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WORLD'S MOST FAMOUS SCHOOLBOY AUTHOR AT HIS BRIGHTEST AND BEST!
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Amazing and Amusing Yarn of HARRY WHARTOR &

THE FIRST CHAPTER.

Wrziby !
b HERRY I
“Oh! Yes sir!™ said Bob
Cherry of the Greyfriars
Remove,

“ Zak you hold ze tongue viz yonrself !

Bob G_hErr}: grinoed, and held his
tongue with himself, as Monsicur Char-
pentier expressed it.

There was a cheery buzz of conversa-
tion in the class. That was often the
case in Classroom No. 10 when the
French master of Greyfriars was deal-
ing with ajuhicrr se k.

*Bmeet !

“Hallo ' Herbert Vernon-8mith, the
Bounder of Greyfriars, answored much
less respectfully than Bob Cherry.

“¥ou talk viz vourself, Smeat 7

“{h, no, sir ! answered the Bounder.
“T was talking with Wharton.”

“Bhut up, Smithy, you ass)” mur-
mured Harry Wharton,

There was a chuckle in the class.

Monsieur Charpentier gesticulated
with both hands at Smithy,

"Bmeet, you are impertinent! You
vill take one hundr lines from ze
Henriade "

“Thank vow, sir!” said Snuthy.

“Buntair 1

“(th erikey ! ejaculated Billy Bunter.
“I wasn't speaking, sir! I never said
a word! [ only asked Nugent if he'd
got any toffee—"

“Teke one hundred lines.

“ Beast !” murmured Billy
under his breath.

“Shkinnair "

“Iid you speak, sir?” asked Skinner,
glancing round carelessly.

“Mais oui " snapped Monsteur Char-
pentier. ;

“May we?” repeated Skinner, affect-
ing to miswnderstand. “We may, sir,
if you hke.™
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Bunigir 1™
Bunter,

“¥a, ha, ha !

“Vat? Vat you zay, Skinnair! Take
zhree hundred lines ! exclaimed Massoo.
“I vill keep ordair in zis class! Ze
next boy zat give ne attention, I give
him of ze cane 1"

Monsienr Charpentier picked up
cane from his desk and swished 1t in
ihe air. The buzz of converzation in the
French set died down. Moszoo was get-
ting exasperated.

Had 3Mr. Quelch, the master of the
Remove, been dealing with his Form,
no doubt they would have been as good
a3 gold. Quelch was the man to handle
that rather unruly Form. Alossoo was
nok.

A junipr TIrench set was seldom
orderly. Mossoo’s maxim was peace at
any price. He wounld affect to notice
nothing till the state of affairz became
intolerable. Then he was liable ro fly
into a terrific temper and hand out
punishments right and lefr, landing
them mpartially on the i1nnocent and
the guilty. Luckily, he seldom asked to
see the lines that he showered om his
clazsg in those excited moments, Only
when he tock the cane in hand was he
niueh regarded. Taking it in bhand a
little earlier would bave zaved Mossoo
4 lat of trouble,

Aozt of the fellows meant no harm.
Smithy liked to rag, Skinner liked 1o
be checky, and few iz]]mrs liked French
irragular verbs. Cricket az a topic was
much more popular.

Two or three fellows, like Mark
Linley and Peniold, were attentive,
being really desirous of acguirin
some knowledge of Mossoo's besutiln
language. DBubt that desire was not
general in the Remove,

Even Harry Wharton, captain and
head boy of the Form, had fallen from
grace this time. As head boy, 1t was
his duty to sef an e:{amﬁte, which he
often did; but, on the other hand, the
match with Rookwood School was draw-
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g nigh, and the captain of the Remove
could not help being more interested in

the Rookwood match than in  the
lamgu.ﬁ_l e of Voltaire, Racine, and
Corneille, any harm at

Not mqanini
all, he was discussing the prospects of
that match with Smithy and Johnny
Bull and Hurree Singh till Aossoo's
uftt'imrst reminded him that he was in
class,

“Quiet, you chaps !" whispered Harry,
a2z Messoo Hourished his cane and glared
round for offenders.

“Yharton t*

“Oh! Yes, sirl®

“You speak, 1sn't 17 Fes, I zink!
Take fife hundred lines of 2¢ Henriade '

“0h, my hat!” gasped Wharton; and

thore was an irresistible chortle In
French claszs.
That was AMossoo all over. The head

boy, baving made an altempt to restore
quiet, had bagged the heaviest imposi-
He could only hope
that Mossoo, when he recovered  his
temiper, would, as usual, forget to a:zk
for it to be shown up,

The class was quiet now. Even
Billy Bunter refrained from inquiring
whether any fellow had any wifee or
outter-seoteh.

But, 1n hiz present infuriated s=tate,
Mao=eoo waz not satizfied with mere quiet
—tor which, az a rule, he would have
heen grateful. e required attention,
too—which was really asking a lot.

Lord Mauleverer, on a back form, was
leaming on the wall »ith hiz eves szhut,
If he was not asleep, his lazy [ordzhip
was doznng. William Wibley, deaf 1n
bis master's voiee and all other vaices,
was scribbling cn a writing-pad, held
on his knee.

Wibley was the only fellow in 1le
class wha was really busv. But he was
not buey about French, William Wibley
was the president and chief moving
spirit of the Hemove dramatic sociecy,
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and he was deep in a play. Wibley
wrote most of the plays for the IL.D.B.
Ho preferred his own work to BShake-
speargs. It was, In Wib's opinion,
much brighter stuff,

In the French set, as a rule, a fellow
who kept quict was left alone. It was,
therefore, s chance for Wib to get on
with his dramatic works—and he was
getting on with them.

But now a fiery eyve was on him,

“Je wvous dis,” rumbled Monsieur
Charpentier. “I say to you zat I vill
havé ze attention, Mauleverer [

Mauly did not seem to hear.

“Vous dormez!” shricked Mozsoo.
"Cielt Zat garcon sleep in ze class ™

Feter Todd gave his lordship a poke
in the ribs with a ruler.

Lord Mauleverer's drowsy oves opened
suddenly, and he gasped.

“Wake up, you assi”® whispered
Nugent.

“Eh? Okl I=—I wasn't asleep! 1
heard all you fellows were sayin’1
gmg{eﬂ Mauleverer,

“Ha, he, ha!™

“Taisez-vous! Bilencel Maule.
verer—"

“(h, yves, sir ! gasped Mauly, realis-
ing that he was in class. * Borry, sirl
I'm .all attention, siri”

“Take two hundred lines,
¥erer 17

“Yes, sir 1"

“Wibley !*

‘Wibley did not speak or lock up. He
did not hear. In the throes of composi-
tion, William Wibley was deaf and
blind to all other things.

Monsieur Charpentier breathed hard
and deep. He was fairly roused now.
He was going to have the fixed atten-
tion of every fellow in that French set
or he was going to know the reason why.

He strode among the forms, and came
gwooping down on Wibley. Then he
epotted the writing-pad on Wib'e knea
under the desk, and the pencil serawl-
ing busily over it. That was the last
straw.

“Mon Dicu” gasped Monsieur Char-
ﬁntmr: “Ulest trop! On en a assez!

auvals garcon! Voilal”

He grabbed the writing-pad from
Wibkley with one hand. With the other
he brought down the cane with & whop
across Wib's shoulders.

“Ow 1" pasped Wibley,

“Alors, attendez donc hooted
Mossoo.

And he marched out from the desks
with Wibley's writing-pad in his hand,
and headed for the wastepaper-basket
that steod by his own desk.

Wibley leaped to his feet in horror.
For the whop from Lhe cane he cared
little, in comparison with his concern
for the fate of his dramatic works.

And Mossoo’s intention was clear.
Taking the writing-pad in both hands,
he wrenched af it to tear it across before
throwing 1t into the waste ager-husket.

“Ohl Don't!” yelled 'e‘:'i. ley.

“Taisee-vous I rapped Mossoo, over
hizs shoulder.

There was a rending sound. FPages
r

Maule-

EH

and pages of priceless drama were torn
and hurled into the wastepaper-basket.

“¥ou ass!™ shrieked Wibley.

“?ELLE"‘ . )

“Oh, you silly little ass!™ roared
Wibley. " You—you—you thundering
idiot '

“Vat!" ztuttered Mozsoo.

“Wib, you fathcad——" breathed

Herry Wharton,
“Quiet, you chump—" gasped Dob
herry.

For a moment or two, Monsieur Char-
E‘?ntmr stood as if transfixed, gazing at
ibley. Then he swooped on him. b

@
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13 of ze too muchl™
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spluttered. “I take you to BMr, Quelch !
enez donel Come viz mel”

With & grip on Wibley's collar,
Mossoo jerked him out of his place.
He was hardly taller than Wibley; but
m his breathless wrath and indignation,
he seemed to have the sirength of two or
three French masters! o whisked
William Wibley headlong out of the
class-room—and the junior French set
was left in & buzz of excitement,

———n

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Going Through It!
H ENRY SAMUEL QUELCH,

master of the Hemove, sat in
his study—not in the best of
tempers.

Having been relieved of hiz Form for
an hour while thay were up to Mossco
for French, Mr. %ur:]ﬂh had retired to
hiz study for s little leisure and a little
pleasure, His pleasure took the forin
of perusing a volume of Bophocles!
Few, if any, of the Remove would have
cared to enjoy their leisure in the same
way.

E;uch, however, was Mr. Queleh’s idea
of & foew happy moments. The Remove
did no Greek—a circwnstance that
added considerdbly to their comdiort.
Qulﬂlch revelled in it. Tastes differed—
a lot!

The telephone-bell had interrupted
Mr., %ucluh just when he had settled
down by his open study window te enjoy

R P R R R R R R

William Wibley of the Greyfriars

Remove is a past master at im-

personating. His latest wheeze

is the weirdest and most wonder-

ful that Wib’s remarkable brain
has ever evolved !

e e s

the July sunshine and the ancient Greek
poet at the same time.

Had it been an urgent or necossary
call, Mr, Quelch would not have minded
zo much. Bub it was only & ¢all from
Sir Hilton Popper, at Popper Court.

As Bir Hilton was a governor of Grey-
friars, he had to be treated with tact.
But he was so exceedingly fussy an old
gentleman, that a great deal of tact was
required.

Sir Hilion was E:l:ﬂdirj\?|
the school. That, 1n the first place,
was irriiating, as Mr. Quelch did not
like & new boy arriving in his Form so
late in the term.

Archibald Popper should  have
arrived on the first day of term, or he
should have been kept in storage, so to
speak, till the hrst day of the next
term. That was Mr. Queleh's opinion,

However, it was all fixed and settled,
and Alr. l'éur:'lﬂh made the best of it
And now the fussy old baronet rang
him up to mention that he would not
be h-rmcf;mg Archibald that day, as
arrangod.

Sir Hilton, it eeemed, was a little
uncertain, after all, «whether he was
going to place Arclubald at Greyfriars
oOr not.

Certain circumstances had eventuated,
it appeared, which caused him fo give
the matter fresh consideration,

As it was understood that Archibald
was to come into Mr. Quelch's Form,
he rang up Mr. (iuulﬂh to tell him so,

Queleh breathed hard over the phone,

He had set aside an hour that after-
noon to receive Sir Hilton Popper, and
put his nephew Archibald through a

a nephew to

3

brief examination—he had never seen
the boy, se far. He should, of course,
have gome through the wsual entrance
examination at the proper time—but a
governor of the school was not to be
argued with, )
his state of uncertainty, on the part

of the lord of Popper Court, was
extremely annoying to Mr, Quelch,

Moreover, Bir Hilton Popper tock
ten minutes to tell him what maight
have been easily told in two,
_ Already the Remove master was feel-
g very irritated end annoyed by the
time he got back to Sophocles,

It was rather unfortunate for Wibley
of the Remove. Sophocles, no doubt,
would have soothed Quelch in time. But
before Sophocles had had time to
soothe Quelch, Quelch was interrupted
again,

There was & sound of hurried foot-
steps in the passage, and a knock, or,
rather, & bang, at the study door.

Breathing very hard, Mr, Quelch laid
down his book.

The door flew open.

Into the study marched Monsieur
Charpentier, red as & turkey-cock,
bristling with wrath, and leading by the
collar & hoy of Queloh's Form.

BMr. Quelch rose to his feer,

He gave Mossoo a glance of cold dis-
approval. Quelch was himself a happy
nuxture of 1ron and 1ce. He strongly
disepproved of excitement, and more
especially in & master., He had no use
whatever for Gallic effervescence.

Neither did he B}me'-'ﬂ of & boy—
especially & boy of his Form—being
marched ahout by the collar] The
worda “ Follow me ™ should have been
enough 1

Quelch, as a man whose authority
was mnever questioned, had s feeling
of ezcorn for a master who could not
maintain authority.

“Well 7"’ gaid Mr. Queleh, in a voice
that seemed to proceed from the iciest
depths of a refrigerator. “'What is the
matter, sirl"

Monsieur Charpentier relessed Wih-
ley’s collar—becanse he needed both
hands for gesticulation, He waved them
in the air.

“ Monsieur Quelch!” he spluttered.
“1 convey zis boy to youl I make one
report of ze insolence of ze most un-
heard! Figurez-vous——-"

“What has Wibley done?”

“Am I one ass?" shricked Mossoo,

“What "

“Am I one silly little ass{”™

“ Monsieur Charpentior 1"

*Am I one tundering idiot I"

Mr. Quelch’s jaw set like a vice. The
look on his expressive face slmost made
the hapless Wibley’s flesh ereap.

“Am I to understand, Monsieur
Charpentier, that this boy of my Form
applied, such epithets to you?!™ he
inquired, in a rinding voice,

“Mais outl Yes, sair! One ass—one
silly little mss—one tundering idiot!
Mol gui vous parle! Moi! Zat garcon

E____h'

“ Wibley I”

“Yes, sgir!” groaned Wibley.

#1s it possible, Wibley, that you so
far forgot yourself, as to a,pplﬂ such
expressions to & member of Dr. Locke's
staff 7'

ik i A L} ]

“One ass!” howled Monsieur Char-

pentier. “One tundering idiot—""
Mr, Quelch picked up a cane from
his table.

“Monsieur Charpentier! You ma
leave this boy in my hands!" he mirj’:
“I ghall deal with him ps he deservesl
I venture to predict that he will never
ggein be ‘guilty of such disrespect!”
TaE Magxer Linriry.—No. 1,536
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He swished the cane. * Wibley, bend
over that chair "’
“Il—I—1 never meant—="
Wikley.
“One ass—one tundering idiot—"
“Bend over that chaiv this instant,
spivits,

Wibley 17

In  extremely low William
Wibley bent over the chair.

Monsieur Charpentier whizked out of
the study, and whisked back to his ¢lass-
voom. 1la left Wibley to a punishment
that was evidently going to be adequate
—or, perhaps, a little more |

Wibley had no chanea to explain that
he had nttered those awlnlly gjs:'Eﬁpeﬂt-
ful words, in the excitement of the
moment—exasperated by the total loss
of hiz priceless dramatie  works.
Meither would sueh an  explanation
have helped him much,

Swipe, swipe, swipe!

Queleh had a heavy hand with a cane.

gasped

Caning a fellow was a painful duty to
him—though not, perhaps, so painful as
1t was to the fellow concerned. But he

was not the man to shrink from a
painful duty. He did it thoroughly.

On this eccasion there was no doubt
about the thoroughness. The swipes
came down with terrific vim,

Swipa, swipe, swipe !

Wikley velled. ven the Bounder,
the toughest man in the Remove, could
hardly have gone through that whop-
ping in silence, Wib was very far from
silent. His frantic vells rang far and
wide as his Form-master laid {he cane
vl

It was a full “six,’
them a terrific swipe |

Mr, Quelch looked rather inclined to
continue further. However, he left off
at six, and replaced the cane on the
study table. ]

Wibley wriggled off the chair. He
stood wriggling,. He seemed to be
understudying an eel.

*You ma%gu F* rapped Mr., Queleh.

X

and every one of

0w | ow !  gazped Wibley.
" Wow 1T

fl’ﬂﬂ ljl

Wikley went.

Mr. Quelch, at last, was able to get

back to Sophocles, and settle down to
enjoy what was left of his briefl leisure,
e soon dismissed the matter from his
mind.

Wibley did not. He couldn’t! Wib-
ley went back to Class-room No. 10
wriggling like an eel; and he wriggled
mnto the class-room, and wriggled to his
place, and sat down as carefully and
tenderly as if he fancied that the form
was red-hot |

Monsienr Charpentier gave him a stern
look, The Remove fellows gave him
sympathetic looks,

There was no mere ragging, or
chattering, or whispering, or mnattention
i that ¥rench set. For once, Massoo
had an absolutely orderly class. Nao
fellow wanted to be taken to Quelch,

When it was over, a sympathetic
crowd surrounded Wihfay, as the juniors
went out, But sympathy did not seem
to comfort ihe suffering Wib very
much. To all condolences, his answer
wag “Ow! or “Wow!” or “Yowl”
Six from Quelch had Jasting effects:
and for a long, long time, Wibley
mourned like RKachel, and could not bo
vomforted.

rw—

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
A Bunk for Bunter!
asked Bob

e HOSE bags™
Cherry.
“Ha, ha, ha ™

ReaIfy, there was no mis-
taking them, .
They were the tightest, as well as the
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most extensive, in the Lower School at
Greyiriars.

And they were remarkably displayed
to the view,

After claszs, the Famouz Five of the
Remove, had gone out for a spin on the
bikes. Having whizzed round Courtfield
common—with some little forgetfulness
on the subject of school bounds—they
were comimmg home by way of Oak Lane
—an ancient, winding lane that ran, for
a portion of its way, through the estate
of Popper Court. Thus it was that they
sighted the trousers,

Un one side of the lane was a high
wooden fence. Beyand that fence lay
Popper Court Woads. And conspicu-
cusly displayed on the fence was a large
pair of trouscrs,

As they came pedalling down the lane,
Bob Cherry was the first to sight them,
He chuckled; and his chuockle was
cchoed by Harry Wharton and Frank
Nugent, Johnny Bull and Hurree
Jamaet Ram Singh. It was quite a
striking sight on the high fence.

At the first glance, only extensive
trousers wers to be seen, PBut st the

second, it was discernmible that a fellow

was climbing the fence, his back, of
course, to the lame, and that he was in
difficulties,

Billy Bunter, of the Remove, was no
great climber. If his remote ancestors,
as is related in the fairy tales of science,
had climbed trees and dwelt therein,
Bunter had not inherited any of their
activiby.

Moreover, Billy Bunter had 2 lot of
weight to lift. Lifting it over a high
wooden fence was some task,

The fat Owl of the Remove had got a
grasp on the top of that fence. He had
heaved himself up. He had got his fat
knees against it. But it was a case of
“thus far and no farther.” Another
effort was reguired to clear the fence,
and Bunter was not equal to it.

30 there he hung, presenting a back-
view chiefly of trousers, suspended, like
Mahomet's coflin, between the heavens
and the ecarth, when the chums of the
Femove appeared in the offing.

“CGurrrrggh I They heard a loud,
prolonged gasp, 08 they approached,
“Urrgh ! urrrrgh 17

The TFamous Iive down,
Bunter was clhimbing fence—
evidently to trespass on the forbidden
lands of Bir Hilton Popper. A short
cut across Popper Court Woods was
ng doubt the temptation.

The spot was a mile and a half from
Grevfriars, by romd. It was less than
half that distance, cuotting across Sir
Hilton's estate. Which was rather a
risky proceeding—hut not uncommon,

But the fat Owl had no chance of
%ctimf over that fence unaided—and he
coled like dropping back into the lane,
Like an over-vipe apple.

*Hallo, hallo, hallo!” roarcd DBob
Cherry,

“Dh ™ gasped Bunter, startled.

He turned his head and blinked round
at the grinning cvelists through his big

spectacles,
Bunter's hold, already

alowed

That did it!
precarious, slipped. He came down the
fence 1n a8 hurrey !

Bump !

* Whooooo-heoop !

HHa, ha, hal®

“ Do that again, Bunter 1" roared Dob.

“Ow ! Beastl Wow " gasped Bunter.

The five juniors jumped off their
machines.

Billy Bunter serambled up and stood
Inaning on the fence, gasping for breath.
His efforts in tho clamberving ling had
winded him, -

“I say, ﬁnu fellows,” ke gasped, “give
a chop & bunk upl”

" Anybody got a steam erane in his
pocket ¥ ingquired Bob Cherry.

“Ha, ha, ha !

“¥ou fat ass!” said Harry Wharton,
laughing, “Yow'd better steer clear of
trespassing in Popper Court.”

“I've pgot to take a short cut!
gasped Bunter. “Think I ean walk
miles and miles and miles in thiz heat !

“You'll wish you had if old Popper
spots you 1™ said Frank Nugent,

““ Blow old Popper |*

"Out of bounds, fathead!” gaid
Johnny Bull,

“Yah!* pgrunted Bunter. “Blow
bounds! Bloew old Popper! RBlow
everybody! Oh, dearl I'm tired!
was going to take the motor-bus back

from Courtfield, but after I'd had some
Emgewpap and a cake or two at the
un shop, 1 hadn't any money left—
ch, dear !

Bunter groaned—and
Five grinned,

Bunter, in the presence of foodsinffs,
wag liable to forget all lesser matters,
Evidently he had omitted to reserve his
bus fare—with this unhappy vesult.

“HBlessed if I can see anything to
cackle at!” snapped the fatigued fat
Owl, “I can tell you, I'm ]ﬂﬁj" tired.
I say, vou fellows—"

“otick to the road, old fat man!™
advised Harry Wharton. *“It's only a
mile and a half! And a walk will do
vou good 17

“I'm melting [ moaned DBunter,

“Well, if vou lose a ton or so of fat,
vou'll have lots left ! suggested Bob
Cherry.

“Beast! T say you fellows, T shail ba
late for lock-up! hat about one of
you, lending me his hike, and hoofing
it ¥

“0h, my hat!” gasped Bobh. *What
abhout it, you chaps? Den't all speak
at onee 17

“Ha, ha, ha 1"

“Well, lock here, give me a buunk up,
then ¥ grunted Bunter, *1 can save
half the distance, cutting across.”

“Better keep clear——-"

** Beast !

“My esteemed, idiotic Bunter—"
heg:a.n Hurree Jamset Ram Bingh,

* Beast '

“0Oh, let's "™ zaid Boh, and he leaned
Itis machine on & tree and went to the
fat junier’'s aid.

Bally Bunter turned to the fence
again. It was a solid wooden fence—
and it needed to be solid to carry the
fat Owl's w&ilght. He jumped, caught
the top, and hung on.

“MNow bunk ! he gasped.

Bob Cherry sh-n-w:?i manfully. Billy
Bunter dragged, whila DBob shoved
behind. Up he went, 5;I|::ﬂ|:'|.'133."t gasping
egnd panting, puﬁin?; and blowing. Bob
Cherry got his shoulder under the ample
fat form. and heaved.

“Ow " pasped Bunter snddenly,

“o it " gasped Bob.

“My specs are slipping——"

*Mever mind your specs—cearry on !V
panted Bob, “1I can't stand this long 17

“ Beast 1"

Bunter released one hand to jam his
spectacles straight. The other failed to
haold hkis weight., Deown came Bunter,
like a sack of coke,

Bump, bump |

“Oocogh I gurgled Dob.

Bob bumped in the grass, and Bunter
bumped on Dol IHe flattened out under
Bunter’s weight, gurgling spasmodically,

Billy Bunter sat up dizaily. .

“Urrgeh ¥ he pasped. “You sl
idiot! Wharrer you let me f{all for
Urrgh 1% _

“ Gerroff 1 eame an aponized howl
under Bunter

“Ha, ha, ha!”® xelled the four om-
lookers,

the Famous



Billy Bunter had sat up on Eob
Cherry’s waistcoat, and Bob was ipelmg
like an ill-used pancake. He wriggle
like & worm under a wheel.

“Urrgh ! Gerroff |
spluttered Bob

The Co. rushed to the rescua,

Dragimoff I

Buntor

was grasped, and heaved off, Bob sat
up, gurgling for breath,

"You—vyou—you fab idiet!” he
gasped.

“Beast | Warrer you let me fall down
for?” howled Bunter. “I say you
Not yon,

you clumsy ass,.  I've had
of I;,-nu. 1 say, bunk me up, you

tT

fellows, give me a bunk upl
Cherry,
enoug

fellows !

s easy enough, if you ain's

i

* Oh erumbs !'** gasped Frank Nugent, as a hoot jammed on his nose.
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“Boast ! gasped Bunter.

Nugent let go Bunter and clapped
his hand to hiz nose, which felt
damaged.

“Hold on " gasped Wharton,

“D-d-don’t let me fuf-fuf-falll”
spluttered Bunter.

The threa who were still sustainin
Bunter's weight made a combine
effort. They heaved with all their
beef, and Bunter went up—and over!
He rolled over the top of the fence.

Bump |

“Yarooooh [

Billy Bunter landed on the inner side
of the fence with a concusston that

A
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THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Monsleur Wibley !

1 A, ha, ha "
i Eﬂﬂ'ﬂ 1‘[:;1:.?::
“Ha, ha, ha!"

Sounds of merry laughter
greeted the Famous Five as they eame
into the Hemove passage.

A crowd of fellows had gathered
round the open doorway of Study No. §,
which belonged to Wibley, Morgan, and
Mickey Desmond. SBomething of an
entertaining nature, 1t was clear, was
going on in that study.

i
S .=
_‘_::.11. E

% D-d-don’t let me fuf-fuf~fall 1** spluttered Bunter. Harry Wharton and Johnny Bull heaved with all their beel, and the
fat Owl of the Greyiriars Remove wenf up—and up—and up [

clumsy ! It ain't as if I weighed
much ™

“0Oh crikey I” .

