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ANOTHER SMASHING SCHOOL STORY BY POPULAR FRANEK RICHARDS I

“BOUNDERS BLUNDER

Feutaring Hnﬁy Wharton & Co. and Herbert Vernon-Smith, the Bounder of Greyfriars.

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Beastly for Bunter |

6 UNTAIR [
Billy Bunter jumped.
Monsieur Charpentier, the
French master st Greyfriars,
rapped out Lis name like a bullek,
He frowned as he rapped it out,
“QOh! Yes, sirl” pasped Bunter, "1
moan, woe, wea, monnscer M

He blinked st the French master in
purprise sud indignstion. Other fellows
in the Trench set also regarded
“ Mossoo * with surprise,

Momoo looked wrathy.

Certainly a pupil like Bunter was
enough to make any master wrathy.
But 1t was very unusual for Monsieur
Charpentier to let his angey passions

rize.

Generally he was good<4emper itself,
His patience with his class might have
made Job envious. All reyfriars
agreed that Messoo was a good litile
BES,

Now there was a uhm%.

All the fellows in the French set had
noticed it at the start, Mossoo was cross
that morning.

N knew what had happened to
upset him. Nobody, perhaps, cared.
But they felt rather indignant. They
were accustomed to taking things easily
in the French class. Often there was a
little mild ragging. French with
Mossoo wae & pleasant and peaceful rest,
after enything else with Quelch.

This particular morning it was nol a
resk, osso0, being upset, was taking
it out of his elass by making them work,
Skinner whispered to the Bounder that
if the littla beast fancied he was going
to make them work, like Quelch, bhe

would jolly well find out that ho was
migtaken. And Smithy agreed that he
would.

Billy Bunter, at the back of the class,
was nob giving his attention to Mossoo.
Ha never did, and Bunter saw no resson
for changing his manners and customs
simply because Mossoo was in a new
mood. Besides, Bunter was busy. He
was the happy possessor of a stick of
toffee. Toffee, in DBunter’s opinion,
was more important than the French
languapge, and the whole French nation,

The Bounder of Greyiriars

makes a good friend, but a

dangerous enemy . . .

In this fine story you will read

how his enmity towards a

master at Greyiriars mnearly
brings about his ruin,

with France thrown in. Bunter sucked
toffee, and turned a deaf ear to Mossoo
—~till his name was rapped out so sharply
and thunderously that he jumped, and
almost swallowed the toffco in & lump.

Monsicur Charpentier came nearer to
his class, and his eyes pglenmed st
Bunter.

“My hat! Mossoo's waxy this morn-
in%!” murmured Bob Cherry.

hat temark was not intended to reach

Mossoo’s ears. But Mossoo seemed very
sharp of hearing that murhiﬂ%;

He spun round towards Bob.

“Sherry ! he rapped.

“Oh! Yes, sicl”

“You talk viz yourself, Sherry!”
snapped Monsieur Charpentier. “I say
not vunce but plenty times, I vill not
have zo talk in za claes! But you,
Sherry, you talk viz yourself !

“0Oh, no, sir!” gaid Bob ionocenily.
“1 was talking with Wharton, sir!”

iTham was a ripple of laughter in the
CIAEE,

Monsicur Charpentior glared,

“Bherry, you make a choke of me,
isn't it? You will write feefty lines of
zo Henriade ™

“0Oh, my hat ™ .

“Bilence! Taiser-vous! 2is class, he
is tike one garden of ze bear!” semid
Monsieur Charpentier. * Buntair|”

“Oh! Yes sirl I—I've been listen-
ing ell the time, sir,” said Billy Bunter
hastily. *I—I heard every word you

were saying, siv.”

“Vat? I say nozzing! T write on re
blackboard I"

“Qh ! gasped Bunter, )

Bunter had been too busy with the
toffes to heed Monsisur Charpentior at
sll for some timo, :

“Vat you mesn, Buntair? You say to

me zat vou hear me, when ERY
nozzings 1
“I—I mean I heard every word you

wrote on the blackboard, sir!” gasped
Bunter.

