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THE FIRST CHAPTEPR,
A Lively Prospect,
HEY'RE coming!™
It was Bob: Cherry who made the announcement
as he came into Study No. 1 in the Remove passage
at Greyfriars.

Bob ustered the words with a very long face, as though
the matter were a very serious one indeed; but his chuins
in No. 1 Study did not seem much disturbed. Harry
Wharton wont on with his Latin excrcise, Nugent continued
to crack walnuts, and Billy Bunter, who was making toust,
went on making toast.

“Thoy're coming ! repeated Bob Cherry.

“ Are they really " zaid Nugent, emf!-:ing;' another walnut.
HWill you have soine of these, Bob? They're good!”

“1 say, they're coming!"

CWell, Tet "em come—let 'em all come™

“ I say, Wharton, they're coming at last!™

“ Amicus meus hoc nuntiat,’ sard Wharion.

“0Oh, cheese that! I tell you they're coming at lasi!
You fellows take it quietly, but——"
U Well, my dear chap, as we don’t koow whoe fthey ' arve,
nor why nor when ‘they’ are coming, what 1s there to be
disturbed dbout?"”

Billy Bunter looked up gquickly from his toast.

“1 say, vou fellows " he hegan.

“You'll know jolly soon!” said Bob Cherry.
been speaking to Hoffmann——""

“1 say, you fellows,” repeated Dunter, with emphasia.

H'ﬂ- . aﬂ.

“1've just
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“If Cherry means that they, whoover Lthey are, are ¢coming
to ten, I object—1I strongly object!™

“ My dear Billy—"" ,

“It’s no good arguing about it, C‘hceni}-! VYou've no right
to invite peopls in this reckless way! I'm hungry, and the
supply Bsn't any too large! I think it very probable that
there won't bz enough fgur vou fellows as 1t 15! Now, if
Cherry is bringing in a fresh lot-—"

“ Listen to mep—""

“ ertainly; but I want it understood that if they aro
coming to ted; there will have to be a fresh supply in fmrm
Mra. ﬁlimhiﬂ:'s! I'd b very happy to stand freat myse f,
but I've been disappointed about a postal-order, and—-'

“1 tell you, ass, that no one’s coming to ten!” bawled
Bob Cherrey.

“ Oh, that's all right, then!” said Bunter, the clouds clear.
ing off his fat face. “ Of course, I'm a hospitable chap; I
like to have fellows in to tea! But when the grub’s short,
whal’'s the good ¥

“You young cormorant! We've got enough for six or
geven, anyway " said Harry Wharton.

“Not at all! I'm hungry! U'm not whaot anybody could
call a greedy -r:har, but I like a lot!"

" Well, nobody’s coming to tea, so vou can set your heart
at rest!™ said DBobly Cherry.
Billy, and don’t jaw !

4 %‘h, really, Cherry——"

“Well, who are coming?!’ demandad Nugent,
haven't told us that yet!"

“The aliens!™

Bob Cherry made that announcement with due impressive-
I, Ilmt- even yet it ssomed to have missed fire somehow,
for his chumsa did not look very much improssed.

“Tho aliens,” repeated Nugent, yawning. “ What
alicns T’

Hob Chorry sniffed.

“ I sappose you haven't forgotten the time when a crowd
of foreigners were here in the Greyfriars Romove,” he suid,

"Go on making the toast,

“ You
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“and the high old times we had—rows from morning to
might, and often from night to morning again?"’

“Well, but they're gone,”” said Harry Wharten, '“and
they're not coming back te Greyfriars. They'ro going to
have their quarters in the new building on the other side of
the Cloisters, when they come—"" )

“Well, they’'re coming,’”’ said Bob Cherry. “ Yeu know
the new building has been Bnished some time now, and we've
been expecting this, I've just had it from Hoffmann that
they're coming.”

arry Wharton looked interested at last.

“They're really coming ¥’ he said.

“Yes: a crowd of giddy aliens, French and German. The
same lot who were at Greyfriars, and s lot more—a whole
party of them. There's to be o public opening of the new
academy to-morrow.”

“ By Jove!™ , y

" H::;f[ma.nn has just told me all about it. Ile's as pleased
as Punch, of course! We put the foreigners down a lot
when they were here, FHe thinks they're going to get their
own back when they're here in foree 1™

Harry Wharton laaghed. ]

“ (b, that is Hoffmann's little mistake!"” he remarked.

“There will be rows,” said Bob Cherry., * Of course, we
sha’n’t be such close neighbours ns woe were when they were
in Greyiriars, But the new acadomy is only the other side
of the Cloisters, and it will be perfectly casy to raid—"

“ Good 17

“ Hoffmann and Meunier are talking already about the
w]ay they are poing to put the Greyiriars Remove in its

ace !’
¥ Wharton's eves sparkled.

“ Lot tham begin, that's all!”

““ And there’s another thing--about Inly——" )

The study door opened, and a dusky junior came in. It
was Hurree Jamset Rem Singh, the Nabob of Bhanipur.

“The catchiulness of the word was accidentalful,” he re-
marked in the Enghi:=h taught by the inost famous native
instructors in Bhanipuar, *° but I heard the honourable Cherry
utterfully pronounce my name !

“The utterfulness -was terrifie,” said Bob Cherry gravely.
“The fact is, Inky, you're a bone.”

“ A——g—a wWhati"

“ A bone—a bone of contention.” :

“ The estecmed Cherry speaks in honourable riddles,

“They're coming—the aliens, you know. Now, when the
foreigners came to Greyfriars, you came with them., When
they went, you staved," :

“The honourable school was dearful to my heart,” said

the Nabob of Bhanipur, in his soft, purring voice. **The
staylulness wnaégmal. because the lovefulness for my worthy
chums was terrific.”

“Txnetly, But the lovefulness of theose foreign chaps for
you is equelly terrifie,” grinned Hob Cherry. ““They regard
vou as one of thoem, nrlﬁ they wan't ba hap%}' till they get
vou. Iloffmann says you are going to luave re;_;frmrs, and
go into Herr Rosenblawin’s acadeiny with them.’

The nabobk shook his head.

“ That 15 not the correctful casefulness,"’

“ Meunier, the French lkid, sayvs the same.”

““The worthy ass is nistaken.’ )

¥ Well, I'm jolly glad rou don’t mean to go,” said Bob
Cherry; ** but there will be rows over you!”

* The rowfulness may be terrific, but the gofulness wiil not

me the accomplished fact,” said the Wabobh of Bhanipur.

“Good!” said Harry Wharton, * Catch us parting with
our Inky! The sorrowfulness would be terrific!™

** He's worth his weight in bananas simply a3 an expounder
of & new and original svstemn of speaking English ! said
Nugent.

* 1 say, you [ellows —"

“ We atick to Inky—rather!" said Dob Cherry emphati-
cally. " If the aliens get him, they’ll only have him in
pieces, Lthat's a]l! We're going to hold on 1™ -

1 say, you fellows, the toast iz finished, and when you've
done talking we'll have tea!” said Billy Duntdr.

“* Make the tea then, asg!™

“I've mude it. I've made enough toast for five,” said
Bunter, “ A round each for vou chaps, and-—*"

Bob Cherry stared at the huge pile of buttered toost.

“That will be four rounds,” he said.  * Are you going to
open o bazaar with the rest, thent There's about twenty
rounds there!™

“Only eleven, Cherry! T wold you T was hungrey 1™

“The hungerfulness must ba terrifie,” purred the nabob.
“ I myself am peckishiully ready for the teaful refreshment.
While we grubfully refresh the inner man, I have &' wheezy
good idea to tell you, my osteemed chums.”

* Go ahead,” said Bob Cherry,

Bunter poured out the tea, and the Bemovites started on
the toast. Hurree 8Bingh was about to speak again, when
the door of the study was suddenly opened, and a fat, bread
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face was projected into the study. It belonged to Fritz
Hoffmann, the German junior. The chums of the Remove
all looked up, und Bob Cherry carelessly dropped his hand
unon a marmalade-tart, ) .

* Hallo, halle, hallo!™ he exclaimed. * What do you want,
Hoffy—and where did you pick up that grin?”

““ I tinka tat I speaks to vou, ain't it1" o

“3 don’t see why you couldn't do wour tinkin

assage, ain't it.”’ remarked Bob Cherry. * What
‘Ee-&n tinking with -

The German junior locked puzaled.

“ I not comprehends, ain't it?'? he said.  “ I comes to speak
mit you. I tinks I tellz you vat ve are going to do pefore.”™

“0Oh, po ahead; and while you're about it, let us know
what you are going to do after!” . .

“1 tinks tat to-morrow te new school opens mit itself, ain’t
it? and I goes dere mit my old schoolmates.”

“ We shall miss you, Hoffy,”

The German junior’s fat face beamed good-neturedly.

1 tinks I misses you too, ain't it? Bub ve comes to see
you somelimes, and ve gives you lickings, for te sake of vat
vou Englecsh call le -:dg lang syne,” he said. * Dut I tinks
tat Hurree Singh coines mit us too, He vas mit us pefore,
and I tinks tat he come also.”

“Rats " suid Bob Cherry, “ Inky is one of us now, and
he'a not going to change over!”

T tinks tat he is van of us.”

““ Bosh ! sald Nugent., ‘' You're a giddy alien, and Inky
15 & true-born British subject. He iz black but comely, and
we're not gotng to part with b

“I tinks tat he comes mit us.”

“Then you'll have to tink again.™

“I should refusefully decline to come,” said the nabob.
“As a truelully born and bred subjectiul Englishman, I
point the finger of scornfulness at {foreignful aliens, and stick
ro the old flag which has braveiully battled the breeze for a
thousand years ™

*“ I tinks tat if you not come, ve collars you.”

I tink tat if you don’t travel, vo collars you,” soid Bob
Cherry. "I give you one second and a half to get outside.”

“L tinks tat—""

LI 'l"llmehﬁ ul: -|'|."

I tinks taf——"

Tt !

The marmalade tart flow with unerring aim, and the

in tha
ave you

German junior was bowled first ball. e gave a gasp as ho
steggered back, with the s'cl_r:lv:_i.i'1 tart’ adirering to his broad,
plump nose. e put up his hand quickly to wipe it off,

and succreded in smearing i all over his face.

“11a, ha, ha!” roared Bob Cherry.

“Ach! [ tinks tat—=—"

“Here's another coming!”

“1 tinks tat—""

Whiz! But the German junior skipped out of the =tudy
in fime, and the sccond tart stuek on the door. The chums
of the Remove burst Into a roar. The next moment the
door reopencd, and Friiz Hoffinann looked in,

“*Ach! I tinks tat—=""

Eob Cherry seized the teapot and sprang io his feet. The
door slwinmed hastily, and Hoffmann's receding  footstaps
were heard dring away down the corrider. ﬁnﬁ o yell of

laughter from Brudy No. I followed him.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Bunter's Services are not Required.

REYFRIARS had zeen some lively times but a short
while ago, when the foreign pupils had come there
for a time, They had been in the Remove—the Lower
Fourth Form—end the rivalry between the aliens and

the English lads had been truly descnibed by Hurree Singh
a= terrific.

Now that the Friardaie Academy was finished, and the
foreign school was returing to become the near neighbour
of Groviriars, it looked as if the old fimes would be revived
10 SONe WAYS.

Haoffmann and Meunier, Ewa of the aliens, had remained
at Greviriars, and they made no secret of their intention
to go on the war.path as soon az they were in their new
guarters, and becked up by their old comrades.

And the Nabob of Bhanipur was likely 40 be, aa Bob
Cherry put i, a bone of contention.

He had been one of the alicn party on his arrival, but
i.ifmlthen he had chummed up with the comrades of élﬂ.df
No. 1.

Az he smid, his ease wos different from the rest. He was
a British subjeet, or, at all events, he belonged to a kingdom
protected by the British fag, which smounted to the same
thing. e intended to stick to Greyfrviaes: but this inten-
fian wais cortain to cnuze trouble with the aliens. They know
that Hurrce Bingh waa {ree to do as he liked in the matter,
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and that his guardiana would not oppose either course, and
Hoffimann and Meunter intended to take him to the rival
school with them, or know the reason why.
“ As if we could part with our one and only Inky!"” =aid
Bob Cherry indignantly. * Pnss the toast, Bunter. We aro
oing to stick to Inky like Bunter to the grub when it's on
i6 side of the table.”

L2 L1

Oh, really, Cherry——
“What's the wheeze you were poing to tell us when Hofi-
mann came in?’ said Harry Wharton, ‘' The aliens have
declared war, and it's up 4o us to begin it."
The nabob smiled exnpansively.

“It is. & wheezy good idea for making the aliens sing
esmalifully, and conceal their diminished heads under a
bushel,” he said. * The new academy iz to be opencd to-
morrow in great statefulness.”

*That's so!" sald Bob Cherry, with a ned. “ The mayer
of Friardale is to be thers in his robes, and to unlock the
great deoor in state. Then the fellows are to file in, boys
and masters and all, to the tune of a s};:-emh from the mayor.
It will be & function, and no mistake.

' That is correctful. There will be a great aszembly of
bigwigful persens to help the honourable mayer open the
worthy eostablishment,” said Hurree SBingh. " I have heard
all about it. There i1z to be a speechfulnesa on the honour-
shle steps, and then the mayor unlockiully opens the door,
sl !Jnrrmmunr_'c'-full:.' states that the Friardalo Academy is
apen.

“ Something in the style of opening a giddy oxhibition,”
gnid Nugent. *We had better bo there, 1% possible, to give
them a howl.”

“Yez, rather!”

“The ratherfulness is terrific, Dut thiz is the wheezy
plan 1 have thoughtiully elaborated," said the nabob.
“Buppeoszefuily imagins that when the horourable mayor
ingerts the esteemed lkow into the worthy lock, the august
door does mot open ¥’

“EhY Why shoulan't i7"

“ And e-upp:‘mel’u]l;,- consider, furtherfully, that not one of
the doors will opon, nor one of the windows, and that, in
factfulness, there 15 no gaining an entrance to the esteemed
building at all?

The chums of the Bemove stared at the smuling nabah.

“Tat 1 suppose not ing is likely to go wrong with all the
locks, Inks,”" znid Harry Wharton.

Hurrea Jamazet Ram Singh grinned,

WNaot with the honourable locks, my werthy chums; but
suppose we entered under the coverfulness of the ezteemed
night, and fastened up all the doors and windows scraw-
fully."

Bob Cherev jumped up in hiz excitoment.

“My only hat! What a ripping whacze !''

“The rippingiulness is really lecrifie,” sald the nahob.
“The eurprisciulness of the worthy Herr Roseoblaum and
the honourable mayor and the respectable igwigful persons
would bo very great.”

“11a, ha, ha!”

“They would not be able to get into the building at all,
and the situation would be comiciully absard.”

