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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
The Welcomers.

" ALLD, hallo, halle! Hers comes Nugent!”
Bob Cherry uttered the words as Frank Nuogené
came scorching up the road on his bieyele, in a cloud
of dust.

It waz a bright, windy March afterncon. Nearly a dozen
juniors belonging to Greyfriars Bohool were gathered in a
group ou the road that 133' hetween Greyfriars and the sea,
Windmﬁ round the rug slopes of the Black IPPike. They
weore all looking anxiously down the road towards the village
of Friardale, when the dusty cyelist came in sight.

Harry Wharton, the captain of the Remove, who was
seated upon a boulder by the roadside, reading the latest
number of the “ Marvel,” jumped up at onee. The group of
juniors all belonged to the Romove—the Lower Fourth at
Greyiriars. Their expectant loolis showed that they were ont
that sunny half-holiday upon an important mission. Nugent
dashed up on his machine, and jumped to the ground.
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“They're coming!’ he exclaimed breathlessly.

“Have you seen them?t” .

“ Yes: saw 'em come out of the station!” gasped Nugent,
who had evidently been acting the part of & scout. “‘They
are coming along, two and two, with Miss Penelope at the
head."'

(11 GG'I'_'I-I:I'[”

“They'll ba in sight in a few minutes,” said Nugent,
leaning his machine against a tres. ** There's no time (o
Wﬂ.s-te-.”

“ Well, we've got it all cut and dried,” said Bob Cherry.
“ Stand 1t order there, and look as orderly as you can”

“I zay, you fellows—""

“ahut up, Bunter! Don't all of
ithey come in sight,” went on Bob
the effect.” .

“ Faith, and it's yerself that's blushing already,” said
Micky Desmond.

“ And don't you bezin to argue, Micky Desmond, when

u start blushing when
‘herry: * that will spoil
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we've no time o wasie in jaw,” said Bob hastily. “ They'll
be coming round the corner in a minute———-"

" And we tust be ready,” said Harry Wharton, * No,
aon't you talk, Bunter; there's no bime te listen to vou
LW, ou'rs bo stand in order, and roise vour caps just at
the same moment when I give the signal—and don’t look
sell-ronscious,

“I'm not koking scll-conseious!™ grinned Hazeldene.

" You've got a sister among lhem!” prowled Trevor.
“That makes a diffcrence. I ean't help thinking thet they

witl—will—wgill—

“ They won't cat ns"

“They'll—they'll grin.”

" Well, suppose they do?" said Nugent.  “That won't
hurt us! Besules, they won't grin; they'll smile.”

1 say, Wharton—-"

* Will yoa shat up, Bunter?

* But it's just cccurred to me—-="

“You can tell us afterwards. Now, lock here. as roon as
thes come round the corner, turn on your sweelest smiles, &0
as to be ready, and prepare to raise your caps as soon as [
raise  mine”’

“The raisefulness will be terrific.” murmured Hurree
Jamasct Ram Singh, the dusky Nabob of Bhanipur.

Y Wish I'd thought of shoving on a silk hat,” murmured
Pob Cherry. 1 say, is there time for me to cut back to
the =chool, and pet 2 topper?™

LT ﬂﬂ, tlhem im.—t‘“l

" le——is my neokiie slraight, Nugent?”

"N, said Nugent, hml-:iug at it. ' It never 5"

“*¥You might give it a pull.”

“ Certainly 1"

“You—you ass! I didn't tell you to yank the thing right
oul 1" IEKE!EETI‘I.E(J: Bob, excitedly. ' Now, I shall have to tie
tb atzaan,

1 say, Wharton, it's occurred to me—"'
E"j‘lb'crmﬂthing will cccur to your nose if you don't dry up,

iy,
“{h, reaily, Wharton—"

* Cheese 1t!"

Wharton rappad out orders, and the Grezfriars juniors
abeyoed.  In spite of repeated warnings, most of them were
Llushing now,

1t was an important and really unprecedented oceasion.

'T'he Greyiriars juniors bad received with mingled feclings
the nows that a girls school was 1o be opencd at Chit
House, almost within a stone’s throw of Greyiriars. Bul-
strode, the bully of the Remove, had cdeclared his intention
of making things unpleasant for the new nelzhbours of Grey-
friars, but the greaier part of the Lower Fourth followed
Wharton's lead, feeling that they were culled upon to be
civil, at least, to the neweaomers.

Tho discovery that IHazeldone's sistor Marjorie was one of
the pupils of Miss Penolope Urimirose made a difference,
toa™’

Alarjorie was very popular with Harey Wharton & Co.

After much discussion, the leaders of the Remove had
acreed that the proner “caper™ was to give a public
wielcome o 1he girﬁ;' sehronl.,

Bulstrode and Lis [riends had zcoffed, but scoffing made
0 difference 1o Harry YWharton, As it fortunately hoppened
that Miss Penclope and her pupils were to arrive on Woednes-
day, the half-holiday, Wharton had & good opportunity of
carrying out hiz scheme,

Hence the parly of blushing juntors waiting on the Friar-
dale road.

Temple, Dabney & Cn., of the Upper Fouarth, had (hought
of something of the kind, too: but the Remove were first in
the field, as they generally were.

Mearly all the Hemove had joined in the zcheme, but on
?‘I.'Tdnnsdajr afterncon many of them found their courage
ail.

There was really no danger, as Wharton patiently pointed
out. They knew Marjorie Hazeldene and the other girls
wera probably guite harmless. Dut the bashiulness of somo
of the fellows was too strong. From over thiriy odherents,
Wharton's party dwindled to less than o dozen by the timo
bie took up his stand on the Friavdale road.

And now, as the pink-fuced juniors stood waiting, some of
them showed signs of a decided inciination to Lolf,

Before them the road made a swoeping curve towards the
village. Up tha road and round the corner the girls’ school
were to come, two and twe, walking from the station to
their new home.

And as the seconds passed, the uneasine:ss of the Removites
grew keener. One might have fancied from their unquiet
looks that they expected a herd of bulfaloes to come prancing
round the corner, instead of about thirty demure young
damezals with their hair down their backs.

“That's right,” said Harry Whurton, who was the coolest
there, thouzh there was a slight colour in his cheeks. “ Keep
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steady! There's nothing to be afraid of. Den't lcave the
ranks, Desmond, ™

“ Faith, and I'vo forgotten something at Greylriars—"

“Keep your place!"

“ But—but—but——"

Y Steady! Don't slip out of your place, Russell™

AN right,"” said Russell, turning crimson,

Bob Cherry was performing mysterious evoludions with hia
necktie. IHe wanted te have it straight for omee, but hia
fingers seemed to be all thumbs just now. ‘The necktie was
always an obstinate brute, but never had it been so obstinate
85 MOW,

“ Wharton, old chap, just give this a twist for me,” said
Eob imploringly.

“ Right you are!” laughed Harcy.

Ho fastened the refractory necktie at last. Bob Cherry
eaved a great sigh of relief, The perspiration was in great
drops on his brow. Wharton turned back to his row of
red-faced followers, A place in the rank was empty, and
there was & rustling in the bushes by the road.

“ Come back, Micky!” shouted Wharton wrathfully.

But Micky Desmond did not reply. e was gone! Several
other juniors were ang]:? melined to follow his example,
but under Wharton's scanning eye they did not care to make
a movement of retreat,

“The blushfulness is terrific!” murmured the Nabob of
Bharllipur, whose own dusky cheeks were a trifle pinker than
usual,

* Nothing to blush about!” gasped Bob Cherry.

l—

MMy word,” said Hussell. *"Why, you're as red as a
giddy beetroot.”
“Oh, mot,” said Bob. * That's—that’s the sun, of course.”
I say, Wharton——""

“Well, what 1z it, Bunter?”’ said Harry, who had hiz fol-
lowers in readiness now, and felt that he counld :pure a
menment. " Buack up!"

*“It's oceurred to me—

* Buck upt”’

' It's oecurred to me what Bulstrade wanted the fireworks
for."

“ Bulstrode ! Fireworks! What are vou talking about:”

" Bulstrode made Mra, Mimblo look over her old stock of
what she had left over from the last IFifth,” explained Bunter.
1 was in the tuck-shop, and I saw him. He bought a lot—
as any as i it were Fifth of November to-day, T should
thieil., T wondered what hoe wanted them for ab the time.”

Wharton's face became suddenly grove.

He remembered the threat of the Remove bully that he
vould give the CLT House girls a surprise on their arrival.

“The—ibe ead?” he mutiered. * He can’t meaxn to——"'

* By Jove, but he does!” exclaimed Mugent, ** Bulstrode
was among the trees up the road when I came by a couple
of minntes age. I saw lim there.”

Wharton gritted his toeth.

In a moment ke divined Bulstrode’s seheme; and whether
ihe givls were frighiened or not by the fireworks, it would
i an act of rudeness that would very likely lead to strained
relations from the ztare between Grevfviars and (UG House,

3at was there timo to intervene?

At any moment now they cupected fo =@ Miss Penelope
Primrose and her pupils appear round the bend in the roagl.
1t was there that Nugent had =een DBulstrode inm the trees
Ly the roadade.

There was not a second fo lose.

“Btay  here, wou chaps!” exelaimed Wharton guickly.
“on't =haft! ' just buzz alone and see Bulstrode. 1f
{Tm not J'rr:a::k by the time they arrive you. can take my place,
M ugent.

“To-T— Oh, all right,'" said Nugent,  * Bub-—but per-
hiyps I'ed better come, and show ypou where Bulstrodo j2.7™

“ Right! You can take my place, Bob."

Dok Cherry was too dismayecd to roply.
Maurent raced down the road, and ran into the trecs ot the
Bk, There was a sharp exclamation, and Balsirode started
up before them.

L]

Wharton and

L o ]

THE SECOND CHAPTER,
Hard Cheese.
BULETR{}ﬂE was startled, and his breath came guick

and short as he looked ad the chums of the Hemove.
He had been knceling on the greund, and the reason
was apparent at a glance. A bicycle laniern was
Hrhted there, hidden in the thick grass among the trees, and
hewide it was a cardboard box crammed with fireworlks. The
lentern was ovidently placed in readiness for lighting the
fuzes, so that there should be no delay over malches when
the time for action arrived.
“ What—what do you want?’ stuttered Dulstrode.
Wharton fixed his eyes sternly upon him.
“What are you going to do with these firoworks?”

A Grand School Tale of
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® Micd your own business.”

% You were going to throw them into the road to explode
when Miss Primrose came by, and frighten the girle”

“Woll, suppose I was? . _

“Woll, you are a rotden ead to think of such a thing,
that'a all,” said Wharton, between his tecth, '"and you
gha'n’t do 46"

:‘P'h?illl stop me?’ demanded Bulsirode fiercely.

1 wall™

“ Look here, you can mind your own business. If I chooss
to jape the girls' scheol it's no affair of yourss I'm_not
asking yol to join in. What are you doing?' reared Bul-
etrodes.

The question was somewhat superfizons. Harey Wharton
bad brought hie foot down on the lighted lantern, smashing
it, and of course extinguishing it ol once,

“That's for @ start,’” said Wharton, ° Pick up these fire-
works, will you, Frak?"'

“Yea, rather!”

“Tll knock you Aying if you touch them!" shouted Bul-
Birodo.

“I'l sea about that, ¥rank.,. Take them."

Nugent steoped and picked up the firevworks., Bulstrode,
red with rage, plunged forward 4o strfe him but found
Wharton in his way, Harrey seized the bully by the shouldors,
swung him round, and hurled him bodily into the thickets.
I:frlBul Ttm-:l-;-, badly scraiched and half dazed, stared ab him

ankly,

“{.}‘u{ off, Frank!" said Wharton quietly, but breathing
bard. ' Take the firowerks with you.”

“i They'te mine!” howlod Bulstrode, *f I——"

“You shall have them back presently,” said Wharton
i:lif.-:'lmpfull}'. “They'll be returned to you at Greyfriars
ater.'

“I'm going to have them mow."”

“Off you go, Nugent!”

Nugent modded, and hurried away with the box of fHre-
works under his arm. DBulstrode made -a motion o follow
tim, and Wharton faced the bully of the Remove with flesh-
wng evee and clenched hats.

‘Now," he asaid quietly, “if you've got anything to say
about the matter sey it now and quickly. I've no time to
'I'FEEtE.'."-”

“You've—you've gone too fer this fime,”” eald DBulstrodo
thickiy. ** Put up your fists."

Wharton obeyed. He was thinking uneasily of the girls’
school walking up the road from the station and due on
tho scene any moment now. Thero was but a thin screen
of bushes between the spot where the two juniors stoed and
the read. Harry had no desire to avoid a fight, but ho
would have given a great deal to leave 1t for another dime
aend place.

Bulstrode guessed as much, too, and hence was determined,

“ You—vou interfering cad!” he hissed. " I'll give you a
licking, at least, and you shall have a swelled nose fo show
Miss Marjorie when she comes along.”

“Come on ! enid Wharton quietly.

And Dulstrode eame on, and under the trees, fresh in
their spring green, €he two Juntors were scon al it, hammer
and tongs. Mrank Nugeni had hurried back to the rest,
and he tossod ihe box of Breworks to the ground, whera it
lay beside the large cardboard box containing the bouguet
Harry Wharton was to present to Miss Penelope.

The plana of the captain of the Remove had been carcluliy
laid. The juniors were to smile sweetly and wuise their caps
or hats at the same moment, and then Wharton was to slep
forward, and with a neat speech present the bouguet to Mizs
Primrose on behall of the juntors of Greyfriars. )

It cortainly ought to have been an effcctive sceno, 1f all
went waoll

The bouguet was ona of the finezk that could ba obtained
at the Friardale florist’s, and the speech had been eamposad
by all the Remove publting their hends together over it
Wharton, with fis rusical voice and his excellent clocution,
was just the fellow to doliver the speech effectively.

Unfortunately, Wharton was unavoidahly off the scens
oW,

“Where's Harry?" asked Bob Cherry nervously.

Nugent jerked his thumb towards the thicket at the bend
of the road.

“Talking to Bulstrode.”

HT—T hope he'll ba back for—for—"

“3\Well, if ho isa't, you can take his place. You know the
gpeech by Doart” )

“1—I—I think you had better tale his place, Nugent,”
gtammered Bob, *f Yi‘.ﬁ-u-—}‘ﬂu are much beticr of that sork
of thing"

“Not at all, Bob: vour clocution iz bettor than mine.”

“Well, suppese Trevor does R

“MNo foar!” satd Trevor.

“ Rassell s jolly good at delivering a speech,” said Nugent
persuasively. :

“Yeoa, at a football concert, if you like,” said Russell
“Yeou're not golng to get me addressing o giddy school-
mistress, thouorh,™
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“ Look here— " 1 i

“I'll look as long as you like, Cherry, but you're mnot
going to shove it off on to me  Wharton left it to you.”