“All hands on deck ! said Harry
Wharton.

Bob sat up and gasped for breath.

Bunier stated that he had had enough
of Bob: and there was no doubt what-
over that Bob bad had enough of
Bunter.

The other four grasped the fat Owl
and heaved. Up he went, clutching ot
the fenee. DMany hands make light
work! TFven the extensive avoirdupois
of William George Dunter was handled
clivetively by four sturdy feilows. TUp
went DButiter—spluttering.

“Ow! You're pinching me, you aill_y
idiots 1 he gasped. “Ow! Haven't
vou got, any sense, you chuckleheaded
chumps! Ow !l Don’t bang my nese on
the fewee, you blithering dummies!
Wow 1

“(io it ! gasped Harry Wharion.

“ Heave ahead, my heavties ! grinned
Johnny Bull

“Oh erumbs ! gagpod Frank Nugent,
as he heel of a boot jammed on his
noze.  “ You fat idiet, leep your hoofs
out of my face!”

almost shook the Popper Court estate!
His voice foated back on its top note.

“Ow!l Oh! Beasts! You did that
on purpose! I've breken my neck—I
mean iy leg! Wow! Beasts !

Rotters 1™

Harry Wharton laughed.

“Come on!” he said. “"No need lo
listen to Dunter's thapks!”

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Yah!l Beasts! Rotters!” came o
roar from the Popper Court side of the
fenece as the juniors went back to their
bicycles,

It was warm Julv weather—and
bunking Billy Bunter over a fence was
warm work. ‘The Famous Five were
red and perspiring. and they spent a
fow mimites in recovering their breath
before they remounted their Lieyeles.

During  those few minutes Billy
Bunter, from the other side of the fence,
told thom what he thought of them.
But his words were wasted on the
desert atr. The Famous Five had had
enough of Billy Bunter—far too much,
in faetl

Then they rode away in a cheerry
bunch for Greylriars, leaving the fab
Chwl to himself.

“What's up, Smithy 7" asked Harry
Wharton,
The Bounder chuckled.

“One of Wib’s stunis! Look at
him [
The Famous Five walked up the

passaga to Study No. 6 and pushed
through the grinning crowd at the
doorway.

Wibley of the Remove was standing
before a tall glass in the study. An
open make-up box was at his elbow.
He was giving-his face a dab of grease.

aint, and the chums of the Remove
noked in.

“Hallo, halle, hallo! recared Bob.
“What's up? Why—what—och, my only
sumuner honnet 1™

Wibley turned round, and the effect
was startling. Up to the neck William
Wibley was a Renwove junior. Above
the neck, he was a nuddle-aged French.
man! It was almost unperving to sce
him suddenly.

Black hair, tinged with grey, & sallow
complexion, a hittle black moustachs,
& pointed black beard made Wibley
quite unrecogiisable as himself, though
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he might eazily have heen mistaken
for a twin of Monzienr Charpentior.

He grinned at the Famous Five.

“Oh, my hat!™ exclaimed Ilarvy
Wharton, “Ha, ha, hal”

“Ts that you, Wib, or have yen
borrowed Mosson's head, and stuck it
on  your shoulders?” asked IFrank
Nugent.

*Pretty good—what?™ said Wibley
complacently, “I'm giving a show in
the Hag after prep—see? Impersona-
tion of Mossoo Froggy—with a special
act, Mossoo 1n a taptrum ™

Harry Wharton lecked a little grave.

Wibley’'s “*impersonations ¥  were
well known in the Remove, and often
furnished entertainment in that Form.
Wib eould impersonate almost anybody ;
e was not only & master of make-up,
but his features scemed elastie, and
twistable into almost any shape.

More than once he had given an im-
perzsonation of the French master, who,
being rather distinctive in appearance,
was an easy subject for the schoolboy
actor. Hisz imitations of Mossoo always
evoked preat merriment,

“But, T say, old chap!” said Harry.
"It's fearfully funny, and mpo end
enfertaining, but—I think I'd give it
8 miss just now—now that Mossoo has
his jolly old back up. If he got wind
of it—*"

“IWhat rot !” said Wibley.
never comes into the Rag.
get wind of it,”

“Well, no; but—"

“Rot!” repeated Wibley.

When William Wibley weaz on a
theatrical stunt argument was wasled
on him. He turned back to the glass
and gave his face a few more artistic
touches.  Tta resemblance to Monsieur
Charpentier’s was really uncanny. Had

“ Mossoo
He won't

'THE MAGNET

Mossoo looked into thet glass he might
have supposed that it was his own re-
lleetion lnoking out at him.

“The shirty little beast!” went on
Wibley, “ He got me zix from Cuelch
this morning. I ecan feel them now!
And look what he did with my play ™

“Well, fellows ain’t really supposed
to write plays in the French class,”
remarked Bob Cherry.

M l've done it before, lots of times,
without such a fuss[Y grunted Wibley.
“Cheaky little beast! Six from Quelch
=—and every one a swipe !

“You catled him some faney names,
you know ! said Frank Nugent.

“"Well, he is a little ass, and a
thundering idiot!1” said Wibley, *I'll
tell him so apamm ™

“PBetier leave out the adjective next
time 1" chuckled the Bounder. * 1t was
that that made him so ratty. When a
man's as small as Mossoo he doesn't
like having it pointed ount™

* Little beast!” said Wibley. “I'm
only sorry that I ecan’t let him sea me
teking him off. I'd like him to see
the show I”

“Ha, ha, hat”

Wibley adjusted a rather high
collar—Mossoo always wore ratheyr high
¢ollars—and put on a black Frock-coat,
and buttoned it. The crowd in the
doorway gazed at him, grinning.

In figure, as well as in face, he now
resembled the French mastoer so closely
that at & casual glance anyone might
have taken hun for  Monsieur
Charpentier.

“Good—what I

There was no false modesty about
William Wibley. His wondaerful gifts
in the thealrical line were admired by
nll the Bemove, but by no one more
while-heartedly than by Wib himseli.

rinned Wibley.
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“Fine!” chuckled Bob.
the life, old man ™

“ Alors, taisez-vous, done!” went om
Wibley, in a remarkable imitation of
the I'vench master's high-pitched,
siueaky voice that made the juniors
howl with laughter. * Mauvais garcon |
Je vons demande, vill you be quiet viz
vourself or +ill you not be gquict viz

" Mozeao to

yourself? Repondezs doncl Do you
vish dat I take you to Monsieur
Queleh i

“Ha, ha, ha!” roarcd the Removites.

“Blessed if a chap wouldn't thunk it
was Mossoo 1? exclaimed Peier Todd.
“Bure you ain’t Moszoo, Wib "

"“IHa, ha, ha!”

“Less poise there, you noisy fags!”
chme & voice from the Remove landing,
at the end of the passage.

“0Oh, my hat! "Ware pre’s ! pasped
Bob Cherry. : i

Lader of the Sixth, with his ashplant
under his arm, walked up the Remove
passage. The uproar from the Remove
i}uarims had caught his esr, and no

oubt Loder guessed that something
was “on.” The bully of the Sixth was
always pleased at an  excusa for
handling the ash,

Y Now, then, what's all this rowi”
he demanded as he came up. “You
can be heard ell over the shop.”

Dismay fell on the erowd in the
Remove passage. Loder's arrival had
been so sudden that there was nat even
time to shut the study door before he
was on the spot.

He locked inte Study No. 6, and the
Removites almost held their breath,
wondering what was going to happen
oW,

To the juniors, Wibley's impersona-
tion of & master was great fun: but its
effect on a 8ixth Form prefect was
likely to be guite different.

Wibley had no time to get off his
make-up, and thers was no chance of
dodging out of sight. He was fairly
canght.

In full view, in his make-up as the
French master, he faced Loder's eyes
as the prefect looked into the study.

For a moment there was a dead
silence. The Removites expeected Loder
to tell Wibley to bend over, or clie
march him off to the Head as he was,

Instend of which, Loder only stared
btlagi:lj‘ at the Frenchified figure in the
SLay.

"{%h ™ ha cjaculated, “I-—I didn’t
know you wero here, Monsieur
Charpentiep.™

i erikey ! breathed Bob Cherry.

Lodar of the S8ixth had taken Wibley
at faco value, as it were—nothing
doubting that it was the French master
in Sftudy No. 6.

Wibley was quick on the uptake. For
a moment he had shared the general
dismay, Now he was all confidence
apain,

“Vat iz it zat you wvant, Lodairi”
he exclmimed in the IFrench master's
high-pitched sgueak. “You interrupt
me, 't it, ven zat I speak to zese

gaveons | Is it zat 1t 18 your affairi”
“0Oh! No, sir] I—" stammered
Loder.

“¥ou are sheeky, Lodair! You butk
in vhere vow are not vanted, Go away
viz yourself zis instent] Allez-vous-en !

I“"l‘hem w:s such a row golng  on,
EIL

“Nonsens=o ! Pas votre affaire! May
I not speak viz zess garcons, zat I take
in ze Mrench set, vizoubt zat vou have
zomezing 1o say?  You are one moeddle-
same imbecile, Lodair!  Allez-vous-en,
in vous dis!”

Aonsicur Wibley gave Loder a push



on the chest, and he staggered out of
the doorway into the passage.

“Monsieur  Charpentier I
Loder.

" Aszpz!  Assez|
maizs ] Allez vous en, done!
zat ugly face!™

“Oh, my hat !” gasped Loder.

With a crimscn fage, Loder of the
Sixth retreated down the ﬁussagﬂ.

There was & vell of laughter when he
Was gone.

“Ha, ha, ha!” .

Wibley chortled. It was the first time
he had ever been able to tell the bully
of the Sixth fo take away his ugly face!
Luckily for him, Loder was not likely to
guesa the real identity of the momber of
Dr. Locke's staff whom he had =0 unex-
pectedly found in Wibley's study |

gasped

Take avay

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Boot for Bunter !

b RCHIBALD [
A “Oh  erumbs !
Rilly Bunter.

breathed

Bunter did neot knoew whae
Archibald was. But he knew the gruff
bark that uttered the name. *hat

gruff bark was the voice of 3ir Hilton
Pcﬁa‘%er, Baronet, of Popper Court.
illy Bunter trembled.

At that moment the fat Owl of the
Bemove repented that he had taken
that short cub across Sir Hilton's estate.

The weather was hot, and the road
was long and dusty; but the hottest and
dusticst roand was preferable to a mect-
ing with Bir Iilton Popper, undex the
shady trees of Popper Court.

Bunter had done about half the dis-
tance, when, as he rolled down a shady
ath in the wood., he heard that gro
ark clese at hand, and he popped
behind the nearest tree with remark-

abla celority.

From behind that tree, he had a
glimpse of the tall, angular figure of the
old baronet, coming up the path, a
moement later.

A boy was walking by 8Sir Hilton's
sile—apparently the * Archibald * whom
he was addressing.

He locked like & =choolboy, about
Bunter's awn agpo, and was rather like
the baronet in feature, which indicated
that he was a relative. He was chiefly
distinguished by a mop of red hair,
which caught the eye at once.

“Nes, uncle!™ came his answer.
_Billy Bunter blotted himself from
sight behind the tree. Had Sir Hilton
Poppor and hiz nephew passed on, the
fat Owl would have been passed undis-
covercd,

But, to DBunter's dismay, the old
baronct came to a halt quite near that
tree, and Archibald halted also.

Bunter hardly breathed,

Thera waz a ridingcrop in Sir
Hilton's hand, and Bunter knew only
too well what Sir Hilton was likely to
do with 1t if he found a fellow tres-
passing in hiz woods.

“1 hope, Archibald, that you are not
dizappointed with my change of plan

with regard to you?” barked Sir
Hilton.
“0Dh, no, uwancle!” said Archibald.

“I'd rather go to sea than to school.”

“I mn glad to hear it, Archibald!
An opportunity has occurred for
placing you very favourably——"

dir Hilton Popper broke off. His
eves suddenly fixed on a fat elbow.
That elbow projected beyond & tree-
trunk a few feet away.

The tree-truck was fairly well grown
—it would have ecrecned any Bemove

Go avay viz you,

EVERY SATURDAY

fellow offectually, oxcept William
Ceorge Bunter!
Bunter was not, perhaps, double-

width, but he was a good deal wider
than moet Remove fellows, The Lree-
trunk nearly hid him—but not quite.

“Good gad!” ejsculated Sir Hilton.
_ His nephew Archibald gazed at him
inquiringly, Then, following Sir
Hilten's fixed and angry gaze, he dis-
cerned the fat elbow, and grinned.

“Good gad!” repeated Sir Hilton.
“A trespasser! Whoe are vou!?! Come
out of that at once, vou rascal! By
gad, I will lay my whip round you !

Gripping his riding-crop, the old
baronet strode round the tree. As he
came round one side, Billr Bunter
whipped round the other and jumped
back into the path.

il Etnﬁa him, Archibald!® roared
Sir Hilton Popper. :
“Yes, uncle!™ grinned Archibald

Popper

“Ow! Beast! Teggo!”  pasped
Bunter, as Archibald grabbed at bis
collar and caught hold.

Sir Hilton circled swiftly round the
tree. Ancther moment, and he would
have been within whopping distance of
Bunter.

But Bunter was desperate.

He closed a fat fist and hit out, and
there was a vell from Archibeld, as he
caunght 1t with his nose.

His nose became suddenly as red as
his hair; and, judging by Archibald's
fearful vell, therc was a pain in iL

He staggered. releasing Bunter's
collar, and the fat junior shot away up
the path, barely escaping a swish of
the riding-crap as he shot,

“Rascal!” roared 8ir Hilton., *Tres-
passing scoundrel !  Stop "

Bunter did not stop.

He few!

That shady woodland path might
have been a cinder-path, from the
speed  with  which William George

nnter covered it

He panted, he puffed, and he blew;
but his fect secmoed scarcely to touch
the ground as he went. After him
rushed Sir Hilton DPopper, his long
lega whisking, and after Bir IHilton
trotted Archibald, with his hand to his
nose, and a stream of crimson oozing
through his fingers.

Fast as Bunter flew, Sir Hilton's
long legs covered the ground faster.
Fertunately—for Bunter, not for BSir
Hiltoni—the old baronet caught his fool
in & trailing root.

He pitched over headlong. and came
gown with a ferrifie bump. The
riding-crop flew from his hand as Sirv
Hilton rolled and roared. 'The next
moment Archibald, unable to stop in
timme, stumnbled over Sir Hilton, and
sprawled on him.

Bunter fow on.

Behind hin sounded a roar of fury.

“Oh! Oooch! You elumsy voung
blackhead, Archibald! Ooooooht”

Archibald serambled up.

Sir  Iilton szat wup, gasping for
hreath,  He seemed rather winded.
He pointed after the flecing Owl of
Greviriare and splyttered.

“Urrrggh! Pursua that young
scoundrel, Archibald! Do you hear
me? Urrggh! Go after bim at once !
Urrggh ¥

Avchibald rushed on.

Pozsibly he was not worrying much
ahout the facy that Bunter was tres-
passing in Sir Hilion's woods,  He
was anxious to reach Bunter, on his
own account. His nose was streaming
crimson, as he ran.  Bunter's weight
had been behind that sudden punch,
and it had doae a lot of damage.

';!

Sir Hilten, brenthless, sat and
gasped for wind. But he had the
satisfaction of secing that hiz nephew
wis gamming on the fugitive before they

passed oput of his sight.  Then the
winding path swallowed them from
view,

Bally Bunter glanced over a fat
shoulder.

Sir Hilton was no longer to Le seen:
but close behind was Archibald, coming
up hand over fist.

“ Beast ! gasped Bunter.

He flew on. Ahead of him was n
gate that gave on the road, not far
from Greyiriars. {Onea he was over
that gate, he was safe. The fat Owl]
put every ounce into the race.

Thud !

A boot landed on Bunter's extensive
trousers. Archibald had reached him.

“Ohw 1" howled Bunter.

He careered onward. The thudding
boot seemmed to have lent him wings.
for he few ahead, and for severa:
minutes kept the lead. Then Archi-
bald was gaining again.

Crash !

“¥arooh!” roared Bunter, as the
boot behind landed a second time.

This time it landed harder,
almost lifted the fat Owl

Bunter tore on desperately.

Thud, thud. thud! came the boot
again, once, twice, thrice, before he
reached the gate.

Archibald was chuckling now as he

sl

rait. He seemed to find this amusing.
Billy Bunter found it far from
amusinﬁ. It was horrid for Bunter.

But he had got to the gate at last.
Frantically he serambled over that
gate.

Thud !

Onee more the boot landed as
Bunter scrambled. Tt helped lhim
over the gate. Ovwer the top went

Bunter, headlong, to sprawl in the road
outside.

He sprawled and roared.

“Ha, ha, ha!™ velled Archibald.

He stopped at the gate and slood
there. dabbing his nose and laughing,
as the I.:nrea.thﬁ:ss fat Owl clambered to
his feet.

“Beaszt "' spluttered Bunter. “Yah!
Rotter! Cad! I've a jolly good mind
to come back and lick you !

Archuibald put his hands on the gate,
az if to vault over.

Billy Bunter changed his mind at once
about going back to lick Archibald.
Instead of that., he resumed his flighe
and headed all out for Greyviriors,
leaving Sir Hilton Popper's nephew
grinning over the wvate,

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Mossoo to the Rescue !

TMF !
B [ ‘:'h !.!'F
T Dw |.l'l

Really Billy Bunter wa: not fo
blame.

From the gale where he had escaped
from the domainz of Sir Hilton opper
a shady lane ran, which led inlo the
voad by Grevfriars Sehool. Bunter was
doing the shady lane as if he were doing
the school hundreed vards.

It was shady, under thick over.
hanging branches. Bunter was short-
sighted. and he was going fast. Ior
tiese three excellent reasons he failed
to see o dinpgy, tattered figpure loafing up
the lane till he erashed.

The dingy fipure went over backwards
as if a eannon ball had struck it; it was
oxtended in the dust howling.
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Bunter, staggering from the shock,
sat down and spluttered.

“Birike me pink I came a how! from
the taitered one as he sat up. * Lnock-
mg of a bloke hover|

“Borry! Oh
dear ™ -

“£h 1" gasped Bunter.

Bunter was sorry—not o much sorry
that he had knocked over the tattered
pentleman as that he was within that
gentleman’s reach,

He was & most unpleasant-looking
man, He had a stubbly chin, a vag of
a cap on an untidy, tousled head, and
a broken nose. That, perhaps, was his
misfortune and not his fault, but it did
not enhance his good looks; also, he
had & scent of tobacco and rum.

He sat and gasped and glared at
Bunter,

Bunter bounced to his feet. The
sponier ha was out of reach of that
stubbly tramp the better Bunter was
going to like it, He would have pre-
ferred Archibuld, or even Avchibald’s
uncle,  But az he plunged past the
tramp the tromp also bounced up and
grabbed at him,

That grab clesed on Bunter's fat
shoulder.

“Old on!”
Bl& 1.

“1--1 say, I'm in & hurry !’ gasped
Bunter. “I—I've got to got back to
school for—ifor lock up! 1 say, lepgol”

Instead of lefting go, the stubbly man
looked up and down ihe shady lane with
a keen eve. Several windings of the
lane hid the Popper Court gate; Bunter
had left that well behind. In the other
direction was the corner of the main
road, a hundred yards on. Traffic

assed that corner: o motor-car whizzed

v, but no one was near at hand.

“I say, leggo !"" gasped Bunter, jerk-
ing at the grasp on ins shoulder,

‘he tattered man did not answer him.
Having satished himself that he was not
likely to be interrupted for a few
minutes, he proceeded to business. 1iis
business was to grope in Bunter's
pockets for anything; ha might have in
the way of cash. l1tvidently he was a
footpad and a pickpocket, as well as a
tramp, when opportunity came his way.

Bunter was not a —aluable prize. In
the way of cash he was quite a blank—
having been dizappointed about a postal
order from cone cf hLis titled relations,
and equally disappomnted about an ex-

ed romittance from his TUnele
eorpe. All Bunter had in the way of
wealth was a watch—which, being made
of rolled gold, was not fearfully valu-
able, and which did not go.

But it looked as if it was going now,
however., All was grist that came to
the mill of the broken-nosed gentleman,

Ffis thievish grasp was closing on that
watch, when two fgores appearsd at
ithe corner of the lane from the Ingh
road.

They were Mr. Quelch, the master of
the Remove, and Mansieur Charpentier,
the French master of Greyiriars, The
two masters were taking a litile walk
in the summer evening before lock-up—
fortunately for Billy Bunter,

Bunter yelled on his top note,

said the broken-nosed

“Help! I say, help ™

The two masters had turned out of
the sunny road into the shady lane.
They had not cbserved Bunter and the

tramp at a distancs in the shade, but
that vell from Dunter drew their alten-
tion at once.

“Blesz my soul!” exclaimed Al ¥
Queleh, . _
“Mon Dien! ejaculated Monszicur

Charpentier.
The man with the broken nose glared
round in angry alarm. Bunter made a
THE MiexeET LIBRARY.—No. 1,536.

THE MAGNET

wrench to free himself, His rolled-gold
watch was still in his possession. Billy
Bunter did not want to lose that watch.
It was a poor thing; but his own, so to
Eﬁ)ﬁnk. With help so pear at hand,

unter struggled.

“Btrike e pink!”™ breathed tho
broken-noted man,  “Sirike me pink
and blue ¥

“Ow!  Leggal!l” yelled Bunter.
“ elp 1
AMr. Queleh was coming wp the lane

with swift strides; Alonsieur Charpen-
tier shot ahead of him at o run.

. Mossoo was amall in size, but great
m courage. Any amount of pluck was
acked in his neat, dapper little frame.
he hefty tramp conld have knocked
Mossoo inta the air with one drive of
his fist. But Mossoo did not stop to
think of that; he flew to the rescue.

Bunter struggled; and the tram
grasped him savagely: and the fat Owl,
in desperation, kicked. He landed that
kick on a shin; and the stubbly man,
with a well of anguizh, released him
and staggered bhael,

Bunter jumped away, spluttering for
breath, but it would have gone hard
with him had not Mossoo arrived on
the seene,

Monszieur Charpenlier had a walking-
stick in his hand; it was upraised as ha
came. And the tramp, giving wp the
idea of plundering Bunter—perhaps not
thinking the plunder worth a lot of risk
—turned to dodge away among the trees
besida the lane,

But Mossoo was on him like an arvow.
The upraized stick came down with a
loud crack on the tramp’s tousled head,

“Yoila, coguinl!” squeaked Moszoo.
“Seelerat—voleur——-°

* Birike me pink ¥ ggsped the tramp,
and he turned on the little French
gentlemman with a ferocious snarl.

Mosgzoo's stick flew through the air
as the hefty man grasped him. He gave
a gasping howl as he nrumizled HE

“Oh erikey I'” gasped Billy Bunter.

“ﬁﬂﬂﬂghl Oh! A moei! Au secoursi”
shricked Monsieur Charpentier as he
whirled in the tramp's grasp,

Mr. Quelch put on speed.

He also carried a walking-stick, which
he %rumeded at once to use with vigour.
It banged on the tousled head, and
banged again, and yet again; and the
broken-nosed man, rearing, dropped
Mosgsoo in the dust and bounded away.

Mr. Queleh, whisking after him,
landed ancother on the back of his head
as_he went, and the stubbly man was
yelling on hiz top note sz he disap-
peared among the trees

“Mon Dien! Ciel! Je suls assomme !1?

gasped Monsieur Charpentier, gitting
up dizzily. “Mon cher Quelch
Uooogh

Mr. Quelch gave him a hand to rise,

Billy Bunter was in moiion again.
Really he ought to have stayed to thank
Mozsoo for hus ﬁmmpt suecour, but with
tramps about Bunter preferred to loso
no time getting away f{rom the gpot.

IIe rolled down the lane towards the
roatd—and, like Iser in' the poem, he
rolled rapidly. He did not even stay
to ask Mossoo whether he was _hurk
Still, that was unnecessary ; he knew he
Was.

Bunter did the remaining distance to
the school at full speed and rolled in at
the gates, pufing and blowing.

It was a quarter of an hour later that
Monsieur Charpentier arrived, leaning
heavily on Mr. Quelch’'s sinewy arm;
he looked very dusty and very dis-
hevelled, and & good many glances
turned on him oz Mr. Quelech piloted
him across to the House.

By the door of the House stood a

roup of juniors. Billy Bunter was in
the middle of the group; Bunter was
talking.

“1 say, you fellows, a gi:aat, hefty
tramp—a beast six feet high or more,
with a broken nese—I knocked him
spinmuog—>-

“I can see you doing it grinned the
Bounder,

“Ha, ha, ha ¥

“1 jolly well did! He nearly had my
watch—my  twenty-five-guinea  gold
watch, you know—="

“IIe could have sold it for fourpence™
remarked Skinner.

“1la, ha, hat"

“ Oh, rna‘l%[:.', Skinrer! He would have
had it, but I knocked him down! I can
tell you he ran for it! I you fellows
don’t believe me—"

 Believe you!” gasped Bob Cherry,
“Nat ciuita ™

*Well, you rcan ask Quelch if you
like I” declared Bunter. * He came up
with Mossoo after it was over, They
never helped me, you know,  Mossoo
never pitched into the tram Y, and
Jueleh never came up and drove fum off,
1 did the whole thin H

“Ha, ha, ha I¥ :;elied tha juniors,

“Blessed if T sce anything to ceckle
at! Tt was an awiul secrap,” said Billy
Bunter, “*but I handled him gll right;
knocked him right oand left before
Quelch and Mossoo could got anywhere
near tho spot. And—"

* Bunter I

“Oh erikey!”™  Billy Bunter spun
round at his Form-master’s voice, his
eyves almost popping through his spee-
taclez. “Oh lov' ! Yes, sip!”

