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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Floury !

OM d'un  chien!™
Monsieur Charpentier.
A dozen Graeyiriars fellows

N
heard that yell.

A dozen fellows, therefore,
startled.

Like most French masters, Monsieur
Charpentier had his trials. Life was not
all roses to the dapper little gentleman
who strove—largely in vain—to drive his
beautiful language into unreceptive
heads.

(ften and often had Mossoo been heard
to ejaculate  Ciel I" or “Mon Dieun 1"

But this was the limit!

It was heyond tho limit!

“Name of o dog,” in English, was not
fearfully expressive. It did not sound
awfully shocking. Rather it provoked
a smile.

But in French it was guite a different
matter. No nico Frenchman would
think of expressing his feaimﬁa b
calling on the name of a dog! Roug
snd rude “Froggies ¥ might, But not
mice ones. It was an expression that
was not used in the best cireles.

So when Monsieur Charpentier uttered
those startling words at tha top of his
volee it was clear unto all hearers that

yelled

Wera

something of a wvery surprising and
disagreeable nature had happened to
Maossoo !
It had!

A moment before the French master

had been zitting at bis study table,

using a letter from his native land.

he study window was wide open,

letting in the spring breeze and the
runshine of May,

Unforiunately, it had let in something
else much less agreeable. Something
had whizzed in suddenly at that open
windosw. Mossoo did not see it coming,

so swiftly did it come. He did not know
that 1t was on 1its way till it landed.
Then he knew.

It was a paper bag of flour! And it
landed upside-down eon the top of the
French master's head, as he bent over

his letter.

Flour inundated DMonsieur Char-
pentier.

Henee his fearful vell.

e leaped to his feet, streaming
flour. He spluttered. He gasped. He

gurgled. He roared. .
“Nom d'un nom d'un chien [

This was worse than before! “Namae
of & dog ™ is expressive in French! But
“name of a name of a dog* was really
awful!  Obviously, Monsieur Char-
pentier had forgotten himself! But a
hapless gentleman with flour in his eyes
and nose and hair and ears, might,
perhaps, be excused for forgetting every-
thing but the four!

There was & sound of rapid running
feet in the quad. Whoever had hurled
that bag of flour in at the study window
was losing no time in departing for
parts unknown. But Mossoo bad no
eyes for that unknown person, no ears
to hear him. Eyes and ears were thick
with flour. Whoever it was, he vanished
unseen. Mossoo wrestled with four.

In Masters’ Passage, outside the Ehvig‘,
g dozen fellows who heard Mossoo’s
frantioc yells looked at one another.
They were all Remove fellows, and they
nll had written papers in their hands.
Thera had been a French class in the
Remove that afternoon. Mossoe had
becn less patient than usual, The result
was an extraordinary crop of iImposi-

tionsa. :

Harry Wharton & Co. were all thers.
Billy Bunter was there. Other fellows
were there. Some of them had been
ragging in the French class, Bome
hadn't! But they all had lines., When

Messoo got excited in class his wrath,
like the rain and the hail, fell alike on
the just and the unjust! Bob Cherry
had stamped on e floor. Harry
Wharton had sought to restrain his
happy exuberance. Both had got lines!

Quite an army of Removites were
marching on the French master's study,
with hundreds of lines from that great
poem the “ Henriade " ready to show
up. But they stopped in sheer amagze-
ment.

“That's Mossoo ! ejaculated Harry
Wharton.

“ Bort of sounds like him I" agreed Bob
Cherry.

“What on earth—*

Frank Nugent.

“ Something's happened——*

“The happenfulpness must have been
ferrific ! remarked Hurree Jamset Ram
Singh. -

“ Listen !™ breathed Johnny Bull.

Strange, wild sounds eame from the
study. crthm%' more was heard of the
name of & dog! Only the frst moment
of horror could have drawn that ox-

ression from so polite a gentleman as

onsiour Charpentier. e was gtill
gﬂit}g strong—but not quite zo strong.
rrghl

exclaimed

Uﬂ' k] ]Mnn Dieu | ?E—Iirii Iliﬂ é?tiT!
rrgh | Quelque coquin—urrggh! Ciel |
La ﬁxrme! De la farine! Urrrggh!”

“Farine means flour1” said Nugent.
“What the thumE is he doing with
fHour in his study ™

“"Goodness knowa !*

“1 say, you fellows, I saw Smithy with
Elbag of ;:;ur!” squesked Billy Bunter,

g0

“Ten't Emithir here? asked Wharton,
glancing round. “He had lines, like
the ress of us.”

“Not here!” said Bob, with a grin.
The Bounder of Greviriars was not
among the army of fellows with lines.
Really he ought to have been, for he

(Copyright in the United Bintes of Amerlon. Al rights reserved, and “sprodustion without permisasion strictly Iorbidden.)



—VERNON-SMITH, THE BOUNDER OF GREYFRIARS, AS THE CENTRAL FIGURE !

had been the worst ragger in tha
¥roneh class, and had bagged twice as
miany lines as the rest.

“1 zay, vou fellows——"

“Shut up, Bunter.”

“But I say, I saw Smithy—*

“Keep it dark if wyou did! We'd
betier see what's happened to BMossoo,”
said Harry Wharton, and he knocked
on the [rench master’s door. Whatever
had happened, it was time for the
juniors to take in their lines. - And
they were undoubtedly ecurions to
ascertain the cause of that sudden and
amazing explosion of yells, gurgles, and
choking pasps in Monsieur Charpenfier’s
study. Wharton opened the door.

“ (ar lines, =ir ! he said. * We—why

—what—— 0Oh, my only hat!” He
azed at the French master dumb-
ounded.

“Hello, hallo, halle!” gazped Dob
Cherry.

“0Oh erumbs ¥ gurgled Peter Tadd.

“Ha. ha, ha!”

It was an amazing spectacle! Floury
from head te foot, Mossoo stood gasp-
g and gurghng and guggling, with &
bag of flour perched like & top-hat en
his head. H!.:t looked like a hill of
flour. There was little of him to be
seen, except flour. He was of the flour,
floury !

“ Mossoo ! gasped Wharton.

“Ciell I am smozzered viz la
farine—flour ! Regardez! Smozzered!™
gurgled Monsieur Charpentier, removing
the bag of flour from his head. “Whao
shall do zis? Is it you, Vharton?"

Flarry Wharton jumped.

We heard

“(h, m:n-I|1 MNo, fear, sir!
on from the pa

"o He, he, ha 1.!’1 :;?:E'enked Eilly Bunter,
blinking in through hiz big spectacles.
“Oh erikey! Flour! e, he, ha!*

Mossoo dabbed flour from his eyes,
and glared. Usually good-tempered, he
had been rather cross that day. Now
he was crosser! He was fearfully cross.

“You, Buntair I” he panted. YTt vas
vou, Buntair!”

“Oh lor'! No!' gasped Bunter in
glarm. *No jolly fear, sir!”

“Vy for you laff, zen?’ howled
Mossoo. ;

“ Because you look =o funny in all
that Bour, sir—I—I—I1 mean, you—you
don't loock funny at all—"

“Regardez! Lock at me!" shrieked
Monsiour Charpentier. *Somevun do
iz becanse I give him lines! Somevun
zrow zat bag of flour in at ze vindow!
Ciel! Vat vun of you garcons do zis
vicked zingt" i

“ Nobody here, sir,” said Bob Cherey.
*“We wera all in the passage coming to
the study when we heard——"

Monsieur Charpentier rushed te the
open window, scattering clouds of four
a2 he went, Some of the juniors sneezed.
‘Ihe atmosphere of the study was thick
with flour., The French master glared
from the window. In the distance the
tall figure of BMr., Smedley, the master
of the Remove, was to be secn.. Nobody
else was in sight at the moment. The
delinguent ad vanished whols
minutes ago.

The floury Frenchman turned from the
window. He breathed wrath and flour.
Wrath intensified at the sizht of a crowd
of grinning faces in his study. Thers
was, so far as Henri Adolphe Char-
rentier could see, nothing to grin atl
Ie glared at the Removites almost
forociously, and they conirolled their
merriment. i i .

“Dur lines, sir 1 gaid Bob, laying hia
irapot on the table, ard hanhing to the
door. PBob felt thet he had to pet
away and lavgh, or exf'l-:rda.

“Allez-vous-en!” spluttered the
Freanch master. O BYAY VIZ ¥Fou,

EH-—

toute de suite! Bon Dieul
I cane ze garconzat laff "

Tha juniors dropped their impots on
the table, and backed ont of tha etudy.
They were all anxious to go. They
could not chortle in the presenca of the
floury Frenchman, And they badly
wented to chortle, They suppressed
their feelings as they retreated down
the passage. But when thev reached the
corner thoy could contain themselves no
longer. And thero was a roar.

“Ha, ha, ha " ‘

Which merry sound, penetrating to
the foury French master'in his studs,
did not scem to afford him any comfort.

Go avay!

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Not for Bunter!

UMP ! .
B “Bmithy was running hard.
Herbert Vernon-Smith, thae

Bounder of Greyfriers, had
reascn for hurrying. .
Not only did he want to get quickly
out of sight from DMasters’ windows,
but he had two or three powdery traces
of flour on his clothes, of which he
wished to get rid as scon as possible.
Cutting along fo the nearest corner
of the ilding, SBmithy shot round
that corner, and was ouf of sight from
Mossoo's window almest in a twinkling.
And George Wingate, of the Sixth Form,
strolling _along from the Sixth Form
1;'1_-:2-311, with his hands in the pockets of
1is flannel bags. turning over in his

They ecall Vernon-Smith the
Bounder, but he’s not all bad,
for at the risk of expulsion
Vernon-Smith c¢omes fo the
rescue of a Greyiriars master
who is sorely up against it !

mind the problem of the probable cost
of certamt necessary new nets, reached
the corner of the path from one
direction as S8mithy turned it from the
other,

Nobody was really to blame for the
collision. It was just one of those un-
fortunate things
times. . ]

Wingate, taken Emte br surprise, let
out & vell and sat down. The Bounder,
reeling from the ehock,  staggered
against the' wall—yet even in that
dizzy moment he contrived to keep
round the corner, out of view if a floury
face locked out of DMopsieur Char-
pentier’s window !

“What the dooce——" gasped the
eaptain of Greyfriars, sitting on the
ﬁrm‘el and staring at the jumtor, while

at do happen some-

e gasped for breath.
“Borry, Wingate!” panted the
Bounder.

“You clumsy young rascal !
*1—I didn’t sce yvou
“Were you running with rour eves
shut ¥ pasped Wingate. “What the
thump do you mean by barging round a
corner like a runaway horse?’ ’
Ile etaggered up.  Vernon-Bmith
pulled himself together. Wingate was
captain of the school and head prefect;
it was no light matter to barge him
headlong over and send him spinming.
But a much more serious matter was on
Smithy's mind—the fouring of Mossoo!
e started to Tun agatn. .
Wingate promptly grabbed him by
the collar. .
*"Hald an, you voung sweep | Where's
the hovey
“J—I— A chap's waitin’ for ma "
“Let him waitl Fve a jolly good
mind to walk you to my study and give

rowled Wingate.

ou six of the best !
orm man over!

‘Barging a Bixth
My hat | . .

‘I'm awfully sarcy, Wingate ! said
the Bounder meekly.,

It was not like the most reckless fellow
at Groyfriara School to be meek. Even
to high-and-mighty prefects of the
Bixth Form, Smithy was very often lack-
ing in respect. But the scapegrace of
the school had his ressons now. He was
feverishly anxious to get clear, :

His meekness disanned the Greviriars
paptain, always good-natured. He
released the Bounder’s collar.

“Well, don't do it again!” he rapped.
“You've made my bags all dusty, you
voung ass, and I'm just going down to

Courtheld. Is that four, or what?
What the dooce have you been doing
with flour $”

Vernon-Smith shot his teeth hard.
Tt was rather difficnlt to handle stuff
like flour without retaining a few traces,
That would not h&vﬂrmuttm;td but for
this unfortunate collision. Now it mat-
tered a lot. The lost thing Smithy
desired to have noticed about him just
then was flour !

But there it was! Fis hand: wera
powdery white, thers were specks of
Hour en his jacket, and some of them
had been transferred to Wingate. The
Sixth I'orm1 man took out a handker-
chief to brush them off.

“What have you been up to!” ho

snapped.

W A==z fellow cliucked some Jour over
ma for a lark!” stammered the
Bounder.

runted Win-
don't bharge
You

“8illy sort of lark1”
gate, “Well, ent off, an
any nora Hixth Form men eover.
mayr get whopped next time.”

The great man of the Bixih went on
his way. Very soon he dismissed the
incident from his mind as he walked
down to the gates, onge more meditatin
on the subject of ericket nets. But it
was not easy for Herbert Vernon-Smith
to dizmiss it, i

He reached a secluded sgul', behind
the elma at the end of the Sixth Form
groen, where he earvefully brushed away
every speck end trace of flour., No
other eye was gmnﬁ to deteet those signs
of guilt on him. But even as he was 20
engaged he knew how useless it was,

Wingate had gone down to Courtfield.
He would be back before eall-over.
And when he heard of what had hap-
pened to the French master, he was
quite certain to guess why the Bounder
had been charging round that corner
with traces of flour on him

Nothing could have been more un-
lucky for the Bounder, already in his
headmaster's black books, and on the
worst of terms with his Forme-master:
and liable to terrific trouble at home if
he landed in serious trouble at school.

His tuee was get when he went back
to the House at last. Tn the quad-
rangle Le passed My, Bmedley, the new
master of the Remove. BSBmedley ap-
peared to take no notice of him; but
the Bounder noted that the *Creeper
and Crawler’s ¥ erves were on him in a
sidelong way. He wondered whether
the Remove beak had heard of the flour,
and suspected him! The jepe was so
utterly reclkless that suspicion was very
likely to fall on Vernon-Bmith, even
without any evidence. Tew fellows at
Grevfriars had the norve to buzz & bag
of Hour at a master's head-—oven w
Freneh master’s.

Emedley did not speak, however, and
the Bounder went into the House, A
group of fellows inside were grinning
and chatting—Fobzon and Hoesking of
the Shell, Temple, Dabney & Co. of the
Fourth, and some of the Remnove.
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Hobson ot the BShell
Bounder as he passed,

“"Heard, E-I]].It-ha’ o

“Heard what1? asked Vernon-Smith
carclessly.

“3Jome bargea had floured Froggy I
chuckled Hobezon. “Buzzed a bag of
flour at him through his study window.”

“You don't say so ¥

“] jolly well dol! Lots of fellows
have seen him1 Fe's gone to the Head
to complain—white as & ghost |

“J saw him 1" chuckled Skinner. “ Ha
was floury, and using flowery language 1™
i6 Ha_. h I'.I.l !:.l .

“¥ou ow anythin® about it
Smithy 1 grinned Temple of the Fourth,

The Bounder stared at him.

“First I've heard!” he answered.
“How should I know anythin’ about it
ass ™

“Where wers you when it happened 12
grinned Temple, ]

“Find oqutl” mapgu& Vernon-Bmith.
And he scowled and tramped up the
stairs, leaving the juniors laughing.

There was another gronp of fellows on
the Remove landing. They all locked at

hailed the

Vernon-8mith a: he came up. His lip
curved in 8 sneer. He knew what was
in their minds.

" Hallo, halla, hallo ] Hera'a
Smithy {” said Bob Cherry. “Been out
of gates, Smithy I*

“Anywhere near Mossoo's study
window 7" grinned Squiff.

“No ]

“All the betier for u  if yon
haven't " grunted Johnny Bull. " Bun-

ter says he saw you with & bag of
our.”

Vernon-Smith started.

“That’s all riE.ht, Smithy—even Bun-
ter won't sneak,” eaid Harry Wharton.
“But you must have been a frightful ass
to do it 1"

“Who save I did it?*” gnarled the
Boundor.

“(h, if you didn’t, all right!” The
captain of the Remove shrugged his
shouldera, * Perhaps there was another
fellow larking with a bag of flour.
Sounds probable.”

Tom Redwing was in the group of
Removites on the landing, and his face
was overcast. But he did not speak to
Smithy. The Bounder had quarrelled
with ﬂia chum—as he quarrelled with
everyone, soomer or later. Redwin
had, at long last, taken him at his word,
and left him to his own wilful way,
to hunt for all the trouble he wanted,
The trouble had not been long in
accruing

“"Haohson says Maossoo has gone to the
Head 1” said Vernon-Smith. “ Anybody
know the result?”

“Anybody can pguess, I think,” an-
swered Harry. “The fellow who
chucked that bag of flour at Massoo will
be sacked if he's caught. Especially if
he's a fellow who's already got the
beaks’ backs 1:5;” )

Vearnon-Smith gritted his tecth and
tramped up the passage to Study No. 4.
He tramped into his study, and banged
the door shut behind him. .

It was tea-time in the Hemove., Sinca
his “row * with Hedwing, the latter
never came to the study to tea; and
the Bounder rather missed him, though
nothi would have induced him to
admit it. (Generally he acked SBkinner,
or Snoop, or some other fellow to tea,
nat earing for & meal in solitude, On
the present occasion he did not want
COMPany.

But though he did not want it, he
was going to have ik A fat junior,
sprawling in the study armchair,
blinked at him through a pair of hig
spectacles as he entered, Becoming
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aware of Billy Bunter’s presence in the
study, the Bounder gave him a look.
In his present mood the Bounder’s study
was about as safe a place for the fat
snd fatuous Owl of the Remove as o
lion's den. Bunter was rather in the
osition of Daniel of old. For ones,
owever, it seemed that William George
Buonter dared to be a Daniell. Undis-
mayed by the Bounder’s angry glare,
he nodded coolly, and grinned a fat
grin, y

“Waiting for you to come in, old
chap ! said Bunter breezily.

The Bounder stepped to a corner of
the study, where a cricket bat stood.

“If yvou're not gone in two ticks——"1
he mattered.

“I'm staying to tea, old chap !

“Are you?” said the Bounder grimly,
as he picked up the bat.

“That i3, if you esk me, of course,”
said Bunter calmly. “I say, Smithy
what did you do with that bag of fAour ¢
He, he, hal” -

Vernon-S8mith, shapgmg acrosa to the
armchair, with the bat in his hands,
stopped dead.

“That what?" he repeated.

“He, he, he!? Bunter gave him a
fat wink, “I'm not going to say any-
thing, old fellow ! 'm no smeak,
hulf-al Serve old Fro right, if you
ask me—giving & ap lines for
nothing |  All the same, you'd get
sacked if the Head knew! Of course,
I;"rn not going to tell him! He, he,
E!lll

“You fat rotter |¥ breathed Vernon-
Smith.

“QOh, really, Emithy—-"

Herbert Vernon-Smith made another
stride towards the fat Owl of the
Remove, He was powerfully tempted
to handle the bat. Billy Bunter's fat
grin faded away, and he blinked un-
easily. The Bounder could not afford
to quarrel with him, in the circum-
stances; but well he knew Smithy’s
reckless temper. It was one of Smithy's
ways to act recklessly first and reflect
on the dizadvantages afterwards,

“1 say, Smithy, chuck it1” exclaimed
the Owl of the Bemove. " I'm keeping
it dark, old chap! Rely on mel
Smedley would be jolly glad to hear of
this! He's always brying to ecatch you
out! He, he, ha! I'm not going to tell
Smedley, old bean! I say, what are
we going to have for teai”

The Bounder's grasp on the ecane
handle of the bhat was almost
convulsive.

“1 say, Bmithy, suppose Smedley had
come aleong while you were heaving
that bag of flour through Mossoo’s
window! He wasz in the quad some-
where! I say, he would like to hear
about this! Not that I'm going to tell
him!| I wouldn't! Not about & pal
like you, Smithy 17

" '5}::-11 spying fat scoundrel 1%

“If vou're going to call a fellow
names, Vernon-Smith, I can jolly well
cay—— Whoop! Yooop! VYarcoop!!

Dunter bounded out of the armchair
and roared as the Bounder made a fierce
lengo with the bat, his angry temper
getting the better of his discretion.

“Take that, you podgy rotter! And
that 1"

Another lunpe, and the Owl of the
Remove leaped for the door,

“Beast!1” he roared. “V¥ah! Oh
crikey | Keep off I T ain't going to tell
Emedley, you beast[ Yarcoooooop!™

Bunter got the door open, and
bounded out. Another lunge of the bat
caught him sz he bounded, and he

elled frantically as he disappeared.

here was tes in the Bounder’s study
soon afterwards, but not for Bunter,

THE MAGNET

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Who Did It ?

ARRY WHARTON & CO. weres
H at tea in Study Ne. 1 in the
Remove.

All the Famous Five of Grey-
friare had rather serious faces. ‘They
had chockled over the floury state of
Monsieur Charpentier—from the point
of view of the onlooker, the episode had
been rather funny. But it had its
seripus side—a very serious side—and
that side was now, so to spenk, upper-
maost. .

Mossoo, floury and furious, had gone
to the Head; and all the fellows know
what the Hoead would think of a
member of hiz staff 1n such a state! It
was certain that the comic side of the
affair would be entirely lost on the
Head! He was not likely to consider 1t
funny in the very least. Since then Mr.
Smedley, the master of the Remove,
had been sent for to go to the head-
master’s study. :

Every minute now the Removites ex-
pected to hear that their Form-master
was taking the matter up for strice
investigation., And if the culprit’s name
came out the result was geing to hbe
awfully serious, MNoboedy wanted ep
expulsion in the Remove. But it wids
very doubtiul whether Dr Locke would
let the guilty party off with a ﬂa%g-mg.

“It's the sack 1f they get himl”
remarked Bob Cherry, as he cracked
his second egg. “ Yon see, beaks don't
lock at these things as we do! Beaks
have their own way of looking at things:
The Head will eall tlns an attack on a
master—sort of assault and battery.”

“Well, so0 it 151" sa1d Jobhnny Bull.

" Well, veg, in a way " admitted Bob.
“The fact iz, it was rather thick! Old
Mossoe has been a bit of a tavtar to-day,
but smothering a man with Hour i3
rather too much of a joke.”

“The .jukﬂfulnc-ss was altogether too
terrific 1" agieed Hurree Jamset Ram
Singh, “There is an esteemed and
ridiculous limii.”

“Bmithy must have been poity!™
said WNugent, “I suppose 1t was
Sraithy 1" ‘

“Not much doubt about that,” zaid
Harry Wharton. 1 fancy BSmithy’s
the only man at Greyfriars who would
da such a thing. The fact is, it was a
bit of hooliganism, Funny, if you like,
but thera's a limit, as Inky says
Smithy does things that are not done.”

“And the beaks know it as well as
we do!” remarked Bob. "Il bet that
Smedley goos for Smithy fiest thing.™

“Well, he'd do ihat, anvhow, being
down on Smithy, as he 15, said Frank.
“Bmedley’s been on Emit]:l:."a track ever
since he ecame here in (%HEIEI'.I:.F’E place.
But if Queclch was here he would think
of Smithy at once! In fact, anybody
would 1"

*5tull, they'vs got mo proof!” said
Harry. *“That's one comfort! We don’t
want that ass Smithy sacked !*

“Bmedley doesi” said Frank., *“Ha
will be after this like a dog after a
bona! Bmithy used to say that Quelch
woutld have been glad to see him
bunked : but there's no doubt whatever
that Smedley would.” _

“Wall, he's asked for it!” grunted
Johnny Bull. “He was ragging in the
French class more than any other chap!
Mozt of us got lines. Well, why can’t
Bmithy take what's coming to him like
any other chap? Mossoo was a bit of a
blighter to-day, but 1t's all in the day’s
work—and az a rule he's a good litile
ass, and goes easy ™

Harry Wharton nedded.

All the fellows ‘in the French class
that afterncon had been rather “shirty *
about it, They were so accustomed fo
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cod temper and unfailing patience
grﬁm Monsieur Charpentier that bad
temper end irritetion on his part came
a3 & surprise—and not a pleasant one!
The Bounder, heocvever, was the only
fellow who had sought to “get his own
back * om the French master.

“The fact is, 1 faney lhere’s some-
thing amiss with Mossoo,” said Hazrry.
“He's pot something worrying him.
VWhen a man’s huffy, you never know
what may be the reason—may have
some family trouble or other. And he's
a good litile ass as a rule. Bmithy
might have stood it like the rest of us.™

“1 say, you fellows——-""

i

lllll

best pal, just becanse the chap pre-
renieg him from hreaking bounds after
lights-out the other night! Now he's
row with me!l I've a jolly good
mind: ” 1

"*Whera do you keep it!? asked Bob.

“FTh? Whera do I keep what?”

“That jolly good mind{ I never knew
you had a8 mind at all.”

“Oh, don't be & funny idiot! As the
matter stands, I've missed tea in my
own study, waiting for Bmithy in Study
No. 4. I.::E you fellows like I'll tea with
vou here.” ] ' ‘

“We don't!”? said five voices in
unison.

r' e L

5

come up any minute, and a fellow néver
hears him coming, He—"

The captain of tho Remove broke off
sharply as the study door opened, with-

out a knoeck, and Mr, Smedley stepped

1TL.
“0Oh crikey !" gasped Bunter.

