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“STAY ON AT GREYFRIARS AND WAIT TO BE KICKED OUT? NOT ME ! says Skip,
the ‘wall of the Greyfriars Remove,
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THE FIRST CHAPTER
The Foes of the Remove !

o AT a lide!]” sighed Bob
Cherry.
Bob's views on life were

perally cheerful—indeed,
exuberant. ﬁ was seldom that Lis suuny
face was overcast.

Now it was quite glum.

S0 were the faces of other Hemove
fellows, gathered at the deor of No. 10
clags-room at Greyfriars Behool.

“It was 8 “detontion ™ claee, to be
taken by Monsienr Charpentier, the
French master.

Moesco, probably, did not like taking
s detention class. Still less did a
detention class like to be taken!

Teesons were over, that November
afternoon, but it was still light enough
to punt a fooler ‘about in the quad be-
fore tea. ‘Bob's pals were thus engaged,
while Bob, with his French books under
his arm, came lugubriously up ibe pas-
sa%a to No. 10, o g

‘hero he found other vietims wailing
for Mossoo. Herbert Vernon-Bmith, the
Bounder of Greyiriars, steod Ieaning on
the door, with a scow! on lhis face. The
Bounder had detentions oftener than any
other follow in the Remove, and
degerved them etill inove often.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! You for if, too,
Smithy 17 asked Bob, “You haven't
been knocking anybody’s tile off 77

Bob's detention was for knecking
Coker's hat off 1 the gnad—as if there
were any harm in knocking off a Fifth
Form man's hat, especially a fathead
like Coker! His chums agreed with
him that it was fearfully unjinst,

“Oh, donw't' be a silly as:!” grunted
the Bounder. When Jmithy’s temper
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GREYFRIARS.

was bad nebady oould to bim
without gotting the benefit of it

“Not at all, old chap ! answered Bob
affably. “I'll leave that to you More
m your line,™

*He, he, he ! from Billy Bunter.

Sinithy scowled at Bob and scowled
at Bunter,

“What gre you here for, Bkip?”
asked Bob. "“You're not often in de-
tention.”

Skip, the new fellow in the Remove,
inade a grimace,

“Alossoo ain't satisfied with my bleom-
ing French!” he answered. Bkip had
hoen more than half a term at Grey-
friars, but he still used the adjectives of
Slomnock’s Alley, where his early dayve
had been spent. * e thinks I don't try
'ard enough, eo I'm getting somne
hextra,™

“Hard cheese!” =aid Boh
theticallv.  “What's your
erimne, Skinner?”

skinuer gave a snorh

“Hame as Smirthy's ! he grunted.

“Copped smalkioge T granned Boh.

“No, fathead ! Queleh heard us talk-
g in the quad—"*

+Gee-gees ™ atked Bob.  “Three to
onc on Nobbled Nick for the Swindlem
minkeos—what ¥

“MNo, azs !l Bmiihy was falking about
old Bullivant at CLHfF Hou=e. 1 never
satd anything, really, but Quelel came
down on hotl: of us.”™

Boly Cherry looked rather puzzled.

Me. Queleh, the master of the Remove,
was rather a severe gentleman,  He
took what seemed to Bob an absurdly
sovere view of knocking off a senior
wnan's hat in fhe guad. But if he was
severe, he was just, so Skineer's stute-
mwent’ was rather perplexing, Mention-
ing Miss Bullivanr, the games-anistress

sV pa-
jolly old
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Béngational Scheol Adventure Yarn, featuring HARRY WH&H‘I_'{IH & CO., the Cheery Chums of

at Cliff House, hardly constituted a

., he, he!”™ eagme again {rom
Bunter. “ ¥ou haven't told Cherry what
you were sayving about the Bull,
Bkinner, I heard you. He, he, he!”

“Y never said angthing!” growled
Skinner. “8Bmithy said she was au old
cat, end so she i1s, bother her 1™

“Ohi” said Beb. “Serve you both
jolly well right, then! She isn't a bad
sort. Marjorie Hazeldene likes her.”

The Bounder seowled round at him
with one eye on Skip.

Skip's faoce was growing red, and his
eves gleaming., Bkip was one of the few
fellows in the Greyiriars Remove whe
saw something to like in the CLIf Houso
games-smistress. Generally, that hefty
and rather formidable lady inspived awe
rather than regard.

But Bkip had not forpoiten that the
Bull had done ham a kind torn—inter-
vening when Smithy and lis pals wera
ragging him one half-holiday on Court-
ficld Common.

“Bo she 18 a cat!”_ said Vernon-
Smith, speaking to Bob Cherry, but for
Bkip's behoof. *“The old fmf laid her
stick round me ! Cheeky old cat ™

“Bhut that ! said Slap. “ Don't you
call that there lady namies when I can
‘ear vou, Bmith !

“I'll  please myeelf  about that,”
answered the Bounder contemptuously,

“You won't! said Skip, coming a
sep nearver to Vernon-Bmith. “You'll
please me, see?  1've smacked vour “cad
once for calling that lady names, and
I'll simaek it again any time vou hke—
and yourn, foo, Skinner !”

Skinper snecred, but made no reo-
joinder. EHe did not want trouble with
{he fellow who had knocked out Bolsover
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major, and who could hold kis own with
Cherry in the fistical line.

But the Bounder was made of sterner
stuff. Three or four times sinee the waif
of Blummock’s Alley had been at Grey:
friars Swmithy had tackled him, and had
been beaten. But he was always ready
to £ry Aagain.

Indeed, his bitter foud with Bkip was
founded as much upon those defects as
upon his belicf that the boy who had
onee been u pickpocket was at heart the
same dishonest young rascal that he had
been in Slummeock’s Alley.

Hia eyes flashed at Bkip.

“You cheeky hooligan from & slum,”
he ssid. “Do you think you can give
orders to me? That old fool is a cheeky
old cat !  The Bounder repeated
wo:lda deliberately. ** A cheeky old cat!
..E'I] A

He got no fyrther, as Skip grabbed
him. In a moment they were fighting.

“Chuek it, you dufiers!” exelaimed
Bob Cherry. " Mossoo will be along
lng minute now,™ .

ut ncither the Bounder nor Bkip
hecded, . ] ,

Vernon-S8mith, his eyes gleaming rage,
struck and struck again, and twice his
blows landed in 8kip's chubby face.
Then, a4 the sinewy grasp of the boy
from Blummock’s Alley clozed on him,
he erumpled.

The Bounder was strong and sturdy,
as good a fighting-man as almost any
fellow in the Hemove; but he was no
match for the boy who had been through
& life harder and tougher than any
Greyiriars fellows dreamed of.

Skip pripped him by the collar and
swung him helplessly off his feet, and
the Bounder struggled savagely, but in
vain, tg froe himself. g

Then, with his left hand, Skip made a
grab at Skinner’s collar. Skinner
rocked over 1n his powerful grasp.

Crack | :

Two heads were brought tuﬁtthcr wilh
a resounding concussion. 'There was a
wild howl from Bkinner, and & gasping
cr,‘,(r; of rage from Smithy.

rack |

Their heads banged again. Doth of
them struggled furiously, But it mado
no difference; thoir heads banged, and
banged hard | i

“He, he, hel” chortled Billy Bunter,
blinking at the startling scene with
great entertainment through his big
spectacles. “ He, he, he !

“Here comes  Mossoo I
Hazeldene,

“Cave [* gasped Peter Todd.
I‘I'i:rﬂhmk it1” exelaimed Bob Cherry,

) ‘a coming 1"

T]!::;E%:;ppnr ﬁgn%m of Monsieur Char-
penticr camo whisping up the passage.

Bkip, sbout to crack the two heads
together again, paused, and pitched the
Bounder and Skinner away.

Bump, bump !

They sat down on the passage floor as
Moszoo came whisking up,

“VYat is zis?” ecxclaimed Monsicur
Charpentior. *“Is it zat you have ze
play of ze horse? Zat you stop zat at
vunce [*

8kinner  serambled uEz) rubbing his
head,  Vernon-8mith bounded to his
feet and made & spring at Skap.

grinned

Bob Cherry pushed him back. The
Bmu}dcr, in his rage, would have
carried on, under the sstonished and
wiathiul eves of the French master. Bob
mterimzed in fime. :

“Chuck i, yon silly as51"  he
breathed.

“You fool, get out of the way "
“8mect 1" almost shricked Monsieur

Charpentier. “You verree bad boy,
Bmeet! Zat you stop zis at vunce, or 1
take you to Messter Quelch ! At vunce}

the’
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Mon Dieu! Is it zat you will fight in ze
prezence of ze master! Go into ze class-
rooit, you verren bad boy, Smeet !

Aud the Bounder, with an effodt, con-
trolled his fury and tramped into No. 10,
tho resk of the detention clasz following
leirg v, grinming.

e r—

THE SECOND CHAPTER
Tofles [or Coker!

ki EEXN Potter or Greene?"
Harry Wharton laughed.
Really, he could not Lelp ik
'The captain of the Rewmove
was punting & footer, after elass, wiih
hiz ¢hiums, Nugpent and Johnny Bull and
Hurree Singh. Bob Cherry. loss fortu-
nate, had had e go in to detention.

Exactly three minutes ag'c- the jumiors
haod noticed Potter and Greene of the
IFifth Form come quickly out of the
House and walk hurriedly away.

They had disappeared round a
corner, walking as 1Ep for & wager.

Then Coker of the Fifth happeued.

Coker came out, stared round with
a frowning, rogged brow, called to
Wharton, and inguired whether he had
geen Potter and Greene.

Which «question enlightened Earry as

ONE MINUTE AN OUTCAST
—THE NEXT A JOLLY

GOOD FELLOW!
Ever since he has been at

Greyfriars, Skip, the wail
from Slummock’s Alley, has

been *‘ barrad ** by Vernon-

Smith. Now comes the

Bounder’s chanee to clear his

enemy of an unjust suspicion.
Does he do it ?

CERLLTL R LT RRR LI Rl I Rl LR LR LLRE Ll LLER]

to the cause of the haste displaved by
Potter aid CGreene in getting out of
gipht !

videntlv, Coker wanted kiz pals.
Equally cvidently, his pals did not want
G&chr, Plainly, they were dodging
Horace Coker.

Which rather pmused the eaptain of
the Remove,

Coker of the Fifth was not amused.
e stared at the Removite angrily.

“What ave you cackling at, you young
ass 1 he demanded. “I asked vou if
vou'd scen Potter or Greene. IHave they
como out of the House ™

“Yes; they came out of the House,”
answered Harry, smiling. "1 ean't sce
them about now, though.” ‘

Neither could Coker—which  was
really not surprising, as Poiter and
Cireene, three minutes ago, had vanished
round the corner of the libravy.

“The silly asses!” said Coker. “The
footling chumps | 1 told them distinetly
I wanted them in fthe study. T sawd:
fOo up to the study and wait for me !
I said it quite ]piairdy. And now they've
gone out,  THs not teh minutes since
I told thew, snd they've forgotien
already !” ] )

Harry Whartén had an ympression
that Polter and Greeme hado’t for-
gotten, and that their dizappearance
wag due to the fact that they hadn't.
However, he did not say so.

“Fold ou!” said Coker, as Wharton
made a move to go back to his friends.
“Jook here, you'te only a silly fag,

3

Wharton, but I dare say you could
hnﬁd!a It-."ﬂ 9 il 15
pparcutly, there was something
be handled in Coker's study, and ho had

been relying on his pals

“You're pretty good at French, I
belicve,” said Coker—" what 1"

“French !* repeated Harry. ]

“Yes, French., I've got a translation
to do for Mossoo, apd, of course, I've no
time fot the rot!” said Coker crossly.
“ Would you believe fl—the little ass has
given me a whole page of translation
from Madame de What's-her-name’s
book sbout the French Thingummy 1P

“Ob, my hat!” said Harry, Wharton
was, in fact, onc of Mossoo's best pupile
in the French cluss, but he had nover
heard of Madame de What's-her-name,
neither was he acquainted with tho
*French Thingummy.”

“Look here, T believe you eould do
1t 1" said Coker. “I'vo got to seo somo
fallows in the games study! I'm pot
going to stick about trenstating the
tripel 1 was geing fo msk Polblor
and Grecne—they could have done 1t
between thew in half an hour—but the
silly asses scemn to have walked off
somewhere. Look here, Wharton, you
cut rt.lfa to my study—see 1 .

“Not quite ! said Harry, lauihmg.

He could not quite “ses” himself
doing & page of French translation for
Coker of the Tifth. He found imposi-
tions of hLiz own quite cnough hother
without doing them for other fellows.
Neither was Coker's way of asking 4
favour grateful or comforting.

“I'm not asking you to do it for
nothing, vou little ass ¥ mnppnd Coker.
“T'N stand vou some toffes.?

1] WhE-ﬂt ?u

“I've got a tin of toffces in my atudf.
You can help yourseli. Now como on 1”
said Coker briskly. “You ean get the
bosh translated, and I'll copy it out
afterwards; the little beast will have to
see 1t in'my fist ! You can have all the
toffecs, if you like—there's nearly a
pound.™

The captain of the Femove ;irazed at
Coker. 1io gazed at Lim as if ho could
hardly believe his ears. Indeed, he

hardly could.

Fags of the Sccond and Third Forms
could be bribed with toffee. Harry
Whartion waes in the Remove—he was
captain of that Form; he was, in_the
Remove, auite a great man. The ides
of being bribed with toffee, like Bammy
Bunter of the Becond Form, fairly m
him hlink, Wrath and indignation held
him dumb as he pazed at Horaco Coker.

Coker did not ¢ven know that he was
indignant, To the great and lofty
Coker, all juniors were merely incon-
siderable microbes, miles bolow™ his
notice. If he condescended to make uso
of a fag, it was an honour to that fag—
quite a distinction, in fact.

“Come on I* he repesated.

“ You—vou—you—->" gazped tho cap-
tain of the Remove.

“What are you stuttering about, you
voung ass?’ asked Coker impaticntly.
* Look here, you're wasting time! ¥ou
can guzzle the toffee while you're doing
the French; only don't make my study
table all sticky !”

Harry Wharton gasped. Really,
words were inadequato 1u N‘f"':f to this.
Coker was asking to be slaughtered.
He was asking to be alain, slapghiered,
and strewn in small sections sll over
the (ireyiriars quadrangle. As he was
too big and hefty for Wharton to de
the slaying, slaughtering, and strewing
all en his own, the captain of the
Remove called to his friends:

" Here, you fellows 1"

Johnny Bull, Frank Nugent, and

Tne Magyer Lismany.—No, 1,553,
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Liarrce Jamset Ram Singh came up,
leaving other Remove fellows to punt
tha footer.

"What do you want those fags for "
asked Coker. “ Do you mean that you
want them to help you?” Coker was
thipking of the French translation,

“Oh, yes| Exactly I” gasped Wharlon.

He was thinking of tlie slaying,
sial.‘ightcnng, and atrewing of HMHorace
er.

But as his lhree friends joined him,
two masters cama out of the House—
Mr. Queleh, hiz own Form-master, and
Mr. Prout, who was Coker's beak.
They appeared, though they were quile
unawara of it, just in time te save
Horace Coker fromy being slain,
slinghtored, and strown,

“What's up ¥ asked Trank.

Whearten paused. Under the cyes of
twe beaks, his own and Coker's, the fat-
head of the Fifth could not be awarded
wll:'?;a;m had asked for. Coker ex-

» :

*I'm tipping Wharton zome toffees to
do a tramslation for me, and ho wants
yout kids te help imt Cowme on

Coker turned back into the Iouse.

harton's three chums looked at him
ias he went, and then looked at
Wharton.

“The checky gss 1 said Nugent.
:lf!{'hﬂ potty fathead }” said Johuny
*The esteemed and blitheriuf idiot 1™
said Hurree Jemset Ram Singlh .

"T:p%g mae toffee " gaid the captain
of the Hemove, “He's wared me not
to make his study table all sticky! Mol
Come onl Let's go up to his study I
I'l} tip him toffee | i
Brenthﬁﬁowruth, the captain of the
Renrove followed Coker into the House.
His friendas followed him. :

Coker, on the staircase, glanced back.
e saw the four juniors following him,
and was satisfied. ¥t was clear—to
Cn_l:e:-t-&tht?at &é;eéﬂrdiy behesta wera
going o ;

In the Fifth Form_ passage, Harry
Wharton & Co. considered whether to
close in on Coker and use hum as a
duster for dusting the passage. But
there were othep I'ifth Form men about
—Hilton and Price in the doorway of
dheiz study; Blundell and Fitzgerald
standing by the games study—so they
decided to lct Coker live, as it were, &
few minntes longer. _

They followed the great Horace into
hia study.

There Wharton carefully clozed tho
door. No other Fifth Form: men wers
wanted to look in while the ineffablo
Horace was being dealt with,

“You needn’t shut the door ¥ 51mlppmi
Coker. “I'm not staying here! Tl just
show you what jyou've pgot to do.
There's the tin of toffces—vou can help
yourselves; only, as I've told von, don't
make evervibing sticky! Here's the

tripe for Mossoo 1
"Madame What'sher-name,” on
closer inspection, turned out fo  be

adame de Stacl; aud the " Freomch

ingummy ” turned out to be thak
learned lady's " Considerations on the
French Revolution.”
1 "Hera's tjm page,” said Coker, point-
ing. “Begin at: ‘On ne sait comment
approcher,” and lkeep on till you get
to—= ¥arooccoop !*

Coker was taken
Ha hardly knew how
of his studlg..t
But he knew that he got there, for
ha landed there with a terrifice bomp
which almost shook the study.

“YWarcoop I reared Coker. "“What
the—— Yoo-hooooop !

*Qerag him 1 gasped Harvy Wharton.

Tae Maigner Lisnarr.—No. 1,555
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e got on the Boor
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“Whaoohoop 1”7 gplutiered  Coler,
sirugpling wildly., ‘““Have you fag:.
pone wed, or what? Why, I'll spifh-

cata you! I'll smash you! I'H——
Grooocogh ¥
Coker was a hefty fellow. No

Removite could have handled Coker on
iz own. DBut four Removiies handled
him quite easily.

Thoy rolled Coker over; they hustled
and bustled him; they tapped his head
o his study carpet. They shoved the
“Considerations sur la  Revolution
Francaise ” down the back of his neck,
eramming it well home, They followed
it up with the contents of the tin of
toffeps,

Toff¢es—tearly a8 pound of toffees—
were cramured down  the back of
Coker’s neck after the ® Considerations
sur la Revolution Francaise.”, They felt
raiher sticky as ihey were crammed
dawn,

*“Ooooogh I spluttered Coker, nz he
struggled and squirmied and wriggled

and writhed. “Wooogh! Grovogh!
I'll-I'll— Groooooch ™
“There!” gas arrv, “I think

that will do! Lots more, Uoker, if you
cheek ithe Remove again!”

“Urrrggh !  Coker struggled to a
sitiing position as the juniors released
him st last. * I'l—urrggh~I"ll—gurrggh
—I tell you I'll—wurrggh I*

“Ha, ha, ha ™

ktarry Wharton & Co., chucklin
breathlessly, left Coker's atud:.r—'ang
quitted the tervitory of the Fifth rather
Liastily.

Coker did not pursue them. Coker
wag baoiling with wrath, but he was in
no state for pursuit. IIe sat on his
at el y r, gasping and gorgling for
br_-;:uth—u::lci when he had recovered his
wind a little ho was busy for quite a
long time, extracting * Considerations on
the French Revalution™ and sficky
tofces from the back of Lis neck!?

Pr———

THE THIRD CHAPTER.

Swipes for Smithy !

i MEET!" spapped Mon-icur
Charpeutier
Blo=soo wus nob in the best of
lempers, A delention class was
pever a very chieerful funclion, and the
detention-master cnjoyed it noe  wore
than the class,  Aund whon the class
included a fellow like Lerbert Vernon-
Smith, 6 was cerluin uot lo be very
quict or orderly.

In the course of & guarter of an hour,
Sivithy Lad banged his desk lid three or
four times, druﬁpcd a book twice, and
Finr_-h-:d Billy DBuuter once, eliciting a
oud and anpuwished vell from that fat
voull.

Moszoo was a patient hitle gontle-
man; but lis tewper was vising, e
iwked up a polwler aud glaved ab the

ounder.

“Sincet, 1f you vill not helave, T vap
vou 2o knuckle '™ he exclanned. “Yaou
are ono verree bad boy, Smeet--1 zink
vou are zo baddest Doy zat 1 ever deal
vin ! Attention !

*Chock it, Smithy, yon as!” whis.
pered Bob Cherry " IFroggy's geiting

wild 1
“Bherey 1 rapped Mossoo.
“Oh! Yes, siv!™

“You talk viz yowrself in clase, jen't
it? You vill take vun haudred hses of
re Henriade, Sherey [

Bob made a grimace, and the Bounder
grinned.

That was Bob's reward for trying {o
restrain Bunthy fvam further vagzing.
When  Monsiewr  Charpenticr  was
wrathy, his wrath fell like the hail and

g;hatfaiu* alike on the just and the un-
jus

“Now ve vill proceed 1" said Monsicur
Charpentier, “Bkeep, zat you give me
your attention! You zink zat you are
&0 %ﬂﬂd French schiolar zat you need
not listen to ze master?”

This was sarcasm. Eki% was the
worst m the BRemove at Fronch, not
cven excluding Billy Bunter, A fellow
whose French was worse than DBuonter's
was  not  likely to pleaze Monsicur
Cherpentier.

Reatly, it was not poor Skip's fault;
for until that term at Greyfriars he ha
nover known a word of the language.
It was much to his credit thet he had
made any progresa ab all in so short &
Lime,

In the HRemove Form Roon, Mr.
Quelch showed him spocisl considera-
tion, and gave him a good desl of
separate twition. Bo did Mossoo, when
he was in a good temper; for he was &
kind-hearted little gontleman, snd he
knew all sbout the waif's early disad-
vanteges,

But there was no doubt that a fellow
who was far bebind every other fellow
wis a worry; and when JMossoo was
ggnp:;ed, he did not elways remember to

Jusk,

Quelch was & nian who went steadily
on the path of duty, swerving neither
to the right nor to the left, But
Mossoo was temperamental—and with
hin, efusive kindness alternsted with
spasms of impatient irritation.

“1 was listening, sir,” said Skip. “1
was jesk psu:kinag up & book, sie.”

“¥ou should not drop ze |
Skeep 1" snapped Mossoo. * Zere ia tao
meoch of zat in zis elasal! Take wvum
hundred lines for drcﬁpin ra book 1™

Bkip breathed hard. a had not

book—8kinner had leaned
aver from behind and

d it off his
dosk. But he =aid nothing.

“Now zat you translate, Skeep!”
snapped Mossoo.

He chalked a sentence on the black-
board. Tt was quite a simple sentonce—
“Aver vous Vargent de votre oncle?™
Bus simple as it was, 1t ‘Was rather be-
:'.'_1]:11:] Skip, and he stared at it, and was
silent.

“They «ido’t learn much French in
Blupmnock™  Alley IV '_l-'u'lmpumd the
Boumder, and Skinner giggled.

“Don't be a cad, Bumithy!® grunted
Bob. ;

*You cannot translate zat so simple
sentence, Skeep [ snapped the French
master. ** DBuntatr, you vill tell Skeep
vat zat zentence mean”

* Oh, yes, sir, cerbainly 1”7 zaid Bunter,
blinking at the blackboard through his
bhig spoctacles. " Avez vous—have vou
—Vargent—Ict’s  see  Pargent  means
silver, doec:ut i, Toddyt Or i3 1k
copper ? Ur fin i

“Fin P murmured Skinner.

“Avez vous argent—have you the
tin—" iranslated Bunter. !

]'flll:re wus & chortle in the detention-
clase, =

“Argent ™ undoubtedly meant *itin "
in the slangy sense of that word, as i%
meant woney. But Mossoo had no use
for such a trauslation ad that.

“Comment !  Taisez-vous, Buntair!
he yapped, “Tin—vat you say—tin?
In %‘rm:ch tin 15 etain—vhy you say
tin ¥

“¥ou beast, Skinner ™

“Ha, ha, hal”

* Avez vous——" began Bunter again.
“ Avez vous—— Oh dear !

“ITave you 2o money of your uncle 7
hooted Mossoo, supplying the tranela.
tion for the obtuse Owl of the Remove,

Bunter blinked at him.

*No, sir!” he anawered.

dropped the



“Vat! Vat you mean, Buntair I

“I haven’t, air.” ]
“You vat "  shrieked

Mossoo.
“The money of uncle, sir.”
“Ha, ha, hal” yelled the class. .
Bunter, apparently, did not realise
ihat Monsisur Charpentier was giving
him the translation of the sentence on
the blackboard. He fancied that
Mossoo was asking him a question !
“Mon Dienl” gasped Monsieur Chars

have not

pentier. " Zat garcon—zat Buntair—"
“But I haven't, really, sir 1" protested
Bunter.
=
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“If you'll tell me wot you've lost, sir,' said Skip, * p'r*aps I could "elp you find R.”’
Charpentfler.

- . —
ﬂ{rﬂ iﬁ:;cpectmg 8 postal order, sir
“I'm expecting a postal order from

my Uncle George | But it hasn’t come ™

explained Bunter. "I haven't any
money from uncle, so far.”

"Ha, ha, hal”

“Blessed if I see snything to cackle
at! What anro you fellows cackling nt,

T'd like to kuow?” hooted Bunter.

“Silenge in zo classl Zat Euu stop
fo 1aff 1" axclaimed BMonsieur Charpen-
ticr.  “ Buontair, you are vun stupid
garcon! [ ask you not if you have ze
money of your uneled I give you 2o
translation, n'est-ce-pas®"

“{H ! pasped Buntor.