“Ha, ha, hal"

“ 13y Jove, we'll work that ™ said Harry Wharten, “ We
only necd a screwdriver and a few dozen screwsz to work
off the jape of the season

“1 spy, you follows—"

“HReep ik oawlally dark, thoueh,” grinned Beb Cherry.
“We can get inlo the new building easily enough to-nizht.
Thare's no one there"

“1 say, rou fellows—""

“It will be easiful to get in at an honourable window,”
saidh Ehemnb-ub. “and the screwfuluess will be the work of
4n nour.

“1 say, you fellows, I've thought of an improvement
upon Inky's plan”
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“Oh, don’t bother, Billy; we don’t want any improve-
ments."’

“But I say, you fellows, it's a really ripping idea. ¥ou
kn::-wj.l'?e been doing & lot of practice lately as a ventrilo-
guist.”

“We're not deal,” groaned Bob Cherry. " Your wven-
triloguism has made me wish ihat I were, though."

““ But, I say, I've improved immensaly lately. 1 can throw
my volco anywhere,” sald Billy Bunter. “ 1 was thinking
that it would be a good wheeze to do some voice-throwing
on the occasion of opening the new academy. I could make
the mayvor make a funny speech, you know, or something
of that sort.”

“*You could make the mayor do what?”’ . 7

'“Make a funny speech, you know, by imitating his voice,”
said Billy Bunter. "1 am practizsing imitating volces.
EI::P ,j’.“it“t& Cherry’s, for instance, What do you think of

15 !

Billy Bunter put his throat inte the ventriloguial attitude,
and emitted a deep croak, followed by a painful squealk.

Bob Cherry glared at ham,

“You young blackguard! Do you mean o say thal that
15 anyihing like my voice?" he demanded indiguantly,

“Tsay, you fellows, T put it to you—isn’t that like Cherry's
volee T :

“Oh, deaw it mild!"” said Nugent. *‘ Dob's voice ian't
what one would call a beauty, but it isn’t like the iast crosk
of an expiring frc:g.”

“1 can imitate Mugent's voice, too.”

“ Don't you do anything of the sort. DBy Jove, are you
ill, Billy? What are you making Lhat funny row for?"
CYIrisn’t a funny row,” said Bunter indignantly; “I'm
imitating your voice.”

“ My—my veoice! You )

“[ suppose it's no good expecting you to admii the truth,
when vou're all jealous of my wonderful pewers as a ven-
triloguist,” said the Ent junicr, blivking weathfully through
his bir speclacles.  *F 8Hll, I think you ought to own up.'”’

“Owo up 4o a horeid squeak like that?

*A4Vell, it's not my fault if your veice 1sn't musical. 1 can
only imitate it as it is, of course, not as it ought to be”

“If vou'ra luoking for a prize thick car—" begaxn
MNugent. 3

I can i1mitate Wharton's velce, too.”

“No, you don't ! said Wharton, laughing. “'If you start
imiraring my voice, yow'H geb this leai slung al you”

“ Really, Wharton-——" : :

“[ mean it. You ean do a)l your gasping and eroaking
in the box-room, without adding insult to injury by pre-
tonding that you're imitating hwnan voices™

“TI'mi working against great  diffieultics in brying to
develop my wonderful powers in this study,” growled Billy
Bunter. ““TIt's enough fo dizcourage a chap, and no mistake.
I could give you a sclection of imitations of a steam whistle
or a eock crowing.”

Bob Charry pir:ffﬁﬂ'i up the poker.

“There'll be a dead ventridoguist picked up in this study
if you stari,” he said.

1 zav, vou fellows, do you really mean that you don't
want me to make the mayor make z funny speech to-
morrow ¥ :

“ Yes, wa do mean it, ass. If vou siart anything of the
sart, we'll gag vou with a pillow, or, rathor, a bolster."”

““Oh, really, Cherry—-""

““ Hallo, halle, halle, here's the French lLid!™ :

Adolphe Meunier jooked into the study, with a beaming
smitle upon his sallow, Gallie face. He bowed with great
politoncss to cach of the Remaovites in tury, locking hke a
nodding mandarin as he worked through five suceessive nods,

“ Meas amis, zere is great pews. 1 zink zat I tell you him.™

“We've heard him,”' grinned Bob Cherry. " We know
the giddy aliens are coming down to-morrow in foree, and
that there's to be a state oponing of the new school, and
a lot of rot and speechifying generally.™

“Ear i3 mood! Ve are going to rejoin our old comrades,
and zen ve make it varm for you rottairs.” _

“We con stand all the warmth you can give us," sald
Nugent, “and perhaps a little aver™

“Cielt 1T have somezing elss to soy also as well Zat
TIEair -

‘“That what?" )

“ Fat niggatr, he vas viz us, and he come to us again, or
elie vo makes row.”

“¥ou'll have to make a row, then,” said Bob Cherry.

5 The rowfulness will be toeeific,” said the Nabob of
Bhantpur. L shall not returnfully join the estecimed rotter
alienz, but shall stayfully remain with my honourable and
chumiful friends, And I maust explainfully point out to the
worthy, rotten Meunier that I am not o nigger, and that I
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usua.lfullf black the honourable eye of the worthy persen
who applies that term to my esteemed self,”?

" dat niggair—"

Adolphe Meunier got no further. Hurree Jamset Ram
Bingh reached forward, and seized the rather prominent
nose of the French junior, and compressed it hard between
finger and thumb.

Meunier gave a muffled yell.

“Ciel! ¥at you let go—Iet go my nose!”

But the nabob did not let go. He held the French junior

at arm’s length, with a forceful grip upon his nose, and
marched him slowly out of the study.

The chums of the Remove roared” with laughter,

" Ciel! Diable! Zat you let me go!” wailed Adalphe
Meunier. ;

“The noseful pull is the replyfulness to the nigrerful
appellation I purred Hurree Jam:at Ram Singh, still grip-
ng the French junior's nose, and keeping him at arm's
ength. * The apologise should be terrific I’

“Ciel! I apologise.  Parbleu, I apologise ver’ much!”

The nabob released his hold.

“1 accept the-esteemed rotten apology ! he said grace-
fully. “IE I have damaged the esteemed proboscis of the
ratten alien, I am sinitten with the great sorrowfulness!"

“Mon bleu! I give you ze licking —"

“My henourable idiotie friend— -7

Adolphe Mounier rushed straight at the nabob: but Bab
Cherry and Nugoni caught him, and turned him round in
the passape,

“Travel I said Beob Cherry. “ Here, stand together, all
of you, and kick at the same time, and Hallo, halle,
hallo! He's travelling

It did not take Meunier long to travel, either. He turned
back at the head of the stairs for 2 moment,

"1 make you it up for zat latair I he exclaimed. * You
vait till —"*

The chums of the Remove mada a feint of dashing towards
him, and Meunier vanished down the statra, and the sound

of n distant bump told that he had gone a little too guickly
for comfort.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
The Franco-Gierman Feud.

" E shall have to keep that wheeze awfully dark,"
grinned Bob Cherry.  “If either Hoffruann or
Meunier got a hint of it, the game would be up.”

“.I say, you fellows—_""

“We can barrow a screw-driver of Gosling,” went on Bob
Cherry thoughtfully. * I suppose he will let us have some
screws, too, at double price? But the wheeze is worth it.”’

“I say, you fellows, if you like, I'll put Hoffmann and
Meunier off the track, and -——

“No, you won't!” exclaimed Nugent,
jurior by the shoulder and shaking him. “ You'll keep
guite gquiet, or you'll get sealped! The aliens don’t suspect
anything at present, but if you start putting them off the
track, it won't be long before thoy know the whole wheeze.”

“Oh, reslly, Nugent——"

“Not & word! Not a syllable 1"

“Not even a ventriloguial drone!” said Bob Cherry
severely.

“Oh, very well! I'll leave it entirely in the hands of
you fellows, to be mucked up, as usual,' said Billy Bunter.
‘But, T say, have you finished tea? If vou have, I'll clear
the table.”
© “Yes; we've finished,” said Harry Wharton. “ Come on,
Fou nhara, and we'll get the things we want from Gosling.”

The chums of the Remove went down the passage, and
Billy Bunter re-emtered the study. He had said that he
would ¢lear the table, and he preceeded to do so by filling
up hiz plate with fresh helpings of everything within reach.
He was too busily engaged to observe, some minutes luter,
that two faces were locking in at the open door. The faces
belonged to Meunier and %Iuﬂ'mann, who hod watched the
E!:u&]s of the Remove depart, and then returned to No. 1

ucly.

“Ciel! Zat peeg Buntair is still feeding viz himself I
murmured Meunier,

“Ach! Ve stops him, ain't it "

" See zat he not makes a row and fetches zem back.™

" Ve vill take goot care of rat.”

Heffmann entered the study on tiptoe, and eame up
Lehind Billy Bunter's chair. Billy had taken the last turt
upon his plate, and was regarding it with an affectionate
eye before he commenced operations upon it

“These tarts are jolly nice,” he murmured: *“but there's
one drawback--a fellow never gets enough of them, Whai's
the good of five or six tarts to a chap like me? And I
shouldn't wander if somebody grumbles at my Gnishing up
the lot, There are some fellows who wouldn't care if 1 fell
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down dead from want of suficient sustenance. What I
renlly need is-——— O-g-g-0-och '’

Bunter broke off with a gasp as a fat hand was clapped
over his mouth from behind. He jumped up, strugeling;
but in & moment he was in the grasp of the two foreign
juniors. ]

“Gorererer-rr 17 gurgled Billy Bunter, under Fritz Hoff-
mann’s hand, as the aliens pinioned him. ' Groo-e-ool”

“Ach! Ts taut a new ventriloguial exercise, mein poy "
asked Hoffmann.

* Ger-r-r-r-rooh ™ : ;

“ Zat you holds ze row,” said Meunier. Make ze noise,
and ve shoves your head in ze grale, in ze cindairs! You
understand 7

“Liroo-groo ™

“ He understand, Hoffmann, Let him go.”

“ Ferry goot.” .

Hoffmann released Bunter’s mouth, and the fat jumior
gasped for breath,

* I—I say, you rotiers, you might have suff-suff-suffocated
me ! he gasped. *“ What do you want in this study "’

The two aliens grinned.

‘¥e comes to wreck it!'" explained Hoffmann.
turns him inside-out, ain’t it, :mdl
pefore 1"

“ Zat is correct.” _

" Look bere, you'll get scalped if you do !’ said Bunter,
“There’s a jolly time coming for you bounders to-morrow,
anyway. I'm not going to let out the secret; but just vou

Icirtl:-k out for sgualls when the new building is opened, that's
i ¥h

(13 11-r-ﬂ
makes te muck of te place

Hoffmann and Meunier exchanged glances. The latter
crossed quickly to the door, and closed it. )

8o zere is surprise for us to-morrow ¥ said Meunier,

Billy Bunter chuclkled.

“¥es; rather. Just you wailt'™®

“ And vat is sat surprise

H0Oh, T'm nat gu[ng fo tell you! Wharton would be
awfully waxy if I let it out; and, besides, that would spoil
all the fun.”

_ U1 tink tat you tell us, Punter, or else ve rubs your head
in te cinders I

“ Igink zat is correct.’”

"' Laok here, I'm not going to tell yow,” said Bunter,
looking alarmed. "I telifmyﬂu Wharton would be waxy;
ainl, besides, it's a great surprise. When you start opening
the new school, you'll look a jolly lot of guys, becnuse—!"

" Because vat **”

¥ Oh, I'm not going to tell you !"

"I tinks tat you tell me, -or—-"'

= I zink zat you tell me, or "

“Ach! Don't interrupt me, Meuniar!”

“ I interrupts you if I zink [ vill, Fritz Hoffmann.”

*“¥ou French peast ——*

“You Sherman peeg—2""'

“1 am te leader of te barty—-"

“1 am ze chief of ze~—"

* Peastly pounder "

Y Bherman rottair !

I tinks tat I leecks you if you call me Sherman rottair

1 zink zat Sherman peeg nefer lick ze Frenchman !

“1 gif you Sedan ofer again, ain’t it

“1 gifs you Jena !" shrieked Meunier,

“Ach! Peeg——r-

* Rottair !

The two aliens wasted no more time in words. They flew
at one another, and went reeling round the study in a
breuthless embrace.

Billy Bonter dodged towards the door.

“1 may as well eut,” he murmured.
fm;ltht}fﬂ rotters to fght It out,
and-—-."

IHe scuttled out of the study. Hoffmann and Meunjer
bumped against the table, and sent it Aying, and there was
o crazh of crockery-ware. DBut the twe excitable aliens never
Leeded that, Meunier trod on a butter-dish and sli{;ped
over, and sat down on the last tart which Dunter had not
had time to devour. Hoffmann fell with him, and they
rolled together in the wreck of the tea-things,

“ Bherman peeg I'" gaspad Meunier,

““ French peastly pounder I

" Rottaie I

** Peast 1"

The noise from the study was what Hurree Singh would
have culled terrific. Billy Bunter scuttled away down the
stalys, and found half the Remove gathered before the
notice-board in the hall, and the famous four ameong them.
He eaught hold of Harry Wharton's sleeve.

“I -1 say, Wharton —="

“Don’t bother, Billy. I'm reading the notige——

“‘ 'Eli::te:.f:m wrecking the study !

i 5.11

“No good waiting
T'll get the fellows here,
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“Thoy're wrecking the study !

“Who are I’

o Hoffma;lm and Meuniar,”

“ My hat!”" exclaimed Bob Cherry. * Come on 1™

He dashed up the stairs.  Wharton, Nugent, and the
nabob were not a second after haim. They tore open ths
door of Neo. 1 Btudy and rushed in, and fell over the two
aliens, who were rolling on the foor in breathless combat.

“ Hallo, hallo, hallo!’ reared Bob Cherry. * They're
fighting one another !"

“ They'rs not going to E:g.'ht in our study, on ¢ur teacups !
exclaimed Nugent. “Yank them apart. [Ilere, you
rotters——""

“The brokenfulness of the esteemed crockery 1s ternific I”

“Hold them, kids!" exclatmed Wharton, gripping Hoff-
mann, and dragging him away frem his adversary. * Now
then, quiet '

“1 not keeps quiet, ain’t it, pefore.”

“Ciel ! [ zink I licks zat Sherman 17

“ French peagt—-—""

“ Sherman rottair—"'

“ You've busted our tea-things!" said Harry Wharton.
Lw:";&[;: do you mean by fighting m our study, you utter

iots ?

“¥Ve came here fo wreck te study, but Meunier vas
ghaeliy —.""

“Hoffmann was sheeky—"

“ 8o I licks him instead."

“ 1 licks him inatead.”

“You pair of duffers " exclaimed Bels Cherre. * We'll
taach you to wreck our study. Yank them aleng the
pasaage, and we'll lock them up somewhore to pet cool.”

“ I nob gets cool i_mfure, ain't it ¥’

"I zink zat I— "

“ Oh, come along !"