The juniors rose to their feet with set
faces, They had to treat their tem-
porary Form-master with respeet. Buk
it wes not in their power to feel any
res ni:tf‘ur himi}nﬂnﬁﬂﬁf Eﬁm mosk lt:i?;;
tating things about Smedley was
ha mnever nimcked at a door befora
entering. Mr. Queleh had always done
60, Smedley had his reasons; he liked

Wharlon entered Monsieur Char ntler’s study and the army of Removites followed him, ** Our lines, sir 1 z sald Wharton,

# We—why—what—oh, my only hat I '* He gazed at the French master, dumbfounded. Floury

from head to foot,

Mossoo stood gasping and gurgling, with a bag of flour perched like a top-hat on his head. ** Ciel I** he panted, ““Who

A fat faca looked in &b the door of
Study No, 1,

“Oh, buzz off, Bunter[®

“I say, I've got & pain!” said Bunter.
“That beast Smithy went for me with
a cricket bat | Crashed it right on me |
Might have knocked my brains ont, for
all he cared, the ruffian.”

“ Conldn’t be done 1” said Bob Cherry.

“ Might have crashed on my head—"

* No brains there, old fat man |
* *“Beast] I belisve I've got several
ribs broken!” hooted Bunter, “I've a
jolly good mind to go to Smedley about
it ! ind I was mﬁj telling the brute
that I wasn't going to say anything
about seeing him with a bag of flour,
vou know, and asking him what there
was for tea——"

“Ha, ha, ha !

“Rlessed if I can see u.n;rthing' to
cackle at]l I can tell you I'm fed-up
with S8mithy’s temper I grunted Bunter,
“He's too jolly fond of rowing with
chaps! He's rowed with Bedwing, hia

shall de zis? Is 1t you, Vharton ¢

“He, he, he!" ecachinnated Billy
Bunter, taking that unanimous reply as
a joke, *Well, make room for a chap!
T say, you fellows, it was Smithy all
right—I saw him—-" \

 You see too much, Bunter,” said the
captain of the Hemove, “and the less
you say sbout it the better. Bmedley
will be on the trail soon, and if you sa
a single word about ammgh Bmithy wit
a2 l:mgl of flour you'll get the ragging of
your life.” _

“The ragfulness will be terrific, my
esteemed fat Bunter.”

“0Of course, I'm not going to sneak,”
said Bunter. 1 soy, got any more eggs
about? I ecan hardly do with three.
Leave some of that cakae for me. I'm
not going to tell the Creeper &nd
Crawler about Smithy, of course. Btill,
banging & fellow with a cricket bat is
rather thick, It would serve Smit
jolly well right 1f I told Smedle 2

“Dry up, fathead!” snappéd Whar-
ton. " The Creeper snd Crawler mey

to cateh inadvertent words from the
fellows in his Form. Wharton had
little doubt that Smedley had heard
himself referred to as the Creeper and
Crawler as he opened the door. If so,
it was o tip to him that listcners never
hear any good of themselves,

“Wharton !” rapped the Form-master.

*Yes, =ir!”

“¥You mre aware, of course, of the
ontrageous oceurrence in  Monsieur
Charpentier's study §"

“¥es sir!”

“There appears to bo no doubt that
the outrags wag perpeirated by a Re-
move boy, after what I hear h&p;}mg&
in the French class this afternoon,” said
Mr, Smedley. “Some boy punished by
Monsieur Charpentier has done this.
Dr. Locke has, therefore, placed the
matter in my hands. I understand,
Wharton, that a number of boys were
taking their lines to the French
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master at the time of the ocourrenco—
you among them.”
“That iz so, sir.”

“Those hoys, of course, are elimin-
ated,” said Mr. Smedley. “They were
in the House, and, therefore, ecannot
have been near the window on the
uwadiangle. Kindly give me s list of
the boya who were with you at that
time, Wharton.”

It was impossible to refuse, and
Wharten took pencil and paper and
made & list of a dozen names. The
juniors stood in silence whila Mr.
Smedley read it out:

“Wharton, Nugent, Cherry, Bull,
Hurrco Singh, Bunter, Todd, Kipps,
Rugzell, Ogilvy, Brown, Hazsldene”
Smedlay’s eyes glinted. “These are not
all the boys that received lines, how-
ever, I understand that s great many
unposiflons were given oubt by the
French master this afternocn.”

“3ome of the fellows hadn’t done
their lines in time, sir.”

“Were they in their studies wriling
them

" Bome of them, sir.”

“But gome were not?”

“Very likely, siv,”

“(Give me the name of any boy you
know not to have been in his study.™

Wharton looked the Remove master
in the face.

“1 never took any notice, sir, whether
any fellow was in his study or not. 1'm
afratd I can’t help you there.”

i | rcql:ure o plain answer, Wharton.
This recklesz act 1a in accordance with
the reckless character of a certain bo
m my Form, Where was Vernon-Smit

at the time?"

“1 can't say, sir.”
Answer me, yes or no, Wharton!

AN T O 1

FLYERS of the
NORTHLAND

A Complete
Book-Length Yarn
for 4d. only!

JIMMY DARRELL was the
youngest airman north of the
Arctic Circle, but he ranked
with the toughest of them alll
Limmy meant business when

e got his flying job. He
wanted to find his father who
had gone into the Barrens, the
frozen north~west of Canada,
and had never come out again,.

How he succeeded and cleaned
up the slickest gang of crocks
in the frozen Noith as well,
you'll learn in this gnpping
yarn of daring and gnm
adventure.

TEm

Do you know where Vernon-8mith
was -

Wharton was able te form a pretty
accurate guess of where Bmithy was at
the time of the “outrage.” But guess-
mg was not knowledge. Certainly he
did not know.

“No,” he answered. ;

Mre. Smedley pave him a look, and
left the study. Billy Bunter breathed
more freely when he was gone. Hop had
been dreading a question {rom the Re-
move master. But he was in no danger.
Knowing that Bunter was one of the
juniors at the door of the French
master, it did not cccur to Emedley that
the fat Owl knew anything of the
matter, Bunter did not want to
“sneak,” especially as he knew what
the result would be at the hands of tha
Removites afterwards,

“I say, you fellows, he's after
Bmithy ¥ gaszped the fat Owl, when the
door was shut again.  “He jolly well
knows 1t was Smithy, you know.
say, M he knew that I'd seen Smithy
with a bag of flour—m"

“Bhut up, fathead !

"1 faney he's going to nail Smithy,”
said Bunter, “It will be the sack for
the Bounder this time. Well, I can’t
say I'm sorry—banging a follow with
a cricket bat, you- know, when a fellow
was only bElﬂ% pally. I say, is there
any more cake?”

Bunter was left to deal with the cake
on_his own, the chums of the Remove
going out into the passage.to join the
gathering erowd of Removites there.
Mr. Smedley had gone to Study No. 4
to see the Bounder. Everybody knew
why, and the general opinion was
rather in agreement with Bunter's—

that it was the “sack ¥ for Smithy this
time,
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THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
No Evidencel

=r 5 ERBERT VERNON - SMITH
d B scowled from the window of
his study into the bright May
sunshineg in ths guadrangle.

The Bounder was in his blackest
maod. _

He had played the “giddy ox " once
more in his wsual reckless way; and
though he was not zorry for what he
had done, he wes extremely uncasy
about the Igmbahln CONSequUences.

All the Remove suspected, or rather
knew, that he had “ oured ” Mossoo.
That did not mattér; nobody in the
Lower Fourth would give him away,
Even Bunter wouldn't, though Bmithy
realised that he might have been a little
more discreet with Bunter in the cir-
cumstances, But it was his way to
follow hiz headstrong temper first. and
refiect afferwards.

It was the thought of Wingate of the
Sixth that troubled him. The captain
of Groyfriars was in Courtfield, but
when he came back—

1t was Wingate's duty as a prefect to
discover a culprit. If he knew that the
Bounder had pitched that bag of flour
st Mossoo, he had to report what he
knew. And could he fsil to know, when
he learned what had heppeped? There
was littla doubt.

“ Fool I said the Bounder, addressing
himself.

It was all Mossoo's fault, of course.
Tha little beast had cut up unexpectedly
rusty in olass. Lines had fallen like
leaves in Vallombroza; and BSmithy's
knuckles had been rapped with a
pointer. Certainly he had asked for it,
and more. That did not alter the fact
that fellows were accustomed to “rag ™
in the ¥rench class, and to get off scot-
free. Mossoo’s outbreak of unexpected
fiercencss had been a surprise, and a
most exXaspersting one, 23 if a posdle
had suddenly turned into a ramping
wolfhound,  Smithy was not going to
have his knuckles rapped without gel-
ting his own back, if he could help it.

ell, ho had got his own back., Ha
was not sorry for that, If only he
hadn't run into Wingate getting away!

He turned from the window, and
threw himself into o chair at the table.
On the table lay & diamond pin. Only
the wealthy and showy Bounder had
such an article of jewellery in the Re-
meova, Lord Mauleverer, who wes rich
beyond the dreams of avarice, never
thought of wearing diamonds. Smithy's
tastes were different,

Sinee he had been in his father’s black
booka the Bounder had been kept
rigidly short of money. But he had a
good many valuable thipgs, and in the
Esster holidays he had gone so far as
to sell off some of them to “raise tho
wind * for a holiday, with Pon & Co.,
of Highecliffe. Having taken that step
once, Smithy had taken it agamn mnce,
and now he was thinking of taking it
for o third time—hence hiz examination
of the diamond pin.

His father, whose indulT_eng:a had
once been almost without limit, had
paid a large -sum for that diamond,”
simply becauss Smithy fancied it.
What it was worth, and what it wonld
fetch, probably differed widely; but
Smithy had no doubt that Mr, Lazarus,
at Courtfield, would give him flty
pmmdsl;'nr it if he would consent to buy
it at all.

Mr. Vernon-8mith intended the short-
nessg of cash to keep his son to the path
of reform. No doubt it helped to that
end. At the samo time. it irked the
Bounder, snd added to the restless
dissatisfaction and discontent that
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devoured him. Fed-up to the back teeth
with playing what he was pleased to
call “Good Little Georgie,”
Bounder was on the verge of another
outbreak. Money was wanted for that

purpose, and he wondered and doubted.

whether with that
diamond.

Mr. Lazarus might decline to make
such a deal with a schoolbey. Dut in
Smithy's peculiar circle of acquaint-
apces outside the schoal, thers were
several men who would have been glad
enough to secure it at a lower price
than an honest tradesman would have
Ewen. wmithy cared little about that;

ut if his father discovered that it was
gonc, he would want to know, and that
might mean bad trouble.

ow, however, as he turned the blaz-
ing jewel over in hiz hands, Smithy was
thinking less of his intended escapade
than of the danger that had fallen on
him through his reckless vengeance on
Mosson, It was not much use making
plans if he was going to be turned out
of Greviviars for what the beaks might
choose to call an assault on a member
of tho staff.

Black and bitter thoughts were in his
wayward mind ; a black and bitter look
on his face, It had been a term of

he dared part

trouble to him—mostly of his own
making. Now it looked like coming to
a crash! If Wingate puessed——

Thae door opened, without a knock.
Mr. SBmedley stepped in, and the
Bounder started and stared at him with
bitter, wmimieal eyes. The man was his
encroy. Why, he did not know. It was
not like the grim condemnation he had
had from Mr. Quelch. It ecemed more
like & personal feud. He eet his lips
with angry annoyance, 83 he saw Smed-
ley's sharp, hard eyes flash at once to
the ‘g:httermg diamond in his fingers.

“¥Yernon-Smith ¥

“¥es,” eald the Bounder sullenlw.
“Mr. Quelch used to knock at a fellow's
door, sir, before -r:s{}mip’ in."

*I do not want any impertinence from

ou, Vernon-Smith! I have reascn to

elieve that it was vou that Oung a
missile at the head of the Frerich master
this afternoon.” ]

The Bounder smiled sarcastically.

Until Wingate came back from Court-
field nobody could know apything
against the Bounder, whatever they
might suspect. Bmedley could have no
“reason to believe” anything of the
kind. He was trying to catch the sus-
pected fellow tripping. Smithy was not
ﬁaE't%}' to be cauglie,

“Indeed, sir!” he drawled,

“It was you, Vernon-Smith!” ;

“I, sir?" repeated the Bounder, with
an air of surprizse. *"Oh, no, sir!
never heard of it till & Shell man told
me 2

On the point of telling lies to the
beaks the Bounder had few scruples.
With 8medley he had none at all.

“You deny it, Vernon-Bmith "

“Qh, certainly, str!” _

Vhere were you at the time?”

“I can hardly say, sir, as I don’t quite
know when 1t happcened,” said the
Bounder coolly.

He had

Mr. Smedley set his lips. ]
nothing, to go upon, except suspiclen,
and a desire to “land ** the scapeprace
of the school. And, from his experi-
ence of the Bounder, he knew that it
was not easy fto catch him tripping.
But he was going to de his best to land
this on Vernon-8mith. In hiz own mind
there was, at least, no doubt on the
subject,

“Tha assault on the French master
took place et hali-past five, Vernon-
Bmith. Where were you at that time "

‘The Dounder appeared to reflect.

tia.

RHYMES OF THE REMOVE.

No. 17.—Ledal Aid.

Qur Greylriars Rhymester gives vs a
clever chnrlqcler ﬁlud}‘*}n verse of Peter
Todd, the “legal man"™ of the Remove.

Peter ia lenrned In the lore of the law,
Or hopes to be 80, by-and=-by ; i
Hea siill Iurlntl some practice at wagging

his jaw
And getting & glint In his aya 1
He ian't yat ready to talk to a Jury
With gesturea of passion and accente of
fury,
And wake up the Judge from his sleap !
And so he reads volumes of mighty
cut=sizas
On Torts and Maifeasance and Laws of
Damises 1 .
¥o goda ] Doean’t that makes you weep?

To keep up his interest—and Tor & Joke—

He's made out somes laws for the Form
And now, when a feliow I8 bankrupt an

broke,

His creditors mest in the dorm!
With Patar preplding,; as Publioc Receiver
They call for the vtufirn, n Tallow ﬂl!.l'l‘lﬂti

Travor;

And coflar what cash he has Tound !
They settis the fobh in a businesslike

manner,

Debta, fourteen and threepencs, with
asaats, a tanner !
He pn{rn sightpeanca-ha'penny per
pound !
The fags in their dutiszs have Patfer
Todd's ald,

He's made out a nice set of rules
On * Laws of Acceptance Affecting the
Trade
OFf Fagging in all Publie S8chools 1 **
While working, no fag may indulge in a
whistle
Or slae he i»s opan 1o instant dismissal,
Or " gix,” as the nrefect may choose !

No senior fellow, though ratty or
" ahirty," "
May wallop hie fag {(under Sub-section

Thlrtzj.
Unleszs he wants gum in his shoes |

O!d Peter is anxious that schools should
adopk

The laws which he hapes soon to pags 3

He'd make out a cage for a fellow who's

coppead
Braaking bounds, or aslesp during

clasg !
His *" Act Qiving Penalties for the

Pravention
OFf Masters Awarding lllegal Detention *
Would make the beaks careful; you bet |
Uniuckily, though, they refuss to
acknowliedge
His right to make rulss for the masters
at collage,
And ao Peter’s plans are upset.

But Peter, of courss, has Removites'
support,
For WI-H::I Qualchy roars: * You're a
They'd like to bkring actions against him
at court
And get him turfed out of the sechoaol,
Or if they wers mergiful in their decision,
They'd give him #ix months in tha
escond division
And Aine him a dormitory feed !
And Futlur is keen, and would fiy like an
dngid
To fnuﬁnd his Scholastic Establishmant
Lagal
S0 Qutl’nhh yvou'd better take hoed 1 !1

7

“I could hardly say to & minute, sir,"
he answered. “But I was in the gym at
a quarter-past five, and I think I left it
after about half an hour.”

“Was anvone with you?”

“More than a dozen fellows there,
sir;” gaid the Bounder calmly: * Bol-
sover major and Dupont of my Form, 1
remember—Stewart of the Shell, and
some Fifth Form men—Coker, Potter,
and Greene—-"

Mr. Smedley stopped him with a ges-
ture. Nobody in the gym was likely to
have noticed just when the Bounder
left; and nobody, if he had noticed,
was likely to give information fo land
a fellow for the “eack.” The Bounder
could prove that he had been in the
eym, roughly, about the time In ques.
tion ; but to prove that he had left that
spot In time to fBing the bag of flour in
at Mossoo's window ot half-past five was
likely to be a difficult task for the
Crecper and Crawler,

It was bitterly irritating to Smedley
to remember that he had been in the
quad, a distance from'the spot. Flad he
cnly been within sight of Masters’
Windows at the time! Still, if he had
been, the “outrage ” would not have
occurred. Bmithy was not quite so regk-
less as that.

Already Smedley had been naking
vestionz, up end down and roun
;H:r.‘rut. but he had found no one who had
seen the fellow with the flour-bag at tho
study window, or seen him runming
away afterwards—and he must have

rum,

The master of the Remove stood look-
ing at Vernon-Smith in silence, with a
glint in his eyes, not failing to note the
sarcastic expression on Smithy's face.
ITe was at & loss, and Smithy knew 1t
It dawned on him that the impudent

voung rascal was enjoying his discom-
fiture. _
“1 shall make further ingquiries,

Vernon-Smith I he said at last,

“Yes, gir, I'm sura I hope you'll find
the man, sir 1* said the Bounder colmly,
“It was & shocking thing for any fellow
to do, wasn't it, sir?"

“The perpetrator, when found, will
be expelled from Greyfriars, Vernon-
Smith 1" said Mr. Smedley, with bitter
emphasis. “Dr. Locke has so informed
me, and it only remains for me to re-
port the name to him.”

The Bounder winced—he could not
lelp it. DBut he would not let the dis-
may in his heart show in his face.

“I'm sure the fellow deserves it, sir,”

ha said meekly.

Mr. Smedley, with & defeated look,
turned to the door. IHe was not going
to got anvthing out of Vernon-Bmith,
that was clear. He loft the study, and
went down the passage to the stairs

through & crowd of Remove fellows, who

stood aside to let hiim pass. As he dis-
appeared across the landing DBob
U]imrr winked at his friends, The

black lock on the Creeper and Crawler's
faee showed that he had not got his
ITIATL.

“"He hasn’t nalled Smithy 1" muttered
Tom Redwing. “I—I suppose there
isn't much doubt—"

“Precions little,” said Harry Whar-
ton. " But they've got to prove & thing
right u]EuOtn the hilt before they sack a
man, oks to me as if Smithy's going
to keep clear.”

And Redwing nodded, with a lighter
heart, since he had seen Smedley go,
slone, end with that black logk on Lis
hard face. Ko was no longer the
Bounder's friend; but he seemed to be
n good deal concerned about him, all
the same,
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THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
A Friend in Need I

INGATE of the Bixth strolled
w in at the gates of Greyfriars
School just as Gosling was

coming down to close them.
Ho gave the old porter a cheery nod
and walked on, glancing at a Remove
junior &3 he passed him. Herbert
J'v,’uarnu:_m-E:mith of the Remove was loiter-
ing aimlessly about near the gates, with
his hands in his pockets. he Grey-
friars ceptain did not notice him
specially: he had almost forgotten the
incident of the afternocon. =~ But the
Bounder’s eyes followed him as he
walked towards the House, and he

loitered in the same direction.

It was in Smithy’s mind to make an
appeal to Wingate; but he did not do
50. Possibly the prefect had forgotten
the occcurrence—possibly he would nob
guess how the matter stood—there was
o chance! In that case, it would not be
judicious to remind him. And, good-
natured as was, Wingate was a
whale on duty. Personal offences he
could forgive and forget, with an easy
kindness of heart that seemed altogether
too easy-going to many other prefects of
the Sixth. But if it was his duty to
report & fellow, that was gquite &
different matter; and such an act as an
attack on s master was not a thing he
could fail to report, if he knew of it

The Bounder, 23 he hung behind him
on his way to the House, wondered dis-
mally what the next fow minutes were

oing to mean to him. His whole

wturs depended on that. It was
nothing less that he had risked by his
vothinking and reckless action.

Ho saw Wingate meet his chum,
Gwynoe of the Sixth, and walk on to
the House with him. He saw him give
a start at something Gwynne said to
him, What had Gwynne told him?

The Bounder could guess, for the
Greyfriars captain glanced round, and
his eyes fixed on Vernon-Smith,

Smithy's heart sank,

Wingate had learned already of the
flour transaction. And he knew that
Vernon-Smith was the guilty party.
That one glance told as much.

Wingate and Gwynne went into the
Heouse.,. Vernon-SBmith followed them in
with dragging footsteps.

The game was up! Smedley, on his
trail ever since had taken Mr.
Quelch’s place as Remove master, had
failed to catch him cut. Now he had
caught himself out! He had only him-
self to thank.

The two Bixth Form men paried in
the Houze, Gwynne going to the Sixth
Form studies, Wingate mto Masters’
Pazsage. Smithy, well aware of his des-
tination there, ran after him. lle
touched the captain of Greyfriars on the
igm, and Wingate glanced round at

1m,

“What do you want, Vernon-Smith ¥
he rapped.

“You're going to Mossoo?” panted
Smithy.

L] Eeg‘-:r

“To tell him—>

“To report to him that a cheeky
young scoundrel was running round the
corner with four on his clothes, just
after what happened at his study win-
dow ! said Wingate sternly. " You'd
better get ready to see the Head !

“It's the sack ¥ muttered the Bounder
huskily.

“Didn't you know that?”

There was no answer that the Bounder
could make. He had known it perfectly
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well, only he had hoped that he would
not be found out.

In silence he waiched Wingate go to
the French master’s study, tap at the
door, and enter,

The door closed,

Vernon-Smith dragged himself away.
Hia face was so pale, as he went up to
the Remove passage that a humber of
fellows glanced at him curiously. In
that passage Tom Redwing looked at
him, and made a movement towards
him—but the Bounder passed on with-
out & sign, went into his study, and
slammed the deor. Skinner and Snoop,
in the doorway of BStudy No, 11,
exchanged & grin.

“Bpot his _chivyy,
mured Skinner,

“What-ho [ %-rmnqd Snoop,

“They've nailed him !”

“He looked like it1”

“Well, if the man deesn’t want to be
bunked, why does he keep on asking for
it 7" a.rgum{ S8kirmer. A man who
keaps on and on and on, is bound to get
what he asks for sooner or later.
What "

“He's had a Jong run of luck!” re-
marked Snoop.

“Bound to break, sooner or later
Dash it all, what did he want to wmop
that flour over Froggy for? Can't
Smithy stand a beak’s tantrums, as well
as the rest of us?  Too jolly high and
mighty 1" said Skinner,

Careless of the comments of the Re-
move fellows, Herbert Vernon-Smith
paced his study rather like a wild
animal in & cage,

The game was up. _That was the
thought that hammered in his mind.
What Smedley had failed to do he had
done himself—f in sheer unreflectin
arrogance and ill-temper. What a foo
he had been! Mossco knew by this
time who had floured him-—and the
Head had told Smedley that the
offender would ba expelled! What a
fool—

The study door opened, and Tom Red-
wing came in, shutting the door after
him, Vernon-3mith came to a stop, in
his restless pacing, nind fixed bitter eyes
on hi :

Snoopy 1  mur-

irm.

‘hat do you want? Can’t you

leave a fellow alone?’ he smarled.

“You've kept pretty clear of this study

for a week—ean’t you keep clear nowI”
Redwing looked at him steadily,

“VYou're found out, Smithy,” he said
gquietly, “I could seo that in fﬂur face
as you passed me—so could other
fellows, I think,”

“No bizney of yours”

“None!” assented Redwing., "We're
not friends now, and I'm as fod up with
vou, Smithy, as vou can be with me,
All ’:‘Jm same, I'm going to give you o
tip.

“Keoap 1t

“ Mosszoo's beon erusty the last day or
two, and especially to-day!” went on
Redwing, unheeding. I fancy some-
thing's worrying him=—bad news {rom
home, perhaps. But——"

“Oft, he's hard up! snecred the
Bounder contemptucusly, “His rcla-
tions in France sponge on him, and I
dare say he's been told in Commen-
room that it's time he had a new coat !

“I was going to say—>"

“You can save your breath.”

“For your own sake, Smithy, listen!
Mosszo0's been crusty, as I said; but he's
the best-natured man in the school—ii
you go to him, and do your best, there's
& chance, at least, that he may go easy.
It rests with him—the way he puts it to
the Head——" )

The Bounder pave a mocking, savage
laugh,

THE MAGNET

“Likely! I'm to eat humble pie—and

et nothin® for it ! If you want to knew,

ingate’s spotted me and gone to him
to report me. He will jump at the
chance of getting me up before the
Beal."

“¥ou ecan’t wonder at that what you
did was a rotten, ruffianly, disrespectful
trick. You jolly well &EEEI?B to be
sacked for it, and vou know it! But if
Mossoo knew what you'd get from your
father afterwards, I think he might give
vou a chance., Thet's what I cameo to
say-—and that's all.”

With that, and without waiting for a
reply, Tom Redwing left the study.
The Bounder stood quite still,

Was there a chance? No master at
Greyiriars could possibly have forgiven
sach an offence. ut 1f any master
could, or would, it was the kind-heartod
little Frenchman., Was there a chance?
Eating humble pie, humbling himself
to a beak, was not in the Bounder's line.
But—he thought of his father’s cold,
gtern faca if he arrived home, sacked
from the school. Anything was better
than faecing that. Was there a chance?