“Ha, ha, ha "

“Zilence! Buntair, vou tell me one
untroof. You eat ze toffes in ze class.”

“Oh crumbs!” gasped Bunter,
Masaoa's e?an, as well as his cars, scemoed
uncommenly sharp that morning.

*1 am verree angry viz you, Buntair !
I am in one large wax! You ecat ze
toffeg—"

“0Oh, no, sir! T—=T haven't ta=ted
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toffes for—tor weeks] J=—] wasn't eat-
ing toftee, gir ! I baven's any—->"

“Yat i*

“I—I sasure you I baven’t any tolfeo
abhout me, sir. You can ask Nugent, sir.
Ho gave it to me

i :H'h hﬂ; h‘ l_.ﬂ ’ ; ;

“Vill you be silent in ris class? Zis
is not a matter for to laugh. Buntair,
you aro one mauvais gercon! Veus
mapgez—you eat in ze clasal I will not
allow zo cat in ze classs! Buntair, vill
you give me a amall attention?”

" Oh, yes, gsir! Rather!" :

Maonsicur Charpentier had the pointer
in his hand. Ho looked like using it on
Bunter's fat knuckles, The Owl of the
Remove reslised that it was tume to give
& little attention—or & small attention,
as Moszoo called it. He sat up and took
notiee.

Moesoo pomted to the phrase he had
chalked on the blagkbeard.

“You vill translate, Buntair!”

Bunter blinked at the blackboard.

Tho senténce written there was sasy
enough for & iusBin the Bccond Form.
But what Billy Bunter did not lknow
about French would have filled whole
dictionfiaries to overflowing.

Bunter did not like Fremch. It was
not so putrid as Latin, of course; still
ke did not like it. Indeed it was doubt-
ful whether Bunter would bhave desired
to [earn even Enghish, if he could have
got on somehow without a language at
sll. Work, in any shape or form, had
never had any appeal for Willlam
George Bunter.

Bem a fellow did not expect to
wark in the French seb. It was & quiet
hackwater, where a fellow took his ease
Moszoo, in thiz new mood, was distinctly
e, "with the poiate a ;

Stul, wib & pointer grasped 0
Mossco’s hand, Bunter realised that he
had better exert his fat wits a little,

“Jo serai & FParis le vingt-cing
i b, But it

It was easy encugh. t i
eontained deop mysteries for Bunter,

“Vell'1” rapped Monsieur Charpentier,
"1 vait 1™

“ Jo—I—"" stammored Bunter. He
knew that much, *J—I-I—*

“Continges !

* Je—jo—jo—I—I—I—"

“Mon Dieul Zis is too much! You
know mnozzin gzing! KEcoutez!
Listen! ‘T ghall be in Paris the twenty-

fifth November.,! Comprenes !

“¥Will you, sir I’ gasped Bunter.

He blinked at Mossoo in surprise. Tt
did not seem to occur to his fat brain
thoet Monsieur Chearpentier was giving
him the tranzlation of the sentenee on
the blackboard.

“Vatt Vat you say, Buntair i

“I—I mean, you can't, sir,” expostu-
lated Bunter. “It's past the twenty-
fitth of November now, sir.”

“Vat 1™ shrieked Mostoo,

“1—I'm glad to hear that you're goin
to Paris, sir] I—I mean, we—we shall
mizz you frightfully, sir—"

gy Hi, ha, fa. 5

“Mon Dien! Zat hﬂ:g Buntair, ho
turn ze hair grey! Buntair, vill you not
compechend? Je vous dis—I szay to

u—*T shall be in Paris the twenty-

fth Nevembar——'"

“ But—but it's December now, sir!*

gasped Bunter. “D-d-d-do you mean
next year, sirf*
“ Ha, ha, ha ! yelled the French class.