The two aliens were hundled along the passage. The
door of Bulstrode's study was open. Bulstrode was the bully
of the Remove, and an very bad terms with the famous four,
and that, doubtless, was why Bob Cherry stopped at tihe
open doorway, and sent Hoiffmann spinning in.

“I say, that's Bulstrode™s study ! exclaimed Nugent.

“I know it iz, said Bob coolly, as he changed the key ta
i':i:l{:"':}ut-&.:l.da of the lock., * SBhove the other shricking lunatic
i -

“Ciel! T insiat zal I not go in!”

“In with him!"'

““ All togetherfully I said the nabob.

And the chums #ave the alien a swing, and sent him into
the room. He collided with Hoffmann, who was rising, and
bowled him over. They rolled on the carpet together, and
:mmed:atalg began to fight. Eob Cherry slammed the door,
and locked it on the outside.

“That's a little surprise
comes in,’ " he remarked.
him."

“"Ha, ha, ha!"

“The laughfulness 13 terrifie I

“Now, let's met down again, and see what the Head's
notice 15 about.™

And the chums of the Remove descended into the hall, and
hurried towards the notice-board.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
_ Keeping the Secret,

HERE was still a crowd before the notice-board, reading
the latest paper pinned up there, or commenting upot
if. Harry Wharton and his chums pushed their way
towards the board and read the notice, which was in

the handwriting of, and signed by, Dr. Locke, the Head of
Greyfriars.

It was a brief notice, but vory interesting to the hovs of
Greyfriars, and to Harry Wharton & Co. in particular.

“Classes will not be held between the hours of 10 and
11 a.m. to-morrow, Tuesday, in ordor to allow all the Fofrms
i:r l:ie present at the public opening of the Frinrdale

eademy.

“Good ! zaid Harry Wharten. ** We shall be thora!”

“ Yes, rather ! grinped Bob Cherry. ** We shall be there,
E“d wo shall e the fun. We will gi*.'n them 1’_':1]{'."'|‘|
eapecially when his honour tries to open the door and it
wort't come open.’

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“The funfulness will bo terrifie.”’

“I say, you fellows, yvou’ll have to be jolly careful about
it, though,” said T¥lly Bunter. “If you're 2s careful as 1
am, it'# all rteht, but Mounicr and Hoffmann will nose out
the seoret if they can.'”

" They don’t know there is a secret,” said Nugent.

“Don't they

: H_";' Jtn'-:!,

» packet for Bulstrode when lLe
“*I'll leave the key in the lock for

“Unless you have told them, you young ass.
if you let out the seeret we'll boil you in wl.”

“I'm not going to let it out, Nugent. [ told Hoffmann
and Meunier distinetly that I wasn’t going to tell them any-
thing about it."”
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:: g‘l-"’]']ﬂlt:.]?hh d. " l th t-"_"
told them drstincetly tha Al
}”Yﬂu——}'ml yvoung villain, then you've been jawing to
them !

“I haven't told them anything. They wanted me to tall
them how you were going to.give them a surprise at the
opening of the school to-morrow, but I said 1 wouldn’t at
any price, and-——>"

The famous four looked at one ancther, and then they
seized Buuter and marched him away to a quiet spot in the
eorridor. DBunier waiggled a little, evidently viewing this
proceeding with alarn.

“I say, you fellows———' .

“ Anybody got a knife?’ asked Bob Cherry ferociously.

* Oh, really, Cherry——"" ) .

“T've got an honourable Fﬁnknif&,” said the nabeb, * but
it is too emallful to kill the honourable idietic Bunter with.

0Ol really, Inky——" . . o 3

“That's all right; hand it ever, I can give him a jab in
the right place, and——" .

“Here 13 the koifeful weapon, my worthy chum.

“ Hold him fight, Nugent.’

“I've got him.” . )

“(Ow!'" gasped Banter, as Dob Cherry made = jab at him
with & pocket-pencil, ‘‘IHelp! Murder! I'ni sincerely
sorry! Ow!V :

“ Now, vou voung villain, if you don’t want me to drive
this pencil to your guilty heart—""

“Peneil I gasped Billy  Bunter.
didn’'t know it was a pencil.”

_ “You krow what you deserve.
11n?urt.ant- seoret awav.’’ o
“T haven't! I told them T wouldn’t—— . )

“You ought to be scragged! You ought to be boiled 1n
oil! You ought to be—io be kept without food for 4 quarter
of an hour !

“(Oh, really, Cherry 1"

£ 50 IN CASH PRIZES. "CEM”
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Competition in the
“T supposa it's no good talking to him,” said Bob Cherry.
“ Pump ]I::im against the wall.”

0w, aw, ow! Owl” .

“We ean't kill him: it would malke such & muck in the
Ok sy, Dy
! ToA ‘harey—-

“Wa -mm't:rr gay hi%. cither: and L'm blessed if 1 know
what's to be done, If we allow him tg run loose again he'll
give us away.”

“1 won't! I told Heffmmann—"

“He's already told thom that we've got a wheeze on.
They will anly -{mvn to jaw to him for two minutes to get
the whele store.” :

“Then we may as well give up the idea,’”” zaud Nugent
savagely. :

“Not at all! said Harry Wharton, " Bunter has got to
ke watched, that's all. We'll take it in turns to keep by
him, and see that he doesn't give the thing away.”

“ Oh, really, Wharton——->1 .

“You ean take fArst turn, Bob, and I'll relieve you in an
In;:n:u‘"ﬁ Eirne. "t

Bob Cherry noddad.

““Well, that's not a bad wheeze. I don't see how I'm
going to stand Bunter's soclety for a whole hour, but [
suppose there's nothing olze to be done.”

Y"Look here, vou fellows—="

“We'llh be off to see Gosling,” szaid Harrv; and leaving
the disconsolate Bob in charpe of the fat junior, the
RBemovites wallked away.

“ MNow,"” sanl Boh Cherry, taking hold of Bunter's arm
and !]ﬂililiﬁ.ﬂ him inte the junior common-room—"now, yoi
sit there !

Fe pushed Bunier info a seat in a corner, and sat down
heside him. Then he took out the litest number of the
“Gon " and commenced reading. Dunter gave a grunt,

“1 sav, Uherry, I can't sit here all the evemng doing
nothing,”

“11 't for all the evening; it's only for an hour.”

“Well, livmd me your book to read”

“T want iF myscell”

“ Look hora——""

“Tis vour own foult, for being a confounded chattorbox,™
said Bob Cherry. " You're trouble enough az it s, so shut
1 and Jdon't WOrTy Imia. ' g{!flillg intoerostod in this ﬂhnp
F[I.,:’H’iTIH, Fows.”?

“ Yoz, but I sax

-

“YVou—you beast! I

You have been giving an

1a

~EShy
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“Bhut up "' reared Dol Cherey.

“¥es, but I wonte—""
l_];;?:cru can look at the pictures over my shoulder, if you
ika.

::?E__;r I.‘i'LIEL—"—H
. *Oh, do ring off! ITow am I to read if you will keep on
jawing?’ exclaimed Dob Cherry, exasperzted. “1 never
saw such a chap for worrying.'

“But I haven't anything to read.”

“Great Beott, this chap will never be done grumbling 1"

“ Wall, let me read the book with you, then”

“Oh, very well; anything for a quiet life!” said Bob
Cherry resignedly. And the two heads were bent over the
“Gem,” and Billy Bunter was silent at last,

Meanwhile, Wharton, Nugent, and Hurree Jamszet Ram
Singh had paid a visit to the porter’s lodge. Gosling, the
porter, was not on pood terms, as o rule, with the chums of

the Remove, bul he was always amenable f0 a tip. He did
not look amiable when Wharton and his friends presenied
themselves, but a glimmer of silver in Harry's hand meodified

his expreszion wonderfully.

* Good-evening, Gosling !
vear, isn't it?"”
the rain, too.’’

“Wot I 2avs ir thiz 'ere—="" bopan Gasling.

“ We want you to do us a favonr, Gosling,” =aid Harry
Wharton pleazanily

The porter losked at the fl:immming mece of silver out
of the corner of his eye, and debated in hiz mind whether
it wae intended for him or not. He decitded that Harry
Wharton was not the fellow to tantalize him, and so he
assurned his most civil menner,

M Wot I says is this "cre,” he remarked. “I'm alwarvs
willin’ to do anything for you young gentlemen which s
young gentlemen. That's wot I says,)’

“You can be a gentleman, in Gosling's estimation, for
the low price of one shilling,” murmured Nugent.

“"Waot I savs 15 this ‘cre—"

" We want you to lend us a serewdriver, Gossy.™

Gosling stared.

“ A what, Master Wharton?”

“A screwdriver.”

“Which I've got one vou ean ’sve, with pleasure,” said
Gosling. " But I can't see what you want with my serew.
driver, when vou'v® got ane in some of your tool-chests.”

“We want a big strong one, bigger than the one in
Nugenf’s tool-chest,” explained IHarry Wharton, '“It's to
drive bigp scrows into hard woed.'’

“1 eee,” said Gosling, looking vervy curious.

“And we want some bip screws, too—very big ones, and
strong—about four or Ave inches lope.”

Gosling grinned,

“Which I suppose.you are screwing up somebody’s door,
Master Wharton.™

IMarry Wharton lauaghed.

“Don't you bother about that, Gossy. We're not poing
to screw your door up, thewgh we might nail it up i you
didr't lend us the scrowdriver.”

" Very likely we might,” zaid Nugont,

“The likefulness iz terrific.”

. 0Oh, you can have the screwdriver,” zaid Gosling; ™ like-
wise the screws, (M course, I don’t know nothin® about wot
you want them for, and it's my dooty to oblige any of vou
vOung gentlomen, if it's oot axin the rules. 've got sone

g screws that were left over from the building of the new
academy. I thought I maght az well have "em. How many
do you want?"

“Oh, say Alty.”

“ Bifty serews?”

1 ?Eﬁ-”

“My word! You are poin' to make a safe job of 1tV

Y MNever mind that, Gessy,  You weon't know anvthing
about the matter when it hanpens. T you give as away, we
ghall serew up your deor and windows one night, and pour
pefroleum down your chimney and set lipght to it

Gosling shivercd, The Remove at Greayfriars waz o reck-
less Form, and there was really no telling what they might
or might not de.

“¥ou can ‘ave the things and weleome, Master Wharion,
and of course T sha'n't know nothin’® about the matter.’

“That's right, Gossy. You're 2 man of bueiness, I see.
By the way, do you find yourself get thirsiy az the nights
draw nf"

“Which I does, Master Whartaon."

" Then parhaps you'il do me the favour te accopt this
bob,” said Wharton, ° course, you will epend it in
ginger-beer.™

“0Of course!” assanted Gosling.

“ And now, where are those screws?”

"“"'Era vou are!”

The screws and screwdriver were handed over. The
shilling had made Geosling very obliging, and he produced
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8 couple more ecrewdrivers at a hint from Nupent, and
handed them over. Wharton promized thet they should be
placed under the bench at his door when finished with, and
the chums of the Remove left the lodge. Gosling looked
after them with o earious grin.

“Which they are young himps,” he murmured. * Wot I
says i this ‘ere. H{!}'S will be boys, and all boys ought 4o
be drownded. Thém's my sentimenis.” T

And Gosling ¢loged his door and tucked the shilling into
his waistcoat pocket, to remain there till it could be
exchanged for ale at the bar of the Red Cow.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER,
Bunter is Watched.
HARR'E‘ WIHARTON entered the junior room and looked

round for Bob Cherry. Two heads were bent over

o “Gem’ in a coener  Harry crossed aver and

tapped PBob on the shouwlder, and the
lecked up.

“ Just finished,” he remarked.  ““Ts my timo up? I'H
hiand this fat villnin over to another lkeeper with pleasure.’

“On, really, Cherry i

“Vez, vou've had vour hour,’” =ald Wharton, “ Who's
mi':}gtlh ’:ﬂr'u‘m going 10 toke it 1n turns, and it doesn’t matier
which.

*71 shall have great preasurafulnese in taking the esteemed
th:trgﬂ of the hongurable, rotten Bunter.™

“ Look here, you fellows, Iln not going fo ho watched
abouf as if 1 were a mad dog.”

“¥oz vou are. Watch him, Inky.™

“The watchfulness will be terrifie”

i ]f the aliens come near him, yell, and we'll soon be on
the spot. If he tries to talk to anybody, don't hesmitate,
Knock him down inetantly.”

*The instantfulness will only be equalled by the hardful-
ness of the knockdown.™

“zood! We can trusk Inks."”

1 zay, you fellows——" -

But Wharton, Cherry, and Nugent were strolling away.
Billy Bunter looked aggressively at the Indian junior, who
was smiling benignly.

T smy, ank:,r, this is all rot, you know ! he began,

“ The roifulness is terrifie, my worthy fat chum.”

“1 don't want to stick heve?” .

“ Tha stickfulness is the result of the great jawfulness

“T'm going to take jolly pood care of that litile
gecret——""

“ Yeg, wa shall watehfully seo to that.”

“T'm poing for a litile stroll now——""

“The strollfulness 1z impossthle, my hononrable idistic
friend.”’ .

“ Lok heve, I'm gong-—-

A dusky hand was laid upen Billy Bunter's shoulder, and
he was gently but frmly restrained from rising. Tha
nabob’s face wag still amiling, but very determined.

“Acht! Here iz Punter, ain’t t?° Hoffmann came up.
*Punter, I wvizhes to speak to you mit yourssll pefore
ain't it

“* The sneakfulnes is forbidden, my worthy chum.”

w1 suy, Inky, I'm going to speak to Hofmann if T like !

“The L—.nml:dmvltfu%nesr; will be the immedinte result.”

“Ach: I tinks Punter speak if he likes ™ said Hoffraann,
“1 tinks tat vou are rotters! I have te pain in te noze from
te punch of Bulstrode’s fist ven he find me in his study ! He
keeck me out. ain’t it? And Levison kecck out Meumer, and
Hazeldene kool us both after! I tinks tat I warms you for
tac!”’

“The kickfulness was the good wheesze "

“1 tinks tat Panter—""'

“ Look here, Inky—"

“ The honourable silence must be observed by the estecemed
Bunter, or my lowly fist will spute him on his worthy and
sugust nose. "

1 say, Hoffinann—oaoch !

The nabob was as good as his word. His fisf smote Bunler
on the nose, and stopped his remarks te Hoffmann gu:ite
suddenly. Bunter adjusted his spectacles and glared indig-
nantly at the Nabob of Bhanipur.

“ Wh—what did vou do that [or, you inky beasti"

“To preserve the honourable silence.™

“ Punter speaks mit me 1if he lrtkes!"’ )

“ Mg, he doesn’t,” said Harry Wharton, coming up
quir_-];;:iy, “ This i3 where vou march, Heffy! Take a littla
ruh !