If thers was, he had no time to lose,
Yet ho hesitated long before he left the
study and went downstaire again. But
he went at last. IProut, the master of
the Fifth, was standing at the corner of
Masters' Studies, talking to Mr. Capper,
as he camo along. Prout, as usual, was
booming.

“Unprecedented unparalleled 1™
boomed Prout. " A reckless, ruffianly
zzzault upon a colleague, Capper—un-
heard-of! Who can have done this?”

Vernon-8mith c¢ould puess the topia
under discussion. Quietiy he passzed the
two masters and went on to Monsisur
Charpentier’s study. He tapped at the
door and opened it,

The Irench master was there alome;
Wingate was pgone. Monsieur Char-
pentier had cleaned up the flour, and
was his usual eclean and neat and
dapper self  again. But the ex-
pression on his face as he saw Vernon-
HSmith, showed that his anger at the
occurrence, so far from having dimin-
izhed, had tmproved like wine with
keeping. He started to his feet as the
Bounder c¢ame in, hiz eyes almost
ffaming.

“EBmect " he ejaculated, * Clest vous!
It was you zab zrow zat farine—zat flour
—ovair my head! Mais cui! Je lo
sais| Maintenant, now you come viz
ma to ze headmaster I

“If you pleasze, sir—"

“Pos un mot! Venez ! snorted AMon-
sieur Charpentier, and ha strode to-
wards the Bounder and dropped a hand
on his shoulder. " HRascal! Coaquin!
Vener avec moi—eome viz me—toute de
sutte.”

Smithy had closed the door after en-
tering.  Monsicur Charpentier jerked
him towards it with one hand, and
reached for the door-handle with the
other. The Bounder panted,

“For merey's sake, sir, listen to me!
Let me speak.”

“On en a assez! Venez!™

“T.et me speak, sir! You can take
me to the Head any time you like!”

Monsicur Charpentier paused.
released the DBounder’s shoulder,
gave a shrug

“Parlez, si vous voulez!™ he said.
“Sneak if you so please, Smeet! But it
make no difference. I take you to zo
Head! But if you have somezing to
say, say him! Jecoute—I listen!”

The PBeunder drew a decp, deep
breath, There was no chance—nonal
But he would not give up his last hope.

Ha

and
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® It Mossoo funks golng for Smithy, it’s pretiy safe Itn rag the little beast ! ** sald Bunfer. “ And I can Jolly well fell you

that if I get & whopping for not doing my impot, I shall rag him worse than Smithy did ! I'll-——"" ** Bunter [ ** sald a smooth,

guiet volee. Mr. Smedley, the ** Creeper and Crawler,”” was comibg stealthily up the stairs.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Luck !
ONSIEUR CHARPENTIER zat

M down again.
His brows were knitted, and
his eyes glinted under them.
His mouth, under his little black mous-
tache, was set in a hard line. He was
oing to give the wretched scapegrace a
earing; but it was not going to make
any difference. That was very clearly
indicated by his grim and bitter look.
The Bounder knew it—Redwing was a
fool to send him there.  But he still
hoped against hope, o
I own up, sir!” he said, in a low
voice, “Iw? suppose it's no use sayin’
that I'm sorry——"'
Monsieur Charpentier’s lip curled.
“¥You are sorry becauvse vou are found
cut, n'est-ce-pas?™ he asked. ** Ozzervise,
you vould not be sorry, Smeet.”

The Bounder coloured. It was trus
enough.
“Ii zat i all—"

“It’s mot all, sir! Tf wou fake me to
the Head I shall be sacked,” said Ver-
non-S8mith desperately. ™ But that's not
all!l You may know, sir, that 1 came
very near being expelled last term—-""

“Mais out ¥

“My father was very wild with me,
gir. Me threatened to disinherit me if 1
should pget expelled, after the Ilead
gave me another chance to stay on”

“Zat 13 not my affair, Smect.™

“I want to tell you, sir! My father’s
in earnest about 1t. Ie's picked out o
relation—n  cousin of mineg named
Lucins Teggers, whom I've never seen,
to adopt in my place, if I should be ox-
ﬁEHEd.1 You've heard the name, sir—

e's junior portner in  Lepgett &
Tegeers; the agency that sends out

tutors—Nr. Smedley was sent here from
Legpett & Teggors!” i

Monsicur Charpentier gesticulated.

“ All zis 15 no affair of mine, Smeet !"

“J know, sir. I'm making an appeal
to you!” muttered the Bounder. ™ ¥ou
may tiink I deserve to be exﬁelled for
what I've dome. But do you think that
I deserve to be turned out by my father
and ruined for life? If I go home from
herg expelled, my father will not even
let tne enter the house—he will send me
away. IHe will have no more of mel
He's said so—and he's as hard as a
rock. That’s what you will be sending
mo to, sir” ]

Monsteur Charpentior looked at him.
Tha white tensepess in the Bounder's
face showed how deeply in earnest he
was., Every word he uttered was the
truth, and the Freneh master could see
that casily enough. Monsioyr Char-
pentier  shifted uncomfortably in  his
seak.

“It is hefore zat you should zink of all
zis, Smeet " said the French master at
Icn‘gth,

“T know, sir. But—if I'm saclked
from here, I'm done for—not only at
school, but at home. I've no right to ask
rou to let me off—but LI'm asking you,

ecausa it's my only chance. It's not

Eni v the sack—I could stand that—
ut——"
The PBounder's voice trailed off.

What was the use of 1t?  All this, as the
Irench master had pointed oul, was
not his affair.

But the misery in the h:.}[h'[uﬁs S
glrz:m’s face touched the kind heart of
the French gentleman,

He was deeply, bitterly angry and
incensed. 8So far as the sack was con-
cerned, he would not have faken pity
oo the reckless voung rascal. But what

the Bounder would be gnin%hﬂma to, .
was & fmore serious matter, For o long
minute, !,hera was silence, -

“Zis i1z not right!"” said Monsicur
Charpentier, at last. “You zrow ze
farine ovair me—you make of me vun
heap of flour—you go to attack me—
Ien you &Y, gulﬁh me not, it is too
much ! It is before, zat you should zink
of all zis! Mais—mai " .

“A flogging, sir—I can stand it—any-
thing—=

“If T take you to ze Head, Smeet, you
are expel!” said Monsisur Charpentier,
“I take you, or I take you mnot! And
you smozzer mo—"

Ho rose from the chair. There was
indecision in his face. Smithy stood
silent.

“Allons 1" said Moensieur Charpentior,
at last, making up his mind with a very
evident effort. “8ay no morel Assez!
I do nozzing—I1 let you off—I try to
forgive you, zough you are bad boy,
ze baddest boy in zis school. I will hold
ze mout’ and say nozzings."

Vernon-S3mith looked at him. Hea felt
almost giddy for a moment! Indeed, he
could hardly believe hia ears [

“0h, sir1” he gasped, at last.

“ Assez!” gaid Monsieur Charpentier.
“No morel I forgive you, and zat is
zis, a5 you sav, I say nozzings—zo affair
he 15 ovair and done viz 1"

o waved his hand to the door.

“Allez-vou-en 1M he said.

Vernon-Smith moved to the door. ITo
stopped there, and turned, :

”{j shan't forget this, seir!" he
muttercd.

Monsieur Charpentier shrugged his
shoulders.
“I1 =zink zat you forget, snon enofi!™
Tee Maicrer LipraRY.—No. L371.
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he answered. “You are one bad boy,
Smeet | Nevair have I seen one badder !
Put I say nozsing, and I ask ze good
Vingate to say nozzings! Clest tout!
You go.”

The Bounder went.

Almost like a fellow in a dream, he
walked down the passage. Prout was
still booming at the corner, Capper a
more or less patient listener. As he
turned out of the passage, Smithy passed
his own Form-master. Smedley's eyes
fixad on him, and the Bounder smiled.
If only Bmedley knew |

But all was safe now 1 It was Mossoo’s
affair, and if Mossoo choze to wash it
out, that was that! Herbert Vernon-
Smith went back to the Remove passage
like & fellow walking on air,

He passed Redwing on the Bemove
landing. Tom’s clouded face brightened
as he saw him. He could read the
Bounder’s expression aright.

“Thanks ! said Smithy, as he passed
I1iné. And he went on, whistling, to his
sfudy.

He had ezcaped—by the skin of his
teeth, as it weral pEs00 was a good
little ass!| He had let the young rascal
off, without expecting even a ray of
gratitude from the hardened Bounder.

But in that, Mossoo had hardly done
Smithy justice, There was, for once,
sumething very like gratitude in the
Bounder’s hard heart.

He resolved that at all events, there
should be no more ragging in the French
olass that term, eo fer as he was con-
cerned. Perhaps it was doubtful how
long that resolve would last] And he
sat down at his study table to write the
lines that were due to the French master
—overdue, And seldom or never had a
Frgnch imposition, in the Bemove, been
written with such care.

When the first sense of relief had worn
off, however, and that dreaded peril of
the sack receded into the backgrownd, a
feeling of discontent mingled with the
Bounder’s satisfaction, !

f there was one thing that Smithy
loathed it was eating humble pie; and
he had done that, in full measure, in
making his nppeaf to the French mastor.
If there was another thing that hae
loathed, it was being under an obligation
to anyone. Now he was under a deep,
unending obligation to the French
master—the man who had held his fate
in the hellow of his hand, and spared
him. To repay that obligation secmed
rmpossible, eager a8 he would have been
to square the account. He could behave
himself in the French class—ceass to rag
and play practical jokes on Froggy—
but that would not set tha balance right,
1o had asked a favour, and received
it, and it was irksome to the arrogant
Bounder to think of it,

30 when his lines from the Henriade

wore written out, with all the accents
put in carefully, it was net in a happy
mood that Smithy went down to Mossoo's
study sgain,
_ His escape from the sack, from dis-
inheritance by an angry father, counted
before everything it was true, but he
was dissatisfied and discontented.

He tapped lightly at Monsieur Char-
pertier's door and opened it.

As he looked in he did not sea the
French master, and supposed for a
moment that Moessoo had stepped out of
tho study, leaving the light burning.

The next moment he saw the little
French gentleman, )

Monsieur Charpentier was sitting in
hizs armchair his back partly turned to-
wards the door, and evidently he had
not seen it open, or heard the tap.

A letter was in his hand, which he had
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been reading, and the Bounder’s guick
eyves noted that there were fraces of
flour on the letter. No doubt Mossco
hed been reading it at the time of the
cuirage. )

But what made Vernon-Smith stop
dead, staring, was the fact that a tear
was trickling down Mossoo’s nose !

He staved blankiy. ]

Monsieur Chavpentier did not stir. He
waa deep in troubled thought, and did
not see the junior standing at the door,
or know that he was there, As Smithy
stood, hardly knowing what to do, the
French master murmured to hims.ﬂli‘ E

“Mon Diea! Helas, le pauvre pelit
Henvi ! Helas!™?

The tear, trickling off the end of his
nose, dropped on the letter in his hand!
Still he did not leck round. .

Vernon-Smith stepped back quietly,
and, as quietly, drew the deor shut. With
@ tact he did not always display, the
Bounder decided to come a]nnf later
with his lines. Obviouzly it would hurt
ard humiliate poor Mossoo to know
that a junior had seen him in that state
of distress,

There was a thoughtful expression on
Vernon-S8mith's faece, as he went quietl
away, his lines still in his hand. An
there was shame in his heart., He hardly
needed telling now why Moensieur Char-
pentier had been so erusty and irritable
that day., He had had some bad news
from home in that letter, and it had
upset his rather sensitive nervous system.
And it was while he was reading that
bad news, whatever it was, over agzin
that the hot-headed and revengefn
Bounder had pitched that bag of flour at
him through hiz study window in tho
afterncen. The Bounder's fpee flushed
as he realised it. Ifor once, the Bounder
of Greyfriars was thoroughly ashamed
of himself=—which did not make him fecl
comfortable, but which was probably
very good for him !

—

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Smedley’'s Way !

e SAY, you fellows!®

“Done your lines, Bunteri”

“Th! No.Z

“Go and do them I suggested

Harry lewl.mh

“Rats! "I say, you [ellows——

“Give us a rest1Z

“0Oh, really, Wharton o

“We're talking cricket,”
Johnny Bull. *8hut up 1"

“You're always talking some rot!™
said Bunter. “I say, vou fellows, this
is rather more important than cricket.”

It was the following day and the
Famous Five of the Remove were lean-
ing in o row on the banisters of the
Remove _ landing, disoussing  the
approaching ecricket fixture with 8t
Jim's, Five pairs of eyes pglared at
Bunter.  In the opinion of the chums
of the Remove, there was nothing in
the universe, just then, more 1mportant

¥

grunted

than. cricket—especially emovye
matches.
“You benighted ass!™ said Bob
Cherry.

“Yeou terrific fathead|” said Hurree
Jamset Ram Singh, .

You blithering owl!™ said Frank
Nugent.

“0Oh, really, yvou fellows—"

“Shut up Bunter!" said the captain
of the Remove. “Look here, you men,
from what I hear, Tom Merry and his
ieam are going great guns—="

“Will you ¢ uégl-: that silly gabhle and
listen to & fellow #* exclaimed Bunter
impatiently. “Blow cricket! Bless Tom
Merry! Dother ericket! For goodness’

THE MAGNET

sake shut up a minute and listen! 1
say, I haven't dome the lines Mossoo
ave me yesterday, and the little beast
was doubled them. You know, I took in
fifty yesterday when we all went to the
study—and what do you think? The
rotten little brute makes out that he
gave me two hundred.”

“So he did!” )

“Well, I don’t care whether he did or
not ! He never does remember a fellow's
lines,” said Bunter hotly. “What's he
beginning it now for, I'd like to know?
Tl-tempered little beast | Skinner says
he's shirty because his  relations in
Franca are dunning him for money———"

“T'll kick Skinper next lime I cee
him.2

“Well, it's pretty well known that
most of his salary goes home,” said
Bunter, “That's why he wears that
frowsy old ccat. And look at his boots [

“1 think I'd better kick you, as well
o3 Bkinper.”

“0Oh, don’t play the goatl” =aid
Bunter irritahlir. " As the mattor stands,
the cheeky little beast makes out that I
ought to have dome another hundred
and fifty lines of thet putrid Henriade
yesterday, and he's doubled them, end
that lands me with threa hundred lines
—in French, mind you! Of courze, &
fellow can’t do them.”

“Then a fellow will get licked, and
serve 8 fellow jolly well right " said
Bob Cherry. * And now give your chin
a rost, and ug, tool?

“Well, if I'tm reported to Smedley
and whopped, I'll make the little beast
sit up for it1” said Bunter darkly.
“Bmithy’s gob quite clear, after mop-
ping that bag &f flour over his napper.
He's jolly well afraid to go for him,
that's what it amounts te.”

“He doesn't know Smithy did it if

Smithy did,” said Wharton.

“He iﬂﬂy well does,” retorted
Bunter, "because I heard Winpgate
speaking to Smithy about it this

morning.”

“What's Wingate got to do with it1”

“He found Smithy out somehow, and
reported him to Mossoo. He told Smithy
he expected him to be sacked for it,
and that if he had any decency he
would be grateful to Mossoo for letting
him off.”

"My only hat!® The Tamous TFive
forgot even ecricket for a moment in
their intercst and surprize at this news,

“Alean to say, Mosseo Lknows it was
Smithy, and hosn't taken him to the
Head 7 exelaimed Bob.

“ Just that,” answered Bunter:; “and
it can only mean that ho funks it! Ide's
afraid of being ragzged worse than ever
if he got a [ellow bunked—see ™

“ Fathead Y said Harry Wharton.
“1f he got a lellow bunked for ragging,
ithere wouldn't be much more raggin
for a jolly long time, 1 fancy. 0S50
if I know why he's let S8mithy off. Must
be the kindest-hearted Leak that ever
beaked 1"

“Io's a good little ase1” zaid Bob.
“ Dash it all, I should think even Emithy
would be decent to him, after this["

“Oh, rotl” said Bunter. “I expect
it was funk.  Well, if he's ofraid of
going for Smithy, it's pretty safe to
rag the little beast! And I can jolly
well tell you that if T get a whopping
for not doing my impot I shall jolly
i-.rlel'll rag kim wo..e than Smithy did.

“Bunter | said a emooth quist voica,

Tha juniors =spun round, to see M
Smedley, the master of the Remove,
step from the stairs lo the landing.

They gave him grim looks.

Not ope of them had heard him
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coming up the Remove staircase. The
Creeper and Crawler was seldom
heard.

That, coraing stealthiiy up the stairs,
he had overheard all that the jumiors
were saying or the landing was certain.
Only too well they knew the ways of
the Creeper and Crawler. .

He took no notice of the Famous Five,
His eyes wera on Billy Bunter, who was
gn;ghng- at him in alarm.

“0h, yes, sir1* gasped Bunter,

“Monsieur Charpentier has reported
to me that you have not written your
lines, Bunter.™

“(Oh, the beast!” gasped Bunter.

“What1"

“J—I—I mean I—D’'m just going to
do them, sir. I—I was just telling thesa
chaps thet—that I'm just going to wire
in  like—like anything!” proaned
Bunter. **I—I'm rather keen on lines.
sir, especially in French ! I—I'll go and
do them now, sir!”

“F¥ou will follow me to my study,
Bunter.”

“(h heavens |

Mr. Smedley went down the stairs
again, followad by the hapless fat Owl
Harry Wharton & Co. looked at one
another.

“The sneaking rotter!™
Bob.

“Listnnini arain 1” grunted Johnny
8

murrmuraed

Bull. “My hat! T wish the Head would
catech him at it some dayl He would
gecon ba sent back to Leggett &
Tegpers I

“He couldn’t send for Bunter—had
to corno up after him on tiptoe!" said
Frank Nugent. “He likes an excuse
for barging in, and ecatching what
fellows may be saying. I say, he must
have heard all that Bunter was saying
about Smithy [

“Must have,” agreed Harry Wharton.
“Luckily, that-won’t hurt Bmithy now,
as Mossoo’s let him off. It rests with
Mossoo, not Smedler.

Mr. Smedley, as he went down to his
study, was thinking thet he had a good
deal of lwek! His creeping and crawl-
ing methods seemed to have paid, at
last ] Hle had learned that Smithy was
guilty of the flour-bag outrage, though,
at the same time, that the French master
had wnaccountably let him off punish-
ment for the same, 'That, however, was
not going to rest where it was. Mr.
Smedley was in a state of satisfaction
as he went into his study—a feeling not
at all shared by Bunter, as he followed
him in

The temporary master of the Remova
picked up r cane from the table.

“Bend over that chair, Bunter |”

"I—I say, sie—" groaned Bunter.

“Do not keep me waiting 1I?

“Oh hasvens!”

Bunter bent over the chair. To his
surprize, he received only a flick. But
a flick was encugh to lgra.w a fearful
vell from Billy Bunter.

“Yorooch 1™

“You may go,” said Mr. Smedlery,
throwing down the came. *“Shut the
door after vou. Bunter—go at once I

Bunter rolled out of the study, wrig-

ling, but wondering at his good luck.
gmedley had a heavy hand with a cane
when he was in o bad temper, which
was often. Apparently, he was in 8
good temper now, and Bunter had got
offi very cheaply.

In point of fact, Mr. Smedley did not
care two straws whether DBunter had
done hiz lines for the French master
or not, and was only anxious to be rid
of him while he reflected on what he
had just discoverad, and laid hiz plans
accordingly. Luciuz Teggers—aliasg

Smedley—was at Greyfriars School to
sea Herhert Vernon-Smith sacked, if he
cauld.

In fouring the French master the pre-
vicus day, Smithy had ssked for the
“sack ¥ that Lucius was so keen to sce
him receive—and all would have been
well, but for the action of the French
master in letting him off. Smedley,
as he paced his study, with his brows
wrinkled, was thinking the matter out—
thinking hard. Monsicur Charpentier,
who had so inexplicably let the matter
drop, had to be'made to take 1t up ﬂ.g:uin
and push it to its rigorous conclusion.
And the only guestion was how—ihe

uestion that Mr. Smedley was now
thinking out with cold and ruthless
determination.

li OUR JOKE EDITOR I
CHUCKLED,

now it's your turn to laugh at the
F following storyetic which has
earned R. H. Cowell, of 9,

for ;

Colwille Rnad, !_.e:y‘r.u nstone, E.1 !,
one of this week's

USEFUL POCKET KNIVES!

.”J

LR ]

i

i

First Burglar: " If | ¢can pick
this lock, we can lay our hands on
tentho usand poundsa ! "

Becond Burglap: "That's
good ! But Just go sasy with the
blade of my penknifel!!

Lock hvely with wour efforts,
chums. You raise the laugh, and
I'll supply the prize |
All efforts to be sent to:
" Limericks and Jokes ™ Editer,
clo Macxer, 5, Carmelite Street,
London, E.C.4 {Comp.).

—e———r

e

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER,
Skinner in a Fix!

= wHAT'E that game?” asked
vy Bnoop.
“Now gort of gvm-

nastics " asked Stott.

Harold Skioner. of the IRemove,
scowled at his friends. -

Ho was wripgling weirdly as ke joined
them in the guadrangle. It was not a
amo, and 1t was not gymnasties.
kinner had been *whopped.”

“ The litile beast!” said SBlkinner.

“Which and who?" mzked Snoop.

“That little blighter Mossoo | IHe's
reported to Smedley all the fellows whao
haven't done their lines! I've had six 1™

And Bkinoer wriggled painiully.

Skinner had not been so lucky as
Bunter. He had como first] Smedley
had given S2kinner his “six £ before

up ta tha Remove to call Bunter.

goin
ad laid them on with his usual

Hao
vim,

“The rotten little brute!™ said
Skincer. *“ e never reports & chap for
a whopping ! Starting & new stunt, it
seems. Smedley's whopped me and gone
looking for DBunter. And frem what
I've heard, the little beast lot Smithy
aff, afier ﬁnding out that it was Smithy
that floured him  DBunter thinks he
funks petting & mman bunked for
ragging, and 1t jolly well looks like it.
Well, he's going to get some more.”

“ Don't vou tiv chucking flour-bage in
at hiz window |" prinned Bnoop. * ¥You
mayn't be so lucky as Smithy i? he spois
j"ﬂ"..ln.”

“He ain't in hizs study now,” said
Stott. “I passed him under the elms
g little while ago talking to himself
and waving his paws about. I fancy
old Froggy's got something on his
mind."”

“MNot in his study [ repeated Skinner.
“ Bure 1

¥ guitei I say, where are you going 1"

h, nowhere in particular {*

Skinner went into the House again,
leaving Snoop and Stott grinning. They
could guess where Ekinner was going,
after ascertaining so particularly that
Mozsoo was not in his study.

Harold S8kinner was fecling sore and
savage. And having already heard what
Bunter had to tell on the sulject, he
rather shared the fat Owl's belief that
Mossoo funked getting a man sncked
for ragging. That secemed to Skinner,
as it did ‘0 DBunter, the only explana-
tion of Mossoo’s forgiveness of the fellow
who had Aoured him. It was a rather
encouraging belief, to a fellow who was
bent on “getting his own back ™ for a
whopping | 8till, Bkinner was very
cautions.

e strolled with a careless air towards
Masters” Btudies.  As he contered the
passage he met Dillv Dunter coming
away from Mr. Smedlov's study.

“{icked ?” asked Skinner.

“Just a flick,” answered the Owl of
the Eemove. "I thought it was going
to be swipes, end it was just a little
flicle. I gay, that beast Smedley seems
to be In 8 good temper for once,
wonder why "'

“Fle -wasn't when he whopped me, a
quarter of an hour agel” grﬂwiﬁd
Skinner.

Heo wriggled Pa.infuliv.

# e, he, he I'" came from DBunter.

Having got off so cheaply himself, the
fat Owl seemed to find something enter-
taining in Skinner's painful wriggle.

Skinner refrained from kicking him;
ho did not want any beaks to look out
of their studies. unter went on_his
way, grinning, and Skinner walked on
rather quickly towards the French
mastar’s study.

He tapped, and opened the door.

Had Mossoo come 1n, Skinner was
prepared to explain that he had como
to say that he was very sorry ho had
not done his lines. Buf Mossoo was not
thers, and Skinner slipped quickly in
and closed the door after him.

Keeping screened by the curtains at
the window, he loocked out into the

uad, bright in the May sunshine. 1In
?im distance, walking under the elms,
wasz a little, dapper figure, moving with
irregular jerks. It was Mossoo—at s
safe distance | :

Skinner felt he had plenty of timae.

fl!-a proceeded to make the best uso
ol tt.

Hiz first proceeding was to take the

inkpot from the table and pour its con-

tents into tho table drawer over the
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papers therein, This seemed fo Mkinoer
quite a good beginning.

It was only the first step—and he
mntended to take a pood many more
similar steps! As it happened, how-
ever, he did not. For as he replaced
the empty inkpot on the table, there was
a tap et the study dgor on the ouiside.
Rhinner jumped.

Mossoo was far enough awav. Dut
some other beak, evidently, was coming
to sea Mossoo in his study! That was
an gecurrence that even the astute
Skinner eculd not have guarded against.

Skinner was quick on the uptake. Hae
was g fellow that always had his wits
asbout him. ¥ven as the tap sounded
at the door, he ducked under the study
table and vanished.

A moment later the door opened,

“Monsigur Charpentier!” It was
My, Bmedley’s voice.
kinner was thankful that he had

ducked out of sight. Hardly twenty
nunutes ago Jiwedley had whopped him
with & heavy bhand., Skinner did not
want any move.