“How dere you tell such untruths,
Bunter | exclaimed Mp, Quelch, in a
thunderous voice. *“ls this your grati-
tude to Monsieur Charpentier, for
having come so bravely to your aid ™

“Oh!” gasped Bunter. " Yes, sir—I
—1 mean, no, sir! I—I waadiust tall-
ing these chaps how eplendid 1t was
of Mossoo, sir, to—io come and help
e, and .

“Ha, ha, hal"

“Silence | Bunter, yvou will take two
hundred linesl You deserve to be
caned] Bring me the lines this

evening 1"’

“Oh crikey I"

Mr., Queleh piloted Monsieur Char-
entier into the House, leaving Billy
unter blinking in dismay, and the
other fellows yelling,

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER,
Unexpected |

FTER prep that evening there
was & crowd in the Rag.

Wibley's  theatrical  stunts

~_ solways drew an audience, And

this time it was uncommonly good.

All the fellows agreed that Wib's im-

personation of Mossee was & real
shrick. i )

Mossoo, with his dapper little figure
cased in a tight frock coat, his mincing
steps, his squeaky +wvoice, his trim,
little pointed beard and dinky, little
black moustache, really lent himself
to ..‘-ELI-FIHE-"

There was no doubt that Wib was
very entertaining in  the role of
Moszoo, And, apart from the fact
that Wib liked disp!afing hiz thestrical
gifts, he was specially keen now on
ridiculing poar Mossoo.

Wib was not a fellow to remember
grudgos, as a rule. Dut the consign-
ment of his dramatic works to the
wastepaper-basket, and *sx " from



q.m:lch over and above, had made
Wib unconmoniy *shirty.”

Ho could still feel twinges of that
gix, True, if he was spotted guving a
master, he was likely to pet zomething
more severe than six. Bub Wibley did
not give that consideration a thought.

Really, there was little risk, The
Rag was used only by the juniors, and,
unless there was s dizturbance, as
sometimes there was, masters or pre-
focts were not likely to enter

After prop the Remove weaere thero
to & man. Temple, Dabney & Co. of
the Fourth turned up for the show.
Hobson and a crowd of Bhell fellows
came. lLven some of the fags camoe—
Tubbh of the Third and his [rends,
and Dicky Nugent with a gang of the
Sccond. It was a very numerous
undience, and very gratifying to
Williem Wibley when he came in with
an attache.case in his hand that con-
tained bhis make-up, and his theabrical
ECAT.

In a corner of the Rap a large and
somewhat tattered serecen was arranged.
Behind that was Wib's dressing-room.

Wibley walked behind the screen and

disa?pq:nrnd. o dizappeared as
Wibley of the Remove—he was going
to reappear as Monsieur  llenn

Adelphe Charpentier,

Some of the fellows thought it was
rather too bad. Most of them were
only thinking of enjoying the enter-
Latnrment.

“Wib's awlully clever,” remarcked
Lord Mauleverer, with & shalke of his
noble head. “But it's rather volten
to guy poor old Mossoo. Ile's not a
bad little ass.”

“Tot I said Skianer.

“Look at the way he backed wup
Bunter this afterncon,” said MMauly.
“Tacklin’ & tramp—""

“1 say, you feil-:wsﬁ I really knocked
that tramp down—""
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“Ha, ha, hal”

“Shut up, Bunter!”

“ Mozzoo's a plucky little ass,” said
ihe Bounder. “That tramp would
probably have eaten him if Quelch
hadr't been there.”

“I say, you fellows, I really did—-—*

“Shut up, fathead!”

“The little beast was shirty in class
this morning,” said olsover major.
“le gave us a rotten fime.™

“We didn't give him an enjovable
one,”” remarked Harry  Wharion,
“And he's not o bad sort. He never
asks for lines."

“I'm jelly well not going to do lines
far the little brate!” said Skinner,
“T'1 jolly well tell him so, toa ™

“* Rats 17 rowled  Johony  Bull
"You'll do the lines fast encugh, if
he asks for them. I shouldn't wonder
if he does this time, too. He Jooked
as if he meant it this morning.™

“Oh, mvy hat!™ exclaimed Bob
Cherry. “ Has anybody done his Jhines
for Massoo? I know I haven't done
mine

“BHame here !

“The samefulness is terrific I

The Nounder chuckled.

“Tf Mossoo asks for them fo he
shawn up this fime, we shall all be in
the soup,” he remarked, *“Not a
man’'s done any ™

“Well, he hardly ever docs” zaid
Havew.

“IMe looked jolly vicious this morn-
ing."

“0Oh, rot! There's ne vice in
Mossoo,” said the captain of the Re-

*k

move. “The fact 15, 1 rather agree
with Mauly—it's rather o shame to
guy him.”

““(h, that's bosh !

“1le was born for it,*” said Skinner.

“IHallo, hallo, halla! There's Wib!
Or 1z it jolly old Mossoo?” exclaimed
Dol Cherry, as a dapper figure

By
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ound the tree, a riding-crop in his hand. But Billy Bunter was desperate. He clenched a fat
fist and hit out. There was a yell from Archibald Popper as he caught it with his nose,

T TN

[

=45

“ Ooooooch [

emerged from behind the sercen,

Really, 1t was difficult to be suare
It was Wibley, but William Wibley
had completely disappeared, and the
exact double of Henri Charpenticr
appearcd in bis place.

There was a roar of laughter as the
disguised junior appeared in view,
walking with mincing steps.

“Ha, ha, ha 1"

“Ciood old Wib!"

“By gum! If Mossoo walked in
now, he would think his iwin had

come te Greyfriars,” grinned Frank
Nugent.

“Ha, ha, hal™

“Go it, Wik t”

“Mais silence, | done!™ ecame from
Wiblay, in imitation of Mossoo's high-
pitched squeak. “Taisez-vous, mes gar-

cons ! Mauleverer, vous dormez, isn't
it? You go to sleep viz vourself in
zoo ¢lass.  Is 13 zat vous dormesz
touwjourz ¥

Lord Maualeverer grinned,

“1 =ay, you fellows——"

*DBuntair, wvou talk viz  vourself

Take one zousand lines of zo Ilenriade,
zat 2o beoutiful poen !

“He, he, he!”

“Vy for you laff, Buntair? Is it
zat you have no respect  pour mod,
Ienri Charpentier? You take zhreo
zgousand lines! T ¥ill keep ordair in
zig eclazs, or I wvill know zo reason vy
not !

“Ila, ha, hat?

“Mosson 1o ithe
erinned Bob Cherry.
in 3 tantrum, Wib!
in-?'

Bob broke off with a gasp as the
door of the Rapg suddenly opened, and

iolly  old life1”
“ive us Mossoo
You— (Creat

a rather angular figure appeered
there.

Mr. Queleh stepped in.

There was o frozen eilence, Wibley

THE Maigrer Lisrapy.—No. 1,536,
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siood tranzfized. Never, or hardly
aver did Mr. Quelch enter the Hag.
His appearance there was utterly un-
Emg:;m . But there he was,

ibley hardly breathed.

If Quelch, like Loder of the Sixth,
took him for the penuine article, it was
all right. Otherwise, it was all wrong
—awfully wrong. Wibley had plenty
of nerve; but he needed it all at that
terrifying moment. .

“Bunter 1" said Mr. Quelch, glancing
round. “Ts Bunter here?”

“{h, yes, sir!"” gasped Bunter,

“You have not brought imne your
lines, Bunter.”
80 that was why Quelch had

dropped in. Mossoo often, in fact gener-
ally, forgot to ask for lines, Quelch
never forgot. And on this cceasion
Quelch was parficularly annoyed with
Bunter, and not in the least inclined
to' let the matter stand over.

The noxt moment Mr, Queleh ob-
served the dapper liltle figure in the
frock coat, and he glanced at it n
EUFQTLISE, )

e was as surprised to see Monsieur
Charpentier in the Rag as Loder of
the Sixth had been to see him In
Wibley's study.

Why the French master was there
was r wystery to Mr. Quelch., Buat
he did not seen to doubt that it was
the French maostor.

“0h. Monzsieur Charpentier ' zaid
Mr. Queleh, evidently unsuspicious.
“¥ tenet you feel no il effects, sir,
from your very disagrecable experience
this afternoon "

Wibley summoned all his nerve. He
had to earry this thrvough, somchow.

“Mais nen, T zank wou, sair,’” he

stammerod, : 5
“I am glad te hear it, monsieur,”
said Mr. Quelch, “Bunter, I gave

you two hundred lines for your un-
rerupulous, untruthiul, and ungrateful
description of the incident in the lane
thia aftetrnoon. Iave you  writien
those limes?"

“(h, no, =ir!? gasped Bunter, “I—
I was going to, sir, but—but I got so—
ep interested in—in a Latin exercise,
sir—"

“That will de, Bunter. The lines
are doubled 1" said My, Quelch, “If
you do net bring them to me by tea-
time te-morrow, you will be caned.
There is another matter oo which I
must speak to you, Bunter™

# Ig—is=-ig there, sir?¥”
Bunter.

He did not seem to be enjoying lis
Form-master’'s conversation.

“There 15, Bunter! I desire to know
whether vou have thanked Monsicur
Charpentier for coming to your awl,
when yor were attacked by a ruflianly
tramp. 1 fear, Bunter, that you hove
not & grateful nature. But I cannot
ullow any boy in my Forin to he remiss
in acknowledging such an action. Have
yvou expressed your acknowledgments o
Monsieur Charpentier, or not#”

“Oh! Yes—no—I mean, n-n-no, sir:”
gasped Buntor,

“Then, as Monsieur Charpentier is
here, you will do so ot onee, 1t my

gronned

presence ! exelaimad Mr. Queleh
sovarely,
Billy Bunter hblinked at Willey

through hiz big spectaclos,

Thera was o dead silence in the Raog.
Evidently Mr. Quelch was taking Wibley
for the penwine article. What he would
think—and de i—if he found out his mis-
take, would hardly bear thinking of.

A dozen fetlows made signa to Bunter
to play up. Quelch had to be kept from
epotting the facts, somehow.
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“ Zat is no mattair, sair!” excloimed
Wibley hastily, in terrcr of the fab and
fatuous, Owl giving him away., “Zere ia
no need——"

“E!I‘.L the other hand, Monsieur Char-
nentier, I cannot allow a boy of my
Form to be so remiss, and so ungrate-
fuII!":' sard Mr. Quelch. " Bunter—I am
walting I

“Oh! Yes, sir!” pasped the fat Owl
“I=1 say, I—1—1—— Oh erikey "

“Cela va bien, mon garcon ™ said
Monsicur Wibley. “Zat 13 enoff, mon
cher Buntair ] Zat is all right!”

“Not at all, sir!” said Mr. Quelch.
“DBunter, I am surprised, I may say
that I am shocked, to fnd thot yon
have maide no acknowledgment to Mon-
sieur Charpentier 1

“[=I—Fm going to, sir,” pgasped
Bunter, * as—as soon as I see him—"

“What "

“I=I—I mean—'
Bunter.

“What do vou mean, Bunter?
are in Monsieur Charpentier’s
at this moment ! snapped Mr. Quelch,

“Am—am—am I, sir?” gasped
Bunter.

“Bless my soul! Is this boy in his
senses T exclaimed Mr. Quelch testily.
*I presame that you can see Monsieur
Charpentier, Bunter?”

“Onl No! Yes! I—I mean—»"

“ What do you mean?”

“h! Nathing! Oh crikey I

“I fnil to understand you, Bunter!
Unlezs vou immediately express your
acknowledgments to Monsicur Charpen-
tier, I shall eane you!™ thundered Alr,

¥

stammered

You
rezendd

Cuelch.
“Oh lor'! I-1 say, I—=I—I—"
Bunter blinked at Wibley., “I—1I zay,

I-—T'm awfully obliged, old chap—"

“What do yon s=ay?” gasped Mr.
Oueleh, " Bunter, how dare you address
Monsieur Charpentier in such familiar
terms 1"

#1—1 mean—I—I mean, old fellow 1?
stuttered Bunter. “That is, I—I don't
mean anything of the kind ! I—I mean,
t-t-thanks ne ond, old—Moezoo! I mean

’io say, Monsieur Charpentier!l Ohn
o’ 17

Y Assez, mon  cher Buntair ¥ said
Wibley., *“Xat iz enoff ! Zere 13 no

need to say more zan zat, Buntair”

“0Oh erikey !

Me, Quelch, with a frown at that hope-
fill member of his Forin, walked out of
ithe Hag.

There was a general gasp of relief
when the door closed behind him,

“0h erambs ! breathed Wibley., ™1
mean, Mon digon ™

“Ha, ha, ha!*

“Coery  on, Wib!” chuckled the
Bounder.

And  Wibley, greaily buecked by

having coma throngh so severe an ordeal
so  successfully, carried on, with an
imiintion of Mosson, and his manners
aid eustoms, that kept the Rag in a
TOar.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.

Two of Them !

. QUELCH started violently.
M He almost bounded.
Quelch bad remarkably good
evesight. Remove fellows com.
pared his eyes to gimlets, o keen and
penetroting were thoy,

But, at thig startling, amazin
moment, Queleh doubted the evidence o
his eyes, mimlet-like as they were.

Seldom, or never, had the Remove
master been so utterly astounded.

Ir point of faet, it was enough, more
ihan encugh, to startle any man. Tt was

more than enough to make the most
sedate Form-master bound |

Coming sway from the Rag, Mr.
Quelch turned into Masters® Passage, to
go to his own study. Stonding in thas
passage were two members of the stalf,
m conversation. One was Mr. Proug,
the portly master of the Tifth Form,
The other was Henri Adolphe Charpen-
tior, the Fronch master.

Quelch gazed at Mossoo like & man in
a dream,

Three or four minutes he had
secn Monsieur Charpentier in the Rag
—or, at least, believed that he had,

Now he beheld the same man in

front of him in Masters' Passage—
nowhere near the Rag.
_ It was amazing—astounding—unnerv-
ing. It almost made a man wonder
whether there was anything in the
spook business.

Quelch gazed——and gazed—and gazed.

Prout and Mossoo could not help
noticing it. They locked at him in
surprised inquiry.

“ My dear Quelch,” boomed Prout, “ia
anything the matter 77

“Mon cher Quelch ¥ said Monsieur

Charpentier, “Qu'est-co  que-c’est,
alors ¥ )
Quaeleh did not answer. He couldn’t

for the moment. This was Mossoo—In
front of him. Was it the ghost of
Mossoo he had left behind him in the
Hag? Really, it looked like it

Coming from_ the Rag, Quelch had
coma on divectly to Masters’ Studies.
He knew that Monsicur Charpenticr
had not passed him. It was less than
five minutes ago that he had seen him
in the Rag. He had not emerged from
the Hap, Yet here he was—in {front of
Cueleh |

Seldom was Henry Samuel Quelch
taken utterly aback. Now he was taken
as completely abaclk as a full-rigged ship
with cvery sail set, suddenly caught in &

hefty head wind., He stared. 1le
gasped. He almost gabbled.

“Am I drecaming?” gasped AMr
Quelch,

“My dear fellow ™ szaid Prout.
*“ Monsieur Charpentier! It—it-—it is
o 1” exelaimed Mr. Queleh, hardly

nowing what he said in his dizey
amazement,

“NMor! Mals certainement, mon cher
Quelech | (Fest  meoi, sans  doute ¥
exclaimed the astonished French master.

“Quelch I breathed Prout.

For an awiul moment the Fifth Form
master wondered whether Queleh had
been drinking !

* Monsieur Charpentier 1
—how did you get herel”

“Comment!” pgasped Mosszoo,
bewilderad.

“1 fail to understand this 1" said Me.
Quelch. “ Unless 1 am suffering from
sone peculiar optical delusion, I fail 1o
understand. Alost certainly you did not
pass me in the passage, Monsieur Char-
péntier,”

“ Mars non ¥

“Then how did you get here before
me?  Please cxplain”

“Mais je marche, comme touwjours™
said the bewildered French master. "I
walk viz ze logs, mon cher Quelch | I
valk out of my study ¥

“¥You have been In your stn&F §

“Mais oui ] Pouwrguat nont’

Mr. Quelch passed his hand over his
brow, He felt that this was too much
for him,

*1 fail to understand,” he said, "I
presume, Monsicur Charpentier, that
you have no relation visiting you here
this evening-—a brother—a twin {2

“Du tout! Not at all! Vhy for von
ask, mon cherf*

How—haw



= Then L am completely bewildered
snid Mr., Quelech, * A few minukes ago,
Monzieur Charpentier, I hod oeccasion to
enter the ]iunicrr day-room ¥—Mr, Quelch
never celled the Rag the Rap—"and I
sow von there——"

“ Monsieur Quelch |

"My dear fellow—" boomed Proul.

“I left vou there ! said Mr. Quelch
firmly. * Unless I am suffering from an
sxtraordinary optical illusion, I saw you
in the junior day-room a few minutes
ago, and left vou there, and eame here,
and—and—and——"

“ Mais, monsienr, but I have not been
zere " axclaimed Monsieur Charpentier.
“1 am in a study, and I valk out. 1
meet Monsieur Prout here, I stop——"

“Monsieur Charpentier has been here,
Mre. Queleh, for the last ten minntes, in
gonversation with me ! said Prout, in a
very deep voice.

Mr. Quelch breathed hard.

“I fail to understand I” he said. “1
was somewhat sur})rised to see vou in
the junior rooin, Monsicur Charpeotier,
with the juniors; but I saw you there
only a few minutes ago, unless my eyes
deceived me !™

“Quelch 1Y boomed Prout.

“Je na comprends rien |” said Mon-
sienr Charpentier. “I understand zis
not one small piece. You zink-—"

*“1 saw you there, sir!”

“Pas possible, mon cher Queleh,

arceque je suis wi—— I am here viz

onsisur Prou o

“Certainly 1Y boomed Prout.

“*1 fail to understand 1" repeated Me.

Quelch. "I shall investigate the matter
at once 1™ He turned to retrace his
steps.

rout and Mosson exchanged startled
glances, and followed him. Both were
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smitten by a fear that Mr. Quelch was
wandering in his mind.
“Upon my word [ breathed Prout.
v Affreuse !” murmured DMossoo.
“Une chose affrense 1™

Mr. Quelch walked dire::tli; back to
the Bag. What it all meant, he did nob
know; but he was fgﬂm te know.
There was some sort of trickery in this,
though he could not guess what it was,

With Prout and Meossoo at his heels,
he arrived at the door of the Rag, and
opened it. The three masters looked
in.

A volee—a shrill ueak so like
Mossoo's that it made all three of them
jump—reached their ears as the door
opened.

“Attendez, done! Mauvais garcon |
I tell you not wvunce, but many times,
zat I vill keep ordair in zis class, and
if you vill not kecp 2o ordairy I fly into
one rage of ze most terrible 1"

“Ha, ha, ha "

“Go it, Wib "

“Ha, ha, ha!" )

The three masters gazed in, stupefied.

Monsieur Charpentier, dizzy  with
astonishment, gazed at his double,
Prout and

quelc-h stared at Mossoo and
then at the French master in the Rag!
There was hardly a pin to choose be-
tween them. Egvident-!y it was no
optical delusion, Queleh had scen tha
"rench master in the Rag—he was thera
still ! There were two of him !

“ Bless my soul " breathed Prout.

“What I” gasged Queleh.

“Mon Diew!” stuttered Monsieur
Charpentier, *Zis i3 one trick—="

“Ha, ha, ha!" came a roar from the
numerous audience in the Rag. *Good
old Wibley! (Give us some ‘more,
Wihley 1"

“Mossoo to the lifo—"

¥

“Good old Wib 1"
“Ha, ha, ha!™”

“Cave!” yelled the Bounder sud-
denly, as he spotted the open deor, and
three astounded faces staring in.

“0Oh erikey 1™

“1 say, vou fellows—"

“Look out, Wib "

“Oh ccumbs !” gasped Bob Cherry.
“The fat's in the fire now |V

It was !

THE NINTH CHAPTER.

Caught In the Act!

R. QUELCH strode inte the
Rﬂﬁ' His face was like thunder.
o understood now.
1t was a theatrical perform-
anca that was going on, and the sup-
posed French master was some fellow
ot up in & really marvellous may:a-uf.
Vith the genuine Moszoo gaping in the
di?nrway there could be no doubt about
that.
An awful silence fell in the Rag.
Wibley stood rooted. -
He had got through Quelch’s previous
visit successfully. He was not going fo
b through this. He could hardly
ﬁipe to do =0, with Monsicur Char-
pentier standing in the deorway.

A moment ago the 'RTEF had been
echoing with laughter. lare Was no
sound of merriment now, The leok on
Mr. Queleh's face indicated, only too

clearly, that it was no time for
merrineent, . i
“What does 1his meant? Mr.

uneleh’s voice wos not loud, but deep.
t trembled with intense anger. ““Who
are youl"

Wibley could only gasp.

(Continued on next page.)
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“Whoe are youl™ repeated My
Quelch, his ‘mi‘cg risig.

He knew Wibley, of his Form, well
enough, but he could not recognise him
now, Thers was not the remotest re-
gembiance Lo tlliam 1ibiey  in @

bl Willi Wibley in th
dapper figure that stood before him.
ibley iﬂﬂpﬁd again, in utter dismay.

“A trick!” boomed Prout, from ihe
door. *'Bome theatrical trick—an inex-
cusable trick—to ridicule a member of
the staff—~" .

“Mon Dieu!” Monsieur Charpentier
woke up, as it were, from his trance of
AFLOTIZNIMEent. e whn intao 5]

ishm H hisked into th
Rag. His face was crimson, his eyes
ﬂiﬂiing. He rushcd across to the dis-
mayed Wibley, “Cogquint! Niais! Satl

You go to make one mock of me, isn't

itl Mon Dieul Vous vous mogquez de
moi! I am made one mock [

Wibley had been giving an imifation
of Mossoo in 8 rage. Now the audience
in the Bag had a genuine performance
of the same!l ) .

Monsieur Charpentier waved his
hands in wild gesticulations, s eyes
rolled, his littla black beard bristled;
he almost danced. 1

“Mais c'en est trop!” he shrieked.
“ Monsieur Quelch, you see! Monsieur
Pmuei vous voyez! I am made one
mock | Ce garcon! 1 am mock! Moi,
Henri Charpentier, I am made one
mock, for zet zey laff 1"

“(Calm wyourself, DMonzsienr Char-
pentier,” said Mr, Quelch. Y You need
not doubt that this impertinence—this
sstounding insolence—will be punished
with the greatest severity 1"

“I am made one mock!” yelled
Mosspo. “Moi! Is it zat I am to be
made one mock for zat zey laff? Zis js
of ze too much! I go to z¢ Head—I
grow myself ot hiz feet, T demand of
him, if it is zat 1 am to be made one
mock 1"

“Answer me af once!” roared Mr.

eleh, his glittering eyes on Wibley.
“Who are you! Give me your name

this instant 1"

“Oh erikey | I—I—I'm Wibley, sir 1™
groaned the hapless Wihb.

“Wibley, of my Form " exclaimed
Mr. iEueicE.

Perhaps he had hoped that the young
razcal belonged to ancther Form.

“Yes, gir!” mumbled Wib.

“Wibley ! ¥You—you young rascal ¥

“Zat Wibley 1" shricked Monsicur
Charpentier. “ Zis morning in =zo elass
he ‘call me one silly little ass and a
tundering idiet! Now he go to make
one mock of me zat zey laff IV

* Boandalous I" boomed Prout.

“Extraordinary I said Mr. Hacker,
the master of the Shell, joining Prout
at the doorway.

(Qthers were coming along, too, A
crowd was gathering there.

“0Oh crumbs!” said CUoker of the
Fifth, “Is that Mossoo's twin?"”

“What the dickens——" exclaimed
Wingate, . i

o trick—an impertinent trick 1"
boomed Prout. “A Remove hoy holding
up & member of the staff to ridienle—-

“Wibley 1" Mr. Quelch seemed to
bite off the name. *Bo—so—szo i 13

oit] A boy of my Form! Can I
elieve my eyes "

Wible dldy not answer that guestion.
Really, Mr, Quelch himself was the best
judge of that!

“ Mauvais garcon ! Vous vous moquez
de mai! I am made ono mack——'

“Only—only  amateur  theatricals,
sie I gasped Wibley, “Only—only o—
s—a joke, sir |V

“A choke " shrieked Mossoa, “Yon
say one chokel! You shall make one
choke 1n zat way, to mock me "

“h dear, I—f never meant—="

“ e est trop! I am one silly ass,
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end one tundering idiot, and now I am
mock! I endure zis not! 1 go to ze
Head| I demand if I am made ome
nvgek 1" )

4 Monsieur Charpentier flew to the

Q0T,

" Monsieur 1" exclaimed Mr. Qualch

“I go to ze good Dr. Locke 1" yellad
Mosgoo, “I demand of him if it iz
zat I am made one mock ! If it is zat
I am made one mock, I go—I leave—I
resign—J shake ze dust from bofe feet!
Zat that vicked garcon he go, ezzervise
I %o.hm. myself | Je m'en vais ™

e crowd at the doorway parted, for
the excited little Frenmchman to pass.
He rushed threugh them, gesticulating
franticelly as he went.

dead silence reigned in the Rag,

Matters were getting awfully serious
now. Some of the fellows felt sorry for
poor Mossoo, in his rage and humilia-
tion. He was slmost wee‘iping as he fled
from the Rag, wounded to f:hﬁ “ri
heart by the idea that he had been hel
up to mockery and ricule before a
laughing crowd.