Bob Cherry wiped his perspiring brow. There was a
sudden exclamation from Billy Bunter.

“1 say, you fellows, look there!”

There was no need for Bunter to speak. The fellows wers
looking, in utter dismay. Down the roud two figures, clas
in deadly combat, had reeled ocut from the trees, and
Wharton and Dulstrode were fighting like tigers in the full
glare of the sun, in the middle of the dusty road.

“ My only hat!” gasped Nugent. * Look, therc come the

irds '

3 They were only & hundred Yards or so from the bend of
the rond, and all was plain in their sight. Round the curve
came the head of the column. Up from the village, walkin
two and two In regular order, came the future pupils
Cliff Housoe.

Very fresh and pretty they looked, too, and freshest and
prettiest of all was Marjorie Hazeldene, There was some-
thing pleasant, too, t-hﬂuf"}'l scvere in the features of Misa
Penolope Primrose, the head-mustress of Clft Houss, who
walked beside the foremest two—DMarjorie and a atmltlﬁ-
built zirl with German features. Miss Primrose was spea
ing to Marjorie, discoursing upon the beauties of nature,
and Marjorie was listening with dutiful attention, when
suddenly Miss Penclope broke off with a gasp.

“ Goodness gracioua!” )

Right in front of the startled girls appeared two despe-
rately fighting forme, and the CLf House pupils came to &
hLalt in dismay, and looked spellbound at Harry Wharton
and DBulstrede.

THE THIRD CHAPTER,
The Receptlon.

188 PENELOTE put up her glasses, and fooked at the
combatants as though she could ﬂ.-:'aa.rcali: believe her
eves. Some of the girls shricked. Wharton and

ulstrads, too deeply ongrossed in the combat to
notice anything ¢lse, remained unconscions of the new spee-
tators on the scene for some moments. !

“ Boya!" eaid Mis DPenclope, in an awiul vouce.

Wharton started, and suddenly dropped his handa,

“Hold on!"" he mutterad, “ Stop ™

Baulstrode grinned savagely.

“I don't sare for the old cat,
hest, not othorwise."

“ 1 don't—=J—=""

“Then come onl” -

Wharton gritted his teeth hard. To fight before the horri-
ficd lady and the stariled girls was impossible. Already
Marjorie Hazeldene's eyes were fixed upon him with recog-
nition—and was it disgust?

“Very well, Bulstrode, I give vou best.”

 Good

Baletrade stepped back. Wharton faced Miss Penelope.
His eap was gene, his hair untbdy; there was e cut on his
choeel, and a drickle of red from the corner of hus I'I‘-I:WE}‘I.

“ [Boy," said Miss Primrose, * how--how can you bBght in
1his savage Tashiion®”

“1 am sorry, madam——

“1 am rlad,”’ suid Miss Primrose, “that you are sorry.
Lok at him, my dears—look at bin! Is it oot deeadful ¥

* Dreadiul 1™ said the dears, with one voico. ]

Wharton lurned crimeon. Bulstrode, grinning, shoved his
hands inte his pociets, and whistled as e strode away
through the froes, to show that he at least did not core for
the opinion of Miss Primrose and her dpupils.

Wharten would gladly have escaped, but he could nob
woll: away rudely while Miss Penelope was talking to him.

“wly dear little fellow,” went on Miss Penelope, appa-
rently uneonzeious of the faet that Harry was not a little
fellow, bul a sturdy junior and a distinguished footballer
in the Remove—"*my dear litile follow, how can you fight
in thiz dreadful wav? What would yvour dear mother eay?”’

As Harry Wharton did not remember his mother, who
had died when he was a baby, he could not very well answer
the question. . .

“Yesz, indecd ! gaid some of the girls, who did not, how-
cver, seem quite so grave as Miss Penelope about the matter.
Perhapa it ocourred 4o them that there was o comical sido
to the scenc. _

“ What would wvour kind tecachers say?’ resumeod Miss
Penelope, who evidently felt herscli called apon to improve
the shining hour by admintstering a little moral instruction
to the culprit. ) _

“ Yes, indeed ! repeated the girls dutifully.

Some of them had become aware now of the group of

I'll stop if you give me

i1
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G reyfriars juniors watching them frem a distance, but Miss
Penelope had not noticed.

“ Do you mot know, my dear child,” went on Miss Pane-
tope tenderly, *that it is wrong to raise the hand in anger
apainat a fcIinw-crcmurm“

Wharton was crimson. He would have given a term’s
pocket-money for the carth to open and ﬂwa;ﬁﬁw him up.

‘“‘Let dogs,”” continued isa Pemelope—*' ‘let doge
delighd to bark and bite,! my dear boy. But you— BRepeat
those f.{ruchmlg lines, Clara, and they mey have a softening
effeet upon this unfortunate boy.”

.. The young lady addressed as Clara was a golden-haired,
blue-eyed, rather mischievous-looking young person. There
was & glimmer of fun in her eyes as she recited the lines in
a sing-song voice for the edification of the unhappy Removite,
“ Lot dogs delight to berk and bite,
It 1= their nature to:
Let bears and lions growl at night—""

“OAnd fipht," my dear,” corrected Mis Penelope.

“*Let bears and lions gprowl at night and fight,’ » went
on Miss Clara demurely ; " * They've nothing else to do.” ¥

There was o elight sound of langhter among the pupils of
Chif House as Clara cgoncluded her somewhat original
version, but a glance from Miss Penelope restored an almost
preternatural gravity.

“ Remember those lines, my little fellow,” said Misa
PPonclope, patting Wharton on the head. Wharton wrigeled.
“YWhen you are tempted to raise your hand in anger,
remember those lines, and instead of smiting your fellow-
crealure on the nose, throw vour arms round his neck, and
take him to your heart. Marjorie, I am surprised at your
wimling at such a moment 17

HI—I—=I am sorcy V"' staminered Marjorie.

“1 hope so. Remember my words, my Little man, And
now run away !

Wharton stood aside for the girls to pass. He looked as
if the wholae of the blood in his body had been pumped
into his fage. Marjoric gave him o compassionate glance,
but most of the frivolous young persons were smiling,

The school walked on,

“{ioodness pracious ! exclaimed DMizss DPenelope, a2 fow
minutes later. ** What—what does this mean

The achool halted apain.

The Greviriars juniors were in the road. The reception
planned by Wharton would probably have gone off very well
i he had been there: but with the bashful Bob at the head
uf it, there were cortain to be troubles.

"'.'E‘hc:."m coming, Nugent!”” whispered Bob, in groat
anguish. * Take the bouguel ready——"'

“You're to take it !I”

“ ot vou're going to make the spesch.”

“I can't; I've forgotten the words ™
. i | say, you fellows, suppose we cubt as Wharten =0t

ere—

“(ood idea !" exclaimed Bob Cherry. 11 don’t think
ilt's a good idea to go on—without Wharton, voun know,
‘ET!S_'_'_!'E'

“Rais!" zaid Trevaor.

“ Yos, but—""

“Lot of idiots we should look, runming ofl lile o lot of
sinriled rabbits !

" Here they are, Bob !

i C o i

“Tt's all right—easy as anything '

And Nugent pushed the crimson junior Torward as Miss
Feunclope majestically halted.

E'nder the eves of the Ul Ilouse procession the juniors
felt less at their case than ever.

The girls looked surprised and amuzed. The blushes in
the juniors' faces were a confession of weakness, and fthe
weaker the position of the boys, the stronger, of course, tho
position of the girls. The fair pupils felt thomzelves on
a vantage ground, surveving the blushinge lads, as it wore,
from a superior standpoint,  They smiled, and their smiling
was the last siraw.  The Removifes—-loud enough and
asgorbive enoush In Grovirinrs—stood domb and erimson,
their eves fixed on the pround.

Bob Cherry hardly dared even to look at Miss Penelopo
9% he advanced hesitatingly towards her,

He raised his cap, and all the juniors ratsed their caps
as 1f by clockwork,

“Groodness pracious !t zaid Miss Penelope.

“If yvou please, ma'am,"” stammered Dob Cherry, frying
to recollect the speech. Ile know it by heart—when he was
self-possessed.  Now the words seemod to escape him, * Tf
vou please, n'am, wa are groy juniorg=—"

“*Juniors of (reyfriars,” whispered Nugent.

" T—T1 mean. juniors of Greviriars, ma'am. As our school
—T mean, your school-—is hr'ilip;l opened to-day, we—we—wa
thoupht—-~ What on ecarth Jdid we think, Hugantr you
beast #'' whispered Bob-Cherry shrailly,

“Thought we cucht o give "em a welcome.'”

“ They've secn ns 1™

Buck up !
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"We—we thought we ought to give you a welecome,
mu’am, and yvour pupile,” said Bob Cherry. * The opening
of a girls' school in the neighbourhood of Greyiriars is a
most guspicious circumstance—""

'* Auspicious occasion, you ass!” muttered Trevor.

“I1—I mean, a most auspicicus occasion, ma'sm, and 1
heg to present you with a girls' school—I—I mean, &
bouque i

Words failed Dob Cherry, and he held out the box. The
bhouquet ought to have been taken out to be presented, but
Bob was too confused to think of it. Nugent tried fo
whisper that he had picked up the wrong box, but Bob was
deaf to everything.

“* Goodness gracious 't said Miss Penelope, putting up her

lass and surveying the packet of Bulstrode's fireworlks that

ob Cherry was generously offering her, “I-—-I--1 am
amazed! What use can Iypcrssih]j' haye for—for Homan
candles and erackers?”

“ My—my hat ! :iaapnd the unhappy Bob.

He dr{n‘-rlmad the box to the ground. Ha was evidenily
at the end of his resources, and Mugent had to rush to the
reseue.

He picked up the bouquet. . :
“If you please, ma'am, will you aceept this bouquect with
the love—I--I mean, the kind regards, of the juniors of
Grﬁx fri EPI.'S ?“l " 3

Miss Penelope beamed.

" Yes, EErt-ﬂ.anlﬁ: I think this is very charming of theso
dear boys—so di en:&nt. from the brutal exhibition we have
just witnessed, my dears.”

“ Oh, ves, Miss Primrose ! said the dears.

T thank you from my heart!” said Miss Penclope. “'I
accept the bouquet with pleasure—in the spirit in which it
is presented. T am glad to see so much really proper feeling
umﬂsg you, dear boys, Are you not also glad, my dears "

““{Oh, ves, Miss Primrose

"E;f_f:‘.‘: are charmed-—quite charmed 1"

g o = = *]

» ¥es, Miss Primrose !

“We have just passed two urhappy hboys who wore
siriking one another violently upon the countenance,’” said
Miss DPenelope. “If those unhappy boys are schoolmales
of yours, may I beg you as a personal favour to remonsiraie
with them, and point out gently but Airmly the error of theie
ways’

" You, cortainly ' gasped Nueent. ' _ :

“Oh, thank vou! You are o good, kind boy! We will
"“F} proceed, ll.;.]:.rll dears "

They proceedaed, ]

lazeldene grinned at his sister, but the rest of the
Hemovites stf}lmf.dcan in hand, with downcast eves while the
procession walked on. -

Bob Cherry drew a deep breath as the last of the smiling
gir"[.-a vanmished rovnd o furn in the road.

“ My-—my hat! This is the last time T shall be chisolled
into presenting bowquets to a gicls’ sehool ! Br-r-r-r 1

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Bulsirode is Startled.
HﬂRR‘E" WITARTON had not waited to see the presenta-

tion. e was at Greyiriars, bathing the bruisés on

hig face under o tap in o bath-room, when the juniors

came in. e turned r glowing countenanee, streaming
with water, towurds Bob Cherrey and Nupgonl as they locked
in at the door.

“ Hallo, ballp, ballo!" za1d Bob Cherry.
bad lueck for you.™

“¥es,” prowled Wharton, T had a lecture from Miss
eitrose—nice, after interfering with that brute to save
her from a shock 17

s ‘f“.-;cﬁ't'n promised to remonstrate with ven,”” said Tob,

i |J |' ':il::

“ And to point out the error of your ways.”

“0h. doo’t be fynny !

“We're only keeping our word to Miss Primraoso,
Beloved youth, think upon the crror of your woys—tuen
fﬂ}m the dﬂ‘ﬁ"II\"-'Elr':.; path while yet there is time. O my
CArQrs——

H1t was rotlen

O he—- -

E‘rc:Eli- Cherry breke off as a cake of soap cauvght him in the
mouth.

“Ow ! Beast !

“Will you have the sponge next?" asked Wharton,
Iaughing,

“0w! TPax! T sup,{mm we've remonstrated enough to
redenm our promise. wander what Marjorie thought of
vou. doing a fOsticall turn in the high road i

Wharton flushed.

“ 1 shall explain to Marjorie when I see her”

“Of course. You might explain to Miss Primrose, too,
i you get a chance. Bhe must have had gquite & wrong
impression of you,” grinned Bob Cherry. "1 hope vou
gave Bulstrode a pood hiding ¥

A Grand Behool 1als of
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“I don't ksow; we both scos fo fiave had some hard
kuocks. Did the prosontation go off all right ¥

“Ripping ! said Bob Cherry confidentiy, 1 mado the
specch pretty well™

“*Ha, ha, ha!" roared Nugent.

“What are you cackling at, you ass!"'

I am thinking of the way you made the speech.”

“Oh, rats! Miss Primrose seamed pleased, anyway ! By
the way, ['ve tohd Bunter to take those fireworks back to
Bulsirode, Harey™

** That's right ™

Wharton dried his face. and ihe chums of the Remove
sirolled away together. Billy Buuter met them, with the
cardbonrd box full of fireworks in hiz hand, The fat junior
Llinked at them.

‘E‘rl: can't find Bulslirode, vou [ollows,
yot.

**Bhove "om into his siudy, then”

“Can't you shove 'em ¥ said Bunfer aggressively.
f"::fml know T don't like going upstnirs when I can avoud
A

“How can I take them when T've got my hands in my
pockets V' demanded Bob Choerey.

“0Oh, roally, Cherry——"

“ Besides, 1£ will bring down rour fat—a little exercise !™
seid Hob kindly. * Kun upstairs at top specd, and——"'

“I'm not going to do anything of the sort! [ think-—
I sav, you Eehﬂws. I wish vou woulda't walk sway while ['m
talking ! DBlessed if T'm going up to Bulslrode's study !
murmured Billy Bunter, as he found hims=clf alone.  *“ Here.
I say, Wun Lung, will you take these fireworks up 1o
Bulstrade's roou ¥

Wun Lung, the Chinese junior. paused with his sleeps

simile.