Az the French master was not present,
he expected the man to go. One glance
should have shown Smedley that
Mossoo was not there.

He heard an impatient exclamation.

Bmedley, seeing that the TFrench
master was not present, seemed annoyed.

For a moment or two the Remove
master stood in the doorway. Then he
came inte the study.

Skinner hardly breathed.

Smedley crossed to the window,
which was open on the quad. He
looked out, and Skinner Leard him eall
to a fellow in the quad.

“Coker I

" Bhi—what

Coker of the Tifth Form stared
round as his name was called from a
miafer's study window.

you know whether lonsieur
Charpentier is in the quadrangle,
Coker 1™

“(h, Jesl I saw him a few minutes
afa, sSir.

*Please tell him that I should be glad
to speak to lum when he comes in."

Coker of the Fifth stared at Mr.
Smedley, As he said afterwards to
Potter and Greene, he wondered where
the blighter got the nerve from to send
& Fifth Form man on messages like a
dashed fag in the doshed Second or the
dashed Third. Having stared and
grunted, Coker of the Fifth stalked
away across the quad to carry that
e Smedle haps i

r. Bmediey, perhaps ignorant of
the fact that he had offended the di
mty of Horace Coker of the Fifg
tormt, or perhaps careless of it, con-
tinued to-stand at the window for some
minutes. Then he turned round, and
stepped towards an armchair and sat

WL

Skinner, under the table, could have
groaned with dismay. The brute was
avidently gomng to wait there till
Frogey came in. That did not matter,
2o long as he did not discover Skinner.
But it he happened to drop anythi
and stoop for it, he would infallibly
perceive the junior crouching under the
study table. If he st»::m'ped to stir the
fire, and happened to glance round

Fortunately for 8kinner, Mr. Smedley
did not. He remained in blissful ignor-
anca that & member of his Form was
in tha room with him.

It was only about five minutes before
Monsieur Charpentier’s quick, jerky
stepa wurﬁdheard coming up the passage

study.

The dapgﬂr littla gentleman cama in,
and My, Smedley rose to his feot at

TeEE MaGxeT LIBRARY.—No. 1,471,

once. He doked rather curiously at
Maossoo’s face, clonded -with trouble.
Poor Mossoo was no adept at conceal-
ing his feelings. Whatever was on his
mind was generally “writ large ™ on his
face. Now there was trouble on his
mind, and it was reflected in his speak-
111%‘ countenancs.

fellows of Skinner’s kidney made a
good many joekes abeut the French
master's poverty, and his old coat, and
the fact that i1t was hardly a secret
that most of his cash went across the
Channel to support a rather large
family of nephews and nieces. They
saw something comic in the litile gentle-
man pinching and economising to pro-
vide for the needs of others.

Even in Masters’ Common-room com-
ments on Mosson were not always

faveurable. Members of Dr. Locke's
staff were paid good salaries. Prout,
the mastor of the Fifth, had asked

Capper, the Fourth Form beak, whether
the man really fancied that that coat
would last him another term. Capper
agreed that certain appearances were
expected in certain positions.

Mr. Smedley had not been long at
Greyfriars, but he had heard zll the
cackle of the Common-room. As he
locked ab the little French gentleman's
waorried face, he wondered contemptu-
ously for a moment whether it was
IIE.'I'E"i'-llpl'IE".EE that was werrying him.

hMossoo, always polite, bowed to him
with his dancing-master grace,

“I regret tat I wvas not viz me ven
Tou come to ses me” he sald, closing
the door. “Pleasse to sit down,
monsieur.”

Mr. Smedley sat down again, and the
French master took another chair. He
sat down, hardly & yard from the
wrefched Skinner.

“I have called to speak to you, sir,
about the ruflianly outrage that ccourred
i this study  yesterday,” said Mr.
Smedley. “A boy of my Form——"

“Mais oui, but zat is all right I said
Monsieur Charpentier. “He is ovair
and done vie”

“1 fear, siv, that, as the boy's Form-
master, I ecannot agree to that,” said
Mr. Smedley. “TFrom what I learn "—
he did not state how he had learned it—
“from what I learn, sir, the boy who
threw the bag of flour over you was
Vernon-8mith.” .

“Vrail” said Monsieur Charpentier.
“But zat is all vight! He bave come to
me;: he zay he is sorry, and he iz let
on,*

“Let en?' repeated Mr.
puzzled for a moment. “0h, you mean
that ha is let off ¥7

“Clest comme cal Ouil
finigh 1#

“Alay I ask, Monsieur Charpentier,
why yvou decided to Eardun a boy who
was guilty of so shocking an outrage?”

The French master pauzed before
raplying.

“I have ze reason,” he said at Jast.
“"Hea is ona verrea bad boy, ze baddest
of all 26 bovs in zis ecolal Bub 1
forgive him, because if he vat you call

Smedlay,

Zat iz all

g axpel, he shall be in verree bad trouble

chez son pero—viz his fazzer.”

AMr. Smedley's eves glittered. For the
same reason that he desired to see the
E_aur;der sacled, Mossoo had pardoned

b

“Y ean hardly conzent to thiz, Alon-
sieur Charpentier,” ho =aid. “As the
boy's Form-master, I desire fo see
justice dene. A boy of my Form has
cammitted an act for which ho deserves
to ba expelled from Gregiriars.
desira the matter to bo placed before
the headinaster for judgment.”

“Je comprends—I understand you,
gir. But I have tell ze boy zat he is

THE MAGNET

pardon, and zat is 2is," said Mossgo, no
doubt meaning that that was that. “Ze
affair, he is finish."

Smedley compressed hizs lips.

“I have my duty to do, sir, as master
of the Remove,” he said. *1 am bound
to placa this matter before Dr. Locke,
and T shall expect you, sir, to leave it
i his hands for decision.”

“Non, non [*

“I have a right to insist, sir."”

_“Pas du tout]” DMonsienr Charpen-
tier was a gentle ereature, but he had
plenty of spirit, and there was a
domingering tone in Smedley's voica
that he did not like at all. “I have said
zat he is finish! Am I not ze partay
zat 13 injure? Sans doutel! ¥ go not
to ze Jlead !”

__“Y¥You can scarcely avoid deing =e, sir,
if I report the matter, and Dr. Locke
calls upon you to state the facts.”

Moszsoo's face set.

“Monsieur Smedley, I regret to dis-
please you,” he said. “But if I go to
zo Head, T say zat I have pardon zat
boy, and zat 1 have told him zat it is
all finizh ! And I zink, sir, zat ze Head
leave it at zat,™

There was silence 1in the study. Mr.
sSmedlay was feeling like a cat seecing
a mouse escape. Heo knew that what
Monsieur Charpentier stated was per-
fectly correct. Dr. Locke would have
expelled Vernon-Simith for what he had
done, without the slightest hesitation,
had the matter come before him in the
ordinary way. But if Monsieur Charpen-
tier informed him that he had pardoned
the boy for his conduct, the Mead would
naturﬂiy regard the matter as being at
an end. He would be surprised—he
might even be suspicious—if Mr.
Smedley showed a keen determination
to bring about an expulsion for an
offence forgiven by the injured party.
Certainly it was not possible to get the
Bounder expelled for that "outrage ™
without the concurrence of the French
master.

Mr. Smedley sat silent, savage, de-
feated. Monsieur Charpentier glaneed
at the door—as a hint that it was time
for his visitor to go. And Skinner,
under the study table, longed for both
of them fo go.

A .

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Mossoo is Insulted !

R. SMEDLEY did not go.
M Ho sat with a knitted brow
breathing hard. He was de-
foated; but there was too
much at stake for Lueius Teggers to
admit defeat if he could help it.

There was littla of the milk of human
kindness in his composition. He could
not understand a man forgiving an
offence, which he bitterly resented,
simply becsuse the alternative was an
excessively severe punishment for the
offender.

But there it was; and he had to make
the best of it. BAlonsieur Charpentier
might be o fool, ap ass, a soft-hearted
mooning old idiot, in 8medley’s opinton,
But there it was! Ha had to deal with
the fact, and the fact was that Mossoo
wae not going to send Vernon-S3mith
home to face his father's wyath, _

“Zat iz all finish 1" repeated Monsieur
Charpentier, and sgain be glanced at
tha door. : .

“ Possibly,” said Mr. Smedley, in leis
smoothest tone, clearing the frown from
hizs brow, “wa can arrange this matter
amicably, sir.”

“Jo no comprends pas.”

Mr. Smedley conghed, IHe was not a
man of delicacy; but he realised that he
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" Go ! said Monsleur Charpentier.

“* Allez-vous-en ! Speak

13

|' [ ||IJ.

gl

—

)

not to me again—I despise you, sair |

I Eink you one

peeg 1> Mr. Smedley clenched his hands and made a stride at the litile Frenchman, towering over him. Wiih a snori of
scorn, Mossoo snapped his fingers In Smediey’s face. Skinner, under the table, longed for hoth masters to leave.

was pgoing to tread on delicate ground
now,

“Let us speak of something else, sir,"”
he znid. *“1 have becn sorry to observe
that wou secem somewhat depressed in
gpirits of late. I trust that you have
received no bad news from vour native
country 1’

“ Helas ! said Monsicur Charpentier,
falling into the teap at once. “ Bub zat
iz too true ! Zab 18 verree kind of you,
Monsieur Bmedley| Le pauvre petit
Henri—ze poor little Henri—he 11
malade—vat you call, cel—"

“Fel?" ropeated Mr.
blankly. *Oh, ill ™

“Zat is so—eel—verree, verree eel!”
gaid Moszoo. " Zat pauvre leetle Henri,
mon neveu—la pauvre bon garcon1”

Mr. 8medley assured him of hiz sym-
pathy.

That was enough for the effusive
Mossoo—more than enoughl Al he
wanted was a listener |

It was Mossoo’s happy custom to wear
hiz heart upon his eleeve! He would
conbide his most intimate affairs to any-
bady. :

Members of the Common-room had to
dodge and elude Mossoo's confidences,

They did not slways succeed; and so
they could not help knowing all about
]it.Lfﬁ Henri, and little Albert, and little
CHarlot, and little Henriette, and little
Marie, and little Lucette,

Every beak at Greviriars had seen all
their photographs, not once, but many
times.

OF late, Mossoo’s worried looks had
ceused the other beaks to dodge his con-
fidences more warily than ever. They
did not want to listen to a tale of woel

Bo Bmedley's kind sympathy had the
effect on Mossoo of the opening of the
floodgatoes.

For » steady tem minutes Mossoo

Smedlay

talked
breath, _

Smedley in the armehair, and Skinner
under the table, learned that his nephew
Henri had long been ill; an expensive
illness that had sepped Mossoo's
resources to breaking-point.

MNow Mossoo had received a letter in-
forming him that only an expensive
nursing-heme in the south of France
could save Littla Henri.

Mot less than five thousand francs was
the sum regquired. And not only wera
Mossoo’s resources exhausted, buf an
advance of salary obtained from the
headmaster was exhausted, too.

Mossoo was in that sad state known as

almost without pausing for

“stony.” He could hardly “touch ¥ the h

Head for another advance. He was *au
desespoir '=—in despair !

No wonder Smithy had seen that tear
trickling down poor Mossoo's nosael

Mr. Smedley listencd, with a sym-
pathetic face, though without the slight-
€3t throb of sympathy in his heart.

Hiz own opinion was that Mossoo was
an old fool, who was being sponged on
by a gang of peor relations.

But he made a ropid mental caleula-
tion that five thousand francs was rather
under forty pounds.

It was worth forty pounds, or ten
times that sum, or & hundred times that
sum, to get Herbert VYerpon-Smith
gacked from Greyiriars.

The sack for Smithy would be fol-
lowed by the adoption of Lucius Teggers
as tha heir of Mr. Samuel Vernon-
S8mith! That meant millions !

Mr. Smedley thought that he saw his
way clear now He had puessed cor-
rectly the cause of the French master’s
troubled locks. He had learned how the
matter stood | He had only to turn that
mn&!mr to his own use, to serve his own
andas,

“ But, mt.ﬁ dear sir,” said Mr, Smed-
ley, “in these circumstances, surely »
loan from a friend—"

Mossoo made gestures.

“How can I ask? Helas, no, pas
possiblel Im Angleterre I have no
friend zat wvill, vat you e¢all, cough up,
five zousand france! Non!”

“I should be very ]mpg{y to place that
sum af your d':;fansa.'l, Monsieur Char-
pentier. It would be a pleasure to me.”

Monsicur Charpentier stared at him.

He had not seen very much of the
new moember of the staff; and what he
had secn he had not liked.

Of all the beaks at Grevfriars, Mr.
Amedley was about the last he would
ave expected to make a generous offer
like this.

Ha was dumbfounded,

“ Mais—mais—but—" he gasped &t
last. “You mean not zis, mon ami.”

“I mean it, every word, sir!” said
Mr. Smedley. “I should be only too
ha‘ppy to c-hli%'a gﬁu with such a loan.”

*Mon Diay ut—but it vill be long
timo—verree long time—avant—before
gt I can pay him.”

“That iz immaterial.”

“¥You lend me five zousand francs,
end you vait long, leng time for to
payl”’ gasped DMonsieur Charpentier.
Ho seemed unable to believe it; and
Skinner, under the tablo, was still less
able to do so. Skinner wos wonderin
dizzily what the Creeper and Crawler's
game was,

“ Certainly I"

“0Oh, sairl"™ Monsieur Charpentier
jumpe up, almost weeping with
emotion. “Oh, sair| Zat is too good!
Zat is too generous! Jammis, novalr
can I zink of zis! Ah, pour cela, non,
non "

{Continued on prge 16.)
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(Continued from page 13.)

“My dear fellow, it

ia quite all
“1 will lend

right,” said Mr. S8medley.
nsist

you the sum with pleasure—I
upon it1"

“Sair, since Fou ATE S0 ZCOOETOUS, SO
bon, j'accepte | Zat I embrace you so,
generous one | gasped Mossoo.

Mr. Bmedley did not want to be em-
braced by the effusive French gentle-
man. He rose hastily from the chair
and moved round the table.

“My dear sir, I assure you it will be
a pleasure,"” he said. *“I have the bank-
notes in my study and will fetch them
now."’

“Qh, sair!” pasped Monsicur Char-
pentier, His eoyes, wet with tears,
danced. Hea could scarcely believe that
his treubles had ended in this aasy way,
As 8 matter of fact, they hadn't|

“One listle mattor,” said Mr. Smedley
casually. “I mm sure that you would
be willing to oblige me, Monsieur Char-
pentier—""

“Anyzing, sair!
is_rl-

“In the matter of Vernon-Smith—"

Zat affair he i3 finish, mon ami.”

“I have very strict views in matters
of discipline, Monsicur Charpentier, I
cannot overlook Vernon-Smith's. offence
8s you have done. I desire the matter
to be laid before the Head—by you.”

Monsieur Charpentier looked at him,
and the effusive juﬁ and gladness dicd
out of his faea. a began to under-
stand. A wave of crimson came into his
aa‘irlnw chools,

“Mnnﬁlen.lr]" he gasped faintly.

“I atn sure that you will oblige me in
this, Monsieur Charpentier,” said M.
- E;‘ﬁ:dlg}' smoothly,
o Suir,” said Monsieur Charpentier,

zat matter is close! I give zat boy
Smeet my vord, sair! Zo vord of a
Frenchman, siv! You ask me not to
m:ash zat vord "

“I ask you to place Vernon-Smith's
conduct before the Hend, and Jeave him
to be judged by his headmaster.’

:: Zat I cannot do. Jamais! Novair [

“Really, Monsieur Churpentier, you
will realise that one good turn deserves
mi?l:lw_r,’!*_ said Mr, Smedley.

“Bair,’? said Monsieur  Charpentier
quietly, ““let us comprehend one anozrer.
You offair to lend me five zousand
franes. Zat offair has nozzing to do viz
ze garcon Smeet,"”

2 & h:u.§ evervthing to do with it
monsteur,” answersd Mr.,  Smedley
coldly. “I will oblige you with pleasura
if you will oblige ma."

The red deepened in Mossoo’s sallow
face. Bkinner, under the table, held his
breath. He knew the Creeper and
Gﬂa%vie:'f gl"?l'mﬁ Now.

‘Bair I” Monsieur Charpentior’s voi
trembled. * Sair, T touch 11:; zat Mﬂno;?
I am insult| Gardes zat money, sair!
You are one rascal, sair ™

Mr, Smedley started.

Monsieur Charpentier pointed to the
door with a shoking finger.

“ Allez-vous-en 1" he  said. “Go
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Ma vie—my lifa

Leave zis study ! I zink zat you offair
to help me in my trouble, and vat do I
learn! Zat vat you offair is one bribel
Mon Dien! Ii you vas not one coguin,
one scoundrel, sair, you understand zab
you insult me! Go! Peegl Cochon!
Keep zat money! Go avay, and enter
not my presence any more times! FPah !
I despise you, sairl”

Tha French master’s voice trembled
with anger and scorn.

Mr. 8medley stared at him. It had
hardly oceurred to his hard, cold, sordid
mind that the Frenchman, Eu'r&'_f}n need
of money as he was, would feel insulted
at the suggestion of such a compact.
His belief was that Mossoo had told his
tale in the hope of “touching ' him for
a loan, and that he would jump at the
chance. That outburst of angry scorn
and contempt surprised him as much as
it enraged him,

“Go!" repeated Monsieur Charpen-

ticr. “Allez-vous-en! Speak not to me
again! I despise you, sair! I zink you
ono peeg "

Mr. Smedley eclanched his hands. He
had failed—hopelessty failed. His bitter
temper rose, and he made a stride at
the little Frenchman, towering over
him, He was powerfully tempted to
give Mossoo the thrashing of his life,
So far from being intimidated by the tall
man who towered over him, Mossoo
steod up to him like an excited turkey-
cock. With o snort of scorn, he snapped
his fingers in Smedley’s face.

“Zat for you!” he exclaimed shrilly.
“Go, je vous commande, ozzervise I hit
you viz zo foot [

Mr. Smedley realised that it would not
do. He had his position at Greyfriars
to think of. He restrained his rage,
strode to the door, hurled it open, and
stamped out without another word.

"Mon Diewi" gasped Mossoo. " Mon
Disu! Le coquin! hon! Peepl”

For zeveral minutes Monsieur Char-
pantier whisked about the study like an
cxcited fowl, muttering and gesticulat-
ing; then, fo Skinner's immense relief,
he whizked out, and his jorky footsteps
died away down the passage. Skinner
crawled out from under the table, and,
after o cautious peep out of the door-
way, took his own departure hurriedly.

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Up to Smithy !

ARRY WHARTON clapped his
H hands, dropping his bat for that
urpose. A dozen Bemove

allows shouted.

“Rrave, Smithy 1"

*Dh, well caught !

It is not every batsman who claps his
hands and beams with delight at seeing
himself caught. Dut Harry Wharton
had reason. He was a good %at} end ho
conld have sworn that no man in the
ficld could have touched the ball he had
just sent whizzing. How the Bounder
had got it he hardly knew. But he had
got it, and he held 1t up, grinning. And
it.f}ﬁ captain of the Hemove beamed on

LT,

It was only practice; but the Remove
men were getting into form for the
match with 8t Jim's, and it was clear
that Vernon-Smith was in great shape.
He seemed as good in the held as with
either the willow or the leather—and ha
was, as Wharton joyfullv realized, a rod
in pickle for Tom Merry & Co. when
they came over.

“Zood man, Smithy 1 shouted Whar-
ton. “0Oh, good man [

“Well eanght, old bhean!” chirruped
Bob Cheryv.

“The catchfulness was terrific, my
esteemed  and nidiculous Smithy
beamed Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.
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The Bounder grinned cheerfully. Ha
deserved the applause he received, and
it was like wine to him. He was keen
on cricket, but he loved the limelight
more than the gpame.

A good many fellows had gathered
round to watch the Bounder; he was
almost always worth watching on the
cricket ground.  Bkinner came down
from the House and joined the juniors
looking on. Thera was a rather sarcastio
grin on Skinner's faca. He wondered
what Bmithy and the fellows who were
cheering him would have thought had
they known what he could have told
them. Smithy had been in danger the
day before, but the danger was over; he
had dismissed it from his mind. He was
quite unaware that while he was ot
games practice that afterncon the danger
had recurred, and only the sense of
honour of & man he had treated badly
and disrespectfuily had stood between
him and the “long jump.”

Skinner was going to give the Dounder
the tip, all the more because 1t was near
tea-time and he was more than willing
to tea in Smithy's lavish study. DBut he
had to wait tili' the practice was over.
Harry Wharton & Co. forgot the exist-
ence of fellows like Skinner when games
wera on, and at the present moment, at
least, Bmithy was at one with the Co.

When at length the fellows came in,
Smithy walked back to the House with
the Famous Five, on the best of terms
with them, his face bright and cheery,
and did not notice that Skinner followed
them in. They went up to the Remove

assage together, and Skinner heard the

ounder ask them to tea, and the little
erowd headed for Study No. 4 in the
Remove. Skinner followed on, in van,
trying to eatch tha Bounder's eye.

Looking into the study from the door-
way, Skinner caught that ecye at last,
but did not read a welcom: in it. When
Bmithy had the cricketing fellows in his
study he did not want Skinner.

“Want anvthin’' 1" asked the Bounder
rather pointedly. "

Skinner shrugpged his shoulders.

“ Oh, nothing I'* he answered. “I was
poin’ io tell you somethin’ about Smed-
ley, but T dare say it would enly bera
vou.” And he stepped back into the
WSS,

“Haold on!" sald the Bounder hastily.
He glanced at the Famous Five. *You
men mind if Skinner teas here t°

“ Why should we?” gaid Harry, with
a smile,

“Come in, Skinner.” ;

It was not, perhaps, the most pressing
and urgent of invitations, but it was
near enoupgh for Bkinner, He came in
cheerfully enough. :

Over tea, cricket and the coming St
Jim's match were the topics. The
Bounder eved Skinner several times, but
ke was in no hurry—guite content fo
devote himself to the excellent fare. In
a lull of the ericket “jaw,” however,
Smithy put it direetly.

“What's that  about
Skinner '

“He's got hiz knife into you, Smithy,"”
grinned Skinner,

“That's ng news.” ,

“J mean he's not stickin' at trifles,
sald Skinner. “I could hardly belicve
my ¢ars. I don't know what sort of a
bargos Leggett & Teggers have sent
us this time. If the Head knew the kind
of rat he was he would be kicked out so
quick it would make his head swim.”

“What's the latest?’ asked Harry
Wharton, politely dropping the topie
that interested him very much for one
that interested him very little.

Skinner told his story. i

The Bounder listened to it rather in

Bmodley,
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bitter anger than surprise. Why Bmed-
ley was so savagely and pertinaciopsly
on Ins traill he did not know, but he
knew that the fact was indubitable.
Whether it was hecauze Smithy was a
rhady character, or for some other
reason  unknown, there was no doubt
whatever that Smedley wanted to zce
him sacked.

But Harry Wharton & Co. were not
only surprised, but rather dubious. They
agreed that Bmedley was a worm; but
this was rather over the limit even for
0 WOTI.

“1IF that's true, the man's a hﬂw]inf
cad 1" said Harry., ““He must be a fool,
too, to think that Mossoo would do any-
thing of the kind. He's not a man to
break lns word to a chap.”

“IFP? zpid Skioner, with a scowl

*Well, it’s rather steep.” said the cap-

tain of {he Remogve; “and—and you
draw the longhow atv times, you know,
Skinner.'

“The drawfulness of the osteemed
longbow i3 ocessionally terrific, my
citeomed Bkinner,” remarked the Nabob
of Bhanipur.

“Well, it's true,” grunted Skinner,
“And I’ve told you to put yon on your
guard, Smithy. That man will get you
sacked if hea can—and he won't stick at
much, He was ready to lend Mossoo
forty pounds if he would have played
up. And I can tell you Aossco wants
the money! That’s what's been the
matter with the little brute lately.”

“Poor old Mossoo | said Bob Cherry.
“If he's as pushed for money as all
that, he’s & good little sportsman to turn
Smedley down., You ought to kick vour-
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self for mepping that fAour over him,
Bmithy !

“Think I don't feel like that?”
growled the Bounder. “I'd have Lkicked
myself a dozen times if that would have
done any good. lwook here, Skinner,
vou've sure you' ve got it right 7"

“1 heard every word under the table.”

“T mean about the money.”

“Tive thonsand franes was what he
znid, That would he about forty pounas
in English money.”

“Dashed if 1 see where Smedley was
getting it from,” sald Nugent. “1t's not
a small sum for & man to hand over.”

“And just fo sea Smithy  sacked !
sald Johnny Bull. “It sound: awfully
steep! Why should he be so keen om
that ¥7

(Continued on awext poge.)

Raaders who want any knotty cricket problems solved
should write, without delay, fo * UMPIRE,;!* ¢/o The

MAGNET, The Fleetway Houge, Farringdon Street,
L'D"ﬂﬂﬂ'ﬂ, E—EJ-

The more difficuit the problem the

batter our cricket expeért fikes il.

A CHAT WITH ALAN FAIRFAX!