But_everybody felt sorry for Wibley.
Wib, it was lg!mn, was * for it.”

“Take off that absurd disguise,
Wibley 1 ssid Mr. Queleh, in a con-
centrated voice,
 8Bilently Wibley took off the dinky
little moustache, the pointed beard, tho
black wig, the tight frock-coat. He
canld not take off the make-up, but he
was recognisable as Wibley now.

Mr, Quelch glanced over the silent
crowd,

“Wharton [

“Yea, sir!” stammered Harry.

“¥ou, the head boy of my Form,
have been a party to thist™

“Oh! It—it was only—only an enter-
tainment, sir!™ stammered the head
boy of the Hemove, " We—we—" Hae
broke off under his Form-master’s glare,

“You call it an entertainment, ‘E’hua
tan, for a junior boy to impersonate a
member of Dr. Locke’s staff and hold
him up to lawghier and ridicule before
a erowd of boys?”

HOh Nc:,r sir |" gasped Harry.
“"We—we—

“I shall have to consider, Wharton,
whether you can remain head boy of
the Form after this scandalous and out-

rageous oceurrence I said Mr. Quelch..

“In the meantime, you will take a
thousand lines 1"
“0Oh erumbs! I—I mean, yes, sic 1"

“Every other Remove boy here
prezent will take five hundred lines|”
said Mr, Quelch gru:nli.;. “The Form
will be detained on Wednesday after-
noon for the lines to be written!”

“"Boys of other Forms [ shall leave to
their own Form-masters,” said Mr,
Quelch, “Wingate!” He glanced
round to the door. “Will you kindly
take the names of all juniors here
prﬂﬂent?”

Yes, sir!” said the Greyfriars
captain.

“As for you, Wibley "—Mr. Quelch
fixed his eyes on the wretched Wib—

“you will the headmaster’s

stud y—"

“Oh, sicl®

“Dr. Locke is in his own house at
the moment, and Monsieur Charpentier
has gone there to—to speak to him. ¥You
will wait in Dr. Locke's study, Wibley,
until your headmaster comes 1”

“Qh dear| I—I say, sir——"

“You need say nothing, Wibley! 1
will make no reference to your dis-
respect to me personally in the scene
that occurred in this room a short time
ago, when I mistock you for Monsieur
Charpentier——"

“"I—I never meant——"
Wibley.

ga to

gasped

“I will make no referenes to thst,
Wibley, because I bave no doubt that
you will be expelled from Greyfriars for
your outrageous insult to the French
master I sald Mr. Quelch coldly.

*Oh, sir " mumbled Wibley,

“That you do not realise the serious-
nesa of your conduct, Wibley, I am will-
mmg to believe,” said Mr. Quelch.,
shall see Dr., Locke himself, and, if
possible, speak a werd in your favour.
It 13 possible that Monsieur Charpen-
tier may be satisfied with the sdminis-
trotion of a Hfogping—a very eevere
flogging. I can, however, hold out very
little hope that such will be the case.
¥ou must ba prepared to leave Grey-
friara, Wibley I*

“Oh, sir I groaned Wikley.

"o to the headmaster's study now,
and wait there " said Mr. Quelch.

Wibley almost tottered from the Rag.

Mr. Quelch followed him,

Wibley tottered away to the Head's
study,

Mr. Quelch went on the track of the
French master to the Head's house,

In the Rag, Wingate of the Sixth
proceeded to take the names of all
juniors present, for report to their
respective Form-masters,

t was & dismal and disastrous end
to a happy evening.

THE TENTH CHAPTER.

Sacked from the School !

ILLIAM WIBLEY groaned.
He was not feeling good.
He was, in Fact, fecling very

bad !

It was o dismal business waiting in
the headmaster’s study for the head-
masfer to arrive and sack him. :
9 E;::ur there was little or no doubt of

vat.

~ Moszoo had iﬂﬂ-ﬂ to the Head, foam-

ing, almost in hysteries, to demand the

expulsion of the junior who had mocked
and insulted him, as he regarded it. It
was scarcely possible for the Head to
refuse. The matter was, a8 Wib realised
now that it was too late, fearfully

Eerianua,

He had not really meant any harm.
Mossoo was a funoy little ass, and there
was great fun to be derived from imper-
sonating and imitating him. That was
how Wib had looked af 1tf.

But whether he had meant any harm
or not, he bad done it. It was not, as
he now realised, a light matter to

(14 ¥

g%}* a member of the headmaster's
statf.
Half the Lower 8Bchool had heen

packed in the Rag, yelling with laughter
at Wik's absurd imitation of the French
master. Any beak at Greyfriars thus
gl;le_"ﬁred by a junior would have demanded
the expulsion of the offender. Wibley
saw that—too late. Tt was, in fact, an
awfully serious matter, though that
knowledge came to Wibley too late to
be of any use to him.

Queleh would do his best. As a Form-
master, he disliked the idea of an expul-
sion in his Form. But he was likely to
be able to do little,. On Mossoa's just
complaint, the Head would expel the
offender. There could hardly be a doubs
of that. It was awful toe coniemplats.
What was he to say to his people when
he got home ?

Ia groaned dismally at that thought,
The idea of [acing hiz father, sacked
from school, was unnerving. He felt
that be dared not. :

Mr, Wibley was not o specially stern
parent; but any parent was liable to
go off at the deep end if his son came
home from school in disgrace. expelled



M o e

The footpad’s thievish fingers were closing on

on the charge of having insulted a
master. Facing Mr. Wibley was worse
than facing the Head.

The hapless Wib began to wonder
whether he might put in & few days
with friends somewhere till the keen
edge of the parental wrath had worn
off. But with whom—and where? Who
was going to toke in a fellow sacked
from school?

Buzzz ! .

The telephone-bell interrupted Wilb-
ley’s gloomy end moody meditations,
He glared round at the instrument.

Bomebody was ringing up Dr. Locke.

The Head was in his house, busy just
then with the excited French master and
Mr. Quelch.

Wibley stepped to the telephone and
picked up the receiver, to inform the
ealler that Dr. Locke was not there.

A pruff bark eame throngh. e knew
ithe voice of Sir Ililten Popper, of
Popper Court.

“]gr. Locke? Sir IHillon Pcrpfcr
speaking, from Popper Court. DMr,
QQuelch has doubtless mentioned to you
that I spoke to bhim on the telephone
to-day with regard to my nephew
Archibald——" ]

“Dr. Locke—" began Wibley, in-
tending to say that Dr. Locke was not
there. _

But the bark interrupted him.

“Dr. Locke spesking? Yes, yost
Quite so !” Biv Hilton was not & patient
man.,  “Yes, ves! As 1 had arranged
to bring Archibald Popper to the school
this eiternoon, I rang up Mr. Queleh
to tescind that arrangement. No doubt
he has informed you to that effect——"

“1 was going to say—" Wibley
tried to get in & word.

“The matter 13 now decuded, Dr.
I.ocke. Other arrangements have been
made for Archibald, and he will not,
after all, be placed in Mr. Queloh’s
Form at Greyiriars ™

N M\ 1§'|1| k4
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on his top note. ** Help !

“But—" gasped Wibley.

“Please let me explain, Dr. Locke. 1
have good reasons for changing my in-
tentions; but, as the matter ﬁns {een
decided somewhat abruptly, I could not
inform you earlier. I have rung yon
up, sir, becouse I amn leaving for London
carly in the morning, and taking Archi-
h&'!‘E:Il.' wi.t}} ne.”

“ Archibald will not, therefore, come
to Greviriars School,” went on Sir
Hilton Popper. I trust I make myself
clear”

-IIYES; b".lf-_”

“That is all, then. 1 regret any
frouble yon have been given in the
mg.tIt-ﬂr, ]ET‘ Locke. Goed-evening, sir I

Whirrr |

Sir Hilton Popper had rung off. No
doubt, as he was leaving for London
carly 1in the morning with Archibald, he
was busy that evening.

“But, I say,” gasped Wibley, “the
ead isn't here, and=—" He broke
oft, as ha realised that Bir Hilton had
replaced the receiver st the FPopper
Court end, and cut off. “Ol, my hat!"

Wibley stood staring at the telephone.
He replaced the receiver.

The impatient, fussy old gentleman at
Popper Court had taken it for granted
that he was speaking to Dr. e, and
had not piven Wibley a chance to got
in a word. Ile was left with the heﬁnf
that he had told Dr. Locke that Archi-
bald was not commng to Greviriars, after
all, whoreas he had only told Wibley
of the Remove—a person of whom, pro-
bably, he had never heard.

“0Md ass Y murmured Wibley,

He liad heard of Archibald ; there had
been talk in the Remove of a nephew
of 8ir Hillon Popper coming inta the
Form. Wibley. was not in the least
interested ; he did not care a straw

Billy Bunter’s watch when two flgures appeared at the corner of the iane.
They were Mr. Quelch, the master of the Remove, and Monsieur Charpentier, the French master.

I say, help! ™

““Help [ " yelled Bunfer

whether Archibald
Greylriars or not.

He decided to repeat what Sir Hilton
had said over the phone to Dr. Locke
when  that gentlemen arrived, nz a
message from the baronet.

Otherwise, no doubt, the FHead would
be expecting the arrival of o now boy
at Grreyiriars, who, owing to Sir Iilton’s
change of plans, was not, afier all, dee
to arrive.

But Wibley scon dismissed that unim-
portant mmatter from his mind. His own

arlous affairs were sufficient to oecupy

s thouglhts.

IHe moved restlessly about the study
while ha waited for the Head.

It was near time for dormitory for
tho Romove now, and Wibley wondered
dismally whether that was going to be
the last night that he would ever spend
it the Remove dorm.

Reluctant as he was to zee hiz head-
master, in the circumstances, he wished
that it was over. But minute followed
minute. and he was still waiting.

No doubt Mossoo, over in the Head'a
houwse, was pouring out his tale of woe,
and Quoleh, porhaps, was trying to put
in a pacifving word or two.

Wibley wished that they would get o
the end and get it over. It was not

leasant to wait, and wait, on tenter-
100ks.
~ But his heart gave an unpleazant
jump as there was a step in the corridor.

The study door opened, and D
Locke entered.

Wibley's knees knocked together as he
saw tho stern expression on his head-
master's face,

Mr. Queleh followed the Head in.

Wibley stood with palpitating heart,
Heo knew what that look on Dr, Locke's
face meant, and he read no hope in Mr.

Popper came o

((Tontinwed on page 16.)
Twr Maaxer Lerary.—MNo. 1,535,
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(C'ontinued from page 13.)

gueldi‘s frowning visage. He gazed in
ismayed silence at the Head.

“Wibley 1 said Dr. Locke in a deep
VOLee,

" Yes, sir " moaned Wib.

“1 can scarcely believe, Wibley, that
any Greyfriars ¥ hnosz ventured, has
dared, to act as you have donel” said
the Head sternly. " A master in the
school—a member of my staff—parodied
and held up to ridicule by 8 junior boy
—never, in all my experience as a
schoolmaster, have I beard of such a
thing."

Wibley's heart sank

“Your Form-master,” continued the
Head, "“has said what he can in your
favour, Wibley | He has ﬂpintai_i Jout
that your conduct was, in his QpInIOn,
due rather to unthinking folly, than
intentional disrespect. In view of this,
I might consider administering a flog-
ging; but I have no choice in the
matter. Monsieur Charpentier demands
vour expulsion from the school, and 1
rannot -refuse to accede to his demand.”

“Oh, sir I groaned Wibley.

“#1 regret this,™ said Dr. Locke.
“Your Form-master tells me that your
general character 1s good, and I regret
that it is necessary for you to leave
Greyfriars. But your offence cannot

pesibly be passed over, without
the concurrence of the master whom you
havo so recklessly insalted.”

“I—I never meant—" groaned
Wibley. *If—if—if you could give me

another chance, sir—-"

“Impossible 1" said  the  Head.
“Monsicur Charpentier has every right
ta demand your expulsion, Wibley, and
if that demand were refused, he would
himself resign his position here. That
I cannot contemplate for one moment |
I have therefore noe choice, Wibley, but
to expel you for what you have done”

“(h, sir ¥ gazped Wibley. )

“You are expelled from Greyfriars I
said the Head. " Arvangements will be
made in the morning for ﬁum:iin% you
home. You may now go to vour derm-
itorv, and to-morrow, instead of goin
into Form with the Remove, you wi
pack your box, You may go, Wibley I¥

Wibley cast a last look at the stern
face, and left the study. ,

He went with lagging steps to the
Remove darmitory—and did not remem-
ber that he had omitted to inform the
Head of Sir Hilton Popper's telephone
call. Such a trifle was not likely to
enter his thoughts in this hour of uiter
and overwhelming disaster.

Sacke : ‘

That awiul word rang in his ears;
snd that awful thought excluded all
slee. Sacked! He tottered into the
Remove dormitory.

— ey

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Y SAY, vou fellows, here he iz I”
I “Wib, old man [*
*Licked 7
*Backed 1V

The Last Night at Greyfriars!
SWhat's the verdicti™
Titg Macrer LIEEARY.—MNo. 1,536,
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“Give it 2 name *"

The Remove fellows crowded round
Wibley as he came in.

Wingate of the Bixth, who was there

i L to see lights out for the Remove, gave

him a compassionate glance as he
passed i,

* Sovey, kid M he murmured.

Wibley nodded and passed in.

The prefect remained in the passage,
He was willing to give the juniors a
jew  exiro munukes, in the harrowing
circuimstanees,

All the Removites were anxious,

Every fellow in the Form had five
hundred hines, and the head boy had B
thousand., But steep as those impols
were, hardly a follow was thinking
about them. There was a general and
deep concern for the hapless schoolboy
actor.

Wil's face told its own tale.

“Backed ¥ asked Harry
with a deep breath.

Wibley nodded. He could not speak,

“Backed 1" said the Bounder, with a
whistle, *It's a rotten shame!”

“The shamefulness iz tereific, my
esteemed Wibley ! said Hurree Jamset

“"Rotten ! said Johnny Bull.

“Poor old Wib " said Nugent,

“By gum, we'll rag that little beast,
Mossoo, for this!® growled Bolsover
Mmajor.

* You—you—you're going 1

exclaimed Petor Todd. ;
- S In the morning ¥ mumbled Wibley.
*I—I suppose it was & hit thick, come
to think of it—but—but—if they'd mada
it a ﬂngging—nl wouldn't mind so much
—hut—bunked | Oh erikey [

“It's awfully rottem[” =aid Harrs.
“Tut I suppose the Head couldn't do
;p}'thinﬁ else if DMossoo put it to

1m—-

“The little heast said he would
resign if 1 wasn’'t bunked ! groaned
Wibley, *No loss if he did, blow him |
Quelch put in a word for me—he's not
a bad old bean—but it was no usel
Sacked I )

“Cheeky littla froggy beast!” said
Skinner,

“Well, beaks are such asses!
remarked the Bounder, "It was only
& joke really-—but beaks have their own
way of locking at things That ex-
citable little beast was bound to go off
at the deep end.”

“We'll make him sit uwp for 1t!*
grunted Squilf.

“¥es, rather!™

“The ratherfulpess 1z terrific.”

“By gum, we'll make him sorry for
himself 1 sald the DRounder, his eyes
glinting, “We'll make the little brute
tired :::% life 1

“Hear, hear”

“"Even Wharton won't stand up for
him now 1” added Skinner, with a sneer.

Harry Wharton frowned.

“It's no good talkiog rot, you
fellows,” he said. "I'm as sorry for
what's happened to Wibley, as any man
here, but—well, it was too thick | Mauly
told us so, and we cught to have taken
his tip. Suppose it had been Quelch, or
Prout, or Capper that was guyed like
that? The follow won have &n
sacked like a shot for doing it 1"

“We'll make Froggy squirm, all the
same P’ said Vernon-Smith, *“Checky
little beast—pgetting a Remove man
sacked [

“PDash 1t all, it's too thick!™ said
Bob Cherry.  * Mossoo's generally a
good-natured little ass, too!” ]

“He's got it in for Wibley 1 said
Skinner. “He can't pet over Wib
calling him a silly little ass!”

“Vez, that's it !” mumbled Wibley.
“The little beast had his back wp with

m¢ alveady, and then thig—>*"

Wharton,

Ram Singh, sadly.

really

1

"It's a shame I

**Rotten shame 1™

Wingate of the Sixth looked in ot
the door. He had given the Remove
all the extra minutes they were going
o geb.

“Tarn in 1™ he said.

The Remove turned in.

Wibley fell, rather than got info bed.
It was the knock-out for poor Wib,

Wingate put ont the lights, and went.

Immediately the door closed on the
prefect, there was a buzz of voices.

Indignation reigned in the Remove
The epithets that were applied to
Monsieur Charpentier, wnuldp probably
have made his scanty hair curl, could.
he have heard them. Every fellow
had something to say.

Certainly it was true that had the
vichm of Wib's mockery been any other
master at Greyiriars, the ofender would
have been Ezumpl-i? sacked. There
could hard! a doubt on that subject,
It was difficult to imagine what’ ihe
feelings of Quelch or Prout would have
been had they found themselves im-
personated, parodied, imitated, and
held up to derisive laughter.

But at Greyfriars, as at other schools,
the French master was not taken so
seriously a3 8 Form-master,

Ha was the victim of many raggings;
and between good-nature and weakness
of character, he generally allowed the
raggers to get by with it uvopunished.

, to many of the fellows, it seemed a
cheek on Maossoo’s part to cut up so
EIEE-EE]IF%]}F rusty as this. It was ss if
a spaniel had suddenly turned into a
ficrce Alsatian,

" Cheeky little beast 1* was the general
verdict.

Fellows who considered that there was
something to be said for Moszzco, did

not say it, out of consideration fov
Wibley. Everybedy was concerned for
Wibkley. Even Bunter and Skinner
spared a thought from themselves on

tms tragic occasion.

Indignation and sympathy perhaps
helped to console Wibley a lLittle, Per-
haps he was conscled by the prospect
of the ruthless ragging of Mossoo for
the rest of the term, after he was gone.
But such consclations were slight,

He woas sacked! He had to travel
home in the morning to face a surprised,
angry, and indignant father!

The more poor Wib thought of
that, the less he felt equal to facing it
He felt that wild horses would hardly
drag him home, to face the painful
seene that awaited him there.

It was hard cnongh to leave Grey-
friars. It was harder to face what had
to follow,

He turned over in hizs mind friends
and relations with whom he could,
E‘mrhaps, put up for a few days, while

i8 father got over the shock., Perhape,
at tha back of his mind, was a faint.
lingering hope that Mossoo, given time,
might relent. It all hung on Mossoo—
only a word from him to the Head was
necded, to wash out that awful sentence
of the sack. And he had always, hither-
to, been regarded at Greyfriars as a
good-natured little ass.

“I can’t go home 12 Wibley remarked,
suddenly.

“It will be tough, I suppose, poor old
chap " said Bob Cherry.

“I can’t face the pater! What the
dickens am I to say to him !’ groaned
Wibley. “I don’t know what I'm going
to do—but I'm jolly well not going
home, I've settled that!” :

“My dear chap—" soid Harry
soothingly. -

“That's  settled,” hsaid Wibley.
“I'm going to give the pater a fow
days to chew on it before I trickle in.
I can put up somewhere, I suppose.”



* For goodness’ sake, don't be an ass,
old chap!® said Lord DMauleverar.
“¥our pater will be expecting wyou.
The Hesd's sure to write to-night, and
ha will get the letter in the morning.”

“All the more reason |” eaid Wibley.
“I'ma going to give him time to get
lted to it befers I blew in. BSuppose
that little beast got over his tantrumes—

then I needn't go at sll, zee?”
“Wot likely, old bean,” eaid the
Bounder.

“Mi%ht bea a chancel” said Wibler
hopefully.

t was much later than usual before
the Remove went to sleep that night.
Latest of all was Willilam Wibley in
cleging his eyes.

Long after the other fellows were
asleep, and Billy Bunter's snore was
swakening the echoes, Wib lay sleep-
less, thinking it over.

And it waa in the silent watches of
the night, as he lay wakeful, that a
strange, startling and utterly amazin
scheme porminated m his mind—an
took root there and grew, and became
& settled thing before Wibley, at last,
cloged hia eves and slumbered.

—— w—

THE TWELFTH CHAFTER.
Wib {s Mysterions !

ARRY WHARTON & CO.
H turned out at the clang of the
rizsing-bell, in the sunn
merning, looking muc
cheerful than was their wont.

Every fellow in the Form was wor-
ried about poor old Wib.

That morning he had to gol

While the rest of the Hemove were
going into the Form-room, a3 usual,
“EIbE:y was  to catch hiz train at
Courtfield, in charge of & mazter or a
prefect, and travel home to face (he

ater who had received the Head's
etter stating that hiz son was ex-
petled from Greyiriars.

It was dismal te think of.

Some of Wib's friends were worried,
too, by his declaration that he was not
going home immediately.

"He had, of course, to go¢ home.
Whatever awaited him there, he had to
face the music. It was simply potty
to think of hanging sbout somewhere
for a few days before he faced it. As
for his lingering hope that Mossoo
might get over his tantrums, and that
the szentence might bo washed out, it
was clear to every fellow but Wibley
that thers was nothing in that.

He just had to go home when he was
sent. On the other hand, i1t was cer-
tainly the case that, once left in the
train, he could get out at any station
he liked, if the spirit moved hum so
to do.

That wes not hkely to make matters
better—but Wib, who was an ess in
many ways, clever as he was in other
ways, was probably aess encugh to do
it. Ho it was & worry to fellows who
wished him well _

At the breakfnst-table that morning
Wibley ratbher surprised the Remove
by wearing & much more cheerful
aspect.

The previous night he had been
quite knocked out. But he seemed to
have got over that to & considerable
extent.

Hope springs eternal in the human
breast, and no doubt Wibley was
buoyed up by his hope that, given
11me, Mossoo mi%ht think twice about
it. Alore pmhah_g he was bucked by
some scheme in his active brain for
tladging the trounble he had brought on
himsnlf

July
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Anyhow, he loocked much more cheer-
ful, and ate his breakfast with a good
appetito.

Harry Wharton glanced at him
keenlg several times. ‘Wibley's re-
newe cheerfulness and confidence

made him dread that Wib bad some
E:ttjr scheme in his head which it would
better for him not to carry out.

After breakfast, Mr. Quslch spoke to
that expelled member of his Form with
grave kindness,

“Wibley I

“Yes, sirl”

“"When tho bell rings for class, you
wil go and pack your box. Wingate
of the Sixth Form will take you to tho
station. Your father has been 1n-
formed tha® you will resch home b{
noon to-day. I am sorry, Wibley;

hope you will do better at another
school,”™
“Thank you, sir!” said Wibley
demurely.

Mr. Queich gave him a rather sharp
glance. Fle was a little puzzled by the
unior's cheerful self-possession, and
v & faint gleam of mockery in his
eyes.

He zaid noe more, and ithe Remove
went out, Harry Wharton joining
Wibley &3 they want.,

“Took here, old chap,” said Harry,
“I hope you're not thinking of doing
E‘:I;I'thiﬂﬂ idintie.®

"Do 1 ever? asked Wibldey.

“Lots of times, old fellow! Look
here, you really must go straight home
when Wingate shoves you in the train,”
said the captain of the Remove
anxiously.

“Think eo?” asked Wibley.

“My dear chap,” urged Wharton,
“vou ecan't wander about the country
not letting your people know what's
become of you!”

“Hardly | agrecd Wibley., “But I
cen get the pafer on the phone.” He
grinned. “I'd rather speak to him, in
the circumstances, from the end of a
leng wire! Wouldn't you?”

“Well, ves, perhaps; but for good-
ness’ zake don't play the goat, Wib]
You'll have to stay somewhere——"

“ Quite 12

“¥You'll have to tell your father—"

“0f course, I shall tell him.”

“"Well, you ass, he's pretty ceriain
te come and bap jou—"

“That depends!” said Wibley.
“SBuppoza 1 tell him that it's been
arranged for me to etay on at Grey-
friars, after all, while Mansieur

Charpentier gives the matter further
consideration.”

Wharton stared at him blankly.

“But it hasn’t!” he gasped.

“It has'!™ said Wibley.

“Nat by the Head ™

“{h, nol”

"By whom, then?”

ir 1{"] 1]"

“Woul” gasped Wharton,

“Mel” assented Wibley, “Mol qui
vous parle, as that little beast puts it
in his frog-language.”

“ Ara yvou off vour dot?¥

“ Mo—are youi”

“Look here, old chap, you're talking
nttter rot!” said the ecaptair of the
and anxious
than ever. How can you stay on at
the school without the Head's permiis-
sion 1

" Basy—I shan't ask him.”

“ Do vyou mean that you'll come back
after Wingate has taken you to the
station—or what?” asked the mystifiad
captain of the Remove.

i Et]ﬂi ﬂf."

&
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T But you’ll be baggaﬂ 4% 3000 B8 ever
you're spotted, and rent home agsain,
with a prefect to see you all the way”

“Might not be spotted,” suggested
Wibley.

Harry Wharton gave a jump.

“¥ou ass! Do you think you could
hide in the school?”

fathead!  How

“0 course not,
could I*

“Then you're bound fo be spotled
a8 soon as you show up.”

“Think soi™

“Well, how will you aveid
demanded Wharton.

“Might become invisible.™

“Wha-a-a-ati2

Wibloy " Walked h th

ibley walked away with that

leaving {Vhartam rooted.

The captain of tha Remove was still
staring blankly when the Co. joined

him.
“Hallo, hallo, hallo! What's upi®
*1

asked Bob Cherry.