Monsieur Charpentier looked on the
point of tearing his hair. He brandished
E;; RDIHME and peinted to the black-

r

*“Regardez! Look! Vill

nit not
Tae Maicxer Lipnary.—No,
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understand? Je serai a Paris le vingt-
cing MNovembre—I shall be in Paris the
twenty-fifth November! Now you vill
understand, Bunter 1

“N-n-no, sir!” stammered Bunter.
1*I—1I don't see how you can be in Paris
on the twenty-fifth of November, when
we're in December now, sir. You—
you've left it too late, eir”

“Ha, ha, ha!” )

“Nome of a name |” gasped Monsicur
Charpentiar.

He made a stride st Bunter.

Crack !

The poioter landed on a set of [at
knuckles.

Thare was a yell that awoke every
echo of the elass-room.

* ¥ arooooooh 1"

“Hnnt."‘]r b1 ]

IIeruEutuﬂp IIJ

Bunter sucked his knucklea frantically.

“Tatez-vous! Be silent viz you !"

Y ooocoooaooop 1M

“Mon Dieuw! Vunes more you yell, I
give you somezing! Vill you he
stlent 7" shricked Mossoo.

He whisked away from Bunler,
leaving the fat junior sucking his
knuckles instead of the toffee. And
Billy Bunter glared after him with a
glaro that almost cracked his spectacles.

THE SECOND ﬂﬂm
Smithy Asks for It}

(13 MEET "
S Herbert VernonSmith, the
Bﬂnnmﬁur of Greyiriars, gave no

h

The Bounder was lounging back on
the form, with his hands in his pockeds,
assuming an elsborate carelessness of
manner, E

Monsieur Charpentier seemed to be
on the warpath that morning. And
Smithy wanted to make it clesr that
Mossoo on the warpath had no terrors
for -him. The more unruly spirits in
o ey R o e s
eadershlp, an mi WwWas 004 tive men
to let them look i vain

Even in Form with Mr. Quelch, who
was not & master to be trifled with,
Smithy prided himself on not being an
easy man to handle. And he was
eccustomed to treating the little French
master with en almost contempiuous
indifference,

Generally, Smithy behaved himself in
the French set, iem‘ing rags on Mossoo
to smaller iri' like Skinoer or Bolsover
major, hardly regarding the French
master as worth his powder and shot.
But with Mossoo in this new iraseible
mood, the Bounder was getting his back
up. It was an unwritten law that
fellows did as they liked in the French
class. If Mossoo was goinp to worry
them, he was going to get as good as
he gave.

(1] 'B-ﬂt !H

A fellow whose name was Vernon-
Smith certainly had a right net to
answer to the name of * Smeet '—which
was the nearest Massoo could get to it.
The Bounder gave no heed.

“Smeet!” rapped out Mossoo, for the
third time.

Harry Wharton glanced round at
Smithy. Hea gave him quite an expres-
sive look. Buot Smithy did not heed,

“Bmeet I’ squeaked Monsieur Char-
pentier.

Near%;- all the elass were grinning
now. The Bounder sat looking straight
before him, taking not the slightest
notice of Mossoo. Apparently he did
not know that he was %-eing addressed.

Monsieur Charpentier's face was
growing redder and redder. Ile began
to gposticilate,

THE MAGNET

“Smeot I"” he roared.
Look here, Smithy——" whispered
Harry Wharton.
Bmithy did not “look there.” Hae
;e;u;ta*ma i ﬂtiwvad.mﬂﬂn;ifﬁm Choz-
18 pi u poiwnter again,
and approached tga Bounder. 2

“Bmeet]! Vunce more I speak viz

ol | Eﬂﬁﬂdﬂ, dopo! Is it zat you

me f, n'estce pes? Vat?
Smoeet I

There was a chortle et the back of
the class. Even Bunter ceased sucking
his fat knucklea and grinned. Still the
Bounder gave mo sign of having heard
t-hfl Fr?:m master,

ap !
Herbert Vernmon-Smith sat up and

took notios them. It was quite a
vigordus rap from the pointer.

