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BOB CHERRY CAUSES A COMMOTION!

(An Amusing Scene In the Mognificent Long, Complete School Tale of the Chums of Greyfriars.)
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THE FIRST CHAPTER.

Exit Bunter ! |
‘ SAY, von fellows 4
I “Oh, seat!” suid Harvy Whar-
' ton irritably,

The captain of the Remove was
seated at the table in the junior Cominon-
room, engazod i a game of chess with

Frank Nugent.

Bab Cherry, Johuny Bull, and Squiff
were looking on, and, at frequent mter-
vals, venturing their opimion of the

vame, " They alse threw in—free, gratis,

arid for nething-—what they consitdered to
bo. helpful eriticism. Wharton and
Nugent called it something clse,

.*_I Hﬂ':f LE - ;

o
] =

‘** Buzz off, Bunter!”

“Can’t you see T've got Wharton tied |

up in knets?”? exclaimed Nugent, * Give
the poor chap time to think!”

*Ha, ha, hal"

“ Look here—=" |

“Wea're loeking, and we ecan’t stand
the strain any longer!” growled Johnny
Bull.- ““Take your fat chivvy away and
pawn it!? o

“{]’hr I'Ei.lll??—.‘“"‘-*“

“Do you want to go out
neck ™ demanded Sguiff.

Billy Buufer blinked indignuntly at
the Remavyites, |

* Beasts ! he said. “If
want to hear the great newa

* Hallo, hallo, hallo!” said Bob Cherry,
“ Postul-order turned-up at last, cnnlplefﬂ
with beard and side-whiskers?”

** Ha, ha, ha!” ,

The Owl of the Remove glared.

““As a matter of fact, Pm expecting a

0n Your

VOu
13

romittance at any moment from  my
uncle.” )
“Which ene?” asked Squiff.  * Sir

Fatted do Fifzbooters, or the merchant
who keeps the Bunter Arms?”

““Ha, ha, ha!"

“Look here, you Ifellows, I've got
something jolly important to tell you.”

“Well, buck up, then!” said Wharton
impatiently. “Can’t you sce you're
holding the game up, vou fat idiet?”

Bunter paused impressively,

“A new fellow’s arriving this after-
noon!” he said.

There was a snort from the juniors,

“Is that yoeur startling news?” said
Nugent, with a snit, I thought vou
were poing to tell us that the ex-Kaitser
had been lynehed, er something.”

“But this new fellow's coming
- Y“Well, let him ecome!” growled

Johnny Bull. “If he’s anything uynlike
you, Bunter, he'll be made welcome !
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“Ha, ha, ha'"”

“T1 suppose you obtained this
less tithit of infermation by listening at
Quelchy’s keyhole ¥ said Squiff, .

pl’jt:l_f‘-

“Not at all! I happened to be down
at Friardale Station arter dinner, gnd I
saw that a-lot of luggage had ﬂTﬁVEd.
Tons of it—males of 14! I should think
this new kid must be a millionaire, or
something. Anyway, he sent his lupurage
on in advance, and he's coming on by a
later traip.* i s

[ 4 Bt‘:l}:'—]: 1:?

The juniors turned again to the cheas-
table, and took no more heed of William
eorga Bunter,

HEITJ,? Bunter glared at them.

He had some forthor news to impaxt
to them, bit, like the wicked people of
old, they heeded not. The Owl of the

Remove felt decidedly exasperated,

[

l

I say, yvou fellows ke
“Oh, he's at it again!™

groaned Frank

Nugent.

“Look hare e

“Door or window!” asked Bob
Cherry ‘“Choese your own exit!”

“I've got some jolly important news to
tell you——" ¥

Bob Cherry nodded.

“Yes” he said. YA new follow s
coming this afternoon, and he will bo
another horn of plenty iy the way of
loans, until he finds you out. That's
why it's important te you, perpeise, but
we're not a bit inrerested. ™

“Oh, really, Cherry—--"

[ S{_‘ﬂ.t!jj

“But he’s an oxtra-special sort of new
boy, I tcll you!” hooted Billy Bunter.
“He’s the son of an M.P.——"

*“Go hon!”

“ And his pater’s won ihe O.B.E, ——"

Therc was a chorus of groans at once.

“How did you know, Bunter!” asked
Johnny Bull, in his blunt way.

Billy Bunter coughed.

“Ahem!
Quelchy, you know.
name is Pye-Smith

“*What!”

“ Pye-Smith——""

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Billy Bunter ¢lared.

“What's the j0ke?” he demanded.

“You are!” chuckled Bob  Cherry.
“That's all. Good-bye |

Billy Buntfer blinked at the Remavites,

:Thﬂ new fellow’s
L]

“Why, you—you unpatriotic beasts!” |
13

he stuttercd. “ You—you

Words failed him. This miserable lack
of enthusiasm on the part of Harry
Wharton & Co. so astounded the fat

Magnificent
Story of HARRY WHARTON & CO.
AT GREYFRIARS.
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I—I heard the ITead tell old |
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Junior that he could only stand awnd
Lape.

Bob Cheriy looked round.

" Not gone yet?"” ho niquired sweetly.
“We shall have to speed the parting
guest in a minute ! -

“You—you rotter! You might stand
the new fellow o feed when he comes!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“1 can see what the littla
now,” chuckled Sqguiff,

“Sponging  httlo worm !V
Johuny Bull.

““Look here!” said Billy Bunter in-
dignantvy, ““hly idea is to——"

“To Emwml upen us to give you the
cash wherewith to provide a feed in
honour of -Pudding-Smith—-"

“ Pye-Smith!” growled Bunter.

“0Oh, any old thing!” grinned Boh
Cherry. ‘I can see your little dodge,
Bunty, but there’s nothing deing$? -

“Beasts!” howled Billy Buuicr,
“Here’s a new fellow coming to Grey-
friars, and his pater's an M.P., to say
nothing of an 0.B.E, =

“Oh, Beautifully Easy!” chuckled
Frank Nugent.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“And you refuse to give the fellow a
decent welcome ! pursued Billy Bunter
l_IUﬂF- “The least you can do is to geb
11,;“ soe oxtra Eu;kpfiﬁﬂ, and ask him to
ea,

“1f he’s worth a tea, we'll staud him
one,” said Ifarry Wharton.

" But you've geb to prepare the fead,
you know !’ said Billy Bunter eagerly.
*Gimme thé tin, and I'll buy the grub

and cook at——"
rhﬂﬂklﬁ‘d Bﬂb

“Likewise seoff it!”
Cherry.

“And—and there vou are!” concluded
Buuter, almost panting with  his
exertions. |

“Are we?" said Nugent blaudly.

Billy Bunter blinked wrathfully at tho
Removites, '

“Well, you beasts,™ he suid, “‘are you
zoing toi” _

Bob Cheriy rose te his feef.

“Yes, Bunty, I think we are going to,”
ne said,

“0Oh, goad!”
“Are you
Bunty?” |

“Of course!” said Bunter. *“Ii’s up
to you to do the decenf, thing—— Hi!
Wharrer you up to, you rotter? Yaroooh!
Yah! Ow!” =

“T'm going to boot yoeu out !’ chuckled
Bob Cherry, making a start in that diree-
tion. “Lend a boot, you fellows!”

Fatle 18

vrunted

= =

stiie youw'd like us to,

3
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Every Monday.

Harry Wharton and the others cheer-
fully lent a boot.

Billy Bunter sent up a piercing yell of
anguish as six boots clumped upon his
fat person. -He disappeared through the
door of the Common-room like a stone
from a catapult

Biff ! Thud!

“Yaroooooh! Hellup!”

William George Bunter fled wildly.
His voice floated along the age as he
went, and Harry Wharton & Co. grinned
as they turned back into the Common-
Toom,

“The fat toad!” growled Johnny Bull,
an disgust. “ Blow this merchant Pye-
Smith !

““And blow Baunter!” said Frank
Nugent.

And upon that latter point,” at any
rate, the chums of the Remove were
unanimons,

g

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Taking Precautions !

.3 HARTON! Quelchy
W you !”
Dicky Nugent of the

Second poked his head 1n at
the doorway of Study No. 1, delivered
hizs message, and scuttled awav again.

The other members of the Famous Five
rlanced inqmringly at Harry Wharton.

“What have wvou been up to, old
scout?” asked Bob Cherry. -

““™Nothing very glaming, that I know
of. I sn e 1'd better go and see the
Quelch bird.”

Wharton made his way to Mr. Quelch’s
study,

The captain of the Remove was feeling
slightly anmoyed. He had been makinﬁ
arranesements for a scratech erwcket-mate
for the afternoon, and Alr. Quelch’s
summons seem to portend that something
more important than ecricket waz under
Way.

Wharton tapped on the study door,
and entered.

“Ah, Wharton!"” said Mr. Quelcli. as
Harry closed the door. *1 should like
vou to do me a small service.”

wants

“ Anything you like, sir!” said Harry
cheerfully. .
Mr, Quelch drummed with his fingers

upon his desk.

“T am expecting a new boy to arrive
this afternoon,” he said. “He 13 due to
arrive af Friardale by the three-thirty
train. He has never been to school
before, and T thought that you, Wharton,
and a few of your friends in the Remorve,
might like to give him a reception.

“Oh! Ah} Yee-es, gir!” said

Wharton, with a great effort to appear |

enthusiastic,

“Thank wou, Wharton!' said Mr.
Quelch. “The name of the new arrival
is Pve-Smith, and he will, in all prob-
ability, be allotted te the Remove Form.
I shall esteem it a favour, Wharton, if
vou and vour friends will escort him to
the school,”

“You may rely on us, =sir,” gaid
Whaeton, with a cheerfulness he was far
from feeling.

“That 13 very good of vou, Wharton,”
said Mr. Quelch kindly.

Harry Wharton left the Form-master’s
study with a clouded brosw.

The other members of the Famous Five
et him in the passage.

They grested their chum anxiously,

“Gated?” asked Bob Cherry.

-1 Nﬂ'.”

“Licked?" inquired Nugent.

“No.”

““Had a leeture?”’ sugyested Johnny
Bull.

“Nﬂ.”

“Then what the merrr dickens are

1

1

1 lﬂ&}**
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you mooching about with a face like a
boot for?” demanded Bob Cherry,

Harry Wharton grunted.

“Cricket's off I he eaid briefly.

“Oh crumbs!”

The faces of the others lengihened at
once,

“Wherefore this thusnesz?" asked Bob
Cherry. -

“Quelchy wants us to go along and
meet this fellow Pye-Smith this after
noon !’ said Wharton. **He %rrives at
Friardale at three-thirty, and he’s never
been to school before. Quelehy wants us
to take him to our besoms. Sa we've ot
to go and meet him. and show him the
ropes !

“ My hat 1"

“Faney  wasting onr  afternoon
chaperoning a precious idiot with a name
like nothing on earth. and a cheap
O.B.E. for a pater!”  snorted Nugent.
“Where's Quielchy’s sense?”

Harry Wharton smiled ruefully.

“Can't be helped!” he said. *Dve
promised Quelchy, and 1 can’t go back on

Three-halfpence. 3

Wharton Select Set will stand the chanca
of a game!"” gneered Skinner,

“Yes, rather!”

Harry Wharton handed over the cap-
taincy of the scratch team to Bquiff, and
the ¥Famous Five proceeded out of tha
rates.

A fat fiyure came rolline up to them.

“1 sav, you fellows g

The Famous Five glared at the Owl
of the Remeve.

* About that fecd

“Vamoose ! growled Johnny Bull.

“Oh, really, you know! It’s up to you
to bring the new fellow in to tea!” said
Bunter. “He'll be famished after his
long railway journer. What are you
going to do about #t, Wharten?”

At that moment Harry Wharton
spotted Pefer Todd crossing the -Closa.
I’eter was crocked for ericket thas after-
noon, as the resnlt of a sprained ankle.
He limped up to the Famous Five as
Harry Wharton sangz out to him.

“Will you do us a favour, Toddy?"
asked Wharton.

“Anv old thing!” said Peter Todd.
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“ Viscount Alonzo, come forth !’ said Bob Cherry.

Smith—the Viscount Alonzo Todd !’ Reginald was simply bubbling over with
admiration as he shook hands with the astonished Alonzo. (See Chapter 6.)

o S—

* Reginald Aubrey Pye-

-

it now. Bestdes, this fellow Pyve-8mith
may turn out to be one of the best.”

“On the other hand, he may not!”
grunted Johnny Bull, “A new kid is
usnally a snare and a delusion !

“Well, it's onlv a scratch match this’

afternoon,” sard Wharton., “We'll give
some of the other fellows a chance to
You fellows will came along te the
station with me, I suppose?” :

“]1 suppose so!” growled Bob Cherry.
Bk Bﬁt"’__'"

“Bat it’s rotten
emphatically.

“The rottenfulness 1s terrific!” said
Hurree Singh. - “ We shall miss the bliss-
fulness of the esteemed cricketful game !”

“All for the sake of a new kid!”
grunted Bob Cherry. “1 seldom resort
to strong langunage, but I=really feel like
saying * Bother!' ™

“Ha, ha, ha!”

The news that the Famous Five were
cutting cricket that afternoon in order

132

said Frank Nugent

to meet the new bov came as a pleasant’

surprise to many members of the Remore,
“Perhaps somebody outside  the

{ zrunted.

“This fat fraud wants to et tea reads
for os.”

“Oh, really !” expostulated Bunter.

“And T thank we'll lot him.”

“Goed !” smurmnred Billy Bunter, hia

little round eyes fairly gleaming behind
-his s |

pectacles,

*But we'd like you to keep a brotherly
eve on ham, Toddy, and see that he
doesn’t zcoff all the grab before we geg
back.”

Peter Todd zrinned,

* With the greatest of agony !"" he satl

I'H fix Bunter all right 1™

Billy Bunter glared at Peter Todd., and
then blinked at Harry Wharton,
“Look here, Wharton——"

“Dry up!” snapped Wharton. “ What"a
the state of the excheguer, you fellows?
Uve oot five bob.”

Beb Cherry turned out hiz pockets, and

“Waistcoat button, one, for the 1:
of, as they say in the Army!” he said.
“T've got a tanner!” said Johnry Pall
“Twao bob, here,” said Nugent.
Taz Magyrr Lisrary.—No. 551,
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_“What about vou, Toddy?"

“Broke to the wide!” =aid Peter.

The Removites looked hopefully at
tTurree Jamset Ram Singh, Inky was
genecrally in funds, and the present occa-
¢ion proved to be no exception.

“1 shall be most happy to contribute
fie quidful Bradbury, my esteemed
chums,” he said,

“0h, good!”

The pound note was duly handed over.

“We can get gquite a ripping spread
with this litile lot,” said Wharton, with
vatisfaction,

Billy Bunter extended a fat hand.

** Gimme the cash!” he said eagerly.

Wharton ignored the fat junior, and
handed the money to Peter Todd.

“Look here——" spluttered Duilly
Bunter,

“You can do the eooking, Bunter,”
gaid Ilarry Wharton, * And if you make
# good job of it we’ll let you stay to tea.
I'hat's a fair bargain.”

“I—I won't!” howled Bunter, “1
rant the money !”

‘ A1l serene,” said Peler Todd cheer-
fully. “Farewell, porpoise! Tll get
young* Wun-Lung to cook the stuff for
nIE'T‘l‘

And he limped away.

Billy Bunter scuttled off 1 Peter's
nalke, ,
“Hi! Wait for me, Toddy, you

heast 1 he exclaimed.

“Your last chanee, barrel,” he said.
**Are you coming?

“Yes,” mumbled Dunter.

“Then put a jetk on!” said Peter
briskly.

And he walked away in the direction
of the tuckshop, Billy Bunter rolling
along beside him.

The Famous Five, having made due-

preparations for entertaining the stranger
within the gates, tramped off to the
tation to meet the stranger himself,

THE THIRD CHAPTER.

Something New in New Boys !

s ISTER ANNE, do you see any-
S thing coming?”’ asked Bob
Cherry. . _
A puff of smoke in the distance
heralded the arrival of the train.

The Fameus Five left the chocolate-
machine on Friardale platform, and

watched the train as it came in sight
round the bend.

“Now for his giddy Highness
Reginald Pudding-Smith ! said Nugent.
“Wonder what the begpar’s like?”

The train rumbled to a halt.

Harry Wharton & Co. regarded the
ecpening carriage doors curiously. They
were on the look-out for a schoolboy in
" Etons.