“¥a, ha, hal"

“iot zere be no more to laid ™ rapped
Alassoo. “Bmeet! You lafl viz vour-
self, 1sn't it7 Zat yon fake two hun-
dred lines of ze Henriade 1™

Tho Bounder shrogged hiz shoulders.
Mossno's eyes glinted at him.

"Bmeet, you take zo craic—ze chalk—
and write on zo blackboard 1” Lie yapped.
Y And if t_:,'«:n.l. write not ze good French,
je vous frapper—I rap you ze knuckle

viz 713 pointairc "

The Bounder lounged out before the
class and took the chalk As a matter
of fact, Smithy was good at French,

——il
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and he could casily have puzzled most
of the clazs. But, with an eye on Skip,
he preferved to write an easy sentence
on the blackboard,

Some of the juniors grioned, and
some of them frowned as he chalked :

“YOYEZ VOUS UN VOLEUR 1CI ™

“You rotter '™ mutterad Bob Cherry,
his eyes gleaming at the Bounder.

“Zat yon translate, Skeepl” said
Monsiour

p Charpenticr, never even
dreaming that that sentence was
directed against the junior whoe had

been a pickpocket in his darvk days with
Bavney the Binger.

P
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Monsienr Charpentior stared at Skip's
burning face, and gave n litile start.
He looked at Varnon-Smitle and under-
?tund the mocking grin on the Bounder's
i [

It dawned on him that the malicious
Bounder had deliberately written that
unlg:l{-a.sunt sentence as a tajnt.

Mon Dieui" exclaimed Mossoo,
“Bmeet, I zink von are zo verree bad-
dest boy zat ever was, Tale zat!”

blossoo had been annoyed with Skip.
But now all his anger was transferred to
the fellow who was makiog use of lum,
and his beautiful language, lo couvey &

Remove.

“Yessir ' said 8kip cheerfully. He
did not know what a “voleur ™ was—
but the other words in the sentence ho
knew. “Idg you Eep AE——A———
Whet's a blooming volenr, Bob?”" he
whispered to Bob Cherry. )

Bob did not answer. He did not like
to utter the word "thief.” He red-
doned unecommfortably.

“Zot vou go om, Blkecp! snapped
Moaasoo.

“Yozsir! I—I dunno the
voleur, sir!” stammered Skip.

“Maon Dien! Zat verree sinple noun,
vouu do not know him 1" cxclauned the
French master. " You try not—you ave
pizif—vou are lazy, Bkeepl Zo voleur,
I 15 & zief 1"

“Oh!” pasped Skip.

Ho kvew now why the Bounder had
written  that sentence on the black-
Loard, and wly some of the fellows were
grinning.

His fare grow searlet.

*Comprenez?”  snapped Monsieur
Charpeniivr. " Head of & pudding, 13 it
2ok you understand now 1

Skip did not answer. With & burn-
g face, he stood dumb, overwhelmed
with confusion and humiliation. “Do
vou see a thief here?” was the sens
tence Smithy had written on the black-
board.

wordl

[

** Mais oul ! ™ exclalmed Monsleur

“Zat Is & good boy. 1t is a hillet-de-bangue, Skeep——"" *“* A—a what, sir ? " stuttered the walf of the

malicious taunt. The pointer was in his
hand, and he brought it down across the

under's shoulders, with a ¢rack that
rang like & piztol-shot.

“Oh!"  roared Smilhy,
almost clear of the fluor.

“Take zat—and zat—and zat I roarcd
Monsieur Charpentier, whacking away
with the pointer with great energy,

The Bounder, yelling, dodged round
the bLlackboard and easel, and scuttled
back to his place, }
a dozen with the pointer before he got
clear. Mossoo glarved at him with angry
contempt.

“"Also vou take zhives hindred lines of
ze Ienriade 1" he hooted.  * And if sose
lines zey are not viz e on Ze mMOrrow,
I roport you to Meester Quelch, you
verrg bad boy Smect !

The Bounder sat wriggling and scow]-
ing savagely. He had scored over Skip:
but those swipes with the poluter had
hurt.

There was no more ragging from the
Bounder in that detention class, He sat
and wriggled, and scowled—all the more
blackly because Mossoo, from that
moment, displayed the grg-atrast kindness
and patience towards SBkip. When the
class was at last dimmssemﬁ Bob Cherry
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paused for & moment in the passage to
speak a word to the Bounder.
“You worm! You oight te be jolly
well booted I he said. _
And Bob stalked away, [rowning,
leaving the DBounder scowling almost
like a demon 1n & pantomume.

Bl

THE FOURTH CHAPTER
Coker Knows How !
said I1lerace Coker

“G ATED !*
bitterly.
“Rough luck,

murmured Potter.

“Horrid " agreed Greene, *

They were careful not to smile, They
were, indeed, sympathetic. It wag
rotten to be gated on & half-holiday.

But, really, they wondercd what old
Horace expected. A fellow who was a
law unto himself, and who dizregarded
“heaks ' as trifies light as air, might
really have expected to be gated, 1f not
whapped.

It was, in fact, fortunate for Coker
that they did not * whep * in the Grey-
friars Fifth. Otherwise, he certain
would have given Mr. Prout's cane a
ot of exerciza. _

Coker, however, did not scem to have
expected to be gated, thm:g}h he really
might bave! Coker was deeply indig-

nant
'!‘}That cheeky little beast Mostoo_re-
orted me to Prout!” he said. “Just
EKI-'EHE I never did that translation of
Madame What-the-dickens-is-her-name,
you know! Nothing else—just that!”
“But why didn't you!"” asked Potter,

“It was entirely your fault,” ex-
plained Coker. I was going to astk you
and Grecne to do that rotten transla-
tion for me yestarday, but, instead o
turning up in the stud'r. as I told you,
you had to walk off and lose yourselves
somewhere, like the pair of gilly asses
vou are "

“0Oh 1" said Potter and Greene.

old man!”

“1 tipped & Remove kid to do it {or
me as I couldn’'t find you,” went om
Uoker. "“Tipped him a tin of toffees.

And, instead of doing the translation, he
cama to my study with a gang of other
fags and regpged, OGreyfriars is coming
to gomething, with Remove fags ragging
in & Fifth Form study—what? They
jammed that French book down wmy
neck, and the toffes after it—"

“Ha, Ira, ha [

“If you think that's funny—" roarcd

T
“Oh, no!" gasped Potter, whila
Greene gurgled, " Not at all, old ¢hap |
Awful eheek | IHa, ha, hal”

“Well, the upshot was that that foul
translation was never done,” grunted

Coker, “and then Fro goes o
Prout and reports me.  Little beast!
Prout jawed me for ten onpuates, 1

wouldn't mind that =0 much—a man
expects his beak to jaw—schoolmasters
jaw, and jaw, and jaw—it's one of the
things & fellow has {o stand. I dom't
minganld Prout wagging his chin, so fap
as that goes. Dut he's gated me for
this alterncon. That's ioo thick 1"

Coker knitted s rugged brows,

“But if that litile frog-cating blighter
fancies that he's going to Ianﬁ me like
this, and get by with it, be's got another
guess coming ! added Coker davkly.

Thoughts of vengeance, it secemed,
wera running in Coker’s mind.

“Look at him 1” went on Coker, with
B nod towards the French mastey, who
waa walking in the quad after dinner,
raadm{ & leiter from la belle France as
he walked with his mincing, jerky steps,

“Whipper-snapper I Coker snorted.
Tﬂ%ﬁﬂ IMRARY.—MNO. 1,553,
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“¥ could pick him uwp in one hand, and
chuek him acroes the quad 1™

“I=—I wouldn't, old chap!” pgasped
Potter, in alarm.

Cloker really looked liko doin

No doubt he could have it
Mostoo, small and slight and dapper,
would have been like an infant in the
poweriul TASD of the big, burly,
brawny Fifth Form man,

Coker was twice Mossoo's weight, and
very nearly twiee his size. And, like
many fellows built on a lavge scale,
LUoker hated being ordered about by
persons built on 4 smaller scale.

It was bad enpugh being hectored by
Prout. But Prout, anyhow, was large
and ponderous, indeed, majestio.

Mossoo was, as Coker zaid, a whipper-
snapper |  There wero fellows in “the
Remove as big as Moseoo. Fifth Form

it !
ona

men, fenemi ¥, towered over him—
especially Coker, who was an out-sizo in
Fifth Formers,

It got Coker's goat, as Fishy of the
Remove would have expreased it, to he
treated as a8 mers schoolboy, by a small

gentleman whom he counld have knocked (g

off his feet with one awing of his hefiy
hand.

The fact that he could have picked ’

Mosseo up and chucked him across the
%imd, seemed to Coker o reason for
Mossoo to be very civil and tactful with
kind of intelloct wi_tl;h

8

him., That was ¢
which Nature had blessed Coker,
simply could not respect & master whom
he could have chucked across the quad.

But so far from realising that Coker’s
beef and brawn entitled him to tactful
treatment, Mossoo not only treated him
like a mere schoolboy, but like & denge,
unwilling, and fa.thﬁmied schoolboy with
whom he had little patience,

“I've a jolly good mind,’” said Coker
f deliberately .lgta walk over to him now
and bump him over—right over on his
choeky neck 1"
“Coker, old man——" breathed
Greene.
“For goodness’ sake—" gaszped
Potter.

“I'm not going to do it!" said Coker
Flwg*mlm “A fellow would get sacked
or it—that's why 1"

“Like a shot, old man!" said Potter.
“After all, if Prout’s gated you thia
afternoon, you'll have lots of time o do
that transiation.'

“Don't be a fool, Potter, EF TOu Can

help it1” said Coker. I'm not
bothering about that trauslation. You
can do that for me ("

“Can I?™ murmured Datter. Ile

seemed to doubt it

“0r Greene——""

“Oh!” said Greene, apparenily as
doubtful as Potter.

U"Never mind that now,” said Coker.
“I'm not thinking about that mouldy
trapslation. Bother that! I'm thinkin
about that frog-eating, fu'n'rn:-nny-lr.aifg-
penny whipper-snapper! I've a jelly
good mind to whop him for gelting meo
gated—but, as 1 zaid, a fellow would
get sacked for that! Bul I'm not lefting
him off 1"

“I'd forget all about it, old chap!”
saitl Potter soothingly.

Coker,

“I'm  gated!” said
dignity.

“ Well, fellows have been gatoed hefore,
an:] no bones broken ! Grecne pointed
out,

“Don’t be a silly ass, Grecpe 1™

il t}h !ﬂ‘

“I'm going to make the little heast
sorry for himself, yon see!™ explained
Coker, “That's up to me, now he's got
mo gated! It was bad enough, the
little brute nagging me over ilat trans-
lation of Madame Thinginuny-—hus
gﬂtimg mo gated, too, is the limit! But

'm not going up to the MHead! A

witl

fellow can use strate ¥ { I've got rather
g brain for strategj%‘

“"Have youl!’ asked Potter, in sur.
rise. It was news to him that Coker
12d any brains at all. He bad not used
them yet, =o far a3 Potter knew, zince ho
had heen at Greyfriars,

“It's rather misty now, and it looks
liko getting thicker,” said Coker, with
a glance ab the foggy November STk}j"-

“Rotten for the footer, if it does,”
said Potter.

“Never mind the footer—I'm not
playing ! said ker impatiently,
When Coker was not playing, Soccer was
a2 malter of no moment whetever,
“That fool Blundell has left me out as
usual, even in a pick-up game. Keep
to the subject. If it's thicker this after-
naon, & fellow wouldn't be spotted. I
mean to say, if a fellow tapped on
l!:’mggi's study window, and he opened
it, and a fellow bunged a can of white-
wash on his chivvy, it wouldn’t do for
a fellow to be ?-ﬂ-t-tﬁﬂ, you sce that?"

“0h!" gasped Potter. ' Quitsl"
"li«‘&.‘:kerI old man,” almost groancd
reene, ' don’t—don’t do itl TOggY

would have you up before the Head in a
'|_ e —

"It would be the sack, old man 1" gaid
Potter,

* Don't you worry,” said Coker. “I'mn
oot going to get sacked! I've gob the
HI‘I:}SII‘ tl?‘ think of, &8 well as myself.”

“Fellows like you might ba
bunked and no harm done,” exwulained
Coker. *“But there are soms men a
echool can’t spare—iellows who give a
echool its tone, if you understand what
1 ﬁnéz}a‘ri.“ I've got to remember that.”

“If it's foggy, and it looks like it
nobedy will notice me at Mossoo's
vpr;::lﬁv." said Coker "I shall be all
rig

“But, Moseooi* gaa[p_ed Potter,
“Think he won't notice if you bung &
can of whitewssh on his dial 7
~ “That's where my strategy comoes
in,”! Coker condesconded to explain.
“He won't sece my face. 1 suppose vou
haven't forgotten that it was the Fifth
of November a week or two ago. Lots
of faga fixed themselves up in Guy
Fawke: masks—must be lots of them
still abomt. Well, I shall borrew tije
from some of the foags and put it onl
See "

“(h erumbs I gasped Potter,

“Qh crikey I gurgled Greene.

" Neet idea—what 1" said Coker com-
placently.  “1 think of these things,
vou knew. You fellows would never
have thought of that!”

Potter and Greene gazed at the great
Horace. He was right there—they, most
certainly, would never have thought of

uiting on Guy I'awhkes masks, and

unging cans of whitewash at boaks,
Coker of the Fifth was absolutely the
only fellow at Greyfriara School
capable of thinking of sueh things,

“That's the big idea,”™ said Colier.
“1 kvnow where to get a can of nhite-
wacl, in Gosling’s shed, If the mist
gels a bit thicker this afternoon, all
right! I faney that beastly little frog:
chewer will bo sorry for himself when
he baps it—what? e only drawback
13 that I can't let hum know I id it}
But, of courze, that wouldn't do, con-
gidering the Head "

“ Coker, old man—-" groancd Poliny,

“(Coker, old chap I moaned Greene.

“You fellows,” continued Coker, un.
11{513{1]!1%‘. “can keep cave in the quad
while I'm ?{-tting rroOgEY.”

“Wao're playing football—"

“T suppose you'ro not going to let

(Contirued on page 8.)
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Boys ! This is the grandest news
you've ever heard !

Bigger Outfits and new models !
That's fine, but it gives no idea of the
bigger thrills and greater fun in this
year's Meccano.

Every Outfit is enlarged. The
models are all new! All more
realistic. All more interesting to
make. All more fun to play with.
And they nearly all work just like
the real thing.

With even the smallest Outfit any
boy can build the most wonderful
toys ?uite easily—Cranes, Trucks,
Aeroplanes, Bridges, and scores of
others. He can play with them as
long as he wishes, and then take them
to pleces and build something else.

See the new Meccano at your
dealers to-day, and compare the
difference for yourself.

Prices of Outfits from 2/6 to 231/-
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Get this complete 72-page catalogue from your
dealer to-day, or write direct to us for a copy, enclos-
ing the names and addresses of three of your chums.
It contains full details and illustrations of the new
Meccano and all the other good things that are made
in Meccanoland. 1t will help you better than anything
else to choose your present for Christmas.

MECCANO LIMITED DEPT. 35 BINNS ROAD LIVERPOOL 13




foothall—wiat you eall football—stand
in ]:ha way of Lacking-up a pall" said
ar.

“I can tell you this,” said Potter—
“if you're going to play the giddy ox,
and ask for the sack, we shan't be any-
whers near you when you do it—we
shall bo just as far off as we can get |7

U Farther, if possible,” concurred
{ireenc.

Coker laoked at them.

“You'ra not hacking me upi™

“No jolly feari”

Coker lifted s large hand and
clenched it into & fist that resembled a
leg of mution, e stepped closer to
thoso unfaithfal pals. )

“Where will you have it?" he in-
quired,

Fotter and Greens did not scem o
want i§ anywhere. They retived hashily
from the spot,

Caker snorted scornfully.

Backed up or neot, Coker was going
to carry on with that great idea—
Mosson was poing 1o he sorry, decply
and fearfully =orry, that he had got
Coker pated. 3till, it was only cautrons
to havo somo fellow keeping "cave”
when o earrind out that great scheme,
aud as hiz pals in the Fifth had failoed
him Upker went to look for Skip of the
RHomove.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER
Skip is Wanted !

ARRY WHARTON & CO. had
gutie out of gates after dinner
heodless of the misty weather
and the memse of fog. .

Skip would pladly have gone with his
friends, bhut Skip hod work on bhand,
half-holitday ss it was.

lo was in Study No. 1 in the Remove
when Coker came to look {or him.

In his keeniness to cateh up with the
rest of the Formn the waif of the Remaove
often put in an hour or two of swotting
when other fellows were more agreebly
acenrepled. : :

On the prezent oecazion, Skip was
working ot French, which he found an
even more trounblesome language than
Latin—which was troublesome enough.

Moasson  had  heen  irritable the

revicus dav, but, as was usual with
i, good tentper and kindnesz had
supervencd.  Peobably the Bounder's
malicious taunt in the detention class
had helped.

Monsieur Charpentier had hiz own
aptition of the wisdom or otherwize of
the headmaster in fetting “un filow,” o
pickpocket, into the sehoel.  And he
found Skip’s ignorance a worry. But
he compassicnated the boy whose early
life had been paszcd in such terrible
surroundings, and, like everyone else
except the implacable Bounder, he be-
lievedd that the waif had reformed, and
he thought it unfecling and ungenerous
tn recnﬁ the dark and dismal post teo
hia mind.

S0 Moszoo, in the kindness of his
Gallia heart, had cancelled Skip's lines
and set him a translation of the * Haon-
riade,™ with anstructions to bring It
to his study when linished, Then Mossao
waz ol through 1t with lnm to poiot
out the errors.

Which was really very kind of Mossoo,
thongh 1t did not make Skip very
happy, ag tha * Henriade ” was a good
deali gﬂyﬂud him, and he rather deeaded
that hiz translation weuld consist chiefly
of errars—wiich might have the clfcet
of making Frogey irritable again

However, thero he was, grinding at
that great poem of Voltaire’s, which
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wa-.s{.m; co gpreatly admired by Mosson’s
HIIA.
" ker, looking in, beheld him, with
bent head, ink on his fingers, & spot of
ink on his nose, and a deep frown of
thought on his hrow, .
Skip looked up and laid down his pen.
He did not weat to be interrupted.
Any other fellow, probably, he would
have requested to buzz off. But he owed
too much to Caker of the Fifth to think
of requestine Horace to buzz off.

It was through Coker that he was at
Greyfriars at all; Coker's Aunt Judy
was paying his fees there. And with
every week at tho school Skip was more
and maore grateful for what Coker had
done for lum 23 he reslised mors and
more clearly what a wonderful stroke
of fortune it was, )

In his dark days with Barney the
Binger, and later with Jinmy the Rat,
it had hardly crossed his mind that
ke was a young raseal, unfit for an
honest boy to rouch Iis eyes had been
opened at Ureyfriars. )

He had made friends in his TForm—
follows who trusted him.,  Only the
Bounder persisted in his belief that he
was still what he had been before lia
cuine to the school

Coker, having landed hun at Grey-
friars, had fully intended to kecp an
eye on him and bring him vp in the
way in which he shouid go. But Coker
lad so many important affaire of his
own to think of that ho sometimes for-
rot Skip for days together—even for
wocks,

Probably he would not have remem-
bered him now, but for the fact that he
wanted some kid to keep cave while
he whitewashed Mossoo. )

“Fallat Sticking teo it, kid ¥ sad
Coker gemially. :

Coker approved of Bkip working Liard
to wake his way at Greyvfriars, Bwot-
ting did not appeal to Uoker himself,
but he considered it good for Skip,

Yo saud Skip.

“What 15 it—Larin "

“No; French.”

“That little heast given you an e
pot 7" asked CUoker, frowning,

“No, not exactly,” said Skip. "He
ain't & bad sort, Ucker, though he do
change & Jot in his temper. 1 got to
translate this ‘cre and take it and ny
book te him lo go 1I1mu§h.“ _

“I'd lend you a hand,” said Coker
kindly, “but I'sy afraid I haven't time.
I'va been going to see a lot of you,
Skip, but there’s been one thing and
another, yvou know A Fifth I"'orm man
can't always be bothering about a fag.”

“'Course not,” agreed Skip. In poing
of fact, zrateful as he was to Coker,
thoe less Coker bothered about him, the
better be liked it, Heo liked Coker, but
liked him better at & distance than
near at hand,

“I haven't forgoftten that vou saved
me from having my nut cracked that
time,” =aid Coiier. *I shan’t forget
that, Skip.”

“You done mora than that for ne,”
said Skip. "I own up I wasn't Keen
o it when you brouwght ma ‘erve, but I
con tell you, now I know ’ow hblokes
like Wharton and Mauleverer look at
pinching, it makes me sick to think of
what I was when I was along of Jimmy
the Rat.” ] .

“That's right,” said Coker. *Btick
to thatl 1 had to give you a few
thrashings, Skip, and 1I'm ready to give
you gomoe more, tog, if they're needed.
I told you I was going to make a decong
chap of vou. Woll, I've done it B

“You ‘ave,” agreed Skip.

Ha dipped his pen in the ink agam.
But if tEnt. was intended as 8 hint that

he was anxious to geb on wilh hiz work,
it was Jost on Coker :

“T shall want you this aflernoon,
kid,” said Coker. . :

“1 got this to do,” said Skip doubt
fully, ~ “I pot to take it in 1o the
French master.™ .

“You can finish that,” eaid Coker,
“afterwards.”

“T was going out ‘o join up with the

other blokes arter,’™ s=aid Ship,  *83ill,
if you want me .

"T've saul s0.”

“Orlvight " said SBkip. Ile was

rather puzzled. Coker had never wanied
him bLefore, and hoe could mob rmaging
why Colier wanted bhim now. 'l do
anything you want, of course.”

*0f course [ assented Uoker. |

“But what is it?? asked 8kip, a
little restively. Ila felt bound to play
up, if Coker wanted him, but he really
did want to join his friends oub of gates,
when hiz task for Mossoo was done.

“First of all, T want a Guy Fawkes
mazk " said Coker. *1I dare say you've
rol. one leli over fromw the Wifih”

“Th? Oh, ves!” gasped Skip, slarng
at Coker in Llank astonishment. T
idea of Coker larking in o Guy Fawkes
nmask was very surprisiug.

Stiil, if tha: was what Coker wanicd,
he was ready to oblige.  “Thore wern
several such articles left over fromn the
great and glorious Fifth of November.

Skip rose from tho rtable, rooled a
Cuy Fawikes mask out of the cupboard,
and handed 1t to Coker, 3

Coker stepped to the gloss, jammed
the mask over hia face, and grimned at
tha reflleetion. 1e turned towards Skip,
his eyes, through the eye-holes, beiug
the only peortion of his countenance
vizible,

“I fanev nobody would know me, in
thia, what®” griuned Coker. F

“No—ardly 17 gasped Skip, blinking
st him. “But I say, Coker, you ain’t
going out with that there on, are you ™™

*Just that ! sard Coker.

“(0Oh, smioky ‘addocks!™ elullered the
amazed Skip.

Coker mtﬁ-: aff 1the mazk, and thrust
it into his pocket.

“hat's all right for when the fime
enes,” he saud, “ Now, vou can lini<h
that tripe, and lake i1t {o Frogey—1Tn
going to wait a bit for the {og 1o gt
a bit thicker. Can't be too careful, you
know. I want to cateh the frog-eatimg
little Liecast when le's in his study, too |
Make it three o'clock.™

“ But wlhat—"

“Come out into the quad, and lonk

for mo by the windows of Mastors'
Studics. I shall bo there at thrce—
uniderstand,”

“ Orlright, but what—"

“Then ' tell you what you're to
do. Alimd, not o word to the olher {ags
—cspecinlly  about the Guy Fawkes
mask. That's got to be kept awfully
dark.”

“'m mum-—but what—-"

“They'll be hunting wll over the
echool for & clap whoe had a oy
Vawkes mozle on, later ™ crinned Coker,
“Iroggy will be pretty wild when e
gets the whitewash T faney.”

“ Pho—the what?” gasped Skip, "1-—
I say—"~ )

“ Mot a word, mind!™ said Celier, awl
with & nod te his prolege, he quitied the
eludy.

Skip stared after Lim blanklv., From
his fivst acguaintapee with Uoker, he
had ohserved that old Ilersco was a
champion chump,  But he really wan.
dered now whether Coker was wander-
ing in his wind a lhittle.

f{ﬂ“’ﬂ‘-‘ﬁ'k‘, he had hig Frepeh to dog
and as Cokee did nob want him 4l
three o'clock, he resumed lina labonrs at
translation, Gelling threagh at last, Lo




picked up what he had written, put the
volume of the “Henriade " under his
arm, and went down t{o Monsieur Char-
pentior's study.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER

Splash !

L NTREZ " said Monsienr Char-
pentier, as Skip tapped at his
study door.

Skip entered. .

The French master was seated at his
study table, pen in hand. engaged in
writing a letter,

As it was written in French, no doubt
it was intended for his relatives in his
native land. .

Mossop  was rather &  voluminous
torrespondent. 'Three or four written
Eilge; already lay on the table, beside

m—but he was still going etrong.

Among the written sheeta lay an en-
gfaved slip of paper, at which Skip
lanced with rather a curious eye. He
nover seen & French banknote
fore, and it was a billet-de-banque
for five hundred francs.

8kip was aware—like evervone else—
that Mossoo had numerous relatives in
his native land, with whom he was in
constant and affectronate mr:eagond-
ence—and it was hardly a secret that a

mﬁlﬁl portion of Mossco's salary aa

rench master at Greyviriars went over
the Channel in remittance to those
oumeronsz relatives.

No doubt Mossoo had obtained that
billet-de-banque to remit to  his
family in France, and was now writing
the letter that was to accompany it.