HE other day I had an intereating

E chat with Alan Fairfax, whom
vou may remembet a8 a player in

the Australian Test team which

vigited this country in 1930, He is mow
» domicited * in London, end, elthough
an Australian, is now busy teaching young

English players how to play cricket—
arn ﬂmi%l:,' conching boys 'wfm‘ may one
day help us to bLeat the Australians.

During the past winter Fairfax had
under lus special care n young
fast bowler named Jack Nye, and he has
hopes that this player mey turn c¢ut to
be as fast—and as accurate—as Harold
Larwood. Nye was brought up on a
farm, and he used fo amuse himself from
time to time bowling with turnips, That
iz an indication of the size of his handa.
And here I might add that many of the
hest bowlers have boen particularly well
equipped in the hands direetion. Yor
example, if you chance to meet Maunce
Tate ot any time, and he grips you by the
hand-—wel you will probably be in doubt,
for & moment, as to whether you are cver
likely to get your hand back |

All that, however, ia by the way., How
I do ramble off when I start on what
ghould be & straight road. Now let me

t back to the talk with Alan Fairfax.

“aslred him whether he thought that, for
Test winning purpozes, the home team or
the touring pacty had the best chanee of
winning, olher things being equal, of
COUrse.

Fairfax had no doubt whatever an the
point. "L always think,” hs said,
* that a touring team going on to the field
to pley in o Test match bave s twellth
wan. ron see they have been togother
for weeks and weeks: have played
together as a team. They know every
whim of their captain, and their captain,
in proportion, alse knows every whim
of his players: knows what they can do
and what they con't do. In addition,
es the touring party is limited in numbers
thers can't the same chopping and
changing of the team as there 13 likely to
be in a side playing in itz own country.”

SUESEX.

¥ think the vecords show that this
Avalralion oriciefer iz right @™
his wviewws : thaet & fouring poariy
kasx cerfoin aodeoonlages over Lhe
team plaging at home, T hos
Freguentigfappened that the visiting
side has won the ** Ashes,” becanse
they have been bGeller, nol as
individuals, but as a fcam. JAnd
while we don’t falkk 5o much about
team spirit and teamm play in cricket
a8 in foolball, I think they are just
as imporlant in the sununer game.

THE MAKE-UP OF ATESTTEAM I

ET us hope, in due course, that the

E England selectors will not change

and chop the team about somuch

thizs senson as they have often

done in the past. I don't think they will,

beeguse Sir Stanley Jaclkson, Mr. Parey

Perrin, and Mr. T. A. Higson, who repre-

gont tho M.C.C. as the Salection Committes,
are level-headed men.

Sir Stanley Jackson waa a preat all-

"round player in the days when he played

for Yorkshire, and he captained England
on many ocoasions. As a skipper he had
what he himself calls one great guality :
that of winning the tozs. In one spell
he beat Joe Dariing, then captain of
Australin, seven times in succession in the
tosa of the coin, No wonder Darling
gob tired of calling wrong, and eventually
persuaded Sir Stanley to let him toss the
coin. It is the privilege of the home
capkain to toss up, of course, but it didn't
matter to Bir Btanley Jackson whether
he bimeslf tossed wp or whether his
opponent tossed up. By the way, just
one littla coincidence T may mention about
the days when the Hon. F. 8. Jackson
(a3 he thon waos) and Darling wero captaing
of Enpland and Australin respectively.
Their birthdayas were the same,

We are all team-builders in these days,
of course, and although nobody would
sugzest that choosing an England side is
an easy task, we are all madii to under-
take it, But I am afraid that ell the
amatour selectors do not think aa much
about the details of the meke-up of a
team as they should do,

L

There must be different Eypes of
bhatsmen and different iypes of
bowlers, while in addition the
fielding side of the fecin should not
be overlooked. Aclually, we have
overlooked this side wore than
once in the past, and I have khoien
captaing of English Test teants teho
have been at their wits’ end fo
hnow which of their snen to pul in
the long field, for instance.

We ecan talk some more about tho
make-up of & Test tearn next week.
Meaniimg, I must turn to my Corres-
pondence and answer oné or twe questions
which I think will be of general interest.

IS YOUR REPLY HERE ?
IRST, in reply to " Wondering,"

F of Doncastor, I hove. to say that

the snick rule, in reference to leg

before wicket, only eppliea sven
in this season, to inter-county matches.
You know what this refercncs 4o
spicked ball means, don't you'? The
batsman is playing st & straight ball.
Heo just touches it on to his legs, but does
not turn it sufficiently to prevent it from
hitting the wicket il his legs had not been
there.

In eordinery erichel the mers
playing of the ball by the bat meons
that the hatsman cannot be out
leg before wicket to that bell, In
counly cricket e can be out in that

way.

Now a boundary query. In a recent
match played in a Sussex village, accord-
ing te & MagneET reader who comes [rom
Haywards Heath, a hatsman made 8
strole towards the boundary. As 1T
happened, the boundery was & long way
off ]Emt- it had been agrecd that only four
rone should count if the ball went over.
Beforo -the ball reached the boundary,
however, and while & flelder was chasing
it, the batemen hed completed five runs.
The ball then went over the boundary,
and the umpire ellowed only [our runs,
That uvmpire was wrong.

The rules plaiuly state ihat if
mare rumns are made before a ball
reaches the boundary thay is allowed
for the boundary then the number of
runa actually completed should be
counted.,

It is just as well that this point should
be brought home to all umpircs. 1 saw
an instance in & county match et the Oval
last season when batsmen ran five before
the ball reached the boundary, and the
umpire only sigoalled four.

& ¥R “ UMPIRE."”

Te: Macner Lisnany.—No. 1,571,
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“YTou don't need telling ha's been
keen on it 1™ grunted the Bounder. “ Ha's
ghown that plain enough before.”

“Well, yes; but not to that extent.
Queleh, when ho was here, seemed to
have an idea that it would improve
Greyiriars if wvou 18ft. But what
Skinner’s told us is & dirty mean trick
—not the thing 3 man would do fron.
8 sense of duty. Why should he have a
personal grudge against yout”

“What's the gond of askin’ me?®”
snapped the Bounder. “I know he has,
and that's thatl! DBy gad, if Mossoo
had fallen for it—— But the man's a
rotten cad, and deesn’t understand o
decent man. And Mossoo’s decent all
through, with all his funny ways.”

“Hear, hear!” said the tea-party, in
sgregment with that.

When tea in Btudy No. 4 was over,
the Famouz Five went down the

assage; they.went in a very deubtful
rame of mind as to tha exact accuracy
of Bkinner's strange tale. But the
Bounder, left alone in his study, had
no doubts. Why the man was so keen
to get him sacked was & mystery; for
it mever crossed his mind to esuspect
that the junior partner in the firm of
Leggett & Teggers had borrowed a
tutor's name to come to Gra:,ifriars* to
*dish ™ his rival for a millionaire's
millicns !

But he believed every word Bkinner
had related. It fitted in with what he
knew B!rEﬂ-&ETM'ﬁHﬂI}’E distress, and
tha tear trickling down his nose, and
his muttered words about “le

BUTT&
petit Henri" It was true encuph, snd
the Bounder knew it. After & time, his

thoughts passed from Smedley and his
enmity, to Mossoo and his need. He
moved about hiz atudy, thinking.

Mossoo had placed him under an
obligation that irked him. In bitter
need of money, he had refused a loan
that would have washed out his diffi-
culties, rather than break his word to
the boy who had disrespectfully uzed
him. He was not only, as the fellows
often said, a “g littla aszs.” He was
a real sportsman. And it came into the
Bounder's mind that, had things been
as thay once had been, had he been
‘able to draw wpon his father for all the

money he wanted, be would have
weighed in and solved the French
master’s problom for him. ]

A term ago he could have asked his
father even for such & sum as foriy
pounds, without risk of refusal. An
ho would have been glad of the chance
to make it “quits.”

But matters were very different now,
He was kept rigidly short of money to
keep him out of mischief.

H'?s father was grimly determined to
disinherit kim if he was expelled. But
he was doing his best to keep him from
getting expelled—and the best way was
to keep him short of cash!

Last term, even forty pounds was not
a large sum to the wealthy Bounder.
This term:, he seldom had as wmuch as
forty pence.

e went to his desk, unlocked a
drawer, and looked at the glittering
diamond pin within,

15 brow was dark.

Already he had fixed it up with a
man who would buy that pin. He was
to roccive forty pounds for it=less than
half its value.

On  that sum the Bounder had
%{_:-r:uaad himself a glorious _r:-iuu%;a.
ith three or four choice gpirits, he
was going off in a car on a half-
holidey, to wisit the races, at a eafe
distance from royfriars—far from
ossible discovery even by the watchful
reeper and Crawler. Now, however,
there were other thoughts in his mind.

To wipe out that obligation that
weighed on him—to stand by the man
whoe had stood by him—that attracted
him. But to give up that glorious
plunge—to which he had looked forward
ever since the beginning of the term,
that was toeo much of o wrench! Hae
had made up his guarrel with Pon &
Co., of Highcliffe School, ,and asked
them o join him—and they wera
coming! How was he fo tell them
that it was all off 7 They would think
@E?t he had taken s scare, and funked
1

He jammed the drawer shut, and
locked it again, still undecided. He
swung out of the study at last, unda-
cided, troubled, his better nature at
war with hiz werse., Hes was scowling
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as he went down the passage. Billy
Bunter - blinked at him on the landing.
“I say, Bmithyt I say, old chap,
I was expecting a postel order this
afternoon, and— Yaroooooh I”
Having kicked Bunter, the Bounder
tramped on, leaving the Owl of tha
Remove roaring with wrath and indig-
nation.  Bunter, certainly, had done
nothing specially deserving of a kick-
%gii jl::'ui: it was a relief to kick some-
i

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Between Good and Evil !

u ALLO, hallo, hallat®
Bob Cherry. *8mith
Mr. S8medley looke

hie study window.

It was the following day—Wednssday
and a half-holiday. After dinner,
Herbert Vernon-Smith was heading for
the sohool gates. when Bob's stentorian
voice hailed him

The Bounder glanced round irritably.

It was rot easy for him to slip out
of the school, even on a half-holiday,
without the Creeper and Crawler’s eye
falling on him. And he particularly
wanied to slip out quietly that alter-
noon, as he had the diamond pin in
hiz pocket, and was going to sece the
man who was to buy it.

What he was poing to do with ths
money when he received it the Bounder
had not yet decided Whether it was
going to see him through one glorious
plunge into blackgnardism, or whether
it was going to help a lame dog over a
stila, Bmithy would not have said him-
self. Anyhow, be was going to sell the
diamond; and that transaction had to
be kept dark.

“What the thump are you relling at
a man for?” demanded the Bounder

bawled
}:Il
out of

angrily. “What the dickens do you
want 7" ;
“Keep ifs ickle temper!” said Bob

cheorily, “ What about games practice?
Forgatten that, Smithy

“ Blow games practics ("

“My dear man, we shan't beat St
Jim's when they come slong by blowing
pames practice ! said Bob.

“Oh rats!”

Vernon-8mith tramped on to the
gates, and went out, leaving Bob
staring affer him. DBob was rather
inclined to welk after the Boonder and
am his head on the gate as went—
or his cheek. However, he refrained,
and went to join the other fellows
going down to cricket.

Mr. S8medley, at his study windosw,
followed Vernon-Smith with hiz eyes
till the seapegrace of the school dizap-
peared.

His expression was not pleasant.

He had had the voung rascal in the
hollow of hiz hand, if only Monsisur
Charpentier had plaved up! That was
all over now. Once more his intended
vietim had escaped him.

Yet he knew that, all the time, the
young rascal was asking for the
Feack ¥ in one way or another. Where
was he pone now, for instance? He
was keen on pames—keen fo play a big
part in the big fixture with St. Jim'a
—yet he had eleared off, eutting games
practica on a half-holiday !

It was useless to shadow him—he waa
too wary to be shadowed to & question-
able destination. Tha Creeper and
Crawler had tried that more than once.
But it was bitter for him fo reflect
that, that very afterncon, the young
blackguard was kicking over the {races,
asking for the sack, and could not be
spotted. )

Mr. Smedley scowled at the pigeons
in the guadrangle.
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‘“ Tra-la-la-la I ** sang Mossoo, in a rather whaeza voice, as he danced round the table in exuberant joy.
. and Harry

La-la I'** The door opened sudde
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“Tra-la-la I

“ I you please, sir——'* he began. The words

died on his lips, at the sight of the dapper liitle gentleman tripping the light fantastic toe.

IIe wanted to get his task done and
gtc- ITe was fed-up with the Greviriars

emove. Bub fortune refused to smile
on him,

IHao left Masters’ Studies at last, and,
wilth his soft and silent tread, went up
to the Bemove passago On a sunny
half-holiday, the junior studies were
deserted. Study No. 4, he knew, miust
be vacant, for ga had watched Vernon-
Smrith go out, and seen Hedwirg 0
down to the cricket ground. Andd tugy
No. 4 was the only study in the
Remove in which Mr. Bmedley had any
interest,

Many times had the Creeper sand

Crawler surreptitiously visited that
study, in the hope of making some dis-
covery. He was not aware that several

fellows had spotted himi doing so, and
that the Bounder knew, and was
excessively careful never to have any-
thing in the room that & Form-master's
eyes might not sce.

But ono thing that the Bownder did
not know was that Smedley had a
buneh of keys, wlieh would unlock
every leck in the studv., Not that
Smithy would have cared, as he had no
secrets in that roow to keep.

Inzide Study No. 4 the Creeper and
Crawler closed the door, and for the
um}:-l.ﬂuuth iime looked aboui the stndy,
mind, as usual, failed to discern anwy-
thing that was of uze to him
peculinr business at Greyfriars,

Soveral drawers in the Bounder's
desk: were lockaed, amd e unlocked
thei, one after ancther, and logked in.

1Te gave a sudden start a5 he peered
into an empty drawer,

L owas the little drawer in  which
Sunthy was accostomed to keep that
vaiuable chamond pin, 8Bix or seven
thes, ab least, Zwedley had scen it
there. Now it was not there. Smithy

m  lis

had not pone out wearing it—even the
dressy Bounder only wore that magnil-
cent pin on special occasions. Bmedley
had =zeen him in the quad, speaking to
Bob Cherry, and he zgertainly would
have noted the flash of the diamond in
the Bounder's tie, in the 'ﬂ-right. sun-
shine, had he been sporting it.

Mr. 8medley closed that drawer and
re-locked if, and left the study.

His brow was very thoughtful when
he went down the stairs.

He already suspecled—or, rather,
knew, that the Bounder, lceFt ghort of
money by his father, had “raised the
wind ' by disposing of trinkets, Had ha
sold that diamond pin? If so, why?
There was but one answer to that ques-
tion. It was to raise funds for a shady
escapade. In point of fact, Smedley
had expected, every time he spied into
the study, to find tht. that diamond pin
was gone !l Now it was gone! '

He smiled grimly.

Was that Vernon-Smith's business that
afternoon that prevented him from turn-
ing up at games practice?

It seemied probable enough.

With & more cheerful expression on
his face Alr. Smedley strolled down to
Little Bide, where he was seldom zebn.
He took neo intevest in Forma games
Indeed, he ook little interest in the
Remove at all. Now, however, he gave
the schoolboy crickelers a look-in. Win-
gate of the Sixth was on the
junior  ground, giving them  some
coaching. Vernon-Snnith was not
there, IHe had not come in vet.
Apparently he was making an after-
noon of 1t out of gates, Which was
all to ihe good, from Mr. Bmedlev's
extremely peeculiar point of view. Ile
remained for some time on Littls Side,
to sea whether Vernon-8mith torned up.
Bt the Dounder did not come, and le
went hack to his study ot last, with

hardly a doubt left in his mind as to
how matters stood. i

He would hove been surprised, end
probably far from gratified, had he
known how and whera Herbert Vernon-
Smith was occupied in those very
moments,

_ Smithy, no longer with a diamond pin
i his pocket, but with eight five-pound
notes 1 its place, had walked into
C'ourtbeld, to the post office there.

Slanding on the steps of the post
oflice, leaning ageinst & stone pillar of
the deoorway, Smithy was thinking 1t
out.

How long he stood there, with a
knitted brow, the Bounder did not know.

There was a struggle in his mind.

The blackgnardly kink in his nature
was strongly uppermost. e longed for
that “plunge ” that ha had promised
hiniself so E:-ng, and _that was to maoke
up for weeks of *toeing the line.” The
risk involved gave it rather an added
flavour. Pon & Co. would think that
he had funked, and that was bitterly
annoving., 1Te risked more than they
did, but was much less likely to funk.
It was fixed for Saturday, and ho longed
for it.

Yet it was in his mind that but for
ithe kindness of the “good litile ass,”
poor Mossco, he would not be here nt
all now, planning a shady escapade with
the nuts of Higheliffe. e would ba
sacked and done for—expelled from
srhool, disinherited by his  fathert
Moszsoo, sorely in want of the very sum
that he had in hiz pockets, had refused
scornfully to break his word to the
junior he had pardened. Smithy knew
that it was uwp to him, that if he spent
that money in thriftless raseality, leav-
ing an obligation unpsid, he would be
a rotter, even in hiz own eyea,

But he hesitated long.

Tue Macxer Lirany.—No. 1,371,
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A Lower boy couldn’t oter money to
& master—that was i1mpossible. If he
waz fool enough to do so he would be
angrily refused. Smithy tried to con-
vinea himself with at argument,
though he knew all the time that he
had come to the post-office knowing that
if the money was sent it had to be sent
anonymously, by post,

He moved at last.

The struggle in his mind was long
and the result doubtful for & time. But
there was good, as well as evil, in the
Bounder—more good than evil, in point
of fact. When his mind, at last, was
made up it was his better nature that
had the upper hand. He sneered at
himself, but he went into the post office
and nsked for a registered envelope.

Five minutes later he came out of the
Fust office with a few shiilinga and a
ew coppers in his pocket, and o scowl
on his face,

It was done now-—and could not be
undone! Saturday's ehady excursion
was washed out, and the disappointment
was bitter, A good deed did not have a
smthin?- effect on the Bounder’s temper.
He walked back to Greyfriars in the
worst temper of his life.

And a watchful man, who saw him
come in, after tea-time, said to himself
that if ever a young rascal looked as if
he had been backing losers, Herbert
Vernon-Smith did |

Aer——

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Mossoo’s Wonderful Windtall !

L N en & assez ™ "
Trotter, the page, on his
way to Monsisur Char-

pentier’s study in the morn-
ing, jumped as he heard that angry
squeak from within.

Trotter, whose scquaintance with the
beautiful French language was limited,
supposed that Mossoo was swezring |

“ Lor’ I said Trottar.

"Voila! Mon Disu! L'encre dana la
tizoir I" went on the angry squeal. “Je
dis, on en a assez |” : .

Monsicur Charpentier had just diz-
eovered the ink that Skinner had
streamed into his table drawer bafore
the rather exciting interview with Mr.
Emedley. ] _

It was morning break st Greyiriars,
and third school, after break, included
8 French class, and Mossoo had gone to
that drawer for some papers. ¢n ha
made the unhappy dizcovery that the
contents of the drawer were smothored
with ink. Already he had missed the
ink from his inkpot, and wondered what
had become of it. Now he knew.

Mossoo really was not swearing, as

Trotter uncharitably supposed. He was
ﬂnli saying, in his own language, that
he had had enough of it—that he was,

in fact, fed up.

With the affair of “ze little Henri ™
weighing so heavily on his mind, poor
Mossco really was not in a state to be
ragged. His nervous system, never very
steady. was on the jump.

Trotter coughed as he tapped at the
door. He had a registered letter for the
French master, which he had signed for,
s0 he had to go to the study. The
excited voice within died away at the
sound of the tap.

* Entrez |” rapped the French master.

Trotter knew that that meant “come
in.” &o in he went, Monsieur Char-
pentier, standing by the table, was
staring into the open drawer with red
wrath in his sallow face. Trotter, out
of the corner of his eye, apotted the inky
state of the papers and suppressed a
Erin.
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_ " Registered letter, siv 1" he said, plac-
ing it on the table. i

“Une lettre recommandes! DMerel
bien! ¥ermez la ports,” said Monsieur

Charpentier. “Zat is, zank you and
close ze door.” .
Trotter left him staring at the

registered letter. DMossoo had had no
expectation of receiving a repistered
letter. And this one was of rather un-
usutal aspect, imasmuch pa the address
was in “printed " characters, instead of
ordinary handwriting. ;

He slit the envelope with a paper. knife
and drew out a wad of contents, in &
state of wonder.

The next moment he forgot all about
tha ink in the drawer.

“Mon Dieul!" pgasped the French
master.

There was 2 single sheet of paper
within, with a single line written on
it, in “print * letters, giving no clue to

a writer. That line ran:

“From a Friend.”

Enfolded in that sheet were eight
banknotes for five pounds each.

Monsieur Charpentier pim!imi at those
banknotes as if he could hardly believe
hiz ayes—as indeed he herdly could.

Eight five-pound notes—forty pounds!

Il
Make use of your spare moments 3
Try and win one of our

USEFUL POCKET WALLETS! |}

A snappy Greyfriars Limerick like
the Hl‘lnwi.ngd—m-;l the trck's
one

One day Bqulff walked into the

I gym,

And saw Bunter trying to slim.
Said Bquiff : * What's the uss
Trying to roduce,

A fat gorging glutton like him 7 #

The above winning effort was
gsent In bjl': }. S. %e‘nn, of 35,
Riverside, Abbey Estate,

| Cambridge. ]

Five thousand francs! He wondered
dizzily if he was dreaming.

In n mazed and bemused state, he
erumpled the notes in his fingers, count-
ing them, Five thovzand francs! From
a “Friend*! Who had done this?
Exactly the sum he needed to see "le

pauvre petit Henri® through his
trouble. t secmed like & miracle to
Mossoo |

For full five minutes the little French
gentleman stood there, with the bank-
notes in his hand and dumb amazement
in his face.

The impossible had happened! It
was wildly impossible [or some unknown
friend to send him exactly the sum he
needed. And it bad happened! There
15 was | .

“Who—why—"  Mensieur Char-
pentier examined the briel note. The
‘print ¥ letters gave no clue. Obvicusly,
the sender did not desire to be known.

A sudden misgiving scized him that
the lotter had been delivered {o the
wrong address. Ile grabbed the envelope
and examined it.

But the name and address—his own—
were plain enough. There was no mis-
fake about that!

“C'est epatant ¥ murmured Monsicur
Charpentier. * Epatant! Ja ne com-
prends pas! Mon Dien ™
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Whoe had done this act of extra-
ordinary kindness? Some friend who
dpesired to avoid his thanks! Dut who
could have known that he was in need
of precisely that sum? Only DMr.
S8medley knew that—he had told him!
Smedlay might have mentioned the
matter—perhaps it had reached the
Head somehow. Dr. Locke had a kind
heart, and he was aware that Mossoo
was distressed—had he not given him
& generous advance on his ealary
already? The Head had dong thie—
delicately, snonymously, to aveid plae-
ing the French gentleman under the
weight of a heavy cobligation !

Tﬁat geemed the only possible explana-
tion to Monzicur Charpentier.

Az he realised what thiz meant to
him, Mossoo’s face brightened and
brightened till 1t was like rising sumn.

Ho counted the notes, and counted
tham  apain. Forty pounds—five
thousand france! At the bank in Court-
field he could change those English bank-
notes ' into French banknotes, and
dispateh them by registered post to hia
gister in Fr to be expended for
the benefit of the “leetls Henri”
Monsieur Charpentier pirouetted round
the study table. . .

anyone looked into the study just
then, he would certainly have supposad
that the French mastor had taken leave
of his senses. A middle-aged gentleman
with a pointed beard capering round
tha stu table was rather an extra-

ordinary sight.
l-]1?1 break was ogver, In

A bell rang;
Class-room No. 10 the Remove gathered
for the French class. But the French
master did not arrive.
Monsieur Charpentier had forgotiten
all about French classea! He had for-
ten about av ing, but this amaz-
ing stroke of good fortune. He had one
regrat, that the “Friend” who had
sent him that amazing gift was not
present to be embraced. Mossoo longed
to embrace him and kisz bim on both
cheeks. .
“Tra-la-la-la-la ! sang Mossoo, In &
rather wheezy voice as he pirouetted.
“Tral-la-la! La-lal” s
Thers was a tap at the door. He did
not hear it or heed it. He danced round
the table in exuberant joy.

The door opened, and Harry Wharlen
looked in. :

“If you please, sir—" began Harry.

He stopped dead.

Az head boy of the Romove, he had
come to remind the French master of tha
¢lass he seemed to have forgotien. Bug
the words died on his lips at the sight
of the dapper little gentleman danecin
round his study tablal He star
blankly. Mossoo was an excitable little
man, and had excitable ways, but this
was rTeally extracrdinary. o

Catchin gight of the unide's
astounded face at the door, Monsieur
Charpentier ceased suddenly to trip the
light fantastic tee! He coloured, and

came to a halt. )
“Ah! Le bon Vharton!” he said.
“(Mest vous! Vat 1s it zat you vant?

Allez maiptenant—go avay now—soma
gzzer time, mon garcon—"

“ But, sir ¥ gasped IHarry.

“Some ozzer time!” Monsieur Char-
pentier waved him Bw&ﬁ “Now I have
mooch to zink of! un avay, mon
garcon.” .

Wharton could only go. He went, in
a state of utter astomishment, Monsicur
Charpenfier forgot his existence the
pext moment.