“Can’t see the chap!” murmured Bob
Chersy. “But——  Oh, my sainted
sunt! Look what's arriven!” '

The Removites glanced in the direction
indicated. ' |

As they gazed their eyes and mouths
opened in astonishment.

“Mum-mum-my  hat!”
[Tarry Wharton.

“What on earth is it?"’ gasped Nugent.

The chums of the Remove were simply
Aabbergasted at what they saw.

A youth descended from the train, and

ejaculated

he stood on the platform regarding the |

station and the people with an air of
languid curiosity.

He was a curious youth.
the Greyfriars juniors he
puriosity altogether.,

He was the average height of a lad of
fiftecen years, but his face had an older

‘ook. "
THE MacxeT Lisrary. No. 591,

In fact, to
reemed . &

The new arrival wore a glossy top-hat
which scintillated in the sunlight.

This beautiful topper was set back upon
its owner’s head so that it displayed to
advantage a remarkable curly and ex-
quisitely arranged head of hair. More-
over, the hat was perched sideways at an
angle of about thirty degrees, and this
gave the weaver a very jaunty appear-
ance,

This remarkable new boy was attired,
not in Etons, but in a fashionable suit of
blue serge, with a pattern of dazziing
white stripes.

The trousers were beautifully creased ;
the waistcoat was low cut, so that an
ample front of fancy shirt was displayed ;
and the jacket was waisted, so that it
fitted its wearer's form tightly,

From the breast-pocket peeped a gaudy
vellow silk handkerchief with em-
broidered edges. And in the buttonhole
was a beautiful red rose.

As if this were not enough, the new
boy sported a pair of dainty white spats

- over his shining patent-leather boots,

His hands were gloved in yellow
chamuis, and he carried a silver-knobbed
cane,

His collar was a soft one, and made of
the same material as his shirt.

He was of the knuts knutty. He was
no less elegant in appearance than the
celebrated Arthur Augustus D’Arcy of
st Jim’s,

Harry Wharton & Co. blinked at him,

““Ye gods!” murmured Frank Nugent.

“Is—1s it real?” gasped Johnnv Bull.

“D-d-do I sleep—d-d-do 1 dream—do 1
wonder  and  doubt?” gurgled Bob
Cherry. ''Is things really as they seem,
ar 1s visions about 7

‘““Ha, *ha, hal”

The top-hatted and spatted individual
blinked at the Greyfriars fellows as that
peal of laughter rang out.

As no other person emerged {rom the
train who could in all possibility be a
schoolboy. the chums of the Remove sur-
mised—correctly, as it happened—that

this stylish young knut was no less a

person than Reginald
Smith, the new Removite.
- ““He’s seen us,” said Johnny Bull, *“I
—I wonder——"

“Tt must be the chap,” =aid Wharton.

“But—-"

“What a fearfully swanky merchant!”
sald Frank Nugent.

“The swankfulness of the immaculate
and ludicrous stranger is terrific!” mur-
mured Hurree Sin-gi.

At that moment the amazing new boy
extracted a cigarette from a silver case
and lit up.

Harry Wharton frowned.

“ Another disciple of Aubrey Angel,”
he said.

The Famous Five stepped up to where
the stylishly-dreesed youth was smoking
and lazily swging his silver-knobbed
cane 1n the air. |

The new boy removed his -::i;‘;,arette,
and regarded the juniors quizzically from
his light-blue orbs.

_ I-fa.w_'l" he remarked, by way of greet-
ing.
Harry Wharton coughed.

“ Excuse me,” he said,
for Greyfriars?

The knut nodded.
 “Yaas, T am undah that impwession,
old bean!” he remarked languidly.

Bob Cherry seemed to experience a
good deal of difficulty in keeping his face
straight.

““ Ahem !” said Wharton,

Aubrey Pye-

“Your name

-is Pye-Smith, I take it7”

“Yaas, Your pwesumption is quite
cowwect, old ton!” drawled the other,
taking a further pull at the cigarette.

Harry Wharton & Co. stared at
Reginald Pye-Smith. The idea of his

“ otioning

“Are—are you |

NOW ON
SALE.

coming to Greyiriars in that awful attive
simply staggered them for a moment,

“We—we are from Greyvfriars,” stul--
tered Wharton, “We—we came along
to meet you, at our Form-master’s
reqijest, to — to welcome you to the
Remove.”

Reginald Aubrey Pye-Smith grinned.

“Haw!” he remarked. ‘‘Thanks,
awfully, old bean! Much obliged, don’t-
cherknow, Doocid sportin’ of you, I'm
suah! To tell you the twuth, deah boys,
I was just wondewin’ how the mewwy
dickens I was to get to the confounded
college, ¥'know, - Such a feahfully borin’
journey from town, by jingo! Beastly
faggin'—you wouldn't believe it! Hawl
Jolly thoughtful of you fellabs to come
an' meet me, begad! And who, may 1
pwesume to ask, have 1 the—haw!—
plcasuah of addwessin’ 1"

JTarry Wharton & Co. regarded
Rtﬁginﬂfd Aubrey Pye-Smith imm growing
amazenent,

The captain of the Remove awoke
from a day-dream with a start. He looked
hard at Pye-Smith.

“T'm Wharton, the captain of the
Remove Form. I understand you are
booked for the Remove?”’

“Weally, you know, I couldn’t tell
vou!” drawled Pye-Smith. *“ But how
the mewwy dickens are you, Horton, old
bean 7

He extended a delicately-gloved hand,
which Harry Wharton toek rather gin-
gerly, He gave it a shake, and droppesd
it with a cough. <

“Chahmed, I'm suah!” grinned Pye-

Smith. ** And are these boundahs your
fwiends, Horton? Intwoduce them,
IJWHFI”

Harry Wharton laughed. His impres-
sion of Reginald Aubrey Pye Smith was
not a favourable one, but the novel ways
of the new boy amused him.

“This is Frank Nugent,” he gaid,
Frank forward. “'This 1
And this is Bob Cherry.”™

Johnny Bull.
Bob winked slyly at his chums,
“How-de-do, Weginald?” he lisped, in

a faithful imitation of Pye-Smith’s aristo-

cratic accent. * Pleasuah, I assuah you!™?

And he gave the gloved hand of Regi-
nald Aubrey Pye-Smith such a wrenen
that Reginald staggered back with a
gasp.

“Yoooop!" he ejaculated.
Jewwy, you beastly wuff boundah—
“Chewwy {” corrected Bob, grinning.
“Well, Chewwy, then!” moaned Pye-
Smith. “Bai Jingo, that hurt, Jewwy—

Weginald, don’tcherknow !

“Did it really?”” grinned Bob Cherry.

“Ow! The dickens it did!” mumbled
Reginald.

“Oh, bai Jove!” bleated Bob Cherry
penitently. * I'm awfully, beastly sowwy,
Weginald, don'tcherknow!”

s Hﬂ-, 11&.‘ hﬂ-!”

The other members of the Famous
Five rcared.. Bob Cherry’s humorous
imitation of Reginald’s aristocratic lisp
struck them as being extremely funny.

Reginald Pye-Smith blinked indig-
nantly at Bob Cherry. .

“1 believe you did that on purpose,
Chewwy, vou boundah !” Sl

Harry Wharton laughed.

“Cheer up, Pye-Smith !” he said. *‘Let
me introduce you to Hurree Jamset Ram
Singh, the Nabob of Bhanipur.”

Reginald Pye-Smith stared at Inky.

“Nun-Nun-Nabob!?” he murmured.

“Yes,” grinned Wharton. * An Indian
prince, you know.”

Pye-Smith’s aristocratic face became
wieathed in smiles, and he sprang for-
ward and clasped the grinning nabob’e
dusky hand with brotherly affection.

“Haw! Bai Jupitah!” exclaimed Pye-
Smith. **This is a vewy gweat pleasuah,
I assuah youl” : -

4 Gwnng]} !




Every Monday.

Hurree Singh chuekled asz he shook
Reginald’s slim hand.

“The delightfulness of beingx introduce-
fully acquainted with the esteemed and

ludicrous Pye-Smith 1s truly terrific!” |

Per- |

purred the nabob.

Pye-Smith’s eves opened wide.
haps it was Inky’s weird and wonderful
English which surprised him most of all.

“Bai Jove!” exclaimed Reginald at|
last, regarding Inky with awe and de-{

light. **You are not weally an Indian
nabob, are yon—er—Currv—Jam——"

“Hurree Jamset Ram Singh!"” mur-
mured Inky.

“Haw! FEr—yes said Reginald.
““Bat Jingo, my deah nabob! A weal,
live nabob—what 7

“The nabobfulness of mv unworthy
self in my own esteemed and honoured
country 1s terrific ! grinned Inky.

Regmald Pye-Smith fairly beamed.

“How beastly wippin’!” he said en-
thusiastically. **1 may now numbah

Jhki
4

vou, my deah nabeb, among the distin-

guished cirele of my acquaintances in the
Woyalty an’ nobility, bai Jove! Haw!
I weally had no idea there were weally
such—haw !—distinguished personages at
Gweyfwiahs!”

The Removites chuckled.

*Deah me!” said Pye-Smith, still re-
garding Hurree Singh in deep admira-
tion. *“ I shall weally have to w'ite tn
my patah, don’tcherknow, an’ tell him
what a doocid select set of fellahs therc
are at Gwevfiwiahs, to be suah!”

Bob Cherry chuekled. 2

“0Oh, Huwwee Singh iz only one of
them, 1 assual you!" he bleated.
“IFwinstance, 1 am highly connected
mysclf,”

Reginald Auvbrey Pre-Smith
beamed. ;

“Weally!"” he said. “So am 11"

“Yaas,” said Bob Cherry, winkirg at
his chums. “ My gweat-unele—Sir Stonay
Chewwy—was Pwime Ministah of Ice-
land some yeahs ago!”

-~ * Bai Jove!” ejaculated Pye-Smith.

“Yaas,” continued Bob cheerfull;,
pulling ‘the susceptible leg of the new
boy. “When the beastly wah bwoke
out, don'tcherknow, they sent him as
Bwitish Ambassadah to Timbuctoo!”

‘““Ha, ha, ha!"

The chums of the Remove chuckled.

“You don't say s0!"” exclaimed Regi-
nald.

“Haw!
solemnly.

“My deah old beans'' said the new
boy, “I ehall weally have to w'ite to

fairly

my patah, dﬂﬂ‘tch{isr'knnw, and tell him |
what a weally wippin’ school Gwerfwiahs |

is! Quite ont of the wun of othah
schools, bai Jove!"

Bob Cherry took Reginald's
affectionately.

“Come along, Reginald—may T call
yvou Reginald?” he asked sweetly.

“Gwooogh! Ah! Yes!” gas Regi-
nald. Bob Cherry was whirling him
along at a very undignified pace indeed.

“There's a eab ' -waiting outside,
Weggie!” said Bob Cherry. *“This way,
deal¥ old fellah!”

Harry Wharton, Johnny Bull, Frank
Nugent,
grinning broadly.

The way the humorous Bob was pull-
ing the leg of the gullible Pye-Smith
struck them as being really rich. They
reflected that if Beb wére allowed his
head, so to speak, there would be some
extremely humorous developments that
afternoon.

“Portah '™ bawled Bob Cherry, when
they had passed the astonished ticket-

arm

collector and emerged into the station- | top of the cab, and, fallmg right on top

yard. “ Portah!
“Yessir!”
The old station hack was accordingly

Call a cabt”

L]

But I do!” said Bob Cherry

and Hurree Singh {followed,
{ bmith, making a frantic grab at
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summonecd from the liorse-trough in the
High Street of Friardale, and Bob Cherry
bundled Reginald neck and crop into the
ancient vehicle,

Whilst Reggie, wery much fuvstered
with his rough handling, and gasping for
bréath, was sorting himsclf out on the
seat, and setting his tie straight, Bob
Cherry turned and winked at his grinning
chums,

“Not a word!” he chuckled. “Tve

this afternoon.
Wight awav,

with it
auick !

s0lle sport
Tumble pﬂin,
dwivah !"
And, Recginald's innumerable boxes
and trunks having been secured upon
{ the roof and the dickey of the cab. the
cabby whipped up his prehistoric: horse,

and rattled along the High Street and
into  the lare lcading ireviriars
School.

As Frank Nugent whisperingly ron-
fided to Harry Wharton, whilst Bab
Cherry was busily engaged in “telling
the tale "' to Reggie, there were high old
times 1n store!

T

THE - FOURTH CHAPTER.
Bob Cherry Has Some Fun !
Gosling, the school porter
of Greyfriars, gazed
of the window of his little lodge beside
the school gates.

} HM Y heve!"
| amazed and bleary eves out
The station hack had just rattled up the

and several Greyfriars juniors were
{ alighting.  Gosling recoguised Harry
Wharton: & Co. of the Remove. But the

ites struck the worthy (Gosling as some-
| what queer.

“My heye!" ejaculated Gosling.

He rolled towards the door of hLis
lodge, and gazed without.

The sight of a schoolboy in tight-fitting
lounge-suit, “splash-me " bow, pajent
boots, and white spats greeted the amazed
t'and startled eyes of Gosling.
Gosling surveyed Reginald

Pye-Smith, and rubbed his eves.
t  “My heye!” said Gosling agaiu, like
one in a dream.

A lurking doubt obsessed his dazed
brain that this was an apparition conse-

Aubrey

i

of the gin-bottle and upen a too serupn-
lous economy with water to accompany
the aforesaid beverage.

Goslmg was astounded.

Bob Cherry, having placed the gullible

| Reggie in the care of the Nabob of
' Bhanipur, climbed upon the dickev of the
{ cab, and proceeded to unload Pye-Smith's
| lnggage.
' Bob Cherry lugged up a large suit-case,
{ and held it poised in the air for a
{ moment.
{ Whether by accident or design, that
| suit-case came whirling down all of a
sudden, and smote the shiny topper of
1 Reginald amidships, and seut it spinning
in the air. | |

“Yawooogh!” roared Reginald Pye-

L=

whirling topper. . .
“Ha, ha, ha!"" yelled the Grevfriars
fellows, guite a crowd of whora had by

now crowded round the gates to stare at
Regmald and wonder. -
{ “Look out!” welled Bob Cherry,
“They're coming ! I—I can’t stop 'em (™
A hatbox came hurtling down from the

| of Reginald’s tonper,
concerting.
Scrunch

crushed it like &

captured the giddy fish, and we'll have

and the station hack of Friardale rumbled

with |

drive and come to a staudstill outside, |

individual who accompanied the Reraov-

guent upon an overdose of the contonts |

| youahseli ! chimed in Reginald,

N

Three-halfpence. 5

“Ha, ha, ha'" yelied Huarry Wharlon
& o,

Reginald Aubrey Pre-Siith stopped
short, and blinked down in horror an:
| consternation at the remains of his once
lovely topper.

“Oh, ewumbs!"” he gasped.
Jupitah! That's done 1t'"

. It had done it. In fact. it had deva
1t !

Reggie picked up his topper and gazed
at 1t dolefully. That topper, alas! as
topper, was no more. As a flower-pot i3
-might have come in wsefn!, but as an
article of headgear it was utterly impos
sible. *

“Oh deah!” groaned Reginald Pye.
Smith, blinking up at Bob Cherry, wha
wus perched upon ihe dickey of the cab.

“By

“How weally vewy clumsy of vou,
5 W’ﬂ_bert A
“Wobert " looked down from tha

dickey with such an elaborate expression
of penitence and sorrow upon his rugged
features that it sent the crowd simply
info hysterics.

“Pway accept my sincerest wegwety
and apologies, my deah Weginald!” he
bleated. *“Weally, I'm shuah it hap-
pened so suddenly! The—the beastlr
things slipped fwora my hands, vou
know !

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Regmald Aubrey Pye-Smith blinked
round upon the hilarious crowd. :

“Bai Jingo!" he said, addressing
Harry Wharton. * What are those wusa
fellahs laughing at—eh, Horton®"

“Oh Ha, ha!" gurgled Harry
Wharton. * They—they're laughing at
'Fnh:a stupidity, yon know! Ha,

1a "

““Ha, La, ha!" roared the crowd.

Reginald PyeSmith waved his siliar
knobbed cane in the air. and addreszs:
{ the crowd.

i “"Pway do not laugh at mv fwie:
 Chewwy, my deah fellahs!” he chirpei
“1 am shuah it was, not poor Woberi s

by

fault. Wobert, my deah old bear. ¥
forgive you!” | :
“Oh, thanks awfully, Weginald:™

lisped Bob Cherry.