“You're g lighter weight than I am' said Bunter
persuasively.  “ Look here, I'm expecting o poestal order
thiz ovening. T'll stand vou a bif-of a feed whoen 1t comoes,
Will you take this to Bulstrode's study "

Mo takeo !

And the little (elesiial eheerfully took the packet, and
wenk upstaira with 6. Ile wasz some little fime in Bual-
strode’s study, but Bunter <id not know that or care—the
fal jumior was busy thinking aboub other matters. When
Wun Lung came out of ithe study, he seemed to be doubled
up in a paroxvamn of silent mirth, He became suddenly
grave as a burly form eame along the passage, and Bul-
strode scowled at him.

Wun Lung seuttled o, T! was not sale for him fo ged
within reach of the bully of the Remove. There were two
fellows at Greyfrtars with whom Wun Lung was alwavs at
dageers drawn—Bulstrode, of the Remove, and ILonides,
of the Bixth,

Bulstrode went into his study. e was feeling somewhat
sore from his encounter with Harry Wharton, The hero
of the Remove was a hard hitier. But there was great
satisfaction in the thought that he had forced Wharlen fo
rive him best. If Harey renewed the contest, it would end
differently, and Bulstrode knew thar, Still, for the present
there was satiafaction in the thought.

It was a cold March day. and Bulstrode growled as he saw
that hiz [ire was out. Although, as a member of 8 junior
Form, Lie was not entitled to the services of a fag, Bulstrode
nsually found somo snall boy fo fag for him, rewarding
him with kicks or ha'penece, according to his humour, The
rooin was cold, bui Bulstrode noticed that the fire was laid
ready for him, and the grate had becn carcfully swaopt.
This discovery causod his face to clear a litile, and ha felt in
his pockets for a maich, struck if, and steoped down over
the grate.

He hghted the fire. A quaint litile face locked in for a
moment ot the door as he did so, and grioned. But it
vanished ns Buisirode rose to his feet,

The paper sinffed in the grate nnder the sticks flared. and
a thick smoke went up the ehimney, There was a soand of
fizzing in the fire, but Bulstrode id not notiee i,

Ho picked up his Lkettle to fill it with water lor tea.
Hazeldene, who shared his study. came to the door at that

iu_crmcnt to come in. DBalsirode held ont the kettle towards
LEETL.

“Fill this!" he antd.
; “0h, rats!" sard Hazeldene. "I didn't come here fo
nE__:r
“Did you come fo get a thick car?” asked Bulstrode
unpleasantly. “If yvou did, you're going the right way to
work., I—— Oh! What's—that—the—— Qw!"
; DBulsirode broke off as a terrifie explosion came from the
1re.
Crack ! Cracl'!
Bang! Bang!
Fiz-z-2-7-7-4-3-2 !
Hazeldene jumped closr of the floor in ztartled amaze-
mernt.
“What the——— Who—— How-—"

He hasa't come in

Clracle !

Clrack! DBang! Fizz!
Bang! Bang! DBang!
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The fragments of the fire were hurled in all directions.
Exploding crackers jumped about the room, and sguibs
and rockets and Roman candles added merrily to the din
and confusion. Z

Bulstrode staggered away from the grate in amazement
and terror, Witﬁ an almost stupefied look he stood with
his back against the furibest wall, walching the explosions
from the fire.

Hazeldene scuttled out into the passage.

“ Help !"" he yelled * Fire!™

A youth with a piﬁtail and a griuniu% vellow countenanco
came ruzhing up. ¢ had one of the fre-buckets from the
row at the end of the passage in his hands, and it was full
of water,

Wun Lung was ready for the alarm.

“Fire ! shouted Bulstrode in the study.

“Me helpee ! panted Wun Lung.

He rushed into the room with the bucket of waler.

To swamp half of it on the fire was the work of a second,
and a thick cloud of smoke careered around the study.
Then, with & swing of the arm Wun Lung sent the rest of
the water over Bulstrode.

The Remove bully gave a roar.

“Me anvee you !’

“ You—you—you mad beast !

“Me savee you lifee!" beamed Wun Lung.
fo tankes. Me lknow you jolly glateful.””

“* You--you heathen beast ! f]lwl'li—---"

H{Jlﬂtr{." e rushed at the Chinee, whoe dodged out of the
study. ]

TI?& dripping bully of the Remove followed him fariously.
In tha passage Wun Lung was sprinfing along as if on the
cinder-path; but Bulstrode's long legs covered the ground
rapidly. The litile Chinee threw the lire-buckel behind him
at the psychological moment, and Bulsirode slumbled over
it and measured his length on the linoleum, Belore he
could gain his feet the little Celestial had vanished.

Bulstrode limped back to his study. The fire had gonn
out. and the grate was swimming with water. Bmole anl
blacks were everywhere. Bulstrode looked round the
study, and then stamped out of it, and wenl down to the
COMMONn-Te0N,

14 .Firﬂ !ll

“ No tloublae

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Great News!

" URRAH ! .
Harry Wharton, Bob Cherry, Frank Nugent, and
Hurree Jamset Ham Singh—the Famous Four of
the Remove at Greviriars—were seated in their
study, finishing their r-r&]p.'a.ratiﬁn. Billy Bunter was re-
clining in the easy chair, having done hiz work, as well as
he ever did it. He had had his tea, and a small loan from
Wharton had enabled him to follow it up with a feed in
the tuckshop, and so just now the Ii'at junior was feeliz;
especially contented and satisfied with Limself and thins:
encrally., e was just sinking into a E]ﬂnnnnt dore, aul
EB inning to dream that he was a pork butcher with an
unlimited stock of pork sausages, when Hazeldene burat 1t
the study, waving o letter in his hand, and shouting like 2

football enthusiast over a goal at a Cup-lie.

“ Hurrah "

Bob Cherry dropped five or six blots, and locked roun:t
ferociously. Wharton rose to his feet,

“ Off vour rocker ¥ he asked.

“ Hurrah! Hip, hip, hurrah " chanted Hazeldene,

“What's the matter " roared Bob Cherry. * Look here!l
I've a jolly good mind o wipe this ink off on your silly
chivvy.

4 I-lyurrah 1

“The hurrahfulness (& terrific,’” murmurad the Nabob of
Bhanipur. “What is the causefulness of the estecmed
hurrahiul rejoicing of our worlhy chum?"

“Tt's ripping !

“What's ripping !’ exclaimed Nugent.
asg !

“1 zay, you fellows—" .

“It's sivaply ripping,” said Hazcldene. “1 1:-L'i-n.'.'a,:'.rs: paid
she was a jolly good sort: at loast, if I didn't say so, 1
thought so. Anyway, T think so now !"

“T say, you fellows, turn that noisy beast out of the
study ! I was just getting into such a beautiful doze, and
having such a lovely dream.™

“NWo time for dozes or dreams, now,” said Hazeldens.
“ I've got the best news you've heard for a dog's age.
Hurrab "

* Look here! A little less hurrah and a little more nows !
suid Wharton. * What is it all egbout "

“I've just had this letter—=""

“ Expound, you

A Grand School Tala of
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From Marjorie " askad Dob Cherry cagerly.

“MNo; from the Head-mistress of Clif House—Miss Pone-
Jope Primrose.”

il ﬂh |r"

“ But it’s a ripping letter. She saya she much appreciates
the kindness shown by the juniors of Greyiriars in extending
a hearty welcoine to the new school—

“Good!" said Wharton. “I'm glad she’s pleased, though
m!i'”i::.ut of the performance didn’t seem to go down very
well,

“Ha, ha, ha! BShe's thinking, of course, of the graceful
way Bob Cherry presented her with a box of freworks.”

“Ha, bs, ha "

*0Oh, cheese it!" said Dob, turning red. “Get on with
the washing!"’

“Very well. Misa Penelope i3 giving a sort of cclebra-
tion at the new school, to celebrate the opeming, you know.”

Billy Bunter was upright at once.

“ A feed, T suppose ™ he asked, “That's a ripping idea.
If Miss Primrose wanted any expert advics, I'd g2 over and
bkelp with plessure.”

“"1 dars pay there’ll be a feed,” assented Hazeldsne.
* There's generally something to eat at a dance.”

A dance " exclaimed three or four voices.

Hazeldene nodded.

“ That's the wheeze. Miss Primrose is giving a little dance
to-morrow night to celebrate the opening of the school, and
we're invited.

* Huarrah ! roared Bob Cherry.

Y Thought you'd aay that," grinned Hazeldene, “OF
course, lots of us don't dance, but there’s bound to be &
good feed, That's the thin . you know."

“Yes, rathor,”” paid Bilﬁ' _Bunter, with emphasis, *1I
suppose ['m on the list, Vaseline ¥

“1 suppose so,” said Hazeldene, with a disparaging look
at the fat junior. ** Miss Primrose has asked all who were
connected with the plan of giving her a public welcome.
You wera with us ¥

*Of course I was,

It waz really my ideg-—-"’
““ Oh, cheese it!

It was Wharton's idea, and a blessed
hard job he had to get us to back him up and earry it out,”
said Hazeldene. * But it's turned out jolly well. It waa
worth the trouble. But 1 haven't teld you all. The affair
iz to be fancy dress, that’s the beauty of it. I'm going to
wire home for my toga and things."”

“ ¥our whichi™

“Mv topa. I've done Brufus, you know, in amateur
theatricals. I shall go as Brutus. Bunter had better go
as the Fat Dev of Peckham. He won't have to make up
then,”

* (Oh, reaily, Vazeline 1" o

“ Miss Pririroso has written to me because I'm Marjorie's
Lrother,” exnlained Hazeldene., °° But che savs I'm to bring
all the fellows who had a hand #n the welcome, if they care
to como, and any others I think suitable. There's really no
lirnit, *hut, of course, it's understood that only juniors are

ong.”
¢ Thga chums of tho Remove looked very cheerinl.

A faney dress ball was a little out of the common, and was
s welcome break in the cven tenor of their way. )

Dancing, of course, did not appeal to boys so much as 1t
would have appealed to girls; but the idea of going in
costume and mask was attragtive.  And there was the
supper for those who cared for it, and their name, of course,
would be legion. Free chocolates and ices for youths who
were mostly out of pocket-money towanrds the end of the
week-—-ihere was something  vory enticing in the mere
ithought! Billy Bunter was already dreaming dreams of the
EUPPET-TO0IM,

“We'll all go!” said Wharton, * We're much obliged o
Miss Pl;imm:ae. We must write her a really nice letier in
return.’

" ¥ea, rather. She says she's sorey if's such a short notice,
but she has only just decided to let the colebration take the
form of a dance to which gentlemen can bo invited,” ox-
plained Hazeldene. ** As a matter of fact, I believe the
giddy festival was going to be the usual girls’ school affair-—
weak tea and cake, you know, and simpering, and no boyvs
or dogs admitted. Then this stunning whesza about giving
o a public weleome made her think of us. Shows she's a
jolly good sort.”

“ Ripping I : 2

* Blessed if I know how I shall get on with the dancing,”
said Balb Cherry dubicusly. "I can walta—"

“Ha, ha! Most of us will ba a little bit wanting there, hut
& fellow's not bound to dence, you know.”

“ (M course not,” said Buunter. *' I shall be in the supper-
rcom most of the time.”’

Y course, s fellow's expected to dance at a dance,” re-
marked Whartor. * It's rather piggish to go to a dance and
lounge about after the refreshments, saud leave the ball-
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room full of wallllowers, as lots of chaps do. It doesn’t
matter 1f you don't durce well.”

“ Yes, that's all very well,” grunted Bob Cherry. ™ You're
a good dancer.™

“Yes; but look here—a girl would rather have a bad
dancer than a silly chump who docsn't dance at all,” said
Harry. “"'We can get up a little practice to-day and to-
maorrow, oo, and every chap ovght to do his best,™

** Yes, rather !" said Nugent.

** The ratherfulness is terrific.’”

“0Oh, all right,” said Bob.
throngh my poces, that's all,
leiter, Vaseline,™

“ Yes, 1 suppose so0."

“Fill it up with best thanks, then, and delighied {o coma,
and so on. Let Misa Primrose see we've grateful. It's
rexlly awfully good of her to think of us. When ihis gets
out, all the Bemove will want to come.”

“Well, I suppose we ean take most of the Form?" =aid
Hazeldene. " It's a pood idea to have more boys than
girls. Tt makes a dance o success, as every girl is asked,
ihen; and the fellows who miss dances don't mind it so
much a5 girls would. We'll take nearly all the Form.”

“ Yeg, After anll, they were nearly all in the welcoming
buziness, but they ran away before the girls came along,”
Nugent remarked. *It's only fair, but I think we shall
hava o tussle to I-:qmp the zentors out.™

“ Yoz, rather. IThere's the Upper Fourth—Temple,
Trakney & Co.—will be ready to tear their hair about it.”

“ Let 'em tear it!"

“ And there’s Tonides, of the Bixth. Ile fancics himself
awfully in dress clothes. e would live in 'em if he could.”

‘' Bixth-Formers are barred, of course. 'We're not going to
take along big chaps who would patronise us, and put us in
the shade.”

** Rather not.’”

“ Thought I'd come and tell you frst,” said Hazeldene.
"Il get along, now, aicd let the others eto . There'll Le
a rush on the costamier’s in Frardale. Most of us who
helong toe the Oporatic Society have some fogs aleesdsy,
lackily."

And Hazeldene left the study. Bob Cherry took hold of
ithe table and dragged it back apainst the wall, The others
stared at him in astonishment. ]

“Wa're just gﬂin to begin,”’ expleained Baob.

* We haven't finished gur prep. yet.™

* Blow the prep.! I want to get into form for the daneo,
and you can put me through it for o start, Harry,™

** But the prep.——"

“ Prep. bo hanged "

*(Oh, very well!” zald Wharkton, laughing. " Here goes!
Got your mouth-organ, Frank, and play us the waliz from
1 Fa,ust.’ 11

Nugent oblifed with the mouthworgan, and Bol Cherry,
with a feeling that he was a baby elephant learning tricks,
Legpan to practise.

“You'll have to put mae
Are you going lo answer the

m——_

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Bob Cherry Waltzes,

HUOMP, ithump, thump!
T Bump, bump!
The study deor-opencd, and g startled face looked in,
** Faith, and is it murtherin’ each other ye are, in-
tirely ' asked Micky Desmond exeitedly.

¥ Clear out!™

“ But what's the matther inlirely?”

“ Wa're prachising.”

“Ha, ha, ha!"

Bob Cherry seized the poker, and rushed towards the door
Micky si{liL'rElmd out into the passage, and ran, still langhing
hysterically.

'?E-ub flung tha poker into the grate with a clang.