“Ah! Clest le petit Skeep!” said
Monsieur Charpentier, as the weif of
the Remove came across to his table.

“¥Yon told me to come ‘ere, when I'd
finished 1t, sicl" said Skip.

“('est cn 1™ admitted Monsienr Char-
pentier. “Oui, oui! Mais—but—"
He topped the letter on his blotting-pad.
“"But now I am press for time, my good
8kip—anozzer time, mon cher garcon.
Leave zem zere on my table and come
back viz yourself nfter tea. At zis
moment I write zo letiair to catch zo

ost."

“Yes, sir 1™ said Skip.

He was not sorry to pet away, 835 o
matter of fact. It was kind of Mossoo
to give him “extra toot,” but he was
not keoen on using up the brief day-
light of a November afterncon on the
BUINC.

After tea, 1t would be dark. More-
over, it was now gotting on  towards
three o'clock, the time Coker wanted
him, and he did not want to keep Coker
waiting if he could help it. And as
soon 83 he could get awey from Coker,
ha could cut out of gates and rejoin his
friends.

He latd the sheets of translation on
the study table, laid the volume of the
“Heanriade ™ on them, and left the
study. 2

Mossoo’s busy pen was TACIiNg BCross
the paper again before the door had
closed after him. Mossoo’s relatives in
1a belle France liked to recoive ample
news from “l'oncle Henri "™—at least,
Mossoo was convineed that they did;
though it was possible that they wers
more interested in Unele Henri's remit-
tances. Mossoo gave them plenty to
peruse, at any rate,

Bkip went cheerfully down the pas.
sage, and out into the guadrangle.

It was misty there—though it hiad not
rome over 50 foggy as Coker had heped.
On the foothell ground, the Fifth Form
men were playing in & pick-up game—
Potter and Greene with them. Potter
and Greene wero not only preferring
football to backing uwp the great Coker,
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but they had actually forgotien his
existenco for the time.

Skip made iz way elong the House
to the Masters' Study windows. Under
an old elm that grew near those
windows, he found Coker.

1'1‘0 hiz surprize, Coker had & large
tin can in his bhand. Remembering
Coker's ellusion to whitewash, Ehé[&
could guess what was in it, He look

at the can, and locked at Coker

uneasily.

“'Fre I am,” he eaid. “But I-—I
Ba

“"You needn’t say anything,”™ inter-
rupted Coker. **Just listen! Stand
here, and keep your eyes open, and if
anybody comes along—I mean a master
or & prefect—just whistle. Got thati”

“Y¥Yes,” said Bkip. "But I—1 say.
What are you going to do with that
tharﬁ whitEwazl:':le i P s

“ Have vou been to Froggy

“"Yea, but what—"

“"He's 1n his study "

“Yes, but what—"

“Don't jaw!” said Coker. “I want

ou here to keep cave, not to jaw!

cap vour eyes open, and whistie if &
beak or a prefect comes along, 1 faney
it's sll right—not so foggy as I ho it
would be, but pretty misty. Nobody's
likely to notice & fellow.”

Coker cast a cautious glance round.

No one was near at hand—and, in the
distance, passing figures looked dim in
the mist from the sea. Coker, in the
circumstances, would have preferred a
dense fog—satill, it was misty enough to
soreen a fellow from general obeerva-
tiom,

Ho zet the can of whitewash on the
ground, and drew the Guy Fawhkes
mask from his pocket, Carefully, he
fastened it over his face.

Bkip could only stare at him.

Ha§ any follow come suddenly on
Coler, in the mist, thus adorped, that
fellow certainly would have beem very
startled. 3till, he would not have re-
cognised Coker. Coker, masked, was
quits unrecognisable.

He picked up the can apain,

Through the eye-holes, he glanced at
the row of windows. All of themm were
shut; even FProut, who was rather &
fresh eir fiend, did net have his window
open that afterncon, to let in the damp
meist, Mossoo’s window, of course, was
shit—even on fine and sunny days, it
was not often open. Mossoo was no
lover of fresh air at any time,

“All serene, what?” grinned Coker.
“Fven if a beak looks out, he won't
know me—hardlyl But I believe
Queleh is in the guad—and Hacker, I
fancy! Mind you keep s sharp look-
out, atnd whistle i1f they come this way 1

“But what—"" gasped Skip.

“Keep your eves open, and don't
jaw 1"

L-r,rm-ingd Skip by the elm, to keep
wakch and warn him in case of danger,

Cloker erossed swiltly to the window of
the French master’s stady.

Skip gozed after him.

Hea realised that that ecan of whiteo-
wash, in Coker's liand, was intended for
the French master. Skip was far from
desiring te join in a rag of Mossoo—
cspecially such & ghastly rag ss this,

But Coker, of course, would not have
listened to any remonstrances from a
iunior—ho was more likely to smack
that junior’s head for his cheek than to

listen to him.
“The blooming 1djit I" breathed Skip.
“The potty fat'ed| 'The "Ead wnul::;i
boot him out for this if he was copped |
Oh, the blinking fat'ed 1"

He peered cautiously round in the
mist. He was anxious for Coker. It
was Coker who had brought him to

Creyiriars; Coker to whom he owed his

9

new chance in life. Cloler wos asking
for the sack | 8kip felt rather concerned
about Mossoo—but he was chiefly con-
cerned about his benefactor. Thera was
no stopping Coker—all Bkip could do
was to Lkeep wary watch and prevent
him from being " copped.”

TaE, tap, tap | came to his ears,

Coker was tapping at the French
master's study window,

“Oh, the idjit 1" mumbled Skip,

Tap, tap!

Mossoo, in his study, was donbtless
surprised to hear someone tapping at
the outside of his window. t there
was no dounbt that, sconer or later, he

would epen the window to see who and
what it was,

Tap, tap I

Coker, with tremendons arifulness,

ducked under the high stone sill of the
window after each tapping. So, if
Mossoo looked out thmugﬁ tl?e glass, ke
would not be able to spot him. If
Mossoo wanted to pnt a stop to that
irritating tapping at his window he had
to open it, Then Coker would have him
whers he wanted him.

Tap, tap |

Ekm,a in an angunish of apprehension
for the fathead of the Fifth, peered
round, in dread of that tapping reach-
ing other ears and bringing danger. 1
Quelch, or Hacker, who wers walking
in the quad, heard it, and came—or if &
Sixth Form prefect blew slong—

“The blooming, blinking idjit!™
groaned Skip,

Tap, tap!

Thera was o sudden sound of a sash
being thrown violently up. At the open
window of Mossoo's study an angry,
excited face with s pointed black beard
locked out. A rill, angry voice
reached Bkip.

* Mais, qu'est-ce-qua-c'est, celal On
frappo—on frappe toujours! Who zen
18 it zat knock at zo vindow—"

Mossoo, staring out, for a moment
saw nobody. Then, from below the sill,
& startling face dawned on him as
Coker, who had ducked down, rose up.

Monsieur Charpentier gazed with dis-
tended eyes at that fearful apparition.
Ho did not reslise for the moment that
it was a Guy Fawkes mask on the
countenance of a Greyiriars fellow, Ho
did not know what it was—he gazed at

the grotesque visage in startled amaze-
ment and horror,
But he did not gaze long. Up went

Coker's hand, with the can in it!

Splash |

Arljanut a_ gallon of whitewash smote
Monsieur Charpentier in the middle of
his features, .

He gave a gasping, suffocated howl
and staggered back in the study. A
bump was audible as he zat down.

“0Oh, smoky ‘addocks!" geaped
Skip.

Coker had done it, Having done it
Coker cut. Even Coler realised that 1t
wae not wise to linger after what he had
done, He tore past the elin where S8ki
was standing, open-mouthed wit
horror.

“Hook it!" he panted, as he passed
“Cut, you little ass1"”

Coker wanished in mist, jerking off
the Guy Fawlkes mask as he aped.

Skip vanished tho next second.

Coker, once clear, dropped into =
walk and strolled down to the foothall

rounnd to give the pick-up a look-in.
%[ﬂ grinned cheerfully ns he went,

Bkip, in a state of horrified dismay,
was far from grinning—but he losk no
time in gcttln%‘clea;. By the time
Coker was on Big Side, watching the
Soccer, Skip was out of gates, scudding.

Monsieur Charpentier, sitting on the
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foor of his study, dabbed ai elreamin
whitewash like & wan in a dream, an
wondéred whether it was some awiul
nightmare.

fF —

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
The Bounder Hits Back!

L1 HE cld poat 1™ %runted Vernon-
Sinith. ' Not here |"
Smithy scowled into Mon-
gieur Charpentier’s study.

He bad s wedge of unpot paper in his
hands, covered with Ireneh. Ever since
dinner Smithy had been in his study,
labouring at lines.

Monsieur Charpentier had ordered
him to bring thoie lines to him before
tea that afterncon. Aopd he had warned
him that, if he failed to do so, 2 report
to his Form-master would follow,

The black sheep of the Remove was
anxious to get out of gates. He had an
appointment that_afterncon with Pon &
C?J., his pals at Highcliffe, at the Three
Fichers. But he had to keep Pon & Co.
waiting.

Often end often Mossoo handed out
lines, in angry moments, and lorgot to
ask for them to be shown up. But he
had made it elear that he was in deadly
earncst this time. Bmithy’s raggieg n
the detention class, and bis malicious
act in chalking & taunt to Skip on the
blackbgard, had exasperated Mossoo.
Either those lines had to be handed in,
or Vernon-8mith had to go te Mr,
Quelch—and Smithy chose the lesser
evil. Bo Ponsenby locked for him in
vain at that delectable resort, the Threo
Fishers, while Smithy sat in hiz study
and wearily ground out lines,

They were finiched at last, and the
Bounder brought them down  to
Mossoo's study in the worst temper ever.
At the moment he loathed Mossoe even
more than he loathed Skip,

Baving been hard et work in his
study, Bmithy was unaware that there
wad any excitement going on in the
House. Dut for the last halbk-hour there
had been considerable excitement,

In Commaon-room, beaks were discnza-
ing, almost with bated breath, the
amazing outrage in the French master's
study. The Head, already informed of
that unheard-of outrage, had mstructed
the prefecls to leave no stone unturned
to discover the offender. Alonsicur
Charpentier, drenched with whitewash,
had rushed away to a bath.-room, where
he was still busy, and likely to be busy
for a long time to come.

Unaware of what had happened,
Vernon-Bmith was surprised to find both
the door and the window open wien he
arrived at the French master’s stucdy.

As Mossoo was not there, he had to
leave his lines on the study table, to bo
found when Mossoo came in, and he
stepped into the study for that purpose.

hen he stared at & pool of whitewach
on the floor under the cpen window, It
was clear that eoinething had bappened
in that study |

Tha Bounder grinned szourly. I
somebody had been ragging Alossoo it
wea all 1o the gun:d——%guii.hy wonld
pladly have rageed him himself to any
extent. .

Somebody evidently had buzzed white-

wash in at that window, and whitewashy
footprints on the carpet looked as if
Moassoo had f‘,‘ﬂt it. Sinithy hoped that
he had, and lois of it.

He ater:ﬁed to the table to lay down
his lines there,

He grinned at the sight of the sheets
of written paper and the unfinished
letter lying on the blotter,

Evidently Mossao had been
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inter-

THE MAGNET

rupted while writing that letter—he had
left it just &s it was, unfinished.

“The silly »ld ass!™ muttered the
Bounder, as he saw the banknote for
five hundred franca lying on the table.
“Leaving his money ut—snd he
hasn't much of it 1™

There was a contemptuous sneer on

his face.
- Mozsco was tenderly fond of those
innumerable relatives of hid in his own
country. A erew of poor relations, stick-
ing the old duffer for his salary, was the
Bounder’s contemptuous opinion of
them.

Iie bad no doubt that that billet-de-
banque was going with the letter to
France. Five hundred france was not o
large sum at the present rate of ex-
change—about four pounds—but it was
only one of Moassoo's many remittances
home. Those many remittances
accounted for the faet that Mossoo's
coat was cthiny in places, and that it
was whole terms since he had bought a
new hat, :

“Old ase|” grunted the Bounder.

He laid his lines on the table, and
then, pausing, picked them up again.
He had missed his appointment with
Pon & Co. that afterncon, through that
titile benst Mossoo—the Highcliffie knuts
would be leaving the Three [Fishers
before he could join them there. He
was in a bitter, evil, and revengeful
temper.

He picked up the billet-de-banque.

As likely as not, if Mossoo lost that
billet-de-bangue he would find it difficult
to replace 1t. The wealthy Bounder had
8 supreme contempt for people who
were short of money, snd everyone
knew that Mossoo was always short of
nreney.

If that banknote were missing when
Mossoo came back to finish his letter
and post it he would be wildly excited
and exasperated—the Bounder pictured
him dancing like & hen on hot bricks,
and grinned at the idea.

His first thought was to slip the bank-
note under the blotting-pad. DBut that
was too easy. He did not want Mossoo
to find it too soon.

e chuckled ns he pushed it between
the leaves of a book that lay on the
table, He noticed that it was a copy of
the " Henriade,” but otherwisze he gave
it no attention at all, It happened to
be lying there, and he put the French
hanknote between the leaves and shut
the book.

It was such a trick as Billy Bunter
might have played, from slicer fatuous
stupidity. The Bounder played it
with eool and debhberate malice, with
the object of causing distress to the
master whoe bad spoiled his  half-
holiday.

Having hidden the French banknote,
he did not linger in the studv. He
could not leave his lines now, for
of couree, any fellow known to have
visited the study would he suspected
at onco of having played that trick
with the banknoto.

Naobody had seen him come, and na-
body ehould zee him go, and the linea
could be brought along later.

With his impot in his hand, the
Bounder stepped towards the door.
But he paused before reaching it at
the sound of fnutﬁteli;: in the passage.
A booming voice reached his ears:

“Scandalous! My dear Capper, un-
heard  of ! Whitewash—a  larpe
quantity, I understand!  Hurled at
Monsicur Charpentier—huorled—""

“Outrageous {” came the voice of the
master of the Fourth.

“Somo junior boy. Perhaps in your
Form, Capper—*

] am absolutely certain rof,
Prout!"

“Or the Remove——"

“Yes, the Hemove, perhaps. Prob-

ably, i fact,” nﬁreed the Fourth
Form master. * Quelchy's boys—~="

The Bounder breathed hard.

There was no escape unzeen by the
door, end in a few moments the two
inasters, who were coming up the pas
sage as they talked, would be passing
the open doorwas.

He ecut acrosa the window—luckil
still wide open. Swiftly he whippe
cut of the window, and dropped.

A few minutes later, with his 1mpot
under his jacket, he was strolling into
the House. He grinped, an unplessant
frm. as he went to his study in the
leniove Em&ge, and laid his lines
on the table there. He was not going
to take in those limes till he was guite
sure that Monsieur Charpentier was
back in his study, and then, he hoped,
he was going to sea the French master
doing the hen-on-hot-bricks act. Which
Herbert Vernon-Smith found it very
amusing to anticipate.

—

THE EIGHTH CHAFPTER.
A Surprise for Skip !

é CRKIP 1™
S Ekip came to a sudden haly

23 his name was called.

He wasz going down Friar-
dale Lane at a rapid trot. He had
left the school in a burry—to get clear
before the row started. And he kept
an ihe trot, to join the Famous Five
as soon &s possible. They had wallked
to the cliffs that aftermoon, and Ski
was to join them there, if time n.lli}wea’f

But he stopped as that husky voice
called his name; and a man stepped
from the misty hedge.

He kpew that husky voice—a wvoice
he had hoped never to hear again. He
knew evil, unpleasant face that
locked at him under a bowler hat—the
faco of the man he bhad known as
“Barney the Binger.”

Ekip halted, a little breathlessly, and
faced the evileyed rascal. Tima bad
been when he had shrunk under the
buckled belt, wiclded by Barney, in
the days when the wretch had trained
himm {0 steal, But he did not fear him
now. His eyes gleamed at the evil
face.

“So you're still anging about ‘ere,
Barney,”” said Skip, setting his lips.
“When I eced you before, 1 *it you
in the eye. You can't take it that you
ain't wanted 'ere. You asking for
soma moref™

Barney the Dinger slid his hand under
his coat, ana it reappearcd with a
loaded stick in it. Evidently the rascal
had not forgotten his previous meetin
with Bkip, when the Greviriars wa:
had knocked him right and left, as a
very strong hint that his acquaintance
was no fonger desired,

“Iands off I' eaid Barney, hissing
tha words between  his d'?mluuml
tecth. “You got the upper hand last
time, 2kip; but you lift a hand now,
and I'll crack your out as soon es look
at you "

Skip, with clenched hands,
him savagely.

“What do you want?” he snapped.
“Can’t you leave a bloke alone? Ain't
I made it plain that I Cene with you,
Barney?"

“1 ain't done with youl™ eaid
Barney grimly. *XNot by long chalks)
I'm on the run, g3 you pguecssed whon
you saw me hers a week or more ago,
and I got to lie low; but now I've

eyed



found xou, I ain't losing you again.
I'va been locking for yon ever since
our last meeting, Skip. P'r'aps you'd
Iike me to come up to the school to
see vou'" added Barner, with a jeer-
g Erii.

“"NWo,”" said Bkip; "I wouldn't like
that, Barney., There ain't nothing vou
cap tell about me, because everybody
knows, but I .don't want the likes of
von seen at Greyfriars. And if yon

1ir||:||[:i in, Barney, you won't be able to
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‘op out—you’ll 'ave to be taken away
on an ambulance. I'Ml alier vour face
for you, if I sec it at Greyfriars, Take
my tip "

“You're on to & good thing there,
Skip. You ain't at a school like Grey-
friars without lining your pockets.’

Skip laughed contemptuously.

Barney the Binger did not believe—
could not believe—that the boy he had
trained as a pickpocket had changed
his ways, and changed them so com-

i

pletely that not even fo save las life
would he have pinched again. Skip
was at the echool fo feather his
nest—that was Barnev's fixed convie-
tion. And his only object in turnin
down Barney was to keep the gooc
thing entirely to himself—that was how
Barney looked at it, and could not help
looking at it.

“You fooll” said Skip. “I've told
you I done with the pinching lay.

{Confinuwed on next page.)
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HEAD OR TAIL?

LL ready for the fray, lads?
Cood! Then let's get into
getion!  We're not exactly

cxpert footballers yet, but I hope
we're getting on that way, Anyway,
expert or not, we—jyou, mean—do
know more than when you started
attending my classes, and doing the
homework I set vou; so vou should be
ready for the kick-off. Come onl Blow
the whistle, and we'll play together in
your first football match,

Ohb, just m moment! The captains
haven't tossed wp yet. Have you
elected your captain? There are lots of
things I could tell you sbout the captain
of & football side, but they will keep.
You will préhably want as your captain
the fellow who looks as though he is
better than the rest of you. And that's
really quita right, because & chap can't
be & gpood captain unless he knows how
to play the game. o

5S¢ to start right from the beginning,
You have chosen your two sides, wit
clever. players on eash sids, all ];;Iaymg
in the positiona which I helped them to
choose last week. And youw've chosen
the two captains, who are just spinning
the coin. Somoe people say that before
s game starts captains have to toss for
choice of ends. Really, they are wrong,
aﬁ:d I can tell you & funny story about
this.

Usually when the captains toss up, the
one who wins decides which way he
would like to Fla:f first: If you have
seen a football match wou will have
noticed the two captains shake hands,
toss & coin, and then very often one of
them~—the one who has won the toss—
points either up or down the field. He
is telling the other captain which way
he iz going to play.

There was & game, not so very long
ago, between Chelsea and FPreston North
End, on Chelsea’'s ground, when this
didn't happen. The Chelsea captain was
Nile Middlehon, and he won the toss.
“We'll kick off,"” he said. The famous
Jue MeCall, Preston’s capizin, had a
bit of & shock, But, s a matter of fact,
the Clelsea edntain was right. Just a
little thing to remember. The captain
wlho wins the toss can choose which way
he will kick, or ecan decide that he
would prefer to kick-off, and let the
other captain say which way he would
like to kick.

Pheep I——goes the referee’s
whistle, and off we go in our
first real game of football. |

You understand, don't you? When a
captain wins the toss, he usually chooses
which way his side will play. Then the
other side—the side which has lost the
toss—kicks off when the game starts.

WINNING THE TOS5S

UST as a bit of advica to the
fellows who are chosen to captain
the sides in this game we are just
going to E’!“*- I don't advise

you to say: “ We'll kick off * when you
win the toss. There is much more
advantage to be gained by choosing
which way you would like to play. Of
course, during the game your team has
to play both ways, because you change
over abt half-time. But if there 12 &
driving wind, or a slope in the pitch, or
something like that, most footballers
like to play the first half, when they
are fresh, with the wind or the slope
in their favour. So the captain who
wine the tosz does have an advantage,
beeause he can got what lie wants.

Right! Now we really can start.
Our captain has lost the toss. The
other captain did the usual thing, and
decided he would like to play with the
wind bechind him, and 50 we are to
kick-off. We gll line up ready for tha
referee to blow his whistle for the start.
The goalkesper is in hiz goal. The full-
backs should be 5t-anl:]inf on the edge of
the penalty area; you'll see where that
iz by looking at the drawing of the field
which should be in the book of ruies
which I hiope vou have all got.

In front of the full-backs, the hali-
backs are lined np, and in front of
them, on the halt-way line, are our
forwards. The forwards of our side are
on the half-way line, because we are
kicking off. With the forwards of the
other side it is not quite the same. Look
at the drawing in your rule-book again.
You see the circle in the centre of the
field. The ball, ready for the kick-off,
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is put in the middle of that cirele, and
our forwards are allowed to stand on
the half-way line, which is on a8 level
with the ball. But the other forwards
must give us time to kick the ball off
properly, and, so that we can be sure of
doing that, they are not allowed to come

il;ési a the circle until we have kicked
DIE.

THE KICE-OFF

O long as the epposing forwards
don't come inside the ring, it
doesn’t matter where they stand.
But it is usual for the centre-

forward and the two inside forwards—
the inside-right and the inside-left—of
the side which is not kicking off to stand
oni the edge of the cirele. The wing
men stand on the half-way line by our
wing men, and the other players take
ui: their positions in_ about the samo
places as we do. Bo it's really all the
same, except for the three forwards, who
must keep in the outside of the circle
Eut;;hat we can gebt & Ires kick at the
all.

Thera 13 no rule about it, but the
centre-forward iz usually the wman to
kick-off, =0 our centre-forward iz doing
g0, He ean kick the ball anywhera he
likes, provided he does not kick- it
backwards—that is, on to our side of the
line. And once he has kicked if, he
must not touch it again until it has
been touched by another player.

Thera it goes! Our centre-forwarnd
has done the best thing, and just tapped
the ball across to his inside-right. It
would have been just as good to tap it
to the inside-lef; cither inside forward
will do.

But wait 8 minute ! The referee has
blown hia whistle. What's that for?
Oh, I sea! The centre-forward of the
otier side, eager fo get started, ran into
the circle before we had kicked ofi. He
mustn’'t do that, eo the kick-off must be
talken all over again. The ball is placed
as before on the spet in the middle of
the ecircle, and we go back to our pou-
tions. Onee ngain our centre-forward
passes it to one of his inside men.

At Jast we are off, and it has taken
ug all this time to Eﬁet so far. But it's
ne use hurrying with these things, i3 16
There is Flenl;:r of time left for cvery-
body to learn to be good footballers.
We've only just kicked off in our firss
game, and we'll carry ont next week,
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Believe ™ or not, as you like; but keep
away from me, or you'll get ‘urt—like
you did before.’

“¥You fﬂ' plenty of chances there,
Skip, and you aint the covey to muiss
them, ™ saiqi' Borney, ;

“Plenty,” said Skip coolly. “Theres
8 bloke made friends with me who's a
lord, if you want to know, Barnti‘x',
and he's got tons of oof, and I could
get it off him as casy as I could knock
you across that ditch. There’s anather
bloke who's down on me, and thinks
I'm lecking for a chance to pinch.
He's got lots of ool, too, and if [ was
what ha thinks, I could touch it fast
enough. There's plenty to be had for
!it?‘.lnkjng. Barney—if I choosoc to lake
it. ;
“And a share for your old pal,” eaid
atney. “Don’t tell me hes, Skip.
hat's the good? Don't I know yout
ido’t I teach you all T knew, and
then you went off with Jimmy the Rat,
and left me? Well, Jimmy's in chokey
now, and I've found you agin, Skip,
and I want my share. Halves, Skip.”

Bkip chuckled.

“Halvea, would ba
Bayney,” ho said,

“What do you mean, you young

fool '* enarled Barney.
“#“Jost what T sayal 1 get five bob
a week pocket-money from Coker’s aunt,
what pays my feea at the school, and
that's more’'n gome of the blokes get.
And that's thoe lot, Barmey.”

“And pothing missing s:ince you
been there?” snecred Barney,

“ Nothing,” answered Ekig quietly.

“Koep that for your nobby friends,
Skip; it won't de for me” said
Barney savagely. “I'w in on this, or
I'll queor the pitch for you, somehow.
I've found out that they know your
rocord there; but I fancy there's a
fow thinge I could tell the headmaster.
What have rou got fo say to thati”

“Thip much,” said Bkip. "I it you
in the eye when I saw you before, and
told you I'd ’it you in the eye if 1
8w you again, Now I'm going to do
it.  And that stick wont ‘elp you
much, you boozy crock! 'Ere goeal®

And Skip, putting up his hands,
advanced on Barney {he Binger, who
backed away across the lane, raising
the loaded stick as he did so.