“*Ha, ha, ha!”

Bob climbed down from the dicker.

“Portah!"" he calied.

Gosling stared at Bob. |

‘"Portah!” repeated Bob Cherry,

“My heye!™ pgasped the amared
Gozline,

"1 suy, portah!" bawled Bob Cherry.

“ Ha, ha, ha!”

Gosling remained like one in a drear.
} All these strange happenings confused
| him, and it reguired some time for him

to think. |

“Deah me!” said Reginald Pye Smiih,
 peering quizzically at Gosling, * What
' evah is the mattah with the man? I sav,
 portah, deah boy!”
He gave (esling a jab in the solar
{ plexus with his cane, This woke Gossy

from his day-dream with a start.
“Portah!” roared Bob Cherry.
Gosling seemed to choke something
- back in his throat. |

“T-torkm' to me?” he gurgled.

““Yaas,” replied Bob Cherry cheerfully.
“1 say, portah, will you have the good-
ness to have these—er—bags of myv
fwiend Pye-Smith taken up to the
Wemove dormitory?"

“My heye!™ gasped Gosling.

“*And, tah, heah’s sixpence

|

Aor
.

ing a small silver coin in the hordy palm
of the outraged porter,

CGosling gasped again.

“Ha, ha, ha!” yelled the crowd.
- “*Shall 1T pay the cab-dwivah, Horton *"
{ mquired Reginald Pye-Smith,
| THr Maaset LigRary.
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“T—I've paid him!” gasped Harry.

“(Good!” said Bob Cherry heartily.
*'Then let us entah the august bounds of
Liweyfwighs, Weginald, deah boy!”

He linked arms with Pye-Smith, and
tore him away. The crowd made room
‘or them to pass. Harry Wharton and
the others, choking with laughter,
followed up behind.

The boys of Greyfriars stared at
Revinald Pye-Smith and his strange
*got-up.” _

* My only summer bonnet!" ejaculated
Bulstrode, as he caught sight of the out-
rageous suit and the white spats. ** What
ever is 16?7 N

“Faith, an' it's an appyrition,
toirely ! gasped Micky Desmond,

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“ Another guy ! yelled Dicky Nugent
of the Second, who, with a crowd of his
fellow young rascals, had turned up in
force to see the fun.

“Yah!” hooted Tubbs.
and drop!”

““Ha, ha, ha!”

Temple, Dabney & C'c. happened to be
strolling off the ecricket-field as Bob
(Cherry and Reginald Aubrey Pye-Smith
strolled nto view. o

(lecil Reginald Temple, the shinmg
light of the Upper Fourth at Greylnars,
stopped short in amazement.

“Oh, my hat!’ gasped Temple.
“ L-look at that, you chaps!”

“ Just look at it!” murmured Fry.

en-

“Gaze at 1it—

They looked at it, and they gaped.

“Wh-what is it?” muttered Temple
dazedly. o L

Tt looks like a blinking tailor’s

dummy !” remarked Fry.

‘““Oh, absolutely!” said Dabney.

Temple, Dabney & Co. blinked.

(Cecil Reginald Temple was looked upon
as a bit of a “knut” at Greyirars.
Indeed, Temple of the Upper Fourth was
rather proud of his aristocratie mien.

But this strange apparition now floating
gcross the old quadrangle of Greyfriars
was something entirely new to Temple.
He blinked at Reginald Aubrey Pye-
Smith in utter bewilderment as that
cheerful youth came up in company with
Bob Cherry.

‘ Hallo, hallo, hallo!” said Bob Cherry
breezily, catching sight of Cecil Reginald
Temple., *“Here’s Lord Ceetl!™

Reginald Aubrey Pye-Smith blinked
at Temple. Temple blinked at him.

“What did you say, Wobert?”
aquired Reggie.

“That fellah,” said Bob Cherry
solemnly, *is Lord Cecil Reginald
Temple, Bart. He belongs to the Uppah
Fourth !” .

Reginald Pye-Smith beamed at the
amazed Temple, |

“Haw!"” he chirruped. “How do,
vouah lordship? An unexpected pleasuah
——what? I hope I see you well, youah
lordship!”

“Oh!"” gasped Temple of the Upper
Fourth blankly. :

Reggie grasped his hand, which Temple
mechanically allowed to be effusively
thook. .

“Bai the Lord Harry!”™ chirped the
cheerful Reggie. ‘I am so doocid glad
to malte youah _acc&uain-tance} don’tcher-
know, Lord Ceal!’

“Mum-my hat!” stuttered Temple,

““Ha, ha, ha!” yelled the crowd.

Bob Cherry, lest the effect should be
spoilt, grasped Reggie’s arm. .

“Come along, Weggie!” he said. *“ We
shall be late for tea!” _

“Vewy well, Wobert!” said Pye-
Smith, “Haw! I shall look forward to
seeing youah lordship latah—what?”

And, bowing gracefully to the
astounded  Cecil Temple, Reginald
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Aubrey

Aubrey Pye-Smith strolled away, beam-
ing with smiles, with the grinning Bob
Cherry.

““Ha, ha, ha!” shrieked the crowd. -

Femple, Dabney & Co. stared after the
retreating form of Reginald Aubrey Pye-
Smith. Fry and Dabney were grinning,
but Temple was aslonished and be-
wildered.

“The—the cheeky little monkey
gasped Temple at last. * The—the
burbling ass! Dud-does he think he's
having a game with me?”

“Ha, ha, ha!” yelled the Greyfriars
fellows.

Temple made a threatening movement
in the direction of the retreating Pye-
Smith, but Fry detained him,

““Leave the poor beggar alone, old
man!” he said, ‘‘He can’t help it, you
kriow " -

Temple gave a snort of disgust, and
suffered himself to be led away by his
faithful henchmen to the tuckshop.

““Ha, ha, ha!” howled Dicky Nugent,
ae his major came up with Johuny Bnll
“Say, Franky, what's that guy of a
merchant you've dug up! Surely he
isn’t coming here?”’

e

“He 18!” grimned Frank Nugent,
“Oh  crumbs!”  ejaculated Dicky
Nugent. * Say, kids, what’s this school

coming to?”

““Ha, ba, ha |

Bob Cherry bore his cheerful idiot of a
ward up the eteps of the School House,
and into the Hall

“You'll have to see Quelchy,” he said.

Reggie blinked inquiringly at DBob,

“Who—who's he?” he asked,

“Oh, he's our Form-master, you
know ! said Bob carelessly. * You'd
better go to see-him before having tea.”

“ Form-mastah — eh?” said Reginald
Pye-Smith, with a chuackle,
“Weally, I've nevah met one of those
¢weatuaha before. I've always had a
pwivate tutah, you know !I'”

“Weally !” grinned Bob,

“Yaas,” said Reggie. * But I suppose
tutagr and mastah amount pwacticaﬁ}; to
the same thing—what 7"’

“Pwactically !” aaid Bob Cherry.

Reginald P{*E—Smith chuckled.

“Haw! I'll soon polish the boundah
off, then!” he said. ‘““Show me wheah
he 1s, an’ I'll be with you again 1 two
ticks, bair Jupitah !”

“ B-but——"" said Bob Cherry.

“I know how to tweat those tutah
people !” said Reginald airily. " They
want dealin” with with a firm hand, don’t-
cherknow! Once you let 'em get the
uppah hand of -you, you're done for,
but——"

“But Quelchy’s an awful old bird!”
gasped Bob Cherry.

“Wot!” said Pye-Smith. “He’s only
a beastly paid servant, bai Jove! Show
me to his woom, my deah Wobert !”

“Qh, my hat!” gurgled Bob Cherry.
“This way. Wegmald!”

And he led Reginald Pye-Smith up-
stairs.

Harry Wharton tapped him on the
arm as they stood at the end of the
passage, in which the Remove-master’s
study was situated.

“I say, Pye-Smith,” said Harry quietly,
“vou’d better not start any monkey-
tricks with Mr. Quelch, you know., He's
striet !’ - .

Pye-Smith gave a haughty laugh.

“Haw ! I know these mastah fellahs!”™
he remarked. “They are beastly in-
fewior - fellahs.  Bally commoners, bai
Jove! They’re no class, you know !”

The Removites stared.

EL
L

“T'll see the deuced mastah, yon
chaps!” gald Reginald, “ Which is his
,l'vmm?iﬂ .

“There you are, Weggic!” said Bob

- Cherry,

NOW
e

And Pye-Smith walked towards the
Remove-master’s study door,

Harry Wharton & Co. surveyed each
other as Reggie went.

“The—the burbling ass!” said llarry
Wharton, “If he starts any of his
superior tricks on Quelchy therc'll be
ructions !’

“Not half 1" said Jqhnny Bull. * But
let the fool rip, Harry. There'd be a
row over his giddy clobber, anyway ¥

“Serves him night!” said Frank
Nugent. “Let him mip!” .

And the chums of the Remove warned
Reggie no more, but “let him np.”

They chuckled gilently as he tapped
at the door of Mr, Quelch’s study.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER,
A Surprise for Weggie !

e OME in!” said Mr. Quelch.
Reginald Aubrey Pye-Suiith
opened the study door and

satled 1n,

Mr. Quelch, the master of the Remaove
Form at Greviriars, stared in astonisa-
ment at Reginald.

“Dear me !’ murmured Mr. Quelch.

Reggie's loud suit of serge and etripes
dazzled his eyes for the moment, as also
did the shirt-pattern, the ‘““eplash me ™
bow, and whife spats of the new-comer.

Mr. Quelch started violently. He coulid
hardly believe his eyes,

“Haw !” remarked Reginald Pye-
Smith, by way of a beginning.

Mr. Quelch shot bolt upright.

“Wh-who are you?” he murmured
dazedly.

Reginald Aubrey etuck his hands lazily
into his trousers-pockets and gave a
langnid emff,

“I am Weginald Aubwey Pye-Smiih,
the new pupil!l” he said haughtily,

Mzr. Quelrﬁl gasped.

“Pye-Smith!” he muttered.
vou're the new boy?”

“You are cowwect | replied Rezgie in-
solently.

Mr. Quelchi’s brow became black, and
his lips tightened.

“Boy!” he thundered.

“Y ou—

“When you

address me, kindly address 1me as
Ysir’ |V
“Oh, bhait Jupitah!” ejaculated
Reginald.

*And take your hands ocut of your
pockets, Pye-Smith !” said Mr, Quelch,
1 concentrated accents,

“Ehi"

“Take wyour hands out of
pockets ! thundered Mr, Quelch,
Reginald gave a jump, and did :o.

Mr, Quelch’s Eteefjr eyves glinted ae he
surveyed - Reginald Aubrey Pye-Smith.

“*Now, Pye-Smith,” said Mr. Quelch
icily, “what do you mean by entering
my presence—by appearing at this schocl
—in that—that .ridiculous attire?”

Reginald Aubrey stared.

“Widiculous attiah?” he
“What d'you mean?”

Mr, Quelch’s eyes glinted,

“T said ridiculous attire, Pye-Smith !”
he said, *““And I repeat, Pye-Smith,
how dare you!”

“Took heah, my man—

Mr. Quelch nearly jumped clean cub
of his chair,

““Wha-a-at !” he gasped.

“Look heah, my man!” said Reginald
Aubrey Pye-Smith disdainfully. “1 sup-
pase that, in view of the fact that I pay
my own ilailah’s bills, I am entitled to
weah what I like—what?" -

“Oh!” said Mr. Quelch. i ]

“I wegard it as distinctly out of place
for a mastah to cwiticise his lllaupilﬁ’
clobbah, bai Jove!” said Pye-Smith,

Mr. Quelch gasped at Reginald. He
had begun to wonder, at first, whether-
this was a dream, or harsh reality.

“Boy 1" rumbled Mr. Quelch, and his

y Gur

echoed.
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voice was like unto that of approaching
thunder. " Are you mad?”

Regimald Aubrey stared at the Remove-
Iaster, :

“Mad?"” he echord. * Wathah not,
bay Jingo !”

“Then -you are an audacious idiof,
sir!” ghouted Mr. Quelch

““Weally, my deah sir

“Don't argue with me, boy!” lhooted

"

Mr, Quelch, now justly enraged. “ How

dare you, Pye-Smith, enter this room in
that ridiculous attire, and then attempt
to browbeat me 1n that i1mpertinent
manner ["

G T—1 "

“ Have you taken leave of your senses,
boy?"”

Reginald Aubrey Pye-Smith stared
aghast at the incensed Remove-master.
This storm was not quite what he had
expected. It was a new experience for

him to be thus spoken to by a *

COITITiI O]
mastah fellah.”

“Your impertinence is unprecedesnted,
Pye-Smith!” grated Mr. Quelch, “1
have never heard of a parallel. in all my
days! 1 have a good mind to administer
severe chastisement !” '

. %0Ow!  Begad!” gasped Pye-Smith.
: ‘-‘_;Pwa,};: calm yourself, my deah, good
ELr .

“Wha-a-at?" stuttered Mr. Quelch.
L% Don’t get excited, 1 implore you!”
said Reginald Aubrey, quite oblivious of
the lurking flame that was burning in the
eye of Mr. Quelch. *“I assuah you, Mr.
Welch, that I had no intention to appeah
- insolent, bai Jingo! Weally, youah dis-
play of angah shows a most unweason-
able sprwit——" i

“Oh!” eatd Mr. Quelch.

‘“And, my deah sir,” went onn Pye-
Smith, 1 object to being called names,
and 1f you persist, I shall wite to my
patah about it, don’tcherknow. He 1s an
M.P., and mixes with those in high
authowity, bai Jove! I positively object
to 'bein” bullied, Mr. Welch! Pleasze
undahstand that!"”

7 Mr. Queleh rose from his geat.

There was a peculiar expression upon
his face, which anybody-but a crass idiot
like Pye-Smith would have interpreted
as a danger-sign.

Setting his teeth, Mr. Quelch reached
across his desk and grasped a stout
cane,

Reginald Aubrey’s eves opened wide as
Lie saw this latter exploit on the part of
Mr. Quelch,

It was some moments before Mer.
Quelch spoke, but when he did speak,
there were storm-signals on his brow.

" “Pf'e-SmEt-ll — boy!”" -grated Mnr.
Queleh. ““You are an insolent scoundrel,
'I|- X ' =y

g1r |

6t WEEHF____H

“ An insolent scoundrel, sir!" hissed
Mr. Quelch 1in concentrated accents.
“Your impertinence is abominable, Pye-
Smith! In all my career I have never
met a more depraved and foolish young
wretch than you, e

sir !
“0Oh; bar Jupital !”
Smith.

He was floored.

Mr. Quelch grasped his cane,

“ Pye-Smith.,” he said, fixing Reggie
with lhis gimlet eyes, it is not my usual
custom to administer punishment to a
pupil upon lis first dav at the school,
however aggravating his conduet; but
vou, sir, have exceeded the limits of my
endurance.  You have been guilty of
base insolence and disrespect, 3115 I jeem
it a much-neceded leason to you that I
should punish you accordingly. Pye-
Smith, I shall cane you. Hold vour
hand out !” ‘

“Oh cwumbs!” exclaimed Pye-Smith,
in alarm, ' “ Look heah——"

n

gaspad  Pye-
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“Hold out vour hand " thundered My,
Quelch.

Reginald Aubrey blinked in dismay at
Mr. Queleh, but Mr. Quelch’s steely look
froze him to the core.

“Hold out your hand, Pye-Smith,”

repeated Mr.  Quelch, quetly  but
ominously.

Reggie ventured his hand forward
timidly,. Mr. Quelch raised tho cane,
took careful amm, and brought it
down——

Swish !

*Yawooogh!” howled Reginald
Aubrey.

“The other hand!" pgrated Mr.
Quelch.

Swish ! - i

“Wow-yow! Yawooozh!"  wailed
poor Reggie, dancing a jig upon the
Remove-master’s carpet.

“ There!” said Mr. Quelch, laymg

down his canc. * The punishment I have
adeninistered is manifestly insuflicient,
Pyve-Smith, but as vou are new to this
school, I trust that it will be a severe
lesson to you, and that, in future, von

;

-]

Three-halfpence.
THE SIXTH CHAPTER, ~
The |Study No. 1 Reception.

‘f ARD lines!” said Bob Cherry

H sympathetically.

Reginald Aubrey Pye-Smith

had lmmped into the passage,

and was telling his tale of woe to the
fellows who were crowded there.

