™ Library,

sl 23.79, Douverie Street, Fleet Street,
cicielll  London,will be glad to hear from jyod. I

to 'im, when I introduced my right fist to his left eye, with
most startlin' effect,

v Skinker we called thal dawp, and he never guit sight
of the regiment from that dav until six weels apo, when
he mistook the colonel’s motor-car [or o novel species of
animal he had never seen before.

“ Poor old Btinker ! sighed Kedge., “ Heo waa a scientifie
sort of tyke. There wasn't anything new came in his way
but he must have a sniff at it, and the motor was just on
too much for him. He bitched his teeth in the off.hind
tyre wheuy the wheels were making thirteen thousand revo.
lutions to the minute, and before vou could say knife, he
was over the barrack wall and flying through a greenhou-e
two streets away., Poor old Stinker! ¢ never smileld
again!" concluded Kedpe dolefully.

““And has his billet been flled?” asked Ronald, unable to
suppress a laugh,

* No, not yet,” answered the corporal. * Stinker used
to mesz with the cooks, when he hadn’t no engagements
elsewhere.  Perhaps they'll promote your tyke into the
T would suit b d h

; wonld st hm down to the ground—wouldn't if,
Rough, old chap? 8 l

The terrier replied with a groff bark, and seizing the
opportuniity to break free, was down on the floor like a
flash, and worrying a fresh picos of eloth cut of George's
pants, before Ronald could récapture him.

This put everybody in cxcellent humour, except Georpe,
and the ice being broken, a brace of mouth-organs wers
brought out, and the squad settled itself to while away the
tedious hours with song and dance. .

Tony Truseoit’s spirits, now that London was loff w
behind, had rebounded to their ususl hich lovel, el

He flung himself heart and soul into the rough and ready
fun, and no tongue was witlier or guicker in tha cross-fire
of Hf:;;mlh tha,nldhmi Sl

Honald would gladly have taken his turn in keeping i
“armony goin' "5 but his head still buzzed with thes kick
from George's boot. Indeed, when the hobnails hattered
loudest, and the choruses were in full blasi. he heartily
wished hiz comrades in Jericho. There was :r::::t}niug for it
however, but to set his teeth, and bear the racket. '
. Nor did they urge bim to take a hand. Instinet told the
others that this broad-shouldered chap with the elesn.cut
features, and the grave, kindly eyes, came of a botter Sh
than they: and‘tlf breed alone was not enough to command
Elifmffﬂmt’ they paid ready homage to his undoubted

Where & dozen of them had alldwed two London roughs

to ride roughshod over tham
this “toff " lad ﬂhu!!nng&ci
and thrashed the pair single-

ha]ndfad.
4 f Honald had been mo-a
; alert, these little glances of
respect which came his way,
- would have only nettled hin
" It was far from hiz wish to

Pose as o gentleman ranker,
il here was one youlh in the
%5.'r batch, however who obvioual

ad aspirations in this diree.
et trom,

% 1 ¥ Ha WHE thi ! B
o | d?n % ]:I-.jnr:rw _u-huilt t.lmpkll #THE BULLY OF oy withﬂu I,E::;. ng':iiﬁi.
i L L RELAGAS " face, which looked st ili-
though. GREYFRIARS. ously from over the ::.L:!lggrgéli:

“1 want vou to help me e T T e very high ecollar--the latter

there, too, if you will, cor-
poral,” said Ronald. " I know
that Army regulations don’t
allow Tommy Atkins to keap
pets—worse  luck !—but  old
Rough 15 more than a pet;
he's my chum, and about all
I've got left in the world.
(Give him the chance to sleep
in a coal-hole or a dust-bin,
and he'll be as happy as a
king. Bat if they chuck him
out, I'm hanged il I don't
dasert "'

“Boouldn't advise you to

gentle—of

Bulstrode, the cad of the school,
goes to pretty nearly the limit, and
in consequenge he brings upon his
own head the attentions—none too

HARRY WHARTON & Co.

The pupils of Cliff House also
pverstep the mark, and reap the
knowledge that comes after experi-

grubby and fraved, like the
reversible culfs which he waz
never tired of * shooting.™

His nails were rimmed with
dirt, and his fingers stained
vellow  with  the fumes of
cheap cigareties,

Augustus B3mythe, as this
young exguisite was named,
had been a shop-assistant, but
nol inding sufficient scope for
hiz lordly ambitions behind
the counter—or, incidentally,
a master who would put up
with lis nonsense--had de-

try it," said Kedge grimle.
*@3till, I'll see what [ can do.
1 had a dowg myself once.
Got him at Slima Creel:, off a
blessed Maltee. The brute had
soaked him in parafhn, and
was just a-goin' to set light

——— - .

cided to join the Army,

{ Anather long fostalivent of this
aplendid Army sglovy wext Treesday.
Flecge order wyour copy of e
MNagnet™ Libvary in adeance. FPrice

One Halfpenny.)
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| “The Boys’ Friend” 3d. Library.

THE RUNAWAY.
N 0. 8 2 A Newand Original Long, Com-

plete School Tale,
By JACK NORTH.

= NOW
[THE QUEST OF THE
ON No. S3 | BUBY SCARAB.

A Thrilling Story of Peril and
Adventure.
SALE!
120 PAGES. | BRITAIN IN ARMS.

By CECIL HAYTER.
N 8 4 A Poweriul, Long, Complete War
0- Story.
By HAMILTON EDWARDS
(Your Editor).

“The Boys’ Friend” 3d. Library. |

e

BOY SCOUTS.

Paiterrs No. 12563 Shirt.
Pattern No. 12564 Knickers

(Ages 10 to 14 vears).

There are more than 130,000
== hoy-scouts in Creat Britain to-
day, and each of them wants a
proper outfit, for, of course, no boy
would care to be a scout unless he
was able to dress for the part.

Seouting is not an oetupation
ealeulated to make the elothes of
scouts last for ever. When boys
are having a good time, they can-
not be bothered to stop and con-
sider the rents in theic shirts and
knickers. A scout’s oulfib is an
expensive thing to buy, but it can
be made at home very cheaply
with the help of ** Fashions for
All" paper pattern.

The shirt and knickers patterns
for this scout’s costnme may be
obtained, price 4id. euch, for ages
10 to 14 vears, from

The f‘i.ﬂl_ﬂ'lﬁﬂrﬂﬂfeﬁ Press, Lid,

(‘' Fashions for Alf **),
290, Regent Streef, London, W,

o 90 T )