Ha mrQ ot Mossoe.

“What the thumep are you up to?” he

demandad angrily.

“"Vat? Vat! I spsak to you trois,
3mtm fore—thres, four time—and you
o oot answar your oame—

‘:'E'-m never apoke my name,"”

*I mll_ you quatre, cing

::.I{: name’s nok Smeet [
“ﬁy J:E’I'“"H" n-Smith ! led
na 8 Yeroo mith I grow
the Bounder, "And if you wnnﬁ me to
lﬂlﬂfﬁ you'd beiter call me by my
name

fOig—

garcon |
- exasople of to be insolent in zig class '

Grunt, fram the Bounder. He rubbed
his shoulder where the pointer had
rapped. There was quite an evil ex-

on hiz faoe.

Ho had affestcd not to understand the
French magter's pronunciation, and he
had made the ckass laugh, But he had
not counted on the pointer. Mossoo
could rap & nohody like Bunter with the
F“m“’*n But he could not rap a fellow
ike Bmithy without trouble to follow.

Really, Mossco séemed quite a now
Moszsoo morning. Generally he
avoided trouble with the stromger
spirits in the class. He would affect not
to honr whmp&rini and chuckling; he
would affect to believe that it was by
accident that Bolsover major dropped
?]m with & loud bang, or Skinner
L

the form and dragged two or
three other fellows over.

Bchoolboys sre rather tho

and a master who allows himsel
rnggad in clasz will genmerally be re-
gorded as fair game.

Mossoo wea always reagged, more or
less, and the reggers were accustomed
to getting away with it. It was guite
unprecedented for Mossoo to got hin
ears up in this fashion.

Most of the fellows ware of apinion

htlegs,
to be

that, in hunting for trouble with the

Bounder, Mossoo was hunting for more
than he could handle. And Smithy was
the man to go “all out™ to confirm
them in that opinion.

“In zis class,” continued Mossoo,
“"zere iz too much of to rag, as you
call him. WVous saver—you know quite
vell zat I speak to you, Smect !

“M&v name isn't Smeet!” said the
Dounder.

“Agsez assez! Zat is enoff ] Take zo
Crayon, Eme:at, and ecrivez—writa on
20 blackboard zose words zat I will
dictate. All ze class will copy zem and
translats.”

Vernor-Smith hesitated o moment or
two. It was in his mind to refuse
obedience; and the juniors looked on
eagerly, wondering whether the rebel
frif ﬂﬁ Remove would venture to go that
ength.

There was some dispppointment when
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the Bounder left his place and took the
c¢halk and stoed at the blackboard.

“Bmithy's knucklin® under 1" Skinner
whispered to Snoop—a whisper that
renched tho Bounder’s ears, as it was
intended to do. _

Smithy's eves gleamed at Skinner for
& moment. ]

“ Now, zen, Smeet—oorivez [V

“I'm ready ! grunted the Bounder.

Monsieur Charpentier proceeded to
dictate in French. The Bounder pro-
cecded to write on the board.

Mossor wes diotating  from  the
# Henriade,” which was a good deal
uzed in the French sets. . ]

“f Jo chante de ce heres qui regnait
gur la France——" he commaenced.

The Bounder wrote, but he did not
write what Mossco was dictating.
There was a gasp from the jumiors as
they read what he was chalking on the
blackboard.

“Monsieur cst tres pauvee!”

“Oh, my hat " gasped Skinner.

“"Ha, ha, ha ™ :

Harry Wharton frowned. * Monsieur
is very poor” was what the Bounder
had written; and it was & fact that was
well known in the school, and sometimes
commented on sarcastically.