Reginald Aubrey sucked his fingers
dolefully. '

“I—I don't like Mistah Welch!” ha
moaned. I wegord him as a beastly
wottah, bai Jingo!”

“ Never mind!” grinned Bob Cherry.
““ Go upstairs with Inky, and bathe your
hands, and have a change, and then come
with us in Study No. 1. You'll show
Weginald the dorm, Inky?”

““ The pleasurefulness will be terrific!”

|sa.id Hurree Jamset Ram Sinflg. “(Come

alongfully, my worthy Pyeful-Smith!”

And Reggie suffered himself to be
piloted upstairs to the Remove dor-
mitory, He left the fellows downstairs
in convulsions.

“Serve him right!” growled Jchnny

Swoosh ! A deluge of sooty water swept from the garden syringe and fell
over Coker’s tea-table, and over Coker, Potter, and Greene, in a miniature
cascade. “Yaroocooh !” howled Coker. (Sce Chapter 9.)

will maintain respect and deference to
vour superiors.’’

“Yah! Ow!’ moaned Reginald, the
tears streaming from his eyes. ‘" You—
vou beastly boundah! That hurt, you
know !

“ T fully intended that it should hurt,
Pyve-Smith,” said Mr. Quelch frigidly.

“Yowp!" gurgled Regzie. 1 shall
weally have to w'ite to my patah, and tell
hirn what a feahful beast yon are——"

Mr. Quelch grasped his cane again.

“* What?” he thundered.

“Ow! Bai Jove!” moaned Reggie,
“I—I won't tell my patah!™

Mr. Quelch pointed to the door.

“Go, Pve-Smith!” he said
** And before I see vou again this even-
ing, vou will kindly attire yourself in a
suit of Ftons, and a linen collar and tie.
Go, Pye-Smith! And may this interview
be a lesson to you!"”

Moaning dismally, Pye-Smith svent.

Mye. Quelch sank limply into a chair
as this surprising new pupil of hLis left
tie room.

sternly, |

} sard.

Bull. *“* He'll soon gel some of his idicey
knocked out of him!"

“Ha, ha! But I reckon he’'ll have a
bit of a rough time, Johnny!” chuckled
Harry Wharton.

Bob Cherry chuckled.

“I'm going to have some fun,” he
“¥Y¥ou chaps go along and see
about tea, whilst I go about my busi-
negs!’’

Harry Wharton & Co. stared at him.

** What business?”" inquired the cap-
tain of the Remove.

Bob Cherry winked.

** Business connected with somo fun at
tea-time,” he said. *‘I'm going to hold
a reception.”

“A wha-at?”’

““A  reception!” said Bob Chersy,
strolling away. ¢ So-long, chaps!”

And he disappeared down the passage.

Harry Wharton and the others went
along to Study No. 1.

A savoury smell of cooking sausages,
bacon and ezgs greeted their nostrils
as they entered that famous apartment.

Peter Todd was there, and so was Rilly

&= MigNET LisRARY.—No. 591.
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Bunter,
I{e was also yelling, for at the moment
iliat Hairy Wharton & Co, entered Petor
1T'oad had hold of his ear,

“Yarcogh! You beast, Toddy!”
wailed Bunter., ** Woogh!”
“Hallo!?  said arry  Wharton.

“What's the rumpus?”’

“Caught the hittle burglar shoving a
hisaze mfbo his trousers-pocket,” grinned
Peter Todd, giving Bunter’s ear anather
and  final wrench. ** The fat fraud
thonght I wasn’t looking, for once! T'm
just teaching him that it's wicked to pinch
sinsages,”’

* Ha, ha, ha!”

“Yowp! You beast, Tedd!” groaned
Bunter from the fender. ‘1 refuse to
re0x any more !’ ’

“ Right-ho!” grinned Peter. * Clear
out, Bunter!”

“Oh, really!”  spluttered  Bunter
hastilv. * What 1 really meant to say

was, that I—I refuse to cook auny miore
831184 e, They—they'ra all  done,
Taddy |7

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Get on with it, then, porpoise!”
FPeter Todd.

Billy Bunter rot on with the cocking
ai the tea m honour of Reginald Aubrey
Pyve-Smith, the new Removite,

* What's the new kid like, Wharton?”
intuuired Peter Todd.

“*Oh, a regular baa-lamb!’ chuckled
Frank Nugent. * Bob's having him on
a bit of strmg properly!”

** Ha, ha, ha!”

" Leave those tarts aloue, Bunter!”
growled Johnny Bull, who had his eye
onn Bunter.

“Oh, really——"’

“* Keep him hard at
Todd, “1 dom’t believe he’s had a
wiouthful since dinner.”

“You know 1 haven't, Toddy,
beast!” said Bunter pathetically.

eai1d

Footsteps sounded in the passage out- |

fide, and Bob Cherry appeared , and
behind him eame Reginald Aubre..

Reggie had got over his caning.
had also c¢hanged his clothes. He now
wore o smit of Ktons, and a linen collar,
but he still retained his bow, his fancy
<hirt, bis patent boots, and white spats,
LIEE i?air, too, was beautifully eurly and

right.

“Here we are, Weggie!” said Bob
Cherry., 1 have acquainted the fellahs
of the Remove of your coming, and the
elite and the nobility wish to be presented
to you.”

“Haw! Ba
Reggie, beaming.

Jupitah ! remarked

" Yaas,” said Bob Cherry, cheerfully. |
m a munute, Oh,

Bob |

“They'll be alon
hallo! Here’s Toddy !
Toddy was looking

winked at him.

surprised,

“ Allow me to pwesent von to Petah .

Todd, Weggiel” said Cherry

solemnly.
sweeney Todd Huntah,
iawvah !I'?

“Aw, weally!”” said Reginald, shaking
hands effusively with Peter
“* Nephew of tho eminent lawyah, bail
Jupitah! I know him!
patah |7

“My bat!” gasped Peter Todd, who
now  heard of *“8ir Sweeney Todd
FHunter 7 for the first time in las life.
“Yoiu—you know Ium??

“Yaas,” said Pye-Smith.
my patah. My patah is an M.P., you
know. and an O.,B.E., and ha knows
evewvbody of distinction and good posi-
tion 1 this countwy, you know.”’

“Oh!”? gasped Peter Todd.

*“1 say, vou fellows——"

“Oh, Buntah!” said DBob
“ Thie,”” said the humorous Bob, mndicat-
g the perspiring Owl of the Reniove,
*“i1s the Most Honourable William Ant:-

Tae Micxrr Taseany.— N, £081.

the eminent

Bunter was hot and perspiring, |

it!"” grinned Peter .

you |

He |

I

“He is the nephew of Sir{}

Todd. |

So does my |

=P d'DE'E [

Cherry. |

=

pon Bunlah, son of Sir Spoofah Buntah,

of the memorable line of the Buntah de.

Buntalis, who fought at the famous
Battle of Battersea Bridve——"

“Oh, I say, Cherry——"" began Billy
Bunter warmly.
_ Reginald ;EULL'EF clasped Bunter’s hand
i brotherly affection.

" How-de-do, my dexah
chirped. *“ I—— " Oh!

For Bunter's hand

Buntah?” he
Bai Jupitah!”
was dirty and

greasy from his exploits in the region

of the fender, and some of the dirt and
grease beeame transferred from that fat
hand of Bunter's to the small and delicate
hand of Pye-Smith,

Regge pulled ont a cambric handker-
chief and rubbed his hand.

- "I—I say, Cherry ' mumbled Bunter
i astomshment. *° What’s the little
game, voua beast?”

Bob Cherry smiled sweetly at Bunter.
_**This 1s Pye-Smith, Bunfah !’ he said.
* He, like yourself, has many titled rela-
tione. ™

“Oh, bai Jove!” chirped Reggie.
** Have vou got titled relations, Buntah 7

“ Not half!” said Billy Bunter, with
a fatuous smirk. *‘ My pater——""

* His pater got the Order of the Bath i

{ chuckled Bob Cherry.,

“ Weally 1™

“Yaas, And so did his brother
Samuel—the Noble Order of the Bath
and the Bwush!"

“Deah me!’ said Reginald Aubrey. |

“ How delightful to know somebody who
has weal blue blood in them! Buntah,

hjfu;.u;l and I shall ba gweat fwiends.”
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| Bob Cherry.,

' fondly at Alonzo Todd,

"“ What-ho!” chirped Banter.
well-educated chap

“Oh, call-me W
Smith,

“* Ahem!
gaspad Bunter.

Even the Owl of the Remove was sur-
prised at Pye-Smith’s gullibility.

There was a tap at the door, and Ver-
non-smith, the Rounder of Greyfriars,
looked in. ) :

“ Ha, c¢ome
Cherry.

Vernon-Smith came in, and bowed to
Reggie of the Remove.

Reggie stared at the Bounder.

" Margnis Vernon de Smith!” chuckled
Bob Chexry. '* A scion of one of Nor-
mandy’s most famous families, Weggio!"

Reggie’s eyes openad wide, and le
gazed 1 awe and deep admiration at
the grinning Bounder,

“"Haw! A marquis, bai Jupitah!”
gasped Reggie. *““T hope I see you well,
my deah marquis?* c

“Oh, most remarkably well ] grinned

Just then there came another tap at
the door, and the door opened to exhibit
Lord Maulverer of the Remove being
shoved inside Study No. 1 by Squiff...

“Oh, come right in, - Mauly [” called
“This 1s Lord Mauleverer,

“I'm a
I am, Pj'e-ﬁﬂ]ﬁ-]l e
eggie!” bleated Pre-

Charmed, er—Reggie!”

marquis!’ said Bob

L

]

|!I-||-
"

' the Beounder.

Weggie. He, also, belongs to the
Remove !*? ¢}

“Oh, begad!” ejaculated  Lord
Mauleverer, as he ecaught sight of
Reggie.

The cheerlul Reggie made a solemn
bow before Lord Mauleverer.

“An houah, I assuah you, yvouah lerd-
ship!” he bleated. |

“Begad!” gasped the slacker of the
Remove. “I—I say, what's the game,
you ass, Squff 7"

“ Sh-sh-sh !” hissed Squiff, winking at
Bob Cherry, who winked back. “ Get out,
Mauly ! ;i

And Mauly got out, much to his lord-
ship’s relief. Mauly did not like being!
pulled from his downy couch to interview !
strangers, i

“Come along, Alonzo!” called Squiff

along the passage,

Alonzo Todd, the Duffer of Greyfriars,
blinked at Squiff.

“ Really, Field |

“Agree fo everything tlhe new boy
says, Alonzo!” hissed Squiff. *“‘He's not
quite sane, you know, and you wprust

L ]

 humiour him !

“Oh dear !” said Alonzo.

“Forward, Alonzo!” said Squiff.

And he pushed Alonze Todd into Study
No. 1, where Bob Cherry’s “reception ™
was taking place.

“Hallo, hallo, halla!” said Bob
Cherry, as Alcnzo Todd staggered into
the room, *“Here comes Viscount
Alonzo |7

“Viscount Alonzo!” gasped Reggie,
blinking first at Alouzo and then at his
cousin Peter. . :

“Viscount Alonzo, come forth!” said
Bob Cherry. **Reginald Aubrey Pye-
Smith—the Viscount Alonzo Tedd !?

Resivald was simply bubbling over
with gratitication and admiration as he
shook hands with the astonished
“Viccount 7 Alonzo Todd. As for the
Duffer himself, he was quite bewildered.:

“1I'm shuah I have met you befoah, my
dealh wviscount !’ said Reggie, smiling
“Weally, this is
an unexpected pleasuah !

“Oh  dear!” pgasped Alonzo Todd
“Ye-es, I remember—er—— Aly dear
iellows, J—I must go!”

And Alonzo Todd went.

The “ wviscount” skipped out of Study
No. 1 very much disturbed in mind and
gpirit, - -
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Skinner, Snoop, and Stott bowed low before the new boy. ““ Hail !’ said Skinner. “ Hail ! ** said Stott. “ Hail ! **

repeated Snoop. (See Chapter 8.)

N Shinikiee

That was not the end of Bob Cherry’s
* yeception,”

Wun Lung, the Chinese Removite, was
introduced as ™ Prinee” Wun Lung, and
the little Oriental greatly impressed
Reginald Aubrey,

Toranybody but a cheerful idiot liko
Pye-Snnth it must have appeared re-
markable what a number of distingunished
personages the Remove Form at Grey-
friars contamned, There were several
“honourables, ’and not a few dukes and
jords, aecording te Bob Cherry.
~ And Reginald Ambrey Pye-Smith took
it all in. -

The Remove Form simply hubbled
over with merriment at the simphceity of
the self-proud Pye-Smith, and the Junior
School as a whele made a standing joke
Eé Ei".th Cherry's “reception™ in Study

—

EA’S  ready!”  said

W harton.
pants of Study No. 1 settled down to tea.
The study was crowded. The Famous
Bounder and Squiff and Delarey re-
maled to ten: and, what with- Peter

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
A Riftin the Lute !
M)
~Bab Cherry's mock “recep-
tion 7’ was ever, and the oceu-
Five were there, and, of course, so was
Reginald Aubrey Pye-8mith, The
Todd and Billy Bunter, Study No. 1 was
full to overflowine.

Haxry |

The guest of the ococasion was seated
| between Bob Cherry and Billy Bunter.
Reginald Aubrey was extremely
pleased with himself. It was a source of
-great gratification to him te know that
he, the son of an M.P. and an O.B.E..
was . properly recognised as a person of
importance at Greyfriars. And what
pleazed Reggle most of all was the ‘“‘ high
class ' set of fellows there were in the
Remove—so the humorous Bob Cheiry

had made him believe.
rty i the
ﬁ?—}ﬂlﬂ?ﬂ.

There was quite a merry
study of the eaptain of the

The table was loaded with good things.
 Peter Todd had esmended the money
entrusted to him to good advantage, and,
moreover, 1t was all there—thanks to his
| vigilant watch upon the porpoise of the
Remorve,

Billy Bunter had already started.

He had been engaging Reginald
Aubrey in a long conversation upon the
- score of his titled relations until tea was
announced to be ready, and then Bunter
forgot to talk. He had other and more
important things te think about.

Reggie insisted that Bunter should sit
next to him—otherwise, 11 all probability
Bunter’s place would have been npon the
fender, or the window-sill, or the coal-
seuttle, |

Billy Bunter wired into that feed as if
he had been without foed for a month.

lance by the watchful Peter, Bunter
 determined to make up for lost time.
And ha did.

“Bai Jove!” gasped Reginald Aubrey,

Having been kept undér strict snrveils |

es he watched Billy Bunter's
| gastronomic perforntance,
The Removites chueckled.
“Bunter's bhungry!” explained the
- Bounder. “ You sece, he i3 such a sports-
man

“Weally |7

“Yes,” replied the Bounder. “He is
heavy-weight ehampion of the Remove.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Billy Bunter glared up at Vornen-
Smith, but his mwouth was teco [ull o
reply.

“ More tea, Wegric?” inguired FBul
Cherry,

“Yaas,  please!” said Reginail
| Aubiey. *““Wathah weak, if vou don't
mimd, Wobeart,”

“Uertainly ! said Bob.

He l:#ted the teapot. All wenld have

beeri well had not Beb's attention hecome
snddenly riveted upon the ceiling, But,
i gazing up at the ceding, Bob Cherry
lowered the spout of the teapot, and the
" hot, boilng tea ¢ame snrging out and
| poured down upon the knees of Reggie.
“Ow! Yah! Yawooogh!” shrieked
| Reginald, dancing to his feet.
The econtents ofs the teapot simply
' arenchedrpoor Reggie's logs, -
L “Yowp! Ow, ow, ow! I'm scalded '”
wailed Recgie,

Bob Cherry bhnked in horror at the
' havee he had wrought,

“Oh, deah!” gasped Bob Cherrr.
- How beastly unforch !”

Reginald Aubrey groaned and mepped

at his tronaers. |
- Tue MAGNET LIBRARY.
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Joval!” he

you clumsay

“Ow!

I'm scalded, ba:
Eroaned.

“Waobert,
Loundah !

Bob Cherry and Frank Nugent, the
Jatter choking with laughter, assisted
Beginald to mop the tea from his
trousers, and at last Reginald took his
place at the table once agatn.

He eyed Bob Cherry very gmgmly,

however.

patahh albiout you.
wude fEHah YOUu are,
M.Po—

“So's my uncle!” said Bob.

“Nevah mind,” said Reginald. "' My
patah, too, is an O.B.E. He was an in-
stwuctah in the Gwamaphone Bwanch of
the Intelligence Department !”