“Hands off I'* he hissed. *“Iands
':IE', 'ar_'___'l'l'

Skip made a rash.

ha vas=ral struck at him with savage
force. But Bkip szide-stepped swiftly,
and the stick went down, miszsing him,

Before Barney could lift it again,
Bkip’s clenched Ost erashed in his evil
face, and le tottered. Another jolt
landed—iha mext sccond—and LDarpey
went over, sitting down in a puddle
with a heavy splash.

Ha sat spluttering,

Skip grinved down at him.

“I told you that there stick wouldn't
"elp vou much,” he said. “You ain't
BNy use in & scrap, Barney, unless you
leava the dyink alone, Get on your
feet, if you want some more.?

*arf a-crown,

ruffian  panted, making no
motion  to rise.  Bkip was ready to
knock him down again if he did; and

it did not ecem good enough.

“'Ad cnough?” grinned Bkip.

A savage cath was Barney's answer.

"Take my tip, and steer clear,”” said
Skip. “I done with you, like 1 eaid,
undpii- vou "ang on abovt 'ere, Bainey,
look out for my knucklea every time
I come across you. I got plenty more
i you want it.” .

Fith that, Skip turned his back om

the scowling rascal, and went on hia
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way. Darney serambled to his feet ns
soon as the boy was gone.

He dabbed at hiz nose, which was
streaming red, The rage of o demon
was in hiz ovil face. For a muinute
he stood looking after the schoolbo
along the misty lane, and he not
that Skip did not loock back. With
sat teeth and glinting eyes, and the
loaded stick gripped in his hand, he
followed on, running lightly, and
soundlessly, on the grass verge beside
the lane,

Bkip, walking quickly, reached the
siile, from which the footpath ran
through Friardale Wood. He was
ﬂhu:r.lt to step on 1t, and Barney, cloze
behind him, was sabout to spring an
lash out with the loaded stick at the
back of his head, when a figure loomad
up from the footpath, coming through
the wood towards the stile.

8kip whipped off hia cap es he recog-
nized Miss Bullivant, the games mistress
of Clif House School.

Miss Bullivant, reco
same moment, gava him & nod a a
smile. But almost in the same second
her eyes fell on the elinking figura
behind him.

;L‘-rake " she exclaimed.
Barney jumped hack. At the sight of
Miss Buli’n‘ant he forgot all about
vengeance on Skip |

The grim, tanned face of the gamca
mistress of Cliff House seemed to have
a terrifying cffect on him. He garve
her one lock, turmed, and bolited up the
lana like a rabbit.

Skip stared.

Miss Bullivant had been about to stop
end speak to him., But she did not
stop now. 3he was over the stile in a
twinkbing, and cutting after Barney.
Skip i;i:nkgd after both of them in

reat astonishment ss they dizappeared

nising him at the

in the mist in Friardale Lane—Barney
running, as if for his life, and the
Bull arging after him at great

Epﬂeﬁ'y 'at 1" gasped Bkip

He fairly blinked.

The games mistress of Clif House
evidently knew Bnrlﬁy. That was
amazing in itself! hat the games
mistress of a girl's school could know
of a almk'tngi thieving crook waa a
mystery io Skip. But evidently she
knew him, for she had called him by &
name that Skip knew was Barney's.
And it was plain thet she wanted to get
hold of Barney—and that Barney very
much did not want to be got hold of !

“Well, that beats it1" gaid the
gztonished Skip. “ That beats it 'oller |
He chuckled. *“I pity Barney if that
there ]nd% gets 'old of 'im. Bhe's hefty,
the is. Barney won't be much use
her 'ands ¥ I

And 8kip, grinning, clambered over
{he stile and trotted on his way to join
Harry Wharton & Co. on the cliffs.

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
A Little Excifement !

7 SAY, you Tfellowsl. Heard?®™
squeaked Billy Bunter,
“Heard which, snd whati"”
asked Bob Cherry.

In the failing November dusk Harry
Wharton & Co. came into the House—
rather late for tea, and more than ready
for 1he =ame. Bkip had joined the
Famous Five for that rambla on tha
cliffis, and he came back with them—
the five in great spirits afler a tramp
in the keen =ea air, but Bkip not quite
so mierty and hrigiﬂ‘. Skip eould not
hclp thinking of what had happened
that afternoon, and wondering whether

anything had yeot happeired to Coker in
consequence,

"I say, about Mossco!” chirruped
Bunter, " He, he, he!l | Fuppose it
wasn't ona of you fellows, as you've been
out of gatea?”

“Has Eﬂjﬁhil!% happened, fathead!™

asked Harry Wharton.
“He, .he, be! Yes, ratherl He,
“Haven't wou fellows heardi"

drawled the Bounder.

“We've been out of gates rll the
afternoon,” answered Harry, “What
the dickens has happened ¥

1;; %ﬂ, he, I!-m !I; ﬂaﬁq;h]c-.] E{unter. “Paor
o rOgEy e, he, he "
“ ‘-‘thl;g; up 1" dsked Johnny Bull

“ Mossoo seems to have got it in the
peck,” answered Vernon-8mith. “ Bomo
sportsinen washed him-—--"

“Washed him?" exelaimed Frank

nt.

%%ith whitewash———"

“0Oh crumbs 1™

“Got him at his study window 1™
chortled Bkinner. “1 5:;, he had a
nerve, whoever ha wast It's tho sack,
if he's copped, of cour=e !

“I say, was it wou, Bob?" gsked

Bunter,

“You fat chump!” _

“Well, you're silly ass enoughl!™
argued Bunter., “You can't deny that,
old chap| 1 say, if it was you, kecp
it dark! He, he, he I

“¥ou blithering, bletherigg bloater 1"
roarod Bob Cherry. “T've been out of
gaiga ever since. dioner—" ]

“It's rather thick, yvou fei_iﬂ*_ws, " said
FPeter Todd. " 8Bome awlul idiet seemns
to have got Mossoo (o open his study
window, somehow, and then hunged a
can of whitewash right in his chivyy
and——"

*“The utter asal” exclaimed, Harry
Wharton. * He ought to be botted for
1t, whoever ho is|! What howling fat-
head—"

His eyes turned on the Bounder. If
there was = fellow in the Remove
capable of so wild and reckless a prank,
it was Smithy.

Vernon-8mith laughed mockingly.

“Not guilty 1" he said. “I never
heard of it till long afterwards, I was
in my study, grinding lines for the old
ass whon it happened. I was glad to
hear of it, of courze I <

“The gladiulness was probably
terrific 1" remarked Hurree Jamset Ram
Singh dryly. *“Let us bope that the
excellent and ridiculous beaks will
believe that you were in your study,

doin absurd lineca, my esteemed
Bmithy.” :
“QOh, they're done, all right!”

grinned Smithy. “I've just taken them
m to Moszoo; they had to be delivered
before teal I've had & happy bhaif-
holiday grinding French! Frog 7's in
hizs study now. He's had a8 wash—the
first since he left Frauwce, I dare say,
an

“Ha, ha, hat™

“But he still looks & bit whitewashy
about the cars!” grinned the Bounder.
“He secmed rather cross, too! The
old ass scems to have lost sometling
when he got the whitewash. Ila waa
dancing sbout his study, like a hen on
hot bricks, when I took in my Lines——"

“Lost something ¥ repeated Harry.
“Lost what 1"

“Oh, I give that one up " eaid the
Bounder carelessly. *“Ha was hopping
about the study, looking under the tabin
and chairs, and all over the shop, and
¢hirping * Ou, ou, oul’ "

"-‘Sh, rot 1" said  Billy  Banter
' Mossoo speaks weird Epglish, but be
doesn’t drop_his aitches like Skip He
would say * Whe, whe, who1* "
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" Bunter stopped to Skip’s bedside, and

startled Owl.
"You fat idiet! *Ou’ is French for
" whero M

“Olit Is it ! said Bunter. “Ganmeon |
On is French for ‘or,’ S8mithy! ¥You
don't know much French, old chap!”

“Fathead! Tt's French for ° where’
a3 well1” said Bmithy. * Ho was root-
ing &ll aver the study, spluttering * Ou,
on, oul' Ho I suppose he wanted to
know where something was !" :

“But don't they know who did
tha whitewash stunt?” asked Bob.
“Didn't Mossoo see him when he gob
the wintewash?"

“0Oh, ves; but from what I hear, the
chap had & Guy Fawkes mask on, and
Mossoo didn't koow him from Adam.”

“Oh crumba [*

“Then they don't know———"
claimed Harry. —

“Not the foggiest! It was e bit thek
in the quad, and nobody seems to have
noticed anybody near Froggy's windme
—and I faney he cut off pretty quick
after getting Mossoo., The prefects ave
rooting ell over the place for the sporls-
man. They haven't got him yet 1"

eX-

“It's the ssck if they get him 1" said
Hiirner. 1 hope the chap will keep
clear. Rather fun  to  whitewash

Froggy 1"
“1 sav, was it vor, Skinner?"
“¥ou fat Owl!™
#3Well, it was somebody 1" declarved

Bunter.

“Did you worle that oubt-in your
head '™ askod Peter Todd, *What a
bram 1"

“Ha, Ln, ha!"

“Well, I'm sorry for poor old

Froggy,” said Bob, “and sorvier still
for that sporteman, if they get hin !

But what abou$ tea, you men? Any-
body Iu.m%ry?"
“What-ho !"

. The Fameonz ive headed for the

etairs.  "Thevy were interested in

Froggy's disasler, but even more

na !ﬂs !:than&sumhml
moment, 3 hand from the bed reached for Bunter and closed in a grip of steel on his fat neck,

EVERY SATURDAY

{he ne

o o e

atly folded clothes on the chair. At the sams

“ Qoocooogh ! ™ gasped the

* You Iat'eaded freak—'' came Skip’s voice.

interested in tea, after an afternoon in
the sesa breezes.

Skip, however, did not follow them
Up.

Harry Wharton glanced back over the
banistars. 2

“Coming up to feed, Bkip "

“I think I'd better go and see
Mosspo,” mnswered Bkip. * He told mo
to comae to his study after tea. We
ain't had tea yet, but it's past tea-time,
so I think I'd better go.' ]

“Buck up, then, and don't let him
keep you too l-nn%‘, I dare say he won't
be teeling fearfully keen on extra toot
gfter the whitewash.*

Bkip made his way to - Masters
Passage with & rather worried brow.

Only he knew the identity of the wild
end reckless ragger who had white-
washed the French master—and it was
a secrek locked deep in his breast, Even
tg g}:m Co. he had not breathed a word
of it.

o waa not to blame for Coker's wild
and woolly proceedings. But he had
bLieen concerned in the rag, though un-
willingly and unavoidably., It was &
littla on his conscience, and he would
have preferred not to interview
Monsienr Charpentier just then. How-
ever, he had to go, and he went.

“Mon Diew! BMais ou—ou—out" ha
heard Mossoo mattering as he tapped
and opened the door. ' Comment? Je
ne sais rien !

Monsieur Charpentier wae bending
down, looling under his armchair,
evidently, as rthe Bounder had said,
in gearch of something. His eost-tails
stuck out ns ho bent, giving him a queer
resernblance to a parret. He muttered
and mumbled in distressful tones as he
seanted  the carpet under the arm-
chair,

“If yon pleasze, sir—" paid Bkip.

Mossoo bied noticed neither the tap

nor the opening of the door. But he
whisked round as 8kip spoke.

“Mon Dieul Vat is itg" he snapped
irritably.  Home worry, it was e‘lfur,
was on Mossoo's l'mruflr+ snd when he
waa worried he snapped.
come here, Skeep?
pourguoli”™

“You told me to come after tea, sir,”
seid Bkip meekly. Evidently, in his
stress of mind, the French master Lad
forgotten that. “You told me to leave
my book 'ere, sir, and come back after
tea; yon was going over that there
translation with me, sir—"

“Mais oui, oui, mais—non! Non!
Tako ze book snd go, Skeep! Now I
am worry—I lose somezing—ije cherche
I search—I hunt—go avay viz you &t
vunce—anozzer time I go zrough wat
bool viz vou—allez-vous-en 1”

" Yessir I gasped Skip.

He picked up his “ Henriade * from
the French master’s table. With the
volumme in his hand, he stepped to the
door—but he turned back.

“Pr'aps I could ’elp yon, sir, if
you've lost something,” he said. It was
really a kind offer, for 8kip was hungry
after his walk and anxious to get io
Study No. 1 in the Remove to tes, “1f
you'll tell mo wob you've lost, sir,
p'r'aps I could 'elp you find it.™

Monsieur Charpentier’s frowning face
cleared a Jittle. He waz fearfully
waorried and excited, and so far he had
searched the study in vain for the
feomezing 7 he had losk,

“Mais oni ! he said, * Zat iz a good
boyt! It is a billet de bangue, Skeep,”

“A—a what, sir?”

*On billot de banque—zat iz to gay,
one banknete—ona banknote of France.
I have him on zo table, {o put in ze
lettaire when rat I finish to write him,

(Continued on pane 16.)

Tre dacuer Lisriny.—No. 1,553,

“Vy for you
Je vous demandes,



and zen rzat ecoquin-—zat ecelerat—ho
zrow ze whitewash in ab ze vindow, and
I forget hiru, tout-a-fait!”

o I see, sir!” said Skip. e re-
membercd the French banknote he had
seon on the study table earhier in the
afternoon.

“ Zoe vindow, he is leave open—ze door
—he alio is ledve open—and ze vind
blow zat billet-de-bangue from ze table,
1 zink!™ said Monsieur Charpentier.
“Zen he lie around ze study, but I do
not find him! You shal help me find
zat billet-de-bangque, mon garcon.”

“Certainty, siv!” said Skip,

He dropped the * Heoriade ™ in his
weket—little deeaming that by so doing

¢ made it impossible for the billet-de-
banque to be found.

Then he set induxtrim.m'i_y tn work to
help the French master in the search
for the missing article.

Moszoo had been engaped on  that
search for at least a quarter of an
hour; but, as he took 1t for granted
that the bauknote had been whisked off
the table by the dranght between
window and door, it had naturally
never occurred to him to look into a
book that lay on the table,

That book was now 1n Skip's jacket
pocket, aud out of the radius of the
search.

For ten minutes or more Skip rooted
about the study, his search a good deal
more thorough than that of Mossoo—
who was hopping about excitedly, and
looking in somo places thres or four
times, and in other places hardly at all,

But the result of that search was only
to make it clenr that the billet-de-
bangue was not lying about the study.

“1It ain’ here, sir 1" said Bkip at last,

Mossoo gave an angry squeak.

“ But i1t 13 here—it must boe here '™ he
sna!;:p-ad. “Vere do yvou zink zat billet-
de-banque he go, if he is not here?”

“Bure vou didn’t pick it up from tha
table, sir?"" asked Skip. “P'raps—
ﬂ‘r’#ps yvou did, and—and forgot it,

To Skip's mind that scemed wvery

robable. It was true that there was a

raught frora door to window when
both were open, but the mnumorable
sheets of the unfinished letter still lav
an Mossoo’s hlotting-pad undisiurbed
by that draught. True. the banknote
wasg lighter in weight than tnotepaper.
But it was clearly not lying aliout the
study floor—and Skip was well aware
that Moassoo was a forgetiul gentleman,

But Mossoo, who knew that he hLiad
not picked up that banknote, and who
was getting angrier and more oxcited
cvery minunfe that the vain scarch

lasted, did not receive the sugmestion
eqimhl;.r. .

Ia glared at Skip.

“Veat!” he yapped. “Head of a
udding, vat vou say! Yoo zink zat 1
ovget—you wink I am one fool! Vati”

‘Oh, no, siv!” gasped Skip. “But—
bug—"
“Bah!  Allez-vous.en—go avay viz
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you'” snapped Monsieur Charpeniier.
“(x0 avay viz yrou abt vuncae ("

Bkip left the study, leaving Mossoo
still hopping wildly about in  vain
search, deing his hen-on-hot-bricls act
o was glad cnough to get away., He
arrived in Study Ne. 1, where the
Famous ¥ive were already at tea, took
the “Henriade * from his pocket, and
dropped 1t on the boolkshelf, and thank-
fully sat down to tea.

“I'm blooming ‘ungry !
Skip.

Aud he tucked in to lea and forgot
all about Fropey,

Ty

THE TENTH CHAPTER.

rernarked

Who Had It? -
HUD
“Yaropht"
“Hallo, haile, halle!” ex-
_claimed Beb Cherry in
astonishment,

Y Mauly 1” exclaimed Harry Wharton.

Harry Wharton & Co. came into the
Rag after teu. The sound of & boot
thudding on tight trousers met their
¢ars, accompanted by a fiendish yell
from Billy Bunter.

Neither sound was surprising ; it was
not uncomimon for Dilly DBunfer to be
Looted, and if booted he always yelled.
But it was extremely surprising to see

that it was Lord Mauleverer who had
bonted Buntor,
His  lordship,
placable of
wrathyv,

A dozen fellows in the Rag were
%ﬁjummg; the Famous Iive staved.
tly Bunter dodged round the leng

table.

Lo Ow! Beast! Ieep off ! hie roared,
‘I say, you fellows, keep that beast off |
Ow! Oh crikey! Owl”

“My esteemed and idiotic Mauly,”
exclaimed Hurree Jamset Bam Singl,
“have you lest your absurd temper for
oncefully #*

“That fat frump—" grunted Manly,

“I say, vou fellows, T was ouly saying
ihat it might be SBkip " gasped Bunter,
“I dido't say 1t was Skip; I only said
it might be !

“Do you want ancther Lick *? roared
Lord Mauleverar,

“ Beast [

“What nught be Skip®” asked Harey
Wharton in wonder.

“de!™ said 8kip, who had rcome
down with fhe Famous Five, “What
about me, you fat haz«? What wight
be me "

“Haven't you heard?™ culled out
Skinner, with a geinning face,

“Anything  happencd  while
been having tea?” asked Nugent,

“1 say, you fellows, it's Mossop—-""
gasprd Bunder.,  “ Alossoo, vour know—
old I'roggv ! I thought 1t might be
Bkip— Keep off, Mauly, yon beast 1
Bunter dodged again.

Slap gave a jup. e sapposed for
the womwent that the fat Owl of the
FHomove was alludivg to the affaiv of
the whitewash, BEkinner, whose sharp
eve was on i, noliced that startled
pump, amd winked at Suoop.  Several
olher fellowa noticed it

“You fat duffer!” said Skip. I
never chucked the whitewaszh at Frogey,
if that's what yvou mean! I wouldn't!”

“Eh? Who said vou didf" gasped
Bunter. “Who's talking sbout white-
wash? Will you keep off, Mauly, you
fathead ? I uever said it was Skip
pinched 1t, did I?' I was only just
wondering if he did,”

*“Pinched it Dok,

generally  the most
wortals, looked quite

W Ve

qxclaimed

“Pinched what?  Leave Lim to me,
Mauly; Tl give him the next.”

“Gerraway !” gasped Bunter, *“I
never said—— Yarcooocop !”

“Ha, ha, ha 1"

“For goodness’ sake, what's up now #”
exclaimed Harry Wharton, *“Can’l vou
icll & fellow what's happoned ”

*“Nothin’,” answered Lord Maule-
verer guietly. " That old ass Froggy
seems to have dropped something abous
his study when he was drenched with
whitewash, and when he went back
after gettin’ clean he couldn't find it.
That's all.”

“ Bmithy was saving so, I remember,
when we came in,’' said Bob Cherry,
“But what was 1t ho lost—as well as
Lis temper "

“He's dropped a bavknote some-
where, the old duffer!” grunted Maule-
verer, “"Now I hear that he's goue to
Quelch, yowlin® abone it 1?

“My hat! Does hie want our beak {o
gﬂ over his study on his Lands and

nees, looking for it®”

“Ha, ha, ha ™

“L msay, vou follows, a lot of fellows
hegrd him yowling to Quelch ! gasped
Bunter. “He can's find that billv-de-
lmn i

“That what 7 yelled Bob.

S Billy-de-bongt  They call banknotes
billy -de-bongs in France,” said Bunter.
“Don't you remember when we went to
France with Wun Lung in the hols wa
had billy-de-bongs—"

“0Oh, a billet-de-banque ' =ald Bob.
_;Hf:’a lost & French banknote—is that
Il T

“Ha t-hﬂught he had lost it; but as
he can't find it in his study, he thinks
it's been pinched., Of course it hasi"
said Bunter. “ Biliv-de-bongs can’t walk
away, I suppose! I don’t think you
had r,.i.I‘ Skip, old chap, But, 1 saw, did
Yot

“Ha, ha, ha !

“You blithering idjit1* said Bkip
wrathfully.
thﬁ WEIII.dI hmeani ]:l_mu é{r;:w, Fou wera

ere, old cha ward Fro SAY 80,
If you had jt— i

unter did not complete the sentence.
Lord Maunloveror camine at him from one
side, Bob Cherry from the other: and
Bunter dodged in vain, Two boots
clumped on the tightest trousers at Grey»
friars, and Bunter roored.

“ Now shut np ! suid Bob.

“Owl Beast! Wow! I never said
Skip had it!” howled Bunter. “I was
anly asking hum if he had! Can't a
fellow asl a civil question?”

“Ha, ha, ha "

“Tha blithering old ass!” exclaimed
Harry Wharton wrathfully. *“I hope
Queleh shut him wp, if he talked rot
nbout pinching 17

“Quelel looked  shirty ™ grinted
Skinner. "I saw his face.  Froggy
howled at-hinee in his study doorway—
daneing like a hen,  Frightfully excited
aver lus jolly old French banknote—
worth about sixpenee, I expect.”

“More™n that I said Bkip.  “It was
for five 'undred francs. I believe that's
about four guid I

“Oh! You know albout it, do wvou®"
griwned Skinner, “ How do you happen
to know about it, obd Lean ¥

A good many Fellows looked curiously
at Skip. His face reddened.

“'"Course I know about it, as I seen
it 1" he snapped. “Tt was lving on his
blooming table when I went to his sty
this arternoon, that’s 'aw, and I see 1t
thera! I s'poscd ho was going 1o put it
into the letter hie was writing—lwt [
‘appened to sce it there™

4



"That was hefore Frogegy got the
whitewash, [ supposei? asked Harry.

“Yes:; he pgot the whitewash soon
arter, though!” said 8kip, his colour
deepening. “And when I went io hnn,
arter I come in with éﬂu blokes, he told
me it had blowed off his table, and I
‘elped him to look for it. But it wasn't
in the study—and I dessay he'd picked
it up and forgot it—like the old hasa
ha js1* ]

“You helped him
exclauned Skinner.

" Veg, I did!”? . .

“1 sav, did vou fnd it?" execlaimed
Billy Bunter. ) i

“You ‘owling idjit!” rowred Skip.
# Wouldn't T ’ave 'anded it to ‘im, if
I'd found it

“Oh! Yea! Of course! Bub—-

“Bubt what?? demanded 8kip, taking
a step towards the fat and fatuous Owl,
with a gleam in his eyes.

“Oh, nothing 1" gasped Bunter. *1
don’t think for & moment that you found
it and put it in your pocket, old chap.
Titil?" thought never ereseed my mind at
air.

“Ha, ha, ha ¥

“Oh, shut up, you fat'ead I growled
Skip.

Ho looked reund, with a crimson face.
All exes in the Rag were on Inm.

“If you blokes think—" he began
fiercely.

“Don't he an azs, <ld chap!™ said
Lord Mauleverer, “Nolbody here
fancies for & moment that you know
anyiling about Frogey's rotten francs,
I shouldn’t wonder if the banknote's
Iying on lis table all the time. He's ass
enough to put a beck on it and fancy
it's lost 1

“He is that ! agrecd Skip. “DBat 1
elped him to look, and I tell you it
wasn't m his stody, 1hat I eould see i

Ik will turn np all right, of course v
snid Harry, “It's all the fault of that
silly idiot who bunged the whitewash at
him. The old ass wouldn't have lefy it
lying about, hut for that1”

“Aay have blown ont inio the pas-
sage, if the door was open!” suggesied
Jolinny Bull

“I zay, vou fellowe, he thinks it waa
mnched—a dozen fellows hearvd him tell
tueich so—"

“Oh, shut up, Bunter !

"1 mean to say his going to Queleh
shows that hie thinks 11 was a Removo
man had it! And I beard him say that
Rhip was in lus stody

T80 did 17 said Balzover major. 1
know jolly well what Froggy thinks.
Vit I'll bet you hie finds ilie rorten thing
all vight |V

“Oh, of course!” grinned Skinner.
“ITa wouldn't have ihe nerve to make
ot thet there wasz a pincher in the
Hemove 1M :

And

“He, he, he!” from Danter.
Bnoop giggled.

“(h, slmt up, Bkinner ! growled Bob.

“My dear ¢chap, I'm only pointing out
that nobody could po:zibly suspect that
there was a pincher in the Remove.
Surely you don't think so®”

“He, he, he ¥

Tord Mauleverer crossed cver o
Skinner. Ilis lordship'e intention was
en ovident that Skinuer hastily guitted
the Rag.

But he grinned cheerfully, as he went
up to the Remove. Bkinner had not
forgotten the banging of his head
zgainst Bmiihy’s the day before; and
he was enjoying tins.

le locked into Study No. 4 in the
Remove, where he found the Dounder.

Smithy I}uitlllj' put a pink paper out
of sight as the deor apened—hbut it came

look for iti"™
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into view again as he saw thsi the
vizitor was only Bkioner.

“Heard the latest?™ asked Skinner,
grinning.

“No. Have they got the whilewash
sportsman " g

“Oh, that's ancient history | Mossoo's
on a fresh tack now,” chuckled Skinner.
“I say, Smithy, old bean, I fancy that
cad's landed at last! Froppy's lost a
French banknote——  What are you
grinning ag?"