“ Billy ass! Why, you dununics are cackling, too!™

“* He, ha, hat™

“What's the matler with you?
funny.” ;

“0Of course, you can't,” said Nugent,

“ Look here, Nugent——"

“ (et on with the washing, old chap! Yeou're progrossing
a tlreat. AN I want to know is, if vou dan™t mind—"

“Well, what do you want to know i’

“ Whether vou're doing a waltz, a barn dance, or a High-
land Ling.*

“ Ha, ha, ha!l™

Bolb Cherry cast an eys towards the poker again, but
Nugent struck up & waltz lune on the mouth-organ, and
Bob Cherry tried fo get inte step. Harry Wharton gave
directions and explanations. Bob had =id that be could
waliz, but it began to be clear that he bad exaggerated.
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The bumping ef lis feet on the carpel made a din that
eould be heard over half Greglriors, There was o sound of
tramping on thoe stairs, and Blundelt of the Fifth put his head
11 at the door. Biundeil was looking red and furious. ;

“You howling asses!” he roared. ** Whatb is this fiendish
row about

“0Oh, bunk! T'm praclising dancing.™

M Dancing ! Steame-rollermg, you mean”’

“0h, buzze off, Blundy! Your face worries mel”

“ My fist’ll worry you, if you don't stop that row.”™

“Rats! I suppose a chap can waltz in his own stody.”

“Take wour beotz off, then!” shricked Blundell. *“ The
row can be heard all over the beastly house.”

.“J. pever thourht of that. LU've got some shoes some-
whnora,”

Biundell glared, and went out, and Iob Cherry hunted
for his dancing shees. He found them, and changed his
boots, and then his practice was a little quicter. But only
a little, ITis idea of danecing seamed to be to fling up his
feet and bring them down on the floor as heavily as possible,
and in that he was quito successful. He remonstrated with
Nugent for not keepine correcl time with the music, though,
85 o matter of fact, Nugent was quite correet in bime. But
something was wrong somewhere, and Bol Cherry wasn™t in-
clined to admit that it was his dancing. .

“ Oh, keep time do!" he said, for the tenth fime.

Nugent removed the mouth-organ from his lips

“ Look here, Bob, the fault is in your feab. ou're only
supposed to put in a certain number of steps, at a certain
rate—not to stamp on the floor at record speed as if vou
wanted to go through into the Form-room."

Bob Cherry glared.

“I'm keeping time all right, you ass!" .

“Yes, that tune you're keeping would do all right for the
treadall, but it's ne pood for & walle”

Bob looked strongly nelined to commit assault and battery
on the spot. Bub Nugent, apparently uncouscious of having
said anything offensive, siruck up the waltz from the * Merry
Widow ™" at a lively rate.

“Come and be my partner, some of you!" grunted Bob
Cherey. “1I can’t learn the blessed sieps without a pariner.
Of course, as far as that goes, I know the steps all night.
I'm a preity good waltzer. It's only practice | want.'

“The wantfulness is terrific.”

“Come on, Inky. 1 know you're a good dancer. You
can take the lady’s part,’” sald Dob persuasively. * Gimme
your fist.”

The obliging nabob consented. Dunter climbed on the
tuble te get out of the way, and Wharton stood in a eorner,
and Nogent retreated bebind the easy-chair to blow out the
muzle from a place of safety.

Boh Cherry took the hand of the dusky junior, and placed
an arm about his waist.

“ Not right round!"’ called out Wharton. * This i=n't a
romp on Hampstead Heath, Bob! Tackle him in the middle
of the back." _

“ There?" asked DBob, giving the unfortunasle nabob a
thamp in the small of the back to indicate the spot he waa
veferving to.

Ok murmured Hurree Jamset Ram Sin%ﬁh. “I—I am
somowhat painfully hurt, my worthy chum. The breathful-
ness 13 short,”

Y No, lower down,” saild Wharton, langhing.
of the back of his Lelt—that will do.
Nugent.”

*Ta-ta-ra-ta-ta-la-ra-te!” went the mouth-organ,

And Bob Cherry danced.

The Nabob of Bhanipur was light and graceful, and an
excellent dancer, and he could take the lady’s place with
case and grace. Unfortunately Bob Cherry wasn't quite up
te taking the penileman’s place.

He dragged Hurree Singh round violently, and stamped on
his tmadp.s a start, and a watl of anzuish came from the

Indian.

“Take hold
Now bepin again,

“Ow! Oh, my worthy chum—'"
“Ia all right! Icep atep!”
£k HuL_ e

“ Keep step! Don't put me out, now I've onco staviad.™

Hurree Ein?h was dancing under difficulties on one lego.
83 the other foot had been too damaged to Do visked again
near Bob Cherry's feet.

But even on one leg the nabob was able to hop through
ik, and keep time. I3oh Cherry had fairly started now. As
a matter of fact, all he really wanted was confidence, and
not to think about his feet too much. Onee startod, he went
on doing the thing correctly from instinet, till he began to
doubt about the steps, and then, of course, oll went wrong.
Exactly what went wrong po one saw, but DBob Cherry's
feet boécame mixed up with the naboly’s, and they rolled oun
the hearthrog.

“Ha, ha, ha!*

The Removites could not help it. DBob Cherry's look, as
he sat up on the hearthreug, was too funny for words.
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Hurree Singh hiad relled vnder the tuble. e showed no
dizposition to come out. DBob stegoered to his feet.

“ b, wop that cackling ! he exclaimed. " I—1 think 1
lost step.

“ Ha, ha, ha!"

“Of course, it was really Inky's faelt”

*“Ha, ha, ha!™

"Lome on, Inky.
have another try.”

“The getonfulness was great!” groaned the nabob- " But
the bumpfulness on the worthy floor was terrific: I fear [
cannot dance again.”

“Btuff! Come out!"

“With the esteemodd permission of my honourable chum,
I will remainfully stay where L am."

** Ha, ha, ha!”

“Well, you come, Wharlon.
Inky."

“T'm afraid T might be!” prinned Wharton.
wallflower, if you don’t mind, Bob.
danca.”

Bob Cherry grunted, In a bzll-room he would doubbicss
have secured some unhappy partner, but in No. 1 Btud
thers were no talers. But just then the study deor opened,
and Temple of the Upper Fourth looked in.

‘I“ 'E'{:H ellows had better make a little less row,” he sad,

“There's vour pariner, Bab."

“{rood! This way, Temple!” ‘

“What are you up to!” reared lhe elegant captain of the
TUnper Fourth, as Ilob dragged him inte the study.
LE EHE“!H

“You're my partner for this dance.”

“ Aro you off your silly rocker? Legpgol™

MNugent struck up the music. Bob Cherry began to wallz,
antd Temple had to go round with him, whether he liked it
or not. He was doing more struggling than dancing, how-
ever. The juniors reared with laughter, and Nugent could
hardly keep up the blasts of the mouth-organ. Round the
study they went careering. They crashed into the bookcase,
and Tomple's shoulder went through the glass, and there was
g erash. Thoy bomped against the table and sent it reeling,
and there was o roar from Billy Dunter as Lo slid off and
bumped on the floor. Nugent, unable to play any longer,
threw down his instrument, and shricked with merriment.
But Bob Cherry went on dancing. Cnairs went spinming to
ripht and left, until, with g final -bump, the waltzers went to
tha floor,

They sat up rather dazedly, and looked at one another.

But before they could do more, there was a rush of feet
in the passage, and thres or four angry Sixtbh-Formers rushed
in. Temple had come as a messenger from the Bixth-Form
prefects that the noise was to cease, and its growing worse
nstead of better naturally caused thoe angry passions of the
Sixth to rise. Wingate, North, Carberry, and Ionides rushed
inte the study.

They did not waste fime in words

They collaredt the juniora, careless of remonstrance and
resistance, and kicked them out of the study, The
Removites scatlered in the passage, dodging the angry
pursult of the prefects, and DBob Cherry’s dancing practice
for that evening was at an end.

—_—

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.

Thﬂ lj 1] I:I“'itﬁdq-

HERE was excitement in the Greslnars Bemove the {ol-
lowing «lay. A fancy dress ball was sommedhing quile
our. of the common for the Removites, and it was
natural that they should think and talk of nothing else.

Iven the last football mateh of the seasuon paled in im
portance beside if, and it was not only the fun and exsoite
ment of the dance and the costunes, but the fact that it was
for tho Remove alove, that delighted the juniors. Not only
tha senior Forms, but the Upper Fourth were barred. -
movites, and Romovites alone, were asked to Miss Primrose’s
little celebratinn, and the juniors were glad enough that
they had backed up Harey Wharton's plan of giving a public
welcome to tho girls’ schoal. Tomple, Dabney & Co. wers
reaely to kick themselves, if that would bave done any good.
For the sake of the dance, they wounld willingly have extendel
the olive-branch to the Bemove, and fraternised cordially
with thae heroes of the Lower Fourth. Dut the Lower Fourlh
were not accepting any olive-branches just then.

Iazeldene, who, as Marjourie's hrother, wis the person in
comtmunication with CHf House, found hunself very much
sonpght after by the Upper Fourth fellows. Temple, Dabney
& Clo. waylaid him after morning school, and asked him into
the tuckshop with bland siniles.

We got on pretly well that time--let's

You won't be as clumsy as

“T'll be a
I—I want to sit out this

7
A Grand School Tale of
Harry Wharton & Co,
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Hazeldene accepted the invilation; he also accepted
gager-beer, lemonada, jam-tarts, toasted scones, and cream-
pults. The genercsity of the Fourth-Formers Lnew no
bounds, and Hazeldene's appetite seemed to be equally un-
limited. Dut when they approached the delicate subject they
had in mind Hazeldene was like a rock.

"1 hear you're going to a dance at CLif House,” Temple
remarked,

* Yes, to-night,” said Hazeldene, beginning on his ninth
tart. * I say, these {arts are tipping !

" Have some more! Some fresh tarts here for Hazeldene,
Mrs, Mimble, and mind they're the best!™

“ Oh, rathar!” sgid Dzbrey,

“I hear you're in charge of the invitations, and can take
any chaps you like,"” Temple went on agreeably.

* Any chaps in my own Form,” said Hazeldene.

" Well, any juniors, I suppose.”

“ ﬂh*" ne; Third Form fags would be out of place, of
course,

" What about the Upper Fourth?”

* Are you a {Eni{:r orm?’’ asked Hazeldene, apparently
astonished.  “ Why, you've bern telling us for dog's ages
that you're our semors.””

Temple turned pink.

" Well, of eourse, we're a senior Form in a sense; still, by
the rules of the school the 8hell and Lower Forms are con-
sidered juniors, and we're below the Shell. Thereforo——"

" Yea, I'll have a coupls more, thank you! Marmalade
ones, for a change!”

" Therciore, there's nothing apainst our going.”

Of course not,” agreed Hazeldene. "1 only wish you
could come.”

“ Well, why can’t we come?” nsked Temple, somewhat
warmly. “Look here, Vaseline, to put it plainly, we'd lilke
o come.™

" I'd like you to, too, like a shot; but, vou see, I'm 1
only H&nmrma.” : B Gl
“ But you could make an exception——"

“1 wish I could, but it wouldn’t do. You see, practi-
cally all the Remove are coming, and I can’t march in with
an invading srmy, you know. Thirty-five guests are enough
for any dance.”

“ But the girls would like older fellows—bhetter dancers—
to dance with.”

" Bhouldn't wonder. If Miss Primrose writes to me to that
g{fm&] of course I’ll take you all like a shot,” said Hazeldene
blandly.

Temple, Dabney & Co. exchanged glanees. They were
strongly inclined Lo collsr Hazeldene on the spot and wipe
up the floor with him,

" Now, look here, Haseldene, old chap— I say, will you
have somo more tarts?'”

“ Neno, thanks! I think I've finishod.”

** Another ginger popi"

“ N.no, ® ka awfully 1"

“ Now, old fellow, we'd like to come——"

“I'mrafraid it ean’t be fixed,” said Hascldene, shaking his
head solemnly. " But I'll tell 3ou what 1 will do,” he went
on, in a burst of generosity. ' I'li tell you all about it, and
what it was like, when 1 get back.”

And sHazeldene walked rather quickly out of the tuckshop

belore Temple could reply. He Jeft the Fourth-Formers
gpocchless,

The Removite chuckled as he strolled across the Close. His
chuckle died away as Ionides of the Sixth came by and
siopped. The Greek was one of the worst-tempered fellowa
at Greylriars, in spite of an outward polish of manner which
he knew how to assume, and the juniors made it o poigt to
give him as wide a berth as possible. But just now there
was no chance of avoiding him, and to Hazeldene's surprise
ho had an sgreeable smile upon his olive face. Hareldene

ﬂfﬂpﬁqﬂ.
“Ah! I wanted to speak to you,” sai<d lonides agrecably.

“* ¥Yea, " said Hazeldene, inwandly wondering at the senior’s
politences, But the Greeli's next words enlightened him.

I hear you are going to a danece tonight—you
}raungﬂtcrs.”

Yes: the Romove are all invited ™

“ Doubtless the invitation is open to seniors,”™

“*No! only the Remaove, '

Tonides' eyes plitterad,

“ Are vou quite sure of that, my voung friend®™ he pshked.
* 1t might please me to look in for the dance. Iz there any
reason why T should not?

Hazeldene hesitaled. Tf he took a senior in the party,
Miss Primroze would probably make no objection: but it was
understood that only juniors were fo go. If Ionides thruat
fitmself into the party it would be in the worst of taste,
but the Greek’s look showed that Hasaldene would refuse at
hifqpq:-:rﬂié. Hazeldone had Lad a elose acquaintance with the

o. 59,

Greek’s knuckles already, and he didn't want to reprat it
Yet his blood boiled inwardly at the idea of being bullied
into taking the Greek plong with his pares.”

“ Well¥* zgid Ionides, in a significant tone,

“ I—I supposze you can do as wvou like, Ionices,” said
Hauzeldene, with an effort.

“ Good! Then 1 shall go—perhaps!™”

And the Greck strode away. Hazeldene walked on
m-r_}c-:hflj.f. He had not ventured to answer the Bixth-Former
ag he had answered Temaple, Dabrnoy & (Co

Hazeldene started and leoked up quickly az he received a
slap on the shouldor.

“ Hallo, hkallo, hallo!’ exclaimed Bob Cherry cheerfuily,
“ Wherefore that sive brow ™

* That ead Tonides! 1Ie sive he's coming to the dance."

* Beniors aren’t admitted.”

“* He's coming all the same.”

“ Ia he?” aaid Bob Cherry geimly.  “If he comes with us,
we'll make things warm for him on the way. There will be
enough of us to eat him.”

Hazeldene’s face eleared, and he laughed.

1 hadn’t thought of that,” he said. ** Of course, we can
bump him into a ditch-—accidentnily—and muck up  his
clothes, end he'll have to come back.”