However, ha did not continus to
dance! Time was precious! Ile rushed
for hiz coat and hat and whisked out
of the House! Forgetful of classes, for-
gotful of everything, he whisked out of
gates, and trotted down the road to
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Courtficld. All lesser matters vanished
from hiz mind until he had dispatched
five thousand francs by registered post
to France.

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
While the Cat’s Away !
ARRY WHARTON walked back

to the French claszs-room

amazed.

Sounds of revelry greoted
him &3 he arrived there. As ther

master had not turned up, the Remove
follows, naturally, were improving the
shining hour,

As the captain of the Remove enterad,
Bob Cherry and five or six other
fellows were playing leap-frog. 1
Bunter was Euckm% a chunk of toffes,
which he had been lucky enough to find
in Russell’'s study in “break.” Kipps
was balancing a ruler and an inkpot on
hiz chin, Lord Maunleverer was dozing.
Skinner and Snoop and Btott were bend-
ing their heads over a racing paper that
Skinner had produced from under his
waisteoat. Bolsover major and =1x or
caven fellows were pelting one another
with schoel books, It was not what the
most  easy-going master would have
called an orderly class.

Theza various activities ceased as the
door opened—but were resumed when

the juniors saw that 1t was only
Wharton.
“Hallo, hallo, hallo! Tsn't Frogpy

goming ¥ called out Bob Cherry.
“Qpems not!” answered Harry.
“Good luck!™ said Bkinner.

“The goodfulness of the esteemed
luck is terrific.”

“But why isn’t he coming?” asked
Mark Linley. “DNMossoo never forgets a
claza. What's the matter with him

Wharton shook his head.

“1 give that up, unless he's gone off
his rocker,” he answered. *“He was
dancing round his table when 1 went
to his study.”

“(zreat pip !

“Something happened to buck the
little ass?" asked Vernon-Smith, with a
curious glance at the captain of the
Remove.

“1 suppose so! May have
ood news,” said Harry. *I
But it's jolly gueer.”

“1 say, you fellows, there was a
registered lotter for Blosseo this morn-
ing,” squeaked Eli!:r;r Bunter. “I saw
Trotter taking it in.”

“The little blighter may have been
raising the wind,” said Skinner.
“Perhaps he'll buy a new coat now.”

“Oh, shut uwp, Skinner ¥

“Well, it’s time he had a new one!
He dyes the seams of his cost, as well
gs his beard " said Skinner. “I've
wondered if he uses the same dye for

both. ™
*“Ha, ha, hal” ]
“Well, if he izn't coming, we may as

ol some
ope 501

well keep on with thie game,” said Bob
Cherry. “I like leap-frog bettor than
French™

“Hear, hear ™ .
“ Better not make too much row,” said

Tom Redwing,. *“We don't want
Smedley barging in.”
“Lot Smedley cares what we dol”

said Skinner. He never takes it out
of a chep unless he’s in & roften
temper—and then he takes it out of the
nearcst chap! If the Head knew the
kind of slacking rotter he was he
wouldn't send to %reg_gett. & Tegpgors for
& man again'

say, you fellows, Smedley went to
the Head in break!™ said Billy Dunter.
“I saw_him going to the old bean’s
etudy. I dare say he’s still there, jaw-

ing—you know what two beaks are like
when they begin to jaw.”

“Ha, ha, ha!™

Monsieur  Charpentier failed to
appear; and danger from Smedley
seerned rather remeote. And the Remove
wero full of beans that bright May
mr}rml:lg;. So it was not surprising that
8 considerable uproar was soon going on
i Clasz-room No.o 10,

Of all the Remove, in fact, only three
fellows kept their places; Billy Bunter,
because he had not yet finished his
toffee; Lord Mauleverer, becauze he
was too lazy to move; and Vernon-
Smith, because he did not want to give
the Cresper and Crawler a chance at
him, if Smedley did happen to look in.
Neither was the Bounder in a mood for
FAgZIng. ;

He was in a» mood of eavage
discontent. The path of reform had few
attractions for the scapegrace of the
echool. He trod it only because it was
the path of safety.

He guessed—what no other fellow
guessed—why Mossoo had been in such
exuberant spirits after recciving that
rogistered letter. He was glad of that.
But he was thinking of what he had
planned for Saturday in company with
the choice spiritas at Highchiffe. The
more he thought of 1t, the more
savagely discontented he felt.

Smithy sat with a clonded and scowl-
ing face, while the rest of the Remove
enjoyed their unexpected exemption
from French. _

The fun was soon fast and furious.

Cricket was poing on now. With a
rolled-up duster for a ball, and a shovel
for o bat, and the master’s desk for a
wicket, it was entertasining, if it was
not exactly cricket. Fielding that ball
provided Jots of fun. Fellows fell over
ona ancther among the desks, amid
shouts and yells. At times the game
looked more like Rugby football than
cricket. And there was no doubt that
there was plenty of neise!  On that
point thore was no shadow of doubt.

The Remove were going very strong,
when the door opened and & majestio

2]

entier has forgotten [ That is no excuse

or this uprear. Every boy out of his
Elam will take a hundred lines, Mpr,
Smedley I"?

“Zirl” The tall figure of Mr. Smed-
ley stepped in.

“Perhaps you will kindly tako charge
of your Yorm, Mr. Bmedley, until
Monsieur Charpentier arrives."”

*Certainly, sir!”

“Vernon-Smith [ Dr,
rested on the Dounder.
me to my study.”

The Bounder started.

“I'va done nothing, sir I he answered
sullenly. * Every fellow here can tell
vou that I bhave not been out of my
place.” ]

“No doubt, Vernon-Smith. I had
already observed that you were not tak-
ing part in this riot.  But you wall follow
me to my study at once.”

The Bounder, setting his lips, followed
the headmaster from the class-room.
Smedley had been with the Head—and
now he was called to the headmaster’s
study—why? What new move had his
enemy made? He glanced at Bmeadley
as he left the class-room, and caughs
the Creeper and Crawler’s eyes fixed on
him with a strange glint in them.

In Class-roorn No, 10, thers was no
more uproar. Yharton was sent 22 call
the French master, but he returned to
report that Moensicur Charpentier was
not 1n his study, and could not be found.
Sc Mr., S3medley had to remain with the
Bemove 1n fozsoo™s mexplicablo
absence, Mossoo, though ﬂﬂl}ﬂd}ﬂ.}ut the
Bounder guessed it, had business at the
bank that morning, and was not likely
to return yet.

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
Smithy’s Silence [

DR. LOCETR sat in his study, drums

Locke's eyes
“*Please follow

ming on the table before him
with his slim, whita fingers.
The Bounder stood before him,
sullen, hard-faced, resentful. No head-

(Continued on néxt pagd)

figura appeared.
ere was a startled

A

squeak from Billy
Bunter,
“ Isay, you fellows!

Tt's tha Head !”

13 Thﬂ HE&d E’!‘

“0Oh crikey ™

The uproar ceased
az if by magio.
Dusty and flustered,
fellows stared in
dismay at their
headmaster.

With a stern
brow, Dr. Locke
advanced info the
TOOIM.

“Wharton!” bhe
rapped.

“Oh es,
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master could have formed a favourabls
opinion of him, on his looks. For a
long minuta, the Head of Greyfriars
had been silent, scanning the fage before
him, and evidently himself in a troubled
moodd. The scapegrace of the school had
given him mors trouble than any other
fellow at Greyfriars, and since Mr,
Smedley’s advent, there had been more
trouble than in Quelch’s time. Any
master might have been down on &
fellow like Smithy, but the Head was
wondering whether Mr, Smediey was
allowing some personal dislike to Io-
fluence him a little. -

“*YVernon-Smith ! said the Head, at
last breaking the silence. "1 regret
having to question yvou, But the blama
is your own, as you know very well. I
vou are pursuing the disreputable
courses for which, last term. I came
very near to expelling you from the
school—" He paused.

To his surprise, the zcapegrace's face
brightened.  Smithy had been wonder-
ing, savagely, whether the Head had got
wind of the flour-bag eopisode after all.
He had locked on that affair as over
and done with, but the Creeper and
Crawler might have raked it up agamn
somechow. The Head's words came az a
relief to him,

“Since that time,”” resumed the Head,

uzzled by the junior’s look, “your
?&tlter has carefully followed my advice
that vou should not be provided with
more money than other boys m your
Form. TIf wou have found some sur-
reptitions way of raising money, Vernon-
Smith, I can only take it as a proof
that you have not abandoned vour bad
ways. No schoolboy needs large sums
of manay for hanourable purposes.”

“Every fellow in the Remove knows
that I'm hard up, sir!” said Vernon-
Smith.

“1 understand that you have, or had,

in your possession, & number of valuable
trinketz, Are these still in  rour
possession 72

“1 sold some of them in the Easter
holidays, sir, when I had a trip to
France! I went with Wharton and his
friends " added Vernon-Smith.

“With that,” said the Head, I have
nﬂthini to do. Have you sold anvithing
of the kind since the new term at school.
to raise money for any escapade againse
the rules of the school?”

The Bounder breathed hard.

"Nu_. sir ¥

“T trust thet that statement iz the
truth,.Vernon-Smith. I am informed that
you have in your possession a very
valuable diamond pin, Had I been aware
of it before, I should not have allowed
any Lower boy to have such an article
while at school, I think it would be
better, YVernon-Smith, for thiz valuable
stone to ba zent home to vour father—
if it is still in vour possession.”

The Bounder did not speak.

His heart was like lead.

He had answered truthfully enough
that he had not sold anv trinket to
raise money for an escapande. He had
sold that diamond to repay his obligation
to the French master—to help poor
Moesoo ‘in_his bitter need. But he had
sold it! Certainly it was no lenger in
his possession, :

“From the description given to me.
- Vernon-Bmith, I understand that the
diamond is worth a large sum,  Cer-
tainly you cannot be allowed to keep
it at school, But your Form-master,
Mr. Smedley, has reason, as he tells
me, to believe that you have parted with
it—since the new term. Is that the
case ™

The Bounder stood dumb.

Tug Magxyer LipRary.—INo. 1,371

So that was it]

He remembered the glanee the Creeper
and Crawler had given the diamond pin
that day in the study! But how did he
know that the diamond was gone, when
it was generally kept in a locked
drawer ?

“* Answer me, Vernon-Smith.”

T I—1 ¥ The Bounder faltered.
“I—I don’t see why Mr. S3medley should
think I've sold it, 1 hardly ever wear
i ™

“That is no answer to my question.
Answer me directly—is that diamond
pin still in your possession?”

“No!” muttered the Bounder, driven
to it.

“¥ou have disposed of £+

“ Neos

“Ifor what sum?”

“TForty pounds.”

Dr. Locke raised his evebrows.

“Yery well, Vernon-Smith,” he said,
“you may place the money on my table,
It will be returned to your father. You
will explain to me for what purpose you
ratsed such an extraordinary sum of
money—though I fear that 1 can have
little doubt.?

The Bounder did not stir.

“You hear me, Vernon-Smith'”
rapped the Head. “ Place the money on
the table this instant.”

“I-I haven't got it, sir,”

Dir. Locke's face set hard.

“You have parted with such & sym az
fort pm:pdﬁ, Vernon-Smith 1**

“Yes, sir.?

“ How much have you left i

* None.Z

The headmaster’s face was like iron
now. Mr, Smedley's belief was that
Smithy had sold the pin on Wednesdar
afterncon, spent £he half-heliday in some
dubious resort, and lost the money there.
That was what it looked like, from what
the Creeper and Crawler’s keen eves had
observed. Indeed, that had been the
Bounder’s original intention, and Smed-
ley had read him aright, so far as that
went.

But the headmaster had been very un-
willing to share that belief. Now he was
forced to it.

“Did you, ag your Form-master sup-
poses, sell the pin yesterday, Vernon-
Smith ¥ Dr. Locke’s voice was cold and
hard.

“ Yoz, gir ™’

“Ind you bring the procecds back to
the school with you?”

T Na, sir

“You lost the money 3"

“I did not Jose it.”

“Xou parted with it, while von were
out ‘iEIf the gates on a half-holiday *”

es.”

“You will hardly expect me to believe,
Vernon-Smith, that you, a Lower Fourth
boy, spent such a sum as forty pounds
in a single afternoon, for any purpose
vou would dare confess te your head-
maﬂlter?’:i

“I've done noilhing wrong,” muttered
the Bounder. 8 it

“I trust not!” said the Head grimly.
“If you have been guilty of some act of
unthinking extravagance, I shall le
relieved to hear that 1t is nething worse.
Did rou make some thoughtless pur-
chase ¥"

“MNa 1"

“What did vou do with (he money 5"

Vernon-Smith did not apswer,

He could not answer.,

What he had done he had done
anonymously, to save the feelings, the
dignity, of the French master whoe would
never have dreamed of accepting aid
from a schoolboy. He pould not cover
Monsieur Charpentier with shame and
humiliation as with a garment. Mossoo
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had asked nothing of him. He would
have refused an offer of help, with
indignation, from a boy., Not }fmwing
that it had come from a schoolboy, he
had used it. S8mithy guessed, if nobody
else did, what sudden business had called
the French master away that morning,
and caused him to forget hiz class,
Emithy let his action become known, he
i‘:ut!_lld not claim {o have s rag of decenoy
i 8

Unserupulous, blackguardly, reckless,
headstrong the Bounder might bs. But
there were some things that were not
done and this was one of them. He
could not do this! He could not tell
his headmasier what he had done with
the Iru-:mn:-.:ru

am waiting, Vernon-8mith I said
DI:E Locke, in an ominous voige,

I've done no harm, sir!” stam-
mered the Bounder at last,  “I—I can
tell you what I've done, if you'll lot me
tell you without mentioning names.”

“You will give me the fullest,
frankest explanation, Vernon-8Smith, or
you will be sent away from Greyvfriars
Ehls afternoon !” said the Head coldly.

1f you hzve any explanation to give,
give it.*

O i ] —J—?

I am waiting 1" repeated the Head
grimly.

“I—I—1 gave the money away!”
stammercd the Bounder at last,

E:. Locke looked at him.

Do you expect me to believe thak
extraordinary  statemont,  Vernon-
Smith?” he asked coldly and contemptu-
ously,

“_ lt'ah t{‘lllﬁ &

“1 shall give you every chance !’ said
the Head. “If your statement is true,
it can be substantiated. To whom did
you give the money?”

A man in distress."

“Hizs name ™

No answer.

*Apnd whyi"

“He—he had treated me decently,
and—and I found out that he was in a
fix for money, and—and I did it " mut-
tered the Bounder. He knew, while he
was speaking, how utterly ineredible it
saunded,

“If, by some chance, you have per-
formed a generous action, Vernon-
Smith, you have only to make it clear,
Your statement is ineredible, as vou
must know. Who was the man to whom
you allege that vou gave the money?”

“1 ean't mention his name.™

“Why noti”

* Beeause—Dbecause—he never knew I
sent it, and—and—oh, sir, you can see
why I can’t tell you! How could I tell
anvone '’

Dr, Locke rose from his chair.

“You, Vernon-SBmith, the boy with
the worst reputation in the school, the
boy I should have expelled for bad con-
duct, but from a mistaken sense of
lenity—you ask me to believe that you
Lhave acted with quixotic generosity,
and are deterred from telling me the
facts by a delicate sense of honour? I
fear, Vernon-Smith, that you are asking
me_to believe too much,”

He knitted his brows ‘grim!y.

“For the last time, Vernon-Smith, if

o have anything to say in your de-
ence, say 1t

“I've gaid all I can, sir!™ muticred
the Bounder.

“Very well. Leave my study. You
need not return to the French claza—
vyou may o to the dormitory and pack
your box.'

The Bounder went slowly to the door.
His face was white and set, At tha
door he turned to meet the cold, steady
look of his headmaster,

Sacked! Why should he be sacked,
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1 say, you fellows, 1 fancy Smithy's sacked [ * said Bunter. * You blithering Idiot I *” roared Redwing. * Hallo, hallo,
hallo I ** roared Bob Gher'ﬁ, as the Bounder appeared in the dcorway of the House, carrying his box on his shoulder.

“ Smithy 1** sald

to spare the feelings, the precious
dignity of that little ass, Mossoo? Whyt
He opened his lips,

DBut he closed them again. He kmew
that he could not speak without shame
—shame in his own eyes. What he had
done be had dome of his own accord.
He had to stend by 1t. The Bounder of
GGreyiriars had pluck.

“Have you anything mora to eay,
Vernon-3mith

There was an instant’s pause,

“No, sir1” said the Bounder quietly.

“Then got? .

And Herbert Vernon-Smith went,

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.

Mysterious |
W SAY, you fellows, where's
Smithy I ]
“Echo answers where!” said
Bob Cherry, And Hurree ~Jam-
get Ram Singh remarked that the

wherefulness was terrifio,

Vernon-Smith had not come back to
Class-room No, 10. The Remove were
digmissed mow, and he was not seen in
the quad, .

“Mysterious  disappearances are
quite the fashion this morning,” re-
marked Bob. “Tirst Mossoo, then
Smithy! Now you disappear, Bunter—
you_eouldn’t do a more popular thing.”

“Yah!” said Bunter, with his usual
elagance. :

“Hallo, hallo, hallo, here cames jolly
old Mossoo!” exclaimed Bob, as a
daggu little figure came in at the gates.

olly, and no mistake I said Harry
Wharton laughing. *“He locks as if
he's w‘aikm% on air.'”

“Frightfully bucked!”
Nugent.

“Heo won't feel g0 bucked when the
Head talks to him about outting that
clags this morning !* grinned Bkinner,

remarked

“ You don’t mean to say you're sacked ?'*

“Mossoo's going to get a Royal and
Imperial jaw from the jelly old beak.”

o juniors eyed Monseur Charpen-
tier rather curiously, 88 he came ulitu
the House. Something evidently had
happened to change the little
man’s mood. Of late, he had been
despondent, gloomy, pessimistie, and
-::ruatg—in fact, extremely sgharp-tem-
pered. Now - all was changed. He
walked with an elastio step, so elastic
that he seamed to have some difficulty in
restraining himself from pirousttimg
across the quad, aa Wharton had seen
hirn pirouetting in his study., His face
worae the kindest and sweetest of smiles,
and he was even heard to hum & tune as
he passed the group of Removites,

Whatever had been Mossoo’s trouble
it was plain that it was over now. '1I
juniors capped him as he passed smil-

dgeutlm

ing, and Mossoo gave them a ﬂ;nifa that
extended almost from one of hia ears to
the other. Obviously be was a happy

man that morning,

“Vat a nice day, mes garcons!” he
said, or rather chirruped. “ Zese
lich vezzers are verrea good.”

That was the climax! Mossoo's
opinion of the British weather was well
known. If he thought the weather good,
it showed that be was in a fearfully
bucked state. oL

Quite pleased to see the cffusive little

entleman so happy, the chums of the

wve watched him, with emiling faces
as he trotted to the House, But his
brightness was a little dashed as he met
Mr. S8medley in the doorway,

“The Head desires to see you, Mon-
sicur Charpentier,” said Mr. Bmedley
coldly. “He desires to know why you
did not attend your class this morning,
and left the boys to riot.”

Monsieur Charpentier jumped.

In his hﬁﬁ” state of elation he had
forgotten about that class. It was
B Eﬁe&sura to Smedley to remind himy

“ Yes,” answered the Bounder.

“Mon Dieal J'oublie tout celal”
ciaculated in dismay. at is
one verree large fault. A !a,u!t of the
most enormouns. Je vais expligner—I
go to explain to ze Head] Is ze Head
angry, Monsieur Smedleyi”

“T believe he was very much annoyed,
g3 he was called to your class-room, sir
and found the boys rioting there,” sai
Smedley.

“Mon Dien I

The little Frenchman whisked into
the House, leaving Mr. Bmedley feeling
that he had repaid him e little for the
expressions he Emi used at their last in-
terview in the French master’s study.

But Smedley himself was in rather a
good humour now. There was almost a
smile on his bard, cold face, as he walked
out into the quadrangle.

He knew the result of the Bounder's
interview with his headmaster. That
afternoon Herbert Vernon-Smith was

oing. ;
ELue':ul Teggers had won his game,
and ere long he would be going, tocl
As he walked in the quad he was think-

ing of Mr. Vernon-8mith’s millions, and
he found the thought pleasant.

“ Bomething’s bucked the Creeper and

Crawler,” said Bob Cherry glanci
after him. “I say, what’s become o©
Smithy 1

Harry Wharton whistled,

“Has ho scored over Smithy? What
can that silly ass have done now? Here,
Redwing, where's Smithy?”

Tu:;nﬁedwing shook his head.

“No good acking me,”" he said, “I'm
afraid something's uwp. Youn (fellows
know what the Head wanted him for?”

“Haven't the foggiest,”

“Y say, you fellows——" .

“ Bunter knows, of course,” said Bob.
“Buanter knows everything. Cough it
up, Bunter! If anything's hap%mad
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on the other side of a keyhole you know
all about it! Give it & name.”

“Beast! I say, you fellows, I fancy
Smithy’'s sacked,” zaid Bunter. “He
nasn't been seen since he went to the
Head! 1 say, you'll be jolly glad, Red-
wing, I suppose, as you've rowed with

im 1

“You hlitherin%idht =

“ Hallo, lallo, hallo, here he comes!”
roared Bob, as the Bounder appeared in
the doorway of the House, carrying his
box om his shoulder.

There was rather a rush of the Re-
movites towards him. SBome of them
noticed that his face was a little pale;
but lie was quite cool and composed.
The Dounder was not the man to show
the white feather,

“Where on earth have vou been, old
chap?’ asked Bob. "We were begin-
ning to think somecthing had happened
to vou.”

“I"ve been packing my box.”

“Ei‘l, whf!;-u

“Head's orders !

Y Bmithy " exelaimed Harry Wharton,
“You don't mean——"

The Bounder laughed.

“1 da!”

“ Bunked 7" breathed Frank Nugent.

‘F'E'EE'!I

“What have volt done

""Hﬁl}irad s lame dog over a stile.”

“Don't be an ass!” said Bob uneasily.

“Top late for that advice !" said the
Bounder coolly. “You should have
given me that tip Dbefore 1 did it
Horry if vou'll miss me in the 3. Jim's
makch, Wharton—I dare say Bunter
will play ! .

“Ceriainly,” said Bunter. “Mind I
ghall have to go in first, Wharton. it I
play. Otherwise, I shall decline.”

“Bhut up, vou howling asal Look
here, Bmitay, what's really happened 77

*The sack!”

“But why " well:d Bob Cherry.

“I've told you!”

The Bounder, with his hands in his

ckets, walked away, whistling,
caving the Removites staring after him
blankly

——

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.
A Puzzled Pain!

e LESS my soul!™ ejaculated Dr,
B Locke. ;

Ha fairly jumped.

The Head of Greyfriars was
sifting in his study, in a rather pensive
mood. “Backing " a fellow was no
pleasant task for any headmaster. It

was less pleasant in Bmithy's case,
because he knew what awaited the hap-
less scapegrace at home.

But the time for leniency had gone
by. It was for that very reason, hiz
father’s threat of disinheritance, that he
had allowed the Bounder to stay on
last ferm e had hoped that the bov
would amend; that the warning would
be enough for him. He had been told,
plainly em::ugil, that his next transgres-
sion would his last. Now he head
transgressed again, and his headmaster
was left no choige in the matter.

Deep in thought, the Head hardly
heard a tap at his door. ‘The door
shot open, and &n excitable little gentle-
man shot into the study,

Monsieur Charpentier had run down
the passage to that study, after Bmedlex
had spoken to him He arrived breath-
less. He seemed all arms and legs as
he shot in, gesticulating wildly.

" My dear Monsieur Charpentier—"
said Dr, Locke, a little severely.

“Mille pardons, moensieur ¥ gasped
the French mastéer. “I ask you =ze
gousand pardons! Zis mornin forget

THE MAGNET—EVERY SATURDAY

ze class—c'est une grande fante—a fault
of greatest size, sair! I ask you feefty
zousand pardons ! :

“Omne will be sufficient, siv 1" said the
Head. *“Heally—"

“Mais vous savez—you know—you
comprehend, isn't it gasped Monsiour
Charpentier *“Now it i3 all right—vat
you call in English, bit of all right—

viz ze leetle Henril”
re Eh ?JJ
“Vous comprenez—you understand,

salr, you zat have ze zo kind heart, you
shall compreliend zat ven it is bit of all
right, I am excite—I am to dance viz
joy—I am off, as you say in English, ze
oniocn 1"

Dr. Locke blinked at him, :

“1 forgot zat class!” said Monsieur
Charpentier, waving both hands. “1
forget everyzing, except your so great
kindness, sair!”

“1-I do not quite-—"

“Viz zat money, I rush—I fly—1 buz=
—a la banque—I1 lose mnot =ze one
moment, to go to ze bank, n'est-ce pas?
I capture z¢ post.”

“Yon went out to capture the post?®
nsked Dr. Locke, gazing at the little
gentleman. “Oh, quite! I—I see.”

“I capiure him,”  said Monsieur
Charpentier. “I go to ze bangue pour
echanger—to change, to altor, as yon
say, 2o English billets into ze French
billetat N'esico pas? I fly to ze
bank! From ze bank I fly to ze post!
Voilat! It is dome! Oh, sair, zat 1
embrace you!” ;

Dr. Locke backed. swiftly.

“ My dear sit——"" he gasped.