Harry Wharton & Co. chuckled,

My patah i1s an

. Harry Wharton offered to pour out the
ea.
“Bugar, Wezinald?" ingquired Bnbll
Cherry.
““Yaas, please,” mumbled Reginald,
Bob sugared the tea.
Reginald Aubrey lifted the cup to his
lips and took a draught. As he did so
lie let out a yelp of surprise, and then

commenced spluttering and gasping. |

“Yowp! Oh! Ow-?mv”’ spluttered
Regaie.

“What's the matter, Reggie?” in-l
aitired Harry Wharton.

“Yah!” ﬂﬂ]}ﬂd Rr'zzm “That

beastlay tea—there's zalt in it !
Harry Wharton & Ce. chnckled. whilst
Bob Cherry’s face lengthened.
“Oh, Jemima!”  groaned  DBob,
“*What evah 1s the mattah with me this
aftahnoon? I—I must have put salt in
the tea instead of sugah!”

Reginald Aubrey glared llﬂmii‘ldﬂHT at

the cheerful Robert.

“Wobert,"” he said in measured
accents, *‘1 wegahd you as a fwaud and
an impostah, .bai Jupitah!”

“Ith—what ?”’ gasped Bob.

“You did that on purpose, Chewwy,
vou beast!” said Reginald. “1I wefuse
to have anythin’ more to do with you !

“Oh, I say!” said Bob Cherry in
elaborate dismay, “ Weggie—-""

“Pway do not call me Weggie,” said
Pye-Smith with asperity. <1 wegahd
vou as a wude and wuff fellah, and I
wefuse to have anvthin® more to do with
vou, bai Jupitah! Yah! I shall w'ite
to my patal. about this!”

““ Lock here. Wegzie
[3ab.

Reginald rais

- -
remon=straten

1

“ Enough, Chewwy ! he sald.
“Tlencefaorth T am done wita vou, bai
Jove! 1 wezl'v mterd to wne to my

- -
-r’ _l_'l--.-'l_-.-"l
ut "t
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¢ Weally, Pye-Smith——"" sgaid Bob
Cherry.
“Haw! Not anothah word!"’ said

Pye-Smith severely. “1 wefuse to speak
to yon any moah, Wobert Chewwy !”

With which, Reginald Aubrey Pye-
Smith stuck his nose in the air, gtrutted
towards the door, and left Study No. 1 1n
high dudgeon.

Harry Wharton & Co. looked at each
other as he went. Peter Todd chuckled.

“My eve!” he said. “What a merry
merchant! And do you mean to say

that it’s coming into the Remove?"”

““Rather!” chuckled Bob Cherry. |
“But I say, though., what a pity old |
Weggie rumbled me I”

“Ha. ha. ha!" roared Harry Wharton
and the others.

“Never mind," said Beb Cherry. |
“We'll have some fun yet, never vou
worry !”’

And the Famous Five and Peter Todd
returned to their tea, and vied with Billy
Bunter in makmg the ¥pread look sorry
for itself,

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.

Duping the Duffer !
"H

ERE comes the new merchant!”
chuckled Harold Skinner.
He, with a crowd of other
the
Reginald Aubrey
from Studvy No. 1.

Removites, was standing at
end of the Remove passage as
Pye-Smith stalked

Skinner nudged his two henchmen,
Sncop and Stott, and together the threc
watked up the passage and approached

Recoie

As Regrie stopped, 2nd surveved them
Y ;..'41:_.;._-‘ ~knner, >noop, aud Stotd
haized.

~Rinnoe [ d s _.] Ir- he
ar:d bowed low unto the croid, "*erL-

00T 0% 0 91-0 190 B ]

by S. S. GORDON.
RAVENSWOOD.

AND THE LOST WILL.

and MAXWELL SCOTT.
IN THE BACKWOODS.

CLIFFORD.

and tell him what a| also made o deep

. of P';E-E-mith

| Re
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and solemn bow, and

Snoop followed suit.
“Hail!" gaid Harold Skinner.
“Hail!” repcated Stolt.
“Hail!" said Snoop. ;
Reginald Aubrey stared at this exp! toit
on the part of Bkinner & Co. in great

surprise,
rasped. ¢ Bai Jupitah!’

“Haw!"” hLe
Skinner & Co. returned to the "-'F_!-rt-ltdl

“Haw!" said Pye-Smith in bewilder-
ment. “Wh-what does this InEEmf

Harold Skinner bowed again re-
verently.

”Tlm Three Ixtranrdinary Emissaries
of the Noble Brotherhood of Junior
Grand Moguls of Greyfriars salute
thee !”” said Skinner, in a decp voice,

“Oh, bai Jove!” exclaimed Reggie
'Fﬂl'ldﬂl'iﬂ ly.

“We, tha Three Extranrdmary Emis-
saries of the Junior Brotherhood of
Grard Moguls of Greyfriars have heard
that ye are of the noble and famous line

Ok, wathah!"” said Reggie promptly.

“ My patﬂh 12 an M. P.. vou know!”
There was a queer chuckle from the
* Three Extraordinary Emissarfes,” and

- a ripple of laughter from the crowd at

the end of the passage. :
“Ho we have heard!” said Skinner
golemnly. “The paternal parent has
attained a right noble degree of honout
in the land, and, meoroover, is one’'of the
noble gatlwrmg of this our England’s
Houso of Commons !
“Bai Jove!" gaid Regpgie,
“Therefore,”” said Skinner impres-
sively—"" therefore, the Noble Brother-
hood of the Junior Grand Moguls of
GGreyfriars have been pleased to extend
unto thee thoe right hand of fellowship,
and invite thee to enter into their most
noble Brotherhood, and be one of the
Junior Grand Moguls of Greyvirars!”
“DBut,” smid Regeie 1in perplexity,
“what are they, ¥'know®”

e

M- -

“ The Noble Brotherhood of the Funior

- Grand Moguls of Greyfriars,” - gtid
- Skinmer impressively, “is a noble and
intigne  soctety  whose traditiong  are
sacro i 1o this noble school of Greyfriarvs.
Thioir ralers are jealous rulers, and tho
exciusive I embership of the Brother.
hicod cot nstitutes the most distinguisher
and elite of the members of the Lower
>chool.’ Itz
“Haw!" said Regule Pye-Smith, his

eyes openiny wids,

“ Members of thp- Nobility and Royaltv
only are admitted,” said Skinner. ® “'But
the Noble Rr c-therhmud of Junior Grand
Moguls recognise thee as one of them,
and would welcome thee, Pye-Smith, to
join them!"

“Of a truth !
“And verily!”
And rthe thwen

za1d Stott. L
murmured Snoop.
Removites again bowe

| low before Recinald Anbrevy P_w.ee Smith.

“I—-1 say,” said Reggie, in deep

atification, “awise, you know!”

Skinner & Co. arose,

“We welcome tnee to Greyfrises, O
cineld  Pye-Smith {7 said Skinrer

Jy. *““And we offer thee fellow-

— |

.-u_-L. o 6471

| ship of the Noble Brotherhood of Junu.r

| Grrand

Moeculs
accept the honour?
“Weally, I ST
did b7 biﬂﬂllﬂ to the Noble Brotherhood
of Grand Moguls 13 to be one of the
elita and most e2elusive set of thoe
school ' said Skinner. |
“Verily ! said Stott. 5
“And in good socth!" said :_‘{-IID{IE.:_; ;
“ThElefnre " gaid Skinner, “wilt thon
join the Noble Bratherhood, Pye-Smith,
and partake of its sacred and time-
honoured institutionsi” _
Recvinald Aubrey hmmed at ""thnr-tr
“Weally, don'tcherknow,” he said,
shall be much dumrhred——hh 5 A G

of Greyfriare.  Wils:

ey
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The Three Extraordinary Emissaries
bowed azain.

“Then follow us unto the Council
Chamber !” said Skinner. *“Come ye
hither and follow the Three Extra-
ordinary Emissarics, who have been
specially directed by the Grand Master
of tho Moguls!”

Skinner, Stott, and Snoop gathered
their gowns behind them, and led the
wny down the passage,

Wondering mightily, and very pleased
at all this respect and deference shown
to him by this unknown select society
of Greyfriars, Reginald Aubrey Pye-
Smith followed the three * Extraordinary
Emissaries.”

The crowd at the end of the passage
made way.

Unbeknown to the gullible Pye-Smith,
this was a magnificent practical joke
which. was being perpetrated upon him
by Skinner & Co. of the Remove!

The juniors of Greyfriars smiled
hugely as Reginald Pye-Smith followed
Skinner, Snoop, and Stott upstairs.

* Halt 1"

Harold Skinner uttered tho command
in a deep voice,

He and Snoop and Stott had con-
ducted Reginald Aubrey upstairs, and
ﬁnw they halted outside the door of the

LN :

Skiner turned to Reggie.

21" Yonder is the Council Chamber of
tlve Noble Brotherhood of Junior Grand
Moguls!” he said impressively. ‘‘As a
new brother, thou shalt be initiated
according to the eustoms and traditions
of the Brotherhood!”

“Oh, yaas, bai Jove!” said Reggie.

“Then,” said Skinner, “in the pre-
seiiee of the Grand Mogul, thou shalt be
blindfolded !

*“Oh, bai Jupitah!”

**Art thou willing?’’ hissed Skinner.

id But 17

“Or will yo turn back, and revoke the
caveted membership " demanded
Skinner,

“Oh, no!” said Reggie hastily, “I-—
I'll be blindfolded !’

Skinner winked at Stott, and drew a
large handkerchief from beneath his
gown, with which he blindfolded the
unsuspecting Reggie. .-

“Thine c¢yes are darkened,”
Skinner deeply. ' Enter ye, then, into
tha Council Chamber!”

And he thrust open the door of the
Rag and bundied Reginald Aubrey inside,
Four juniors were in there, grinning.
They were Bolsover major, Hazeldene,

Trovor, and Wibley of the Remove.

Wibley rose to his feet as Reggic
entered,

“Secure the portal
Wibley in furious accents,

Snoop shut the door.

“Behold!” ecried” Wibley,
comes a new brother—is he not?”

““He is!” said all the others together.

“His name 18 Pye-Smith 7"

“It- iE I."

“Then shall he be called the Young
Brother Reggie, for he is but newly born
into the Brotherhood!” said Wibley.

His companions chuckled.

“Young Brother Reggie,” commanded
Wibley, ‘ hearken ye unto the voice of
tho Grand Mogul of the Noble Brother:
hood of Junior Grand Moguls of Grey-
friars!”

““Oh, yaas, bai Jove!” gasped Reggie
wonderingly. '

“And obey ye his commands
Wibley severely.

““Oh deah! Yaas!” said Reggie.

“Dost thou desire to become initiated
into this noble Brotherhood?” demanded
Wibley.

“1T do!” replied Reggie.

“Then repeat this code anthiem
me,” said Wibley, “O!”

1" ecommanded

‘“‘Iere

" gaid

alter

gald |
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01" said Reggile,

“Wa-ta-na.”

“Wa-ta-na!” stuttered Reggie,

“Siam!” said Wibley.

“Siam!” chirped Reggie.
“Now, repeat that quickly
times!"” said Wibley.

Reggie made a start, and then rattled
off the “ code anthem " guite quickly:

“ O-wa-ta-na-Siam !

*Oh, what an ass I am!” chuckled
Hazeldene. *‘ The—the silly-born idiot!”

three

Reggie did not see it, however, Ho
chirruped out the ‘““anthem ™ right
merrily.

“Good!” said Wibley, when Reggie
finished. -* The first test ie over. Young
Brother Regiie, thou hast passed!”

“Oh, begad!” said Reggie,

“The hext—and last—test for thee to
do,” went on Wibley, *“is for thee to
scent the Brotherhood Chamber.”

ik Eh?!:

“Thou shalt take the Sacred Byringe,
and scent the Brotherhood Chamber!”

——
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said Wibley, “ Brother Solomon, hand
up the Sacred Syringe!”

Bolsover major, referred to as
““ Brother Belomon,” cheerfully handed
up a garden squirt, which- had been
borrowed from Mimble, the gardener.

Wibley took the * Sacred Hyringe”
and carefully filled it with scot and ink
and water from a pail upon the floor.

Then Wibley handed the squirt, duly
filled with dirty water, to Reggie,

Reggie, being blindfolded, saw mot.
So he took the * Sacred Syringe” in all
good faith.

“Take ye the Sacred Syringe, which
contains the Sacred Scent,” said Wibley
in a deep, impressive voice, ‘‘and
hearken carefully unto me.”

“Oh, yaas!” said Reggie.

“Thou shalt follow the enmide that will
be provided thee,” said Wibley, ‘“and
thou shalt walk from the door of this
chamber fifty paces unto the right, and
shalt take the second turning on the left,
Therein lies- the gacred Brotherhood
Chamber, and thou shalt, according to
the rites and ceremonies of the Brother-
hood of Grand Moguls, tap three times,
open the Chamber portal, and throw in
" the scent from the Sacred Syringe.”

Three-halfpence, 11

“Bai Jupitah !” murmured Reggie,

" Brother Anamas, wilt thou be our
young pilgrim’s guide?” asked Wibley
deeply.

ik _[ Wllt !!'_l
chuckle,

“Then lead him forth!” commanded
Wibley. “ Young Brother Reggie, follow
ye after thy Brother Ananias, and do
even as he commands thee!”

“Oh, yaas wathah!” said Reggie,
grinning beneath his bandage, * 'Then
will it all be ovah?7”?

“It will then all be over!” said Wibley
gruffly.

The other occupants
chuckled stealthily.

“ I'ollow me !” said Skinner.

And, grasping the *Sacred Syringe ”
full of sooty and inky water, the unsus-
pecting Reginald Aubrey followed Harold
Skinner from the Rag,

When they had gone, Bolsover major,
Ilazeldene, Trevor, and Wibley fell upon
each other’s necks and wept salt tears
ﬂf”n%?rrilﬂﬁnt. ]

"The—the howling josser!” gasped
Wibley. “Oh, the burbling jabberwaock !
And—and he—he's going to squirt that
muck in Coker’s study !”

replied Skinner, with a

of the room

“Ha, ha, ha!’ roared the **Noble
Brotherhood.”
But Reggie heard them not. He was

well on s way te the Council Chamber
—or, 1n point of hard fact, the study of

Ilorace Coker of the Fifth !
T with his study-mates, Potler and
(ireene, when those three mys-
terious raps sounded upon the study door.
“Hallo!” said Coker, in surprise.
“What the—-"

But ere he could proceed the study
door was flung open, and a strange
figure stood revealed in the doorwavy.

It was a strange junior, with a bandage
over his eyes, holding aloft a garden
syringe, which Potter recognised as
belonging to Mimble.,

Coker, Potter, and Greene sat back in
their chairs and gasped. -

Reginald Aubrey Pye-Smith saw not.
In the innocence of his gullible heart he
believed this was the Brotherhood Cham-
ber of the *(Grand Moguls” of Grey-
friars,

And he was here to scent the Brother-
hood Chamber with the contents of
Mimble's garden squirt.

ITe held the * Sacred Syringe ” aloft
and grasped the plunger.

Coker, Potter, and Greene stared at
this exploit and gasped. It had not
dawned upon them that they were to
have a scvere dosing of sooty water in a

i

THE NINTH CHAPTER.

Rough on Coker !
AP, tap, tap!
Horace Coker was having tea

trice !

* Fut they were to have, and they had
1t !

Swooosh !

A deluge of scoty water swept from
the garden syringe and fell over Coker’s
tea-table, and upon Coker, Potter, and
Greene 1n a4 miniature cascade,

Nwish !

“Yaroogh!” howled Coker, dancing to
his feet and mopping his face. * You—
you young hooligan! ‘Wharrer you at
Yarcocogh! Gug, gug!”

For the Sacred Syringe swept round
?glain, and Ilorace Coker caught a mouth-

LLL.

Coker, Potter, and Greene gazed at the
marauder, and there was homicide in
their hearts,

“You—you wvillain!” howled Coker,
gouging soot and water from his eyes,
“LD;IJEI what you've done! I—I'll gcalp

oul’ '
v TaE Migyer LiBRARY.— No. 501,
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“Oh, bai Jupitah!” pasped Reginald. | monkey-tricks

It dawned upon him that there was
gomething wrong.

He tore the bandage from his eyes and
blinked into the study.
L_L‘-nl-:er, Potter, and Greene blinked at
1im. -

Horace Coker shoolc his fist.