“Oh, nothin’l Carry on |® i

“The old ass seems to have had it on
hia table, ready to put into a letter,
when he gob the whitewazh., After that,
of course, he was only thinking of white-
wash I chortled Skinner. “ﬁﬂ left tho
banknote thore, and it's gone I

“Not really 1

“Well, he says so—and, what do you
think—that cad Skip helped him to look
for it in his study. Of course, it's per-
fectly plain that he picked it up and
stuck to it. It ean't be found 1n the
sindy.”

The Bounder stared.

“¥What rot 1 he said.

*Eh 1 8kinner stared, too. ® Don't you
think so? Looks to me plain enough !
He told us all in the Rag that he'd
helped Tropoy look for it—but, of
course, he knew Froggy would shout
{hat out ! He had it all right! -It's the
boot for that slum rotter, Smithy, if it
docsn’t furn up ™

“If V" eaid Smithy,

“ Do vou think it will 1Y

“ I shouldn’t wonder." i

“Well, I should—unless it furns up n
Skip's trousers pocket!™ said Bkiuner,
and he went on up the passage, leaving
the Bounder laughing.

————y

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Under Suspicion !

INGATE of the Sixth, when he
gaw lights out for the Remove
that night, was seen to give
Bkip & very keen and eurious

look.

Many Remove fellows were Jooking at
him curiously, too.

Skip was very subdued.

Lord Mauleverer made it a point fo
gpralk to him in the dormiitery. Harry
VWharton & Co. followed his lordship’s
cxample.

But the walf of the Remove hardly
answered. .

He turned in silently, and the captain
of Greyiriars put out the light, and leit
the Lower Fourth to repose.

There was a buzz of voices from bed
to bed after the prefect was gone. But
Bkip's voice was not heard.

TII?:E hapless waif of thoe Remove was
deeply disturbed and despondent.

He was under suspicion in his Form.

Thrice since he had becn at the schoel
suspicion had fallen on him—each time
caused by his enemy, the Bounder, and
cach time proving to be a mistake. On
the last oceasion, Smithy had been
riven a flogring by his headmaster, as
a severe hint to make no more such
mistakes. Ifad the present affair been
connected in any  way  with tho
Bounder, ne fellow in the llemove would
have heeded it—not even Skinner. It
wortld have been taken for granted that
Smithy had been playiog the goat
again.

But that was not the ease. Thae
Boundar--s¢ far as anybody knew, at all
events—had nothing whatever to do
with the matter,

The sccusation-—for it amounted to
one—came from Alonsieur Charpenticr,

17

who could not be supposed to have any
ill-feeling for tho waif of Greviriart—
who bad, indeed; shown him kindee:s
On WARY OOCasions, o

Everybody koew, by this time, that
Moesoo had rushed to Mr. Quelehs
study, in a state of great excitement,
about that missing billet-de-bangue. He
had “yowled,” as Mauly expressed it, in
the hearing of many ears, hefore Quelch
got_ him into the study and shut the

G,

Many fellows expected that Skip
would he sent for by hiz Form-master,
or by the Head. But lie had not becn
sent for. :

Once, at least, Mr, Quelch’s faith n
himy had been shaken, Bub it was not
to be shaken again easily.

So far, nothing further had trans.
vired; but it was known that Bixth
‘orm prefects had been sesrching
through the French master's study, and
up and down the passage on which it
opened-—obviously for the billet-de-
banque.

Equally cbviously, they had not ene
ceeded in Anding it, or the fact would
have been announced at once.

The Frenech banknote
missing !

That was how tha matter stood when
the juniors went to bed. It could not,
of eourse, be left st that; and every
fellow wonderad what was going to hap-
pen on the morrow,

Skinner had no doubt who had bad
that French banknote.  Other ‘Eellnws
wondered whether Skinner was right.

In =uch a case, 1t was inevitable that
suspicion should turn ugun tha fellow
who had been & pinchor before he came
to Greyfriara. :

Skip knew thet; he was too eensible
{o resent what was inevitable, and his
licart was heavy.

But that was not all, for everyons
knew that Skip had helped the French
master look for the mssing billet-de-
banque,

Plzainly Mossoo suspected that he had
fonnd it.

But it scemed that Mr. Quelch did not
agree, as he had taken no steps in the
maeiter beyond reguesting the prefects to
make an extensive search, and had not
cven questioned 8kip on the subject.

Neither did Skip's frienda in the
Remove Bgree. roggy could think
what he liked, liko the old ass he was;
but fellows who had come to know Skip
well, and to trust him, were not golng
to lose faith in him.

Other follows, however, doubtéd.

It was rather a surprize to the Form
that the Bounder had nothing to zay on
the subject.

It was expected, as o mattor of course,
that he would jump with both fcet, as
it were, at a chanee like this,

Instead of which Vernon-Smith ex-
pressed no opinion on  the subject,
though it was quite clcar that he ‘was
amused. .

“The old ass1” said Beb Cherry, for
tha umpteenth time, after lights out.
“Everybody knows what an_excitable
old pander Froggy is. Just like him to
gi:-[ oif at the deep end sbout nothing &t
all 1>

“Five hundred francs isn't nothing to
Froegy,” remarked Skinner. *“He
could get a new coat with that. l1le
needs one | 1

“Oh, shut up, Skinner "

“Well, it's « lot to him,” argued
Skinner. * His dear relations in Frence
will miss it if thoy don't pet it. That's
whero it was going, of course. He
wouldn't have French money for any-
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thing ¢lve. He can't be expected to lose
it and keep mum.”

“It's not lost, fathead|” growled
Johnny Bull., “The old ass has laid it
somewhere and forgotten where.”

"He's ass enough {” said Peter Todd.

“Might have done anj'tlu'ng when he
got that whitewash,” said Tom Redwing.
“1I don't suppose he knew,.what he did.””

“It's sure to turn up,’” said Harry
Wharton “Bound to! But even if the
old ass thinks it's pinched, it's like his
cheek to start on the Remove.”

“Is 111" asked Skinner.

“Yes, 1t isl” snapped Wharton.
“From what I hear, ha was two or three
hours cleaning off that whitewash, It
way Just before tea when he went back
to his study—when Smithy took in his
lines. Well, if the French banknote was
left lying thero all that time anybody
might have pinched it—if it's been
pinched at all! Like his cheek to faney
it was a Remove man [

“Wazmn't it & Remove man helped him
look for it ¥ chuckled Skinner. “That's
the Remove man he's got his jolly old
optic on 1

“If 1t
Bneop.

“It will turn up 1" snapped the cap-
tain of the Remove,

“Well, if it doesn't—"

“If it doesn't, every man at Crey-
friars is as much under suspicion as any
other man !" said Harry, QT
to his study I should have offered to help
him look for it, the same as Skip did.”

“SBa would any fellow,” said Bob, *1I
koow I should.”

“And 1,” said Nugent.

** Oh, you fellows are above suspicion,”
sald Skinner. * Mossoo wouldn't have
fancied vou had it. Circutnstances alter
cases, my beloved earers !

“What do you think, Smithy ¥ asked
Hazoldene,

But there was no teply from the
Bounder. He had not jeined in the dis-
cussion, and bad apparently gone to
sleep.

Smithy, a3 a matter of fact, was not
asleep. He was grinning, in the dark-
ness, as he listened to the talk of the
Remove fellows,

It had not ocenrred to him, when he
hid the billet-do-bangue in the book on
Mossoo's table, that Skip would eome
into the matter at all.  He had been
thinking of worrying and distressing
Mosson, and had, at the time, quite for-
gotten his enemy in the Bemove.

But this unexpected ontecome amused
the Bounder.

He was not lileely to back up Skinner's
view, a5 he fully expected the search for
the baukrote to reveal it, szooner or
later, in Mossoo's own study. Indeed,
he had litile doubt that it would be
found that evening.

He was utterly unaware that the bealk
in which he had placed it belonged te
Ship, and that Skip had taken it away.

S0 far az Smithy knew, that book was
still on Maossoo's study table, with the
billet-de-bangue in i1t, and he locked
forward with enjoyinent to the utter dis-
comfiture of Mossao when his precious
banknote was found in bis own study,
and he had to confess that he had
caused alfl this tremendous fuss for abso-
lutely nothing.

“What do you think, Bkip " went on
Hazel, as there was no veply from the
Bounder. “Where do you think ther'll
find that French banknote?"

Skip, hke Bmithy, remained silent.

Two or threa fellows chuckled at
Hazel's question, but there was no
answer from Skip.
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“0Oh, Bkip doesn't kuow 1" chortled
Skinoer. Y He hasn't the foggiest idea
on the subject, have you, Skipi"

No reply.

LA ! 5&3'. Tou guna to sleep, Bhkipl”
squeaked Billy Bunter.

Silence from Bkip. He was very far
from sleep. He was not likely to sleep
easily, in the circumstanees. But that
obvious fact did not cceur to Billy
Bunter's fat brain.

“I eay, you fellows, now hLe's gone to
sleap Fli tell vou what,” said the fat
Owl, sitting up in bed. “Let's get that
banknote.

e ot i o

nmeat, he's got 1t in his ef, you

know, " said Bunter. “I saﬁrmﬁkinner,
vou look in his pockets for ir,"

“You fat idiot ' howled Bob Cherry.
“8hut up !

“Oh, really, Clicrry—"

“You frowsy frump!” said Harry
Whartan.

“¥on ean call a fellow names,”™ said
Bunter, “but I think it's a jolly good
idea! He may hide it to-morrow whera
it can't be found, now ha knows that
evervbody knowsz he's got it. You
fellows see that **

“Ha, ha, hat" howled Skinner.

I say, don't make a row and wake
him up, Skinner! I'm jolly well poing
to get that billy-de-bong while he's
asleep.”

There was & creak of a bed. Bunter
was getting out.

“¥ou blithering owl!” roared Bob
Cherry.

”Tguleh old ehap! You'll wake him
up ™

“Ha, ha, hat"

Mobody but Bunter supposed that Skip

was azleep.  Bunter, however, had no
donbt aboubt it. Ha rolled out, and
stepped 1o Skip's  bedside. Skip's

clothes lay neatly folded on a chair, and
8 fat hand reached to them.

At the same moment a haod from the
bed reached for Bunter. That hand
clozed in & grip of steel on his fat neck.
t‘_‘}?‘ f]nm}umghl” gasped the startled

Wl

"You fat'eaded freak!™ came Skip's
voies, o

“0Oh eriker ! e aun't arleep |

“Ha, ha, ha !V

“0w! Yow! Legromy neck! I—I
say, Skip, old chap, leggo! T wasn't
going to look for thut Dbilly-de-bong—
yaroooh I

Bangl

There was a sound of a fat head eol-
liding with o bedstead. A fiendish howl
rang through the Hemwove dormitory.

Bang, bang!

“Yow-ow-ow | Yﬁﬂ-hﬂﬂfl[ Leggo! I
sav, vou fellows, make him leggo!l I
cay, I—I nevar thought that b ly-de-
bong was in yonr—yooo-hooop !—pocket,
Skip, old chap! I—I was only going to
look to—to make sure 1t wasn'tl I—I
mean, I wasn't going fo look at alll [
s y—yargocop !

Bang !

“Yoo-hooo-hooon I roaved Bunter.

“Ha, ha, ha!™

Bump |

Billy Bunter rolled on the floor.

“Ow! Wow! Deast! Yow-ow-owl
Oh evikey 1

“Ha, ha, hat"

Billy Bunter crawled baclk into bed,

The discussion went on for some time
before the juniors fell asleep; but Billy
Bunter fook no further part in it
Bunter was busy rubbing his damaged
head, grunting and groaning, and his
snore was wnusually Iate in waking tha
gchoes of the dormitory.

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Up to Coker!

ORACE COKER of the Fifth
Form walked in the quad in the
morning with a frowning brow.

Several fellows neticed that
deep frown on Coker’s manly brow, and
noticed, too, that he had a cricket stump
under his arm. Something, it seemed,
had stirrpd the wrath of the great
Coker, and somebody wasz doomed to
vengeance. Clearly it was for some-
body's benefit that Horace had tucked
that ericket stump under his arm,

He bore down on the Famous Five of
the Remove when they came out afler
breakfast.

“Where 1z he ¥ demanded Coker.

Harry Wharton & Co., beholding
Coker approach, with a frowning brow
and a ericket stump, lined up, ready for
war. But it appeared, from his ques-
tion, that they were not the objects of
Coker's wrath.

“Hal Who!" asked Havry.

“That young rascal ! hooted Coker.

“Looking for a Fifth Formn madt”
asked Bob Cherry.

“Eht No, you voung assl That
young scoundrel 8kip ! hooted Coker,
“I'm going to thrash huin 1" )

“You're going to thrash Skipt”
ejaculated the captain of the Remove.

“Veas, Where is the young villain®"

“What the thump——" exclaimed
Nugent.

The Famous Five regarded Colker
with wonder. It was Coker who had
brought Skip to the school, in the firsk
place—Coker who was his benevolent
?mtm:tcrr. though it was true that he
orgot his protege oftemer than he re
membered him. Why the vials of
Coker's wrath were to be poured ouk
on Bkip was quite a mystery to the
chums of the Remove

“Where i3 he?” demanded Coker.
“Have they shoved him in punny ¥

“Eh? Nol Why—"

“He's not sacked yet, is he ¥

“Backed? Nol hat—-=>"

“Well, where is he?” hooted Coker.
“I warned him, fair and square, that
I'd thrash him every time he started
pinching. I see now that I haven's
thrashed him enough! Where is he "

“Oh1? pasped Harry. “You silly
asg I

“¥ou howling chump!” roared Dol
Cherry.

“0Oh, there he is!” Skip came out of
the House, and Coker spotted him. He
rush geross to the waif of the
Remave. “0Oh, bhere vou are!” he
roared. .

“¥Yes, "ere I am 1* eaid Bkip, starinz,
“What— Ol crikey! Leggo! Gous
mad, you silly bhass? O, my 'at!”

Coker, with hia left, ﬁraspnﬂ. Skip'a
collar. With his right, he laid on the
cricket stump. It fairly ramg.

Blkip was a great fightinganan in hia
own Form. He had knocked out Bolsover
major and beaten the Bounder., But hw
was of little uze in the grasp of the
hig Fifth Former. He stroggled, and
voared, LAt

Whop, whop, whop ! Coker laid it on.

“You voung rascal! he goasped, o3
he whopped. *I warned you!” Whop!
“1 told you what to expect if you took

to pinching again I Whop! “I haven't
thrashed you enough!” Whep! “I'll
meke u for i mow!™  Whop,
1.1}_]11: S o, where's that banknote
o roggy's 1

hop | .
“Ow] Leggo!” yelled Bkip. “Yom
gilly 1djit! Wow ! Leggo!™

h whop,; whop |
“Yc?i.tt}jymmg rascal [™ roared Coker,
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Skip's face was burning as Trotter took up the French book and shook it. Nexi moment, there was a general sp In the

study as an engraved slip of paper dropped from the leaves.
gave almost a yell.

“ Hand over that banknote at once, and
I'll take it back to Lrogey!” Whopl
“T'lN gee if T can get hom to let you
off 1 Whop!l “I'll tell him l've
thrashed you!™ Whep! " Where's that
banknote 1"

Whop ! :

"Yaraoh! "Kip!” velled Skip.

The Famous Five rushed up.

They collared Coker. and by main
forea dragged him off Skip. .

Coker =at down on the guad with a
beavy thud, )

“Owl Yow! Wouw!” pasped Skip,
wrigeling, " You #illy lhassl Who's
got any old banknote, you bleoming
wdjit? Wow ! Yousilly fot'ead ! Wow 17

“You've pot it 1” reared Coker,

"1 ain't, you blonming howl1” selled
Qkip. "I dunng anything about it, you
blinking pudden-head ! Wow I

Coker strugeled to his feet in the
grasp of the Wameus Five. ]

Beb Chorry jerked sway the ericket
siump.

“Coker, you fathead 1" gazped Llarvry
Whartoen.

“Let go, will you?” reared Coker.
“Gimme that slompl I'm geing to
thrash the young rascal for pinching !
I promized hkin I would when |1
Lrguzht him herel It's up to me |

“ It 8kip never——"

“Don't tallk vot i Think I'm going to
let him  keep Froggy's {vancs, you
young ass?” bawled Coker. 1 hronght
hitm %‘mro, didn’t IT ‘Lhink 1 brought
hitn hers 1o pinch? I'm poing to make
him  take that hanknoto back o
Frogay, atd thrash him [er pinching
14

“1 ain't pinched it1? seiled Skip.

“l've warned you not to tell lics,
you young rascall 'l give you a fow
extra [or thatl Cive mee that stump,
Cherry, yvou cheeky voung sweep |

“Pll mive you tha stump ” gasped
Bob., “Raoll lim over, you men i®

“What-ho 1™ pasped Nugent.

Coker of the Fifth was flattenced down
in the quad. VFour members of the Co.
stood on him to keep him there. Then
ok Chorry gave him the stump.

He gave it to him hard.

Coker, pinned down under four pairs
of Lools, equirmned wildly. He roared.
Ho yelled. He hawled. But the
whacks of the ericket stump came down
hard and fast on Coker's trousers.

“You silly ass!” said Bob Cherry.
Whop! “8kip doesn't know anything
about Fropgy's frapcs!® Whopt “1f
you had tho sense of a bunny rabhit,
you'd understand that1” Whop, whop!
“Take that, van frabjous ssa? Whop!
“And that, vou burbling bandersnateh 1™
Whoep!l  “And that, you jalbeving
jabbherwock I

Whop, whop, whap, whop ]

Coker roared 85 he took them,

Skip fooked on, wriggling. [Ie had
had somo severe whope before Uoker
waa eollared. 1ot his whopping, com-
pared with Celer’s, was as moeonlight
unte sunlight, as water unto wine. Hob
had a muscular arm, and e put all his
muscle 1oto that whopping. ?

Horace, i his  rale  of  guide,
philosopher, and f{riend, to the woif
of the R¢wgve, felt that it was up fo
himy to thrach Lis protege whenever he
foll baek into tho ways of Hlummock’a
Alley. It had net even occorred to
Claliep's Eu:n.rm'fu! bramn that there was
5 doubt to the subject.  [le was poing
ta thrash Skip for his ewn zood, as he
had done befure.

Iint by tho time Boh Cherry had
finished, Coker was no longer thinkin
of thrashing Skip for hia own good.
Coker was feclivg fno uzed-up to think
of thrashing anyhody.

“There 1" gasped Babh  lreathbessly.
“T'm tired! T UCaker wants any more,
one of you fellows take a iurn with the
stump.’

“ What——"" exclaimed the Head. Monsieur Charpentier
“Cest ca ! C'est Io billet-de-banque ! Volla | ¥

“Fsa, ha, hal"

“Do you want any more, Coker 1#

“Yurrggh | Oh—cooccogh! ['ll smash
youl Groggeh [*

*Ha, ha, ha t"

Bob tossed tho cricket stump naway,
and the Famous Five left Coker,
EQUITTIING.

Bkip lingored.

“ Lok fere, Colker—" he said.

“Uregh! Wait till I get iy breath I
garped Coleer.

“1 never 'ad that blooming banknole

of Wroggy's!”
T Just you wait a minutel YWhere's
that ericlket stamp?”

:ﬂh' you blooming hasa ! growled
Skip.

Aﬁﬁ he eagely decided not to walt &
minnte. e followed the Famous Five,
and Coker of the Fifth was left to
equirmm and gasp.

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.,
A Startling Discovery in Study Ne. 1.
R. QUELCH had a grim brow
M in the Hemove Form Room
Lt morning.
1iis Form noted it, and were
very wary,

Salidam hiad 1tha Removoe master
locked so grim,  Beldom, indeed, had
o been so tntensely annoyed.

The unssing illek-de-bangue had not
Been found.  Meticulous search had
proved only one tl‘linﬁ definitely—that it
was not in the French master's study.

Mosson that merming was 1n o state
of jumping nerves and excilement. My,
Quelch had a profound contempt for
weople who got nervy and exeited. e
{md na uso whatever for temperamental
foreigncra.

Neither «id he believe for a singlo
raoment that the French banknete hed
been pinched. MNeobody at Greyiriars
e Maower Lipuany.—No, 1,583,
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was lisble to sftch an awful euspicion
except the hapless boy who had
bBean trained in Slummock’s Alley by
Barney the Binger

But Mr. Quelch had come to trust
that boy, and he was not going to with-
draw his trust. Br. Quelch took the
view, and was determined to keep the
view, that 8kip wes now an ordinary

normal member of his Form. He

refused to listen to e charge of theft
against one of his boys. Not without
absolute proof would be admit even the
poasibility.

But the matter was now passing out
of Mr. Queleh’s hands

Monsicur Charpentier ktnew that the
hillet-de-bangue was gone. He wanted
it back. Bkip of the Remove had had
ample opportunity to take it—and Bkip
hmf been a pincher before ha came
to the school. That made it all zeem
clear enough to Mossco, and, as Mr.
Quelch refused to act in the matter, the
¥rench master had gone to the Head.

It was intensely exasperating
Queleh. o

Angry and irritated as he was, he
made 1t & point that morning to be
specially kind to Bkip. That was in-
tended to make it clear to the whole
Ferm that he did not even remotely
ghare the French master's distrust.

But even Mr. Quelch, though he
refused for one moment to entertain the
guggestion of theft, could not suggest
what had otherwise become of the
billet-de-bangque Undoubtedly it was

to

ne.

The headmaster, of course, had no
choice but to take blé}; the matter when
Mossoo placed it ore_him. Mossoo
hed demanded & search—which Mr.
Ciueich had angrily refused, but which
the headmaster had conceded

All that Quelch couid do was to
decline te have any part or parcel in
that search, and to maintain an atti-
tude of indignant disdain.

His obvious beliel in Skip had an
effcct on the Remove. On the other hand,
the guestion remained unanswered,
where was that French banknote?

Skinner had no doubtl It was in
Bkip's pocket, snd next half-holiday he
was going over to Lantham to change
it into English money there. And more
fellows, now, were inclining to Skinner's

nl;:ininn—thnu _they were surprised
that Vernon-3mith expressed no such
OpItiodn.

The Bounder, who had hitherto been
amused, was growing puzzled. He had
taken it for granted that such a search
of Mossoo's study would reveal the
French banknote in the book, and that
Froggy in co uonee,  would  be
covered with confusion: held up to ridi-
cule &8s an cxcitable old donkey whe
had howled out accusations of theft, on
no groutds whatever,

But it had not been found yet—which
rather perplexed the Bounder. Still, he
had no doubt that it would be found
gooner or later—and the longer this
trerpendous fuss went on, the biggoer
fool Frogey would look when it was
found.

Ag for the fact that Bkip was under
sugpicion, the Bounder cared nothing at
all for that. ]

The fellow was, in hizs fixed belicf, o

incher—as bad as he had ever been.

f he was suspected, he was only sus.
peeted of being what he was—in Smithy's
opinion. Besides, the suspicion would
die away, of course, when that billet-de-
banque turned up in the French master's
study and 1t was known that it had never
been pinched at all

The Bounder had never expected the
effair to go to this length, with the Head
dragged into it. But ho was not dis-
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pleaced. The more tremendous the fuss,
more overwhelming for Mossoo,

when the facts were known.,

. When third school was over that morn-

1ng in the Remove-reom, the Form was

not immediataly dismissed.

All tho fellows knew that there was
something  to  follow: something
evidently in connection with Froggy's
banknote. Quelch’s face, which had been
grim all the morning, was now like a
gorgon’s.

The Form-room door opened after the
Remove had been  waiting ond
wondering for about five minutes. |

T'ho Form rose respectfully to their
£e:at, as the headmaster entered.

There was a thrill all through the
Remove at the sight of Dr. Locke. The
climax was coming now.

Monsieur Charpentier stood st the

doorway. He did not enter, but waited
thera.

Mr. Quelch elaboratelr took no notice th

of him, fixing his eyes upon his chief.
e O e hed agai
r. Queleh ¥ He coughed again
“Monsieur Charpentier demands, and I
cannot see how I can refuse, a search
for the banknote missing from his study.
You have no objection #*

“1 have m very strong objection, sir!"
eazid Mr. Quelch, distinetly., "I regard
the suggestion as a slur upon my Form 1"

*ilem ! But in the circumstances—.”

“In the ecircumstances, sir, having
stafed my objection, I have nothing mora
to say, czcept that I beg your permission
to have nothing whatever to do with any
suc:hqsnamhf’ o - N

" Quia  so, r. Quelch, gquite sol
eaid tho Iead. "? will conduct it

ergonally,  This matter cannot, un-
ortunately, rest where it is. Bkip I

" Yessir ' mumbled Skip.

“"You will follow me to vour study.
Other bovs who share thé study with you
had bhotter come also.”

Wharton and Nugent followed Skip
from their places. Dr. Locke majes-
tically left the Form-room: Mossoo
whisked along with him, and the three
juniors followed.

When they  reached the Remove
passage, Trotter was found, waiting at
tho door of Study No. 1. The House
page was to make the search of that

study wunder the headmaster’s super-
vision.
Dr. Locke entered Study No. 1—

Mossoo whisked in after him: Wharton
and Nugent and Bkip followed, and
‘Trotter brought up the rear.

Tha captain of the Hemove pressed
=kip's armt.

“Buck up, old man!" he whispered.
“1t's all vight ¥

“Right as rain, old fellow !
miurcd Nugent.,

Skip nodded. He could not speak.

“Ekip!” said the Head, gquietly and
nok u:uEinﬂ!}*. “I regret that you are
under suspicion of having purloined a
hanknote from Monsiear Cﬁarpanhiur'n
study, Have you anything to say to me
before a search is made here ™

“Unly that I ain't touched it, sicl"
mumided Skip.