“Wibley " gasped Wharton.

il:-':h think the shock has—hes—hasg——
ell, does he strike you as being a bit
off his recker?”

“Not quite!” =aid Beb. “He's a
good bit more cheerful than I expected
fo see him this mormng, thet's sllL®

“Well, if he isn’t batty, I can't maka
it out!” said Harry. “T'l tell you
what he seid—don't tell the other
follows.

And he repeated Wibley's extraordi-

i

nary words the Co. listening in
amazemaent.

B“I'iPull:ing your legl” maid Johnny
ull.

“Well, Wib's ne end of a leg-puller,™
admitted Harry, “bot I shouldn't have

expected a fellow just sacked to find

any amusement i leg-pulling.”

“He’s gob some potty scheme in his
head ™ said Frank Nugent. "1 could
sea that 1in his oye™

“But what?”

“ Goodness knows 1

It wns a mystifying puzzle te the
Famous Fiva.

1f there were the remotest chance of
old Wib stayving on at Greviriars, they
would have welcomed it g‘]tdl_? But
thﬁ{l could see no such’chance. It was,
i:-er aps, bately possible that, with the
apse of time, Mossoo's customaor
kindness of heart might resssert itself,
and he might repent him of his
severity. But it was clear that Wibley
could not remain at the school on that
chance. He could not remain at all—
not for an hour, let alone for daysl

S0, unless Wibley was simply leg-

ulling, it was difficult to understand
Eimi And Wharton did not think that
it was merely leg-pulling.

When the bell went for class, fellows
said good-bye to Wibley, with many
expressions of friendly concern.

lost of them, naturally, expected to
see Wib looking down in the mouth,

Ha was, however, quite cheerful; and
there was, indeed, a sparkle in his eye
that seemed to hint of agreeable antici-
pation. It gave other fellows, as well
as Wharton, the impression that Wib
had some “ potty ' scheme in his mind
—some mysterious card up bis sleeve, as
it wera. ;

But whatever that scheme might be,
and whetever delusive hopes Wib mi%ht.

entertain, nobody in. the ove really
expected to eee him at Greyfriors
again.

The juniors went into thelr Form-
room, nothing doubting that they had
geen the last of William Wibley.

_ And Wibley, still Jooking cheery, went
1n to pack.
Toe Maoxer LmRaRT.~No. 1,536,
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THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Gone !

R. QUELCH, in the Remove-
room, did not find it easy to
hold the attention of his Form
that morning.

The thoughts of the Remove fellows
naturally wandered te the member of
the Form who had been expelled, and
who was leaving the school before they
came out in break.

Quelch himself was in a ‘thaughtfui
and not happy mood. He did not like
a2 member of his Form “sacked."
Moreover, that extreme sentence had
been passed, not on some reckless young
rascal like the Bounder, but on a fellow
whose offence, after all, was only want
of th:::uff'ht and circumspection, Quelch
had a feeling that Wibley, though he
had certainly asked for it, had had
rather hard measure. He waos conscious
of some fealing of resentment towards
the French master.

However, the fiat had gone forth: and
that was that. t;iue!ch had given Wibley
permission to telephone home before he
started: he was glad to show any little
kindness and consideration towards a
fellow who was going for good,

He little dreamed of what Wibley was
sa¥ing over the phone, while the
Remove sat in fivst school with their
Furmqpaster,

Having packed, Wiblex went down
and entered Mr. Quelch's study, care-
fu}_lly closing the door after him.

e sat down at the telephone and
rang up his home number.

Perhaps Wib's heart was beating a
little faster than usual. DBut ho was
quite cool.

The scheme that had formed in his
active brain while he lay sleepless the
previous night in the Hemove dormi-
tory was now cut and dried—fixed and
immutable as the laws of the Medes
and Persians,

Wibley had settled on what he was
going to do. And what he was going
to do would have made all Greviriars
jump, had it been known, or even sur-
mised, in the school.

Wibley was the man for weird
wheezes; but this “wheeze ¥ was the
weirdest and most wonderful that even
Wib's ,remarksble brain had ever
evolved., :

His father's voice came through from
his distant home.

Wib’s heart gave a little pop. DBut
he kept cool.

“"Will speaking
father !" he said.

“You young rascal!”

“Yes, father!”

“You little idiot |

“TUm! Yes, father."

" You idiotie young jackanapes!™

Mr. Wibley's voice and remarks
sounded as if he was cross. The Head’s
letter that morning evidently had not
pleased him,

“You were always s fool, Will!™
went on the Eamntal voice. " 'With
yvour silly tricks and practical jokes,
and idiotic play-acting stunts, ut I
never thought—I never dreamed—that
vou would get yourself expelled from
school by your absurdities.”

“But, father—"

“Pah! You are a troublesome voung
rascal ! I have a great mind to give you
the thrwshmg of your life when wvou

from Creviriars,

reach home | :
Mr. Wibley's voice sounded very
earnest. Wib was rather glad that he

had decided to steer elear of home far

thﬂ ?sm}i.lt. 3

aAVe Fou ru up " snappe

Me. \{;ihlny. F?‘_I hr;ic P}‘ﬂu]‘ k?e%d

master’s letter, which has explained
Tee Maener Lorary.—No. 1,534,
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everything. What have you to say for
yourself, you young jackanapesi” ’

“I never meant any harm, father,”
murmurad Wibley.

“0Oh, of course not!” Mr, Wibley's
voice came in tones of savage sarcasm.
“When you parodied your Unele Arthur
last holidays, and he caught you, and
flew into & rage, you meant no harm!
It has caused him to cut vou out of his
will! But, of course, you meant no
harm! By Jovel You wait till you
et home! I am going to sort out my

ickest walking-stick !”

Only teo plamnly, Mz Wibley was
cross that morning |

“You won't need it, father!” mur-
mured Wibley. *As it turns out, I'm
not coming home to-day.”

1) 'l‘vhﬂt?!l!

“There’'s a—a—a chance for me
here, father.” “Wibley stammered a
little. *“I'm staving on for a bat,”™

“Oh" Mr. Wibley's voice softened
considerably. “'That i1s good news, my
boy. After sll, you are only a fool—
there is no real harm in vou. I see no
reason why your hesdmastoer shounld
not take a Ienient view, TFrom hia
letter, however, I concluded that the
matter was definitely settled.”

“Bo—sgo—so it is] But—"

“But what?"

“It depends on Frogey, father——"

“On whom ™

“1 mean, on the French master., He's
fearflily shirty at present. but if he
gets over it, just a word from him to
the Head will wash it out. My Form-
master doesn’t want me to go, and the
Head would po easy—but Fropgy 1s
mad with rage st Pr&snnh. i

“Da you expect him to be pleased at
being held up to ridicule before the
whole school £

" I=I never meant any harm.”

“Pah! You are a fool, Will! But
what do you mean? If he iz mad with
rage, As you expresa it, you have
nothing to hope from him."

“He's not & bad little ass, really.””

“What?"

1 mean, he fies into fearful tempers,
but he gets over themr. In a few days,
I believe he will be sorry that he came
down so heavy,” explained Wibley.
“Of course, if T came home, that would
be the finisht But if I'm still here, 1
think it very likely it will turn ont all
right when Mossoo’'s got over his
tantrums. You—you'll let me stay, in
the circumstances, father?™

“What* Certainly ! OFf course! Do

vou think I want you home in the
middle of the term? Do you think I

want vou expelled? Try not to be a
fool, Will |

“Oh! I=I'l try 1" gasped William
Wibley., “Then—then I may stay on at
Greyiriars for the next few days,
father "

“AMost decidedly I am glad to hear
that you have such an opportunity. It
is & surprise to me, after what vour
headmaster said in his letter. Dut I am
very glad to hear it."

r. Wibley's tones registered relief,

“I—1 ean't atiswer for the result,
father. But I think—I hope—it will be
all right. I'm geoing to do my best
And-—and if Froggy comes round, as—as
I hope—] shan’t be leaving.”

“*zood 1M

* Bo—so you won't expect me homa
to-day, father., T—I'll write lafer, if I
hayve to leave. But—I hope not,™

“TI am glad, very glad, to hear this,
Will,” said Mr. Wibley, very cordially.
“De your best, my boy. I chall hope
for the hest. It will be & heavy blow to
me if vou hava to leave Greyfriars.™

“I'l do everything I can, father.”
pzsured Wibley. * 50 glad that I've
relieved vour mind. Good-bye, dad 1"

" Good-byve, my boy !

Wiblay rang off, and put up the
receiver.,

He stood in Mr. Quelch's
breathing rather hard.

He was fairly committed to it now.

He had his %’a.thm’s leave to stay on
ak Gre{i.rfrium. Certainly Mr. Wibley
never dreamed for s moment that he
was staying on without the headmaster's
knowledge. Wall as he knew his rather
remarkable son, Mr. Wibkley was not
likely to dream of the amazing stunt
Wib had planned.

It was all right at the home end, and
Wibley had to make it all right at the
g:ra:,rfriars end. That he was going to

Q.

If his stunt failed, he was no worsa
off. If it succeeded, the ““sack ” was
washed out. And, in either case, it
would be & tremendous lark—a wonder-
ful exercise of Wibley's weird powers
in the play-acting line.

Wibley walked out of the study.

The taxi that was to take him to the
station was waiting at the door; and
Trotter had placed his bapgage on it
;:"gfingata of the Bixth was waiting for

1ML,

“0Oh, here vou are, kid!™ said the
Greyiriars captain, “ Hop in!”

Wibley hc;pf&d n.

Wingate followed him, and the taxi
drove out of the gates.

It was heard in the Hemove Form-
ropiy, and the Removites exchanged
glanges, They knew that Wibley was
going, )

It was a silent drive to Courtheld.

At the station, Wingate got s ticket
and gave it to 'I{?IIJ:E'EJ'; saw the junior’s
bags put on the train, and saw hjn into

L5 CBITIAme, .

He shook hands with him
carriage door—which was a
tinetion, from the captain of

“ Good-bye, kid[” said
“Borry yow're gomng!”

“Like to see me
Wingate I asked Wibley. ;

The Greyiriars captain stared at him,

“0Oh, yes; if 1t wera possible,” ha

study

at the

reat dis-
1w school.
Wingate.

come back,

answered,. “I'm efraid it's not much
use thinking of that, Wibley. When a
fellow's sacked, he's sacked.  (ood-

bye I

“{zood-bye, Wingate 1"

Wingate stood back and watched the
train roll out of the station. !

When it was gone, he left the stalion,
to return to Greyiriars. Wibley, as he
suppozed, was bound for home—as he
had no knowledge or suspicion of that

couliar talk on the telephone 1u

uelch's study.

And Wingate certainly did not guess
that when the train stopped at Lantham
Junction William Wibley stepped out
of it, gathered hiz baggage, and took
the next train back to Courtfield |

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
Disappearanee of Willlam Wibley !
R. IS8AAC SOLOMON
M LAZARUS was standing at
the door of his shop, looking
out into the High Btreet of
Courtfield, that sunny July meorning.
Business was mnot brisk, at tha
moment, in any of the many depart-
ments of Mre. Lazarus’ establishment.
Having time on his hands, Mr.
Lazaruz looked forth inte the sunny
movning and hoped to spot a custoiner.
Ho he smiled expansively at the sight
of one of his best customers coming
down the High Street.
Mr, Lararus was always pleased to
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 Unless you immediately express your acknowledgmenis to Monsieur Charpentier, Bunier,” thundered Mr. Quelch, *' I

shall cane you ! **
obliged, old chap H

see William Wibley, of the Greyfriars
Hemove.

Wibley, as president, secretary,
general manager, and everything else,
in the Remove Drvamatic Society, had
the funds of that society to expend-—
and most of his own liberal pocket-
money went the same way,

Wibley spent money on theatrical
gadgets as recklessly as Billy Bunter
expended it on {uck, Whenever there
was 4 play put on by the R.D.5.,
Wibley had all the arrangements in his
hands, and the sums cxpended were
sometimes quite considerable.

S0, on a summer's morning, when
{here was littla doing, Mr. Lazarus was
naturally glad to see him.

He was a little surprised to see ham
during class-lime at the school, and io
gea him coming from up the High
Strcet—the dircetion of the railway
station—instead of from down the High
Strect, in the direetion of Greyiriars.

But he concluded, naturally, that
Wibley had leave oub of school. He
was, of course, wholly unaware of the
late exciting  oceurrences at Grey-
friars. It was a hali-holiday that after-
noon, and no douvbt the Greyfriars
juniors had some theatrical stunt on,
and Wibley was sceing to it, as usual
That was My, Lazarus' natural com-
clusion.

He beamed on Wibley.

“ Nithe morning, Master Wibley !
said Mr, Lazarns. “Very nithe
thummer we're getting. Vat can I do
for youl” :

Wibley enterad rather hastily. IHe
did not want a chanee eye to fall on him
in Courtheld, if he could help it.

The extraordinary stunt that Wib
had evolved required the most profound
EECTOCY. i

I want o few things for a stunt I've

“Ohlor'l I--Iszay, I-1—-IL—7
“ What ! ** gasped Mr. Queleh.

tﬂmﬁ? Lk

gob on hand, My, Lazarug,” said Wibley
cheerfully. “It's a bit out of the
common. I want you to help me with
seame make-up, too”

" Pleathed " said Mr. Lazarus, beam-
ing.

In his wounger days the second-
hand merchant of Couvtfield had had
a lot of theatrical experience, and he
had often lent Wibley his aid in experi-
ments in the make-up line.

“You are doing thome new play 7" he
asked. -

“Wob exactly a play—an impersona-
tion,” explained Wibley, “One of my
impersonations, you know,”

“I underthand,”  assented  Mr.
Lazarus. “Come into the drething-
room.”

“T've got to make up as a schoolboy
of my own age” Wibley further
elucidated. “But it's got to be good
work—not a chance of my being recog-
nised. The whale suceess of the thing
tdepends on that™

“ Eathy enough to
Wibley.”

“Yas, I think I can do that kind of
thing pretty well,” agreed Wibley com-
placently. “But thiz jsn’t as casy as
making up with beard, and whiskers,
and things. Let's look over the stuff.”

They proceeded to look over M.
Lazarus’ almost unhimited stock of
theatrical disgmises and gadgetz, in the
dressing-room.

Wibley changed his clolthes for a
second-hand sait in good condition, a
little too large for him, with a little
skilful padding here and there.

Thiz macde him lock a size larger than
he really was. Dlevators in his shoes
added to the effect.

His figure, when he had finished,
looked nothing like YWib's own slim, and,
in fact, ratheﬁaﬂﬂ}r figure. Ilec was taller

you, Mastel

Bunter blinked at the disguised Wibley.
* How dare you address Monsieur Charpentier in such familiar

* [—1 say, I'm awiully

and bulkier than William Wibley of the
Remove.

His hair, which was rather tallowy in
hue, was cropped close, and over it
Wibley fitted a dark brown wig, tho
hair a little longer than his awn.

Wih's skill in thesa mattors _wns
wonderful, When he had fimshed
adjusting that wig, it looked as

if 1t grew there,

He surveyed the effect in a picr-glass,
grinning with satisfaction, with the
good-humoured My, Lazorus grinning
aver his shoulder,

“MNow my rtosy complexion’s got to
go !” remarked Wibley. ]

Mr. Lazarus opencd an eztensive
make-up box.

Wibley got to work before the glass,

He had o magic hand at make-up.
In a few minutes he had a rather pasty
complexion, quite unlike his own.

Then his eyelashes and evebrows were
darkencd; and by that time there was
little that was recognisable about
William Wibkley,

But it was upon hizs command of his
almost elastic features that Wib chiefly
depended. Even withous make-up, he
could make himself look quite unlike
himself by a twist of those features,

Mr. Lazarus grinned and chuckled as
he stood grimacing before the glass,
praclising now oxpressions.

When %-'ihlr:g.r had finished, he looked
no more like Wibley of the Removo

than like any other {fellow in that
Form.
“Think you'd knew me, Ale

Lararus®™ ho inquired.

Me. Lazarus r:%ucklm].

“MNot from Adam, Master Wibley,”
ha answered. "1 don't ihink your
Form-master at the thehool would Enow
yau now.™

THe MacseET LIBRARY.—No. 1,536,
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Wibley grinned.

Mr. Lazarus was not aware that that
was hiz anm.

“Well, T think that's all right,” he
said. “There'll be & few more things.
You see, the part I've got to play is
that of & new l})]ny ot school. See?”

“1 thee |” assented Mr, Lazarus.

“I'm going to arrive there in a taxi,
just as if I was a real new boy,”
explained Wibley.

“0Oh, by Chove!”
Lazarus.

Uszed a= he was to Wibley's stunts, he
was rather surprised at this. It was
rather unususl, even for Wibley.

“Vould you have the nerve?” he
asked.

exclaimed Mr.

“My dear chap., Fve got nerve
enough for anything,” said Wibley,
“angd that's aoll it needs. Think

the porier will know ine?”
“Hardly I” grinned Mr. Lazaras,
“T shall pase in all right like this!

said Wiblay. .
“My cootness! DBut if you are
thuch &  trick,

thpotted playing
won't vou be caned?” asked Mr.
Mot likely—

Lazarus.

“T'm chancing that,
snvhow, who's going to spot me?
don’t think even Queleh’'s gimlet-eyea
would penetrate this. I'm going to put
it to the test, and if it turns out nll
right T shall be keeping these things;
otherwise, they're on hire—see®”
- “T1 thee! I hope it will turn out a
thuceess 1" said Mr. Lazarus cordially.

Wibley's ides, so far as Mr, Lazarus
could see, was to test his make-up for
the part of a “new hoy " in some school

lay. Certainly, if he arrived at Grey-
frim's in this guize, and passed muster,
it would be as thorough a test as he
could desire. No doubt it required
gorne nerve; bunt Wibley was amply
blessed with nerve.

Turther than that, Mr. Lazarus sus-
pected nothing. Certainly it never
geourred to him that Wibley had any
idea of actually carrying on az a new
boy at Greyfriars. IHe was not likely
fo guess that one!

“Now, I'm eending my box here,”
went on Wibley. “The thing's got to
be done thoroughly.”

“¥our box ¥ ejaculated Mr. Lazarus.

“Yes; I want the name painted out
and new initials painted on. You sce,
a new boy couldn't arrive without a
box.”

“My cootness!”
~“And all the things in the box—
shirts and things—have got to have the
old tags taken off and new ones put on,
with the new initials,” went on Wibley.

“My  cootness!”  repeated  Mr.
Lazarus.

“You see, the house-dame will nose
into the box, and L don't want to be
given away first shot.”

“J=I—1 thee!"” gasped Mr. Lazarus

“Let's see, what initials shall I
have?™ said Wibley, in a casual sort
of way, * Nothiog like my own, BSay
A, P. That will do! The initials are
toc be A, P, Got that?”

“Yeoth '™ gasped Me. Lazarus,

*1 shall have to buy a few things—I
can get them at Chunkley's, with the

name on—collars, and so on!™ said
Wibley thoughifully. “ But most of my
things  witl do  all right, with the
initials altered.”

“But—" gasped Mr. Lararus.
“You can get that done, Mr. Lazarus,
by the afternoon?”
“Oh, yeth! Buai—"
“You see, if a thing's worth doing,
tt's worth doing thoroughly,” said
Trz Macxer Lisrary.—Mo. 1,530
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Wibley. “I'm not leaving a single thing
to chance, Never mind the expense—
it's worth that, to make the thing a
success, "

“Very vell, Master Wibley! Jutht as
vou like.™

“Then I'll get the box sent along, and
leave it to you, Mr. Lazarus! I'll call
for it thiz afterncon. That all right ¥

“0Oh!l Yeth!”

“Now I'll trot along to the bun-shop
for a spot of lunch,” remarked Wibley,
“ Like that?” gasped Mr, Lazarus.
“Like this!” assented Wibley. * You
see, they know me nt the bun-shop, and

it will put it to the fest. See?”
“0Oh, my cootness| Yeth, I thee!”

William Wibley, in his new guise
walked out of Mr. Laezarus’ shop an
coolly took his way up the Iligh Street,

The old gentleman stared after him,
and ejaculated “ My
cootness 1™

He was used to Wibley going to any
amount of trouble and expense to ensure
the success of his theatrical stunts. But
this extent of trouble and expense was
rather unusual and surprising,

But surprised as Mr. Lazarus was, he
was ready to oblige. e was quite at
the service of that excellent customer—
and not for the remnctest moment did it
cross his mind that a new boy whose
initials were “ A, P.” was oxpected at
Greyfriars, and that Wibley was goiug
there as that new boy! Mr. Lazarus
was & very keen and wary old gentlo-
man, but the keenest and wariest of old
gentlemen could really never have been
expected to guess thatt

geveral times,

e, m——— —

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
Rather a Rag !

ANG!
A dezk-lid dropped,
report like a rifle.
ang, ‘bang, bang!
Other lids followed suit, like machine-
guns going strong.
“Mon Diew! Mais ¢'en est trop ™ ex-
claimed Monsieur Charpentier. T de-
mand ze stlence, ze ordair in zis class”

Massoo was not likely to get what he
demanded !

Third School, that morning, was
French with Mossoo. The Remove were
glad of it. "They were always rather
glad of a French class, because it meant
idling for the slackers, anl rugeing for
tha more boisterous sprits, But now
the gladfulness was terrilie, as Hurree
Jamset Ram Singh expressed it.

Mossoo had got 2 Romove man sacked.
hlozzoo was going to be made to sit ap
For it, if it was within the powers of the
Greyiriars Remove to make him sit up.
And undoubtedly it was!

Bags in the French class were by no
means  uncommon—but  generally they
were good-humoured. Now good humour
was lacking, There was a grim deter-
mination akout the rag that started as
soon as the Lower Iourth found them-
zelvea in the French master's elass-room.

IFellows who penerally stood for law
and order were sileni now,  Lord
Mauleveror was alwavs against rapring
Frogey, and Harry Wharton pencrally
slopped it as far as he could. DBob
Cherry, whose exuberant nature rather
ran to ragging, was often restrained by
good nature, and indeed he had some-
times punched Skinner, when Skinner
i:ile:] it on too thick. And studious
cllows, like Mark Linley, would rather
have learncd French, than ragged the
French master.  But now all this was
changed—in all the Remove, there was
not a fellow wha felt disposed to say a
word for Ilenri Charpentier. Even the

with =a

calm &nd placid Lord Mauleverer wa
annoyed with him.

Foor old Wik was gone. He had had
it in the neck—and why? Simply for
making fun of Fmgg:.!_!y Skinner de-
clared that if Fmgﬁy didn’t want fo be
made fun of, he shouldn't be & funny
little 9s3! And the Remove fellows
agreed that he shouldn’t.

Lots of times Wib had made fun of
Froggy, in the same way, up in the
DRemove. This time there was a fearful
fuss about it, because he had given his
impersonation as a show in the Ragl
Really, it was because he had been
caught at it; but he had done it so
many times uncanght, that it scemed
awfully rough luck for the chopper to
come down like this.

That morning, there was going to be
o rag—a record rag. It would let the
little beast understand what the Bemove
thought of him, for getting a moember
of their Form bunked!

Poor old Wib, they had no doubt, was
home by that time—dismally facing an
irate parent! ANl Frogegy's fault!
li'rﬂ.?ig:.f was going to be made to under-
stand that he couldn't do these things!

Bang, bang, bang, bang! went the
desk-lids.

Monsicur Cliarpentier waved his
hands in wild gesticulations. Tt was
seldom quist in & junior French set:

Mossoo was accustomed to carrying on

in a buzz. DBut he could not carry uvn
i this tremendons din,

“ Bmeect!” he roared.

Vernon-8mith looked at him with cool
contempt.

“ Did vou speak to me? he asked.

“Mais oui! I speak fo you, Smeot !

“Then would vou mind calling me by
my name?” asked the Bounder. * DMy
name is not Smeet.”

"Take one hundred lines, Smeat 1™

“A  thousand, if you like!™ sgaid
Smithy.

“Vat? Vat? Vat vou sav, Smeecl?”
spluttered Monsieur Charpentier. ™ Zat
15 impertinence | It is impertinence of
za most grosz! Take a zousand lines!"

“Hear, hear!” said the Bounder.

“Ha, ha, hat®

Bang, bang!

o Ek?nnairf
a deslk ™

“Jh, quite an aceident, sir [ yawned
skinner. .

* Zoze accidents sholl not happen viz
zemzclves 1n zls eluss-room. I keep ze
ordair here, or I know ze reason vy
not.” Monsieur Charpentier clutched up
a cane. “Ze next boy zat bang ze desk,
je frappe—I beat him 1”

Bang!

It was hike Billy Bunter, of course!

Other fellows, ot that point, realized
Fhat it was judicious to stop the desk-
banging, but not Bunter!

Bang ! went Bunter’s desk-lid,

“Crel!  Buntair! Mauvais parcon!
Very bad one!” shricked Monsieur
Charpentier. " You are one of ze most
bacd ! Veila! Take zat!™

Whaek !

“Yaroooh ! roared Billy Bunter, as
he took 1E acroszs his fat shoulders,

Whack !

“Ow! Oh orikey! Wow!l It was an
accident ! roared Bunter., “I didn't do
it on purpose, and I only did it because
Skinner did! Yow-ow-ow 1"

hdid Maintenant, silence in

T'aiscz-vous ! :
#2 elass 1 panted Monsiour Charpentier.
Now

“Bhorry, shuffle not ze feet!”
Bob's feet were seldom still.

they were more active than usual, How-

ever, he ceased to shuflle them for s

moment, as Mossoo's glittering  eyo

turned on him.