“1I not takes te little run.’” o

" Then vou will take a little shove,” zaid Wharton, " Billy
Bunter is not allowed to talk this evening. t wouldn't be
good for his health.”

“ My health is all rieht, Wharton."

“Yes, but it wouldn't be after we had finished with you,
if you gave away our little secret to this Duteh bounder!”
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¥ Oh, really, Wharton—"" 1 -
¥ Are iu::u going to take that little run, Hofiy?
1

“7T rinks tat I not do s0.” 2 ,

“Collar him, chaps!  We'll give him the {rog's march,
lﬂlﬂ"""—”

“1 tinks tat I go peforel” .

“Good! Second tinkings are best!" said Bob Cherry,

with a grin.  © Off with you, Hoffy! Keep an eye on Billy,
Inky! Don’t hesitate to dot him on the nose if he needs
it! You can wipe up the foor with him, jump on his necls,
or pulverise him with the poker, or anything like that to
keep him gquiet!"

“0Oh, really, Cherry——" . 2

“1 shall preserve the guietness of the esteemed idiotic
Bunter.”

Harry Wharton, Nugent, and Tob Cherry followed IHoff-
mann out of the junicr-room to see him. well off the apot.
The German junior did not venture to tackle such odds, and
ho gave the throe Romovites o wide borth,

“1Is it all right*”’ asked Dob Cherry. * Did you get what
you wantod from Gossy?”

" Yes, rather! Tho screws and fhree screwdrivers are in
the study. We're going to smuggle them into the dormi-
tory; it will be eazy enough!™

* And got out after lights out, I suppose?”’

“That's it, If we were fo go now, there wonld be danger
of Holimann or Mcunier spotting us and following.”

“True. Halle, hallo, hello! Here's Mounier; and he
looks as if he had been trying to kneck down a steam-roller
with his noge!"

Adeolphe Meunier came up with a far from amiable lock.
His nose was decidedly red and swollen, and at intervals he
put up his handlkorchief to it to mop oway the little siream
of claret ihat aozed over his lip.

“Ciel; I find you, zen?”’ he said. * Vere have vou been?
Parblou; I zink =zat perhaps you go for te carry out zo
vheeze! T finds him ot '

“You haven’t found him out vet,” grinned Bob Cherry.

“1 zink 2at I soon finds him? I find him before if Hoff
mann not interrupt me like ze Sherman idiot zat he 111"

“ Where did vou get that nose?"

"I ovas zat Levison and zot Bulstrode and zat Hazeldeno,
u'hg' [:;?un-:h my nose viz zemsolves ven I vas let out of ze
Ay,

“Ha, ha, ha!”

It 15 no mattair for ze to laugh! I zink zat T soon finds
aut ze vheeze, and ve makes you 2it up viz yourselves 1"

And Meunier shook his head in a very delermined way
and walked off. The chums of the Remove were laughing;
not so much at his threar, as at his way of cxpressing it

“ We shall bo sitting up with ourselves shorily, if we don’t
look out,” grinned Bob Cherry. “ It's all right, so long as
we watch Tlunter.”

And Billy Bunter was watched with a venroance for the
rost of the evening, and at bedtime he hn’:l not had an
opportunity of exchanging o word with a soul.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Lights Out—-The Aliens on the Track,

7 EIN friend—" )
M “*Uiel! I am not your friend!

It iz zat I am your
enemy

1 tinks tat "

a

“1 zinks zat——-

“ Listen to me, Adolphe Meunier. Ve unites to kvbosh te
Fngloese. I know tat deee i3 somo move going on—somoeting
up against us and te Foreign Academy. ™

“ Zat 13 ¢orrect. Ve learn as mooch from Beelly Buntair
Ve learn it all if you not auch o Sherman fool I

“Your mean if you vas not sneh & French peep, idiot!™

Y Bherman rottair! T despises you!"

" French peast! I contempts you!™

“Rottair!”

“I tink—""

“1 zink—="

“Listen, Adelphe, and let us pa friends,” snid Hofmann,
“Tey are getting up soine vheese to spoil te opening of te
school to-morrow morning, ain't i’

* Lot s corroect.”

“T tinks tat ve must stop tem.”

#1 zinks 2o same,”

“Ton let us unite for tat purpose.  Von le school i3

aened, 1 shall be leader of te party, of course—""

“ I sall be ze loader of 20 poriy !

“"Ve vill settles tat at te time, fen. Now ve sebtles how
to stop tose Lnglecse peastly pounders frome inucking up ta
cpenitg cerginony.”

Zat ia corract,™

* Ve stand by vach oder hke te true chum.

“I stands by vou bike ze brave Frenchman ™

“Ten ve aro friends®”

“Veo are froiends ™

“Aeh; I cimbrace my friond 1™

“Ulel; I embracea my shum 1"
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And the two juniors embraced cestatically. When Hoff-
mann and Meunier were not fighting, they were alwaya
friends in the same way, with Continentul effusiveness,
embraces, and even kisses. DBut the friendliness usunlly
endod in a fight sconer or later. The Removiles could not
guite decide whether they were funnier as friends or a2
encmies, : ]

“ Ve are friends now!” said Hoffmann, beaming. ** Ve
stands togedder and frustrates te rotién pounders!™

“ Vo stands togezzer, my shum!” 2

And the two foreign youths appearcd in the common-room
with linked arms, and sweel, chummy smiles on their some-
what battered faces. Some of the juniors stared at them.

“ Hallo, they've made it pax again!"” said Levison. " We
found 'em fighting in our etudy, and kicked them out, not
long ago!" : : : s

“Ve soon gives you all ze kicks!" said Meunier., " Vait
till ze new school 15 opened, zat is all, you rottaira! TYou
511l see vat yvou sall see!” i

“ Did vou work that out 'in your head? asked Levison,
with & show of interest. .

“ Ve makes vou sit up!” spid Hoffmann, "I tinks tat ve
licks you, ain’t it? Te academy vas put Greyiriars in to
shade afrer!” . ) .

“ Bodtime " said Wingate, the captain of Greyfriars, loolk-
ing into the room. ** Now, then, be off with you, Meunier,
what have you been doing with your nosel™

“T found him serapping in my study,” said Bulstrodo;
“he ran it against my hst!”

Wingate laughed.

“Well, pot off to hed ! . .

The Bemove went up to bed, Hoffmann was whispering to
Meunior on the way up.  An idea had come into his head,

“Mein lofed friend, 1 tinks tas ve not go to slecp to-
night,” he whispered.

cunter stared ot the German.

Wy not, my sham!™

“T tinks tat perhaps iose poundera talks ofer plans mit
demszelves, and if ve atavs avake ve hears i, aan't i

“Ciel! T zinks zal is ferry good vheezo!™

“Ten ve stays avale, my friend "

Yo stays avake, my shum ! .

And when the Remove turned in the two foreigners made
an elaborare pretence of snoring, but did not close thesr
eves,  The chums of ihe Remove wailted for half an hour
after lights out before they made a move. By that time
most of the dormitory was fast asleep, only one of the
Famous Four being still awake.  That ome waa Harry
Wharton, When the school elock ehimed out the hour of ten
he sat wp 1o bed,

“ Are you awake, vou chapa?’

Y1 am awake" came in a low, purring voice from the
nabob’s bed. Hurree Jomser Ram Singh slept very lightly,
and Wharton's low voice had awakencd him.

Y Good! Chereyv—Nugent !

Hoffrnann and Meunier thrilled and lay very quiet. Foff-
mann had evidently hit the right nail on tho head, The two
alions were about to learn all.

MNueent sat up and vawned,

“Hallo! Is it timaf"

“¥ou, high time”

“ Boetier leave it for another half-hour perhaps——-"

“ Do you want this sponge squeezed aver you

“far—r—r! ['m getting ap.”

“{ut with vou, Cherrey !’

“Ya-a-a-a-aw T osand Bob Cherry. “I'm jolly sleepy!
Nevar mimd, I'll get up to please you. Anything for a
gmet hfet”

The chums of the Remeve dressed quietly and guickly in
the gloom of the dormitory. Hoffmann and Meunier hardly
breathed. They listened with all their ears, but they caught
nothing to let in light upon the matrer to thomn.

“ATC vou repdyt”

“* ¥Yes, come on,”’

“Gob the things®!

“1've got them."”

e gotialness 13 great.”

“ Fave you got all three of the—""

I}L:I "l-":;hu:it‘. No jaw, in case anybody should be awake,
oh!
“ Right-he, my mistake.
“Yaou, I've got them.”
“Then let's get out 1V
The Famous Foar crossed quiectly to the door. and passed]

inte the ‘!Imﬁaug[-. Thoe momant the door had closed, Half-

mann and Meunier were sitting up in bed, trembling with
excitement,

“ Holfmann, my dear shum!”

“_e"'-'.luljlrire.‘, my lofed friend ™'

“1 wink zat ve follow zese roftairs.'®

“I tinks tat ve do, Adolphe.”

atill, have you got all three®

7
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The two aliens jumped ont of bed, and dressed themselves
with excited haste. Iritz Hoffmann opened the door of the
dormitory and peeped out. The starlizght glimmered
through the windaw at the end of the assape. There was
ne sign of the chums of the Bemove to Ee A,

“Clel! Zey tre gonet”

“Hark! [ tinks tat I hear te noise !

It was o faint creak from the other end of the pagsage,
where there was a bend, leading to the box-room staivs.
The aliens understood at once. The Bemovites wers leaving
the house by means of the window at the foot of the box.
room staire. With a knotted rope it was easy to slide to
the ground there under the dark shade of the trees,

Heoflmann pressed Meunier's arm.,

“1 tin?::s tut tey gees on rope out of windew, mein dear
Adalphe."

“1 zinks zat iz correct, my lofed Fritz,”
** Tey leafs te rope to come in by.”
“I zink zat s0.”

“Ten ve uses it to follow tem."

“Qliel! Zat is ze programme,”

" Ve finds out te secret, I tink."

“T zink so0.” .

The two aliens erept silently towards the hend in the
passage. ‘They eaught the glimmer of starlight from the
windew, The zsash was up, and 2 dark ficure was disa penr-
g over the sill. It vanished; and Hoffmann looked over
the sill.  The chums of the Reoimove were visible for a
moment Lelow, and then they disappeared in the darkness.

Hofmann chuckled,

" Dey not tink ve here,” he whispered,
after tem—""

"I takes ze place of danger, my doar shum,”

“I tinks tat I goes first—""

“1 zink gat [—*

5 I”rafuaes noddings te my dear Adelphe. He shall go
rat,

“Ciel! I deny nozzings to my shum TFrite.
first,"?

“ My dear Adolphe——"

“ My lofed Frite—"

i ﬁﬁw first, if you vishes it, my Adolphe.™
"1 helps you out of z¢ window, my dear Fritz."

Hoffmann slid down the rope. Maunioer specdily fallowed,
and they ran to the corner of tha building behind which
the chums of the Remove had disappearcd. A faint noise
sounded from the direction of the doctor’s garden.

“Goot!” muttered Hoffmann, “Tey are gone inlo i

doetor’s garden to talk wpout te plot mit demsclves alone
pefora.”

I zink zat iz correct.”

" Ve follews tem and learns te whole plot.”

' Zut 18 soM

They reached the liltle gate which gave admittance from
the Close into the Head's private garden. It was [ocked ;
but it was easy enough to climb.

Hoffmann stood politely aside for hiz dear friend Meunier
te pass over first, and held out a helping hand. But

eunier was not to bo outdene in politencss. He slso
stuod aside to aesist his dear friend Fritz over the gate.

“ My dear Adolpho, T assists vou.™

“ My dear I'vitz, [ assists you,”

“ I insist—"

“1 insigh—""

. Zen ve both goes togezzer,' said Meunier, with a beam-
ing amile,

“Gool! Ve both goes togedder.”

And the two aliens climbed the gate. They dropped on
the inner sida of it, and ot the same moment unseen hunds
reached out of the darkness, and they were prasped, wnd
dragred to the ground,

" Don't make a row,” said a wellknown voice. * Now,

you =illy asses, what are you up to? Have you been follow-
g usi’

“1 poos fivst

He gees

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Allens in Durance !

" CII! Tt is tat Vharton!™”
“Crel! Tt is zat Vharton!”
“¥es,” vou asses "' growled Harry Wharton. “ We
heard you jabbering at the gate, and so we stopped
to wait for you.”
" Ach, you have giffen te show away, my dear Adolphe 1"
“ It is you zat have gilfen ze show avay, my dear Fritz.”
1 tinks not.”
1 zinks s0.”
“1 tinks tat it vas you, my dear Adolphe.”
“I zinks zat it vas you, my belofed Fritz.”
“Bhut up with vour 'tinking’ and *ginking " gmwlﬂﬂ!
Dob Cherry. * The question is, what are you doing here?
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“ Ve follows you fal ve learns te seoret, ain’t it

“ Zat is correct.”

“I thoughi 20,” said Harry, *“'And now we've collared
ryou—""
T T tinks tat you lets us go, or I trashes vou after.”

“1 eink ao.”

“ What are we to do with them, Lids? We could held
their heads under the water in the fountain, but—

" But their bodies would be found in the merning, and
there would Be an inquest and a lot of bother

" How can we shut themn up without drowning them,
then? We can’t have them following us about all night,”

“I vindes tag—" .

"1 zinke gat——"7.

" You vas interriplting me, my dear Adolpho—0?

“ I not eaves e vun rap, my belofed Fritz,™

“Ach! I tink you are French peeg!”

“T zink zat you are Bherman pounderi”
“ Penst 1'*

" Rotiair 1™

“Bhut up! Do vou want to wake the whole house, and
g2t a flogging for being out of bounds at night?” rrowled
MNugent.
“ Tat French peast——"

* Zal Sherman |lmuncler-——”

Y 8hut up, 1 tell you! What are we going to do with
them, Harpy "

Wharton's brows were wrinkled in thought. The
Removites had fortunately discovered the pursuit in time,
n five minutes more the aliens would have tracked them to
tie Cloisters, and then could not have failed to guess that
their dostination was the new acndemy of Herr Rosanblaum,

But how was further pursuit to be stopped? That was
the question, and a difficult one to answer. Both the aljiens
wera obstinate, and persuasion would be simply wasted
upon them.

E};‘G_ive ‘e a kiek, and eend ‘em back,” suggested Bob
arry,

Wharton shook his head.

“That won't do, Bob.”

“ Why not?”

“We thought they were acleep when we loft. But they'ra

on the scent. If they went back now they'd wake up Billy
Bunter and worm the secret out of him,™

* By Jove, so they might "

" Ve are villing to go pack,” said Fritz Hoffmann,

" Aat iz correct.”

“I daresay you are,” growled Wharton. * But we are
not willing. The enly thing I ean think of, chaps, is to lock
them up in the gardener’s shed here."

“Well, that's a good wheege.”

“'1 vill not be locked up !

“(fel! also refuse to be locked up zere!”

" Bring them along!"