There was a laugh from some of tho

fellowrs; but others looked rather grim.

ﬁ rag was B rag; but this was rather
itting below the belt, in the .“fﬂmiﬂﬂ of
& good many fellowa. Certamly, 1t re-

uired plenty of nerve for a follow to
3-::- what Smithy was doing. But theore
was a limit, and thi
fimit. ‘ 1

Mopsicur Charpentier was standing
at his desk now, and did not sce the
front of the blackboard, facing the
class. As he supposed that Vernen
Smith was writing from dictation he
was puzzled by the laughter.

“Silence in zc class 1" he rapped out.
“1 say vunce more zat zere 15 too mu
of to rag in zia class! ‘Teisez-vous!
Continuez, Smoot |

He went on  dictating from the
“ Heanriade,” and the Bounder went on
with the ehalk.

“Et par droit de conguete ct par
droit de naissance!” said Mossoo.

15 was over the

The juniors watched Smithy tagerly.
What he wrote bore no resemblance to
Maoszoo's dictution.

“Monsieur a pou d’argent.?

“Hea,ha, ha |

“Mossopo has little monoey!™
translated Skinmer in  a thrilling
whizper. “0Oh crumbs! Ha, ha, ha!”

“Chuck it, Smithy, you assl”
broathed Harry Wharton.

“Ha, ha, ha!™ roared a dozen fellowa.

“He, he, he!” confributed Billy
Bunter. Even Bunter could read that
much French, and he found it entertain-
ing.

Monsiour Charpentier stared at the

hilarious class. He realised that
Eamethin% was going on, and he
E'hialéed orward to look at the black-
oard.

A sudden silence fell on the class.

-

3

for a moment or two, had stooa dumb.
founded, but he woke to svdden action.
His eyes gleamed, and he fairly jumped
et the Bounder.

Smack! Smack!

A smack on one side of his head
made the Bounder stagger—s smack
on the other side righted him again.
He gave a startled yoll. n a hand
grasped his collar, and he was whirled

over a desk, The pointer, in Mossoo’s
other hand, rose and fell
Whack! Whack! Whack! Whack!
“Oh orumbs!"” gasper Skiomer,
" Mossoo's going it 1"
“The fulness  is _ terrifie [V
ejaculated Hurree Jomset Ram Singh.
Whack! Wheck! Whaek|
The Bounder reared and struggled.
Whack! Wheaek! Whack!

£

R

¢lutehes, and

suriace of the

Mensicur Chaniu::nﬁer logked ot what
Vernon-Smith  had  written.  The
Bounder faced him, with cool hardihood,
The whole class hardly breathed, waat-
ing for the thunderstorn:. , ,

The French master stood guite still
for some moments. The angry red
fm*fleﬂ out of his face, leaving him quite
pale,

As he saw the expression on _the
French gentleman’s faco, the Bounder's
heart smote him, He realised—what a
batter fellow would Lave realised
heforshand—that what he had done
was mean and ungenerous—that such
a taunt was worthy only of a rank
outaider.

A moment more, and Vernon-Smith
would have spoken—to tull Mossco that
he was sorry, and to ask his pardon

But he had no times to speak. Mossoo,

Bunfer made a frantic endeavour toelude Coker’s

ithe lake. Splash !
the faf Owl, his head reappearing above the

(e =
".-l,' :u“ r

in doing so stumbled and feli In
“* Wooooooch ! ** purgled

water. * Gug—gug—gug—gugl”

*Oh, my hat!” exclaimed Nugeunt.
“Oh crikey ! i :

There was a buzz of excitement in_the
class. The fellows wern all on their
foet. They stared on blankly at the
SCEN0, : y

Mossoo's face was flaming, his eyes
sparkling. Mever since he had been
French master at Greyiriars hed he
let himself go like this—or anything
lika it. Never -had the DBounder been
g0 thoroughly thrashed, even when he
had had "six * from Loder, or evon &
ﬂ{rgg‘ing from the Head,. Vhack !
Whack! Whack! Whaek] The pointer

fairly rang. ?