“Yon—vou young lunatie!” hellowed !

(oker. I'll skin
you "

And he made a dash at Reggle.

Reggie was not so soft as to overlook
the fact that Coker was dangerous. He
saw that o remain in the * Brotherhood
Chamber ” would be suicidzl; so as
Horace Coker rushed at him, brandishing
ks {ists, Reginald Aubrey Pye-Smith
gave one yelp of ferror, dropped the
“Sacred Byringe,” and fled,

Horace Coker stamped after him, and
there began a regular Marathon down
the Fifth Form passage.

“Lemme get at you!

wiped his ears and his eves out. *“I hope
Coker catches the maniac and gives 1t to
him hot !”

“If he doesn’t, I will !”" gasped Greene,
whose hair, collar, and shoulders were
simply drenched.

Coker, however, was making good pro-
@Tess.

Skmner, Beolsover,
others were congregated at the end of
the Fifth Form
crowd of Remavites, when Reginald
Aubrey dashed down the passage, howl-
ing.

Horace Coker sped hot upon the flee-
ing Regpie's track.
B YﬂWﬂDﬂgh !H'

“ Hellup I

““Ha, ha, ha !” howled the crowd.

“Stop him !” roared Coker. *I'll flay
the young sweep when I cop him !

screamed

But the crowd made room for Reggie'

to pass. .
He dashed out of the House and into
the quadrangle, and Coker followed.
“Ha, ha, ‘ha!” yelled
“(Cokey didn’t like the Sacred Scent!”
“Ha, ha, ha!”
“What's the young idiet been up to?”
inquired Bob Cherry.

“ Qquirting dirty water at poor old

Coker!” chuckled Skiuner. “ And
Coker's after his blood! Ha, ha, ha!”

Harry Wharton frowned.

“You've been up teo some rotten
trick, Skinner,” he said.

“Ha, ha, ba!"
“Reggie did it of his own free will!”

“Anyway,” said Johnany Bull, *let’s
find ;I'.he bounder before Coker annihilates
him [ _
The Famous Five dashed into the quad-
rangle, and a crowd of fellows followed.

Sounds of weeping and wailling and |

anthems of sorrow smote their ears as
they gained the ncighbourbood of the
gy mnasain.

Coker had just caugnt Reggie, and was
booting him acress towards the fountain.

“There he 12!” wvelled Bob Cherry.
Rescue, Remove !”

But the chums of the Remove were too

fate. _
(eker grabbed Reogie in the rear, and

lifted him like a sack. Then he hurled |

him headlong into the basin of the foun-
tain. :

Aplosh ! ;

“YVawgoogh!  Yah! Gewwugh 1
shrieked Reggie, as his head disappeared
beneath the water. |

The Famous Five arrived just in time
to eatch a glimpse of Reggie's white spats
stick out and gfsﬁculating Wildlj" above
the surfoce of the water in the fountain-
basin. _

“There !"” panted Coker, glaring trucu-
lettly round. **That'll teach you to vlay
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Wibley, and the
passage, with quite a |

Reggie. |

Skinner. |

roared . Skinner.

| absurdly ridiculons that they couldn't

| you been up to

t Wharton & Co. bore the luckless dupe

t

!
;

L

]

!

“(Girooogh !” moaned Potter, as he | k¢ moaned.

Chambah,

on me,
sweep !”

And, pushing Reggie into the water
again as that hapless youth endeavoured
to climb out, Horace Coker bestowed an
emphatic snort upon the crowd and strode

angrily away.

“Ha, ha, ha!" sobbed Bob Cherry. |

“Poor old Weggie! He's wet, bai
Jupitah I
“Ha, ha, ha!” chortled Harold
Skinner.

The crowd gazed at Reginald Aubrey
Pye-Smith as he crawled out of the
water, and roared.

The dandy of the Remove looked so

help it.

Regpgie scrambled out upon terra, firma,
and, gouging water out of his eyes, he
greaned most dismally, He looked a
sorry spectacle indeed.

“Gewwugh! Yowp! Bai Jupitah!™
“I'm dwowned "'

Bob Cherry, although forsaken by
Reginald but a brief half-hour ago, stag-
gered up and grasped him.

“You ass, Reggie!” he said, elimina-
ting the accent. * What the thiump have

'IIJ-I-!

scented the DBwotherhood
: don'tcherknow !"  1noaned
Reggie. “ But I appeah to have entahed’
the w’ong woom, Eﬂ-i Jove! Gwoogh!”

“Ia, ha, ha!” chortled Wibley of the
Remove. ‘“‘He scented poor old Colkey
instead ! *

“But what do vou mean?" inquired

(L - ¢

Harry Wharton, in perplexity. “ What
brotherhood chamber "
- “0Of the — the Gwand Moguls,

y'know!” mumbled Regaie.

“Ta, ha,-ha!” wvelled Skinner & Co.

Harry Wharton understood that there
had been some jape on.

So did the crowd, for they simpl
yvelled—espectally when Wibley and Bol-
sover major explained their little jape.

Harry Wharton & Co. grinned.

“Well, Reginald, you absolutely take
the cake!" said Harry Wharton. “You
burbling
you !”

“Oh, bai Jupitah!” gasped Reggie.

“Ha, ha, ha!"” yelled Boh Cherry,
shedding salt tears of merriment. * IKim
along, Reggie, before vou catch cold!
Oh, my only summer bonnet !”

And, weeping with laughter, Harry

of Skinmer’'s humour up to the Remove
dormitory.

Outside, when thé tale of the “Noble
Brotherhood of Grand Moguls *’ was teld,
Greviriars roared.

The sound of the laughter reached
Reggie as he rubbed himself down and
changed his. clothes.

“Oh, bai Jove !” he groaned. “T shall
weally have to w'ite to my patah about
this.! Gwesogh!"”

And for the rest of the dayv the stand-

ing joke at Greyfriars School was the |

humorous exploits of “ Weggie ” of the
Remove, | '

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
The Passing of Weggie !

Y only aunt!”
Skinner of the Remove
uttered that exclamation in1

_ astonishment. Early the
following morning, while hanging about
in the gateway of Greyfriars, Skinner
had encountered the small boy who
brougnt the mornmg papers fo

{ REGINALD AUBREY

!

ass! They've been fooling |

you young | master's black books that he hoped Mr.

Quelch would thaw when he beheld this
voluntary aci of kindness on his part. . :

The cad of the Remove had glanced
casually at the front page of the paper,
and an announcement in the “Agony
- Columin * had arrested his attention.
"My only aunt!" said Skinner again.
For this 1s what he saw:
“MISSING FROM HOME ! —
: PYE-SMITH,
who left his father’s London residence on
Wednesday in order to proceed to Grey-
friars 8econdary School, Yorkshire, has
not arrived at that establishment. Acute
anxtety 1s being felt by his parents. Any
news of the missing boy will be grate-
fully received by Percival Pomfrer Pye-
Smith, MLP.,, O.B.E.—Box S8.0.8. 13,
‘ The Tiunes.” ™

For a moment BSkinner could do
nothing but gasp.

The amazing paragraph knocked him
all of a heap, as it were.

1t was guite clear what had happened.

Reginald Aubrey Pye-Smith had come
to the wrong school!

Instead of pmﬂ?:ding to the secondary
school in Yorkshire, as his fond parents

intended, he had come to Gresfriars in
Kent ! f'
"My hat!"” murmured Skipnew.

“Quelchy will have several sorts of a fit
when he sees this!” |

And he hurried along to the Form-
master’s study,

" “Come in!” called Mr. Quelch,
response to Skirmer’s knock.

“I've brought your morning
‘along, sir,” saird Skinner meekly,

"1 am much eobliged to youn, Skinner,”
said Mr. Quelch, taking the paper.

Skinner paused in the doorway,

“Ahem!" he began.

Mr. Quelch settled down in
chair and commenced to read.

“Ahem !” said Skinner again, 40

The Form-masterYooked up.

“You have a bad coeld, Skinner?
- _““Nunno, sir! I—I thought—ahem1—
that is to say —-" B Lgfy

“Well, 8kinner?” ,

Mi. Quelch's tone was so sharp that
Skinner thought he had better come to
the ?ﬂmt.“

“There's something in the paper that
will interest you, sir,” he a.aid? E?It'a n
the Agony Column, sir.” £== W%

“The—the what?"

“I—I mean, the Personal Column.
Chere, sir ! »

And Skinner indicated the paragraph
concerning Pye-Smith. ik

Mr. Quelch, when he read it, was no
less staggered than Skinner had been.

- “Bless my soul!” he murmured.
- “ Reginald Aubrey Pye-Smith! That is
the name of the new boy, 13 1t not?”

“Yea, air.”

Mz, Quelch reflected for a mement.

“Very well, Skinner.” he said at

“1 will deal with this matter.”

in

paper

the arm-

'f le:z&gt-h.
nd Skinner departed, to acquaint his

schoolfellows with the surprising news.
When the Remove were assembled for
morning lessons Mr. Quelch beckoned to
the new junior. .
Reginald Aubrey Pye-Smith stepped
out from his place. - -
“Haw! You want me, Mr., Welch?*'
“Yes,"” said the Remove-master., *I¢
| appears that a great mistake has heen
- made—a mistake which is almost with-

the | out parallel in my recollection. To which

school. He had ecommandeered Mr.
Quelch's copy of “The Times” in order
to take it along to the Torm-master's

- sehool did your father intend to send
Pye-Bmitht”
“To Gweyfwiahs, bal Jove!

you,

Gweoy-

study, thereby making a good impres- | fwiahs Secondawy School, to be pwe-

=L0T1.
Skinner was so frequently in the FForm-

cige,

Mr. Quelch gasped.
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“But this—this i3 not a secondary
school ! he almost shouted,
You appear

“Ehi"
3 “This 1s a publie school,

to have come here in errar, Pye-Smith.
It was intended that yvou should go to the
Greyfriars Secondary School in York-
shire.”

“0Oh, cwumbs!”

“The notification that yon were
coming must have been addressed to the
wrong place,” Mr. Quelch went on.
“Your father intended that you should
go to the Yorkshire school, aud the fact
that vou did not do so has caused him
the keenest anxiety.”

“Gweat Seott1”

“1 will econsult Dr. Locke about the |

matter at once,” said Mr. Quelch.

There was a buzz in the Form-room
when the Remove-master had gone.

“My hat!” said Bolsover major. ‘' The
gilly young ass doesn’t belong here at
all 1*?

“Thank goodness!”
Wharton fervently.

said  Harry

SYNOPSIS.

Johnny Goggs comes to Rylcombe Grammar
RBchool from Franklingham, in company with
Trickett, Blount, and Waters.

Goggs is a ju-jitsu expert, a clever im-
personator, and the organiser of many brilliant
jupes. He leads an expedifion of Grammarians
to St. Jim's, and in a night raid the cccupants
of the Fourth Form dormitory are securely
gagged and hound,

(Now read on.)

— o —

At Dead of Night !

ACH Grammarian had accounted for his
vietim. More than a dozen of the
Fourth lay gagged, and Tfastened
hand and foot. The loops in one rope

went round wrists, and were then drawn tight.

Those on the other were drawn upon legs, and

there was no necessity to pull them taut.

And all had been done without awakening
more than one or two of those not included
in the first batch.

“Wharrer marrer?” asked Percy Mellish
drowsily. And the next moment Lane fell
upon Mellish, and that vouth was elfectively
prevented from saying anything else for a
while,

“I say, there's something up! Blake,
Herries—"

That was Dighy. But Dig's speech was cnt
short by the two Woottons, and in a moment
Dig lay bound and helpless, like the majority.

There was some little trouble with the lagst
batch, for they had for the most part been
awakened before their turn came. But they
could not get on to what was happening,
and before they began fo understand they
had shared the fate of the rest, .

“Good!" said Gordon Gay breathlessly.

“Better than good!” answered Goggs.

Jack Blake struggled somehow into a sit-
ting position, and glared in wonderment at
Gogge. 1t was plain that e had recognised
his woice,

“Yeg, it is I, my dear Blake—John Goggs,
alias Phelim O'Hoggarty—very mueh at your
geryvice'!”

A gasp came from behind the gag of Blake,
and it was not from Lim alone that stifled
murmurs of surprise proceeded. Every

L this little game of theirs.
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Reginald Pye-Smith loocked utterly
dazed. -

“Bal Jove! T seem to have put my
foot in it this time—what?” =

“You have!” chuckled Bob Cherry.
“Both feet, in fact. You've causzed the
old folks at home to shed briny tears
about you.”

“Oh dear!”

“Well, you're much better sunited for a
secondary school than a rezl one,” said
Nugent,

“In fact, a kindergarten would be
nearer the mark !” growled Johnny Bull.

* Yes, rather "

Mr. Quelch swept into the Form-room
a few moments later,

“You will pack your belongings at
once, Pye-Smith,” he said, “and return
to your home., Your father has been

wired to expect you."

“Then—then I'm not stayin’ here
faltered Pye-Smith.

““No; and I cannot help thinking that
Greyfriars 18 to be congratulated on its
escape,’’ sald Mr. Quelch,

rEL
-

lucky

v
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““ Ha, ha, ha!”

“Rilence, boys! Pye-Smith, you w1l
go and pack your things at once. A ecab
has been ordered to convey you to the
station.”

Like a fellow in a dream Reginaid
Aubrey Pye-Smith quitted the Form-
room,

Half an hour lator a rumbling of wheels
in the Close showed that he was taking
his departure,

“Tt's the best thing that could have
happened,” whispered IHarry Wharton.
“Weo didn’t want the Remove turned
into a lunatic asylum!”

And the rest of the juniors agreed.

They had looked their Jast upon that
amazing “knut ”’ and simpleton, Weggie
of the Remove!

THE END.

(Don’t miss ‘“ BILLY BUNTER’'S
BANK HOLIDAY !'*— next Mon.
day’s grand complete story of Harry
Wharton & Co., by Frank Richards.)
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B'y Richard Randolph

to us more than lhie does to you. We koew
him before you did.”

“Pardon me, Blake, but T am now Goggs,
Grammarian,” said Johuny blandly.

Fouth-Former there had héard those words,
and only a few ef the least quick of them
failed to understand.

Goggs here! Goggs and Phelim O'Hoggarty
one and the samc!

It was a complete spnof—one of the big-
gest spoofs the Grammarians had ever played
at the expensge of 8t. Jim's.

For few doubted why Gogga was there.
Phelim O'Hoggarty had merely pretended to
arrive at St. Jim's as a new boy in order
that hie might let in the Grammariana to play
They might very
possibly have managed an entry without him,
but there was a =0 much greater chance for
the complete succesas of the raid if they had
a confederate within the walls.

Goggs took a risk, of course. But the risk
was not a tremendous eone. Johnny Goggs
was known to Mr. Railton and the Head;
they might both have been surprised at his
coming uninvited to the school, but neither
would have taken a severe view of his con-
doet; and, of course, the St. Jim's juniors
could not have given away his real errand.

A spoof—a complete spoof!

“Will you kindly allow that I take the
gag from the mouth of Blake, my dear Joy-
ful?” asked Goggs politely.

“Do as you like, But keep D'Arcy muz-
zled, for any sake! We can't wait till the
morning before we move along to operate
upon the Shell.”

An inarticulate murmur of resentful pro-
test came from behind the gag of the Hon.
Arthur Augustus D’Arcy.

Goggs removed Blake's gag.

“I regret that at the moment I cannot
shake hands with you, my dear fellow,” he
said as he did so. “I hope to have that
pleasure later, however.”

“Oh, you blessed spoofer! You wily wvil-
lain!” enorted Blake, half angry and half
amused,

“You admit, then, Blake, that you and the
rest of the dormitory are {fairly dished,
diddled, and done?” asked Frank Monk,
grinning.

“We've got to admit it,” replied Blake.
“But you duffers could never have done it
without Goggles, here, and Goggles belongs

h

“WeHl, you've scored over us, anyway,”
said Blake., *“Did I hear you say that the
Shell hadn't been dealt with yet?”

“That's right, whether you heard us say it
or not,” answered Gordon Gay.

“Go and do them, then! For the sake ol
fair play and common decency don't let
Tommy and the rest off! We shall never
hear the last of it if you don't get them as
well ag us.”

“You will not interfere?” asked Goggas.