“T trust vot, I frost not 1" said Dr.
Tocke, * Monsicur Charpentier, you
are slill of the opinion that this boy
purloined the banknote'”

It was clear that the whole matter was
extremely distasteful fo the Head,

Monsteur Charpentier made execited
geslurns,

“Vat can I zink, sare " ho exclaimed.
#Zar billet-de-bangue, he is gone! He
15 in my study—but he i3 gona! Zat
Skeep vas zere—no ozzer hoy vas zere |
Yuuce he has been a zief! Vat can I
zink "’ . :

“Trotter, kindly scarch this boy's
pockets”

“Yes, s

* mur-

Skip’s face was burning, as he wag
searched. Wharton and Nugent stood in
silent distress, [t was a painful scens
for all concerned, Trotter, obviously
did not like his task., But he did it
carefully and thoroughly. The result
Lv:s that it was clené:& that the billet-de

ue was not on 8ki
“Wharton 1 ¥

“YEH, gip 1" .

"Please point out to Trotter any
recepiable in this study that does oot

elong to you or Nugent.”

“Only that desk of 8kip's, sir—-."

“ Pleage examine the desk, Trotter.™

The desk was examined, without result,

Monsieur Charpentier breathed hard
through his nose. But the Head, un-
palatable as his task was, was the man
10 I—feﬂ through it with the hness.

E glanced at the boolkshelf.

Whose books are these?” he asked.
**All thres of us have some books
ere, gir '’ said Nugent.

“No doubt! Wharton, kindly take
any books belon ing to 2kip, and place
them on the table,

Harry Wharton looked along the book-
shelf. He selected three volumes—s
geometry book, a “Henriade,” and o
‘Modern Boy's Annual “—all that be-
longed to S8kip. The three volumes were
placed on the table.

those  books,

“Kindly examine
Tr'ffr“er‘";h k the book
otter shoo try book—with

no result, Ha'picied up the French
book and shook it. And as he shook the
* Henriade,” there was a genoeial gasp in
the study, a3 an en rmfege slip of paper
dro rom the leaves,

¥ What—" exclaimed the Head.

ii'dﬂnmeur Charpentier gave almost a
yell.
“‘F'ﬁt ezl C’est le billet-de-banque!

o1l E

The IFrench master grabbed the pa?er
that had fallen from Bkip's book. He
held it up for all eves to see. It was a
French banknote for five hundred fraucs |

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
SAY, you fellows!"
“Hallo, hallo, hallo!™

T whﬂt""_”

Form-room, when Harry Wharton and
Frank Nugent came into the gquadrangle.
Thero was a rush of the fellows to incet
changed looks. ]

“What's up?” exclaimed Johnny Ball,

' For goodness’ sake,'" exclaimoed Bolby,
like that? What's happened?”

“Where's Skipt"

“What's the row?
him?®"” squeaked Billy Dunter, in great
excitement. “1 say, did they find 3t on
him **
a deep breath. e could read the truth
in_the faces of Wharten and Nugent.
“They've got him 1"

A Thupderbolt for Smithy !

Hl
The Remove were out of Lhe
themn—and all eyes noted ab once their
enxiously, “ why are vou fcllows lookiug
“ 1 say, you fellows, have they copped
* Copped, by gum " said Bkinner, with
“Will you fellows tell us what's hap-

}‘:&‘nrd up in the studies!™ a:ked Lord
Mauleverer, very ouicily,
“They — thoy—" Wharton =stam-

mered, " Uhey—they fouud the Lank-
notg——"
“Not in your study

“Y¥es!"

“Oh, great Eaﬂ[ Bui how—"

“Tn o book,” waid Frank ™Wozxesk, in
halting tones. “In—in a book that
belongs to Skip—one of his French

bools 1"
Mauleverer stared blankly.
“You saw it?"
(Continued on page 22.)
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“Yez, we saw it

“Where's Skip?”

“Gone with the Head teo his studw,
1 believe,” muttered Harry., * It—it's
ghastly. d nover have belicved——"

“YWhat did he have to say when they
found it¥"  asked Peter Todd.

“He said ho hadr't tduched 11"

O said Teddy.

“It got into his F}rre::mh hook withont
his touchiug 1t?"* asked Skinnor.

YWharlon mads no reply to that, Ile
wgs untterly knocked over by the une
expected and startling discovery n his
study.

"1 say, you follows, I jolly well knew
151" eaid Billy Bunter. ] say—"
“1 fancy wo all knew it, only rome

of ua wouldnt admit that we did!" g

grinned Skinner.

“But—" gaid Boh Cherry help-
lessly. “In—in his French book, did
you say? Dut how—unless he pinched
yi—"

“In his °Henriade,”” said Harry,
“ and—and—and it seems that he lad
that book with him yesterday, in
Mozsoo's study, when he was helping
Frogey look for the banknote.”

“Oh!” gasped Bob.

“TPretty deep of him,” said Skinner.
“He picked up the note and parked it
in the book But what an ass to leave
it thera! I sup he never guessed
they'd go through his books.™

“Couldn’'t havel” said

mejor,

“But what & Lhttla beast!” eaid
Russell. “Why, I camo jolly near
punching Skinner's face for making out
that Skip had it{ And he had it all
the tine ™ .

“Had hei” gaid Lord Mauleverer.
3 “Hadn't he, fathead?” asked Hazel-

enn.

Mauleverer openod his lips—and shut
them egain. On previons occasions,
when Bkip had been under suspicion,
Mauly had refused to be convinced-—
a_m:ll it had been proved that Mauly was
right.

ut even Mauly did not know what
to gay now, 'This was no malicions sus.
picion of the Bounder's—there was no
suggestion of malice or enmity in the
matter at all. It was & shock and a
surpriso for everybody concerned.

Bo far ay appoarance went, a bank-
note had been lying asbout Mossoo's
study. Skip had helped hin look for
1it—anr it had been found in a hoal
that Skip had had in his possession
while he was looking for it

The facts epoke for themselves—or
scerued to do go, at all events.

“What did the Head sav i asked
Johnny Ball.

“Only told 8lap to go  with him,”
answercd Ilarry.  “I could see 1n his
face what was coming. of course.”

“The sacki” asked two or lhree
Yio1ges,

“What clse®®

“Weo den't want thicves here,” said
Bkinner. 1 wonder what Queleh will
say to thiz? ile was sticking up for
that pivcher”

“It will be a knock for old Queleh 1™
said Ogilvy

“It's 8 knock for all of us, I think,”
said IHarry., “1 can hardly bglieve it
now. I couldn’t belisve my eyes when

Bolsover

I szaw that rotten bankuote—in Skip's 8k

book, in my study.”

Tiovd Mauleverer drew a deep breath.

“I can't believe it.” he said—"1
can't! And [ jolly well won'tl There
rnust boe some lanation »

“Goodness knowa, I'd like to hear it
if there was!™ said Harry, “The kid's
been  suspected  before—if  anvthing
Tre Maicusr Lisnary.—No, 1,553,
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happened, he was bound to be, in the
circumstances. But he was cleared all
right. But this—"

“I'm not gein' to belicve that Skip
hafged that mouldy thing, unless he
tells me so himself I said Lord Maule-
vercr. “It's rot, I tell you—rot! I
won't believe apything of the kind!™

“Where's Bmithy? asked Bkinner,
looking round. “Smithy will be glad
to hear this! It's what he's said all
along 1"

The Bounder was not in the erowd
that had swrrounded Wharton and
Nugent to ask questions, He was not
interested in the outcome of the search
in Btudy No, 1—knewing, as he fancied,
that the billet-de-banque was in the
rench master’s study all the kime.
He was strolling under the elms, with
& grin on his face, when 8Skinner
spotted him, and rushed up with the
news. Smithy was still amused by the
“much ado about nothing " that was
golng on.

“Smithvy I” Bkinner camo up breath-
1255]6'. “They'vo got it 1"

“Grot the missing goods 1 grinned the
Bounder.

*Yes—hidden in a book 1”

Vernon-Smith laughed. He supposed,
for the moment, that the h:lﬁt-t-dn;--
bangue had beenr found at last, where
he had left it, in a book on the French-
master's study table.

. “They've been o long time spottin’
it 1" he remarked, * By gum! The
Head will comb Froggy’s hair for him,
for makin' all this fuss!”

He laughed msgain. The prospect of
Froggy getting his “hair combed " was
entectaining. -

Bkinner stared

“ Bl—wharrer you mean ¥’ ho asked.
“Froggy knew he had it. We sll knew
he had it!”

Smithy stared in his turn.

“What the dickens do you mean?” he
snapped. 'Who had it?"

“That pickpocket, Skip——*

“Mad?” asked tho Bounder blankly.

“Blessed if T understand you,” sad
Skinner.  “You've been making out,
ever sinee that fellow was hers, that he
was still & pincher——"

“Bo he 151 sneored the Bounder. 1
haven't altered mny opinion sbout that,
though he mnever had Mossoo’s six-
penny ha'penny banknote [

“Hut he had!” gasped Skinner.

“What the dooce do you mean? If

it'a been found mn the potty old
donkey's own study——"
“It hasn't! It's been found in

Wharton's study, you asst™

The ‘Bounder jumped almost clear of
the quad as if a thunderbolt had fallen
at his feet.

“It was in ono of the pickpocket's
books,” said Skinner.  “ It turns out
that hie had the book with him when
he was in Froggy's study yester

FL]

a e —
“What book?” pasped the Dounder.
“ Blessed 1f I know—— Oh, yes, a
French book—ho would have a French
book wilh him, of course, going to see
Froggy. Well, he had the book with
him, aud he picked up the banknote
while he was pretending to help Frogey
fook for it, and shoved 1t in tie hucﬁc.
Sce 1
The Bounder stood rooted, leoking at
inner,
Many of the Bemeove fellows had
been taken utforly aback by the dis
covery ot Mossoo's note in Study No, 1.
But Herbert Vernon-Smith waa more
than taken aback.
founded.
“What rot!" he gasped at last.
“They can't have—"
He broke off.

Ho was dumb-

- “Well, you beat me™ smid Skinner,
mm wonder.  “It's what you've been
sa}'ing all along, and now il’s happeaed
you don't setin to want to believe it
The young villain's with the Head now
—he's finished here”

“Finished hers!™  repeated
Ecunder mechamcally

“"What do you think?" grioned
Skinner. “Think the old bean would
let him sta_-f now it's proved that he's
the same old pincher ga always was?
Bet you nobody sces him here again!”

“Uh |" gasped Vernon-Smith,

“It's the hoot, short and sharp, of
course [ said Bkinmer. I daro sav
Lhey’ll go edsy with him, on account of
his upbringing, and all that? But ha
will have to go, of course! I'm jolly
glad for one! Ain’t you?”

Vernon-8mith did not answer that.

His brain was almost in a whirl. Hag
could not understand how it had hap-
pened—indeed, ho could hardly believo
that it had.

Nevar for an instant had he dreamed
of such an outcomo as this. Iow could
it have happened? Ile stared almost

tha

ﬁ-tl.i.piljl_‘t’ at Skinner.

“Amm’t you glad they've got him at
last?” asked the mystificed Skinnet.
“"You've said all alon ad

“0h, don’t be & fool I”

With that unexpected answer, the
Dounder turned away—leaving Skinner
slArIng.

Heedless of Skinner and of cverybod
and everythung elso, ¥ &rlmn-Emil:!‘z
tramped under the leafless elms, trying
to think it ont.

His faca was pale and harassed when
the bell rang and he camne in to dinner,
There was a vacant place at the
Remove table. My, Quelch, at the
head of that table, had a set face—and
Skip's place was empty.

—

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
The Going of Bkip!

i OU precious voung rascal!”

Coker of the Iifth fairly
bawled.

'EkiE looked at him.

He was in the punishment-rooin. Ie
was there, not for pumshment, but to
keep him away from the rest of the
school, until he could be scnt away
from Greviriara, Lrotter had broweht
him somo dinner there—but it Jay
almost untouched.  Bkip was moving
restlessly about the room, with & dazed
cxpression on his  chubby face, when
Cuker blew in.

Everybody knew, by thiz fiine, what
had happened. Coker had been look-
ing for, Bkip since dinoer, and, baving
learned that he was in punny, Cokor
had come thers, disreparding the {oct
that no fellow was allowed to do 0.

The door was not locked-—Bkip had
been told to remain there, and he
remnained. He had no desire 1o face s
Form. He knew what they must bo
thinking, and he thrank from facing a
crowd of scornful eyes.

“You young rascal—rotter—idiot!®
went on Ucker. “Hadn't you sonso
enough to keep straight? T haven't
thrashed wyou enpugh, 1 know!
But—"

“I never touched it!™ said Skip.

“Don't talk silly ret!” snapped
Coker. “I'vo been to the Xlead., Ho
says you've got to go. After I bothered
my Aunt Judy to land you here—this i3
how you let me down. Ain't vou jolly
well ashamed of yourself(”

Skip's lip gquivered.

“1 g'pose you can't believe mo!™ hin
sald wearily. 1 can ‘apdly believe ik
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‘! You will understand, I am sure, Skip,”* sald the Head, gnmr, “‘ that after what has happened you must leave Grayfriars,

I am sorry—deeply sorry. But a %ﬁmt boy cannot
P.

myself, if it comes to that! I know
I'm _done for* ]

“Ive & jolly good mind,” rosred
Coker, "to give you &nother pgood
hiding, you beastly little scallawag 1"

“Y don't eare much if you de,” said
Skip wretchedly, "1 don’t care much
'The blokes belicvea

“Likely 1" hooted Coker.

“Well, i you can't—and I s'posp you
can't—I don't want nothing more frou
you,” said Skip, “and I won't take
nothing, neither! You cau leave me
alone, Coker, s00? I don't want nothing
from youl

for anything now. ! Coker glarcd at him.

that I pinched thot blooming banknote  *“ You're going to be taken care of,

from Froggy. Even Tauly, 1 and kept awsy from pinching!” he

expoot—"' roared.  “P've come here to tell you
tis voice faltered. s, And if you give me any more
“¥You did pinch it!"” roared Coker, check I'll jolly well whop you here and
“1 never did ™ uow 17

“0Oh, shut up!” exclaiined Coker, in
disgust. “Thank goadness they got it
back befors you could change it, any-
how | Look here, you've got to go=——""

“I know that 1"

“But, mind,” eaid Coker sternly,
“you're not going back to picking
pockets. No more of your Slummock’s

Alley games! When I took you up,
I saad I was %ﬂing to make on honest
kid of you—

“You dona it," said Bkip—"you and
the other coveysi”

“Looks like it, doesn't 3" hooted
Coker. “I wish I'd given you a few
more thrashings now. But mind what
I say—no more pinching! You can’d
stay herc now you've been fool enough
nm{ rotter enough to throw all your
chances away. But you're not going
back to Barney, if that’s his vame—
}'ﬂu‘r? not going back to sneak-thieving
_mn £l |

1 wouldn’tr=—"'

"1°1l take jolly pood care you don't 1”
snorted Coker. “1I'm going to got my
Aunt Judy on the phone after clasa and
seo what cen be done. You're going to
ho taken care of when you leave here.
No mors pinching for you, my beauty 1"

$kip's lip trembled.

“I never dome it," he saidd. *I'd
cut off my 'and sooner! I g'pose you
cgn't beliove thet—-"

allowed to mingle with the other hoys."”
‘“That i3 all | ** exclalmed Dr. Locke.

“7 aln*t——" Regan

lave no home, and no relalives, and
you mast therciforea romain beve il
arrangemcnts are made—"
“1 never did it, sir,” mumbled Skip.
The lead did not scem to hear him.
**This is a deep disappoiniment to me
and to your Forin-master,” ho went on.
"It wi a deep disaéqmmtnmurr 10
Miss Coker, who so kindly befricnded
you on account of your service to her
nephew. Nevertholeas, I have no doubt
that Miss Coker will continue o be-
friend you
“I don't want nothinge——'

'L ] T 1] 5 7

“Ohi"  Coker _rhr{:r'f-t'_a off and zpun wm?ulgﬁfﬂdﬂhﬂ?ﬂb‘,;:}}u:?; t E:i ! L{mz:';:
round at the HMH,,}"-““ I=I=I—F ihat you Lave made efforts sinco you
cama here to—to—— j . 1. Dave been here to cast from you the
" LE“““,, this room immediately, offects of your early training.  If so,
Coker! Take a lundred linmes i“,‘: vou have failed, and yon must leave.
having come here without pennission,”  Arrsngements will be made ss soon ns

said Dr. Locke. “Not o word, Coker—
o at once ' )

lHorace Colier suppressed his feclings
—itiid went. ]

The headmaster of Greyfriars turned
fo Bkip. Iy kind old face cupressed
mora of sorrew than of anger as lo
looked at the unhoppy waif, ]

There was ne doubt in his mind; in
the errcwnstances doubt waa impossabloe.
Meither was he surprised, though he
was disappointed and deeply troubled.
Iie had hoped that a beiter training
night eradicate from the boy's mind
what he had learned in bad hands, but
that hopo had proved delusive, 1lo had
not changed lus ways, and as he had
not changed themr o had to go—Lhat
was all,

“Aly boy,” said the Hcad gravely,

“1 have only a few words {o say 1o |

vou. You will understand, I am suve,
that after what Las happened you can-
not bo allowed ie mingle with Grey-
friars boys again. Buat it is impoesible
to seud jou away ot once, as I should
do o the case of any olher boy. Yon

In the mesntinie, yvou must

pessible, :

remeain her
e paused & moment,

“¥on will not be confimed te thi=
room, Skip—you may leave it when tho
other boys ave in class. Dub vou mwst
returts to 1t before the school is dis-
nu:?ﬁd from lessons. You understand
1o

“Yessir,” muttered Bkip.

“T am nur:rEv, deep:ly garry,”  said
the Head. *But & dishonest Loy can;
not bo allowed to mingle with the other
Loya 1*

"1 ain fee—

“That is all,” said the llcad. *“Ii
1 find that you have disregarded my
instructions you will locked in~—bul
I desire to aveid that if possible.”

Ir. Locke left the punishment-voom,
leaving the door ajar. :

Skip was lelt alone again—alone wilh
his unhappy thoughts, A liitle laier he
heard the boll for clasacs. g

Mot till he was sure that all the school
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would be in the Form-roomg did he
Jeave tho Jmnmhnwnwmm, He left 1t
ut last and went down tho passage snd
down the steirs, and out into tho guad-
rangle—deserted now. He was glad fo
get out into the fresh air. )

For eome time bo wandered about in
the quad.

What had happened had had almost
a stunnivg effcct on him.  He could
not begin to understand how it -had
happencd—it scemed to him like an evil
dream. But he understood only too
clearly that he was “"done for™ at
Croyfriars—that his new life, which had
seemed too good to last, had indeed
proved so, .

Flo had to go, and bhe was thinking
g3 ho tramped in the November wind

that if he had to go, the sooner the
better.
Uoker, and Coker’s aunt, had Dbe-

ferudmi himy, but ho did not want their
Lefriending.  His cheelis burned at tho
idea of being handod over to Miss
Coker ms an unrepentant rascal who
could not be trusted to keep straight.
Never, at least, would he submit to
that. Defore the bell rang for the school
to be disiniszed ho had to return o tho

unishmoent-room, segregated like a
cper—or go |

It was bettor to go.

And when he had decided on that,
Bkip walked along the old Cloisters 1o
a certain spot he know—the spat whero
he had clambered in on the first day of
the term, when Colier had brought him
to the echool, only a few weeks, but
seeming lonp, long o to him now.
At that spot he climbed the Cloister
- wall and dropped outb on the other sidc.

When the Groyfriars IMorms wers dis-
mizsed that aftornoon no one saw Skip,
and no ono oxpected to see him. He
was supposcd to be in the punishment-
room., But Bkip was far from Grey-
friurs Bchooll

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER,

Smithy Surptises the Co.!

ET out "

Harry Wharton jumped wp
from the table in Study No 1,
his oyes flashing, as Herberd

Vernon-Sinith looked in at the doorway.

Tho Famous Five wore at tea in tho
ahr.'d)l'-a dismal tca. The happenings
of that day had clouded even Dob
Cherry's apirits.

When the Boundor looked in overy
fellow there gave him a hostile glave,
Ile had, it scomed now, been right all
slong the line, but they liked him no
better for it. Ho had always been the
enciny of the follow who was now so
hopelesely down on his luck, and if SBkip
was guilty now he had not been gutlty
on_ other occasions when the Bounder
had accused him. :

Indeed, in spite of common sense, as it
seemed, & doubt lingered in their heads
as to whether he was guilty.

0ld Mauly bad been right before,
when things looked black enough for
Bkip, Might ho not be right again—
though they had to admit that they did
not sec oven s éiny loophole of hope.

Anyhow, they did not want any of the
Bounder’s jeering or sncering, And
Harry Wharton madoe that plain as o
almost shouted at the follow in the door-
way.

“liet out!” ho repeated, his volce
rising. “You'ro not wanted here,
Nernon-Bmitht  Go snd ¢row some-
whero olse, you cad{”

_ The Bounder did not stir. Ilc stood
in the doorway, his hands in his pockets,
s sncer on his face.
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#Oh, let him crow " gaid Bob Cherry
cottemptuansly. “The chap's down
EPW,” Amithy—down and out! Jump on
1]:,1 Iy

“Might & follow speak?™ drawled the
Bounder.

“Nobody here wants to hear you,”
said Nugent, “and I warn you, Smithy,
that if you ecan't let Skip slone now
he's down and out, you're asking for
trouble.”

“And you'll pet what yvou're asking
for t* growled Johony Bull, *The
fellow's pot the boot, and he's a bebter
chap than you'd over Lhave been on the
sgne training. Leave him alone.”

“¥ou think he did it gueried sho

Bonnder,
“Wh-a-at 1"
That uestion a0 astonished tho

Famona Ilive that they slmost gazped
a5 thoy stared at Vernon-Smith.
“Don’t vou?!” stuttered Bob.

_ “Oh, my opinion isn't worth much !
jecred the Bounder., " I've always been
down en him, as you say. I've always
belioved that ho was the same old
pincher that he used to be in his jolly
old alley, and I haven’t changed my
belief. T beliove he would have pinched
that 'ronch banknote, or am-l;hing clse,
if he'd thought it safe. But—"

“ O, but 1"
Wharton.

“¥es; I can't quite make out what's
happened,” said the Bounder. ““As
you fellows know all about it, you rmaight
put me wise.  Clertainly I never ox-
pected Fmgg:i"s franes to turn up in this
study.” He laughed. T can tell you,
I thought Skinper wes pulling my leg
when he told me s0.”

“Well, they did turn up here,” snid
Harry, with a curious leok at the
Bounder.  Ho  cowld havdly make
Bmithy out,

But it was clear, at least, that Smith
had not, as they had at first supposed,
came there to *rub it in* about Skip.

Indeed, he scemed to cutertain a
doubst of his guilt, That was about the
last thing that the Famous Five would
have oxpected of Bkip's implacable
eHrmy,

“In a beok belonging te Skip ¥ asked
smithy.

“That's it—packed inside.”

“What bhook ¥¥
~ "One of his French books. e had
it in Frogey's study at the time.”

“Wo nse more than one Fronel book
it ihe Hemove, Which one ™

“The * Henriade ' 17

“Oh ! gatd the Boonder, Ho drew a
deep, dc{-{) breath. “How did Skip
comne o have that book in Iroggy's
study ¥ I saw bim when he was going,
after you fellows came in yesterday, and
he went straight to the study—he hed
no book with him then.”

“That's casily explained. Tle hLad
done & translation for Mossoo, and took
it to him—but Froggy was hus:i'(, und
told him o leave it and the book, and
Lix would go through it later, after tea.”

“8o ho left his book in IFrogpey's
sl 77

*“ Yes¥

“On the talle?”

"1 suppose so."

FIu,|“1|.1.';!.s it o * Henvipde * 3

there's o snapped

€4
L]

HAmd whon he went to Iroggy at tea-
tirne, he found bim hunting  for  his
jolly old billet-de-bangue—so Frogey
didn’t (ED through the * Henriade  with
him, after all—~

“Not likely, when he was hunting for
litz mouldy Franes*

“And Skip helped him hunt—and
whett  he  came away, he natuvally
brought the book with him [ said e
Bounder wsingly, I sec !

e =nw now, clearly—how it had
kappened.

By tho merest, sheerest chance, he had
fastencd guilf on his enemy in the
Remove, when he had only intended to
play s malicious trick cn the French
masfer.

Knowing nothing of Ship'a dealings
with Mosseo, he had never dreamed for
8 moment that it was Skip's book on
the French master's table. He had
noticed that it was a copy of the
¥ Henriade “—but Mossoo bad several
copies of that work, for uze in the
French scts, and ho had naturally sup-
posed that the one he saw there was one
of them.

Head he looked st the title-page, no
doubt he would have seen Bkip's name
written thercon: but it had not, of
course, occurred to him to do so. Ho
had Blmpli.:l opened the book and slipped
the French banknote into it, and given
it no further heed.

“What does Mauly think?” asked
Vernon-Smith suddenly.

“He thinks E-!-:i{; is D.K.—you know
old Mauly. At least, he’s trying his
hardest to think zo.”

The Bounder laughed,

“They think old Mauly an ass, in the
Remove,” he said. " 0ld Mauly nevef
thinks—he's got nothin' to do it with, I
suppose it's mtoition, or somethin’, Heo
just can’t turn a fellow down, once he's
taken him up. He may be an ass—but
he gets thore all the same, doesn’t he

“You don’t mean to say that yon
sgroe  with Mauly?” asked Harry,
puzzled.
o o Why not?” said the Bounder coolly.

Wasu't be right last time, when every
other fellow believed that that pincher
had pinched & watch from a Hip heliffe
man? Why shouldn’t he be right this
hmc]!‘l?l;} ho is—h

“I hope ho is=hope and trust that he
ist” said Harry. ‘E’%-ut—j. can't make
it out | I—I'm sorry I jumped out at
you as I did, Smithy—I—I never ex-
peected you to talk like this! Look here,
do you think—>"

“I think the fcllow is a pincher—I've
always gaid z0.”