Thud |
(Continwed on page 22.)

You make one noize viz
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A TOUR OF GREYFRIARS.
(1)

In "“ten-sixty-six and all that,”
Old William the Clonk landed high
And dry on a wild Kentish flat
To give Harold “ong in the eye
Along with the Normans there came
boke of various tints
Attached to one, Gosling by name,
Wha's lived here in lent ever since.

———

AFTER SCHOOL HOURS

Passage Crichet
(1)

From somowhere upstairs there's a din,
It’s just the Remove playing cricket !
With & stump for a bat, Smithy's “in,”
A wastepaper-basket’s the wicket!
The passage, of course, 15 the pitch,
And Wharton iz busily rolling
An old tied-up ink-duster, which
Is guite a hard ball when he’s bowling,

(2}

P?

The wmpire (Dick KRake) hollers:
“ Play ¥
And Wharion zends down an off

spiuner
Which Vernon-Smith wallops away
To land on the boko of Skinner !
This counta az a boundarv—four,
(It's gix if it lands on Bolsover!l)
The bowler delivers one more,
Which 8mithy cuts out towards cover.

(3)

There Nugent brings off a great catch;
He makes it by suddenly diving !

And just at this point in the match
We see o few prefects arriving !

They won't let us finish the gpame,
Their canes get to work and

scatter !

We think it a very great shanie—

Alas, what we think docsn’t matter !

W

When you see Peter Todd you will grin,
He really is awfully thinl

But he grew, so they say,

Twice as fat in a day;
1t turned out he'd swallowed a pin |

_— e

TOUR No. 3 with the

— ;. -

(No. 2. GOSLING'S LODGE)
(2)

Fis face, you will note, wears & frown.

Heo asks us: “Now wot d'yve want
Tere 1M

But if you've & spare half-a-crown,
You'll see Gﬂﬁﬁ}"s frown disappear.

That’s right! It's a very neat dodge!
Already hias face has & grin,

Now ask him to show yvou his lodge,
And sce how he'll weleome you in!

(3}

The little stone lodge in the past

Was held by a monk clad in grey,
Who sat there in silence to fast,

Like Gosling (I den't think!) to-day.
The windows are ancient and small,

{(But not so much trouble to clean},
S0 just seratch your name on the wall,

And let's see what ¢lse can be seen.

(X ext week: "“The Elm Walk.V)

THE GREYFRIARS
ALPHABET

. JUST STARTING!

¥

i A WEEKLY BUDGET |
i OF FACT AND FUN
By
i THE GREYFRIARS |
RHYMESTER i
-

GREYFRIARS GRINS

Peter Todd has been saying that the
Retnove studies ought to be artistically
decorated. 1 suw gest he starts b
decorating Study %\m 7 in black an
Llue to match Bunter when I catch him
pinching my tuck !

I read in & book that it’s the proper

j thing to stand up when spoken to by a

master. At Greyfriars we usually bend
ovear |

Somebody threw. Skinner's hat into the
river yesterday. We are sorry Skinner
wasn't wearing it at the timel

Loder of the Sixth was caught doing

a deeent action the other day. He hun
hizs head and promised never to do sue

& thing again |

GEORGE BLUNDELL
(Captain of the Filth Form)

B is for BLUNDELL~bow the knee!
Captain of the Fifith is he.

Big and strong, a decent sort,

Good at every kind of sport.

When Wingatai{hinks his rowing crew,

George Blundell * puts his oar in,” tool

When boxing tournaments are ‘plnnned,,

G?’:ﬂrgj Blundell's sure to “take a
arn L

At cricket, Blundell is a “ecatch,”

He “makes a hit* in every match.

To shine at footer is his “goal,”

He plays with all his “art and sole !”

I can’t make any further puns,

(And, anyway, they're rotten ones!)

In plain King's English I will say

That Blundell—he ain’t half 0K,

ANSWER TO PUZZLE

Erie Rice, Edgar Drage, Lancelot
Tollance, MNoel and Leon Olne, Roland,
Ronald and Arncld Landor.

I heard Quelch telling Lascelles that
the new Income Tax 13 “a dreadful
imposition.” He ought to know a lot
about dreadful impositions—he's just
given me 500 lines | )

PUZZLE PAR

Eight news boys arrived at
Greyfriars, some of them being
brothers.,  Their surnames werve
RICE, DRAGE, TOLLANCE,
OLNE, and LANDOR. By re-
nrranging the lotters of each sur-
name, You CAan their
Christian names. What are they §

{ Answer at foot of centre calumn.)

| 3
(TTRA T T T AT L TP R PR T T AT R PRI L Y o

wippEREdEEEEIE RO NN ERRANEEEREN
L el Lt L LR T LR LTL]

Why is Bunter like a pair of flannels?
They both shrink from washing |

Why is Charles the Second’s oak-tree
like the platform in Big Hall?

Because it's the place for a good
hidmmg!

What did the chicken
Coker's bike ran over him?

He used a lot of fowl language. (I
don't blame him l}

sny when

GREYFRIARS GUIDE Next Week!
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A schoeo] book thudded on the fAoor.
It was o signal, taken up all through
the class|

Thud, thud, thud: went book after

Treonch class-books fell almost
like leaves in Vallombrosa,

“Zat you stop!” howled Monsicur
Charpentier. *8meet, vou drop one
book| You take ome more zousand

lines. Skinnair, you drop ze book!
Also you take one zousand lines! Now
ali of you pick up zose boolks!™

It was rather an unfortunate order for
Mossoo to give. It gave the juniors an
excuse for a general seramble—not that
they needed a lot of excuse that
mMorning.

Nﬂﬂl‘ﬁ’ every fellow left his Torm,
and started sorambling among the desks
after the books.

Billy Bunter was rolled over by a

layful shove from the rear, and yelled
rantically 23 he rolled under the desks,
Bob Cherry and Frank Nugent rushed
to the resene—pulling over a form with
g terrific crash, :

“Sherry—Nugent—" shrieked
Mossoo. { : N

" Wea're helping Bunter, sir——

“He's fallen over, sir——"

“MNow, then, stop barging!” roared
Belsover major. “ Who's that barging
me? I'll jolly well barge-you I

Crazh went another form. 2

A dozen fellows were barging one
another. Some of the books, when
picked unp, whizzed through the air.
aimmed by unknown hands. One dropped

fairly on the head of Monsieur
Charpentier.

He jumped clear of the Hoar.

“Cicl! Vat is zat? DMon Dieul! Zat
wou zrow ze book at my head! Zab is
enoff ! Zat is of ze too much! Take
vou zc places! Eeputez! Take ze
places at vunce.”

“] haven’t found my hook vet

sir—"'

“Home rotter’s kicked my hook some-
where, sit—"

“Gerrout of the way, Cherry!”

“You gerrout of the way, vou rotter [

Bump! Crash! Thud{ Bang!

In all the REemove, only Lord
Mauleverer was still sitting in his place,
But he did not remain mn it. Three or
four cheery spirits barged the form
gver, and his lordship went over with it,
with & roar.

“Oh, gad! Yarooop!"

*“*Ha, ha, ha!”

“1 say, you fellows! I say, gerroff
my tummy ! I say, that beast Skinnex’s
gitting on my tummy, and he's sguish-
gquish-squaszhing me !

“Ha, ha, hat”

“Zat you take ze place!” bawled
Monsicur Charpentier.  “Man Dieul

I will not have zis class-romn like ze
garden of ze bear! Smeet! Take
zat, and =zat !

“0h scizsors!” yelled the Bounder as
Mossoo, almost frantic by this time,
lashed with the cane,

*And zat,” reared DBlossoo, “and
:atl ilr
Vernon-8mith dodged out of the

desks, Mossoo was ﬁetting dangerous.
The Bounder dodged across the clazs-
room and round ihe master’s desk,
Massoo was pursuing, with brandished
cane, when three or four fellows sud-
denly barged into his back, and he
went stumbling, and fell on his hands
and knees

“Ciel 1" gosped Mossoo.

Whiz !

Peter Todd tossed a volume up te
the ceiling, and it eame down, crack!
on the back of Mossoo’s head as he
gprawled on all fours. It koocked his
hapless head down, and his nose tapped
an the floor.

Tue Macxer Lisrant.~—No. 1,536
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“ Oooogh 1"

“Ha, ha, hal®

“Mon Diew! Nem Jd'un nom, d'un
nom ! shrieked Mossoo.

He sat up, dizzily, holding his nose
with one hand, and the back of his
head with the other. It was really
an extreordinary sight, and the juniors
yelled.

“Ha, ha, hal*

“Nom d'un nom|
name 7 spluttered Mossoo.
o name of & dog!™

That expression, feavfully expressive
in French, sounded so absurd in Eng-
lish that it added to the meorriment.

The class-room rocked with langhter,

“Cave ! gasped Hazeldene suddenly.

The door opened. .

Mr. Quelch stepped in.

The laughter died away.

Smitten with sudden gravity, the
Remove stood and stared at their
Forui-master, while Messoo, still sit-
ting on the floor, clasping nose and
head, spluttered, and
tones invoked the name of a name of
a dog!

WName of one
“ Name of

round

THE SIXTEENTH CHAFTER.
Not Nice for Mossoo [
E. QUELCH glanced

M Class-room No. 10. )
It was in quite a startling
slate,

Flalf a dozen forms were over, and
books were scattered on the floor. Not
a fellow was in his place. All wero
on their feet, excepting Billy Bunter,
who was sitting on the floor, rubbing
his waistcoat tenderly. He scomed to
have a pain where Bkinner had sat.

“Are you awsare,” said Mr. Queleh,
in a deep voice, “that thiz uproar can
be heard all over the school ¥

The juniors might have been aware
of that, had they thought about it
But they hadn't. Still, now that Mr.
Queleh mentioned it, they had no doubt
that he was vight, It had, in fact,
been rather a rag.

Mr. Quelch’s grim glance turned on
Mossoo, There was a gleam of scorn
in his icy eyes, A master who could
not handle boys had scant respect from
Henry Ssmuel Quelch, ) _

The class-room looked as if a hurri-
cane had struck it. DMossoo saf in tha
midst of the wreck like Marius in the
ruins of Carthage. He sat and rubbed
his nose and the back of his head, and
spluttered. My, Quelch very nearly
snorted at the sight. _

“Clan I assist you, Monsieur Char-

entier 7 he asked, unable to keep an
inflection of sarcasm out of his veice.

“Neon Dieu? Mossoo tottered to
his feet. .

His face, already erimson, was dyed
g deep red, under the steely eyes of the
Remove master. Mossoo did net like
to realise that he was an ineffectual
little man. But he had to realise if,
under Quelch’s cold glance.

“T fear,” said Mr. Ei,unlnh, “that my
Foun are giving you unusual trouble
this morning, sir.”

“ Helas ! It iz one g:arden of ze
bear!"” gasped Mossoo. *'Zey are all
bad, and every one of zem 15 badder
zgan ever vas before. All of zem are
of ze most bad.”

“Wharton "

EL ] YFE‘, sir !Fl .

“What is the cause of thiz extra-
ordinary uproar?” .

Az Harry VWharton hesitated to
reply, the Bounder chimed in with
perfect coolness, : r ;

“The fellows don't like Wibley being
sacked, sir."’

in breathless

Mr. Quelch looked at him. “There
was 8 general expectation of an out-
burst of the vials of wrath., To the
surprisc of the juniors, Mr. Quelch
answered quietly, almost mildly.

“That i1s no excuse for disorder in
class, WVernon-Smith. WWharton, as
head boy of the Form, you should have
endeavoured to keep order here

Wharton's face =et rather obstinatelr.

“1I tried to keep order in the French
set yesterday, sir, and Monsienr Char-
pentier gave me five hundred lines of
the Henriade.”

“Oht" said Mr. Quelch, rather non-
plussed, There were lurking grins om
somea faces at Wharton's answer. " No
doubt Monsieur Charpentier misunder-
gtood, Wharton,™

“0Oh, yes, sir, I am sure he did!
I think wvery likely he would have
mizunderstood agaim.”

Mr., Quelch coughed.

“Put this class-room
onee ! he sard sharply.

No time was lost in obeying thab
order. IForms were set up, and books
collected. Not even the Dounder
dreamed of carrying on with the rag,
under the gimlet eyes of the Remove
master. The most reckless fellow in
the Remove had no idea of rollicking
and barging and scuffling.

Indeed, during those minutes, a
stranger who did net know the G'I‘EI-
friara Remove, might heve mistaken
them for a mode]l Form.

The whole clase took their places
guietly. )

Monsieur Charpentier mopped his
heated fare with & handkerchief.

He was glad to sce order restored.
But he was deeply humiliated at “see-
ing it restored by another master.

A waord from Quelch weighed more
than all the hootinga and frantic
gesticulations of the excitable little
Fronch gentleman.

The juniors wondered what was
coming next. They had so many lines
on hand that it was unlikely that
Qualeh would add to them. He was
the man te whop the whole Form, if
the spirit moved him to do se. Which
was, indecd, one of the reasong why

in order at

the Remove suspected their Form-
maszter. ;
But he was uanusuvally and amaz-
ingly mild.

rder having been restored, he stood

looking at the gquiet clazs for a moment
or two. .

“Let there be no meore of this dis.
order,” he said at last. “I expect
hetter behaviour than this from my
Form."”

He turncd to Mossoo.

“T trust, Monsienr Charpentier, ﬂ}at
vou will have no further trouble with
my Form."

With that AMr, Quelch walked out of
Class-room No, 10

“By gum!” murmured Bob Cherry.

“(h, pad!” breathed Lord Maule-
YETOT. :

“Y sav, you fellows, old Quelch don’t
like Wib bieing sacked any more than
we dol' said gBill_v Bunter, in a lod
whispel.

“{Good old Quelch !
Bounder.

That, the juniors had ne doubt, was
the explanation, _

Queleh made allowances for their
rosentment of  Wibley's expulsion,
which meant that, =0 far as & Form-
master could, he sympathised.

It was an immense relief Lo the Re-
move. When Quelch stepped in they
had had no doubt that they were all
going through 16,

grinned the
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Mr. Queleh stood and glanced round No, 10 Class-room. Forms were turned over, books were scattered on the floor, and

in the midst of the wreck sat Monsieur Charpentier, rubbing the back of his head and spluttering.

““ 1 fear,"” said Mr. Quelch

sarcastically, ** that my Form are giving you unusual trouble this morning, sic ! **

“Get on with it, you fellows!" mut-
tered Bolsover major. “Quelch don't

care M
“Chuck it, fathead!” said Harry
Wharton. *“X Quelch comes back

again, he won't go #o easy,”

“Ohk, rot!"

Most of the fellows agreed wiik
Wharton, They had had o rather nar-
row escape.

But Bolsaver major was not to be
argued with.

“ Maintenant I’ said Mounsieur Char-
pentier,

Bang |

It was Bolsover's desk lid. ¥t came
down with a resounding <rash. "Yhe
bang rang through the silent class-
OO

Mosson bepan to aplutter.

The door opensd again, and Mr,
Quelch reappeared, His eyes glittered
aver the class,

“I think I heard a desk lid fall,™ he
vemarked.

Dead silence,

“Whose was it ¥

“M-m-mine, sir,”’ stammered Dols-
over major. " An—an—an accident,
ST,

Bolsover could hardly have hoped to
pet by with that statement. And he
Jdid not. It might have been pood
enongh for Mossco; bub it was not
nearly ﬁﬂﬂd encugh for Quelch,

“Such accidents, Bolsover, must not
occnr,” zaid Mr., Quelch  grimly.
“Afay I borvow your cane, sir? Bols-
over, stand ont befors the class! Now
bend over that desk 1™

Swipe, swipe, swipe!

“¥You wmay po back to your place,
Bolzover. Let there boe no more such
accidents heve, please.”

Mr. Quelch laid down the cane, and
Icft the class-ron agoain,

Bolsover major sqguirmed on his seat,
with an almost demoniac expression on
hiz foce. But he was not thinking of
any more accidents with desk lida.
‘Three swipes were enough for Dolsover
Inajor.

The “rag ™ was over, now that Quelch
had a special ear open for the Remove;
but it hoad happily used up half the hour
devoted to rench—which was so much
to the good, from the point of view of
most of the jumors. Mossoo had been
given the timwe of hig life for that half-
hour, which was also so much to the
rood, He was lefe in no doubt as to
what the Remove thought of him for

eausing  the expulsion of William
Wibley.
French was resumed—or, rather,

started—in Class-room No. 10,

IFor about f{ifteenr minutes Monsieur
Charpentier had an  orderly eclass
Nobody wanted to bring Ar. Quelch
back again,

Then, as Mossoo turned 1o his desk,
something suddenly cavght him in the
back of tho neck. :

ke spluttered and grabbed ag it Ib
was an ink-ball, composed of blotting-
paper sorewed up with ink. It left an
mnky mark on Mossoo’s neck, and it
inked his fingers as he grabbed it.

"Who zrow zat?" shrieked Mossoo.

No answer.

The juniors sat and gazed at Alessoo
with solemn faces, -

Monsiear  Charpentier
wrath.

" Je demande—I ask of you, whe zrow
zat " he bawled *Skinnair, 13 1t zat
you zrow "

“Oh, no, sir P zaid Skinner. !

“Bmect,”’ si;-iui;tamd Moszoo, "is it
you zat zrow ¥

“{h, ng, sir|® .

*Vas it you, Buntair'i”

spluttercd

“Oh ertkey ! No, sip il

" Shorry—"

“Oh, no, sie!™

Monsieur Charvpentier had to give it
up., It might have been any one of
more than Lwo dozen young rascals;
but he was very careful after that not
to turn his back on his class.

It was a relief to Mensienr Chav-
prenticr when that class was dismissed.
I'he juniors left hun mo Ping a perspir-
ing brow in Clazs-room Neo. 10, and they
grinned cheerfully as they sireamed out
into the quad.

“That's the beginning,” remarked the
Bounder. “Lots more io come?! (M
Wibk's gone, but we'll keep his memory
green [

And all the Remove ogreed that they
jolly well would !

3

T

THE SEVENTEENTH CHAPTER.
Hard Lines!

HAT allernoon, Wednesday, was
a  hali-heliday—and 16 was

aazily the most utterly dizmal
half-noliday of the summer term.

While other Forms wero out in the
July sunshine—at cricket, or on the
river—the Remove had to go into their
Form-room Lo wyite lines

Ae, Queleh sheplherded them in, with
a prim brow,

Every follow whe had been prezent
at the entertaimaent in the Rag was
“for it ™ in one way or another. Every
member of the audicnee was considered
to have participated in the act of dis-
respecet to o member of the staff.

Shell fellows had been eaned by Mr,
Hackev; Ilacker was rather liberal
with the cane. TFags of the Thind and
fecond had been given line: by Wiggins

Tug Magrer Lisnany.—No. 1,035,
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and Twige, though not on the pencrous
gcale of the lines handed out to the
Remove. Fourth Form men had got off
lightest; My, Cepper, the master of the
Fourth, contenting himeelf with giving
Temple & Co. a " jaw Y—which they did
not mind very much,

The Remove were the most severely
up against it—with five hundred lines
for cvery man in the Form, and a
thousand for the head boy.

uelch had come down rather hard
ahd heavy, no doubt desiring to impress
on the minds of his Form that “ guy-
ing ' a master was & perilous amuse-
ment.

Not very reasonably, most of the
juniors added that disma] afterncon to
Mossoo's account. It intensified the
bitterness of the *feud ¥ with Froggy.

Really it was very unpleasant. It was
a glorious summer afternoon; and if
only it had rained they could have en-
dured it more cheerfully. But blue
skies and balmy breezes out of doors
made that detention more dismal.

Harry Wharton had fixed up a prac
tice game for that afternoon, in view of
the approaching match with Rookwood.,
That had to be washed out.  Other
fellows, not in the cricket, had fixed up
other things. Frobably it was all to
the good that arrangements made by
fellows like Skinner and Snoop for the
half-haoliday wers washed out—but they
felt gore, all the same. The whole Form
falt soro—on their own gccount and on
Wibley's account. Their ehief consola-
tion was the recollection of the high old
time they had given Iroggy that morn-
ing, and the series of high old times
they intended to pgive him during the
remainder of the term.

Me. Quelch sat at his high dezk, busy
with papers, while the Remove sat and
seribbled lines.

A dismal hour lagged by, and then
came an interruption.

Trotter, the House page, fapped at
the Form-room door and put his head in.

“The telephone, =ir,” =aid Trotter.
“&ir '"Ilton opper would like to speak
to vou, gir; he's 'olding on.”

“ Vory pgood Mr. Quelch.

T g o i P8 R o T LY L P L) L L P LT A
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You'll laugh—and you'll lau
time you dg:p into this par:ke.d
really funny,

wait hehing
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“Wharton, I ghall leave you in charge
here for a [ew minutes.”

“Wes, sir”

Mr. Queleh left the Form-room and
rustled away to his study. The receiver
was off the telephone, and he picked it
up, not with a pleasant expression ot
his face. ) i

He was a little fed-up with Sir Hilton
Popper. Yesterday morning the baronct
had telephoned to put off an appoint-
ment, stating that it was now uncertain
whether his nephew Archibald would he
coming to Greyviriars. Bince then Alr.
Guelch had heard nothing; and as D
Locke had not spoken on the subject, he
concluded that the Head had heard
nolhing either.

Which was irritating. It was not
agreeable for Sir Hilton to presume
upon his position as 8 member of the
governing board.

That Sir Hilton had telephoned the
previous evening, in the belief that he
was speaking to the Head, Mr. Quelch
didd not, of course, know.

Wibley had taken that call, and, in
the distress of his own affairs, had for-
gotten to mention it at the time; and
since then he had bad personal reasous
for not mentioning it before he left the
gechool.

S0 no one at Greyiriars was aware
that Sir Hilton had finally decided not
to send his nephew to the school.

Now, Mr. Quelch supposed, the old
baronet bad made up s mind, and wae
ing to impart his dectsion—which Mr,
gmtnh eertainly would not have sup-
posed had he been aware that Sir Hilton
Popper had left for London that morn-

i"F with his nephew.
Tak Mr. Quelch

oking up the receiver,
barked into the mouthpiece.

“8ir Hilton Popper?  Mr. Quelch
speaking.”’

“Hul! I have been waiting some
minuies, gir!” came a gruff bark over
the wires, which zounded as if 1t came
from Bir IHilton Popper—and did not
gound in {he least as if it came from a
junier named Willinom Wiblew, in the
telephone-bex at Counrtheld post office,
though. in point of fact, it dud.

" Indeed, siv!™ zaid Mre. Quelch devie,
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“I regret it.  But you are probably
?_wnre that & schoolmaster has occupa-
1ong——"

“With regard to my nephew, sit—="
grunted the voice over the wires.

“ Well #o

“Kindly expect him at Greyiriars this
afterncon.”

“Then you have decided—"

* Quite, siy "’

; “Very good,” said Mr. Quelch coldly.
"I should have expected you to make
this communication to Dr. Locke; but
if you g0 desire, I will inform him of
vour decision.”

Mr, Quelch was gquite unaware that
the speaker at the other end had a
natural disinelination to pull a head-
master's leg over the telephone.

“Please do so, Mr. Bguelch——*

“My name is Quelch, sir!" said the
Eemove master ieily.

“Oh, quite! Owing to circumstances,
Archibald will come to the school by
himself this afternoon. Business in

London—— "Hem | But that is of no
consequence, sir” :

“None whatever, sirl"’ said Mr.
Quelch,

He was not specially keen to see Sir
Hilton’s nephew—still less s0 to sve Sir
Hilton himself. The less he saw of the
lord of Popper Court the more he liked
him. Tt was a relief to hear that busi-
nesz in London prevented Sir Hilton
from calling at Greyfriars with his
ne‘gﬂmw.

Very well, sir.  As Archibald is to be
placed in your Form, sir—=>"

“I understand, sir, that your nephew's
age and attainments make it suitable for
bium to enter the Remove; but az I have
never seen the boy, and as he has not
attended the usual entrance examina-
tion, his Form can only be finally de-
cided after be has arrived heve, sir”

“1 particularly desire Archibald to
enter the Remove Mr. Quelch. I desire
him to bhe placed in the same study with
a bov namod Wharton, of whom I have
a high opinion.”

My, Queleh compressed his lips.

“1 will meet your wishes if practic-
oble, 8ir Hilton,” he said,

“1 trust so, sir. I particularly desire
Archibald to commence his carecr at
Crreviviars under wour charge, Mr.
wueleh, as a master in whom I have the
compleiest frust and confidence.*?

Mr. Queleli’s grim expression relaxed
as e heard that, This was uncommonly
gracions from a man like Sir Hilton
Popper,

“ My dear sir,” said Mr. Quelch, much
more eordially, "1 have no doubt what-
ever that the matter can be arranged as
so desire,™

“Thank you, Mr. Queleh!
mch obliged to you ™

“Neot at all, sip !

“Tlen I leave the watter in your
Lands, sir! 1 will send the boy over
mnnediately, and  you will see Liun
within the hour., Cood-bve, sip 1"

" Gaod-bye, 5w Hlton I

Me. Quelch loft lis study and returned
1o the Form-rocin,

A buzz of voices greeied him as he
vrived there, and he caught the words ;

“hat little beast, Hroggy ™

The Remove master coughed, and
there was gilence in the Porm-ropm as
he entered,

“Whavton 1" said Mr. Quelch.

*Yes, sirt”

*A new boy will arrive at the sclhionl
thiz afternoon—Archibald Topper, the
nephew of 8Bir Hilton Popper.  1lis
uncle desires him to be placed in vour
study in the Remove, and ave
aceeded to lus request.”

“Nery well, sir.”