But Ionides had thought of it.  The Greek was far too
cunning to place himszelf at the merey of the juniors who
detested him. He meant to go to the dance—but not in the
Eemove party. He intended to po alone, and in his un-
bounded corceit he had no doubt that he wonld properly
improess Miss Primrose and her pupils, and be quite the lion
of the evening., Whereas——  Dul we must not anticipatel

S

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Fancy Dress.

R. QUELCH, the master of the Remove, was a much-
worried man that day., The cxcitement in his ¥orm
was vary much to the detriment of lessone.  He had
not heard yet about the fancy dress ball at CLff Hounse,

and he wondered what on carth was the matter with the
Bemove,

Hven Wharton answersd questions at random, and
Wharton was top boy in the class, and vsually of =ome assist-
ance to the Form-master in lessons, And the others were
much worse. They simply could not fix their thoughts upon
their work, and impositions fell like hail. Glad enongh was
Mre. Quelch to dismiss his class, and plad enough were the
class fo bo dismiesed.

Mre, Quelch, locking somewhat healed, dropped into the
Head's study afier the Remove were dismizssed. The Head
wore a thoughtiul expression.

“ I ocanned understand the Remove to-day,” Mr Quelch re-
?arku:zjl, * There ecems to e something going on in the

OrI.

The Head smiled.

“ Ah, yvos, then you have not heard. Misz Primrose has
written to me to ask my permission for the Form to go over
to Cliff House this evening. She is celebrating the opening
of the new schodl with a dance in faney dress, and 1 have
conzented to let the boys go. No doubt they are excited.”

Ir. Quelch lavghed. .

* Mies Primrose has written me a very pleasant letter,”
sald the Iead. " Bhe has been pleased by some idea the
untors had of giving her a weleome az she came o CHIE

fouse yesterday. Bhe s a very estimable lady, and I have

spnecial reasons for keeping on amicalle terms—hoth Becauso
wa shall be near neighbours, and becauuse my sistor is o bo
the seeond mistress ot UL House, And 1 really thinl the
litile excursion will do the boys ne harm,.”

Y Coartainly not,” said Mr. Queleh.

“ 8o I have consenwed. The party will be an earlv one,
as, of course, late hours would not be permissible. I shall
walk over to ClLHT House myself to bring them back teenighi.
Till then, I think I can trust them with Wharton, He will
see that any exuberance is kept within bounds,  You might
az wall Five hita a hint (o that effect.’ .

“ [ will eertainly do 50" said Mr. Quelch,

And he did. Harry Wharton reccived the hind dntifully.
There were some wild spirits in the REoemove, but Wharton
had a firm chavacter, and they knew that he was not to ba
triflad him. Bulstrode was not to go—he was firm on that
point. Harry never bore malice, but he knew that he could
not trust Bulsirode, and he was inexorable on  that
Huzeldene had charge of the list of guests, and he was quita
willing to {follow Harry's lead in the malter.  Bulstrode
prowled and stormed, bus it was to no purpose.

The invited juniors were busy thinking about their cos-
tumes, The costumier’'s at Friurdale had been raided, and
everything he could furnish at such short notice was carried
off. It wias a Liarvest of silver te him but when his stock
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was oxhausted, he could do no more. And there were not
enough costumes fto go round. The Wharton Operatic and
Dramwatic Society possessed s considerable  amoant  of
“props " oused in their theatrical representations, and these
wiere brought to light at once.  Noo 1 Study had no diffieally
in gelling * hxed.” Az for the resi, they bad o knock up
coatumes for themselves if they could not hire them, and so
tho Remove woere very busy.

Evorybody lent & hand cheerfully, and Mrs Kebble, the
houseleoper, amd several of the mands helped 1n the eutting,
chanpring, sewing, and turming., Never had the Remove
boen go busy amd se cheerful over it. The Upper Fourth
louled on enviously—but it was good-natured envy. Temple,
Dabney & Co., like decent fellows, cane forward to help,
and many articles wero contributed by the Upper Fourth in
the hour of need. Even the garb in which Temple himself
layed Hamlet in private theatricals was cheerfully lent to
‘rank Nugent.

Billy Bunter had declined to adopt Hazeldene's sugpestion
of poing 2a the Fal Boy of Peckham, thouwrh Hazeldene haxd
pointed out that that would suve him the trouble of assuming
a dizpuise.  Billy DBunter had onee worn the gark of the
Toreador in a semi-comic representation of *° Carmen "' piven
by tho Operatic Society in the Hemove; and Billy DBunter
fancied himself immensely in the character of tho bald
Ercamillo. And when the cosiumes were brought out,
Buitter plumpoed at once for that of the Toreador, It was in
vain that Bob Cherry, who had had an eye on that rig-out
himself. remonstratec.

Neo. 59,

“Boy,” sald Miss Primrose, regarding Harry Wharton reproachfully, “how can you fight in this
savage fashion!™

SR LS R i - - —— -
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“¥Yeou see, a hitle, round, fat smimal jsn't smited te a
character like that,” ok exploined. "I sou can't go as
voung Peckbam, you could ifake on a character lilie 11
Renepdade in *Uarmen,” or Leporello in ' Don Giovanni,'
or Guru in " Madame Botterfly." What's the good of a fat
snatl Like you poing as a bullhghter?”

o sineerely sorry to see such a lot of jealousy rampant
mn this study," sald Bunter, with dignity. 1 remember
that when we were doing * Carmen,’ you didn’t want me to
sing the Toreador song, though it just suited my fne
baritone. 1'm surprised at you, Cherry, and I must say
o shocked, too”

* You'il burst the costume, too, and then it won't be any
tae for future oceazions.

“If T bursr it I will replace it in our wardrobe at m
own expense. I am shortly receiving three pounds a wee
brom the Patriotie Home Weoerk Associntion, and then—

“Oh, ring off 1

“ Besides, I sha'n’t burst it. TLook here, it poca on as
casy as anything.”

**Yes, before Fuuprr-t:'r," sald Hob Cherry dobiously. " But
what about aflter??

Billy Bunter did not deign to reply to that question. He
clressed himeelf as the Toreador, and he made the fattest
and shortest Toreador on record. DBut he was quite satis-
fied with himself, and, after all, that was the main point.

Bob Cherry satisfied himself with the uniformi of a
Spanish  soldier, also belonging to the “ props” of
“Carmen.”  Harry Wharton looked wvery handsome in
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Ehizabetban raff and trunk hose, which showed off his fine
litnbs to advaninge.  MHurree Jamset Ram Singh was a
little exercised in nis mind as to his character. Dob Cherry
sugrested MNoana Salih, but was frowned apon immediately.
Nugent  suggested Unele Toin—the proprictor of  the
coelebrated Cabin—but the nabob explained that the nigger-
fulnesz of hiz csteemed complexion was not suflicient. It
was finally arranged that the nabob should go as an Indian
prinee, and be ransacked his ¢xtensive wardrobe for gorgeous
robes and blazing jewels for the cecaszion.

 Wung Lung, too, came to No. 1 Study for advice. The
little Celestial was a difficult subjeet. The pigtail was
fatally in the way of making up, and Bob Cherry's sugges-
tion that he should eut it off and grow ancther later on
was apparently not acceptable to the youth from the
Flowery Land,

" Well, po a3 you arve,” Nugent suggesied. * Evervbody
will think you're a kid made up as a Chinaman, and they'll
think the disguice oxcellent.”

The little Colestial chuelled.

“Me savey,” he suid,  *“ Me tinkeo good whecze™

And when the time came to depart, Wun Lung, like
Huriee Singh, dressed in his most gorgeous garb [or the
aneasian, Il_waa_ﬂ numerous and merey party that set out
from Greyfriars in the March dusk. Vehiclea were not to
be obtamned, and the boys put on grestcoats over their
eostumes, and walked. The distance was short, and there
was nothing else fo be done. Thevy crammed their shoes
m their coat-pockefs, to change at CL#T Fouse. And nearly
all Grevfriara turned out to see them go.

Hazeldene looked over the party carefully to sec that
onily the inviied were there, He was somewhat puzzled o
ex¢ no sign of Tonides

“Tha beast has changed his mind,
renrarlead,

Harry Wharton looksd doubtful.

“That wouldn’t be like Ionides.™

“Well, he i=n't hore.”

“More likely he doesn’t want to walk with a lot of
u:‘uf:::f:.“ Ogilvy remarked. * Heo may be coming alone
ater.

“Then we sha'n’t be able to bump him in the diteh,”

eaid Bob Cherry regretfully. * I hope Miss Primrose will
be down on him, that's all. March!™

They marched.

I suppose,” he

THE NINTH CHAPTER,.
Great Preparations,

LIFF HOUSE was in a blaze of light. From the
windows the light shone out far over the shadowed
aca, visible to the fishermen in the bay and mariners
in passing vesaels,  ClLff House was en fele.

The building was large and well-planned. Round the
handsome house were wide gardens, with pleasant paths
and alleys, already looking green and growing in the
spring. Fairy-lamps lighted the conscrvatory, and Chinese
lanlerns glimmered among the trees. It wasa vory mild and
goft evening for the seasom, and a breath of a pleasant
gouth wind came over the sca. The large school-room had
been prepared for the dance, and the state of the fAoor had
cost Misz Primrose and her fair assistants much thought.
Mr, Tripper, the dancing-master of Friardale, had had
charge of the arrangements, and he had done his duty
robly. All was ready now, and Miss Primrose was ready
to receive hor puesis.

That good lady was in a littie flatter. She was very
much under the mfluence of Miss Locke, of Girton, her
henchman—or rather, henchwoman. Miss Locke was the
sister of the Hend of Greyiriars, and wags well known at
that echeol. She was a charming voung lady with advaneed
ideas, and advocated votea for women, and all sorts of
maodern things that almost made Mizs Primnrose's prim hair
stand on end. Among other theories, zhe had one that it
was a good thing for voung poople of opposite sexes to
meef frequently.  Bhe had an idea that [emining socicty
exercised o civilising influence upon boys—which was no
doubt very truo—and that masculine socicty was equally
bencficial to girls, helping them to learn fortitude, and
courage, and [rankness—masculine virtues which Mies
Locke found somewhat lacking in her own sex.

Miss Primrose had her doubts, but Miss Locke had hor
way—ag she generally did. The elder lady was aware that
she wae quite dependent upon Miss Locke for the manage.
ment of the school, which was beyond her own powars.
Shoe was, in addition, as fond of the girl as if she had been
ker own deughter—for Miss Locke had a winning way thal
wis not ko be resisted.

This danoe was to be the first shot, so to speak—and Miss
Locliz had far-reaching plans for what was to follow. Tut
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how those plan: tuarnzd  ocub  depended  greatly
extremely uncertam voung people.

Mizz Locke bod acvived that :iﬂj.‘, and was IQ&LI}' to h&lp
the school-mistress with Lhe oveninz's entertoinment. An
orchestra had boen brﬂltht from the nearest town, and it
cong’sted of the inevitabla piano, backed up by five or six
instruments, and the various instrumentalists were able to
Lkesp zomething like tiwe with one another, which was a
srmall blessng, and something o be thankful for.

The girla, of course, were in a state of greab exciiement,
though they tried not to appz2ae so. They, one and all,
biessed Miss Locke for paiding the ideas of the principal
into ihe right paih.

Mizz Primrose had promised them a little celebration for
that evening, bul ihey had only losked forward to tea and
soad-coale, and ne society but their own, To have that
somewhat depreéssing treat changed for a dance—and a
g:'mc-c in fanecy dress—was like a dream from the Arabian

L ighta,

And the fact ihat it was a masked ball added immensely
to the oxciternent.

Thas Marjorie Hazeldene might dance with her own
brother without Lknowing who ke was interested the girls
very much, as well as the exciting task of guessing which
af the masked juniors were the boyz who had blushed under
thaeir demure gaze on the Friardale Road the day before.

Thera was murmuring and whispering and laughing
among the f{air pupils of Miss Primrose, and more than
ona palr of bright eyes looked from the corner of a blind
to 520 whether the Greyiriars juniors were coming.

Marjorie was ]Gﬂl-:in[.:','- very sweet, as her friend Clara
admiringly remarked. The girl was looking forward to see-
ing her old friends from (reyiritars, her brother among the
nu‘.nl'hur. The calmest of all was Miss Primrose’s German
pupil, Fraulein Wilhelmina Limburger. She was a stouf,
faircomplexioned girl with flaxen hair and a faot, good-
natered face and sleepy, biue eyes. Her placid Gerinan
calm was so undisturbed by the approaching festivitica that
the volatile Clara lenged to shake her.

“It la gool!' was all Wilhelmina replied to Clara's or
Marjorie’s remarks on the subject,

1“ ut you like dancing, don't you, Wilhelmina¥"' exclaimed
'lara.

“Ja," satd Wilhelming,
hungry

“Hungry *" said Clara and Marjorie together.

“Jda,” said Wilhelmina innccently. ** Apd dera (s n goot
supper. Bliss DBrimrose has been ferry careful to have a
goot supper.”

*Oh, my gracious!™ said Clara. * Faney thinking about
the supper before the dance has even commenced!™

1t 18 a poot supper!™

"“How do you know?" demanded Clara.

“1 have =een it,"” said Miss Limburger, with stolid
Cierman satisfaction—*'1 have scen it, and it ia gonot!
Thera 15 blenty, and 1f 15 goot. I tink dere is one mistake
that Miss Brimrose make in fe arrangements,'

" And what i3 that?' demanded Marjorie.

" Dere are too many dances before te supper interval.”

“Ha, ha, hat’

“Hark!"” exclaimed someone. “I can hear them!™

"My moodness,” eaid Ciara, ** it i3 the boys! IHow 18 my
hair, Marjorie®™'

" Beautiful, my dearc!”

*{th, L feel so excited "

* Dere i3 noting to be exeited about,” said Miss Lim-
burger. *' Dere is enough supper for eferyone.”

The Greviriara junicrs had indeed arrived.

Some of the pirls pecped inte the hall to zec them. Tha
janior: were n great forece, and the rers noted with
satisfaction that there wers likely to Eﬁﬁmore boys than
girls at the danez. That would make it o proncunced
success, from the feminine point of view,

Miss Primrose received the juniors in great atate, A
largo room opening off the hall had been assigned to them,
and there they removed their coats and hats, and ¢hanged
their boots,

Billy Bunter, to his great satisfaetion, found that thers
were refreshiments prepared for those who desired them,
and, needless to say, he desived them. He was still busy
satisfying the wants, real or imaginary, of the inner man,
when a wail was heard from the big scheol-roomn, a pre-
li_'.nl:_nur:,.' canter, as Bob Cherry termed it, of the first
vialin,

“ Buck up ! said Harry Wharton.

“ Hold cn, Harry! Don't buozz off like that!"

“ What's the matter?” asked Wharton, looking round.

“Look here! How do these trousers look ™

“Ripping! You expect a Spanizh soldier’s trousers 1o he
baggy, of course.”