The two aliens were dragged to their foat. Thay
struggled, but each was in the grasp of twe paire of Tands,
and their resistance was of little avail. Thev were bundled
aleng the path to the shed at the bottom of the garden.
The shed was at such s distanece from the house that thera
was little likelihood of their cries being heard, even if they
tried to give the alarm.

But that they were not likely to do. They had been long
enough at Greyfriars to learn the manners and eustemng, so
to speak, of Diritish boys. They were excitable and un-
reliable in many ways, but they played the game!

The door of the gardener’s shed was not locked. Ag a
matter of fuct, there wue ne lock to it, but simply a Iatch.

Harry Wharton opened it, and the two aliens were bundled
into the dvorway. There they begun to struggle again,

““Ach! I not goes in, ain't it

“T zink I not goes in, you rottoirg!”

© Bhove them in!"'

They were shoved in. Hoffmann went whirling into the
shed, and there was a crash as he bumped ngainst the wail
and fell to the ground amid & elatter of falling spades and
rihes and other garvdening implementa,

' Ach himmel ' T vas hurt !

Meunier shot in after him, and rolled over him. There
were gasps and exclamations from the two aliens, and Harry
Wharton shut the deor on themn.

“IHaw are you going to fasten it!"” grinned Bob Cherry.

“That's eazy enough! We'll put in a screw; it opens
outwards.”'

“Good! We ean spare them a serew,”

Three pairs of hands heid the deor jammed ehut, while
Harry Wharton drove the screw into the door. Tt fastened
the door as securely as a bolt. There was a bump on the
door from the inside. But it did rot budge,

“Hat you opens ze door, you rottairs!”

“Ach! Tat door sall be open, ain't it.”

" Hu, ha, he "
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“Every screw was driven well home, flush with the wood; and at the end of half-an-hour every door in 1

the building had been securely screwed up. .

“Fn door he quite tight, and he not open. You ass,
Hoffmenn! Zis iz all your fault, you fat Sherman donkey '’

*Tat 13 all your fault, you French peeg ™

" Bherman rottaic !

“ French peast!’

Then thore wos the sound of a struggle, and the clattering
of garden implements knocked over tn the dark.

The chums of the Remove chuckled softly.

“They're safe,” szaid Harry, " Come on!”

The famous four hurried on their way. Even if the two
gliens lefit off guarrelling—which was not likely to be for
some time—they could never get the deoor open., The long
seraw, fast in door and doorpost, was safer than a bolt,

Fram the doctor's parden the Remmovites elimbed the little
pate into the Cloisters.

Dark and eerie zeemed the gloomy Clolsters at that hour
of the night. The old =ztones, worn by the feet of the
monks for senturies, were seldom trodden now. In the dark
shadows under the arches an imaginative mind might have
pictured a ghostly form in monastic habit silently ghding.

But the chums of the Bemove were not thinking of the old
meonks of Grevfriars. They hurried on through the Cloisters,
and erossed the Jow wall into the grounds of the academy,

“ Hore we are again!” murmured Bob Cherry.

“ Now for & giddy burglary!” =aid Nugent, with & grin,
“"How are we going to get i1, Harry?”’

“ Through a window.™

" The;‘re- pretty certain to be all fastened.™

“Well, what's the good of being a burglar if you ean't

burgle®
"gﬂle burglefulness is difficuit,” zaid Hurree Singh, as the

chums stopped, and looked up at the dark building ; * but
the g‘et-inf;;ﬁess iz necessary befors we can proceed with the
serewfulness,” .

‘“ BExactly,” said Bob Cherry; *and our determmnation is
terrihﬁl_-:;" b idioiie oh

“ My wor idiotie chum——""

“ Come nujj‘!: said Iarry, ““let’s go round the building,
and look for a window we can tackle.” 1

The Removites procceded upen their exploration. The
great building was dark and silent and whelly untenanted.
On the morrow it would be swarming with boys, and echoing
with the chatter of many tongues. Now, not a sound broke
the stillne=z of the night.

“ Here's the place!” said Harry Wharton abruptly.

He stopped at a little window in the back of the house. Tt
looked like a pantry window, and was easy of access. Harry
opened the biggest blade of his pocket-knife.

" Give me & back, Bobl!™

“ Here you are, old son!" )

Harry mounted upon Bob Cherry’s shoulders, and in a
moment the window was opon.

“ Ripping!” said Nugent. ** Jolly good profession for you
when you grow up, Harry! In choosing a profession for a
hoy, 1 was reading somewhere, any early taste or predilection
should be carefully noted—" ]

“ (Oh, cheese it,"" said Harry, laughing, " and let me get

in 1"
Cine by one the chums of the Remove elimbed in at the
window. To pazs through into the paseage beyvond the little
room wag easy. A few moment more, and the Famous Foure
stood in the gloosmy hall
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THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Screwed Upl

" IGHT the lantern, Frank.”
h " Right-ho " said Nugent; and he struck a mateh.
The bicwele lantern brought by Nugent was lighted,
and itz rays glimmered round the durk hall. The
effect was curiou:zly eerie, and seemed to make the greak
building more lonely than it was in the dark. Hurree Singh
shivered a littlo as ﬂu rlanced round.

“ By Jove, it does make a chap feel like a giddy burelar!™
murmured Bob Cherry. *The next step really is to break
1nte the safe, you know. :

“* Or knoek somebody on the head with a jemmy."”

“Ha, ha!™

Bob Cherry’s langh sounded very hollow in the empty
house. He stopped it ss the echoes rolled back from the
deaclate class-rooms and passages.

. Let's get to work 1" said Nugent abruptly. * Blessed if I
115-:3”1:111:; place! It's too much like a giddy churchyard for
o,

“The lonefulness is great, and the wuncannifulness is
terrific!” murmured the nabob.

¥ Buck up, then,” said Harry.

" Tare it is?"

* Lucky we didn’t forget that. Thiz wood is as hard as &
rock, almost. I'll soon have s hole ready for the screw.”

* 0 ahead, them!™

Harry selected a spot where a serew would seeurely fasten
the great door to the post, and started with the gimlat,

‘The wood was very hard, but his steady turns drove the
gimlet in, and at last he untwisted it again and insorted the
BT,

'le‘hu: screw, of course, was thicker than the gimlef, but the
hole facilitated its entrance, and it did not take long to drive
1k horme,

“ We can't test it, as the door’s locked,” said Hlarry; ¢ but
I fancy tlml-: serew will hold the door shut against anything
bat a batmrm%‘ rain, "

“Ha, hal fancy so!”

“Now for the other doors. That little Jot has taken ten
minutes nearly, and——""

“My hat!"” pjaculated Nugent. At ten minutes a time
we shall be finished the job about neon to-marrew, 1 suppese,
and we shall have to keep it up wkile the opening eeremonsy
ki going on''

Ok, don't be funny! That was the first. T'll go round
with the gimlet, making the holes, and vou follows can follow
with the serews:, You've got a driver each, and I can nake
the gimlet holes fast enough to keep vou all going. We shall
get through the work pretty guick, at that rate.™

“Yes, rather!”

“*The ratherfulness is terrifie.”

Harry Wharton led the way with the gimlet. The others
followed with acrews and screw-deivers. The work, as Harry
said, proceeded at a good rate, especialls az the juniors
warmed up to it.

And 1t waes thoroughly done. Tt was an extonsive job, bhut
theee wes no scamping. Ivery scvew was driven well home,
flush with the weod; and at the end of half an hour every
dear in the bailding had been securely serewod up.

“That job's jobbed!™ suid Beb® Cherry, broathing rather
hard. “TI've got a blister coming on my hand.”

Y The blisterfulness of my hands 13 terrific.”

“Never mind,” satd Wharton; it’s all in the day's work,
you know."

* My worthy chum means the nightful work!"

Harey Wharton laughed.

“Well, the night's work, Inky. Now [or the windows.
We've got to fasten up all of them that could possibly be
giimbed into.”

“ Right-ho! Buckle to!'

Ther buckled to. It was an hour's work, and noft light
work, to serew up the windows; but they did it. Half-past
eleven rang from the tower of Greyfriars, az Harry Wharton
drove in the last screw.

“ Half-past,” satd Bob Cherry. “We're making a night
of it, and no mistake. We shall be pretty sleepy at rising-
bell to-morrow morning."’

**Can't bo helped, o're finished now."

“Right-hao! Let's got out.”

¥ M]:—mr hat1”
i* at's the matler now?’

Harry Wharton burst into a ringing laugh. It echood
wierdly through the empty building, and his chums stared at
him i Ehe lantern light.

“What on earth are you laughing at*” demanded Bob
Cherry.

“Oh, we're prisoners, that's all”

“ Prizonara !

 Yes, wo're scrawed in "

“THE RIVAL SCHOOLS.”

“Got the gimlet?"”

Another Schoel Tale
By FRANK EICHAHRIDS

“My only Aunt Janpe!"

“Ha, ha. ha!"

It was true enough. The juniors had done their work
thoroughly, and every window near thoe ground was serewed
up. They had left themselves no retreat.

The situstion was so absurd that they could not help
laughing.

. ""'We shall have to take out one of the serows, and shove
1t i again on the outside!". grinned Bob Cherry.

“ Well, that won't take long. Ha, ha, ha!”

* The funnifulness is terrific.”

The juniors had had enough serewing, but thers wwas no
help for it. Wharton lnboriously unscrewed one of the
scrows, and took it out. and the window was opened.

The Reomovites jumped out one by one, and Wharton
knelt on the sill and cliosed the window. It waz a small one
at the back of the house, and he drove in the serew in an
obscure corner on the outside, where it was not lilely to bo
diacovered.

“That's done,” he said. jumpin

“Good! And now lot's be off I

The chums hurried back to the Cloisters. In a fow minutes
thoy were once more at the gardensr’s shed in the Head's
Enrijiﬂh- Wharton hstened at the door, bat all was silent
within.

“They've gone to sleep.” he murmured. “I'll get the
serew out, and then one of vou ean cut back to Gosling's
Iﬂdge with the screwdrivers. If thuj' SE W ﬂ'mn], 1,.]:1_1}' mighl
smell a rat.”

The serew was silently withdrawn., Bob Cherry took the
three screwdrivers, and hurried away with them. Wharton
opened the door of the shed.

* Hallo, thoera!™

“Ach! I tinks tat I haf been asleep, ain't 167"

“I zink zat I have been asleep, aussi.”

“ Well, il you want to stay here for the rest of the night
wa'll shot you in again,”’ said Harry Wharton, “'What do
sou think?”

“I tinks tat I goes pack to ped, ain't b5

“1 zink so, too."

* Then buck up!™

The quarter chimed out from the clock tower.
mann rubbed his oyes as he came out of the shed.

**Ach! Is tat a guarter to eleven?”

: = T_Ihf: quarterfulness 15 to twelve, my worthy Dutchiul
friend.

- U Ilimmel! Ten you have been down to te village, ain’t
ik, to stay out of school all tat tune, you peastly pounders.”’

“Ciel! Zat is certain. Vatb have you fo do at ze villago,
cochons 7

“Ask no guestions, and you'll hear no whoppers,™ said
?ngn_&g'::., *Come along, if you want to use our rope to get
1 with,’

“1 tink tat I comes mit you.”

“1 zink so also.”

The juniors hurried hack to the house. They were all
anxious to get to bed.  Bob Cherry was alveady waiting for
them under the window., He hm]v placed the screwdrivers
under the bench outside Gosling's
arranged.

“0Oh, hera you are,” he sald sleepily. “DU'm ready for
!}E:cl.t ”I’]]. go up first, and you can send these alicn animals up
next.
~ He climbed the rope. It was an ®asy task for the athletic
f““".:"-"' He was in the window in less than a minute, and
ooking out at the juniors below,

* Now, then,” sand Harry Wharton, *up vou go!”’

Hoftmann and Meunier, whosa friendship waz off again,
made simultancous steps towards the rope.  They hoth
clutehed it, and glared at one another.,

“ Leave go, you French pounder!
coes pefore te Frenchman.”

T v Za Frenchman goos before ze rotten Sherman!®

“ Ach, ia, te Frenchman vent pefore te Shorman at Sedan,
ven te Sherman vas ruanning after him ! grioned Frilz
Hoffmann.

“Uiel! I zink zat -

“Will vou zo up that rope, vou ubler asses!” exclaimed
Harry Wharton,

1 tinks tat-—"

“1 zinks eat——""

“Well, stay where you are, then, We're going to pull up
the rope when we get in.  Up with you, Iuky!”

“The npfulness 15 immediate."'

Hurree Singh climbed the rope. Frank Nugeni followed,
and then Harry Wharton swung him=elf up, and into tha
window, He leaned out. and looked down on lhe two
forermers, who were still fiercely dispating.

“ Are you coming up?”’

© ui, oui! I zink zat T orders you to go first, Holfmanan™

Hoffmenn stepped back from the rope.
T
TJJE%%A?.

te the ground.

Tritz TIof-

lodge, as had been

Te Sherman always




“To Sherman cannot go if te Frenchman orders him.”
“¥You silly asses!” said Harry, * The rope’s coming up
now 5

i pae

Stop za minute, T come

And Adolphe Meunier swang himsell up.
followed, and Harry drew in the rope and unfestened it, and
closed the window. The Removites hurried silently back to
their dormitory and tumbled into bed.

“Well, I feel rather inclined for a nap!™ Nugent re-
marked, as he pulled up the zheet ahout his ears,

" Tha napfulnezs will be very welcome."

" French peeg!”

“ Bherman peast!™

““ Peast]ly pounder!”

' Rottarr 1’

“Bhut up, you twa! Will you be gquiat?™

1 tink tat I not shuts up!”

“I zink so tool”

1 tinks—"

Biff ! Bob Cherry's pillow came with a whizz through the
air, and caught Hofmann on the zide of the head, and ha
did shuat up.

“Ach! Vat vas labk pefore??

“That was my pillow pefore!™ grinned Bob Cherry, get-
ting out of bed again, " And now ' up, you may as well
have n swipe or two!”

“Ach, Himmel! Stop yvou!

Biff 1 Biff! 1Biff!

 Himamel! Mein Goft! 1 am hurt!™

“There!” zaid Hob Cherry. * Now perhaps vou'll shut
u‘F: IE you or Meanier makes a zound again to-night, we'll
atl turn out and give you a walloping ™

And for the rest of that night tﬁnre was pezce in the
Reamove dormitory,

Fritz Hoffmann

Leave off pelope 1™

PR

THE NINTH CHAPTER,
The Opening Day,
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That was Bob Cherry’s remark when the bell
elunged the =signal for rizsing the following morn-
ingr.

And the others whe had taken pavt in the previous night's
excursion felt inelined to yown alse and go 1o sleep apgamn,
But Harry Wharton set the example of Jjumping out of hed.

“TUp vou get, you fellows!" he exelaimed.  * No good
hanzing it out, you know ! Quelch will be ratty if we're late
for branbfast !’