S“Never mind that, Do you think he

inched Frogey's franesi” asked
Harry. * Never mind what he may ba
iu_general—stick to the particular(”

"Nol” eaid Vernon-Bmith. “T don't
think he pinched Froggy's francs!”

“Well, my only summer hat1” ejacus
laicd Bob Cherry, staring blankly at
tho Bounder. * Blessed if I should ﬂmu
cxpected that from you, Bmithy.”

“It's the unexpected that always
!:Eippfrna. isn't it¥" drawled the Bounder.
1

don't like the fellow any more than
did; I mean, I loathe him just as
much a3 I did; and I believe he's &
pincher through and through. But I
ton’t belicve that he touched Froggy's
francs—if you're interesled in what I
beliove.”
“But how do you account—"
"Oh, I dov't account for anythin’,
No good cxpeetin’ me to guess a thing
that beats your mighty brains!”

With that, and & light laugh, the
Bounder walked on up the Remove
pussage, leaving the Famous Five

puzzled, but feeling much more smic
able towards Smithy,

The Bounder went into his own study.
In that study, he moved about resi-
lessly, and then, estandin at  the
window, stared down mnndify into the
dusky quad.

The ifellow was going That was
what he wanted. It had come about by
a strange unlopked-for ehance—he had
never intended it, never dreamed of it,
vet his own act had caused .  What
did it matter?



The fellow was a pincher—an um-
repentant piﬂk]i-mket—l_i he did not
eteal, it was only for his safely’s sake,
and that was not homesty, but conning
~—ho whs the raszeal he had always been
-—tha Bounder refuszed to doubt that.
Let him take what was coming to him.

What did it matter—whether he was
turfed out now on an error, orf turfed
out later for actual theft—sure fo
bappen sooner or later?

; had done this—let chance
have ite way! 'The Bounder set his
lips hard! 'The temptation was too
stromg for him!

To speak out—to take a Head's flog-
ging for what he had done—to save that
rotter, that rascal, that pincher!
Likely! Let him take what was coming
—the sooner the school was rid of him,
itha better! Smithy had only to keep
silant—and he was going to keep silent !
Tempted, he fell !

Resolved on that, the Bounder deter-
mined to dismiss the whole matter from
his mind, But be did not find it easy
to dismiss,

— gtk

THE SEVENTEENTH CHAPTER.
A Friend in Need !

IS8 BULLIVANT stoppea.
In the falling November

duzk, the games mistress of

Clif House School was walk-
ing along the path over the cliffs, with
vigorous stridea. The Bull was always
v us,

he had been on one of bher lon

walks, end was geing back to Cli
Honza, when she sighted a8 schoolboy on
the cliffs, :

Her first glance at him was casual,
Her eyes, which were very keen, noted,
aven in zfm thickening dusk, that he had
a Greyfriara cap; and as the gates at
Greyiriars wers shut st dark, she was
siurprised to see him three miles from
his school, _ .

Then, as she drew nearer to him, her
eyes fixed on him with attention. Bhe
recognized the boy Skip. And she
stopped, her gaze fixed on him with
curious interest.

Apart from the fact that he was out
of achool bounds, there was something
about the boy that siruck her.

Skip was standing on the clifi path,
lesning sagainst & rugged boulder, and
gtaring, not towards the sea, but in-
Iand—in the direction in which, before
the dusk thickemed, the old tower of
Greyfriars School could be seen in the
distance, .

His face was dark and sombre—his
gaza fixed. He did not see Miss Bulli-
vant, thongh she had stopped quite near
ks

Iml

Looking his last on the school he had
left for ever, Bkip waa lost to all other
things, In the last glimmer of the dim
sunset, he had watched that grey old
tower, dim and far away; and now it
was lost in the dusl, be was still gazing
—his face so utterly downecast that its
expression might have touched a heart
of stona. )

Miss Bullivant watched him, curiousl

and com ionately. She knew o g
deal of strapge story of the waif of
Greyfriars. He had frst come to her

notice when he had saved Bessie Bunter
from the Sark—and after that, she had
intervened when Smithy and his High-
cliffe pals were ragging him—and she
had zeen him once or twice since then.

She liked the Loy, eand felt an in-
terest in him,

From what she had_ heard, he had
been making good at Greyiriars, after
an early traiming in the hands of some
rascal who had taught him lewless and
dishonest ways, If that was genuine, it

EVERY SATURDAY

was much to his credit—and the fact
that he had made friends with-the best
fellows in hia Form, looked as if it was
genuine—indeed, the fact that he was
still at Greyfriars, was as good as proof
of it, And good quality, undoubtedly,
there must be, in a boy who had rizsked
his life to save a schoolgirk g

That he was terribly down on lus
luck now, was clear at a glance. After
regarding him for a minute or two_with
a keen and seatching gaze, Misa Bulli-
vant approached him.

“Bkip ! she said quietly.

The Greyiriars junior gave a slart,
He stared round at Mizz Buollivant, and
hastily lifted hia cap. i

“0Oh!* he stammered. “ You, miss !

“Is anything the matter 7" asked Miss

Bullivant.
Yes! Nothin',

“0Oh, no!
mumbled Skip.

He had not expected to meei anyone
on that lonely path over the cliffs, in
the falling dusk. It had heen his in-
tention to disappear without being seen
again by mg eye that knew him. He
had lingered, with a heavy heart, to
look his last on that school where he
hed been, in spite of many trials,
happy—but now he wished that he had
hastened. '

His eyes gank before the pgames
mistress’ keen, searching glance, and his
face coloured painfully. They judged
him, at Greyfriars, an unrefdrmed thief
—they would think the same at_ Clif
House, when they hesrd. Miss Bulli-
vant would think so. Bomehow, Bkip
felt a hitter %ng at the idea of Miss
Bullivent thinking so.

“Come, my boy |" said the Bull. Her
voice was kind, even pentle. Her
tanned, rather grim face, was kind.

Miza Bullivant was a hefty, siwewy
young woman in the vigorous thirties,
and at CHE House Bffh& was mniu:'lired
& bit of a gorgon, any respoct er,
but few IiE&d her—and games slackers
dreaded her. There was nothing soft
about the Bull; she had -strong muscles
and strong sense, but little in the way
of feminine grace. Bul her grim face
was very kind now,

f:i’['ell me what has happened,” she
S5ald.

She thought that she could guess—
knowing what she did of Bkip. FEither
he had fallen into old bad ways, or was
suspected of having done so,

“Dh, nothin' " stammered Skip, *I
Mmearn Oh, miss, don't you think 1}
of me, when you ‘ear! I goi the boot,
but I never did it! I wouldn't go for
to tell you a lie, miss—I'd cut out
tongue soconer. 1 don’t know ‘ow it
‘appencd—but I never did 15"

Skip's voice was deeply earnest; his
eves fived pleadingly on the games
mistress’ face. '

“Thers ain't nothin® to be done,” he
went on. "I pot to go, and leava the
blokes thinking me a rotten pincher—
like I was, goodness knows, afore Coker
fook me upl I never knowed how
rotten it was then, miss—I give you m
davy, I never thought about 1t, an
never knowed. I was jest a little nipper
when Barpey the Binger took me in 'and
—"ow was I to know? Even arter I was
at the school, I never rightly under-
stood—it was jest to keep from being
kicked out, that I chucked pinching!
But I got to understand arter—and 1
tell you, miss, 1'd soomer cut off my "and
than pinch new. I 'ope, miss, as you'll
try to beliave that, if you ever romem-
ber me "

“I shall believe it 1" said Miss Bulli-
vant Hquietly. “1 believe you now,

ki
Bﬁ.i 'a dark face brightened, _
. Tﬁa‘i’ﬂ good of you, m:ssE" he said,
in & quivering voice. “It's bad enough

miss "

f lady, what'd she do with me

ing the silence.
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for the hloke: what has been friendas with
me to think fs thoy do—but I should
‘ate you {o think me a pincher !’

“%o0 yom value my opinion, Bkipf”
asked Aiss Bullivant, with a smile that
made her hard features quite good-
looking.

“Yer, miss, 1 does!” said Bkip. "I
"ardly know why,"™ he went on frankly.
“I only see vour & few times, and ]
dessay you ‘ardly remember there's such
a bloke at sll as me. Baut, if you try
to believo that I sin't a pincher no move,
miss, it won't be so 'apd on a covey.”

“Very well; I do-believe you, Bkip !V
said Miss Bullivant, *“ Now tell me whai
has happened. Why sre you here sc
late ¥7

“T—I"ve left, miss !

“You have been expelled I

“Not exactly, miss, but 1 got to go.
You see, miss, it was Coker's aunt put
me at Greylriars and the 'Ead s gowng
to 'and me over to 'er—I got nowhere
to go. But I am't going to Miss Coker.|
I ain’t got no claim on 'er, ’cept that I
stopped Jimmy the Rat from eracking
Coker's ‘ead for him—apd that ain’t
nothing ! Coker believea I done it, and

don’t went no more from "im.”

Skip gave a gulp.

“T got to keep away from the other
blokes 'cause I.ain’t fit for them te spesk
to,” he muttered. “But I ain't staying
on like that there, and I ain't going to
ba 'anded over to Coker's aun ?Er]?ll.d

ike
to knew, thinking me & ﬂ:iat too.
jest walked oul, miss, snd saved them
all the trouble I got to look arrer
myself now, and I can do it, foo, without
pinching.”

“ What are you m_;; .
et your school, 8kip1" asked Miss Bulli-
vent, “Tell me tha whole thing."

“It aint no good, missl T ain't
blaming them, mind you; they can't el
thinking what they does. Even ol
Mauly—"" B8kip's voice broke, “I-
wonder ! Buf they can’t ‘elp it, seeipg
'ow 1t looksi” : :

“Tell me!” said Mizs Bullivant. "I
shall bebeve every word you say, Skip. "

"I'm f you won'k, imiss, when

d to have done

—

eared you .
you 'ear | gaid Skip drearily,

“Tell me all the same.” .

_ Skip told her. Miss Bullivant did not
interrupt him once, as she listened with
keen attention. Her face clouded »
little. When Bkip hed told her all, she
stood stlent in deep thought.

“I koowed you couldn’t beliave me
when you "eard I muttered Bkip, break-
“'Ow could you? You
see, miss, it was there, i my book, 1
*ad the book there, in Fmggiy'a study.
The blokes was thiniing that old Froggy
inight have shoved that banknote some-
where and forgot it; but he couldn’t
have put it in my book and forgot it
*Ow did it come there? It’s enough to
make a bloke believe ‘imself that he
pinched itl But I never did, miss |

In the deepening dusk, Miss Bulli-
vant's eyes searched the boy'e troubled,

harassed face. She spoke at last.
“1 lbelieve you, 8kipl” she said
firmly.

“Heely, miss 7" psked Skip,

“VYes, really! I caonct understand
it, neither can I blame your lieadmaster
for regarding euch evidence as conclu-
sive—it is, indeed, conclusive. Nothing
could be clearer, in fact, But—="

“ But—"" mumbled Skip.

“But I believe you 1" :

“Thank you, miss!” said Skip
humbly. “I don’t reely see 'ow you

can believe me, 'cause it looks—"'

*1 do believe youl Now,” sajd Miss
Bullivant briskly, “you have left Grey-
friars. That is inevitable in the cir-
cumstances, But if there is an error in
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this matter, as I believe, the facts may
be discovered later. We must hope so,
at least. In the meantime, whst were
you going to doi"

ol my fare to London,"” said
Skip., I dessay I can get a job! I
don't care what it is, so long——" He
paused. “J "ope ou'll believe me, miss,
that it's got to be sn honest job! I
ain't going back to Barney the Binger.”

“You are not geing to London ! said
Miss Bullivant amd_&d_llg. “In the first

lace, there is & possibility of the actual
ants mmmgom light, in which case, you
tust not out of touch with your
headmaster, In the second place, you
cannot face the world unfriended end
without resources."

“But I got to go, mizs ™ said Skip.
“There ﬂi!ﬁ Dﬂthstgg else for it,” ¥

"I shall consider that!” said Miss
Bullivant. “In the meantime, you must

rovided for, X shall see to that.”

Skip's face became scarlet.

“Oh, no, no, missl” he gasped, *1
ain't taking nothing from you, miss!
That ain't what I want abt all, missl 1
ca“. t___lh

“You can’ said Miss Bollivant
calmly, “and willt For to-night, I shall
arrange & lodging for you—that iy guite
easy, To-morrow I shall call on the
headmaster of Greyiriars and discuss
this matter with I{im and ascertain
whether anything can be doue to clear
up this extraordinary tangle. Come
with me.”

" But——" stammered Skip.

. You will | bo-night at & cottage
in Pegg,” said Miss Bullivant. *You
will come with me, and I shall arvange
that. Comel”

“But—" Bkip stammered again,

“Come!" said Miss Bullivant. * You
are wasting time ™

Miss Bullivant was a masterful lady.

THE MAGNET

Skip gave up arguing, and walleed along
by her side.

THE EIGHTEENTH CHAFTER.
A Case of Conselence !

L1 MITHY ™
“Leave me alone 1™

Y But—="
“Will you leave me alone?"
auarled the Bounder. -

Harry Wharton peered at him in the
duszk, startled, ’ .

Herbert Vernon-Smith was tramping
to and fro under the old elms, his hands
driven QEEF inte hiz pockets, his brow
black, his :IFS set. His face had a tor-
mented look. What was the matbter
with Bmithy, the captain of the
Eemove had no idea; but it was clear
that something was very much the
matter,

“It’s lock-up, Smithy " said Farry.

“Leave me alone, hang you!”

Wharton shrugged his shoulders, and
turned away towards the House. But
he turned back aglin., That look on the
Bounder's face haunted him.

“Look here, Smithy,”” he said quietly.
“What's up? What are you looking
like that for®™

“Find out t”

“You look like a fellow up for tha
sack ! Tt can't be as bad as that,
surely 1" Wharton was really concerned
for the scapegrace of the Form; and he
took no heed of the Boundex's offensive

words, Smithy laughed—an unpleasant
Inu%:a.

“No! Skip’s up for the sack | That's
ell! Tm glad, naturally—rejoicin’
over 1t ] MNow shut up, and leave me to
rejoice 1"

YWharton Iooked at him in gheer
wonder.

“You don’t care about Bkip!" he
said.

“0Of course mol—don’t 1 loathe the
fellow? Let him take what's coming
to himi, and be hanged to him. He's a
votten pincher, and we don’t want a

ineher here! He ought never to have
een let inta the school, and now he's
Eettmg the boot, the better for every-

ody | Let him go back to his slum, and
pick pockets 1"

The Bounder's pale, tormented faoce
gave the lie to that angry outburst,

Wharton could only stare at him.

“Didn't T say so all along?” weng
on Vernon-Bmith, in the same savage
tone. “He's incher, but pluﬁ'ing
cautious, that's all. He would have
pinched that French banknote if he'd
thought it safe., The will i3 as bad as
the deed. Well, then, let him have
it I’

“You don't know amnything about it,
de you, Smithy?" asked the captain
of the Bemove verv quietly,

“What should I know about it, you
fool 7™

“WNothing, so far as I can see. But
I don't understand vou. Every fellow
here believes he did it, except old
Mauly, and—and 1 and my friends
are trying to think the same as Mauly.
P ghad d, of »

“1—I'm glad he's copped, COUTER,

“You're not,” said Harry, “and
that what's beats me. Other times
vou've jumped at the merest shadow
to fix something on him, Now it looks
as clear as davlight. and you don't
believe he did it. Smithy, old man,
if vou know mmathln% that the other

fellows don™t know——
“What could I Lkoow?” sneered
Smithy.

“I can’t guess that: but it loocks as
if vou do. For goodness’ sake, Smithy,
if vou know anything that could h
that chap out of this awful scrape, for

(CContinued on nex! page.)
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g::mdnem’ sake, Snuthy, cough 1t up!
You're not speaking like & fellow w
only believed he's innocent, you're
speaking like a fellow who knows it ¥

harton's face paled a little. * You
can’t have had &« hand in it—that's too
beastly fo think of. But—"

H“Will you leave a fellow alone?"

*Yes; but one more word, Bmithy.
I you know anything that would help
8kip, rFou're bound to -speak out
Never mind your leathing him, never
mind your opinion about him—all that
doesn’t matter. If you've found out
anything, Smithy—"

* Nething 1 .

Harry Wharton stood looking st the
Bounder for a long moment, and then
left him,  and went to the House, His
face was deeply disturbed as he went.

Yernon-Smith cast & savage glance

gfter him, and then resumed his rest-
legs, weary pacing under the trees,

If ever a fellow was In o state of
torment, the Bounder of Greyiriars
was, as Wharton had plainly read in
his face,

It had hardly ever oceunrred to the
Bounder that he had a conscience.. He
had no great use for one. Bnt 1t was
his conscience that lhad unexpectedly
taken him in its grip. And it was a
grip that Herbert Vernon-Bmith could
not shake off.

Ho ‘mocked himself as he realised it
But there it was, The hard <ase of
Greyfriars, the fellow who prided hm-
self on beiug as hard as nails through
and through, was struggling with his
conscicnee—wrestling with temptation.

e hed worked it out in hia mind

to his -own satisfaction, The fellow
was a rascally thief. He ought to go.
Well, he was going. What did it

matter if he was going for something
he hadu't done, when he would have
daone it a dozen tiunes over, hed it
been zafo to do 187

If a fellow was honest, he was
honoest as a matter of course. If he
anly refrained from stealing, because
he was afraid of being found out, he
was a thicf st heart. Well, that was
Skip's case—the Bounder was sure of
that. And he would break out soconer
or later. Bmithy was sure of that, too.
Efitilch better for him to go before he

Il.

And yet—

Having srgued tho matter out and
settled 1f, Bmithy was exasperated 1o
fiud that it was still unsettled,

The fact was that Smithy was no fool;
and could not deceive himself -with
sophistry. After all his reasonings on
the subject, he knew with bitter clear-
ness that if he let Bkip take the pumish-
ment - for something that he had not
tone, he would be a rascal—a villain, as
Wharton put it plainly,

Whether he was right or whether he
was wrong about thoe waif of the
RRemove, he knew that Skip had not
stolen the French master’s benknote, He
knew that, and he bhad to let others
know.

I1o tramped savagely to the Housze at
lagt. Tho doors were c-lﬂsmfg'—h-: had
just time to wedge into Hall for calling-

Over.

Iiarry Wharton locked at him, but he
Jid not meet Wharlon's eves, He stood
silent, savage, till his noawe was called,
and almost enarled “adsum * when he
hewrd it Never had the Bounder been
it & Llaeker and bitterer nmiood; but Le
kuew what he had to do, and he was
gomg to do it. "Temptation had been
strong--almost too strong for him—but
he had got it down, and %l’l! was keeping
it down | -

EVERY SATURDAY

THE NINETEENTH CHAFTER,
The Bounder Speaks Qut!

i B QUELDHI".
‘Well1? .
‘fI’:'-a- something to tell you,

sir.”
My, %qulth had called the roll in
all, @ ‘was about to diamiss the

school, when the Bounder coolly. left th

rontks of the Remove snd walked up the
Hall and addressed him, -
“I1 thought I ought to iell you, air,
that Skip never tock that Freoch f}ank-
nete frpm Monsieur Charpentier’s study,
and I kpow it1" .
" What " .
uelch almost jumped. Cther maasters
locked round at the Bounder, All oyes
in the crowded Hall fixed on him, in
keen interest and ‘wonder. )
Every fecllow there heard his words.
Remove fellows simply blinked at him,
Fallowa in other Forms stared. All the
school knew what Bkip wes “up ” for—
all knew that he was going. Vernon-
Smith's’ words, -quiet but distinet, -had
rather an ‘effect of 'a bombshelh
“¥Yerpon-8mith "' Mr, Quelch was
asping. “‘Do you mean 1o say that your
now anything of the affair for which
Skip has been condemned to leave Gray-
friaral™
M Yes, sin™
“Then speak, and losc no time!”
“8kip did not take the French bank-
note, sir! I mean by that, that he did
not take it knowingly. He no
knowledge that it was in his book.”
“If you are epeaking seriously,
Vernon-8mith——"
*Quits, sir."
]" hen explain how you know—and
wl e :
“Mais ce ballet-de-banque, le garcon
Skip I'a pris!” exclaimed Monsicur
Charpentier  excitedly, " Monsicur
Quelch, on ’a trove dans le livre—"
“Kindly allow Verpon-Bmith to spoak,
Monsicur Charpentier! If this boy
knows anything of the matter—"
d'“ Riﬂ_r;al Rien do rien! Je vous
15—

*Pack it up, Frogey !"” came & voico.

from the bhack of the Hall, and there
was & chuckle

“Bilence I”* called out Wingate.

“Now, Vernon - 8mith-—" JMr.
Gueleh’s face was quite sager. For once
he almost beamed on the most trouble-
somo member of his Form.

e had stood by 8kip, up to tho last,
The discovery of the hillet-de-banque in
Study No. 1 had fairly floored him. But
if there was the feintesit hope thab his
faith in the boy was not, after all. justi.
fied, Mr. Quelch was ready to catch at it
—ito catch at any straw., He was cager
to heay what the scapeprace of the
Remove had to tell him.

“1 will explain, siv.” It was a bitter
and unwelecome tazk to the RBounder
But he found some ronsolation in the fact
that hundreds of cyes were fixed cagerly
on lom, that hundreds of ecxrs were
sivaming to cateh evory word he uttered,
The Bounder loved the limelight. * 8kip
happened to leave that book—his copy
of the *Henriade—in Froggy's—1I mean,
m Monsieur Charpontier’s study yoster-
dav afternoon. It was left on Alossop’s
table—"

“Clest conmne ca,” yapped Mensicur
Charpenticr.  * Mais—"

“"Home silly ass—1 mean, some fellow
—bunged whitewash at Mossoo, sir, at
his window, and he was away from his
study for a long time afterwards. In
that time, a fellow, who had lines to
do for him, took the hnes to his study.”

#Je n'en sais ricn—mais——"

“That fellow, sir,” went on the
Bounder, unheeding Mossoo. “saw the
Fremch bankuote on tho table, whero

r)

Mossoo left it whes be clenred off to
wash o a8 whitewash, &n ing
h off the whitewash, and, bei
ratty with Mossoo for §iﬂing him lines,

be Er,:rlt- 1t out of aight.

“Wha-s-at §"

"It was a japs on Mossoo, sir—the
ides was fo give him a fright, makiog
him think it was lost—blown sway, or
semething-—aad to set him dencing.”

“To—to—to whapi?

“1 mean, fo e, him excited,
set him g I' ssid the
“Ghe fellow I'm spesking of »
French banknste inside s
lying on the table. He thonght it was-
cne of Moaossoa™s turally, He
never knew at the time that a fliemnm
fellow had left a book there—or been
there at all, for that matter, Thinkipg
that it was one of Mossoo's books, he
put the French bsnkmole into l‘iz up-
posing that Mossoo would find it mext

in class,*
gaspett Mr. Quelch.

time he used the book

* Vernon-3mith !

“Mon Dien!” breathed the French
master.

Lord Mauleversr, in the Romove,
drew a deep breath. He had been de-
termined not {o doubi—and now he was
more than glad of it

“The fellow,” wept on_the Bounder
coolly, *left it at thet. He was quito
knocked over when it came out to.day
that the banknote had turned up in
Study No. 1 in. the Ramove. Ha
couldn’t make it out. But lnhe]i;ﬂun', by
asking some fellows questions, he found
out how it had h ad."

The Famous Five exchanpged glances,
They knew now why Bmithy had asked
ﬂ;nﬂ.ﬂl qucstions &t tea-time in Study
iy, "

“He found,” went on Smithy, smid a
dead silence, “that Bkip had left his
‘Henriade' -on Mossoo's _l:lﬂ:-la, end it was
into ‘Bkip's book that he had stuck the

banknote, thinking it was ona
Mossoo's, When Bkip took that boo
away, he it withoot koowing thas

the banknote was in it.”

“Blesa my soul 1" said Mr, Que

“An extraordinery story I eaid M.
Prout, staring at ths Bounder. '

“Est il possible?™ pasped Moansjeur
(Elimrpeut-:ﬁr. “Helas! Za paurre

pepP

* ¥Yernon-8mith, after what you have
s?u:i Itll;md Ell:?rdl:r “IEI :,n.j:-uu“r hame
of tha thou rockle 1srespeat-
ful boy uﬁm pleyed lﬁr wretched
prank in  Monsieur Charpen
study 1" exclaimed Mr. Quelch.

“Hardly !I" sgroed the Boundor, with

tier’s

-.parfect coolneas.

“You admit—""

“Certainly, air ™

“You arc quite aware that you will
be flogged for this, Vernon-Smith 1"

111 u'tﬂq?’. .
“There is ona thing vet to sxpjain,
said My, Queleh ﬂtarnfy? Ty wa.fi aarly
in the day when the hillet-de-banque
was found in Bkip's book in his #tu {
You were sware that he had N Con-
demned—that he was in the punighment-
roam, that he was to be sont away from
the school. Why did you not speak ouk

bofore " :

"I hadn't made up my mind to speak
out at all,” answered the Bounder, with
icy coolpess. "I think the fellow's a
pincher, and I don't want him here—
and I don't want & ﬂﬂggiﬂﬂ' from Du.
Locke, cither. Bnt—'

“But your conscience, I trust, foreed
you to speak,” said Mr. Quelch.