“How can they, duffer?” said Woolton
major,

“My meaning was that possibly they mignt
consent to be put on their parole not to give
the game away if we released them at once,”
Goggs replied. ,

“Zey vill be safer if zey stay tied oop,”
said Mont Blane.
® “Bure, yes, What’s the good of letting the
bounders off with just a minute or twoi”
agreed Nicky O'Donnell.

“Oh, I say, you might as well do it!"” urged
Blake, “TI'm not kicking—it's no blessed use
doing that, I'll give my parole all sefene,
and I'm pretty sure the rest will, too, Try
Gussy to start with.”

Wootton minor whipped the gag out of the
1woble mouth of Arthur Augustus.

“0h, bai Jove! Oh, weally, I have a vewy
gweat mind—-"

“My hat! What a delusion! D’Arcy
thinks he has a great mind!” gasped Gay.

"A vewy gweat mind to shout an® let the
Shell fellows know. Blake, I would not have
cwedited you with being s0 hase as to betway
your own gide in this mannah! 1 weally con-
sidah that a warnin' is— Groooh! Wha—-
Gurrrrgegeget”

Wootton minor had slapped the gag hack.

“Come on! Lel’s leave them to it,” said
Wootton major,

“T am of opinion that it would be far aafer
Lo take -their parole,” Goggs said. “We ean-
not spare anyone to stay with them, and if
we Jleave them behind alone it is only
neceesary for oue to get free inm order 1o
release the rest. Then, if our task in the

Tre Magxer Ligrsry.—No. 591.
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othier dormitory was not completed, we might

find ourselves 1n the awkward position of

being between two firea”

He stapped, and Jlooked at DBlake in a
questioning way. But Blake could not
angwer him. Only a mutter that was word-
less, yet eloquent, came from behind the gag
of Blake, which Gay had put back.

“Come on!” satd dGday “You're too
merciful, Goggles. 1t might be safer to
accept their paroles; but, 4f you ask me, it's
jammier to leave them to it!”

The End of the Raid !

¥ ELL, of all the silly asses!”
snorted Clive.

“Who's a silly ass?” demanded

Levizson warmly. “You're ag

much in it as 1 am, 1 suppose?”

‘““I meant myself,” suid Clive. “But you're
uo better. And Ralph here is the worst of
the three of us!”

"But not quite so bad aa fhese sweet
specimens of. Grammarians, who knew that
LOZgs WAS a.mﬂﬁ them, an’ yet thought that
they would be allowed to let on to us what
was in store,” Cardew said.

“Goges 18 an  absolute knock-out!” said
Levison. “I'd mever have thought that any-
one could put it over me like this, Wonder
what he's up to?”

“He's going to. let our rotters in, and
they're going to put all you silly asses
through it,” Larking explained sulkily.

“On the whole, Ernest, dear hoy—takin'
evervthin® into consideration. Sidney, old
sun—we're not so badly off in bein' out of
that,” remarked Cardew,

“Well, we're getting ours,” said Clive.

“Not a0 sure about that,” Levison
demurred. “Will you fellows just let mé get

at the door? .1 won't absolutely gunarantee

that I can pick the lock; but 1 don’t mind
bettine five to one that 1 can do it in under
ten minutes!”

“Done with vou—in Brazil nuts, dear boy!".

repliecd Cardew, “Will ypu Grammmar Schoel
—er—eentlemen—it" is better to be courteous,
even at the cost of failure in literal adherence
to facts—kindly meve aside an’ allow room
for the labours of Levison the Locksmith?”

Larking and Snipe, who were in the way,
moved grudgingly. _

“You might drop that tone, Cardew,” said
Carpenter resentfully. “We are just about
fed up with it.”

But to that Cardew deigned no reply,

“Light a match, Clive!” ordered Levison.

“I've my pocket torch.,” answered Clive.

“Oh, good! Now we sha'n't be long!”

The lock on the woodshed door was quite
a simple one. Leyison did things to it with
his penknife, which ineluded a corkscrew and
one of the little implements for the removal
of stones from horses' hoois.

“I'm only just ticklin® it up now,” he said.
“But I fancy vou'l hear it click in a minute
or two. Ah! There she goes!”

Levison had done it. Perhaps even he did
not know exaetly how: but that wagz of small
consequence.

He was about to push open the door when
Cardew said:

“One moment, Frnest, dear boy! Are we
releasing our little friends here, or are we
bot?”

“Oh, may az well
Clive,

“It was noft vour opinion that was asked,
Ridney. You have a pernicious habit of

let them go!” said

hattin® in of which you should really try ]

fo—>~r

“2ee here, Cardew—"

“Now, new! Po not suffer your angry
passions to rise because you have been
ghidden. What doe you think, Ernest?"

By the dight of (live's torch Levison con-
templated the three Grammarians with dis-
favour, -

“They're a rotten crew!” he said. “But 1
think we may as well let them clear out.
After all, it wasn’'t really our fellows who put
hem here. Goggs tricked them into that.

hey are really his prisonerz, and 1 don't see
enything in keeping his prisoners for him.”

“You can't new the door's open. Try it
pn, and we'll jolly soen show vou!” snapped
Lirpenter.

“If you mean that you want a rough house,
much as my objection fo viclence of any
kind is, I think I may say that we are ready
to accommodate you,” said Cardew ‘blandly.

1 all night explaining it if he

1 mond impatiently.

“Not worth “while,” Levison said. “Let

lem E.U-"

Larkin® pushed towards the door. But
Cardew thrust him back.
“ After your superiors!” he said. “Sidney,

please come last, an' see that these—er—
gentlemen do not rob Taggles of any wood.”

“Rats!” returned Clive.

“We'll make vou pay for this, Cardew!”
hissed Larking furiously.

“Have I offended youn?" inquired Cardew,
as he hurried off with Clive and Leviz=on,

Less than five minutes later the three
reached the Fourth Form dormitory. By that
time the Grammarian trio were well on the
road to their own school, fuming as they
went.

At the door of the dormitory Levison &
Co. halted.

Something was wrong in there—they were
gure of that at once.

Qucer sounds were coming from the beds—
not such sounds as sleepers make, Some of
the gurgling and gasping might have been
the unconscious work of heavy snorers.
thie only heavy snorer among the Fourth was
Baggy Trimble, and Baggy ecertainly could
not have made all that row.

Levison bent over the nearest bed, which
chanced to be that of Harry Hammeond.

“He's gagged!” he exclaimed. “The Gram-
marians have been here!” _

“1)id you imagine they had come to visit
the Head?" asked Cardew, as Levison pulled
the gag out of Hammend’'s mouth.

The practical Clive turned at once to’
another bed, and performed the same kind
office for Dighy.

“My "at!” gasped Hammond.

“Dre of the ancestral hats,_so to speak?”
inguired Cardew. :

or Harry Hammond was the son of
Hammond, of Hammond’s Higch Hate fame,

“@illy ass! They fairly ‘ad us! They
are . :

“Don’t take the gag out of Gussy's mouth
vet,” were the first words Dig spoke, break-
ing in upon Hammond. “It doesn’t really
need ‘any explaining, and Gustavus will take
gets half a

chance.”
“(Get this tling off my 'ands!” said Ham-

“Those Grammarian bounders are in the

Shell dorm, giving Tom Merry and the rest |

of them a dose of the same medicine,” went
on Dig. “It's a fine chance o nab them, if
we only hurry up and get the rest loose.”

“Pestine lente,” answered Cardew. * Hasten
slewly, mes enfants! Why
Tommy an' Co. go through it, even as you
have gone through it? Echo answers ‘ Why?'
Lowther would say that Echo should answer
‘It ': but I sincerely trust that by this time
Lowther is incapable of sayin' apythin'. I
should be very sorry if the dear Montague
escaped the kindly attentions of the enemy.”

“How ¢id you come to escape them?” asked
Biake, who was now freed.

“The wise an' wide,” replied Cardew, “by
which I mean, of course, Levison an' myself
—(Clive merely profits by our extreme width
an' wisdom, havin' none of his own—have
methods of their own of aveidin’ such humiha-

But l

Isquaahing us!” cried Blake.
should mnot )

tions as this!”

Lgyison, Clive, Hammond, Dighy, and Blake
were all busy releasing others; and as the
others were released they in turn got busy

‘also. But Cardew did not trouble to lend a
| hand. He lounged against the foot of a hedé

hands thrust deep into trousers-pockefs, an
watched the rest at work in the moonlight.
The hum of voices which arose was quite
loud enough to reach the ears of the raiders
in the adjoining dormitory. |
“Shush !” said Blake warningly. “If we're
going to do anything, this blessed row is dead

off. Shush, you silly asses!” 1

“Weally, Blake, I considah that aftah—"|
“0Oh, hang it all; somebody's been and let
Gussy loose!” groaned Dig.

LY

J—

“Bai Jove, Dighay!

“Shurrup, idiot!” i

“«] uttahly wefuse to be called an idiot,
Hewwics—"
“ Do you fellows know that that chap Gngga_

is in Ehis?" asked Blake of the rescuers. 4

“Do we know that Queen Anne is dead?”
retarned Cardew. “Surely you do not imagine
that the identity of O'Whathisname with

G was hidden from sueh keen eyes as

those of Levison an’ myself? 1 say nothin'
of Bidney 2 )
“But T've got pomething to say about you,

Gozgs might

A Tip: Order Next Week’s “GEM” NOW!

old top, and that is that Goggs dished you
as completely as he did anvone!” strack in
Clive. *“Why, he must have gagged you and
shoved you into the woodshed with about a
dozen fellows looking on—Herriea and Gusay
and Mulvaney among them!”

“8ure, an'—"

“T am not Cardew’'s keepah——"

“Herve (ardew jolly well right!” growled
Herries, “He swanks teo much!”

“Ha, ha, ha!” chortled Blake. "Fairly done
in the eye this time, Cardew!” _

“Do you really think so, Blake? Now, it
seems to me that the fellows who were with
me were much more completely taken in than
was I, What is there to prove that 1 did
not take up my guarters in the woodshed for
a brief space in order to enjoy the improvin’
conversatien of Larking, Carpenter, an’
Snipet”

~And got Goggs to gag you 50 that yon
conkdn't talk back, 1 suppose?” said Lumley-
Lumley. )

“0Oh, come on!” said Blake impatiently.
“What's the use of standing here listening to
Cardew’s rot?”

A long file of pyjama-clad forms followed
Blake out of the dormitory.

Cardew leisurely brought up the rear. .

Blake turped the knob of the deor. The
knobh turned easily enough; but the door did
not open.

“] say, you in there!” he called sofitly.

Go away!” came back the voice of Gordon
Gay. “We're busy!” o

“The bounders have fixed up something 12
front of the door!” said Reylance.

A chuckle came from Cardew.

“You fellows evidently do not yel Enow
thoroughly the dear Goggs!” he said. * His
watchword is * Efficiency,” first, last, and all
i;hte *tfime. Trust Goggs, an' you will not get
eft!”

“Seems to me,” gaid Durrance, grinning,
i‘ trigsijh you trusted him and got rather badly
E L]

“Now that, dear cousin George, is unkind
—almost ‘brutal!” answered Cardew soffly.
“You have no more tact than Sidney; an’ less
than that no man could have. By the way,
Blake, has it occurred to you that frantic
eflorts to get that door open are really
wasted 7"

Blake, Herries, and as many more as could
get near it, were shoving hard at the door,
while those behind pressed on them, causing
quite a jam in the passage.

“Ugh! Stoppit, you silly fatheads® You're

“What do you
miean, Cardew?”

“Simply that after they have finished wilh
Tommy & Co.—whether directly after or a
little later is of small conzequence—the Gram-
marian misereants will take their departare.
They have not come here 4o stay—not cven
0'Goggs—blessed be his mame! When they
¢o we take them on the hip, an’ mighty shatll

| be the slanghter!”

The erowd drew away from the door a hit.

There was sense in what Cardew said.
Sooner or later, it seemed, the raiders muat
come through that door. It was not at all
worth while te break it down in order to
get at them.

“Yooop! Help, vou fellows—help!”

The voice came from inside, and the tones
were those of George Alfred Grundy.

“I¢ gounds a bit as if Grundy were being
put through it in some extra-special way ' ”w
remarked Reylance.

But it was net that.
Grundy had managed to break loose from the

It was only that

| bonds about his srms, and fo remove his

Eag. .

“Hellup!" came from him.
Gurrrrggeg '

The gag was baek, that was evident.

It was also evident that the taid upon
the 8hell dormitory had been as effective nnd
ar successful as that upon the Fourth.

Had it failed, or had it met with merely
partial success, there would have been sounds
of scuffling. But thefe were no such sounds.
There were gaspings and gurglings from the
victims, and low-toned chertlinge from the
triumphant raiders—that was all.

“Wwell, 1 can't say I'm sorry Tommy and
the other Shellifish have got it in the neck, as
we did! said Blake. “But now that they've
had it ¥ want to get at those bounders!”

“They are bound to ceme oul,” said Dighy,
But bhe said it a trifle doubtially.

Like many of the rest, he had a notion that
gtill have something wup his
sleeve. Gordon Gay was by no means an

Then:

“Ow!

e
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opponent to be despised: Frank Monk and the
Woottons and Carboy were all  hefty
antagonists: but Gogzs was given a place
aboveé them all in the -estimation of these

- [eHows.

“By gad, though!” said Cardew suddegrly. |

“I've just thought of somethin’™l”
“What iz it?" asked Durrance.
“S8ure to be something dashed

growled Herries.

. *Not partiewlarly, 1 famey,” said Cardew.

“Poes it happen to have oecurred to any of

yoit- geniunses that— -7
He paused.

“0Oh, go on, fathead!”

“That the Shell dormitory has windows?"
fiitished Cardew.

"My hat!
now!” said Julian, _

“Sure, an’ I haven't bheard them ever since
theéy stopped!” agreed Mulvancy minor.

Be quiet, you silly chumps, and let a
fellow histen!” snapped Blake. _

AN listened. Gurghings and gaspings were
stilt to he heard; but the sound of voices
had ceased.

“Try the door, dear hoy!” suggested Cardew
Fanguidly.

Blake pushed again.  The door began to
cive, slowly but - sorely. Herries put his
strong shoulder to it, and it gave yet more.

There was still resistance; but it was now
a resistance that coeld be overcome without
imuch difliculty.

He dragged away a washstand, and the
regt treooped in after hiim.

Through a wide-open window flowed in the
cool night air. Blake rusted to that window.

siflly !”

-,

"He and those who followed were just in tine

o catch a last glimpse of the raiders as they
watede away in the shadows.

B

¢ “What's thig?" smapped Blake.

He drageged at a rope, which crossed the
window-ledge, and was fastened to the head
of a bedstead. Attached to the rope by a
piin was a half-sheet of paper.

S0 bright was the moonlight that he was |

easily able to read the words upon it. He

read them aloud:

“tata, friends all! You may Lkeen the
rope as a memento. We have no further use
for it at present. I hope to give you a look-
in, under a flag of truce, one day before long.

“* JOHN GOGGE, ALIAS PHELIM O'HOGGARYY.'

“* Who's won the wager, Tommy dear? We
have !
L Who are top dogs? We are!
“ ' Who pays for ths fced? You do!
*“* Cheerio |
Vi e, “4{GORBON Gay.””

4 Bai Jove!” gasped Arthur Augustus.
- “Thé cheek of the bounders!” growled
Heérrids. :

“ Jast look at these fellows!™” chortled Clive.

Every fellow in the - Shell dormitory had
suecuymbed. Tom Merry, Talbot, Manners,
Lowther, the great George Alfred, his hench-
riwen, 'Guin and Wilkins, Kangaroo and Dane
and Glyn, Gore, Skimpole, and all the rest—
all had been gagged and bound.

Their eyes gogeled and glared in the moon-
light ! their gurglings took on a deeper note.
They would have hegged for release; hut
nonec had a voice wherewith to beg, or
hands free to lift in piteous appeal.

“How do you like it, Tommy ?" asked Blake
cheéerily.

“The correet question ig, 1 believe, * Is that
the way you like it done, dear boy? ”* gibed
Cardew.

“Bar Jove! We weally must welease them,
Blake ¥ protested Arthur Augunstus. “Tom
Mewwy is in positive agony, an’ I am quite
suah that Gwunday is sutfewin’® the most cx-
cwuciatin’® tortures of mind.”

“Let ‘em suffer!” anawerad
“They've fairly mot it this time!
Sheftfish! - Aren’t you ashamed of yonrselves,
letting us all down by being taken in like
this?"