“Yewes, but not guite eo baggy os these beastly things,”

upon

YIE 18 goot! It makes you

A Grand School Tale of
Harry Wharton & Co.



gaid Pob Cherry, looking down rather ruefully at lus legs.
“The coat is a size too large, too.” . .

“1I'Il pin it anywhere you like for you,” said Skinner,

“Well yon might yank it in a bit across the shoulders. I
feel like Tkey Mosos in zecondband clothes,”” groaned Bob
Cherry, " Pin it across— Ow! You murderous ass!
What are you stabbing me in the back for?”

“Ha, ha! I'm sorry. The pin slipped.”

Y Oh, let it alone! Dw! Got off, you idiot

Bob Cherry swung round. He knew Skinner, and guessed
how aceidental those pinpricks were. He let out his lefr,
and Bkinner rolled on the loor.

It was Skivper’s turn to yeil then.

* Order—erder!" excluimed Hazeldene. i

“(h, it’s all right,"” grinned Beb Cherry.  * 8kinper bad
one accident, and P've had another, that's all.”?

* You've nearly busted my jaw!” groaned Skinner.

“Herve you jolly well right! Perbaps you won't be so
funny next time. Will you pin this for me, Stolt?

“Thanks!"” said Stott, moving away. " You're rather
too free with your left-handers for me.’ :

Nugent did the required pinning at last.  Bob Cherry's
clothes cortainly looked two or three sizes too large for him,
but otherwise, Nugent said, they fitted him to o hair. With
which liob wae forced to be comforted.

Ho was dhinking, of course, of Marjorie, However, the
fact that thay were to be masked, gave him courage. e
could face any girl he did rot have to look at.  Billy Bunter,
with a smear -:§ jam on his mouth, was giving himself some
finishing touches before a glass. The Litle mazk left most
of hiz fat face cpen to view, and he scorned to take notice
of a suggestion that he should put his hoad in a bag, or
wear a fire-screen, FHe was humming a music-hall tune as
he looked in the glass, with smug satisiasction at his sup-
posed good looks, and presently he broke into words:

“ Put me among i

the girls! ]

A prip of iron descended on his shoulder.

“ Oh, really, Wharton—"" .

“Ttan't Wharton,” said Bob Cherry. ' Wharton's gone.”

‘r;ﬂh, really, Cherryl You're crumpling my jacket,
an .___!I‘

“Look hers, you voung pig,” said Beb Cherry, with
omphasis, ""if I hear you buzzing any of your music-hell
tunes again, I'll squash you! Do you hear?”’

“(h, really, Cherry—=—""

“ And tako that pressy grin off your face!” commanded
Boh, & little unremsomably, " I'd toke the face off, foo, if
it bolonged to me, if 1 had to shave it off with » jack plane.”

** Look here, Cherry——-~" . =

“You—you fat little oyater,” said Bob Cherry, in dizgust.
“What you want is a hiding, to start with1” ==

“1 suppose you ecan’t help being jeulous about Marjorio
and me,"” said Billy Bunter, with an air of dignity. I
al'ﬁaﬁ; was a demon with the—""

it !

Bunter zat down suddenly, and Bob Cherry walked away.
When Dilly gathered his dazed genscs, and rose, he was
alone in the voom. The merey atrains of a populsr walts
faated throuch the door, and showsd him that the danco
had begun. He rubbed his nose, which locked very red.

“The beast!"™ ho murmu md-T *That’s Eh-e- v-'ﬂrii]t. of those
big, long-le chaps—they always get frantically jealons
cfgus gmd-[gngﬁ?ﬂg medium-aized fellows. It’s not my fanlt
bow I loak, I suppose, and 1 don't enconrage the girls "

And Billy Bunter snified, and moved off towards the ball-
room with the essy, graceful meotion which disrespectinl
Removites had compared to the rolling of & tub,

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
The Dance.

THE large school-room presented a scene of great anima-
tiomn.

Bezsides the hoys and iirlsi there were come half-

dozon grown-ups present, but these wers mainly dircet-
ing their efforts te make thiugls go smoothly, and add to the
enjovment of the young people, without tainking of them-
eclves. Allss Primrose, with a biuzsh that made er kind old
face look twenty vears younger, bad allowed Harry Wharlen
to take her round once, T pour encourager les aubres”

Wharton danced to perfection, and in the garb of a courtier
of Queen DBess, with the mask partly concealing his face, was
not to be recognited as the lad Mixs Penclope had read such a
lecture to the !_:mviﬂus day on the Frincdale romd. Miss
Primrose thought him a very nice lad, indecd, and rover
connected him in her mind with the boy who bad been
fizhting Bulstrode,

Billv Bunter, in spite of the charm he was convinesd heo
possessed for the fair sex, did not obtain partners easily.

It is true that the Toreador received many zlances from
all guarters, snd he was too short-sighted to see with what
smiles they were accompanied. Perhaps such a fat Toreador
appeared remarkable to the girls of CLA House; or perhaps
‘.hrﬂq jﬂ%% of a Toreador in a big pair of spectacles struck
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them as comiec. Billy Bunter rather prided himself upon hia
dancing, end he was anxious to show his Form-fellows—and
Bob Cherry especlally—what a perfect Don Juan he was.
Unfortunadely, the girls’ progremmes secmed singular
short of vacancies. illy Bunter had danced often emough
at home, but then, as frequently happens, the feminine con-
tingent had been in cxoess of the masonline, and it had not
occurred to the fat junior thet a girl, rather than remain a
wallflower, will, as a rule, dance with anything. On the
resent oceasion, there were plenty of gcuari' periners to be
wd, and a fat Toreador went bepging.

Although Billy Bunter was careful to preserve a polita
form of speech, his manner, if not his words, indicated that
he considered he was conferring & real favour upon any lady
he honoured with a request to dance. His conceit received
a number of rude shocks now, and by the time he had missed
four or five dances, he began to think of the seclusion of the
supper-room, with yesarning.

But Miss Locke had an eve open for everything—indeed,
the girl, in her quiet, unobtrusive way, was performing as
‘many duties as half a dosen stewards. There was ons of the
Cliff House pupils who was likely io pair well with Billy
Buntea:, and that was Mise Wilhelmina Limburger. The
stout German gir] was very good-tempered and good-natured,
and her tastes were very like those of the fat junior. An
introduction was (-ITEcmq.ﬁ‘ and Miss Limburger UJ].LH]}' appro-
priated Billy Buntar,

Bunter was glad enough to get a dance, if only to show
the other fellows that he could do so; but, as a malter of
fact, dancing fatiguad the fat junior. As another matler of
fact, it fatigued Miss Wilhelmina Limburger, and ghe was
glad of a rest. Billy Bunter led her to a seat, glowing with
warmih and exertion, and WMiss Limburger gave him her fan
to fan her. The tired Toreador would have been glad of &
rest, hut he stood u]l': and fanned the German maiden, and
Miss Limburger smiled on him sweetly.

“Warm, 1sn’t it? said Dunter,

“T tinks it 15" assented Miss Limburger.
like an ice.

“May I feteh vou one?? said Bunter,

“Ach! T diinksso!™

Bunter glided away and fetehed ihe jce. Miss Limburger
smiled sweetly again, and announeed that she would ke
another. Bunter went for it, and brought it to her, gnd it
fallowed the first.  Miss Limburger then made the diseovery
that a third e would boe accopiahle.

Bunter wanted to do the polite thing, which, of course,
faorbade him to desert his partaor till ehe wae claimed., Miss
Limburger had the next dance empty, o she was not liltely
to be claimed, and Bunter could not plead an engagement,
And Miss Limburger showed no desire to bo led back and
placed in the eare of Miss Primroze. She was very coinfort-
able where she was with Bunter waiting on her, and Bunter
was thinking of enmdless ices, to be had free gratis for
nothing, and feeling far from comfortable

Billy went for the third ice, end femptation overcame
Iim in 1ho vestibule, and he stopped to eat it. Ho was
just finishing it with great enjoyment, when he felt a iap of
» fan on his arm, and he started so suddenly that he éropped
ihe glass, and it emashed fo picoga.

R, really " oxelaimed Buanter,

“Ach! You cats him yourself! egaid Misz Limburger.
“ I tink you long time, and comes to look for you, ain’t itt”

Bunier turned erimson.

“Weoll, you see, I—I—1 had o sudden faininess,” he ex-
platnad, “I'm o chap with a delicale constisution, and I
can only keop up my strongth by taking constent snacks.”

“Tat is pad,” eaid Misz Limburger svmpathetically. “1
tinks I comes and takes snacks mit vou.™

And sho zlid her hand into Biliy's arm, and he had no
cholce but to walk her away to the refreshinents.  5till, it
was someihing to get into the room. And, being there
before the other fellows gove him a chance—or he thought
it wouid., Boat it turned out otherwise,

Mizs Limburger was o really danpgarous rival for Billy
Bunter in gastronomic feats, and the kept the fat junior co
busy looking after her that he had noe time to Jook after
Nrananlf,

Bunter felt a cortsin admiration for her. The German
girl was a girl after his own heart. He wondered what the
othor fellows saw in Marjorie, in comparison with Miss
Laismbergar,

But he was very hunery. If he hadn’t besn hungry, he
might lhipve fallen in love; but hunger always camne first
with Willinm George Bunter.

And suddenly he bethought him that he was a ventrilo-
cquist,  MMiss Limburger was contenlediy eating a rabbit-pie,
and between munches telline Bunier what she would have
noxt, when a sudden squeck came from beneath her chair.

If it was not a mouse, it was a very lifelike imitation.

1T
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“Ach!” shricked Miss Limburger, starting up.
Bunter blinked at her in wellsimulated surpriso,
“What's the mattor?”

5 Aph! Dar Maus! Te mouse!™
“What mouse '
aqueak ! Biueak! Squealk!

Miss Limburger aprang upon her chair out of danger.
But squeak, squenk, still came to her ears, and the squeaking
seemed to be afl round her. With a gasgp. the Uerman girl
Aed, leaving her supper unfinished. Squeak, squealk, squeuls,
followed her, and hsunted her till she disuppeured,

Billy Bunter winited solemniy ab the ceiling.

He called up one of the hired waiters from Friardale,
who were in attendance in the supper-room, and with that
gentleman's assistance, planned & supper that should fully
compensate him for all the troubles he had gone through.

Miss Limburger rejoined BMiss Primrose in the big school-
room, which was filled with the strains of music and merry
VOIOGS,

Miss Primrose was seated with several friends round her,
!ﬂﬂkiﬂg_[ﬁn at the enjoyment of the young people with beam-
ing sintlea,

%-hﬁ dance was 4 greal success so far.

T'he shyness of the girls, and the bashfulness of the bova,
had, to a very great extent, been overcome by the fact of
Miss Locko, ably seconded by Marjorie and Harry VWharton,
in ITm:- Gndaﬂ.rul:lrs to make things go.

Nearly everybody was dancing, and every girl who cared
te do eo had w partner, and everyone was enjoying himself
or herseli thoroughly.
 Some of the dancing, on the part of the gentlemen, was a
little clumsy, perhaps; but the girls were patient. Bob
Cherry seemed to imagine at times that he was on the foot-
ball-fiededl, making a desperate run for goal, and he had a
weakness for regarding other people’s feet aa proper resting-
places for his own. But for the mask which he fondly
imagined concealed his identity, ho would never have dared
to dance at all. As a matter of faet, he was perfectly woll
known. Skinner remarked—out of Bob’s hearing—that his
feat would serve to idontify him anywhere, And, indeed,
Bob's feel were soverul times very much in evidence, Still,
he was having o good time ard what he wanted in skill he
madeo up in good tenper and willingness to please.

Thera was no doubt thot Wharton was the partner liked
best of all the Greyiriars fellows; but Beb would have been
the last to feal envious of him. Mo regarded that as a
matter of courze. Probably next to Wharten in pepularity
came Mark Linley, the lad from Lancashire. Linley danced
as if born to it in the dances he knew, and those he did not
know he did not venture upon. There were plenty of fellows
to take the required places, and so it did not matter to any-
body but himself. )

A dance was ending, and Harry and Marjorie, Bob and
Clara, found themselves together. and sat down near o elustor
of ferns a short distance from Miss Primrose, just as o now
arrival entared the room.

Dob caught sight of him, and ntiared a low ejaculation,
which eauzed Harry to look round.

"' Tonides !’ -

Wharton's brow contracted a little, Of course, it was
nothing to a Removite if a Sixth-Former chose to be guilty
of bad form; but Wharton felt it as reflocting upon him as a
Greyiriars fallow.

! Confound him!" ha murmured, 8o he has come!"

Yes, and not in fancy dress I suppose he didn't know—
or else he doesn't oare. He looks as if he thoueht the nluce
belonged to him,"” growled Bob Cherry.

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
The Amateur Waiter.

ONIDES enrtainly did look quite satiefied with himaelf.
Whether ho had known or not that it was a fancy-dress
affair, he had noi taken the trouble to come in costume,
He was in ordinary evening-dress, and it could not he

denied that he looked very clogant,  Some of the mirls
glanced at him with approval—a fact that was not lost on
the juniors, and which did net make their feelings any the
maore plessant towards the ead of the Sixth, )

lonidaes ecame up to where Miss Primross sat, affer a

lence about the room.  Although he seemed to rogard
himeelf as monarch of all he surveyed, he condescended to
pay his respacts to hiz hostess,

But Miss Primrose was far from ohserving that she was
receiving a distinguished guest.

All the puests at the dance were in fancy dress, and Misg
Primrose, sceing a young man in ordinary evening clolhos
advancing towards her, fell into the excusable error that
it was one of the hired waiters from Friardale. The waiters
were the only persons there in dress clothes, and so the
mistalte was quite excvzable. Miss Primrose was a triflo
short-sighted, and ehe did not look very elosely at the Gréck.
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“You may bring me an ice,”” she sand. )

Ionides stared 2 little,.  He had no objection lo gebling
an iee for his hostess, but Miss Prmrose's tone was hapedly
witat he would have expected.

However, as the d lady turned away her head and
bogan to apeak to Miss Limbu-ri:er after addressing am, he
turncd & [ftle pink, and moved away to obey.

Bob Cherry gripped Harry Wharton's arm in ecstasy.

“* Dhid you hear that, Harry?

Y No; what was 13"

** Misa Primrose takes him for a waiter.”

“ My hat! Ha, ha, ha !

The juniors docked on with great intercst as Heracles
Lonides reappeared with the ice, which he carriod very
gingerly.

“Ahem, madam! You requested—"

Miss Primroee turncd her head towards hin.

“* Ah, yes, my ice! Thank vou.”

“1 have the pleasure—""

* Yes, thank you; you may go.”