“ 1 suppose 50" yawned Nugent,
we-ve-w-w L

YW awew-w-w-w U oanswered Dob Cherry,

But the chums of the Remove dressedd :.'l-:_"rh'#]:,: enuugh, L1l
wont down in time with the rost of the Ferm. Bome of the
Remove were looking curiously at them, the signs of sleepi-
ness in thoir faces being very apparent.

* I heard scinebody moving about in the night,” Hazeldene
remarloed. “1 suppose It was vou chaps going out some-
where?"’

“The supposcfulness is ecorrest,’” sard the Nabob of
Bhanijuar.

*Where were vou off to®”

“That'sa Little seerer,”” said Bob Cherry blandly, * You'll
guoss a hittle later, but for the present mum’s the word !

Hazeldens langhed.

“ Oth, keep the secret! Ts it something up azainst Temple
& Co., of the Upper Fourth, though*?

“Mo; it's up apainst the aliens.”

“Faith, and ye might tell uz phwat it is inticely " said
Micky Dosinond.

I:l: Faith, and you'll know soon enough intirely I said Bob
arry.

M Etirr;? and 1if it's mimicking me beautiful accent you
are

* Bitence thore?' said Mr Quelch.

“ Faith, siv, and 2

“ Bilence 1"’

And thero was silence at the Hemove table. Dut the news
sproaud through the Remove, all the zame, that there was
something afoot “up agaiost’ the aliens, and whon the
Form wenb out after broakfast there were many inguiries
addressed to the chums of the Remove.  But the Famous
Fﬂu[ ]I'l“.ii'lt-!l,ill'lﬁ":tl H {] i:-i-'l:\.']"l'!f!f'. .-Iilf'_.'!!m.

"Bure, and you can thrust me intirely ! urged Micky
Desmond.

Y Bure, and we could trust you to spread it all over the
school,” agreed DRob Cherry,

* [Faith, and I—"°

“1 say, does Bunter koow

“Yes, he knows."'

“Then wyou'd better watch him!" grinned Levizon.
“Homebaody will have tha secrat out of him before you can
say ginger-paop !’

# %ﬂ'ﬂ’rﬂ witching him!"" said Harry Wharten, with a
laugh., ' He's been under watch cver since we hit on the
wheeze [
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“I say, you fellowsg—-"" :
“5till, you can trust the Remove with the wheeze!™ sard
Bulatrode.

“ My dear fellow, mum’ the word! ¥You'll all sce tha
thirg out between the hours of ten and eleven thie morning,
and it's not long to wait!” .

“Then it's something to do with the opeming of the new
academy I

“Yes, I'll tell vou that much.”

* 1 say, vou fellows—""

Y Look here, Bully, this 15 where vou shut up 1™

“1 say, Nugent won't let go my arm 1"

O course he won't; he's got his ordera”

“Yaa, that's nll very well—"'

“Then what are vou grambling at?’

“ Look here, vou fellows, 1'm not going to stand thia! I
want fo practize the ventriloguicl drone for a while beioro
morning clazzes, and Nugent won't let me go. I don’t mind
if ho holds ma while I'm practising, but he says he won't let
me practize while he’s holding me, and he won't let go ™

** Ha, ha, hal"

“Tt's no laughing matter 1" said Billy Bunter indignaotly.
“Here's an oppoertunity for Trnntiﬂing and developing my
wotderful powers as o ventriloguist, and Nugent Btandﬂrill
the way! I dov’t want lo walk about arme-in-arm with
MNugont '™

“ And I don’t want it either,” grinned Nugent, ' but needs
must, vou know! This is where you suffer for i.r&i'ng i cons
founded little fat chaticerbox 1™

“Well, I'm going to practise the ventriloguial drone

““ If you start any ventriloguial groaning——"

* Droning, not groaning 1™ .

T dua't eare xﬁmt-hm‘ it's droning or groaning, vou're not

oing to do it whera T can hear you, or I'll give you some-
thing to groan fore!"

“ Lok Lere, Nugent

“Oh, ring off 17

And Nugent marched swiy arm-in-arm with the indignant
Bunter, and Billy's expostulations were lost in the distance.
The Reonwovites roared.

“ It's the only way,"” said Levizon, laughing. * Bunty
can't talk new! I say, I'm anxious for that opening cere-
mony to starg 1"

All the Roemove wore anxious, az p matter of fact, Thae
whole Form was on the alert. The Upper Fourth were not
long in learming of the vousual excitement, and it at once
aroused the suspicions of Temnple, Dabney & Co. They came
round lo inquire. )

“What's the little game, Wharton®" said Temple. I
hear there’s something specially ripping on. What are you
wp to?"’

L. Oh, rather?’ zaid Dabney.
Wharton?”

Harry Wharton langhed.

“Nothing up apainst vour this time,” he replied. * If you
want to see something really funny, don't fail to turn up for
the opening ceremony of the new academy.”

“Oho! It's up against the aliens, then?"

“ Exactly ™

“The exactfulness i3 terrific,”

“Then it's all right,” grioned Temple.
never fear!”

“(h, rather ' said Dabney,

“Thut what's the wheeze?" asked Fry.

“You'll see when the time comes.”

“Couldn't you tell us now!?”

“Well, T eould, certainly ; but I'm not going to.”

And the Upper Fourth Formers could learn nothing more
than that. Just before morning lessons commenced, Tloff-
mann and Meunier came out of the house, dressed very nicely
and wearing top hats,

“ Hallo, hallo, halle!” exclaimed Bob Cherry. ' Where
are you off to, my pippins¥?

"1 vinks tat ve goes to te station to meet our comrades,
ain't it ' aaid Hoffann,

 Aat 1s correct, ¥

“Then you're leaving Greyiviars?? said Whartaon,

Ve oare leafing you, but ve returns Lo give you lots of ta
licking ven ve nre backed op by our prave comrades,™

oLt is eertainly so. My dear Frite i

“Hallo, halle, hallo! ¥ou were punching your dear
Frite's napner last night

“Ve are poot friends pow, for te imporiant oeccasion,””
axplained Fritz Hoffmann., ** Adolphe i3 my belofed chum.”

“ Fritz 13 my dear shum also.”

“Well, give us your fists!” aaid Bob Cherry. ** We'll tna
vou to the gates. We're glad you are going to be gur neigh-

ours, amnd we can promise you some high old times!"

“Wa promise you te high old times alter, ain't it #**

Aot is correct.”’ 5
JERBAY.
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“What are you up to,

“We'll be there,

iza
'
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The two aliens shook hands all roend, and were escorted
to the gates, and the Remove gave them a cheer as they
walked cut. They turned round in the road and lLifted their
silk hats and lbowed, with hand on heart, in approved
Parigsian style. Then they marched down the road towards
Friardale, and dis&ppﬁ-amt{

The clang of the bell called the juniors to chapel, and
they went 1n. The aliens weve pone from Greyfriars, but
they were to return in force and become the clese neigh-
bours of their late schoolfellows, and, as Bobh Cherry said,
thors would bo high old times. But that prospect did not
disma‘_lé the Grevfriars Eemove. In {roublous times they
thrived.

THE TENTH CHAPTER.

The Opening that Didn't Come off.

HE hig hand of the ¢lock in the Remove-room had com-

pleted "ita circuit, and ten rolled out from the old

;)?awf:r at the same moment. Mr. Quelch laid down his
GiE.

“Tho class ia dismissed for one hour,' he said. ** All the
boys of Greyfriars are expected to attend the opening cere-
mony of the new academy, and to do honour to the arrival
of our neiphbours.”

The Rewovites grinned. There was not much likelihood
of any member of the Form imnisaing the opening ceremony
at Herr Rosenblaum's academsy.

The Remove fled out.  There was a general movement
towards the new building, and all the other Forms wers
going tn the same direction.  Bunter found himself un-
watehed ab/last. Tho aliens being gone, it did not maetter
if the Ow] of the Remove al]crwmf hiz tongue to wag; and,
a3 & matter of fact, it was not five minutes after tﬁ& clasa
was dismissed that Billy Duntsr confided the whole seeret
to Skinnor under a promise af prafound secrecy, and Skinner
confided it to about half o doren other fellows, also under
a E\rﬂlni#ﬂ of profound secrecy.

he Remove were consequently apprized of what to
expect, and they awaited the momnent of the opening ecre.
mony with joyous anticipation.

The big bronze gates of the new school were wide open,
and the boys of Greyfriars entered the grounds, and ranged
themselvds in & double row on either side of the approach
ta the graat granite steps leading up to the door.

It wes upon the steps that the Mayor of Frinvdale was
to make his littla speech, and then he was to insert a
specially-made golden key into the lock and open the door,
and announce that Friardale Academy was open. The
golden key rather took the fanecy of the spectators; but, as
a matter of faci, Herr Rosenblaum, who was of an
economical turn of mind, had had the key made in Cer-
many, and it was not so valuuble as it looked,

There was no one in sight when the boys of Greyfriars
erowded round the granite steps. Dut as the minutes
passoed, Xﬂb[ﬁl& from the village of Friardale came up in
twos and threes, as well as countryfolk from the districts
round about. By half-past ten, there wasz a very consider-
able crowd, three or four deep, on either side of the gravel
dr:ve up to the granite steps,

‘Mow we sha'n't be long,” murmured Bob Cherry, as the

half-hour chimed out from the tower of Greyfriars, I can
hear wheels.”

Bob Cherry was rignt,

There was the sound of & carriagn on the road, and a
genoral craning of necks to sea it. and those it contained.

“It's the mayor's coach,” said Nugent,

nd it was. The heavy, old-fashioned, but resplendent
vehiela in which the Mayor of Friardale took his drives
Bh‘rraziad rolled into view,

e mayor could be seen, sitting wp very stiffly in hi
ma.if:}rul robes, and beszide him w:li tlﬁa pluim ﬁgjrure aiﬁ
full-moon face of Herr Rosenbluumn, the Head of the new
academy. Ferr Rosenblaum was in high good huwmour, as
could be seen by the cheerful snile upon his plump face,

Since starting his foreign academy in England, he had had
many ups and downs, but in the new Friaedale school, he
hoped that he had found & permanent haven at Jast.

There wore several other important local personages in
the carriage, and the carriage following, and the crowd gave
& cheer as they came up.

Mr. Bootle, the mayor, bowed condescondingly te right

and left, like a great man fully conscious of hia greatness, as,
indeed, he was. :
“Hurrah!” shouted Beb Cherry.
Bootle ! )
“ Cherry " exclaimed Wingate.
“Yes, Wingare,” said Bob innocently.
Y More respectinl, you woung ass, unless you want a
thick ear.”
“Well, T ean’t call him voung Bootle !
“The oldfulness of the worthy rotten Bootle is terrific.”

“Hurrah for old
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“ Order, thera!”

“ Hurrah [™

The carriages stopped, and the groat man alighted and
mounted the steps. L?n the wide granite slab at the top, the
mayor stopped, a splendid figure in his sweeping robes. He
glanced over the crowd, and the crowd cheered again

“ Now watch for the fun,"” muormured Nugent.

“[ may, you fellows—-" : !

“ Diry up, Billy, he's just going to beogin.”

“ But, I say, you fellows——" :

* Bilonce, there!” called out BIr. Queich,

“But, I say, you fellows,” whispered Billy Bunter, "I
covld work in some ventriloguism here a treat.” )

© I'll stick this pin into you if you make a sound!”

““(}h, really, Cherry—""

* Cheesa it!" '

Bunter cheesed it, ha Cherry &ieganﬂy exproszed it, at
last. The mavor was clearing his throat. Mr. Bootle had
written out his speech over might, and conned over it that
morning, but he had forgotten most of it, all the same, and
wad clearing his throat to gain time.

“ AR said Mr, Bootle. '*Ah! H'm! Ahem! Ah!"™

“Hurrah!"' shouted Dob Cherry.

And the ¢rowd, thinking it was Eme to cheer, followed
his lead, and a hip, hip, hurrah rolled like thunder through
the morning air. Mr. Bootle looked gratified, but a little

aurprised. & put down that hearty cheer to his popularity,
and cleared his throat again.

“H'm! Ahem! Ah-h-h-h! Hm!"™

“ Hurrah ™

Wingate's heavy hand fall upon Bob Cherry’a shoulder.
The junior looked up innacently

“ Anything the matter, Wingate?"

“ Yes, you young rascel ! If vou make another sound, I'll
wring your neck " said the captain of Greyiriara grimly.

And Bob Cherry’s cheering was over for the present. The
meyor cleared his throat, and clearad i1t again. Then he
vommenced.

“Gentlemen! It 1a with great—with
gratifi—with great pleasure that I stan
occasion.'”

“1T'd rather have sat down mysell,” murmured Skinner
and there was & gigele in the Remove. DMr. Quelch lookod
round, and the giggls died away.

It 15 an ansprletous occasion! We welcome the openin
of thia new collegiate establishment in cur ne]ghbuurhuocﬁ
And why, gentlemen, do we weleome the upaniu§ of this
new collegiate establishment in our neighbourhood?"

The mavor paused for hreath, not for a reply.

“1s that o conundrom ' murmured Nugent.

* We welcome the opening of this new collegiate estab-
lishment in our neighbourhood, gentlemen,”” resumed the
mayer, ** because—er—because the opening of thiz new col-
leginte esizblishment 1m our neighbourhood will—will—in
short, T am sure you perfectly understand me, The Head of
mis hew collegiate establishment will be Herr Powde:r-

T3 R

" Rosenblaum,” murmured the little German.

* Herr Peseybroom,” said Me. Dootle, imperiectly ecatch-
ing the name, “*The Haad of this new coliegiate establish.
mont will be Herr Prosygloom. We all extend a hearty wel-
coma to Herr WNoseybloom. We have the greatest respect
for Herr—Herr——Hearr Cosyroom, and we exiend to him a
hearty welcome, and the same to the new collegiate astablish.
ment which he 1z opening in our neighbourhood.”

The mayor pauvsed, and there was o chesr,

“There is already one collegiole establishment in our
naighbourhood,” said the mayor. I nead not mention it
by nant@e—""

“(iood old Greviriars!"

“Ouite right, good old Greyfriars,” said the mayor.
" Greyfriars is very old, indeed--much older than the new
collegiate establishment which is being opened in gur neigh.
bourhood, the new collegiate oztablishmen: being, in fact,
only a couple of months old Greyfriars has brought much
eustomn to our tradespeople——"

Y Rspesially at the tuck-shop,” said a volce.

““ Aherm ! Greyiriars has brought much custom te our
tradespeople, and 1 am sure that the new collegiare aatab.
lishment will confer similar benefita upon the neighbour-
hood, For this reasen and for many others, we welcome the
apening of 1the new ecolisgiate establishment. [ have
accepted, with great gratification, the honourable duty of
firat opening this door with o golden key, and pronsuncing
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the new Friardale Foreign Academy open. You, I think,
Herr Cosygroom, have the key—'

Herr Rosenblaum produced the key, and handed it to his
worship, and there was a cheer as the plimmer of the gold
was seen in the sunshine. And Herr Rozenblaum smiled
sweetly. He knew how much that gold was worth.