“Considewin® that the vewy same thing
happend to us——"

*Shut up, D'Arey. you silly idiot!” snapped
Kerraish. i

“1 entiahly wefuse to shut up, an' I shall
he compelled to adminiztah to you a feahful

Blake,

thwashin’, Kewwunish, if you—— There you
aré, Tom Mewwy!"
“F that szilly chump hasn't been and

gone and let Thomas loose !” exclaimed Dighy,

“Yaas, of course! 4. ——"

“Thanks, Gussy, old pal!” sajd Tom Merry.
“Oh, it wouldn’'t have .becen any good yaur
trying that yarn on us, Blake. We know
that you went throush it before we did. It
was the first thing those hounders told us
atter they had got us all fairly trussed up.”

(Continued on page 16.)

Gaod old -

I don’'t hear any veices In there !
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OUR GREAT WHITSUN WEEK

NUMBER ! .

On Monday next a Grand Holiday Number
of the MAaNET Library will appear, 1 asked
Mr. Frank Richards to write an extra-special
story by way of a Bank Holiday attraction;
and he has given of his best in

“BILLY BUNTER’'S BANK HOLIDAY! "

The story describes how Hatey Wharton &
Co, go over to 3t Jim's 1o play o holiday
cricket-matclh. Billy Bunter, hoping to
extract many fine feeds from  the school
where he stayed for a season, resolves to go
with them. Mr. Quelch resolves otherwise,
However, Billy Bunter defies his Form-master,
and an unexpected stroke of good luck
enables him to make the journcy to 3t. Jim's,
where he eauses a big upheaval! Mr, Quelch
follows hot on the tragd, and

“BILLY BUNTER’S BANK HOLIDAY !

does not prove such i rosy time as the fab
junior anticipated,. Humounr and sport are
the outstanding chuaracteristics of this yamm;
and I have no doubt that the Whitsun
Numher of the MagNET Library will he
etrongly in evidence at the seaside, and at
other plazes where Magnetites ehoose to revel
in the charms of Bank Holiday.

A BREATHLESS SUGGESTION !

Who Will Back It Up?

A few wecks ago 1 published in the " Boys’
Friend ” a letter from an ardenl reader, who
mide the following daring but fascinating
suggestion : - :

“Could not a hig sort of Anuual he
published from tlie ofhee of the {amous Cown-
panion Papers, in which really long, complete
stories of all the famous schoolboy Co.'s could
appear—that is, Harry Wharton & Co.. Temwn
Merpy & Co., and himmy Silver & Co,? 1 am
sure everyone would welcome a really fat
volume on these lines. 1 think we could
promise you a rceeord sale for it if you would
eblige usg with it, Mr, Editor.”

Following this comwes a fong and chatiy
letter from W. M., of Shefiicld. Space dous
not permit me to publish it in full, but here
are some extracts thercirom: -

“Dear Mr., Editor,—I am quite in agree-
ment with the suggestion of “ An Ardent Boy
Friend,” as noted in your Editorial recently
and I am even more enthusiastic. I have ne
shadow of doubt whatever that there are
hundreds of others, keen readers all, whe
agree and applaud likewise.

“But why restrict it to the three premier
authors —Frank Richards, Marlin Clifiord, and
Owen Conquest? Could not other favourites
be included--Sidncy Drew, Prosper Howard,
ecte. 7

“And, of course, to round off the storics in
the Annual, there would certainly be an
Editorial Greeting, and some of Mr. G. R,
Samways' verse, which muany have misged
since the * Greyiriars Herald ' sank beneath
the waves. :

“Of course, there is plenty of scope; and
pleagse don't forget: A coloured cover, im-

posing and jolly-leoking ; and add the versey

of the authcr of ' Favenrite Friends in
Fiction,” *“dGreyiriara Lyrics,” *“8St. Jim's

Jingles," ete. The price, of course, will he
a minor econsideration t6 you when yonu
remember what fabulous prices are being
offered for *School and Sport,” *The Boy
Without a Name,’ cte,

“Think of the tremendous hit our favourite
anthors made with ‘School and Sport,’
* Rivals and Chums,"” * Through 'Thick and

Thin,' * After Lights Out,’ ' Frank' Richards’.

Sehooldays,’ ‘ The Feud at Ruokwood "—then

heap all the eash and joy and praise g:l.iut-ll
‘'rom those all together, awud you'll sde the
Annual’s prowuised success,

“And  don’t forget to  include Phyllis
Howell, Couzin' Ethel, and Marjerie Hazel
dene in the Annnal!” '

First of all, let me {hank W, M, mesh
cordially for his letter. 1 do mnot think [
remiember any reader wheo has shown such a
kcen imsizht into the history of the Com-
pauion  Papers  as  this  shrewd Shefield
correspondent, [ should he very glad, by thae

way, to receive W, M.s full name ax_id
address, so that I can write to him
personally.

With revard to the suggested Anpual, I
must confess that such a scheme appeals to
me very much. Whether i will make o
similar appeal to my rcaderz the ensumg
weeks will show.

I want evervone who is interested in this
cigantic project to write and tell me exactly
what they think—whether they would like
such an Anpual to be published: what they
would like it to contain; what they think it
cught to cost, cte., ete.

Of course, I should flatly deecline to consider
sich an enormous scheme unless T had, at the
commencement, the whaole-heurted support of
all my boy and girl chums. [ should not
dream of persuading that brilliant ands dis-
tinguished trio of authers—Frank Richards,
Martin Clifford, and Owen Conquest—to give
themselves up to this tremendous task if 1
thought their labour would be in vaim,

The production of a Bumper Annual of this

sort would mean long days and nights of
gtrenuous toil; but it shall bhe undertaken,
cheerfully and promptly, if only my readers
will signily, in the wusual manner, t{heir
enthugiastic approval. I they feel they can-
not do this, then the whole schem¢ must be
swupt aside as impraecticable.” But something
tells me that my chums will appreove, and
thiat for many mornings in sneeesgion I shall
proudly survey a bulging postbag,
Write to your Editer now!

BOXING FOR BOYS !

| Much water has flowed under the bridgea
since Stanley Heoper, Flyweight Champicn
of Essex. first came into wmy sauctum. I have
had many a pleasant chat with him sinee

Iaud these chats have left me strongly of the

apinion that what Stanley Hooper doesn’t
know about boxing isn’t worth knewing.
This famous boxer takes a personal and
sympathetic interest in the work of the
Companion Papers. He is at present conduet-
ing a peraonal eourse of lessons in boxing @

Ihts interesting and

and he tells me that he is willing to send
instructive book, “The
Scivnce of Boxing,” price 73, 6d., to any
readers of the Companion Papers at the
greatly reduced sum of 3s. 6d. This is a cou-
vession of whieh, | fecl supe, full advantage
will be faken.

Those of my ¢humes who with to perfect
themselves in the noble art of self-defence
should apply far this wonderful heok direet to
stanley Hoaper, EF.C., 47, St. Ann’s Road,.
Notting Hill, W, 11.

1 v

STEP FORWARD, JOHNNY !

News Wanted of a Missing Chum !

Wil John Gadfrcy Robipson, who scems to
have wvanished off the fice of the earth,
kindly make his present whercahouts known
to hig old chum, Stanley W. Diaper, of
128, Fortune Greem RBoad, West Hampstead,
London, N.W. &

Any reader of the Companion Papers who
is at  present eonnceted  with the absent
Johnnv will be dcing a fellow-readsr a good

turn ~ by bringing. this paragraph to his
uotice, -
H. 4. H, (YOUR EDITOR).
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“«Not all of us,” said Cardew. “Levison

an' I, accompanied by Clive—but no credit
js due to Clive, naturally—escaped the base
indignity.” . .
" “Yez—locked up in the woodshed all the
time, weren't you?” retorted Kangaroo,
ﬂlwhfum someone had now set free. “Ha,” ha,
-I.E. .!'? . . H

“That fellow Gogga is the very outside
edge!” chimed in Talbot. “I'm surc this
blessed schfyme was of his contriving.” -

“Hallo, Talbot!" said Cardew. *“Has your
head appeared -above the surface? But what
of the rest? Have all gone under for good?
Shall we hear no more the gentle voice of
Grundy, the accents sweet an’ low of Gore,
the mellifluous tones of Racke, the—"

“You dashed rotters!” howled Grundy.
“You wouldn't come to the rescue; that was
bad enough! But to leave uns tied up like
that, and to taunt us—— My word, let me
et at you, that's all! 1'l make you sib
up for jt!”

“Tha-a-anks, but I think nef, Grundy,” re-
plied Cardew, yawning., “1 have had all the
execitement that my  delicate constitution
will stand for cne evenin’, an' I de not pro-
pose to sit up for anyone. I'm off to bye-
hye. Who travels the same road? Gond-
night, all of you!”

And the Fourth cleared out.

But Not the End of the Night !

ARKING & CO. were in a very un-
pleasant frame ol mind as they
trudged back. i

Their attempts to score off Goggs
had been frustrated again, and they had Leen
eovered with confusion,

But what rankled most of all was the
open contempt of Cavdew. '

“I'll put it across thal swanking bounder
yet!" fumed Lartking.

I'm with you there, old chap,” said Car-

penter. “I ‘mever did like Cardew, and I
u.;zrtrn"inly don't love him any better aller
this.'
. “Well, if you ask me, there's more In
setting home on Goggs,” snarled Snipe. “And
the rest of them, too. Gay and Monk and
alt” that gang are every bit as bad as Car-
dew—worse!” - -

« All very weil to talk abont getting home
on them,” answered Larking. *“Question is,
how are we going to do iti”

«0Oh, I know a way#” leered Snipe. ©A
dashed good way. And the beauty of it 13
that it’s dead easy to work it at once.”

“What is. it?” . demanded Larking.

“Lock them out!”

“Whew !" whistled Carpenter.

“ Dashed good notion!” exclaimed Larking.

“0Oh, I don't know, old man. [t's a Dbit
thick, . There are ways of getting at an
enemy that mre fair enough, and there are
other ways that are dead off,” said Carpenter.
«1 ean't help thinking that that kind of
thine would he above a hit off.”

*Growing squeamish?” sneered Larkinz.

“Carp’s always heing taken that way,” put
in Snipe, with an unpleasant grin.

“0Oh, you dry up, Snipey! Look hero,
Lark, evervbody who goes out after bed-
time usecs that same way out. It's a kind
of general secret, and to me it doesn't seem
quite the square thing to play tricks with
it. You don't-want to bring the beaks into
this, I suppose?”

- Left to himself, Carpenter had guite a
decent notion of the square thing, and quite
a decent disposition to do it. -

But lhe hardly ever was left to himsell.
And Larking's was the stronger will.

o
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dodge that Carpenter wonld at once denounce
a9 off when Snipe suggested it took on new
colours to him when Larking's support was
given it

Ho 1t was now.

LIt isn't a question of bringing the heaks
into it,” replied Larking. “I'm not saying
I should kick against it if it was. But you
must see for yourself that it isn't. They're
all'’ in bed and asleep, - What we shall do
will only make sure that there shall be
no bed and no ‘sleep for the merry firm
nii‘ l{inggs. (lay, Tag, Raz, and Bobtail to-
night. !”

“Well, if that’s all,” said Carpenter, "I
don't mind. It won't hurt the bounders to
gpend a night out in weather lJike this, and
it ought to teach them that they aren’t the
only iellows who can play tricks.”

“Goges locked us all in; we'll Jock them
all gut!” Snipe said gloatingly.

“That window's easily forced with the
blade of a knife, you Eknow,” ohjccted Car-
penter, after a moment’s hesitation.

“Are any of the others?” asked Larking.

“No. At least, I don't think so. The
catches are different. Don't you remember
that night when we got through and found
the Form-room door locked on the outside,
and had to go bhack and try all the others?
No blessed luck! Someone came down and
opened the door after we'd chucked up
cravel at the windows.” &

“Well, if the other windows can't be
opened, we can easily make sure that this
one shouldn’t be. It only needs a couple
of long seréws and the trick’s done.”

Carpenter did not argue any longer. He
felt vaguely that the trick was not fair. It
was unfair even in a way that their treachery
of earlier in the evening had not scemed
to him.

There they were acting against the enemy.
It was true that they had gained the in-
formation which -enabled them to act by
discreditable means. But it was easy enotgh
to think of that as part of the campaign.

This was different. The Form-reom window
as a way out was a secret eommon to all the
mora advenfurous spirits of Rylcombe Gram-
mar School. : o

To, play tricks with it was like poisoning
wells in warfare. Even the enemy had his
rights. Against even the enemy there were
limits to what one might decently do. And,
disguise the fact as they might, Larking &
Co. knew very well that the result of their
projected trieck might be the catching out
of Gordon Gay & Co. by someone in
anthority., . , .

But the deed was done. Sanipe fonnd serews
and a secrewdriver, the window-sash was
serewed down, and the three went up to
Dormitory 29 to bed.

Larking and Snipe were guite chirpy now.
But Carpenter was gloomy and morose.

¥ully three-quarters of an hour elapsed
hetween theivr going to bed and the return
of the raiders.

They came back fnll of spirits, but dog-
tired, ¢ '

Over the wall they dropped, one after
another, and filed across the quad to the
wind#®w of their own Form-roon.

It was not the only window to that room,
hut it was the one always used on such oeca-
aiops as this, because the cateh yielded so
readily to persuasion. Even if anyonc came
along, found it unlatched, and fastened it,
that did not mattcer. A Knife-blade would
put all right.

«1 ghall be jolly glad to get intn bed,”
yawned Frank Monk, as they balted under

A1 the window.

it in the neck,” Gay- replied.

Gordoit Gay tried to push up the sash.

“Yomebody's latched it,” he said. “Lend
me a knife, one of you fellows. I don’t
want to break the blade of mine.”

Lane obliged with a knife the blade of
which was already broken, and the catch
was pushed. back withont any difficulty.

But still the sash refused to budge.

“Let me try, Gay,” said Bags.

Bags tried, Monk tried, Wootton mMajor,
Wootton minor, Carboy, Donaldson—all tried,
while the rest offered them advice, and began
to get very impatient. .

“It's no ga!” said Gay at length. “Some
{::L{E must have fastened it up to keep us
ou .u e )

Wada!” corrected Carboy. “And it's dead
easy guessing who they were!l” ! -

“Now, then, Goges,” said Wootton major,
“you're the brainy one.” Have you any supgs
gestion to make?”

“Certaindy 1 have"

“What iz it, then?”

“T suggest that, if we really cannot goh
in we must stay ontside.”

“Idiot!" snorted Gay.

“My dear Joyful, I do not think that what
I said was Tn the least idiotic. 1f we €annob
get, in it follows logically that we musb
stav outside.”

replied Goggs meekly,

“That be hanged for s tale!” snapped
Wootton major. “We're simply bound to

et in, some way or another!”

“1 am delighted to hear it,” replicd Gogas.

Then they stood and stared at one ano her
in the moonlight.

It was all very well for Jack Wootton to
say that they were bound to get in; hut,
unfortunately, saying that, however Treso-
lutely, did not help them to do it.

“We might chuck gravel at the dormitory
windows,” said Donaldson, rathor doubtiully.

“1 don't see much use in asking to get

In the bright moonlight that dodge did
really seemn a triflie like seeking for troubie. .
Whoever took upon himzeli the risk of throw-
ing up gravel at the windows must chaneo
heing seen: and if one was seen all would
bhe caught. ; -

“Would it not be possible to get upon
the roof?” asked Goggs. _

“What would be the giddy usc of that?”
returned Carpoy.

“Sure, I've heard of a night on the tiles,
hut I wonldn't have been after thinking that
it was in _your line, Goggles,” remarked
Nicky O'Donnell, . ' U

“(Oh, dry up, yon fatheads! If Goggs says
‘roof,” Goggles has some reagon for saying
‘roof,” * said Bags. “What's the wheeze, old
bhird 7" 1 . -

“Is there not a skylight?” inguired Goggs.

“Yes, of cvourse,” rteplicd Gordon 4Gay.
“It’s quecr you shouid have thought of that
when we didu't, as you've been here only
five minutes or so. But weé've got to get on
the ronf before we can get nt the skyligit,
and even then we may find it fastened.”

“1 do not think that the problem of reach-
ing the roof should present any insuperable
difficulty,” said Gogys.

“ Except that it can't be doene,” answercd
Frank Monk, 'with a grin,

“T think I e¢an make it clear to you that
it iz possible of accomplishment,” said Goggs,
“I have noticed a tree at the back which
should be of some assistance to us, 1 cou-
sider. Let us go round there.”
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