1 am very



And lines were resumed in the Form-
room. It seemied to the hanless Re-
meavites that they would never end.
chismal, endless hour erawled by, and
then there was a =ound of a car autside.

Home of the juniors had finished by
this time. Others had nearly finished ;
others were only half ithrough; Billy
Bunter about a gquarter.

Mr., Quelch rose from his desk.

T Dismiss ™ he said  eurtly—which
meank that the unfinished balance was
washed out—an immense relief to the
Hemovites, especially to the head boy.

(+ladly the junicrs streamed out of the
Form-room into the summer sunzhine.

R |

THE EIGHTEENTH CHAPTER.
Mr. Queleh’s New Boy !
WILLIAM WIBLEY felt hia heart

beat a little faster as the taxi
from Courtfiecld turned in at
the gates of Greyfriars,
The die was cast. Wibley was for it
now |
Amazing as his scheme was, he con-
sidered that there was little rizk, 5
Archibald Popper was in London with
hiz uncle, and was not coming to Grey-
friars at all. On the other hand, he was
nxpected at the school. He had never
becnn seen at Ureyfriars. Ho if s
fellow arrived calling himself Archibald
Popper, who was to know?

In the taxi with Wikley was the box
he had taken away from Greyfriars that
morning, with the name on it painted
out and & new name painted in, In the
box was & complete school outfit bearing
Iris new name or initials. Not a point
had been left unguarded by the astute
Wib. And that relephone call from
Uourtfield, which Mr. Quelch supposed
had come from Bir Hilton, gave the
finishing touch to the scheme. It had
come, of course, from William Wibley.

All depended on Wibley's power to
play the part he had assomed.

The schoolboy actor had no doubt
about that.

His appcarance was so completely
changed that his own father would nob
have dreamed of recognising him. And
if he could impersonate a master at
Lireyiriars, whe was seen daily, it was
child’s play to impersonote a stranger
wl:-:-“had never been seen at the school
at all.

It was, in fact, “pie ™ to Wibley. He
had even puarded against the chance
of being put back into his old study
where he would have run most risk o
being spotted by his studymates, Morgan
and Desmond. All was 2o far as
Wibley could see, plain sailing—so0 long
as he kept hiz nerve and played his part
without a lapse, which he was quite
confident of doing.

He was going to stay on at Gresfriars
te this extracrdinary way. And if, as
he hoped, Mossoo got over his tantrums
and eame round, 1t would be all right.
Anyhow, that was the only chanee ﬁiat-
stood between him and the “sack,” and
he was going to try it on and make the
mast of 1t

But, cool and confident as he was, he
Felt hiz heartbeats quicken as he entered
at the ald familiar pateway end caught
Gosling's eve on him.

But the Greyfriars porter only touched
hiz hat, as lo a stranger, and Wibley
passed chearfully on.

Ie stepped out of the taxi at the
Hlouse, and several Remove fellows,
coming out, glanced at him.

I'hey guesand at once that this fellow
was the new boy whom Mr, Quelch had
mentioned in the Ferm-room.

Wibley, for an anxions moment,
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dreaded that they might guess that he
wasn't.

But there was only ecareless indiffer-
encéd m the glaneces that fell on him.
Clearly none of the juniors had the
remolest 1dea that this fellow with tho
thick, brown hair was anvthing but
what e loocked—a new “kid * arriving
at the school,

Wibley paid off the taxi, and dis
mis it as quickly as possible. He
did not want to run the remotest risk
of its transpiring that he had come from
Courtfield, and not from Popper Court.

As he stood heside his box while the
taxi buzzed away, HHarry Wharton
came over to him, with a cheery nod.

“¥Young Popper?” he asked,

Wibley felt another tremor. But it
was all clear, Obviously, Wharton had
not the faintest idea that he bad seen
him before,

“Archibald Popper,” he zaid cheer-
fully. “I'm going into the Remove.
You in the Remove 1

“Yes. My name's Wharton, Queleh
2aysg—-" '
_ ""Who's Quelch 1" asked the new hoy
innocently.

“Remove master. He says you're to
come inte my study—that’'s No. 1 1n
the Remove. That's why I've spoken
to you. I’ll take you there, if you like,
after you're through with Quelch.”

“That's very good of you !

“That's all right,” =a2id Harry.
“Here, Trotter, take this box in, and
show Popper to Queleh’s study !

" ¥essr 17

Bglsover major stnpfped to speak to
the new boy as he followed Trotter.
His manner was by no means o agree-
able as Wharton's.

“"You young Popper? bhe asked
gruftly.

“You've guessed it 1"

“Well, if you're anything hke old
Papper, ooted in  the

you'll g.;el-.
Remove ™ said Belsover major.
“Don't you like old Popper ™

“Frightful old swab!” zaid Bolsaver

major. “Bars fellows off that island in
the river, and shuts up footpaths and

things! If you're anything like him,
vou look out1*

_‘I'iTI:anl:ﬂ ™ said Wibley demurely., "I
will I*

Bolsover scanned him.

“You ain't hke him to look at,” he
=zaid., “You're ugly, but not so ugly as
that old swab! Well, don't put on any
Popper swank here, or you'll get
booted

With that kind warning, the bully of
the Hemove went on ﬁia way, and
Wibley, prinning, followed Trotter to
Ar. Q}:m]ch’a study.

But he had no desire to grin when
he entered that apartment,

With all his nerve, all his confidence,
and, i fact, all his impudence, William
Wibley felt an inward gnake as he stood
in the presence of the Form-master who
knew him zo well,

uelch's gimlet eves were on his face.
Only teo well, Wibley knew their pene-
trating qualities.

But there was no suspicion 1n the
cimlet eyes, To Mz, Quelch, he was a
new boy named Popper—mercly that,
and nothing more.

“Master Popper, sir ! zaid Trotter,
and retired, to take away the new boy's
box.

Alr. Queleh shook hands with his now
boy. His manner was genial. 1t was
Queleh’s way, with all his severity, to
ba kind to a new bey aud put him at
his easze.

“1 am glad to see you, Popper,™ ho
eaid. I understand that your uncle was
called away, and was unable to bring
vou to the school persenally——"

i3

*Sir Hilton has gone to London, sir,®
said Wibley,

His voice was a trifla husky, and
nothing  like \Willlam Wibley's. The
schoolboy actor’s voice waz as elastic as
his features.

INevertheless, AMr. Quelch losked at
him very attentively. Posibly some
thing vaguely familiar struck lim abowt
this hoy.

“Have I seon you before, Popper:™
he asked.

“I1 don't remember sceing you at
Popper Court, sir”

“ No, I suppose not,” said Mr. Quelch.
“You may =it down, Popper. Your
uncle desires you te enter my Form,
amd I have no doubt that thiz can be
arranged, but I must azk wvou a fow
questions, as you did net attend the
usuel sxamination.”

" Yea, sir.”

The new boy sat down,

Mr. Quelch kept him busy for the
next twenty minutes, He was sati:ficd
by that time—as, indeed, he had eeazon
to be, Wibley's attzinments paturally
being those of the overage Remove

¥.

“Veory good, TPopper,” said M.
Queleh.  “1 have assipned you to
Wharton's study, at your uncle’s request,
Wharion 1=y head boy—"

“He spoke to me as I came ip, #ip,”
sanl the new junior.

“WVery good! By the way, you
have the usual med?ir:a.l cerfificate, 1
presume 7

}’l{abley’s heart wabbled.

I'hat was a defail that it had heen
beyond his power to arrange. But ho
know thaf that medicel  certificate,
though insisted upon with great striet-
ness, was largely a formality. Anyhow,
he certainly could not produce a certifi-
cate stating that Archibald Popper was
in a fif state of health to enter school.
He had to wangle it somehow.
~ He procceded to search his pockets
m quest of an imaginary health cortifi-
cate,

He felt in one pocket—then he folt in
another—then another. All his pockets
were drawn blank; which, really, was
not surprising f

*Come, coma you have not lost such
a paper, surely, Popper?” exvluimoed
Alr. Queleh, with some severity.

*I don’t think I conld have dropped

it in the taxi, ‘ﬂirj,” murmured Wihiey,
“ But—but it isn't here 'moozorry,

sir,”

“You are sure that Sir Ililton
obtained it, Popper

“{h, yes, sir! Certainly

Wibley was, of course, certain of
that. Sir Hilion must have obtained

the usual health certificate for Archi-
bald.

*¥ou have beren very caveless,
Popper. I shall have {o arvange for
you o be seen by the school doctor,”
said Mr. Queleh. “1 accept youwr assur-
ance, of coupse, thot the usual certifi-
cate was obtained, and it 15, therefave,
mercly a matter of form; but it iz &
matter of form that canvot he s
pensed with. I will now take you back
to the house-dame”

Wibley winked at Mr. Queleh’s badk,
as hoe followed hia Form-master (o the
house-dame's room.

———

THE NINETEENTH CHAPTER.
 Ginger ! ”*

o SAY, you fellows, scen that new
cad ?*"
“That new which?  s:ked
Frauk Nugont.
“Cad]  Bwab! Rotier!™ amplilied
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Billy Bunter. ™ Heastly old Popper's
beastly nephew! Seen tho rotter?”

Four juniors in Study WNo. 1 glanced
at Bunter in surprise.

Ho far a5 the chums of the Remaove
knew, Archibald FPopper was s total
stranger at Creyfriars, unacquainted
with any fellow in the school., He had
not even been seen, except by a few
follows who had noticed his arrival in
the taxi. Only one fellow had spoken
to him, so far—Harry Wharton,

It was, therefore, rather surprisin
for Billy Bunter to apply this list o
uncomplimentary names to him.

“What's biting you, fathcad?” asked
Bob Cherry. “What's the matter with
the new kid?%

“Hao'a a rotten beast "

“How tho dickens do you know any-
tIl;mIIlg sbout him?” demanded Johnoy

1

*1 jolly well do,” declared Bunter.
“Tha brute kicked ma ¥

“By gum! Sharp lad!® iﬂnnﬁd
Bob., “He hasn’t been in the school an
hour, and he's found out already thak
Bunter has to be kicked [V

“Ha, ha, hat”

“Oh, really, Cherry! I haven't seen
him hero yet! I mean, he kicked me
yesterday ] Hard!” added Bunter.
“And a dozen times, at least, tho
rotten, cheeky, red-headed beast|”

“Yeosterday 1 repeated Bob. “Ia's
only just -:mme«——;’

“"He was with that old blighter
Popper when I eut across Popper Court
Woods yesterday afternoon,” explained
Bunter. “I1 ran into the old blighter,
and the voung blighter chased me and
kicked me a lot of times before I got

away, tee? I'd have mopped up the
place  with _him, but—but—but I
—1I dido’t.  Rolien-looking chap with
a red head! TI'll jolly well call him

“Ginger ™ to begin with, I know that 1"
Bunter chuckled. "1 say, you fellows,
Q“E];h aajld he was to ecome into this
study—"

“That's right ! said Frank. * We'ro

tting {eca now-—Wharton's going to
ﬁ?ing‘ him up. You don't like him,
Bunter "

“Loathe the rotter

“Good! I'm glad to henr something
in his favour, as lw's going fo bo in
this study.”

“¥a, ha, hal”

*0h, really, Nugent! 3Mean to say
you're getting tea for that new cad?”
snapped Bunter. Well, look here,
don't! I was going to ask you to boot
him, Bob.”

“Oh, my hat!” said Bob,

“I mean, the beast chased me yester-
day and booted mo all the way,” =aid
Bunter, “Checky cad, you know,
hooting & Creyfriars man! Ie's like
his Uncle Popper, only worse. Abso-
Iute cad!l Look here, Bob, as a pal,
I think you might boot that red-headed
rotter "

“Leave it to you, partner!” said Bob,
laughing, “DBut what the dickens do
vou mean by calling hire  red-headed,
Bunter? I saw him geiting out of the
taxi, and I never noticed it."

Bunter blinked at him.

“¥ou never naticed hisz ginger mop 2%
he exclaimed,

“*No, nothing Lke it™ )

“Blind?” asked DBunter, staring,

“Why, his head’s the reddest I've cver
seen. lake s house on fire.™

“Rubbish " eaid Tob. “Ile had his
hat on, but if it had been anything hike
that, I should jolly well have noticed

it. You're dreaming, old fat man!” your other study-maie, Frank I'ﬂ:gf:nt-

THE MAGNET

“Oh, don’t bo an azs 1™ zaid Buarnier
peavishly., I saw him plainly enough
yesterday in Popper Court Woods, I
suppose it's the same chap—old Popper

can't have two nephews named Arvcin-
bald, can he?"
“Hardly 1™

“Well, then, he's as red as BRufus!™
Frunted Bunter. “Ugly brute, top--
ike old Popper! Beaky nose and jaw
like & rat-trap. You know old Popper!
Absolute hooligan, too—booting &8 chap !
Look here, Ecﬁ.). he's no match for von
—yon needn’t funk the fellow!
boot him=—"

“I'll boot you instead!” auggested
Bob.

“Heaszt! I zay, Bull, old chap, you're
not =0 fuony as Boeb! Will you boot
that cad Popper when he comes up ¥

“1 don't thiok!" grinned Johony
Baull.

“What about you, Inky*”

“MNaothing about my sbsurd sclf, my

sk

esteerped,  idietic unter ! prinned
Hurree Jamset Bam Bingh.

“Rotten lot of funks!” pgrunted
Bunter. “I've a jolly good mind to

boot him myself, only—only——"
“Well, why not?" grinned Bob.
“We'll all stand round and cheer while
you boot young Fopper.”
“Yah!” snorted Bunter; and he
rolled away from Study No. 1, leaving
the four juniors chuckling

IFor reasons that were doubtless good,
Bunter, though evidently keen on secing
Archibald Popper booted, did not desire
to wundertake the booting operation
personally |

About ten minutes later Harecy Whar-
ton came up to the study with the new
junior.

As he was assigned to their study,
both Wharton and Nugent felt that it
was up to them to show the new
Removite a little civility; theugh they
wera not specielly plessed ab havipg
him landed in Study No. They
rather liked that studr 1o themselves,
However, they were prepared {o make
the bhest of what mullé not be helped;
and Popper had been asked to tea with
ithe Famous Five.

The four fellows in the sludy looked
at him rather curiously, as he entered
with the captain of the Remove.

Only Bob, so far, had seen him, of the
four fellows there, and that had only
been a glimpse as he arrived, from a
distance. Ho was sure, however, that
the new fellow was not red-headed, as
Bunter declared. It was unlikely Lhat
he would have failed to notice it, if
the new boy had, as Bunter declared,
a mop like & houso on hre !

As he had his hat off now, his lLair
could be plainly seen, and it was a
dark brown, a little long, but olherwize
with nothing remarkable about it

Evidently Bunter's deseripiion was in-
correct; thongh, if he really had
encountered Sir Hilton's nephew the
previous day, it wes rather extraordi-
nary for even the shortsighted Owl of
the Memove to make such a mistake,

Meither had he “heaky ™ [eatures,
like Sir Hilton, as Bunter had declared
—he was, in fact, nothing at al]l like
Sir Hilton Popper in [eature.

Except that he seemed to have a
rather pasty complexion, there was
nothing about him at all to cateh the
eye, unless it was that his eyvebrows
were rather unusually thick and long.

“Hero's the new kid, you men,” said
Harry harton. " Popper, this is

—here's Bull, and the chap with the
fret is Bob Cherry—"

“"Yeou zilly ass!” interjected Bob.

“The u.ﬁa young man is  Hurres
Jamset Kam Singh, Nabob of Bhani-
pur,” went on Harry.

* My esteamed idiotic Wharton—*"
said the dusky Removita.

The now fellow grinned.

“Glad to see you, kid " said Bob
Cherry affably. " We've had no end of
rows with your uncle, ona time and

another, as 1 dare say vou've
heard—" ]
“I think I've heard something

about it,” said the new junior, laugh-

ng. “1 hope you won't have any
rows with me. I eay, this is a jolly
shudy 1"

“Not so bad,” said TIFrank Nugent.

“Look here, we shall want another
chair.”
“Cut a]ﬂng to Wibley's study and

borrow one,” said Bob. “Poor old
Wibley won't want it now.”
Nugent cut out of the study.

" Poor old Wibley ! repeated the new
junipr, with &8 glimmer in his eyes.
‘A fellow in our Form?  Anything
hap ened to the chap?”

4 gm‘:l—:edl" said Bob. “Rotten rough
luck—we shall miss him no end.”

“Must have been a pretty bad hat, to
be sacked, surely?”

“Oh, no, nothing of the kind 17 said
Harry Wharton at once. “He was
sacked for guying the French master—
it was only fun, really, but he was
caught at it, and Mossoo went off the
deep end. He left only this morning.
He was a really decent chap—a bit of an
aszs, perhaps—="

(1] E!l?“

“A bit of an ass in soma ways, but we
all liked him.”

“The likefulness was terrific,”
declared Hurree Jamset Ham Singh,
“and we are fearfully down on the
inigquitous Froggy for getting him sack-
fully bonked.™

“We've given him something back
already,” said Johnny Bull, “and he's
got lots more to come, blow him [

“The morefulness is going to be pre.
posterous.”

Trank WNugent eame back with the
exira chair, and the juniors sat down lo
tou.

Over tea, the story of Wibley's
disazter was told, the new fellow seom.
ing quite interested in it. No member
of the Famous Five dreamed of guess-
ing how much he knew of it already.

Tea and conversation were going on
merrily, when the study door was sud-
cdenly opened, and a fat face and a big
pair of spectacles blinked in.

“Yah1" yelled Billy
“ringer M

I'he door slammed, and Bunter fled.

Bunter.

o —

THE TWENTIETH CHAPTER.
Bunter is no! Believed !

b HAT the thump!” ejaculated
W Harry Wharton.

He staved at the door that
had slammed on  DBally
Bunier.

The new fellaw stared alse. .

Ile was as puzzled as the captain of -
the Remove. There was no fellow in
the study to whom the expression
“Ginger ” could have been applied.
Put the other four fellows grinned.
“That ass Bunter—" said DBob.
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“That potlty perpolise—" szaid
Jobnny Bull

“*That blithering bandersnatch—*
said Franl Nugent.

*That terrific chump——" said Hurree
Jamset Ham Singh.

“But what did the fat ass mean?”
asked Harry. “Even that howling idict
must have meant something.™

Bob Cherry laughed.

“He meant that for Popper ! he said.

“Papper ! For me?” cjaculated the
new junior. “Why the dickens should
ke call me Ginger?*

“ Bunter’'s our prize idiot I* explained
Bob., “ He thinks vou’ve got red hair ™

“Why the thump should he think I've
gob red haay T

“He's seen you—

“What 1"

“Ov thinks he has, and he thinks
you've got a ginger mop* explained
Bob. "I suppose he's making one of his
ilsun% fatheaded mistakes—don’t mind

nm 1"

“He's nearly as blind az an owl,” =aid
Nugent. “He's told us that he saw voun
vesterday at DPopper Court, and that
your hawr was red——"

“Oh erikey ™

“He zaw Popper exclaimed Harry
Wharton,

“H8a he says,” answered Beb. " You
remember we gave the fat ass a bunk,
and he cut across Popper Court yester-
day. Well, he =ays he ran inte old
Popper and his nephew, and the kid had
8 head like a house on fire—must have
been somebody else he saw, of course—
Pﬂpﬁer's mop ain't red |

“The =illy fat ass!" said Harry.

William Wibley, up to that moment
as merry and bright as any fellow in ihe
study, sat as if turned to stone,

1k

This was an utterly unexpected
knock.
Sir Hilton Popper’s nephew had

never been zeen at Greyfiriars, and that
any Greyfriars fellow bad seen him at
Popper Court had never crossed
Wiglljey’s mind for a moment.

By sheer chance, Billy Bunter had
seen him only the day before; and, by
an added stroke of ill-luck, the genuine
Avchibald had red hair, which had,
naturally, been noticed by the fat Owl

Had Wibley been aware of anything
relating to Arvchibald’s personal appeay-
ance, certainly the new junior wonld
have arvived at Greviviars with red
hair. But he had known nothing what-
ever of Archibald, exeepting by name.
It was too late now !

The Famous Five could see that the
now Hemovite was perturbed, though
they certainly did not guess why.

“Doen't mind that fat aza, Fopper!™
said Bob, “He must have taken some-
body else for you, of courze”

“Oh! Yes! Of—of coursel” stam-
mered Wibley.

“I suppose it wasn't vou that booted
Lim yesterday £ prinnesd Bob.

“*Eh? 0Oh, not”

“Zome chap with ginger hair was
with your wnele, aceovding to DBunter,
and he booted the fat bounder,” said
Boh, *1I dare say you know the chap, if
he's at Popper Uourt,™

*Oh, no ™

“Aunrhow, it couldn’t have been vou.
But thas fab champ thinks it was you,

and that™s why be hooted noar the

HE

door,”  Bob  chuekled. " He  thinks
vow ve got ved hiiv, and he was rubbing

i i, see?  Ha, ha, ha ! )

MHa, ha, bal” echecd Wiblexr, as
bractily as he could,

He pulled limself together vory

quickly. It was unexproted, and rather
nnfortunate; bus he had to face up to it,
or give up his scheme—which he did not

EVERY SATURDAY

think of doing for a moment. Anyhow,
Bunter was shortsighted, and known to
he every kind of an ass, so there was
little doubt that he would be supposed
to have made one of his uwsual idiotic
mistakes.

After tea, the Famous Five left the
study with the new junier. They were
going down to the nets for a little prac-
tice, and “Archibald Popper”™ went
with them.

“¥ say, you fellows.” Billy Bunter
rolled up to them. He blinked at the
new jumor, evidently without recogni-
tion. “1 say, where's that cad
Popper 1

“Ha, ha, hal” roared the Famous
Fire,

“Blessed if T see anything to cackle

1l

at I” said Bunter, in surprise. *““He was
teainf with you, wasn't he. when I
called in * Ginger " "

“"Ho was,” chuckled Bab.

“Well, where i3 he nowi” atked
Bunter. “If the rotten cad's in the
study, I'll go and call him Ginger again,
see? He won't like that ¥

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“YVou fat chump ! =aid Harry Whar-
ton, laughing. *“The kid you saw with

old Popper, 1if you sew anybody, wasn't
voung Popper! This is young Popper,
e |

oF Eh E\J?‘

“Can't you s=ce the new kid,
owl ¥V
“{h, don't he an ass1” said Bunier.
(Continued o next page.)
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RECEXNT mention in my. Chat
that a certain reader conzidered
that there was

TOG MUCH BUNTER

A

in the Greyfriars varna has raised a
storm of protest. mogt every letter I
receive refers to this icular cornplaint,
which proves indisputably that the
borrower of bobs and the cadger of
tanners is the most popular schoolboy
character of the day. Space will allow
me to quote only two letters which deal
with thia subject. The first bears the
signatures of J. Peters and A. Moore
{both of Leicester), and this 13 what
they say:

“My friend and I,
keen readers of the Magnrr for many
years, ares indignant that anyone zhould
say that they'd had enough of Billy
Bunter! We think that without the
fat Removite the Old Pa
be what it is to.day—the best twopenny
school story paper on  the market !
May Billy Bunter remain to the fore
in future sevies as he has done in the
past ! ™

The next communication comes from
M. McCarthy, an lIrish reader, who
states: * 1 consider the MiGXEeT the
best book it has ever been my lob to
read, especially when Billy Banter is the
main feature.  Althouch we have to pay
a penny tax in the * Iree State’ for our
Macxer we don't mind in the leask aa
we get our money s-worth ! ™

Rest assured, chums, there is no fear
:’:!f Me, Frank Richards * Eilliog off ™
Lunter, Yor close on thirty years now
Billy Bunter’s funny antics have amused
countless thpusands, and he's likely to
continue doeing so for many more years
to come,

By the way, I almost forgot to answer
the query in my Leicester chum'’s Jetter,
There are more than 200 [ellows at
Grey friars,

r would not

having been |

Your Editor is always pileased to hear
from his readers.
“ Magnet,"
Bress, Ltd., Fleetway House, Farringdon

Write to him : Editor
The Amalgamated

Street, London, E.C.4.

IT*S GOOD, IT'S GREAT !

This sums up in & few words the
splendid yarn dealing with the early
adventuresa of Harry Wharton & Co,
appearing in this week's irsue of our
coOmpanion pa the “ Gem." Every
“ Magnetite ” should make s point of
reading it.

F'I AIME now T said something about
next week’s pr me, what 1
The chief item on the ** menu,”

asm it were, iz the aplendid cover-to-cover

story of Harry Wharton & Co., entitled :

“ THE BOY WHO CAME BACK I "
By Frank Richards.

Willlam Wiblev, az already mentioned,
has been sacked from OGreyfriars for
“ guving " Monsieur Charpentier, the
French master, and every fellow in the
Grevfriars Remaove is sorry for poor old
*Wib.,” But they needn’t shed any
tears ! Although Wib's skill in theatrical
gtunts has caused hiz disaster, it also
enablea him te put into practice an
amazing scheme for getting back,
You're guaranteed o load of laughs in
this uproariously-funny yarn, chums,
Our new feature—ihe Greviriars Guide—
seems to have caught an as | expected it
would, Spasm No. 3 is the real goods.
Finally, there is the ** Greyfrinrs Herald "
telling of the week’s bappeninga at Grey-
friars and containing also the most
laughable etery of Doctor Birchemall
ever told, Don't delay—onder noxt
Saturday’s Maguer to-day !

Before winding up this Chat 1 wish to
thank the following readers for their

 appreciative letters: John Best (Leigh-

on-Sea): F. Hegarty (Millwall): R.
Paine (Capa Town, 8.A.); Miss Sheila
Taylor {(Coventry); P. ¥. Whitworth

(B hem), I replied to your lnst query in a
recent  Chat; and (. ailey
(Southampton).