“1 shall now proceed,”’ said Mr. Bootle, *to open the
door, and to announce that thia new collegiate establish-
ment is—is—is—in short, ie open, When I have opened the
door, it will be—er—open.”™

""i"h:lt.,’s worth knowing, too,” murmured Nugent.

"The new scholars of this collegiate establishment,” said
Mr. Bootle, “ will march in under our chservation, and—
and':'—il}? short, they will march in. They are, 1 believe, all
ready

" They vas all retty,” assured Herr Rosenblaum.

The aliensa were, in fact, all ready. There were fifliy or
more of them—French, and Germans, with a sprinkling of
other nationalities, sons of foreigners resident in England,
At their head were the two old members of the Greyiriars
Remove—Adolphe Meunier, and Fritz Hoffmann, They
grinned cheerfully at the Removites

"I shall now proceed to the—the—in short, to open the
door,” said Mr, Bootle, ~ The—the door will then be—in
ghort, open.™

" Bravo!” .

Mr. Bootle inserted the key in the lock, and turned it.
The lock acted easily enough, but the deor did not open,

The mayor gave it & push. Batl it did not bodge. The
Eem;:r'-':'tea grinned at one another, and watched [or develop-
ments,

Mr. Bootle gave the deor ancther push. Then he turned
with a somewhat heightened colour to Herr Bosenblaum,

“ The door will not open, Herr Prosybone.”

“Ach! Tat ig ferry strange mit itself,” said Herr Rosen-
blaum. *I vill giff it a push mit te hand, and I tink tat it

It did not budge.

open.”
. He pushed the door hard. He bumped
it harder, but the door held obstinately fast.

Some of the crowd were beginning to grin now. The
mayor was very red, and Herr enblaum was perspiring.
A ripple of laughter went up and down the crowd, as the

mayor and the Herr bumped together on the door. But still
the door did not move.

“Himmel! Tat iz ferry strange!”

The mayor frowned.

* The door it unlocked,”” he said.
bolted it on the inside.”

Y Ach! I gave strict orders tat te door was to be left
simply locked alretfy, and, in fact, I vas te last person in te
building, and I locked it meinself.”

** Someone must have been in since and bolted it.”?

It 13 ferry strange."’

L iu&umse someone can get in at & back door and open
it¥" said the mayor tartly,

The German master looked troubled.

“Nein! All te oder doors are locked, foo, and I tink I
have not t¢ keys ™

“Hm! That iz very unfortunate.”

“ Btay. have vun key. Meunier, mein poy, take dis
key, and open te pack door under te porch mit it, and go
!.—wgh te house and unfasten te front door™

v Certainement, monsieur,” zaid Adolphe Meunier.

He took the key, and hurried round the housa. The crowd
were all prinming now, with the excention of the aliens, who
looked annoyed. The stute epening of the new academy
w?a lil-iel_-,r to be a frost, and under tﬁa very eyes of the rival
sthool |

Meunier returned in & minute or less. Herr Rosenblaum
frowned at him.

“Vy you not go in, mein poy?™

“1 cannot open ze door, monsieur.™

“* Ze lock—is it not all right?”

“Ze lock is sll right vizg iiself, sir, but I zink zat ze door
15 bolted, for it vill not open.”

“Ach! GHf me te key, and I vill try.” Herr Rosen-
blaum snatched the key. I ask you to excuse me, Herr
Pootle, for vun minutes.™

* Oh, certwinly, Herr Frowsygroo,”

The fat German burried awor. The mavor and the twe
or three other local important personages stood on the
granite steps with very red faces. The impressiveness of
the state opening was all gone now. The crowd were laugh-
mg, and the aliens were scowling, and evorybody present
who was concerned in the t}ﬁ.ﬂiﬂ% proceedings wished that
ite was somoewhere else,
. Herr Rosenblaum returned, with a fuce =o crimsen that
;rE seemed to have had all the blood in his body pumped into
it.

“Ach! Te door not open mit itself,”” he said.
one has been in and fastened it

““Ah! It must have heen bolted!™

““Nein, nein, mein Herr, dere’is no bolt on tat door. [
not understand it. I tink iat somevun here had petter
chimb inte the vindow, ain't it.”
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The mayor frowned.

“A very ridiculous prmﬂﬂdiﬂg, Herr Frowsybloom.” |

“1 tink tat it cannot be heiped. 1 begin to tink tat tis
a shoke."

A what?’

“* A shoke—vat vou Engleesh call a bractical shole™

** Oh, a practical jole!”

“Tat is him.” -
“1 presume,’” said Mr. Bootle, with all the chilling
dignity of & mayor in full official robes—" I presume, Herr

Nozeybone, that no one would venture to play n practical
joke upon—upon—in short, upon me, Herr Roseygroan.”

1 tink tat a poy petter climb in fe vindow," said Ierr
Rosenblaum, dropfing the topic. ' Hoffinann, memn poy,
climb into a vindow and open te door.” _ :

“T think that we had better send for & locksmith,” said
the mayor. ]

“Ach! Certainly, if you tink s0. Meunier, run mit your-
self all te vay, and pring vun locksmit.”

* Oui, mensieur.” .

Adolphe Meunicer hurricd off. Hoffmann willingly climbed
upon one of the window-sills, and there he announced that
the window was fastencd on the inside.

“I know tat,” said Herr Rosenblaum. '*Preak wvun of
te panes, and unfasten te catch mit itself, ain't it.”

“ Ferry poot, sir”

Hoffmann drove his elbow through a pane, and the crowd
thrilled at the eound of breaking glass. The exoitement
was growing great. Hoffmann put his hand through the
aperture and pushed back the catch, and strove to open the
window,

But the window was as immovable as the door.

Hoffmann pushed zavegely at it. Two or three alians
clambered on the window-sill to help him. But their united
efforte amounted to nothing, as far as the sash was con-
corned. It did not budge.

“Ach! Yy dynu not open it{' shouted Ilerr BRosenblaum,
gething excited, L. .

“ It vill not open mit itself, sir.”

“ Monsense ! Get down and I vill try.”

Herr Rosenblaum clambered on the sill.  There was a
roar of laughter as the little fat gentleman missed his hold
and rolled fo the pround. But he was nob to be beaten, and
he clambered gallanily up again. His clbow went through
one pane, and his foot through another. But his efforts
to raise the sash were in vain. He jumped down at last,
searlet with anger and excitement.

Tt is vun trick " he velled,

“Ha, ha, ha!"' roared the Remove.

““Ha, ha, ha!”’ echoed the crowd.

“ Halle, hallo, hallo, here comes the locksmith !

Meunier came panting up with a locksmith. The man
immediately tried the key in the lock, and pronounced that
it worked perfectly

“ Den vy le door not open?" shrieked Herr Rosenblaum.

“1i's fastened inside, o' course.' . "

“Den you preak more glass and get into vindow end
open 1t after.”

Y YVery good, sir.” .

The locksmith emashed a largpe pane and disappeared inio
the house. Now the crowd waited eagerly for the door to
open. The man was heard fumbling inside, but the door
did not move. Herr Rosenblaum rapped upon if.

“Vy you not open’?” he called out.

“1 ean't, sir.”

“Wy not??

“The blessed door's stuck somehow.”

“Ach! Himmel! Unfasten 1t!”

“It's not fastened.”

“Tlen you open it."

Y1t won't come opon

“ 8ir,” exclaimed Mr. Bootle, " I—"

" Bay noting now ; I must get tat door open.”

“1 mnst declire to remain here in an—in short, 1n an
absurd position, wiile you get that door open,’” said Mr.
Bootle, with great dignity. 1 consider that tho—the—in
short, the dignity of iy official position haz been trifled
with. I have been, T ihink T may sav—in short, I have been
trented with want of respect. I shall now retire from the
scene,”’

It 1z not my fault tat te peastly door not open mit itselt,
ain’t it, pefore.”

“ The matter should certainly have been betlor managed.
In any ease, the only course consistent with my—in short,
with my official dignity, iz to retire.”

And the mavor forthwith retired. The important official
and s important supporters rolled off In their earrianges.
Thers was a sudden shout from the locksmith on the inzide
of the great door.

*I've found it!™

S5,
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“Ach! You haf found vat?

“What's the matter. There's a big screw in hera; the
daor has been serewed uan.”

“Serewed up! Ach, himmell Get to sgrew out!"

“I haven’t s serewdriver with ma.”

“Ach! Idiot: Dummy! Somovun has been plaving
bractical shoke! Ach! Vy for are you laughing, hein?
Tat i3 vun serious matter pafore.”

But everyone was laughing  Tven Mr. Quelchs severo
face hed relaxed, Moest of the aliens were laughing, too,
now, The idea of the doors being screwed ap on the oecn-
?mn of the state openinyg struck most of the spectators as

uany.
. “ Ha, ha, ha!" roared the Removites; and everyone joined

in.

Mr. Quelch tapped the excited little German on the arm.

“It is evidently & practical jeke," he said, “ doubtless
played by some mischievous lad from the village."

* Doubtless,” murmured Dob Cherry.

“¥oun had better let your boys come into Greyfriars, and
come 1n voursclf, while workmen can be sent to undo this
piece of mischief.”

“Ach! I tink =0, ain't it

And Herr Rosenblaum walked away with Mr. Quelch.
Meunier and Hoffmann rushed up to Harry Wharton & Co.

“ Ach! T tinksfat you vas screw up te doors, ain't it.™

1 zink zat ia correct.™

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“'Fat is vere you go last night.”

e ¥at is cortain,”

““Ha, ha, hal”

71 should have caugnt vou but for tat French pounder.”

““1 eatehes you but for zat Bherman idiet."

“ Fronch peast!”

“ Shoarman peeg ™

The two exeited aliens -ruzhed at one another, and in a
moment were fighting furiously. The Removites ronred
with laughter. Harry Wharton and his chums strolled away.
They lavehed till the fears ran down their cherks.
“Y¥ell, if has been ripping fun!" said Bob Cherry, at
last. “T think we've scored in the first round, anyway.”
“¥ea, rather!” zaid Nugent.
And the Wabob of Bhanipur chimed in:
“ The ratherfulness is terrifie.”
And the chums of the Remove agreed that it was terrific.

THE BN,
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READ THIS FIRST.

On ihe denth of his father (Colonel Sir Harry Daghwood),
Jack Iashwood finds to his astonishment that he has been
Prangicmls disinherited in favour of his Unele Dominic and

ousin Leomnard.  He conseguently enlists in the 25th
Hussars, onder the name of Tom Howard, and soon becomes
# corporal. Unfortnnately for Jack, however, his Cousin
Leonard is attached to the 25th as second licutenant, and,
with the nid of o bullying trooper named Sligo, snecceds in
getting Jack deprived of his stripes. By the death of his

ather {Dominic), Licutenant Doshiwood is at first prevented
from accompanying the 25th to Indin; but he subseguently
joins the troopship at Port Said, having travelled there
overland., While at Port Said he bribes a Greek gambler
named Constantinidl to kidnap Trooper Howard, whom
he sends ashore on a false ervand. ur hero is attacked
and stunned, and wakes to find himself a prisoner. Irenc,
the beautiful daughter of his captor, however, procures for
him a disguise, and Jack, by means of a rope, lowers him-
self down into the garden, wherein, seated round a tahle in
n ]{mﬁ;]m:, Constantinidl and a party of Dritish officers
from the troopship Ganges are gambling., Irveane, with a
glitter of seqguins in her hair, had glided te the door, and
steod there looking on, and the three subalterns had
risen and bowed to her, (Now go on with the story.)

Jack Dashwood's Escape.

In reality Trene hardly saw the figures before her, for she
was listening intently and wondering how it had fared with
the escaped prisoner.

The beautiful Greel in the doorwaw turned her head in
the direction of the honse. Sho had hoord something—one
hinarss shout like the bellow of a bu!l—and her interlaced
fingers tightened until the knucklea stood out quits white.

Her father heard it also, and enst o swift glance through
the doorwar. And the Hon, Alpy led off with an ape. Ha
could not help bat win, although he plaved clumsily. The
first cardd was played. Il was u king.  Montgzdmery played,
the two others played, and Constantinidi’s turn came last.

ke held his hand Lelow the table, snd ko had his finger
on a card, when a sudden tumult broke out in the houss,
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and a figure came bounding down the garden path, followad

by a lknot of serving-bovs, Ivervone turnodd myoluntlariiy,
and for once in his hife lonides Copstantinidi-made a falal
mistalee. -

The greed of the profesional gembler ovorcame hig
caution for a momaent. Besides, he knew Mustapha's voire,
and his soul guailed within him, and, elumsily substituting
another eard for the one he had intended to play, ho laid
the ace of trumps on the table. =

One of the subalterns, Bushed in the face, and very hand.
some it his boyish way in his scarlet mess-jocket, sprang
to his feet and seized the Greek's last eand. Captain Mont.
gomery's hand had siretehed forth’at the same moment, and
the acz of Lrumps was torn in two as each seized it by o
COrnaer,

" Yaou scoundrel 1™ they exclaimed in a hreath.

And Counstontinidl, more on his mind than they were

aware of, starled back on the divan, and placed his hand
in the breast of his coat,
M Leave it to me, Dick!™ said Captain Montgomory., 1
hove Leen watching him for some time, The fellow is a
rank scoundrel, and wo will have every penny of our money
back before woe leave this place! ™

What the Greele would have said will never be lnown, for
the handsome feure of the Arab Mustapha suddenly appeared
in the doorway, and cried in pnftural Arabic:

“The Englishiman has escaped!”™

Constantinidi’s face was a study, and the whole party
sprang to its feet,

““Put your hands ap!? oried the subaltern. whom Mont-
gomary had addreazed aa Dick; and, whipping out o revel-
ver, he levelied it at Constantinidi. * Leok fo that Arab
chap, Montgomery ! ™ he sald, hiz voice ringing high. *It's
n iully good job we came armed !

Mustupha folded hiz arms, and an evil emile eame over
his magntficent, bearded face.

“ Put ﬁ't’:llt" weapons down, gentlemen!" ho said, in French.
“¥ou shall have yvour losings—every plastre of them—and
ihe door is open for you Lo go as scon as you like.”

TJEEBhy,



He exchanged a quick glance of intelligence with hia
partner in iniquity, and the Greek placed his handa straight
out upon the table. :

“There is some treachery herc!’ said Montgomery.
“These fellows do not disgorge like this without a reason,
Keep your eve on that Haroun Alraschid fellow, Algy, and
if he moves an eyebrow, shoot him like a dog! Here come
the rest of the gang!”