“You zat have z¢ so great goodness
of heart!” trilled Mossco. “You zat
help ze bandy-leg dog ovair =ze stile!
Oh, sair!”

“I-—1I havdly undcrstand——"

“T kiss you 2o hand, sair!"” said
Monsieur Charpentier. “Ze leetle
Henrei, he vill go vell-mow =zat zere
is five zousund francs! Oh, sair, how
can I zank von enofi? Nevair, nevair
can zere be enoff zanks!™ ;

“But what have I done®” exclaimed
the bewildered headmaster “I do not
understand you in the least, Monsienr
Charpentier., For what are you thank-
ing rne " .

‘Oh, sair, for zat vich you have dono
in ze so great kindness of your heart!
You save ze life.of ze petit Henri! I
kiss vou ze hand—"

“Please do nothing of the sort!
And kindly cxplain your meaning.
sir I’ said the Head, rather testily. *1
am guite unaware——""

“¥You did not vish me to speak of
him, sair? Zat is vy you send him in
a letter, je comprenls! Mais, but, sair,
my heart is so full—le coeur tout plein
—I overflow wiz gratitude, sair—I must
tell you I know zat you are ze kind
friend—I raust zank you—— Oh, sair,
ven zat I open =zat letiair, and see ze
money, I say to myself, who shall do
zis zing? And I zink, it is ze bon
doctenr—ou personne|  Cletait vous,
sair. It is you zat do zis so great kind-
ness zat I nevair dare to ask !

Dr. Locke felt as if Iz head
turning round,

“0f what money are vou speaking "'
he %asped.

“Ze five zousand francs--ze forly
Inglish pound zat you som<d me in zo
lettre——" § :

“1 have done nothing of the kind.¥

T Commeoent 17

“Had I been aware, Monsieur
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Charpentier, that vou were in distress
for monew, I should certainly have
affvred my assistance, But 1 understood
that the recent advance of salary——"

“You did not send- him?Z gasped
Monsienr Charpentier,

“Certainly not !

“Mon Dieu! Zon who send himi”

“If you have received such a sum as
forty pounds by post, Monsieur Char-
pentier, surely you know the pame of
the sender?”

“Du tout! Je n'en sais rien! 1
know nozzings! Look TFrom his
pocket the French master jerked the
sheet that had come with the bank-
notes.  “ Voyez, sair.”

Dr. Locke adjusted his pinee-nez, and

lanced at tha brief messare in print
ptters: “From a Friend.”

“I know not ze hand, sair! I know
not ze naeme! I know mozzings!™ said
Monsieur Charpentier. “I say to
myself, somevun shall learn of ziz my
trouble, and send me help—and zere is
no vun but you, sair, zat I can zink of !
Vat? If it is not wvou, I Lnow

nozzings 1"
in bewildered

He waved hiz hand
gesticulations.

“Certainly it was not 11" said Dr.
Locke.

“ZFen I am tout-a-fait mystify.”

An extrzordinary expression  was
comi over Dr. cke's face. The
thought that was rising in his mind
was extraordinary—incredible | Yeb
ihe coincidence was too striking to be
1gnored.

“Monzieur Charpentier! Yoo say
vou recelved a letter containing forty
pounds—-—"

“ Zis motrning, sair '™

“From an anonymous person—Iirom
someone yvou dc not know i

“Je n'en sais rien—I know nozzings."

“What was the postmark on ithe
letter 1"

d’f‘L% ville—ze town, Courtfield, pres

Ll.

" Blesz my soul "

“Bomevun zat know my trouble send
hin ™ said Monsienr Eh?rpentiar- “ It
15 not zat Smedley—j'en suis surl
Somevun hear him talk perhaps——"

D, Locke pursed his lips.

“Te efer to another matter
Monsiour Charpentier, have you had
oceasion, of late, to show any special
kindness to Vernon-SBmith, of the
BRemove 7

“Smeet! AMal oni! But I razzer
not speak of him, sair [” said Monsicur
Charpentier.  “Ile give onoe great
offence. sair, but I fnrﬁ'ive him for zat,
and zat affair he 4s all ovair, sair.”

Dr. Locke plunged deep
thought.

Was it possible? Caald it be pes-
gible that the scapegrace of the schoal,
the hardest case at Groyiriars, grateful
for an act of kindness, Liad done this?
Was it barely possible that was the
reason of bis silence? ‘The sum  of
raotiey was the safne—and what the
Bounder had said mn that study with-

was in

out mentioning names, tallied with
what Mossoo  had  said,. Was it
possible ?

Monsieur Charpentier was got rid of
at last, and the Head sat down to
think. It was getting near his luncheon
hour; but he was not thinkine of lunch.

Ten minuntes later Dr. Locke ardercd
iz car, and—recklossly repardless of
lunch—drove away from the school.

He was bound for Courtfield Post
Office—to inguire whether a Greyiriars
boy had posted a registered letter thero
the previgus afternoon, and whether
that Greyiriars boy answered to the
description of Herbert Vernon-Smithl

([Continued on' page 28.)
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HOW THE STORY ETARTED.

MERVYN VILLIERS and JULIUS J

TANKERHEAD, teo
been

ling off big

clecey eriptingls, hava
coups tn connection with
sporting evends, In order to find out how these
Erﬁﬂh wark their clever swindles, FERRERS

E, delectivo, poees as Jules Mastinez,
¢ wealthy Argentine bookmaker, He accepls
wagers from the hwo crocks whe, in spile of

euhning, lose la ang  of money.
Realising eventually that Ferrers Locke hag been
Huﬂi;}g them, the hwo schemers kbidnop JACK
DREAKE, whom they tmprison tn the cellar
g{ﬁ ﬂﬂfﬁid! cﬂﬂﬂii}i ﬁﬁmw}; fﬁ%ﬂ ﬁ:&i-tw mﬁs

of a lenglh o to the er 2ide of the
cellar flap and the ofher end fo a pin of a bomb
on the cellar flooy the fwo willaing deparf with

the intention of leiting Locke know where his
agsislant 18,

Meanwldle, Locke oz Deen colfed
1o Seofland Yard on a falee errand,

{Now )

A Narrow Squeak!

HNSFEETE]R PYECROFT wag in-

dignant. Tho Scotland Yard
detective was an extremely husy
man, and it now seemed that his
titne was being wasted.

Before him, equally indignant, was
TFerrers Locke.

“*Well, you dummv,” said Locke,
“what's the idea ? ‘.‘.’E}* have you sent
for mao 1"’

The C.LD. man snorted.

“For the umpieenth time, lot me tell
vou I don't know what you're talking
about. I never phoned you, Locke,™

Ferrers Locke knitted his brows.

“"Why, your man Iarvey pot through
on the phone to me in your name, asking
me to come over fo $éo you right away.”

Inspector Pyecroft rose to his feet.

“Well, wo'll soon settle that, Locke,
For a start, I have no man named
Harvey. Jenkina iz my chief clerk. The
moessapo was a fake.”’

Terrers Locke had few remaining
doubts about that now. Dut he knew tie
inspector's tendency to abscot-minded-
ness.  Still, es thers was ne “"man”
angwering to the namo of Harvey at
Scotland Yard, it was abundantly clear
that the message which had lured locke
sway from his office was a bogus one.

“Weall, I'm =orry, Pyeeroft,” s=said
Tocke, reaching for his hat="=zorry to
have wasted your time and my own.
Guess I'll bo getting back.”

A smile flooded his worried face as he
reached for his hat and bade the C.LD,
man farewell, In a few moments he

Wi

‘know the registration number.
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was back st the Pall AMall offices of
ules rtinez.

He found the premises locked—a sur-
prising cirenmstance, for he had left
Jack Drake there. An unhappy thought
was already beginning to take shape In
the detective's mind, He had been lured
away from that office by somcone—
someone unknown. And now Jack
Drake, apparently, had disappearcd.

“Where the thump has he gone?®™
Locke mutterced, after keving himself 1.
“Ile might have left a message.™

He sat down in the big armchair and
waoited, One hour went by and still
Drake did not put In an appearance;
two hours—and then Locke was worried
as well as anxious. He had a forchod-
ing that something untoward had
happencd.

wocking up the office, he strolled
across to the garage and asked for the
Rolls. e

The garage man loocked at him in
50ME SUrprise.

“ But your clerk took it out a couple
of hours ago, sir " he exclaimed.

“What?'* Locke was rather taken
ahagh, “Where has he gone—did he
B

The garage man shook his head.

“ Mo, sir; just took the car out in the
usual way.”

The detective's lips set in & grim line,

“Thanks " ¥e turned .on his heel
and walked slowly hack ta his office.

“Now, where the dooecs has that
yvoung idiot gone off to?" he mused.
“He's taken out the Rolls, he's been
gone over two hours, and he’s left no
message a3 to where he's cleared off to.
Jove [ T'll give him a talking to when
he does return.’” Ie lapsed into silence.

But with the passing of the hours, and
atill no sign or word from Jack Drake,

tha detective began o feel really
alarmaoed.
“Is that you, Pyeceroft?”  He was

through on the telephone to his old
friend, explaining mattars. " You might
get your sleuth-hounds to keep an eye
open for my car. The Rolls, yes; you
CGood |
Let me know if any news comes to hand.
So-long 1"

e rang off—little dreaming that the
plottors. who were behind this inexplic-
able disappearance of Droke and the
Rolls had very thoughtfully changed the
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Starri FERRERS
LOCKE, detective,
and his clever boy
assistant, JACK
DRAKE.
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HEDLEY SCOTT

registration plates of the car at the first

ﬂp?rt-upity. .

t this very moment Messrs, Villicrs
and Tankerhead were returning to
London via a roundabout courze, well
pleased with thetr villainous work.

Villiers, at the wheel of the ear, was
giving the engine full throttie. By his
side sat Tankerhead, chattering ainnd
tuking up more of his companion's atten-
tion than was either good or safe for
fast travelling.

Villiers took a bend in the road at a
good fifty miles an hour; and as he
rounded it he saw, to his horror, o
stationary car right in front of his path.
Waorse still, coming towards him from
the opposite direction was a charsbane.

Tankerhead cried out a warning.
Villiers, with glaring, fear-filled eyes,
gave the engine still more power in a
wild, suicidal effort to clear the
stationary car and eut in befween it and
the oncoming charabane.

The driver of the big charabanc saw
his peril, too, in that terrifying moment,
¥Yet he could do nothing, He was on
the correct side of the road, travelling
at about twenty-five miles an hour.
Tortunately, he had no passengers. He
did the only thing possible—he slipped
hig gears into neutral and waited for the
inevitahle crash.

It came with an ear-splitting, terrify-
ing rumble of sound, not unlike the
bursting of a shell, The Roila hit the
bonnet of the charabanc head-on.

The bonnet of the Rolls crumpled:
the whaole coachwork became tela&cnpe-:i
intoc a splintering, straining wreck.
Villiers and Tankerhead felt themselves

itched out of their seats sa if hurled
Eeadir}ng by catapults, to reach earth
several yards away from the erash with
all the hreath knocked out of their
badies. The driver of the charabano
collapsed, with a shower of glass burst.
ing round him, and the driviog column

of the charabane preszed hard into his
ribs.
Mext seeond both charabane and

rivata car were ablaze, as the petrol
1gnited.

Not a soul showed on that deserted
road for ?uitu five minutes, and in that
five minutes the Rolls, burning Sercaly,
dissolved intoe an almost unrecognisable
wreck. The charabana, too, was fairly
ablaze, and it was certain that both earg
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would never survive that head-on en-
counter to run on the roads again.
 The injurcd driver of the charabans
had maenaged to fall clear of his wrecked
driving seat; and now, qr-a.wlinﬁ_ on
hands and knees to & safe distance from
the Hames, he relapsed inte unconscious-
ness,

What had ha%pﬁned to the cccupants
of the Rolls he hadn’t the faintest idea.
In fact, he was never able to say
whether there were two, th!;‘i}l:-:. or fn:ru_r
occupants. All ho had seen in that split
second of the crash was the face of the
driver.

An ambulance arrived and took the
injured driver of the charasbane away
to the nearest hospital about twenty
minates later. Many yards away from
where he had been found DMessrs.
Villiers and Tankerhead lay uncon-
sgipus and hidden from view in the thick
fern and bracken. :

As a matter of actual fact, they did
not come to for two hours after the
blazing= wreckage of 1he fwo cars had
been delnged with water and carted off
by a breakdown ganm And 1t was
generally sopposed by the policeman
whe took notes of the crash that they
had perished in the blazing car. He
reported as much to his chief, but the
absence of plate numbers—for the regis-
tration plates had been melted in the
awful inferno—made the Chief Con-
stable’s task a difficult one in trying to
establish the identity of the driver of
the Rolls and any possible passengers
whoe had been with him.

In the meantime, Villiers and Tanker-
head had come to, and, helping each
other dazedly, managed to crawl across
country away from the crash. Bad as
their plight was—for both suffercd from
the after effects of conenssion, fo say
nothing of several bruises and minor
cuts—they had no desire to show them-
selves in public. _

By easy stages the two villains
managed to put at least five miles
hetween themselves and the crash before
they ecalled a halt. Now, bathing their
cuts by the side of a stream, they began
to think out their plan of campaign.

“Aervyn,” said Julins yeakly, “that
was a narrow sgueak !

Yilliers, who was made of sterner
stulf than his confederate, nodded.

“Ti was all that, Julivs. But we wero
Incky=—blamed lucky.”

They had been lucky indeed to escape
with their lives. Had they not been
thrown clear it was an odds-on cer-
tainty that they would have perished
in the blaze.

Now their obvious plan was to geb
back to their homes in London and pre-
pare an alibi. They Kkonew that sooner
or later investigation in more eapable
hands than that of the villago constable
who had reported the erash, wounld re-
veal that the driver or occupants of the
Rolls had not perished in the blaze.

Bathing their numerouws cutzs they
rested awhile by the stream and then
prevailed upon & passing lorry driver
to give them a lift to town. He re-
marked upon their appearance, and was
told, with a glibness that convinced him,
that they had been set upon by a gang
of racccourse toughs who had beaien
them up, and stolen their money.

“VWhat are you, mates, when you're
at home?" asked the kindly lorry
driver, remembering that he had just
paz=od a racecourse at which there had
been a moeeting that day. “ Book-
makers ¥

“You've guessed it,” prowled Villiors;
and received an encouraging wink from

Tankerhead. “But we're going out of
the businesz. This 1s the second time
we'va been set upon by a race-gang.

The game's not worth it.”

“I'll say it isn't,” sympathised the
lgrry driver uvnsuspiciously.  * Where
do you. want me to drop you? ['m
going ‘as far as Limechouse.”

“That'll suit us,” answered Villiers;
and sat back in the shadews in silence
as the lorry rumbled noisily along the
road to Londomn

Dusk had fallen deeply over the
metropolis when the lorry eventually
reached town.

“This spot will do us,” said Villiers.
“(xive us your address, an’ we'll send
;mut on something for being such a good
sort.

The driver made some demur, but the
conspirators prevailed upon him to give

themn his address, whereupon he was
assured. “Johnson and his: partner,
Mason,” would be happy to send him

a certain sum of money-—upon the one
considerafion that he kept his mouth
shut about the “beating wp ™ they had
received.

“Ohay with me, mister !
lorry driver.
mouth shut.
night to you

Villiers and Tankerhead got down
from the lorry and melted away into
the shadows. Half an hour later they
arrived at the former’s house, having
wallced the distance, and keyed them-
selves 1n. A bath and & change of
clothing refreshed them considerably.
With scarcely a thought for the driver
of the wrecked charabanc they turned
in for the night, with the comierting
reflection that they had covered their
traclks well.

Mext morning the twoe precious
seoundrels booked passages in & plane to
France, Villiers first inditing a, letter
on & rough, diriy sheet of paper
sprawling illiterate eapitals, addressed
to Ferrers Locke at his Pall Mall
offices. The message ran:

replied the
now 'ow to keep my

:l'lmnl-: yvou, sir! CGood-
[ L

“Yore boy Droke is a prissoner in
Ivey Cottidge, Witley Common.”’

It was a clever fraud, and it appeared
claverer still when the artful Villiers
took a cab to the Tast End docks, and
posted it from there.

Exactly ene hour later an aeroplane
rose up from Crovdon Aerodrome on
its journey to France. Aboard the
plane were Villiers and Tankerhead,
angd their infention was to return to
England the day they read—as they felt
they were certain to read—of the
mysterions blowing up of a ecertain eot-
tage on Witley Clommmon, and the death
of Ferrers Locke and Jack Drake,

“Mervyn,” Julius Tankerhcad con-
fided to his accomplice, “you're a clever
dog. I'll take my hat off to you. When
that stiff, Locke, 1s out of the way we'll
give the world something to talk about
—what? We'll rake in & fortune every
weole of the vear!”

Villiers smiled. Bencath that smile
hiz devilish mind was working evilly.
Tankerhead, his fellow conspirator, was
becoming irksome; he knew too much.
Already safe from onme “sticky ™ jam,
the villainous pariner was t.umi.nﬁ his
thoughis to getiing rid of Tankerhead.
No glimmer of this, howeaver, showed
in the expansive smile he turned on
Tankerhead.

THE MAGNET

For the moment they wera filtv-fifty
artners, each with secrets to keep.
ater, however—
4 Villiers' smile deepencd. Later would
Q.

An Anonymous Leiter!

ERREERES LOUKE stood besida
F the wreckege of the Holls and
the charabane. A troubled look
~ rested on his intelligent face.
Despite the burnt up registration plates
which, under careful inspeetion, had re-
vealed & blurred scquence of numbers
entirely different from his own registra-
tion numbers, the detective instinctively
felt that this ruin of & car was his,

He roved round it hunting for soma
definite proof, at the same time fearful
of finding i, for it would probably
mean that Jack Drake had been driv-
ing the car at the time, and had
perished. .

“Where were the remains of the
driver, or occupants of the car taken,
officer I he asked a rather weary
station sergeant, a few minutes loter.

The station sergeant scratched his
head.

“Thers wore no remains, sir,” he
said, in a fashion which showed his own
bewilderment on that point. ¥ Burnt
up, I suppose. The ecar was blazing for
& long time, you know.”

Locke's brows came togetlier sharply.

“PBut that’s ridiewlows.” he answered.
“There would be some indication some-
where. Charred bones, scrups of cloth-
ing-—hundred and one signs.”

“That's exactly what I thought my-
solf, sir,” replied the sergeant. *But
the constable who had charge of the
case sald there was nothing to go upon
—just nothing.™

The look of scorn Ferrers Locke
}'.qrned on the sergeant nearly withered
T .

“I repeat that that's ridiculous;y
officer. Even in the fercest of fires
human bones would not disappear as
to leave no trace at all. There's some-
thing decidedly queer about this case.”

“You're telling me!” growled the
sergeant, “Guess I've worried myself
to death about the blamo business [

Ferrers Locka left the village station
and hurried hack to the wayside garage
where the ruined cars had been dumped.
He was glad now that Pyecroft had put
hiree “on* to this mysterious head-on
crash in which a Rolls and a charabanc
had been invelved, But it was amaz-
ing that there were no signs of the
driver of the Rells. Ewven if ho had
perished i the blaze there would of
a certainty be some remains that might
lead to his identification,

Locke did not let the grass grow
under his feet. He was soon inguirin
at the infirmary whera the injure
charabane driver had been taken, and
aslking peormission to see the man for
a4 moment or so0.

The doctor in charge refused that
poermission, however.

“"He's dying, sir,” was his grave
reply. “Iis hours are numbered. Be-
sides, there aro already two plain-
clothes men sitting by his bedside,
ready to record anything he has to say
—that 15 if he ever comes to, which I
very much doubt.” ]

And Ferrers Locke had to be satishied
with that. The doctor was most
emphatic, and his ruling was justified.
as events furned out, for the injured
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charabane driver never completely re-
covered consciousness.

A set-back at ever
Locke. "1 feel sure that the Rolls was
mine, But—"

He returned to town heavy-eyed and
weary. In the letter-box of Jules Mar-
tinez he found a dirty, smudged
envelope, addressed to Ferrers Locke.

With hands that trembled slightly he
glit the envelope and read the amazing
contents, 2

“Now what the doocs does this
meant” he  asked  himsgelf  angrily.
*Posted in the East End, Written by
an illiterate comebody who doesn’t even
sign his name, The plot thickens™

He studied that dingy scrap of paper
with 1fs alarming meszage - for guite
five minutes. Under the magnifyving-

lasa it revealed fnger-prints without
tha inevitable whorls E which in-
dividuals can be identified, which sug-
gested at omee that the aponymous
writer had worn gloves of zome gort,

“That’'s queer,” muttered Locke.
“The writer is illiterate, yet he wears
gloves, There’s no sign of a real finger-
print anywhere on this paper, which
tells ma that the writer made certain
of not being traced. ¥et this illiterate
somebody who uses the cheapest of
paper, 18 dirtily untidy in his writing,
manages to afford the best quality
ink it iz possible to obtain.

That latter discovery set Ferrers

turn,” muttered

Locke & fresh problem. The ink was
undoubtedly of fine guality, which com-
plicated matters. or thoe poverty-

stricken writer, 8s hs obviously in-
tended to represent himself, would
hardly possess ink of that sort if
things were genuine. That he appeared
to be unsccustomed to writing letters
was ndicated by his sprawling. jumble
of capital letters and bad spelhing. Yet
he used the finest ink it was possible .to
profure. :

"That doesn’t deccive me,” muttered
the detective, “neither does the East
End posiel marking on the envelope.
But it’s worth locking into for all that,
if only from the fact that the writer
knows Jules Martinez and Ferrers Locke
to be ona and the same man.”

~ The obvious thing to_do was to
jomeney down to this Ivy Cottage,
situated on Witley Common, and make
an investigation. But Locke decided to
go warily. The message now, to his
caze-hardened way of looking at life,
suggested s probable trap.

An ‘automatio bulged in the detec-
tive’s pocket when, having seen his fast
sports car refuelled, he took the Ports-
mouth road, and was soon speeding
along it at fifty miles an hour.

. En route he stopped at the spot where
the Rolls end the charabane had come
into collision, although it meant taking
him many miles out of his way. DBut
the halt on the roadside produced a
result, for the keen-eyed detective was
goon locating the spob whera two heavy
bodies had crashed down L:ipun.- the fern
snd bracken, some few yards away from
the actual position of the crash.

“Two of them,” muttered Ferrers
Tocke, examining the beaten down
ferns. “No wonder there was no sign
of human remains in the burnt-out car.
For this was where they were pitched
out, I'd wager my reputation !™

Ha gazed about him afresh, saw one
or two ominous blood stains, and a zig-
rag trail which wound across country
as far as the eve could see.

“ And that's the way they went,” he
told himszelf. “For some reason best
known to themselves, ther did not wish
te linger in the vicimity, although they
were hurt,”

Memorising these important details,
and deciding to fcllow that trail later,
Locke climbed back into hizs car and
set off again for the Tudor cotlage. He
found it without much dilculty, and
learned from a buzom lady who rented
a cottage - about & guarter of a mile
away that the place was owned by &
Mr. Eustace Johnson,

“Only seen him once or twice, sir,” she
informed the detective. " Hardly ever
comes to live down here.”

She gave a description of the owner
of Ivy Cottage, but in no way did that
provide a clue, for the description could
have fitted a dozen men.

“Then wyou havent seen him down
here—saioyest&rdajm—eh?” finally asked
Ferrers Locke,

“Mo, sir. The place—you can see
it from here—has been empty for the
best part of a year. Good-day, sir!”

Ferrers Locke climbed back inte his
car, and tocled the car along slowly to
Ivy Cottage. His mind was busy.
Thers was an entanglement of clues
which well-nigh baffled him.

2]

He stopped the ear outside Ivy Cot-
tage, and walked up to the door. The
place  seemed  deserted, but  Lecke
thumped heavily on tha panels of the
door first before attempting to force
an entry.

The place echoed and re-echocd to his
heavy summons, but there came no
TEeSRONE:.

“Perhaps I shall owe Mr. Eustace
Johnson an apology,” said Locke grimly,
“for I'm uinﬁ to break into his
property. e shall sec™

He withdrew & bunch of keys from
his pocket, and, within ten seconds, the
weather-beaten door was swinging open,

Deyvond the narrow hall lay the lifiﬂ?-
room, and Locke's keen coyes quickly
saw traces of muddy boots.

“Two people been here—fairly lately,
ioo,” was his reflection, as he examined
those tell-tale marks, “And I have a
fealing that I'm walking into &.f’raf“”

Little did the detective realise how
diabolical that trap was! :

(Eook out for further chapters of this
thrilling tee story in next Sclurday’s
MAGNET.)

COME INTO
THE OFFICE, BOYS.

Always glad o hear m you,
chums, so drop me o line {fo the
followcing address ; The Edifor,
The * Magnet? Library, The
Amalgamated Press, Lid., The
Fleetway House, Foarringdon
Street, London, E.C.4. 4
stomped, addressed envelope
_ weill ensure g reply.

HO are the most popular school-
W boy characters the world has
ever known I Why, Herry

Wharton & Co., the chums of
Qreyfriara ! For wyears and years theso
chesry schoolfellows have entertained
thousenda of readers with both their
thrilling and light-hearted adventures.
Every week letters reach me from north,
gouth, east, and west. In fact, In every
corner of the globe there are ardent
readers of the good old Magxer, Some
of the letters are from readera of long
gtanding, while others ere from readers
overseas who have met Harry Wharton &

Co. for the first time, It is to the latter

particularly that I wish to offer a hearty
welcome—io those living in  Australia,
New Zesland, and South Africa, whero tho
fame of the MaoxeT is spreading these
days by leaps and bounds, May you one
and all, chums, follow the merry escapades
of Harry Wharton & Co. for many years
to come.