" Permit me fo——"" )

“Eh?t Did you speak? Stay! you mayv feleh an e foe
this young -;'ﬂ.ﬁy-"

“1f you 'Wi]]:"['.lﬁl‘lt!it e do—-—"'

“Pray do as 1 tell you!"

Ionides’ dteeth came together hard: bul he obeyed. Ho
brought the second ice for Fraulein Wilhelmina, whe
accepted 1t without ¢ look at him, only murmuring ™ Tank

ou!" aa she might have done if he had boen a waiter, as
indeod she thought he waa.

The next dance was beginning now, and the couples were
taking their placce. The Greek was red with anger. Ho
wantad to mmbrodoece himaelf {0 Miss Primrose, and 1t was
impossible now. Miss Locke seated herself beside the prin-
cipal, and Tonides made almeost an appealing gesture to her,

Miss Locke did not acknowledgze him.

2he had a [oint remembrance of having scen the Greek
at Greyirtars, but that was all; and as she knew seniors
were not invited to the donce, she did not know what 1o
make of Ionides’ presence there, and wasn't in the least
inclined to come 40 his help. His air of superiorily wus
quite encugh to make Miss Locke ignore him. o

It was the last dance before the interval, and the juniors
and the girls enjoved it immensely, while the Groek stood
locking on with eyes like lightning.

When it was over, 4 general move was made to the refresh-
PRIV~ ST,

Billy Bunter was there, half-way throozh a tromendons
fecd, and too busy even to look up when the rest came in.

Bob Cherry, to his great :i-z‘:li;._iht. found himself in posses-
sion of Marjorie. He had not planned it, but 14 had worked
out like that; and he did not knoew that he owed the lass
dance to the ekilful management of Harry Wharton, who
would gladly have had it himseli, butb denied himself tho
easure for the sake eof [riendshi. ]

Harry was with Clara, and 1hat cheerful girl was pratthng
away at express speed, on every eubject under the sun. The
masks were romoved at sopper, and Clara gave a littlo
shriels of surprizn on discovering that the handsome Mliza-
bethan courtier was the youth who had bean pommelling
Bulstrode on the Friardale road the previous alternoon.

Wharton coloured as be saw that ho was recognised.

“ Don't give me away to Miss Primrose,” he said plead-
ingly. "*You see, I was forced into that—that row against
my will, really.”

“ And Miss Primrose lectured you severels.”

“ Yes, didn't she? If she had known the facte——""

“What were they?”

Wharton hesitated, but Bob Cherry, who had brought
MMarjorie to the same table, chimed in.

*The other chap was going io chuck firewerks to make
vou sercam, and Wharton stopped him.”

“ How good of you!" smd Clara, beaming, *Ilo you
know, [ ﬁmught you were rather a mice boy, thouzh you
did look horrid with 30 much dust on vour face, and one
of vour eves closed up., Were you much hurt?”

“ Not a e :

“Weren't you much surprised to Bnd it was I? asked
Bob Cherry, looking bashtully at Marjorie when he was
unmaaled.

Marjorie smiled.

[ had a suspicion whom it was,” she said.

“You know, I knew vou all the time,” saxd Boab, ¥ Aa
a matter of fagt, [ knew Miss Clare too, from eeeing her
vesterdav., And, by Jove, there's Jonides again!™

“‘ Ha, ha, ha!" )

The juniors subdued their laughter, but they could not
quite help 1t .

Heraoles Ionides was nassing them with fwo plates fuli
of sandwiches to place on a table, having been directed by
Miss Primrose to do zo.

The Gresk woa puzzled and angry.
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Misa Primrose’s mietake had not yei dawned upon hin,
bt he could not quite make her out. He had had no oppor-
tunity at all of introducing himself, being kept too busy
wadling on the puests, ]

The juniors, maturally, were not elow to enter into the
epirit of the thing. Orders rained on Ionides from all sides

“ Here, my man,” said Nugent, ""bring me some gimnger-
pop, sharpl’ - :

lonides, ecarcely believing his cars, glared at him.

" Buck up, my man; make voursell wsefull”

" You let my waiter alone!” exclaimed Bob Cherry.
“This chap ie Jocking alter me. Here, Johnny, here's a
tanner for you., You stick to this table’ “An1 T
will—I will make you smeart—"

AR muttered the Greek, livid with rapge.

" Don't bother about that,” said Bob Cherry coolly; “ look
smart yourself. I suppose you're being paid for tnis?”

Tonides almost chohed.

“Paid! Paid! What do you mean?’ _ i

"1 suppose you're not waiting at table for nothing?” said
Bob innocently. “ Anyway, buck up and get us some sand-
wichoes.'”

* You—you—you—" _

“Deaf? Sandwiches—I eaid sandwiches!"

lonides hurried away. He could mot trust himsell near
Boh Cherry, or he would have thrown et iquetde tor the wm-[II:l,
and hurled himeelf upon the junior in full sight of Miss
Primrose and her guests. ]

Miss Penelope's mistake dawned apon him at last, and
the humiliation of it made his cheeks burn with rage.

He made his way to the hostess, with the intention of
exjHaining, but he found her busy. He meaisted upon attract-
ing her attention, however. . i

" Yes, yes, my man, what do you want?"’ exclaimed
Miz= Primrose, E.ur;priﬂd and znnoved. * Please go and

wait on my guests.’
“ Ah! ou think—you think——""  The Greek choked
with fury.

Miss Primrose lecoked alarmed.

“Dear me! My goodness gracious! The dreadful mamn 1s
intoxicated " she murmured. * I—it 15 terrible! There is
pothing stronger than orange wine an the place, yo B

“Maodame, T—you—]—="

“ He must have brought spirits with him,” eaid the scan-
dalised Mies Primrose. " I—I shall certainly complain to
Mr. Sweet. It is very wrong of him to send me such a
waiter.” .

The Greek gritted his tecth.

" Madame—"

“"Ves, ves, my good man, pray gol”

" Madame—"! :

“Pray go! Do vou not see that people are observing
vou?”’ said Miss Primrose, greatly distressed. *° Pray calm
yourself, and go!” )

Lonides was stuttering with rage. He scemed to be about
ic lose control of his temper entirely, and in that case the
junicre would have been only 400 glad 1o throw him out.

ITe was saved from that by the sight of the Head, advane-
ing to the spot with Miss Locke. %')r Locke had accepted
Miss Primrose’s pressing invitation, being, as a matter of
fact, somewhat uncasy as to the behawviour of thirty-five
Tiamaovites taken gut of his immediate care. He started as
he saw the Greek. .

* lopides! What are you doing here®”

11 came——"' {

1 understood that only jumors werce dnvited by Miss
Primrose

Mizs Primrose almost fainted.

" D, Locke, is—is—is this one of your boys?”’

" Yea, madame, a senior of the Sixth Form.
glood ——"

" Goodness gracious, 1 took him for 2 waiter !

*a, ha! I mean—ahem !—lomdes, you have youreelf
to thank for this. I presume your coming here was due to
some misunderstanding, but vou should have been more
careful. You had better retire at once.™

And Ionides retired. He caugat the laughing looks of
the juniors turned upon him, and hardiy restrained hie rage
till he was safe in the silence of the garden. There he gave
froc rein to his passion, and elenched his fiste and brandished
them in the air, and hissed out strong expressiong in Greek
till ho was somewhat calmed.

I under-

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Bunter Thinks It a Suaccess.

ARRY WHARTON restrained his laughter as well as
he could. Clara wae laughing too, and Marjerie could
Tuidrd, Euhduﬂ_ a amale. Bob Uht‘:rr}r would have H'rw:ﬂ

.. waorlds to jump up and cxecute a war-dance in the
middle of the room.

*Oh, it was ioc gim'gﬂﬂua!”_he murmured. “ How are
the mighty fallen! Fancy Ionides the Great heing taken
for & common or garden waiter! Ha, ha, ha!”

“ Mot much of a compliment to the waiters.”
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‘ hle tinkee me findee loom hele.” :

It was the voice of Wun Lung, the Chince. [le found
room at a table next to Wharton's, with a .'e‘.l.tm'lﬂ-fﬂ'i."-'.'d girl
whom Clara immediately addressed as Milly.

Marjorie knew Wun ixmg, of course, but to the rest he
wae @ stranger, and there was not one whe did not think
that his Chinese aspect was o disguise got up for the occa-
SI01. ..

“Ien™t 1t marvellous?® said Clara, leoking at anm.

“ What's marvellous?’ asked Wharton. o

““Why, this makeup. IHe speaks just like a Chinaman,
too. 1 danced with him, and if it had not been a [incy-
dross ball, you know, 1 should have taken him for a real
tflﬁn;m&n.’ .

0 werry grinned. ;

“ He's h&e% if;ed-:e::n for & real Chinamon belove now,” he
remarked. - : .

" Me tinkee Bob Chelly jokee,” said Wun Lung, Iooking
round. * Me leal Chinee” ;

Clara clasped her hands ecstatically.

“Tan't it wonderfal ¥ ; ;

f Amaging,” said Bob Cherry. “ You wouldw’t think
how well that pigtail is fixed on, too. It would be 2 joke
to jerk it oft.™

“ My goodnesa! How funny!"

“ Me leal Chinee,” satd Wuan Lung.
disruise. Me leal.”

b, come off 1" said Bob Cherry.
with us, you know.”

“* No savvy !” i

Wun Lung turned his head away to look after his pariner,

Cherry whispered to Clara:

'“ Fancy his keeping it up like that!™ i

“Ves: he deserves to have his l?lg'{‘ml pulled off,”” &nid
that lively young lady, with a longing glance at that orna-
ment of Wun Lung’s head. o

“Give it just a Jerk—it's close to you—and watch results.™

“0Oh, I dare not 1" . _

“It's all right; serve him right, you know.”

Clara hesitated. But the spirit of mischicl was foo sirong
for her, and she suddenly took held of the piglail and gave
it a sharp jerk.

There was o yell [rom Wun Lung,

The pigtail was firmly attached to his hewd, having grown
there, and the jerk on it hurt. Ile jumped, and dropped a
cup ioto his saucer. Then he loocked round, his almond
eves wide open, at the dismayed Clara.

“ Me hultee. Ow!”

Clara seemed unable fo believe her eyes. :

S0 far from coming off, the pigtail had proved its
penuineness by standing the strain, and she realised that
she was dealing with o real Chinaman.

“Oh, dear! Oh, dear!™

Wun Lung smiled sweetly.

“ All jokee,” he said, * Allee light. Me savvy.”

And he turned away placably erough., Clara gave Dob
Uherry a reproachiul E:mﬂli:'.

Dol looked as if he were on [he verge of apoplexy.

A movement was being made for the dancing-room again.

The second half, as Bob Cherry termed if, was cven more
aninated and onjoyable than the frst, sll the remaing of
shyness and consiraint having passed away.

he evening passed all too qu:’::l-:]i,', and the happiness in
ihe young facea was reflected in those of Tr. Locke and
Miss Primrose, as they watched the dancers.

Billy Bunter did not reappear, however. Ile had eaten
of the hearty supper not wisely, but too well, and he [elt
much too sleepy to seck the crowded room again. Instead
of that, he wanderod out inlo the conservatory, found a
comfortable seat, and went to sleep.  His musiea) snoro
was the only sound heard in the conservatory, till two young
E_‘rﬁrﬁuuﬁ seated themselves close at hand. Dunter's snorc was
or the moment suspended, and they did not observe him
in the dusky light.

“MNo, I won't forgive you,” said Clara, “and T won’t
hove any chogolates. So there !

“ But it was only & joke,” pleaded Bob Cherry.

“*The poor Chinaman was hurt,” said Miss Clara primly,
“ Desides, it was silly.”

Bob Cherry rubbed his chin. His litlle joke had been
quite a harmless one, but he felt that perhaps it had been
wore suitable for boys, than girls.

" How would you like to have your hair pulled i said
Clara severely.

“ No savvy.  No

“Don't keep it up

'|'IIJI
1
id

fContinged on puge 15.)
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| Sandow's Amazing Offer!
GRIP DUMB-BELLS FREE

for 7 Days’ Trial.

WITH every pair we also send Two Charts of Exercises, one showing in detail the way
to perform each of the original exercises of the Sandow System, the other shows how

many times each exercise should be done daily by the average man or youth, together with hints

on how, when, and where to exercise, how to take a cold bath, and other usetul information,

These Charts have been specially prepared
by Mr. Sandow.

_TIf, after using these Dumb-bells for Seven Days free, you decide to keep them, send us a
deposit of 2/6, and promise to pay the remainder of the price at the rate of 2/6 per month, which
only means the small sum of ONE PENNY PER DAY,

Everyone has heard of the wonderful career of Bugen Sandow, who, although a delicate lad
whose lifs was often despaired of by his own efforts made himself the strongest man the world has
ever known, and by performing feats of strength of unparalleled magnificence, defeated every strong
man who appeared against him, and won for himself & name which will live for ever.

Such a career is of interest to every young man who wishes to improve his health and strength,
for it shows that success is to be obtained by those who put their whole heart and soul into their efforts.

SANDOW’S GRIP DUMB-BELLS.

Sandow’s Grip Dumb-bells are now acknowledazed to be the most perfect Physical Appliance
ever invented, and hundreds of thousands of pairs are in daily use in every country on the face of tho
earth, They ave cqually suitable for the delicate and the strong; their resistance can be adjusted to
the strength of the weakest and increased as oceasion arises. They are a complete Physical Culture

| Outfit, and occcupy a foremost place in the appliances used by the world’s best boxers, wrestlers,
footballers, and athletes generally.

From five to fifteen minutes’ exercise daily with this apparatus will give health
and strength to the weakest and increased strength and stamina to the strong.
Exercize with the Dumb-bells quickly develops the muscles of the arms, deepens and strengthens the
chest ; whilst exercises are also included for developing the leg miscles and improving the general §

4 physique.
The user of Sandow's Grip Dumb-bells quickly becomes “as fit as a fiddle " and as “strong

as a lion.” You can put three inches on your chest measurement and increuse all your other §
muscles in proportion by using the Grip Dumb-bells 15 minutes a day for thres months.

Don’t delay, fill in the form below, and try them for yourself,
you will then know they do more than we claim for them.

e

| Room 79, Saxpow ITALL, Date s LR
BurLeicn STREET, STRAND,
GenTLEMEN,—Please send me by return one pair* of your Suitable for age
Gentlemen’s Spring Grip Dumb-bells at 128, 6d, .. 13 and upwards.
Youthy' " " » 10s. 6d, .. 141018
Ladies' - . s 10s.6d, .. 16 wpwards

This order is given on condition that after seven days’ Free Triaf should I decide not to
keep the Dumb-bells, I may return them immediately direct to Sandow Hall and no charge what- |
soever will be made,

Signed AT ey

80/3,39, Addyess L - L

* Pilcase cross out alzes not required. _ - : N = - =
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“You can pull my hair if vou like,” said Ioh Cherry.
“Puall it as hard as you like, and call it square.™

Clara broke into an irrepressible ripple of langhter at
this scheme for setting the matter right.