And sure enough, twenty or thirty men of all colours ran
down the path znd clustered round Mustapha, waiting the
agnal to fall on. :

‘By gad, Dick,” whispered the Hon. Algy, "I begin to
wish we were out of this!” S : ;

" Yes, they're pretty lonp odds,” said his companion, still
covering the Greek.
half & company of the rascals!’

Five, old chup!™ said o voice out of the darkness behind
him.

And through one of the arches of the kioegue a figure in &
gres shirt and a pair of tightly-fitting blue overalls with

How etripes down the sides sprang into the lamplight,
olding a jewelled dagger in his han

Y Great Seott!” eried Dick Vivian, ' You here!™

And for a moment he turned his astonizshed gaze on Jack
Dashwood. Is!

“Will tell you all about it afterwards, old chap, I we
get out of this!" ecried our here.

And there certainly did seem to be some prave doubt
what the outoome would be, for as Dick Vivian, stupefied
with astonishment, turned his eyes upon his old school chum,
the Greek’s hand returned to the breast of his coat with
ineredible swiftness, and the crack of a revolver ranp out
6% ke fred point-blank at our hero.

Tha bullet whistled past Jack's ear, and sped into the
darkness through the open archway., Its report mingled
with the simultancous erack of four revolvers, as the officers
of the Ploughshires fired at the same moment, .

It was the noise of the volley that drowned a faint ery in
the shrubs in the garden. Every bullet has its billet, and
the mischief done by the Greek gambler they were to dis-
caver later on.

A knife flashed in the hand of Mustavha the Arab, and
he gava & hoarse command in Arabic to the nob of ruffians
kehind him. They had drawn back a few paces involun-
tarily, for the Heon. Algy's shot had toppled Selim, the
MNubian, backwards down the steps, where he lay, grinding
his white feeth.

At such & moment there is alwnys one strong head that
Lakes]cummand, and Captain Maontgomery stepped into the

reac,

“Into the gparden!™ he cried,
gnd they take us on all sides.” s

And prs he spoke his left hand grasped Constantinidi's
wrist, and he dragged the Greel across the table among the
cards and the money lying upon if, and pinned him down

“* Loose your revelver, or vou die!” said Captain Meont-
EOMEry: _ ) ]

And Constantinidi, realising if he did nol obey his last
moment had come, slackened his hold on his pistol, which
the captain immediately appropriated.

“Now, back, you scum of tha earth!" he esaild sternily,
making for the door with a revolver in cach hand, followed
by the rest; and Mustapha, leaping back, stumbled over
the prostratoe Selim, and nearly FﬁﬁL

Jack seized a lamyp from the hall of the kiosque, and, held-
ing it above his hend, he was the last to leave; and as the
cowardly mob eof Oriental scum fell back before the
ouslaught of the scarlet-coated officerz, Mustapha erouched
for a moment behind a tell oleander, and then leapt like
n woll upon our lero, raising his weapon in his hand.

“Hold on, vou fellows!™ cried Dick Vivian, " Come
back !

And, turning round, they saw the Hussar in his shirt-
glecves and the whiteaohed Arab grappling in a fearful
emhbrace, :

Jack had managed to grin Mustapha's right arm: but the
Arab was immensely powerful, and though our hero bLracod
himsell, Mustapha awayed him to and fro like o reed in the
wind, glaring upon him with eyes of infense hefred.

Mustapha had a firm belief in that ancient adage, ** Dead
mett tell no tales,” and, cursing Constantinidi for the turn
things hud taken, he determined that their prisoner should
never keave the garden alive.

Bat, lsaving the Hon., Alg
ehining reveolver, Captain Montgonwer
came to the reseue, and, placing the
next Mustapha's temple, Diek fired. )

Mustapha gave a weird howl, and Jack got to hia feet.

*Thanls, old chap!” he said. " You have done me a

d turn.™

But hefore Dick Vivian could reply. a terrible scream of
ﬁttgu:ish rang from the bushes on the other side of the

losque.

Uq;.?us,mntinidi, the Greek, drawing a second revolver from
hie coat, had crept out throngh one of the arched windows,

“THE RIVAL SCHOOLS.”

" We are cooped up hers,

ta overawe the mob with his
and Dick instantly
arrcl of hia weapon

“There are only four of us to face

Another School Tale
By FRANEK RICHARDS.

LTI&&::T, The “Maanet” ...L.?:-':.-..ﬂ

LIBEARY,

intending to steal out and shoot our hero in the back; and
then it was that Constantinidi paid the penalty for his many
misdecds.

Someone, moaning softly, lay among the oleanders—some-
one who whispered “ Father!™ so faintly that the man
would not have heard it had he not been crouching almost
level with the ground. : ; _

It was the beautiful Greek girl, ehot by her father's own
hand; and, flinging himself on his knees, the scoundrel
raised an appalling ery that rang above the tumult in the
scented ga i . .

“ Gentlemen, I beg of you,” he cried, in an anguished
voice, “come here! Abdul, fly for the nearcst doctor! My
daughter is dving 1" .

“%e careful,” said Dick; * there may be treachery!” as
Jack Dashwood seized another lamp, and ran in the
direction of the cry. ) _ ‘

* There is no treachery in that voice,” he snid.

And the next moment the officers were standing round the
form of the dying girl and the distracted parent, a curious

roup in their scarlet mess-jackets and the glitter of gold
Emi:, and behind them the motley crowd that a moment
before had beon intent on slaying them. . .

The man they had called Abdul had already sped into tha
heusza, and, opening the front deor that led into the 1nmii
found himself seized by the throat and hurled back, an
the well-known uniform of the military mounted police filled
the doorway. ) — .

“ What is going on here, you imp of sin?” cried a stern
Yoloa,

And, with a heavy tread and a clank of apurs, half & dozen
traopers canie into the garden. .

At the sight of the soarlet mess-jackets, the sergeant
saluted.

*“ Bog pardon, sir, but we heard shots, and thought there
was dirty work., Hallo! A woman, wounded; and hanged
if it isn’t Migs Irene, too!” ; :

Even ns ho spoke, the Greek girl, with her eyes turncd
on her father, gave a little shiver and was gone.

“Tt's all over,” said Captain Montgomery, in a low voice.
“T don't want to add to your misery "—and he looked
stornly at the Greek—* but you had better secure that man
;:E:;rgﬂ:lnt, We have been robbed and vaery nearly murdered

ora,”’

“I am not surprised, =ir,” said the sergeant, stepping
forward in a business-like way. ** We have had our eyo on
this fellow for long enough.” ; ; .

Constantinidi made o wild gesture with his.arms. His
face was as white ss marble, and he seemed dazed by tha
terrible happening. ]

“* Come along,” said Captain Mnntgumnri. “T think we
will go. We don’t want to be mixed up in this business, and
the sergeant will see to everything.”

Looking over his shoulder, Jack saw the keoper of the
gambling-den shrink as the stern hand of the law settled
on hiz shoulder. i

What happened to him Jack never knew, for Dick, taking
him by the arm, hurried him in the wake of his brother-
officers, and in a few minutes they were out in the lane. It
was not until they had reached the end of the lane that our
hero opened his lips, a3 Captain Montgomery fell back a
pace, and the little group halted under a lamp.

“ Well, talk about the Arabian Nights " said Dick Vivian,
“1 never expected to go through an adventure of this sort;
utlc{ktlhe maost astonishing part about it is to find you here,
Juck !

Juck raised a warning finger.

“ No names, old boy, if you please,"” he said, in a whisper.

And Diek Vivian m}ddng.

Jack had insensibly drawn himsell up to attention now
that the excitement was over, and he was in the presence of
his superiors in raak; but Dick was not going to have any
of that nonsense,

“T.ook here, you fellows, I don't know how my friend
comes here, but this is & very old chum of mine. He is
doing penance for other people’s sins in the ranks of the
25th Hussars. IHis real naine is in Debrett, but ot present he
is Trooper Thomas Howard.”

And then Dick formall
brother-officers, who waive
shook hands.

“But I say,” said the Hon. Algy, * what the dickens are
vou doing here?  You fellows sailed on the Himalaya before
us. Heow do you come to be left behind

“If you don't wind, Mr. Armstrong,” said Jack, "1
would rather not say.”

“(th, but look here, that's ridiculouz! You will have to
tell your colonel,” said Montgomery; “unless"—he looked
at Jack leeenly—* unless you have deserted.”

Jack langhed—a little bitterly, it is true.

introduced Jack to his three
all etiquette for the moment and

+LEShy.
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“1 have not deserted, sir,” he replied. " “I was sent on
shore on a mission, got knocked on the head, and got
carried into that place where you found me. There is mors
behind if, but the story i3 for another time and piace.
You must really excuse me if [ prefer to hold my tongue.™

“ You may take it from e’ chimed in Dick Vivian,
“that whatover Tom Howard says is tho truth, and nothing
but the truth, Bul now, old ehap, what are you goine to
do? The Tlimalaya has zone days ago. I t2il you what—
you will have to come with s

Before he had finished his sentence the siron of the Ganges
was heard hooting furicusiy, as a signal for those on shore
to get aboard immediately, the troopship being about to
steam ahead; and the next moment the officers of  the
Ploughshires and their newly-found companion were running
a3 hard as they could for the quay,

“You've got to tell me, t}?d man,” said Dick, as they
petted along, side by side.
., 1 shall tell you everything, And, by Jove, you will find
it a strange story ! said Jack Dashwood, as they sprang into
ahl}atlm cat, and were pulled across the basin'to the troop-
ship.

The colonel of the infantry battalion, who was playing
whist when “]E}!’-: cime on board, was more persistent in hia
inquiries than his caplain had been: but Jack Dashwood
resolutely deelined to say more than e had done already,

In vain the colonel Famed and frowned, and even
threatened fo put him ashore and hand him over to the
military police; but by degrecs his brow cleared, and it was
arrangoed that the voune Hussar should procoed with the
Ganges, and be duly delivered to the staff of the 25th when
they should reach India; for, by a strange coincidence, the
Ploughshires woere also going to Sccunderabad,

When Jack sat at last in Dick's cabin, where that YOung
gentleman had convered him to, the two boys took cach
other by the shoulders, and declared in a breath that it was
just worth everything in the world fo he tnmether ogain,

Then thoev sat side by side in the lght of the electrie lamp,
and Jack told lis story as the Ganges plided through ihe
narrow eanal towards the Ditter Lakea.

By gad " said Diek. ** There's only one interpretation to

put upon it—Leonard meant to murder you 17

Although he took his turn at uard, and willingly did his
share of the work, Jack's 'I.'ﬂ_].'!lg:lg'_'- on the Gunges E'gs a yory
pleasant one,

He saw & great deal of Dick and Captain Montgomery
and ch Hon, Algernon. Although they were bound to
recognise that great gulf which in vur Service divides tha
officer from the man, they went ot of their way to have
many & chat with the lad, and to do him little acts of kind-
nﬂﬁ&.ﬂ wh E:r_rh W ﬁ.Ir:tdg great ;I.va:; to enliven the monotony.
O this s India,” said Jack to himse!f . i

ontered the harbour of Bombay, AR tronpalin

E was hardly the gorgeou: Oriental scene that he had
g:::ilmi !:algwl, smie for t-hok native boatmen, in-white clothes

. roans, who were kept sternlv awnv F -
ship by the police-boat, : " A PR Atang

A great number of masts
showed ahead in the moon.
light, tall chimneys smslked
away on the left, aml here
and thore 2 alm-tree,
showing above a house-top,
looked almost out of place.
A few privileged natives
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Dick, eoming up to his chum. “ Of course, you know what
I think about it, but I am bound to observe the nice dis-
tinetion between officer and man on account of the other
fellowa.™

* My dear, ridiculous old Dick,” said Jack, langhing and
shaking hands surreptitiously with Blr. Vivian, “do vou
think I wanl to be reminded of those things! Now, here's
the train. Just you got along, and T will see vwou up
yonder, soon. Never fear, w:i]l%cet. you know how things go
on; but, to tell vou the truth, I don't look forward to pre-
senting myself at headguartors.”’

The train which was to convey tho first battalion of the
Ploughshires to Becunderabad—or, at any rate, part of the
way—now steamoed up alongside tha shoed, and the men
climbed into their compartmonts. Then they went nway
over the metals of the Great India Pepinsular Dailway,
passed Sholapore, throwngh the bmpressive Ghauts to n
station, where they changed uvn lo a narrow guage of the
Nizam’s railway, and landed, after a journey of two days
and a night, at Sscunderabad, which iz the British military
cantonment of the Hyderabad State.

The chief of the Ploughshires had come to look Lindly on
Trooper Thomas Howard, of the 25th Hussars, during the
voyage across tho Indian Oeenn, and, passing him on the
platiorm when the men were detraining, he stopped.

“You will find your regiment in the cavalry lines,” said
the eolonel. “ You will, of course, report yourself at once
to Colonol Greville, and I hope that you will get over your
difficulty all right. If I ecan put in a word for you, you
are at ltherty wo mention my name.”

“Thank wou, sir!"™ said Trooper Thomas Howard., And,
aaluting, he watched the red-coated battalion, among whom
he had many iriends, march off across the level plain, and
}']mn turned his owi steps in the direction of the cavaley
ines,

“Crumba I said Treoper William Sloggett, as the
familiar figure came up to the verandah of the guard-house.
“Ialle, Clavering there, turn out! Old Tonm 'Oward's
come back !

Jim Ulavering, immacalately dressed in the finest white
Indian clothing, sprang cut of a wicker chair and reached
the verandah in twe bounds. IHe saw before him o sun-
bronzed individual in & strange costume, composed of red
serge Jumper, wiich the Ploughshires had found him, blue
Huszqar overalls, and & nondescript fatigue-cap; but there
was no mistaking the bright smile and the strong hand that
veachad oul and grasped Clavering's,

“Well, I'm hanged " said the sergennt.

“And if everybody had their rvights,” said William
Slagzelt, under his breath, * someone elzo T knows of ought
to be *anged, too; but that ain’i my business.”

And as the wanderer disappeared into the guard-room,
which was kept ressonably cool by 2 curious revelvine
arrangemett of itle water-buckets that drenched the tatba,
Trooper Sloggett serewed his face into & peculiar and
comical expression, and guzed away over the glaring dust.
plain before him, across which a sowar of native cavaley
was riding, flinging a shade in front of him half a mile long.

“You may come and ses
the old man at once,” aail
Clavering, when Tem had
cxplained just as much as he
doemaed  necessary. “He
passed by not five minutes
ago. and weo shall find him

*
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Tom and Sergeant Claver
ing went across to the mess.
bungalow. Men wha had
been asleep in their cols
turned out, and semething
very like a cheer rolled
along  the lines. Tha
colonel, whose horse was
boing lod away by a groom,
heard the murmor, and
cameé out on to the
verandah. Ile starod as
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train which was to carry
them on o long journey.

“I don't suppose I shall
s2¢ much more of you, old
man, for some time, cxcept
at odd momonts," said
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