=t TP

tion for my “air-minded ' ¢hums,

which I am giving in reply to a

query from Tom Dickingon, of
He wants to know which is

HERE is some interesting informa-

Whitby.

THE WORLD'S LONGEST AEAIAL
TRANSPORT SYSTEM |

At the present time, fhis is the route
from Pariz to Santiago, in Chile, although
art of it iz carried out by boat. The
istanee is about ten thousand miles in
all, and it can be covered in eight d&‘;:s.
The journey proper sommences from Le
Bourget eerodrome, and the acroplane
service covers France, Spain, the Straita
of (Gibraltar, and Northern Africa, arpiving
eventually at Dakar, in Senegal. Fast
boats crosa the Atflantie from here to

on the coset of Brazil, where

Natal,
in come into usa. The

aeroplance &

jovrnoy continues by plane to Rio de

aneire, Santog, Montevideo, and Bucnoa

Aires, tho largesb city in South America.
Then follows a most thrilling flight over
one hundred and twenty-five miles of the
famous Cordilleras, wnnd the ane
sventunlly landa at BSantiago, on the
Facific coast of Chile.

“ Bome ™ trip, eh, chuma ? Congidering
that there are several plancs a day from
London to Paris, and the journey only
takes about two hours' flying time, this
new transport systern will soon enable an
Englishman with threo weels' holiday
leave to pop across to Chile and back.

WHAT 13 A SUPERCHARGER?

If you're intercsted in stories of motor
racing, you may have seen lots of
references to supercharged cars. Harry
Goodmen, of Howve, aaks mo what a super.
charger i, In an ordinary car we rel
upon the movemoent of the pistons to sue
the petrol-air mixturs into the cylinders.
Oh a supercharged car, however, A pump
forcea the mixture in, and with ita help
the - gasea inside the engine are more
compressed, and therefore aceelorative
powers and all-put speed of the engine ar
greatly increased. Tho result is that a
much smaller aod lighter engine will give
a performence eguivalent to that of a
muech bigger one thet hos not been
supercharged.

Now for next weok's programme. The
Greyfriara yarn which 1 have in atora for

u i & real gorker, and Frank Richards
f:a fairly let himself go in:

“THE WORST MASTER IN THE

SCHOOL ! "™

which containg more thrills and laughs
than I've encountered for a long time,
Tron*t miss this ** real winner,” boys, what-
ever you do. Tell your newsagent thab
you want 8 copy reserved for you. -Thers
will be another full-of-thrills instalment
of our splendid serial, and, as usual, our
shorter features will include an extra.
gpecial * Greyiriars Herald * supplement, a
clever poem by the Greyfriars Rhymester,
an interesting cricket article by ** Umpire,”
and another little chat with

Your sincere pal,
THE EDITOR.
Tue dlacxer Tisrsny.—No. 1371
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THE BOUNDER’S
SACRIFICE !

{Continued from poge 24.)

THE SEVENTEENTH CHAPTER,
Unexpecled !
THE Bounder's eyes gleamed,

He was in the passage outside
the Ilead's study when IMr.
Smedley came along from the

other direction.

Smithy had had his dinner with the
BRemove. Since receiving the Head's
order to pack his box he had had no
word from Dr., Locke, and no arrange-
ment had yet been made for  his
departure.

With all the coolness and nerve he
had shown before the Removites, Smithy
had a heavy héart that day. The
prospect before him, when he reached
home, was enough to appal any fellow.
And it was in his mind to make some
turther appeal to the headmaster—to
try and migke him believe that he had
told the truth. With that thought in
Lig mind he came 4t last to the Head's
study, and he was aboutr to tap:on the
door when Mt Smedivy appeared. And
hiz eves gleamed at the Creeper and
Urawler.

“What ato you doing here, Vernon-
Bmith ! spapped Mr. Bmedley,

“T'm poing to speak to the Head ¥
growled the Bounder.

*You had betler go!™ snapped Mr.

Smedloy. *1 am about to se2 your
lLicadmaster!  You may go, Vernon-
Brmith,”

The Bounder did not go. If he was
sacked, if this was his last day at Grey-
friare, Bmoedley mattered little to him.

“Illu voy hoar me, Vernon-Smith 7"
rapped Mr. Smedley sharply.

"I'm going {o speak to the Head™
answered the Bounder doggedly ; and ]m
did not recede an ingh.

Mr. Bmedley’s eyes glinted at him.
The Creeper and Crawler was himself in
a rather disconceried frame of mind.
Wh} the Bonnder was not yet gonc was

Buﬂ.le to him.

r. Locke, instead of attending to that
matter, which was surely an urgent one,
had gone out suddenly in his car. He
had come in late to lungh, and then gone
to his study. And Mr. Smedley was
coming therexto ascertain how matters
stood—to learn whether there was, at
the last moment, & slip 'twixt cup and
lip. He did not want-the Bﬂunder there,
amtl he made & stride towards the junior,

“Go " he rapped.

“f won'g 1™
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_And the Bounder, panting, knocked on
the: Heéad's door—a loud, sharp knock.

*Come in [~

Smedley had to suppress his rage 63
Vernon-Smith opened the . study - door,
and both of them were under the head-
master's oyes

“Come in, Vernon- Smith 1”7 Emd Dr
Locke, in an unexpectedly kinid weice.
“I was about to send for you'l"

The Hounder entared

That kind note in his headmaster's
volee gave him s gleam of encourage-
ment.  Mr. Smedley followed him at
OTee,

“1f you desirc me to make arrange-
ments for this boy to reach his home,
sir—" said Mr. Smedley.

-“Thank you, Mr. fme lsjr.l” snid the
Head, " But that will not now bo
necesaary.”

“ Not—not necessaty 7'’ Mr. S8medley
seemned hardly sble to utter the words,
“1—1 did not quite see—=

He stammered.

“VYornon-Bmith 1s not leaving, Mry.
Smedley.”

“MNot—not leaving 7

iF '-qﬂ!u

Mr. Bmedley had to turn his face
away 80 that his headmaster should not
read its oxpression. He had failed again
—low, he could not begin to guezs | But
ho had failed !

Vernon-Smith . heard Dr, Locke’s
words like n iell-:rw in & dream. He
could only . stare at his headmaster,
Evidently, Dr. Locke had changed his
mind. Why, was as deep & mystery to
the' Boundar as to his enemy.

“1 will explain, Mr. Smedley,” said
Dr. Locke, with a kind glance at the
staring junior. “ Vernon-Smith informed
me in this study that he bad sold &
valuable trinket, as you .supposed,. and
recetved, only }resterdny, the sum of
forty pounds, This money is no longer
in his possession. The boy has explained
that ha used if, not For any disreputable
purpose, but in order to give assista
hﬂla Jli:f-:rt-mn person who was in nﬂedn

elp.

Smedley blinked at him.

“ Vernon-Smith has had the impudence
to tell vou such a palpable falsehood|”
he gasped  “Surely, sir, you did not
beliove him ¥

“I did not, Mr Smedley. But I have
sinee made certain  ingudries, which
have convineed mie that Vernon-Smith
stated tho exact facts.”

“Br. Locke!™
“This boy,” ﬂaid tha Head, in a
slightly raised “has done a some-

what thoughtless hut extremely generous
action. t was not such an action as

of them.

I should have expected of him, and it
ilﬂﬂ- raised him very much in my
opinion,”

* (th, sir!” gasped the Bounder,

“T:shall not go into details,” said tho
Hend. *“ Vernon-8mith has afforded
help to o man who eould not possibly
have accopted it at his hands, and he
therefore actéd anonymously, and so was
debarred from explainiog the matter
fu]l:. to me. Fortunately, I am now in
possession of the facts.”

“ But——" gasped tho hapless Creepor
and Eru.wk,r

“There is no doubt om the subject,
Mr. Smedley. I am only too thankiul
ibhat I learned the facts in t-sme, Veroon-
Smith [*

“Yes, sir [™

“You have shown, my bnﬂ ﬂ,ﬂ.ld -the
Heaad kindly, “that vou, W have
had regson to believe the worst. hﬂ-}" in

tha schogl, <an dmti in. & kind and
-HII'HIE}'LIE Way, an 15 pives me great
g es. o . 1 shall hope that you

will try tu{mgp the gr.:rm:l opinion I have

‘now formed of you™

“Tll try jolly hard, sirl? gasped
Smithy.

Dr. Locke smiled.

*Very well, Vernon-8mith ! You may
go I:.vac]"( te your Form ¥

The Boundeir left the study, walking
on air! DMr. Smedley left it with feal-
ings that could not have been expressed
in words.

That afternoon the Remove had the
sharpest cuttmg edga of their temporary
Form-master’s temper.

But there was ode fellow in the
Remove, at least, who did not mind.

That was the Boundaer.

Once more his phenomens!l luck had
held good, and he had ‘pulled throu h
And his last state was better than
first—he had gained his headmaatﬂz’u
good opinion, and had & friend in that
quarter,

The other fellows had hardly ex (i:-ae
to ses him, after what ha ha

Eﬂdﬂ:‘ttlﬁa gack had not
materialised. The Bounder was theore,
and ha drew a sardonic amusement from
the snapping voice and frowning brow

of the Creeper and Crawler. That
Zen eman like the spider in the.story
of found that he had to m

ng!r.m at the begioning. And, unl
the spider in the story, he was g&ttmg
rather discouraged.

THE END.

{"THE WORST.MASFER IN THE
SCHOQOLI™ iz thé ritle of the next yarn
in this po v series, and you'll-find it
in next Safurday’'s MaaNEr.. See thai
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ANTIQUE DEALERS, NOTE

R, RUSSELL, 8tudy No. 3, Remove.

Advertiser requires complete sulb of armour
with a view to learning American Football.—

WARNING TO NERVOUS PEOPLE

Follows with weak heartz and thoese who
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FIRE BRIGADE VOLUNTEERS
Urgéntly wanted for the Remave Firs
Brigade. The Housa is likely to burst into
flames at any moment now that Hoskins has
started playing * hot " musie |

DYNAMITE

Advertiser, for a smaall fee, will give lectures

e 1 = 3 e o 8 il e s e e e S

can’t stand intense excitement are advised on this subject. . Thousands delighted t
i to Lkeep away from the Head'as garden T&m i : {; Em.ﬁﬁtg 1 wn;.t:s‘. ;ﬂ‘n:t?ir?];l?ﬂuﬁ:; our
. 4 i i 1 ‘ e — e N ecture o .
}g:?;;ljﬂtrngt crg{;ue‘_:l:ackcr is going to play Mr ik . l S, Q. I. FIEI I;,Ismtu dy No. 14, Remave.
I8 No. 86 (New Series). EDITED BY HARRY WHARTON. May 26ih, 1934. —
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PANIC AT CHESS DUEL

A gepulchral silence brooded over the
prefects’ room. Doora and windo were
cloged, heavy pluzh curtains drawn. Not &
sound from without penetrated the thiek
walle of the sanctum sanctorum of the Sixth ;
and fhere was not s ghost of a sound {tom
within,

But the absonee of noise did not indicate
thet Jifs was absent. On the contrary, fully
a dozen fellows were present, clustered
around a table at which a tense drama was
being enacted.

Wingate was playing North in the final
of the Jenior Chess Championship,

It waa a relentless astruggle, and silént as
the air was, it was as though charged with
eleciricity. There had been no move for
two hours, and as minute succeeded minute
and still nothing happened, the excitement
became more and more intense. The breath.
less spectators, motionlesa as statues, gazed
at the chessboard with fascinated, bloodshot
ﬂ_;iea and distorted faces, The expressions
of the principals were as maskas.

Longer and longer became the suspense ;
more and more breathlesa the spectators;
heavier and heavier the silence. And then—
CRASH |

A deafening roar seemed to echp across the
room, throwing the whole assembly into wild
chaos. Husky shouts of fear rang out, and
one man even yelled : " Where'a my bullet.
proof waistcoat ¥ "

Somebody had dropped & pin !

NO JAM FOR BUNTER

Just befors the opening of the mass meeting
to advocate the provision of more hard courts
at Greylviars for the coming tennis season,
Billy Bunter rushed into the crowded Hall,
greatly excited.

“1 say, you fellows, where is it 1" he
P o hat tho th p—

= at the thum =

“If you bounders have
I hope you'll have the common decency to
hand it over! Skinner told me about it
tirst, and I consider 1've got the firet claim
on 1Y

* In the name of thump what are you—-—-"

“ I'll be sporty sbout 18,” broke in Bunter,
consderately. * If you chapas have collared
it 1'll whack out a half between you and I’
be eatisfied with the rest.,”?

“But what on earth are you burbling
abont 7 ghrieked Tom Brown.

*“ The jam, of courae ! ™

“Jam 1" -

* Exactly! Skinmer assured me on his
word of honour that if I came here I'd find
o tremendous jam., Well, where is it 7 I

Thero was a gosp. Then a yell,

* Ha, ha, ha 1"

" ! Tremendous jam'!" chortled Tom
Brown, “And you naturally imagined a
large jam of preserves! Lietier get ready
lor a shock, old iat bean ! *

“ Has it gone, then ¥ demanded Bunter.

* Not gone ; it’s etill here, all around you.
Bab not the kind of jam you mean ! Skinner
meant there was a jam of people in Hall
o there ie—a tremendous jarn ! ™

“ Ha, ha, hal?”

The fellows yelled, but Bunter swooned,

ineched it
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Taking the school entiraly
unawares, o party of juniors

belonging to the Fourth Form
have begun an emazing
mutiny ! This is the remark.-

able item of news we have to
record this weelc.

Mutinies, of course, aka not
new to Greyfriars, DMost of
pur readera are aware that on
more than one oceasion in the
pest attempts have been made
at rebellion against authority.

The present mutiny, how.
ever, 18 unique, for the mutin-
88r8 Are Nnot, &85 On previous
oceasions, members. of the
Bixth or Fifth Forms, but
mera infants of the Fourth !

The exzcuse (we can eall
it nothing more!} for this
outbreak is that our worihy
and respected headmaster,
Dr. Goodsmyte, has been
meting out punishmenta in
too severe a fashion. The
revolt was hastenad by his
sentencing Summerville, of
the Fourth, to two weeks in
an underground eoll on bread
and water and a flogging for
being two minutes %ﬂt& at
calling-ovor. Asa soon as the
Fourth heard of thiz sentence
wild excitement seized them,
and & number of them, led
by (George Wharton, paraded
beneath tho headmaster’s
window, hooting and hissing :

Why these infants. should
become so excited ia & puzzle.
Any old boy could tell them
that two weoks in & dungeon

and a flogying would have

WOULD YOU BELIEVE IT?

GREYFRIARS
100 YEARS AGO

heen eonsidered a wvery mild
punishment for being two
minutes late years ago. We
have a shrewd idea that
Wharton, whose singular zeal
for changing all the time-
honourad customs of the
eollege hos made him notori-
ous sinee his recent arrival,
must bo at the back of the
wheole thing.

The demonstration outside
the School House oeourred on
Tuesday and mmpelled Dr.
(Goodesmyte to summon the
malecontents into his presence
and eentence them all to be
soundly flogged on the follow-
ing day. ul when Wednes.
day arrived there was a
surprise for the Head and the
college generally.

At least two-thirds of the
Fourth Form had vanished !

Inguiries. scon elicited the
information that a rebellion
had "begun, Wharton having
led the missing juniors to &
windmill 'near the College

where, despite the an ro-
teata of the miller, he had
talzen poszession of the pro-

perty and started to fortify
it against atiack !

Dr. Goodsmyte promptly
walked ocut of gatea to the
windmill where a further
gshock was in store for him.

One of the rebels leaning
out of the windows of the
mill wrs Summerville, whom

he had supposed to be still & of

prigoner in one of the colle
dungeons ! The rebels had
had the astounding temerity
to release him and take him
alomg with them !

The headmaster, we neod
hardly sssure our renders, did
not minee his words, He told
the foolhardy juniors that if
they surrendered at once they

would be let off with flogzings
all round and bread-and-water

diet for the rest of the term
Strange to relate, this gener
ous offer waa not accepted.

Having heard the decisior
of the mutineers, Dr. Good:
emyte tried to force his w
through the front deor i
the mill—and it was then
that the galmost incredible
climax of the
reached. Just ms he -was
rattling the handle of the
door Wharton and Summer-
ville loaned out of ihe win.
dow above him and inverted
a Back of floor—and In an
instant the beadmester wes
converted into & fgure of
white.

Hea refurned to Greyiriars
after thet and a howl af
derision
the mutineers !

and his colle
mood to offer the most d

| perate resistance, and ok tis
moment it is diffieult to fore.

see the future courze o
eventa, _
One thing is certain—

is doomed to end in defeat.
We shall not care t¢ be in

time arrives |

(No mistobe abouf 4, you
fellows, George Wharton
& goerin 18341 Next week
extract from the old G ?
records will condinue ths atory
the first junior rebellio

ge | in the school's hisiory.—IED A

—

EXPLAINED

Toemple boasts that his
cricket {eam eontaing

players, )
Perbaps this accounts - for
the prevalenco of " butten

fingers ° among them

G
ILouts Taught a Lesson

followed him from|

gooner or later, the mbﬂlf-m.rthay remarked

Wharton's boots whea thatp

H apapm " of 1the Lower School

=

Grevfriars Master’s
Little Surprise

Two pie-faced eportz from London who
ve been staying st the Cross Keys at
Eriardale lately have heen trying cut a
souliar brand of humour. The idea ssems
'‘to have been to wait for a Greyfriars chap
or & master to come along the road, then

drama wapsoinip into him as violently as possible and

msk belliperently : *“ Where d'you think

u're gagin‘, ﬂ‘g‘i‘" Any rotort to thal

pestion is a sigmal for the peeling off of
coats and the rolling back of sleeves !

The pugnacious pair got away with this
littie .ilfaasnntry guite a number of times,
with i’ha result that they becameo more
offengive as time went on.

At least, they did until lagt Wednesday—
and then s slight change of programme
imade them revize their ideas a little,

A (reyfriars mester came walking down
the lane immersed in a massive volume

It is evident that W'!}Eﬂ'&ﬂ ‘on the theories of one Einstein. That
ngues are im the tmpesive volume, in conjunction with the

der's cap snd gown and academic air,
gava the humoristd an idea that a very
suitable wvictim -was approaching. Ex.
changing & wink, they lounged acrosa to
the mastor and did their etuff. Having
barged him into the middle of the lane,

respectively : Where d'you
think you're goin’, ¢h 1" and * Look out,
joan’t you § 7

The beak locked up and mildly told them
that he thought they were to blame for
ithe collision themselves. :
 In an instant they were discarding their
coatd and squaring to him,

' The beak raised his eyebrows and carefully
placed his book aside.’

The next moment a cyclone struck the
one and & hurricane the other. Both found
thersalves lying in the middle of the lane
plaring d,is:zil:;r af a million stars which had

{mexpectedly appeared before them !

They are still wondering vaguely what
heppened.
o can enlighten them,
The man they tackled happened to be

Larry Lascelles—maths master at Grey-
fara  and  alde  ex-light-heavyweight
£3ampion 1

v Perhaps they'll know better now !

Haunted Cave Mystery

Juniors’ Startling Experience

A party of Remove fellows
consigting of Nugent, Squiff,
Skinner, Kipps and Bulatrode
have meot with an adventure
which is going to take a lot
of explainimg. 'To pot to the
point right away, they've met
a walking shkelston |

In ease wou wondsr what

brought such en oddly-as-
-sorted crowd together, wo
should explain that they

happened to be the wvictima
of & recent borrowing cam-
poign on the part of Fisher

& Wi i

P

T. Fish, our pet husiness ex-
pert from U.8.A., and had
met for the purpose of corner-

in "

ﬁ:learin that Fizsh had been
geon moking towarda FPegg
Village, they set off in pursuit
together. Arviving ot Pegg
sands, they were told that

Fish had hired & motor-boat
and eset off alone on a irip
round the Shoulder. BSo they,
too, hired a motor-hoat and
took the same course,

Fish was not f{o be seen
when, they rounded the pro-
montory and Bulstrode sug-
gested that he might have
gona explering in ane of the
caves that abound on this
part: of the coast. Accord-
ingly, the THRemove party

ided their boat into the
ﬁst enve they came to and
did a bit of exploring them-
salves,

It was derk in the cave,
and the torch which Sqmif
happened to have threw but
B i‘Eﬂbiﬂ light on ‘the scene.

Dark as it was, howevor,
there was sufficient light to
reveal the ainisier object
which reposed in a distant
corner of the cave.

It was a skelaton ! i

That alone was a startling
ancugh discovery. DBut it was
nothi compared with the
development that occurred a
minute later.

As the explorera stared at
the gruesome relic they saw
suddenly to their horror that
the skelaton's arms were
beginning te move-—and a
little later its legs, tool To
complete its amazing activity,

upright and began to walk
with. glow, stately steps fo-
wards the Remove party !

Bquiff, who was at the
wheel, has never bheen accused
of being a funk. But he
doesn’t mind admitting that
at the sight of that grisly
spectre ancing from the
serie depths of the cave, he
just stepped on the gas and
stesred the motor-boat right
out of the ecave. Amnd the
rest of the party don't mind
admitting that his action
met with their entire approval.

Don't ask us what ia the
explanation ~f the strange
phenomenon—we can't tell
you l

We only know that Nugent
and Squiff and Skinner and
Kipps and Bulstrode didn't
hang about the caves looking
for Fish any longer that
afternoon. ey were jolly
glad to get back to shore
safe and sound and hurry back
to Qroyfriars to tell the whole
gchool the story of thew
astounding adventure !

So that's all we can tell
ou about the skeleton n

{ha cave nnder the Shoulder
this weel.

Perhaps by next week some
of our enterprising reportors
will have paid a visit to the
Cavd a‘n unoarthed the
id ﬂ-t. ii

Lﬁ out for next week's
number and soe |

Q: Why is a cook like a
barber 1

the entire skeleton then stood

A: Bepause he dresses harel

-
s

Dicky Nugent’s
Weekly Wisdom

Coker has heen gr:tﬁnﬁ all hot and bothered
Infely in his efforts at the nets. “Fhiz inspres
me to kompose & brand nevw riddle :

Q. What is it that bennyfita my lungs and
also the tuck-shop eash ill 7 .

A, Coker's kricket ; because every fime he

plays—ice cream (I scream [)

GREYFRIARS FACTS WHILE YOU WAIT!

Horace Coker’s perlormance ot
the wicketl iz considered a prize
comic fmrn!  Coker received
twenty balls before hiiting one-—
and ithat ono went through the
Form-room window | Coler was
“ out *—ount of luckl

down M

—

Cecil Reginald Templs
Upper Fourth, professes
on ¢ Remove. He
looked  forther down than he
meant fo when the Famons Five

ended bim and frog’s-marched

m in the guad for * cheoek |

al the
h i Jook

Frank Nugent i3 & classio ex=
ample of ths type of fellow who
does things well and says nothing,
Heo iz well to the fore at crie

and footer, and well ap in For

work, too—a rather rare oomae
binatlon, as Mr. Quelch observed |

A challengs from Frank Courte-
say, of Highelifte, lod to a thrilling
raca hoatwean rival elghts on the
Bk,  Higheoliffe 1ed for three-
uarters of the conrse, but at the

harton and mon
sutted and won by ball & length!

-
y P2

genisz ¢

his chum Hobson with
music on the violin during prep |
Hobson’s retort iz frequentl
slam the door and leave bim o it |

Fu s

Claude Hoskins,

I '|':‘-

*11
't e
I 1

thea

mugioal
f the Bhell, has a lofty
contempt for jazz, and barrows

: of the Kemove |
clnssical {igh i
—and bis ionings inecluded
“ giwpq ’? QOne of {hem, b

¥ _ta :
way, damaged the pavilion clock [

Accident at Whitsun Fair

We regret to announce that Coker of the
Tifth met with a slight sccident during a
visit to the Whitsun Fair on Courtfeld
Common this week.

The worst of Coker ia that he geta too
enthusiastic, The average fellow is content
to lot a swing deseribe & semi.circle, Coker
wasn't satisfied with that. He wanted to
go over the top as well !

Hatry Wharton cns found hig
Torm quiv.:kg thiz season, to tha
1%? L @ Ha hit up

4 against Higholifeihe other :}ur
an
the-

Potter, who was Coker’s partner in the
* gwing, did his best to resirain his pal. But
you might just as well try to restrsin an
earthqualke as restrain Coker.

Higher and higher swung thﬁawn}g+ Potter
closed his eyes, hung on like grim death, and
just ho for the best, A ourious crowd
gathered below and & pop-syed swing pro-
prictor rushed up, hoping to avert a calamity.

He was too En.trel Long before he eould
got his hands on the braks the swing had
goarcd up to o height where even a man of
Coker’s calibre could be exoused tor losing
Lis balance.

Coker and the swing suddenly parted com-
peny, and Coker mads a spectacular, though
quite unintemtional dive through space,
landing on the ground twenty yards away.

Fortunately he bappened to land on his
head, so no damage was done,