“Tt seemed rather a dirty trick 1" said
the Bounder, * I nover dreamed that he
would got landed with it when I stuck
that French banknote in the ook, and
—-aud—and I had to tell you. I've told
you here, sir; so that all thoe fellows can
hear. That's alk”

Trne MaicuNer Lisnany.—No. 1555
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“Ce pauvre Skeep——" 1

“The unfortunate boy!" exclaimed
Mr. Quelch, “It appeags, then, that the
whole thing was: nothing more than a
fonlish, IIII?{.’E’.”IIE’ trick p]ﬁ‘rﬂd by you
on Monsieur Charpentier ! :Ycru will be
soverely puuished for this, Vernon-
Smith 1"

“T know that, =ir."™ A

“The only thing to be said in your
favour in that you have spoken out
before it was too late. Go back to your
place, Vernon-Smith. I shall fake you
to the Head to be dealt with later.!

The Bounder lounged back to the
Romove.

Tom Redwing pressed his arm.

“Youre & brick, Smithy!? ho
whispered,
“A fool, you mean!"” gnecred the

Bounder.

“ Both 1" said Bob Cherry.

The school was dismissed—in a buzz
of excitement. :

Mr. Quelch hurvied away at once fo
see the Head. They went together to
tho punishmeni-room, ouly to find it un-
tenanted.  Skip of the Remove wuas

ong, and tlie anxions and hurried
mquiry that followed only revealed that
he was no longer within the walls of
Greyirviars.

THE TWENTIETH CHAPTER.
Not Too Late!

KII' was gone! }
S All the school soon knew it.
The Bounder had spoken oul—
bu: he had spoken too late. The
nnhapp, boy, condemued on all zides,
was gone, leaving no word, leaying to
trace. :

He was cleaved—the Bounder’'s amaz-
g confession had. doune that. His
friends had expected him to vejoin the
Torm at once—and they were veady to
give him ai uproarious welcome. And
he was gone !

‘! Hu’ﬁ be found!” said Bob Cherry,
in the Rog.

But he spoke donbtfully. Harey
Wharton & Co. had liftle hope of EEEmF
him again. Their faces were clouded,

The Bounder was in the Rag; but
hardly a fellow thera spoke to him,
Smithy had done the right thing—at
long last—but he could not undo the
harmt he had done. A few hows
earlier, and all would have been well.
Now, it had come too late. The Bounder
had wrestled with his conscience too
long. .

“Yernon-Smth [V :

Wingaie of the Sixth looked in, and
called :

“Here 1 drawled Smithy.

“Head's study at once !

“ Right-ho I ]

The Bounder made his way to the
Head's study, tapped at the door, and
entored.

Mr. Quelch was with the Head. Both
mazters turned grim, stern faces on the
Bounder. He faced them calmly.

“You sent for me, sir¥"” he said.

“¥Yeos, Vernon-Smith{"” said the head,
in a deep voice. “In view of your

L Fee

s — =
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voluntary statement to Mr. Quelch, 1
should be disposed to take a lenient
view of the wretched trick you played
on the French master, malicious and
revengeful as it was, But it has led to
that unfortunate boy. Skip. leaving the
school in the belief that he was con
demned, and was to be sent away in dis
grace. In view of this—"
Buzzzzz |
The telephone-bell
Head. He broke off.
" Wait [ he snapped.
Dr. Locke picked up the receiver. He
was antioyed by the interruption, and
his voice was uwnusually sharp, as he
spole into the mouthpicce.
“Yos—Dr. Locke speaking! Whot?

interrepted  the

Oh! Miss Bullivant! Yes, quite so!
What—what did vou say, Miss Bulli-
vant?"

The powerful and rather strident

voice of the games mistress of Cliff
House came through clearly enough to
reach the ears of Me. Queleh and the
Bounder, as well as Dr. Locke's.

“The boy BKip, sir—"

_....................;;.:;-_--..................f
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“How very fortunate, Miss Bullivant !
He was missed here a short time ago,
and I have been very anxious——"

“1 found the boy, sir, and dissuaded
him from his intention of takibg the
train for London., He'is with me now.”

“T am glad—"*

“He has told me what has occurred,
sir, and 1t 15 my opmnion that there is
some error in the matter. It 1s my in-
tention to find him a lodging in the
village of Pegg for to-night, as he is
exeluded [rom Greyiriars——"

"-El.lf.—”

“1 should be glad te call and sce you
in the morning, sir, and discuss this
matter, and ascertain—-"

“My dear Misz Bullivant—"

“I repeat, sir, that I have s high
opinion of this boy, and that I am con-
vinced that there is some error in the
matter, at present inexplicable. In any
case, it i1s my intention to befriend him;

and, with your permission——"

“Please let me speak ™ pasped the
Head, “The ervor has been discovered,
Miss Dullivani—Skip i3  absolutely
L:IT;:."ELF{:C] ij.l[ all suspicion——"

|

“Will vou have the great kindness to
tell him =0? Tell him at the same time
to return to the school at once.”

L ['}h lu

“The matter has been entively cleared
up. 1 am anxious for the boy fo veturn.
Prav tell him so. I cannot say liow
thankful I am, dear DMliss Bullivant,
that——"

-“['E will send the boy back at once,
Cily

Miss Bullivant—a lady of few words—
rang alf.

The Head put up the receiver. Ile
turned to the Remove master.

My dear Queclch——"

“I heard Miss Bulhivant’s
sir 1" said Mr. Queleh.
tungfo—="

“ Very fortunate indecd, Mr. Quelch.
I cannot say how rcheved 1 am. Tho
boy will be here again soon. Yernon-
Smith "—Dr. Locke fized his eyes on the
Bounder again—"1in view of this i
He paused. “1 shall not administer a
Hogging, in the circumstances. I shall
leave 1t to your Form-masicr to deal
with you for your action in BMonzicur
Charpentier's study.”

“You will take five husndred lines,
Yernon-Smith 1" said Mr, Queleh—alfier
a4 pause.

“* Very well, sie !”

The Bounder left the study.

.He strolled back into the Ilag. with
his hands in hiz-pockets. All eyes wore
fixed on him there.

“Il say, you fellows, he haszn't Leon
whnp:.w::i " squeaked Billy Bunter.

“Haven't you?” demanded Bob.

The Bounder laughed.

“Horry to disappoint you—no! Dear
old Bullivant got me off ' I'll never call
her an old cat again——"

remarls,
“"How very for-

“Bullivant "
“Yez; she phoned the Head while I
was there,” drawled the Bounder.

“Hhe seems to have found 8kip wan-
dering, and taken him under her wing.
He's coming back——"

“8Bkip coming back " welled a dozen
vOICes.

“Yes! You'll see him soon! Threa
cheers 1M said the Dounder savcastically.
#*8kip will be back here before prep!”

“ Hurrah ! roared Bob Chesry.

It was an hour later that Skip came—
with a bright and cheery face. Nearly
all the Remove were waiting for him.
The Famous Five collared hun as zoon
as he appeared, and hoisted him on
their shoulders. Skip, grinning. was
ecarricd up in triumph te the Remove
passage—amid checrs that woke the
echoes. Mr. Queleh, hurrving up to see
what the row was about, only smiled,
when he saw!
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A BARONET’S
BRAINWAVE!

A laugh a line in this week’s sparkling
spasm of Dicky Nugent's hilarious serial :
“THE ST. SAM'S AMBULANCE!™

IR FREDERICK'S

GRATITUDE !
Crash! Bapg! Wallop! ]
Doctor Birchemall lecoked up

with & start as that timmid tapping
sounded on ihe door of bis study.

“Trot in, fathead ! he yellad
cheerfully.

The door opened and an elderly
jentleman of refined and aristo-
crattick appearance hobbled in.
The Head's manner underwent n
prompt and serprizing changs. He
jumped to his feet and swept the
gprpet with his beard in a low,

l-wgi.ug bow.

* Good-morning, Bir Frederick ' ™
he crisd in a cringing, fawning
tone, * Fansy geeing your honner
about g0 early as thia! Is your
eggeellency esure he is quite
recovered from the injuries re-
ceived in yesterday's unforchunit
accident § °

“ Yaas, I'm glad to say I fesl
much beitah now, Birchemall!™
replied Sir Frederick Fungusa, "1
have ;Jruct.ienlljr rcoovahed from
elippin’ on that bananah skin—
thanks to the prompt attenshun I
received from your embulance
corps ! ™

Bir Frederick fixed his monocle
in hig cye and nodded ously.

The Head was as pleased as o
dog with two tails. He forely
purrcid. He failed to notiss that
behind the gleem in Sir Frederick's
monoele there wos another gleem
-—in Sir Frederick's oye.

" Heally, Bir Frederick, it's
awfully decent of you to praise
our humblo ambulance corps like
thie,” ke said with a smirk. *“ But,
of corse, I knew for a certainty
that you'd be sattisfied. Under
my eggspert tuition, the corps has
become simply topping at first aid.
As to our charges, you have seen
for xourself how moddest they
are |

“¥Yaas, I certainly have | ' raid
Bir Frederick, in & wvoice that
combined g feint hiot of sarkesin,

had Doctor Birchemall only had
the gumption to detect it. " A
meer ten ginnies—with a ten-

hillings discount for cash ! ™

“ Dirt cheap at the price, as
you'lt readily agree, Sic Frederick ' ™
grinned the Head. " But then,
I'm & strong beleever in bargain
prices. My moiter, as President
of the Corps, is 'A sattisfied]
customer always comes back.” ™

“ Grate gad! " ejackulated Sir
Frederick,

“ Now that you are sattisfind,
you'll probably come back agnin
end asgain!' eaid Doctor Birch-
emall eheerfully.  “ Probahly it
will be o hroken leg next time, or
a dislocated sholder or o twisted
ankle 1™

The ¢hairman of the St. Sam's
guvvernorg glared for & moment.
Then he seemed to rememher
something. With an  effory
conkered his feelingn.

“Hah! We will sea about
that!™ he gsaid, with o coff.
* Meanwhile, my dear Birchemall,
I shoult Eke my name linked up
with thic ambulance corpa of

he

The Head s
18w dropped.

“Ahem ! Well,
that’'s o  little
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gloatog !
great !

difficult at the

moment, Sir
Frederick,. We've got & President
already, you mee—myself, as a
matter of falkt.”

" What of it, my deah fellow ¥ "
asked the old baronet ealmly.
“You can easily vesine from the
ﬁaai_dﬂnc],r an becoma Viee-

esident instead, can™ you 1"

Doctor  Birchemall eyed Sir
Frederick dewbiously with hia
somewhat shifty eyes. His first
thought was that a new President
mite want to pole hia nosa into
the finanahal arrangementa of the
Corps. That was the last thing
the Head wanted to happen.

But on second thoughts he
decided that the risk of 8ir
Frederick conserning himself with
the munny side of it was trivial.
Alter all, he refleckted, a jentleman
of Sir Frederick's standing would

hardly sit in judgment on the
L.ad. of the éﬂl‘ﬁ? He would
want to be the

figger - head — -

not the head of r,[
the ﬂggara! A T
Vice - Preaident,
Iloctor  Birch-
emall would be
free to indulgo
in  profitecring
out of the acci-
denta to his
hart’'s content
just as he hadl
done in the
paat !

The Heaad
atroked his
beard thought.
fully for & few scconda,
ha grinmed and nodded.

“8ir I'rederick, it gives me
grate plezzure to resine in your
favour!™ he cried. " The 3t
Sam’'s Ambulance Corpa will be
honnered no end to have you as
their President. [ will post up an
anuowncement on the notiss-hoard
inmajately ! "

“ Bai jove ! That's reaily rippin’
of you 1 ** eggselaimed Siv Frederick,
“ Thanks awflully, my deah Birch.
ernall "

“ Don't mensh ! What 1 Geing
already, wyour highness ¥ " ssked

Thea

| Doctor Birchemall, as the chatrman

of the guvvernors hobbled over to
the door again.

* Yans., Hggscuse my haste, but
I've some important bizzincss to
do ! eggsplamned Sir Frederick,
“ Toodle.go ! ¥

And he limped out of the study,

“Ha, ha!’” chuckled Iloctor
Birchemall, gloatingly. ' That's
the kind of customer Jy like—plenty
of munny and na brain! As to
his becoming President, I shan't bo
A bit serprized if it does me quite
a lot of good m the long run.
Wouldn’t ho get n shock, though,
if he knew that thet hanana-skin
was one of the many I aro strewing
about to bring work to the St.
Sarn’s Ambutancs ¥ 1a, ha, ha ! "

yourd. What about making me
President 7 What—wahat + "

_And D.m'tﬂr Birchemall larfed
till tho tears ran down his cheels.

S —

But he mite not have larfed so
hartily had he known what Bir
lﬂ"re:ilariﬂh did after leaving his
study.

The aged baronet was not quite
guch an idj'%t:rﬂaﬂ the Head fondly
imagined, om the moment when
he had reeccived first-aid from the
Head’s ambulance men, he had
had his su ong ; and thoss
snspishona were stronger than ever
after hus vigit to the Hoad.

Sir Frederick never did things
by halves ; and now he went to
the Sixth Form -

Burleigh was netcherally ser-
prized to get such a distingwished
viator,

* Good.mornin’, my deah Bur-
leigh | ** barked Sir Frederiok, *“1I
have called on you aa kaptin of the
akool to tell you that I have
AXX the honner of becoming
President of the Ambulance Corps.”

Burlcigch simply blinked.
Y The dickens you have, sir!”

he zarped.
* Yaaz, Now, Burleizh, I want
you to cggsplain zomething on

which T am not quite clesh, Has
Doctah Birchemall been throwin'
banana-skins about for a long time
or only recently 1™

Now this was o masterly move
on the port of the bart. He knew
only too well that 1o ask Burleigh
if the Flead was the pereom who
waa causing all the mishaps would
bave made Burleigh close up like
an oyster. Dut by pretending ho
knew all about it, ho put the skool
kaptin right off his pusrd, Inr-
leigh was farely nocked in a heap.

“0Oh, it's ooly recently, Sir
Frederick,” he answered, * He
never did it, of eorse, hefore he
sturted the Ambulance Corps.
But now he spends half his time

opening  cole-holes end  greasing
slaira and throwing away banana.
skins,’

“Hah! That is eggsactly what
1 wanted to know, my deah Bur.
leigh ! " enorted Sir IFrederick.
~ And he hobbled out szain, leav.
ing the kaptin of St. Sam’s in o
regular whirl,

A TRAP FOIR THE THEAD !
“19.gh 1 M
" What fhe merey dickeng ! ™

Jack Jolly & Co. stared
could hardly belegve their
Morning lessons were
the heroes of the Fourth
maore on dewty at the sk
waiting to turn out the a
at the first warning of an
Doctor Birchemall was
their noses to the grind
B vengenz since the
3p1dﬂmmk had started at §
ack Jolly & Co. were
hartily tired of it. Spe
their spare time working

thick—and our herocs® o8
was wearing very thin !

But Jack Jolly & Co. forheir
trubblea for the momeniffhen

they heard that * 'S.sh|
the doorway. They wore
prized to think of anythi
tha‘? reckerniged the new

“* 8ir Frederick IMungusal

gasped.
“'8-sh! Mum'a the wd{ my
deah boys!* hist tho
he slunk stelthily inio the
with his fingers te his §
huwrb called on a sccret mi
it Irﬂtﬂ- PiP! ¥
“1 am out to bring & r&l to
heel—and not n sole mudknow
T am here ! wispered Sir Frdgiclk.
“Can I trust yvou lads 1"
“Yes, rather, gir!"
Jollv. " You cecan frust
anything ! **
“They trust

siiop ! " grinned Fraonk Fe

“Good, Then in that
can certainly trust vou Wl uwp
&, booby-trap for me in vorkead-
mastah's sfndy ! "

Joack Jolly & Co. jumped;

" A—a booby-trap in thelpad’s
study 1" eried Jack Jollygarst.
* Burely, sir, you must be jumg?

* Tggsactly, my deah ladif am
Tjing in for & dig at the 1lsl but.

can't do it myself, o ik
would be infra dig ! ™

"My hat!™

*1 want you lads o fis
biggest and beestlicst bods
you have aver fixed up i
lives ! ™ said Hir I'rederick
horse wiaper. ** And I waonl
“noigh * for an anwwer ! ¥

The chumsa of {he 1*‘¢1:r21£mc-:1

v 1the
|1.-'l'-EII.I
your
in n
inke

al: the chairman of 1tho Stfem's

guvvernors o sheer,  pawlised
winEerment.

" But what's tho ides, dr 77
gasped Jolly,  * Why sl o
distingwishied perzonage lik@anr-
sell want to involve the ][r:i ity N
boohy-trap T You're the - 1man

of the Guvvernors ol b new

President of  the  Ambanco
Corps——=" :
“Aha! That'a just it!" snud

Sir Weederiek, with a grim ddelile.
" Tho Jast Prosident, Dactorifrehe.
mall, hus been arrangin' mdgy ac-
citddenta for the ht-nnyﬂm iho
Corps, and I happened to % ono
ol the wviktims.  Now th new
President is gettin' his ow back.
Another aecident iz zoin'to be

arranged—with Dociah Birchomall
as the viktim who will have te pay
the bill ! ™

“Yopgods!™

Jack Jolly grinned. Then thoy
saw the yewmouvrous side of it and
laxfed.

“Ha, ha, ha!* they roarcd.
“'8.sh 1" hist Bir Frederick,
with an anziocus glance over his
sholder. ** Remembah the need
for gecrecy, bovs { Mum's the word !
Are yvou willin’ to help me in this
littlo mattah ¢ *

* YWhat-ho ! * chortled the chums
of the Fourth.

Now that they understead what
was bebind the baronet's misterious
behaviour, they were only too
willing to help him.

“Rely on we, sir!” grinned
Frank l'earless. ** We'll do it with
plezzure. But who'll lock alter the
ambulance while we're gone 1

* Bai, Jovael I can do that,”
said Sir Frederick promptly. * As
President of the Corpe, 1 shall
rezard it asa my dewty to remain
here and wait for the alarm. 1
rhall eggspect it as econ a3 your
hr.‘ﬂdll'l:mﬂﬂh wallks inte the booby-
t"ﬂ- ¥

‘PHE-. ha, hal1?®

* ¥ou had bettah go now,” went
on the baronet briskly. ** Mind you
make that booby-trap a grate
snxxess, my boya ™

“Yes, rather ]!

" Leave it to us, sir! "

Jaclt Jolly & Co. farely raced
out of the garage. It wna gome-
thing new to them to fix up &
booby-trap in the Head's stucdy at
the egespress rekwest of the
Chalrman of the Guvvernors, amwd
they meant to make the most of it.

They soon got to work on their
congenianl task., First they went up
to the Fourth Form passidge and
colleeted the materials of war, Iied
inle anid black ink was collected
from sundry studica, and a plentiful
supply of soot was ohbtained from
-}u]ﬁ};r‘a study chimuey., Frearless
contributed a large hottle o lignid
gluo and Merry somo whitewash,
while Dright added o useful pot of
paint. Then all tha irpredient s
were mixed up in o0 ol pail.

Finally, having found ont that
Poctor Birchemall was i the Hall
with Mr. Lickham, the herors of

mixture along to the Head s study,

Two minnite wasd all they wanted
to lix up the pail aver the door, and
that Lreef perind passed without
interruption,  Then Jark Jolly &
Lo, thedr taslk compled ed, went into
hi{iing doun  the PHF.‘-Z;1|,‘._',L'- aiyel
waited,

They had not ong 1o wail. Very
soon the clmnping of tho Head's
hob.nailed lLiocts wea heard in the
distance, Doclor Bicchemaoll oo
tered the pescidge, with a choer sl
grin on his face,

Ha atopped coteide big saniitnm.

Kicked open the door and wablicd o,

the Fourth cariedl tho fearaome :

Crash !

* Yarooooo ! Woooooop 1V

streeming down him !
The next moment, Jack Jolly

“Quick ! Quielk!
had an aececident!"™ the
“TURN OUT
LANCE!™

wrstalment of (his
next week's ' Herald” )

SWOOO00RH | Beng ! Clatter !

Down went the Head with the
pail over his head, and the mixture

Co, were galloping down tho atairs
hke champions on the cinder-track,
The Head's
velled.
THE AMBU-

(Don't miss the last rib-tickling
reat aserial in

tough.

For a heguan's half.
Bour, lads, try the new
game of [uoter on roller.
It's simply

Up to the time of
my fArat game, 1'4d
alwoys imagined that
ordinary footer of the
Lower School kind waa lairly
Now I know better.
Footer on rollers at forty miles
an hour makes the ordinary

ROLLER-FOOTER A GAME
FOR SUPER-SPORTSMEN!

Says BOB CHERRY

in less than three seconds by
Mauly’s stop-watch.

L might mention that tae-
tics in roller-focter are quite
different from those in the
parent game,

Charging, for instance,
ghould be deone with o certuin
amount of caution, The first
time I charged Smithy, I mado
it o hearty affair on ordinary
Soccer lines, I finished up on
my back twenty yards away |

game look like Lkisa-in-the-| Kicking the ball is rather
ring ! different, too. You loge your
&! The wonder is that the|bslance more easily. The

it

permission without

troublo.
We lined u

PUZZLED PUGILIST'S
PLAINT!

When DBolsover Major
being
re:En\lierl: “ Not a scrap | "

Now Bolsover
whether he meant
i Hﬂp”

asked
Wingate if he minded the Rag
uged for boxing, Wingate

doesn't Lknow
"Yoo' or I

ted.

alao on skates, was

Speed | Ye gods,

it !

Beak allowed us the gym for
But Wingate, who told us
he had played it himself at a
country house party lost
Christroas, has a persuasive
tonzue and got the Head's
any

gix-a-side after
The players were all
Remove chaps, and Bolsover,
ref,
Spectators stayed in the door-
way and on window-ledges
awing to the risk of the gym
being turned into a alaughter-
house il thoy got in the way.

you
should have been there to seo
Beveral times I covered | al
the distance trom goal to goal | Forin quarters |

firat Lime I tried it, I sent in o
1egular  smuasher. Fesult,
before the ball hed reached
the * net,” I was spinning
round like a blessed top cn my
neck |

All the eame, it’s voted a
great game by those of ue in
the Remove who heve played
it. Already we have n team of
potential waorld-beaters ready
to tako to the floor against any
ather team, junior or senior.

The only trouble is that
nobody else peeme to liave
heard of roller-footer yet )

Mr. Frout lhaa been seen
cleaning and oiling his gun.
It's timo gomething waa done
iubl:but- the mice in the Fifth

SCHOOL SUPPORTS NATIONAL
FITNESS!

The newa 1hat a National
Fitness movement ia starting
has hecn received with checors
in every eorner of Greyfriars.

Mever before lhma an idea
aronzed anch universal u.P roval.
From ihe Head down to''rotter,
the Schwol House pagze, every-

. et
"‘;-LJ'__f

L |

i

’_é

-

ok

*g' = e e 2R

hody  amrecs that the nation
st hecome fit and that Grey.
friars i3 poing 1o lead the way |

Interviewed 1n the gvmn

Lall, Alr. Linry Lascellew, leading
stuff sports=iean in the seliood,
reecfoel the news with ens
thiasiazm.

-__. ‘-.ll' E i A=
——

hetween viclens jahz et a punch- |

1 ey s=wee Rt fE = that

All Sections Back New Movement

Greviriars, with its splendid
sporting bhistory "—honk !—

“will rise a8 one men to the
National Fitness movement,”
{Crash | Thud !} he told our
INterviewer. “ My bLelief is
summed up i the ol Latin

proverh ' —wallop ! — " f Meus
vang 10 corpore  sapno ' Ve-
thwack '—*" und  to  that 1

should ke to add this—"

Unforlunately, our inter-
viewer was nneble to take dewn

“ any mora ol lie statement, as

Lavry's punchball shot out at an
unexpected  angla  just  then,
catelung him oo the jaw and
trurning him  into «w catherino-
W heel,

Mr, Prout was crually en.
thusiastic in Lis own wuy, when
approached an the subject in
Mesiers' Comrnonsroom.

" Tilubiitably o movement
calenlated 1o stnoulate thoe -
pgination  of all  sportsmen.
potriots,” he said. " I pieturo n
vace of Samsona, marehing with
hendas ercet, chesia out, sl
shoulders well back-—breathng:
the free air of our slorious nalive
lanedd £

The effect of Mr. I'roul's
pleasing  imaginative picture
waa alightly apoiled by ihio foct
ithat he was curled up in anann.
chair with hig head down, chest
i, and shwulders hnnehied, aned

that he was breathing the
noxioia fumes of a black

torpedo-shaped eignr; but his
waords were well worth recording,
anyway |

Color of the Fifth felt that it
w3 up to him to set the National
Fitnesa on the road to success by
giving an exhibition of exercises
tending to promote good hoalth,
A large crowd turned up in the
Fifth Foimn Room towateh him,
and great intercst was ghown in
Coker’s display of handsprings
el  somereaults, particular
attontion being pgiven to o
somersault in  which Coker
kicked a bottlo of ink off the
Form-master's desk and turned
himself into & tclerable imnita.
tion of o Iafir, Colker waa un-
able to listen to the vaote of
ithanks owing to his hurried
departure for the bath-room,
hut the crowd voted the display
a greal sucoess,

National Fitness is now firmly
catablished at Groyfriave. Yon
can ege it doveloping on gll
hands overy day.

Not that it necessanly means
the same thing to all people, of
course.  Apparently it doesits
to Dabney, of tho Upper Fourth,
tor instance. As soon as Dab,
heard about i, ha rushed off an
ordered a new suit, The poor
fich thought that " fitness "
meant getting a rood fit from o
tailor t

And there's olwnys Bunter.
Wo found tha old porpoise doing
hia bit m the movement Ly
tueking into tho contents of
sarmobody’s hamper, He'l
read the notico on the boord
rathier hirriedly and thought wo
were all ont fur  YWatwonal
FATNESS |