Sn.p-0.0-0re !
Tho girl started in afiright.

“ My pgoodness] There is some animal
she execlaimod.

Poh Cherry pushed throungh the ferns, the girl looking
after him nervously, i junior uttered an execlamation.

There was Billy Bunter 1n a seat on the other side, lean-
g back with his mouth wide open, snoring away as if
for a wager.

Bob Chorry gave o sniff of disgust,

** It's only Bunter, the fut Toreador.’™

Clara’s laugh rippled again. Bob Cherry carefully took
& chunk of chocelate from a packet.

“Shall I he asked.

“He trod on my foot,” said Clara, * and tore my sash.
He 1z a coneoited fellow.™

Taking this as permission, Bob Cherry skilfully dropped
the chocolute into BHilly Bunter’s mouth, and stepped ]Em,n:;lc
quickly behind the ferns.

“Gror-rr-r! Broeerrorer! Ow-wow-w-w

“ Let's go,”” whispered Clara hurriedly,

They vanished. Billy Bunter put his spectacles straight
ans eame peering round, but he found noe one.  Bob Cherr
and Clara, the best of friends now, walked off together, an
he fat junior was left grumbling alone. Bug Fim ate the
chooolate !

The enjovable evening was drawing fo a cloze now. Tha
last waltz was waltzed, and the last strains of the band
died away, and then came the leave-taking.

in the ferns!"
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forry enough were both heys and girls to part.  The
evening had En{}n a very happy one, and they could have
wished it to coatinue till the small hours of the morning.
But they were not even allowed Cinderella lunits. At halt-
past ten eame the close, and the Greyfriars juniors tock
their leave.

“What a beautiful evening!” seid Marjorie to Clara,
after the guests were gone.  * 1Tasn’t i3 been lovely ¥

 Bplendud 1™ said Clara eestaticelly, “ Don’t you think

so, Wilhelinina *" :
CTerry geot!  Te

Goob Pt osand Miass
supper was peasutiful.’’
And Marjorie and Clara laughed merrily. .

Bimilar opintons were being exchanged by the Groyfriara
Inds as they walked home, {oliowing the stately form of the
Head.

“ Ripping ! satd Bob Cherry, I never thought an even-
ing spent with girls could be half 2o ripping.”™

“1 say, you fellows——"" .

“Yes, it waz ripping,” sarl Harry Wharton, *YWe
shall have to return the compliment some time—soroelow,
It will boe fun, if we can manage it." )

1 say, you fellows, it was nippimg; but veu dida’t enjoy
it 50 much as I did. T got a good start in the supperrodn.
You can say what you like, but the best part of a dance »
the fead. lkknow !

And the chums laughed. They marched home, and ‘urned
in, somewhat fatigued, bat guite bappy, to sleep a deeam-
less sleep after the night of the party.

THE EXD.
{Ansther Sviendil Tale of favey Whoarton & Coo siexd Trssday

gatitled © The Cronfiare Cricketers”  Ploase ordere ooy Y Hageet ™ in
advance,  eiee Ghe Halfpenay,)

Limburger.

GRAND TALE OF ARMY LIFE,

READ THIS FIRST,

On the death of his father, Jack Dashwood finds to his
astonishmentthat he haos been Efrnr:tically disinberited in
favour of his Uncle Dominic and Cousin Leonard. 1le con-
Bequently enlists io the 25th Hassars, under the name of
Tom Moward, and soon becomes ¢ corporal. Dominie Dash-
wood's death occurs just as the 25th are sailing for India,
On their arrival there, Leonard jeins the Ploughshires,
A frontier war breaks out, and the 25th reecive orders to
mobilise for the front. A trooper named Slige is bribed by
Dashweod to drug Fom Howard one night while the young
corporal is on picker duty. Tom falls asicep at his post an
is 1old that in due time he will be court-martialled. One
dav 5lige has a letter fromn his wite, deseribing how, while
eleaning out a ¢ertnin set of offices in Lincolns Inn Ficlds,
she discovered a dusty document undaer o safe, relating to
Tom Howard's affairs, and that Scrgeant Hogoan, o former
servant of Colonel Dashwaood's, with whom I'r‘i:ra. Slige was
acgquainted, had jovfally arffirmed that it establishoed Jack
Dashwood's elaim to the Colonel's estates, This letter Sligo
malicionsly shows to Leonard bashwood, who manages
1o destroy if, together with one from Sergeant Hogan to
Tom Howard, who has been promoted 1o gergeant. An
10U for £95, which Dashwood had given to Slige as
hush-money, falls into Colonel Greville's i\.;ﬂ'l.d.‘i.,

A general advanes is now ordered, and the colpmn moves
into the diffiewlt Mahmuond conniry. Shr Ponsonby
Smithers, with three sguadvons of the 25th Hussars and
four companics of the Plonghshires, effeets o juneture with
General Jefferies, and is shortiy in the thick of a severe
engagement. Sligoe is hit, and gives Sloggett an important
messayge 10r Tom Howard betore he dies. Subsequently
Leonard Dashwood tinds Slige’s corpse, and snceringly
inferms Tom that his ¢hance of hearing something to his
advantage from Sligo is gone for ever,

(Now go on with the story.)
No. £9.
NEXT
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“THE GREYFRIARS CRICKETERS.”
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Leonard Dashwood and Bill Sloggett.

While this fighting was taking place, a plucky sowar of
tho 11th Bengal Lencers, who had volunteered for the duty,
was riding alono through the mountain passes, and by dint
of great bravery, imtelligence, and native cunning, reached
General Jefleries” force az the dead were being buricd and
the wounded mules being put out of their misery.

He brought an order which the brigadier read as the
surgeons were dressing his wound., The commander of the
field fprce, twelve miles off, at Nawaeai, hed already
learned by heliogranh that Sir Ponsonby Smnithers had
elfected a junction with the Bnd Brisade, and ordercd him
to rejoin his own feree as soon as possible. At the same
tite, he instructed Jefferies to proceed with his work of
punishment, not knowing the very tight place in which the
officer had found himesolf,

Sir Pensonby frowned when the Brigadier imparted the
orders to him, but there was no help for it.

“1 am sorey to lose yvou, 8ir Ponsonby,” said thai officer,
especiully as I have few enongh wmen for the job. You had
better toke advantage of this man's guidance, and as tha
eremy scems to have drawn off, I should recommiend you
to start at once,”

After a hurried mnal the Ploughshire companics fell in.
Thq 2oth eliinbiod Inio their saddles and waved farewell to
their gallant comrades, the Lancers, und, turning their hacks
on the valley, wound away in the cool of the murning inte
the hills that lay betwooen them snd Nawagat,

Their guide reported that the road was tolerably clear
of the enomy—only o fow partics occupying some of tho
higher terraces along the side of the pass—and, with tweo

A Grand School Tale of
Harry Wharton & Co.
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mmpﬂniqa of the Ploughshires as advance-guard, the
Hussars in the centre, and the rest of the infantry bringing
up the rear, the livtle column pot under way.

For an hour the sleady tramp procceded, without ineident
of any kind, althourh far behind them camme the rattle of
smali-amms as the Zmd DBrigade began its attack on Domo-
delah, A little later the boom of an explosion came to their
ears—it was Jeferies’ sappers blowing up the fort. But a
bond in the pass ool them out of carshot, and now no
sound brole the stiliness buot the tramp of their feet, the
oceazional plunge of w horse on the rocky traclk, and the
purgle of some mouwntain toreent, swollen by the previous
night’s rain,

Vor two hours the climb was steep, and several bunes o
wir- neeessary to halt for a brief space to breathe the men.
Then, when seme four miles of precipitous track had been
negotiated, there was a halt of ancther kind, aod the crack
of Martinis told them that the advance-guard was ﬂrrgﬂgitd.
The general, who bad been riding with Colenel Greville,
pushied forward to the head of the column, and for somao
Ltime overy one remained on tenterheoks. The firing in-
eronsed, but after a while word was passed down Lo continue
the march. The resistance had been overcome, and tha
eolumin started off again.

Mo word of mino could properly convey the nature of the
road we wore following., Now b mcunted appareatly to the
sky, until the men ahead of you on the mountain crest
seenied mere brown dots and scarcely larger than rabbis.
When you reached that peint in your furn, it was to find
the truck plunging down into an unfathomable abyss—
perhaps in some places barely wide encugh for a man to
walk baside his horse —with the valley lying thousandsy of
feet below, and nothing between you and eternity if your
horse proved testive, or your foot slipped. Lhen thers
came a place where the pass forked. The right-hand road
loed ko Nawagai, the other, a Narrow goat-track, mounting
still higher into the immemorial hills,

At that place & more serious resistance was offered to the
mavch. Heavy firing was again heard from the distance,
and some aniping shots from Lthe ﬁfflpnsitﬂ side of the \'{1HE}’
dropped among the Hussars in the centre. Once—away
upot the left, where the mountain peaks stood out sharp
against the brilliant blue of ths sl{ﬁ——ﬂqm-e white figures
had been n{.t,iged_‘whcl- seeme_sd to be keeping pace with the
eolumn, but they had now disappeared.

Word was sent back to the rearguard, some distance
behind, to hait, and the cavalrymen, standing Beside their
horsos ot the edge of the precipice, had time to grow im-
paticnt before the murch was resumed. Az a matter of fact,
ihev had been ordered forward a good half-hour before they
moved. bat the messenger who come from the head of the
colminn had been kiiled by a chance buller, and his bones
are whitening to this day on ths mountain-side, hundreds
of fest below that navrow

th.

lml't was Sir  Ponsonby
Smithers himself who, find-

“BRITAIN AT BAY
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1 Ancther Thrilling War Srtory In

of the company, and followed by the sergeant. The genoral
had not gone very far when he came face to face with Bill
Bloggett.

“ What the dickens are you doing hero?"’ eaid ihe peneral.
“* Beg pardon, sir, but i

Blogpoett's voica failed him.

* But you what? commanded the goneral.

“Don't know, sir,"” said the corporal.

And Sir Ponsonby laughed.

“Ah, you are the mighty swordsman ot the 25th! I ro-
member you now. Fall in with the sergeant, and don't let
me find you lcaving your post without orders again. I
have no room for modern Don Quixotes in my column.”

iut though the gencral spoke severely, Sloggett saw that
he smiled under his grey moustache, and Bill bestowed a
E;mhgiﬁua wink upon Tom Howard as they rode afier the

naral.

fﬂluw it was all very well for 8ir Ponsonby Smithers to
talk ah{:ut.lzrmdﬁrn Don Quixotes, for he himself was about
lo plunge into an etncounter with even less reason than tho
corperal had for deserting his agquadron. At the place
where the pass forked Sir Ponsonby reined in, and, point-
g, with his hand up the goat-track, cried out in Urdu:

* Bon of a burnt father, what in the nawe of Gehenna aro
you doing with that gun? It was the old story of
Frederigk the Great and the Pandour who aimed at him
from behind the tree, and the result was very similar—for
the tribesman, who had levelled his rifle full at Sir
Ponsonby’s broast, quailed before the general’s exclama-
tion, and sank deeper into the shadow of the narrow cleft.

All might have been wall had Sir Ponsonby allowed it
to remain there, but his hot fighting Blood suddenly boiled
within him, and, whipping out his sword before he had
time to think, he spurred after the man, thinking no doubt
of the days when he and Harry Dashwood did such deeds
of daring.

Tom was close behind 8ir Ponsonby, and he saw that the
fribeaman was not alone, and that several others lurked
behind the rocks towards which Bir Ponsonby was making,
Bill Sloggett required no command to follow the sergeant
as Tom turned his mare from the track and galloped alter
the Eeu;ra]. &

“ Look out, sir,” Tom cried, *“ there
m%clﬂ. bahhind i are half a dozen

ut the warning came too [ate. A man in
garment, belted round his waiast, dacted into view, na;\dblslﬁ
Ponsonby’s horse, shying violenily, reared and fell back on
the rider, pinning the general's legs to the ground.

An exclamation of rage broke simultansously from tha
throats of the sergeant and the corporal, and then from
behind them there arose another sound—a thud and a great
crash and o splintering of rock. Some men on tha
hillside had dislodged a boulde~, which ralled down and
closed the mouth of the gorge in which they were o moment
beiore the head of the rear-
guard swung into sight,

I'he road was still full of

“THE GEM " LIBRARY.

dust a3 the Ploughshires

ing they did not come up,
roie back to them; and,
when they had fhled past

fim where the road was &
trifie brosder, he continued
liis way to look at the rear-

bidding  Scigeant
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went by, and the men con-

ratulated thomselves that
the rock had not fallen into
the road iteelf, little think-
ing that the general was be.
hind it in deadly peril of
hiz life.

repa i, . 1
‘I.i-'lmx'nrd follow him.

Tomn turned his horse and
rode after the general; and

23-10, Bouverle Street, Fleet Strest,
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and the corporal
lmapt from their suddles and,
drawing their swords, rushed

Bill Sloggett, taking French
leave of the snuadron, fol-
lowed toc, about a hundred
vards behind. Sir Ponsonby
found Dick’s company sithting
down mmong the boulders
waiting patiently, many of
the men smoking their pipes,
and no sign of the enciny
anvwhere. . ,
“ You can fall in, Captain
Montgomery,'" said Sir Pon-
sonby. I think the road is
pretty clear now.” ]
And the captzin, saluting,
gave the word, and the rear-
uard sprang to its feet. Bir |
%‘unsanby'a eagle eye rested
for a moment on the wild,
romantic scenery of  that
region, and, turnin his
horse round, rode back at a
brisk trot, scon losing sight

deal to—say!

“THE GREYFRIARS
CRICKETERS."”
Wun Lung and Billy Bunter do

some wooderful things on the fleid,
and Bllly succeeds in getiing a *run.”

The pupils of the adjolning School also
take part in the match, and have a good

P.5.—Tell me how you like the
pupils of Cliff House School. A
postcard will do,

to the general's assistancs.
Tom grasping the horse and
irying to disengage Sir Pon-
sonby from wunder it, while
Bill placed himself between
the s@nemey and the fallen
officer.

Bill Bloggett had secured
the sword of one of the dead
Bengal Lancers in place of
the one that had snapped
when he made his ineffectual
attempt, to rescue Alf Shigo;
and the woapon being beauti.
fully balanced, and as kean
a8 & razor, the ocorporal
setided down b worl.

¢ Another long instalmant of this
golendid Wor story next Tresday,
Plrase ovder your copy of “The
Magnet" Library in  adeancs,
| Price One Halfpenny.)
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