YOUR EDITOR.
Tux Maaxer Lmrirt—No. 1,534



28

“I can sec that chap, and I suppose
he's a new kid, as I've never zsen him
Defore. But what do you mean by say-
mg tliat he's young Popper?”
::?nl:.r he happens to be, you silly
ass
* Loolk hﬂl‘& what are you trying to
EAmMIMOIL 113 for 7 snapped Bunter. 1
saw young Fopper with old Popper

Iirestarda]y and he had a red head—
ike a house on firel That's why I
called him Ginger. I'm going to.

keep on calling him Ginger, the ¢ad!
Where iz he?"”

“You burbling bloater I roared Bob

Cherey. Th:ﬁ -::hap is young Popper !”

“If vou think you can pull my leg,
Bob Ll?:arry—"

“He's voung DPopper, fathead!”
hooted Wharton.

“He ian't! Look here, where's ﬁ
Popper? Why can’t you tell a
demﬁnded Bunter ecrossly. “I'm ]ﬂlhr

well going to rub it in about hiz gingor
mop,. after the beast kicked me, you
kngw 1™
“ You blithering ass,” said Harry,
“ it Jmﬁl: have been zome other kid you

gaw with u!d Popper—not his nephew ab

all—scg '
“Oh, dom't bo an assl” answered
Buntar “I don't know who this chap

is, but he's nothing at all like young
P-:-p er. \Elm 15 lh-a*'"ld -
oung Fopper|” sa ob, grinning.
“You silly nss!"” roared Bunter. 1
tell you the chap I saw ‘was like old

Pﬂpm with & beaky beak,. Exee.pt that

red hair. He was young
P-:r%}cr.
*Yathead "
et sar, vou fellows—-"

*“ Rats

The Famﬂua Five and their com-
Eanmn walked on, leaving Billy Bunter

linking afier them angrily through his
big spectacles. Evidently, the Owl of
the ove Was not convinced.

“1 say; Toddy, kuow where young
Popper i8?"” he called out,

“You howling ass, that's
Pl}p er 1Y answered Peter Todd.

~tell you he isn’t !” howled Bunter.

“I tsll you that young Popper's got red
hair like & house on fire! 1 tell you I
sm; hlm Faaterday with old Popper,
at

“Well, if he isn't Popper, he's some-
body else of the same name [” grunted
Poter. *He's put down in the Form-
list ‘as FPopper.

" Gammon M

£13 Aﬁﬁ !I‘!

Billy Bunter was not to be eonvinced.
Ho had no doubt .that fellows ware
trying to pull his fat leg. That, in the
circumstances, was not surpns:rﬁ;; for
Bunter knew, if nobody else did, that
Archibald Potter had ved hair which
the new junior cortainly badn't !

Ho rolled up to the Remove lpasa e,
but Study No. 1 was vacant. I

YOUDNE

THE MAGNET—EVERY SATURDAY

ona aftor
geen & red-

about a dezen fellows,
anothar, but nobody had
headed fellow about.

At calling - over, however, Dilly
Bunter had no doubt of gatt:ng his
man. Every felluw had to turn up for
roll, and as scon as he spotted Popper
in l']'ua ranks of the Remove, Bunier was
going ‘to u.hmper the annoying word
“Ginger |

When the school gathered in Hall,
however, neither the eyes nor thﬂ
spectacles of the fat Owl succeeded in
deteoting & red head in the Remove.
Popper, obviously, must be there; but

Bunter gould not spot him. He waited
for the names to be called.

Mr. Quelch was takin the roll.
When he came to the new boy's name,

Billy Bunter blinked round eagerly, to

spot the follow who answered.
“Popper ! came Mr. Quelch’s voice,
“Adsum 1" came the answer,

The Upper Fourth catch it
hot! The Remove catch a
cold ! :

WHAT’S HAPPENED ?

The answer’s in the grand

yarn dealing with the early

adventures of Harry Wharton
& Co. appearing in the

GEM

On Sale Now

2d,

Bunter's eyes almost 'huii ad through
his spectacles.  The fellow who answered
was hardly six feet from him—and it
was the fellow he had seen going down
to the ericket with the Famous Fivel
A fellow with dark brown hairnot a
spot of ginger in it!

“0Oh erilkey 1" gasped Bunter.

g Ellﬂnﬂc*” called out & prefoect.

It was dizzily amazing to Billy
Bunfer |
In the Rag, before prep, Billy

Binter fixed ‘his eyes and his spectacles
on the new’ junior.

“Popper,” who segmed very much
at his case for 4 new boy, was talkin
to Vernon-Smith, Harry Wharton
Cao.. standing in a group by the window,
wera talking cricket; when Bunter
rolled up to them.

“I1 say, you fellows 1™
Bunter.

The Famous Five looked at him.
Why DBunter whispered was a m
tery tothe But he did whisper, "F:lﬂl

E';t face ?:1]1

whispered

“What's up, fathcad?” asked Harry
Whartotn.
“I say, look at that fellow !" whis-
pered Bunter. “I zay, think I'd better
to Quelch, or the Head, and tell

im? Look at him |"
hi“Eh—-whnt' fellow " asked Harry
EJ'.I

“That impostor 1*

“That which?" gasped the captain

of the Remove.

# Impostor | Spuufar " whispered
Bunter. "I sa ]'tE calls lumsulf
Popper—Archiba opper | And ho
jolly” well ain’ti I dﬂnt know who he
13, but he ain’t himself at all!”

- Wha-a-t 1"

“I meapn—"

“Oh! You mean something, do
ouni” gasped Dob “Cherry. *I
shouldn’t have guessed that onel If
you mean anything, what do .you
mean {"

“ He ain't Pﬁpper 1" breathed Bunter.
“And if he ain't himself, he must be
sornebody e]s&—l‘ mean to say, if he's
somebody elss he_ can’t be himsalf=
thiaf is, 1 mean his pame ain't his name
at all—see M
- ¥ Mad?"” asked Johnny Ball, stering.

*0Oh, really, Bull—"

“The madfulness seems to be
terrific 1™
- “0h, reslly, I:uk_-fb—

“What " is’ tha.r. lithering blitherer
blithering sbout?"” asked Frank
Hu‘qfnt-. in wonder.

tell you, he ain’t Popper! He's e
gofer—an ' impostor | can't be

Eper when he ain't Pﬂpp&t‘, can ha?
ody kanows this but me, you knowl
§ say, you fellows wharrer you think

better about it?" breathed
anter.”

“1 think you'd better sto trjﬂ

1 our leg, you fat duffer,’ mu:l

srity Wharton, “and I think you'd
better stop mu]:m up idiotic yarns
about & rf-::w lun:lt And T tliink you
ought to be bumped for it! What do
vou fellows think?"

“Heoar, hear !’ said the Co.

“I say, you fellows—— Yarocoodh
roared Bunter. *Leggo! I tell you—
Oh crikey! Look here, if you dom't
balieve me——— Yoo-hota-hoop 1"

Bump !

“Ow! I say, you fellows—"

Bump !

- Evidently Eﬂh’ Bunter
believed |

Il‘l

was not

THE END.

Wit Billy Bunier " spili the beans ™
a boitt "ﬁ"sﬂmm Wibley? OF will

Be sure’ and vead “"THE "ROY WHO
Gg{ﬂﬂ; BACK I"— ;:e;;: weeis;;_ah Mr‘mﬂ:{;
tn H#HR ra -‘.J- arr arfon
Co: 3'Ir?[".::-n-,"i!li,;'ll ﬁﬁ tf in the I'rﬂﬂh’ﬁ?l‘ on sale
next Saturday,” Order your copy now!)
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DOCTOR
PICNIC!

By DICKY NUGENT

" How the dickens can we have a
picnie when we've no munny 1"

Jack Jolly of the ¥ourth asked
that question in the old gateway of
St. Sam’s. And Merry and Bright
and Fearlese shook their heads.

“Can't be dome, old chap!?”
pighed Fearlesas. “ 1 wish I hadn’t
sujjested it now. I knew I'd run
out of cash myself, but I thought
that with three of you to como to
the reskew, a picnie would be plain

gailing enuff.”

“ Unforehunitly we're all in the
mame hoat a3 yourself 17 said
Merry, with a rewful grin. ** What

can we do § "

It was a proper poscr. Fonrless'
e.ui{eatmn of @& pienie had been
hailed with delite by the others.
But then they had ¢ome up against
& brick wall.

They were all stony!

“ Looks as if that picnic's off,”
remarked Jolly ﬂadlf.r, “If only
some kind friend would come along
and ask us "

“ Like to come along to my
picnie, boys 1 1!

The chums of the Fourth farely
jomped, as that question fell on
their earsl

Turning round they were ser-

rized to see standing behind them

octor Alfred DBirchemall, the
revered and majestick headmaster
of 8t. Sam's. He was wearing plus
twos and & panner-ma hat and
there was & beeming smile on his
skollarly disl. He pointed mean-
ingly to an intreeging assortment
mhaakuta and parcels lying at his

t.

BIRCHEMALL'’S

" Like to come
along to my pic.
nic, bove ' le

repeatad.
}::k Jolly & Co.
raised their caps,

The Head's ques-

T _'

EDITED BY HARRY WHARTON.

tion had raised ..

]
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DID MAULY

WINK AT

MARJORIE?

that number testified both
bhim |

their hoaps !
“Corn in Egypt!" mermered
Fearless.

“We'll come along with plez-
zure, gir 1 ” grinned Jolly. ** Won't
we, you fellows 1"

“* Yes, rather! ™

“ Good ! " snid the Head, " I'm

going to have & pood tuck.in under
the shade of an old osk tree. It
will be ripping to have somebody
to carry the tuck and keep me
company [ 1

“We'll cerry the tuck with

crzure, sir,” chuckled. Jolly.
* Pick up the Head’s pareels, you
chops. Where were you thinking
of going, sirt"

“To a topping little picnicking
gronnd on the other side of the
woods, Jolly. Perhaps you know
it already ? It's near a field where
there's a scarecrow !’

“Why, of corse! I know that
searcerow  well, sir.  Are you
I"Eﬁ.d ' 1]

b %-Eﬂd}?,. I, ready, Jolly! ™

“Then off we go |

And off they went—zshouldering
Doetor Birchemall's burden of tuck
with grate cheerfulness,

The chumsa of the Fourth could
hordly  beleeve their good luck.
If they had had theic choice, they
mite hoave preferred an invitation

from one of their own pzls to an
invitation from an old fossil like
the Head., But beggars can't be
choosers, and Jack Jolly & Co.
wers quite d to put up with
the old buffer’s company in return
for a good tuck-in,

They t.ramgzd down the lane and
across the lds in pgrate pgood
gpirita, It was a fine summer
afternoon and even the FHead
himself seemed to be in & jeenial
mood.

* If there’s one thing I do like

about you boys,” he remarked, as|

they wound their way through the
woods. “it's wyour willingness.
It's not every yungster at St
Sam’s who would jump to it so
promptly if I asked him to carr
my tuck to a pienic. But I'll
give you your dew—you're willing."

“That's all right, sir,” said
Bright, whose grate fault waa his
lack of tact. “ We're always
willing to do anything for a feed!
Ow1! ch-u’m stamping on my foot,
Jolly ! 2

Doctor Birchemall started slitely.

* Blesz my sole! What did you
sav, Bright 7

“ e said we're always willing
to do anything in o caze of neod—
or something like that, sir," said

BOB CHERRY Reveals

SECRET HISTORY of BUNTER’S

CRICKET

Everybody seems to be knocked
all of o heap over Bunter's cricket
triumph !

Right from the moment when it
was learned that Bunter had

layed for the Greyfriars Junior
Eleven at Bt. Jude's and won the
game for his side,

uaries  started ourin into
t " Greyiriars erald ¥ office.
They're etill pouring in merrily
at the time of going to press |

Chaps simply ean’t beliove that
Bunter could ever heve dono it.
But you can take my word for it,
kids, he did do it. What's more,
there was no fluke about it, either.

Sounds as if all your previous
theories about Dunter are going
west, eh, what 1  But when 1 pgive
you the low.down on it you'll have
no diffieulty in seeing how it came
about that the old prize Porker
playcd cricket like & Trojan and
yet remained the some old DBunter
ga of yore !

Needless to say, Bunter played
for Greyfriars by an unlooked-for
secident, He went to S5t. Jude's aa
& Btowaway on our motor-coach,
hoping to carn himszelf a buckshee
jeed. The accident was a collizion
between the motor-coach and the
gateway of 8t Jude's, It resulted
in Redwing and Inky and Bul-

incredulous

TRIUMPH!

strode being put on the injured
list ; and, as RKussell and Vivian
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ihe only
brought with us, the old Porpoise
wis roped in to make up the
cleven.

All through the game DBunter
was a8 Dunterish as he ever has

eparcda  we  had

been ! MHe grumbled and rrunted,
triedd to toke over Wharton's job
as skippor, missed easy catchea and
I:allm'nut:t.lrI other chaps for it, eriticised

everybody else’s play loudly and,
in general, earried on alermingly !
It was in the last minute of t
gomo that he rose to tho occasion.
He was last man in and we wanted
two for a tie and three for a win.
And Wharton, knowing that tho

fat old freak would make a blind |h

swipe and lose us the game nnless
stopped, drew him on one side.

“ Bunter, old chap! Bunter,
dear old pal!™ he begged, almost
with tears in his eyes. *“ Just do
one thing for the team and wo'll
stand you the biggest feed you've
ever had in yﬂurglifu ! Ieep your
bat in front of your wicket and
I:-II:Fp Pt,hua ball—don't hit it ! That'a
all 1™

And Bunter's eyes pleamed!

** Look here, you beast,”™ ho =aid.
“1 know jolly well you're only
jealous beocouse I cen score n
boundary and win the match,
But I happen to be particuladdy
peckish—and I've also been dis-
appointed about a postal order.
So I'll do it under protest ! ™

And he did it! He blocked
Lhres balla {ill the end of the over,
Then SBquiff, at the other end,
seored a single. And then the ball
hit Buntcr's bat on the side and
glanced off into the slips; and,
though it was sheer blind lucl,
we'll give credit where it's due.
Billy Bunter had the honour of
seoring the last two runs and
winning the game for Greyfriars!

1t was a pﬁ:aama to buy him &
record feed, after that, believe
me !

And now you know all about it |

Jolly, giving BEright a sly dig it the
?éb?a.“ * That w&ga it, Eright,g' an't
1

“Ow!l Yes! Something like
that 1 2 gasped Bright.

And the Iead nodded apjrov-
ingly, and Jack Jolly & Co. siled
again,

But their smiles wers fated seon
to fade. Not long after Iheir
arrival at the spot near the sware-
crow, they had a shock that sould
have taken the grin off a Chefhire
cat.

Jack Jolly asked the question
that bust the bomshell. He put it
to Doctor Birchemall gsoon afix he
had finished setting out the good
things on the Herad's snow-shite
tablecloth.

* When aro we going to stat on
the feed, sir ¥ ' he asked,

And the Head farely jumped!

L1 WE ¥ T ¥ l]E {,‘!I‘iﬂl. [ 'id I
hear you say “When are “ we ¥ ping
to start on the feed 17 Jolly 1

“ Yes, sir. When are we 1"

“ Never !'™ was the Heads ser.
prizing answer, g

“Eh 17 gasped Jolly,

“ Chuck it, sir 1 " urged Foarless,
“ A jonk's a joak, but——"" 3,

“I am not joaking, Fearles!™
wrapped out Doctor Birchemsll.
1 say *Newver!® and that’s what
I mean!™

“ But you invited ug—""

* I invited you Lo come aloig to
my picnic becawse I wanted some-
one to carry the parcels! Sarely
you didn’t imagine I was inviting
you along to skoff my tuck § °

Doector Dirchemall cocked his
ead on one side and eyed the
juniors with a beady eve like kome
inguisitive ostrich. And Jack Jolly

Co.'s grins vanished as . if by
magick, to be replaced by bffeful
glares.

“ That's egasactly what we did
think, anyway!” growled .olly.
“ Dash it all, sir, yon've brought
enuif for six 1™

“I always make it a ruls to
bring enuff for six—and I elways
get through it myself withou. the
slitest  difficulty ! snorted the
Head. “T'm serprized at you
boys thinking I wanted wvoa to
help me ekofi the tuck. T g ;ver
I,hnugh‘cr you were such a ““oly
otl™

“ Oh, grate pip ! " pasped . Erank
Fearless. * Then aren’t we foing
to get anything at all 12

“ Not o sossidge, Fearless ]
“ But you seid you'd cnjer gur

comnpany, air [ ™
“Quite  likelyt Eut  that
duzzent mean you're pgoing to

enjoy my tuck ! ,
Jack Jolly & Co. looked at each
other with feelings that were too
deep for words.
“ Well, you fellows,” said Tuck
Jolly, ** this takes the esko | '
“The Head takes the feed Bny-
way I " groaned Merry.

"

“He wants jam on it!"™ said
Fearless tartly, * Let’s go!”

** Hear, hear 1 2

* Please yourselves, of corse,
boye!'  pgrinned the Head.
“You're very weleome fo stay
and watch me feeding my faco!

" You're awfully jennercus, gir 1 ™
eaid Jolly with hevvy earkasm,
“ but we really can’t impose on you.
This way, you fellows 1

The kaptin of the Fourth turned
on his hesl and tramped off, and
hia pals followed him.

They felt jolly
wild at being
diddled by Doctor
Birchemaell, But
the Head's con-
shance seemed to
be quite clear. He
waved them fare-
well with the
utmost cheerful-
nesa, then turned
his attention to
the real bizziness
of the afternoon
—shofling the
tuck |

The Head was
destined, how.
ever, not to be left to finish his
feed in peace that afternoon.

Ha had herdly got inmto his
stride, in faké, belore the sound of
fresh footateps caused him to look
up with & start.

An egegspression of fear came
into the Head's fizz when he saw
who was approaching., Never in
his lifo had Doctor Birchemall seen
such a rull-looking iramp as he
saw now. The man's coat and
wegliit were thick with dust sand
hig trowsis were in rags and tattera,
while the bowler ?mt. ho wore
pulied over his eyes looked as if it
had ecomes ont of the ark !

** "Arternoon, old covey ! ' roared
the neweomer, in a terrifying voice,

Beads of perspiration stood out
on the Head’s forrid.

“ B-b-bless my sole 1™

“That grub looks good!"
bellowed the tramp. ™ Wot I says
13 this "ere: that grub locks too

ood for an old covey like woul
L'l "ave it meself 1 2!

“You can’t— you mustn't!”
gasped the Head., * T'Ml eall the
perlice and have you arrested——""

“ Haw, haw, haw! Call away,
old covey ! If you eall ’ard cnufi
il nearest copper maf ‘ear yor |
"E'a only a cupple of miles away ! ™

An agpernised look appeared in
the Head's shifty eyes. The meer
ihought of his bewtiful feed falling
into the hands of this trump was
suflishant to make Dector BBirch.
emali’s hart almost fail him.

“TLeave that tuck alone!”
ha wrapped out, as tho tramp
bore down on the tuck., But the
tramp only larfed leeringly.

*“look ‘ere, dl COVEY, Yyou
buzz off, seo!® he srowled.

P IF you den’t, you'll get & clip
on the ear—an’ arter that you'll
get & oner on the conle !

He made a dive at the feast,
and Doctor Birchemall hurriedly
jumped to hia feet and backed
away. And then, in his moment
of desperation, the Head had g

branewave. He remembered Jack
Jolly & Co.
“ Jolly ! Merry ! Bright !

Fearless! Help! ™ he bawled.
“ Haw, haw, haw ! larfed the

tramp. ' Nobody
old covey 12

* Reskew, 8t. Sam's! ™
the Head., " Come and save the
feed, boys, and I'll give vou a
ha 0 it—two-thirds—three.
gquarterg—-—"1

“ Coming, sir!™*
from the woods,

It was the voice of Frank Fearless
—and it sounded like mewsick to
the Head's lissening cavs |

**Thia way, boys!" he ecried.
“Come and give this beestly
tramp what for! Tl hold your
coats | *

There wos a thudding of foot-
stepa acroszs the terf, [Fearlesa
came into view and behind him
were Merry and Bright. And the
Head farely danced with joy as
he saw {hem,

The tramp danced, too-—but
he didn't scem to dence wilh
joy. He danced towards the woods
to put ag grate edistance as possibul
between himself and the Fourth
Formuors,

“ Capture him, boys!” cried
the Head. * We'll bump him and
hand him over to the perlica

“L I, sict 2

And TFearless and Merry and
Bright chased mertily after the
tramp, as he hit the trail for the
woods.  But apparently they did
not suxxeed In capturing him,
after all, for when they returned
g few minnita later, they returned
empty-handed. Thiz iime Jolly
was with them,

“He's pgone, sir, I'm afraid,”
grinned the kaptin of the Fourth,
"1 eggspect you thought I was
ﬁmﬂg to cut off his retrest : but

e vannished just a2s thouvgh he'd
never egesisted !

won t 'ear wer,

yelled

came a yell

Witnessea in the Remove Police Court
EBrown a rare puzzle yesterday.
and half-a.dozen of the other—literally, for

Docter Birchemall mopped bis
perspiring brow and grinned.

* Well, well, perhaps it duzzent
matter, after all. Now that you've
all come back, the fellow will
never dare venture here again !
My boys, I am deeply indetted
to you for what you have done | ™

“Don't mensh, sir!" grinned
Fronk Fearless. * It's & plezzure!”

* Prey, don't think any moare
about what I said before, boys,”
went on the Head, eullering slitely,
" That was only a little joak on
my part. I pretended I wasn't
gomg to let you share in the
feed. But all the time I was.
Very funny, what * Ha, ha, ha | ™

“Ha, ha, bal™ rosared Jack
Jolly & Co., in & bust of dewtiful
larfter.

“Forget all about it, boys—
that’s the best thing!" chuckled
the Head, *“ Now sit down and
wade in, And don't be afraid of
the tuck, boys., It's there to be
eaten !

* Thanks, awfully, gir! ™ grinned
the chums of the Fourth.

They needed no second bidding.
They sat down round the table-
cleth and tucked in to their
harts’ content ; and very soon a
really ripping feed was in ‘progress,
The Head was so releeved that
his feed had been saved that he
was quite content with eating
enuff for two instead of eix;
while, as for Jack Jolly & Co.,
they found that there was plenty
for evervbody. ;

At the finish, they toasted in
flowing ginger-pop the founder
of the feest, Doctor Birchemall.

And afterwards, back at St.
Sam's, Fearless tonsted somebody
altogether different.

“ Here's to Jack Jolly!™ he
cried, *The chap who put on a
scarecrow’s togs and turned him-
solf into & tramp—to teach the
Head & well-carned lesson not to
be so greedy!™

And that amgzi tonst waa
drunk with enthewsiesm |

What the Head would have said,
had.he heard it, goodness knows.

Forchunitly, he was not there
to heay it !

(Look out for the first spasm
of a spiffing scaside serial by g?:ky
Nugent in next week’s “ Herald.”
it’s called * Doctor Birchemall's
Boarding-House I and you'll roar
over 1)

COMMENT ON TEMPLE

True herves are modest. But
that doesn't apply to Temple of
the Fourth, who recently fished a
village kid out of the river and
then sent a newspaper - eutling
about it to Dr, Locke,

That's the worst of Temple,
When he's praised, it goe¢s to his
HEAD!

Puzzle For Remove Judge

set Judge
It was six of ome

cigaly
against

for prisoner an

The BEarl Mauleverer wae charged with behaviour
caleulated to lead to a breach of the peace.

Detective - Inspector
Penfold, C.LD., was the
princi witness, Ee
said t he was patro'-
ling the bank of thse
River Sark in ai1y
clothes during the Court
field Rogattia when he
observed prisoner ap.
F::ﬂnch & group of Grey-
riars men snd Chff
House young ladies and
deliberately  wink  ab
Mies Marjorie Hazeldene,

Mr. Petor Hazeldene,
brother of Miss Hazel.
dena, resented the acticn
and attempted to punch

prisoner’s  nose, and
there was a general
scrimmage  lasting  till

Remove police reserves
were anmmoned,

Mr. Peter Hazoldene
and four other witnessea
then supported the de-
tective-inspector, malk.
ing & total of six for the
prosecution. A convig.
tion seemed an sbsolute
cert, at this stage,

But when the defence
got  going dih:ﬂd noble
prisoner produ :
cisely six witneﬂmpi'ﬂﬁl

his side. :
Pleading * not gumt.
ty,” Lord ' Mauleveter

defended himself with
considerable legal skill,
He gaid (1} that he had
not winked, or alterna-
tiva!cfv (2) that the al.
leged wink was not a
wink but the meeting of
hig eyelids duoo tﬂu&wir
feeling tired, or alterna.
tively (3) that a speck
of dust flew into his eye,
causing it to close ters
porarily.

Prisoner, himself, and
Mr. H, Wharton, gave
evidence supporting the
first plea ; esers, H.
Cherry end F, Nugent
the second; and Sir
Jimmmy Vivian and Hur.
res Singh the third,

. Judge Brown, deliver.
mg judgment, said that
im all hia experience he
had never known a casze
in which there was such a
direct confliet ofevidence.

Having regard to all
the ecircumstances, he
had come to the con.
¢lusion that it would be
unsgafe to conviet. At
the same time he felt
that prisoner’s behaviour
had laid him open to
suspicion.

risoner would be dia.
charged with a caution.

As Lord Mauleverer
left the dock it was
noticed that he gave the
judge @& tremendovs

wink.