The Bounder im]!ed frantically, Ha
struggled with all his force. thsmaﬁ{-
the little French gentleman was hardly
morg than a match for the hardy
muscular Bounder. But the Etﬁitﬂ{i
man scemed to have double or treble
strength now. The Bounder secemed
like an infant in his dgra?. ;

“Let po!™  welle erpon-Smith

Treg Maicrer Lienary.—No. 1,242,
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furiously. “Btop itf I'll jolly well
T’ﬁ:ﬂk your shins!’ ¥You old fool, chuck
’ Whack! Whack! Whack| WWhaek!
Harry Wharton ran from his place.

He caught the French master's arm
a3 the pointer was crashing down agaim
“ Monaieur Charpentier !’ he gaspad.
Massoo gave him s ferce lock for &
second. DBut the copcern in the face
of the captain of the Remove recelled
him to himself. He released the
Bounder, and threw down the pointer.
“Zapk you, mon garcon!” he gasped.
“]1 do not remember myself, isn't !
] am too much in & large wax! Mon
Digun 1 ] 3
The Bounder staod panting, whxt—gf
and furious. There was a moment
stillness in  the class-room. Then
ﬂdunaieur Charpentier poioted to the
oor, ]
“%Zo class is dismiss!” he =ald in &

trembling voice. © Allez!"

And the juniors streamed out, bue-
ting with excitement, leaving the
French master alone

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Sporting 1
£ Y, you Hfellows! Emithy's
wild I**
“ Bow-wow I

“Frightfully wild " grinned
Bunter.

It was teatime, and the Famous
Five bad gathered in Etudg No. 1 in
the Remove. That, no_ doubb, was
ﬁnrﬂy the reason why Billy Bunter
ad rolled along an

d inserted a fat
foce and a large pair of & cles wnto
the doorway of that celebrated apart-

meant.

But it was not a propitious moment
for Bunter to roll in. Funds were
low with the Co., and thers was a0
sign of tea, yot, at all eveats, in-Siudy
Mo. 1. Harry Wharton & Co. wero
going through their pockets in search of
cash—hoping to dizcover some forgoiten
=an.

Wharton turned out threepence, Frank
Nugent twopence, Bob Cherry a penny,
Johony Bull a threug:-a-nn;r-pmga, and
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh a sixpence.
The combined resources of the choms
of the Remova hnrd]ﬁy seemed equal to
tea in the study for five healthy fellows

with fairly good appetites. Tea 1n
Hall—the ieu;t resource of the stony—
loomed d&ﬂﬂg before them.

“I say, you fellows——**
“Oh, bother!” gaid Harry.
“I've just seen Smithy—"

“Go snd see him again!” sugpested
Frank Nugent.

“Oh, really, Nugent—-="

“ Roll away, anyhow["
Johnoy Bull ] 1

'The Famous Five did not want to
hear about Bmithy. They were well
ewdre that the Bounder was “wild.”
He had been like a bear with & sore
head ever since the scene with Mossoo
in the French set that ﬂmrnlﬂsé But
the “wildness " of the Bounder did
pot interest the Ceo., who were up
ageinst an economic problem,

grunted

“1 gay, you fellows, he's been slang-
ing Redwing like anything——" weant
on Bunter.

“ﬂh, Iﬂtﬂ !h

*“And he nearly bit my head off
when I asked him if it still hurt,” anid
the Owl of the Remove. “1 supposs

it does. He, he, he! Mossoo laid it
on pretty hard. He chucked & loaf
at me——"

“1 hope it kit you!™
Tee Micwsr Lisrser.~No. 1,242.

“Beest] I dodged it,” said Bunter.
“I went fo his study to sympathige
with him, you koow. I've got a
sympathetie nature. 1 didn't go
hatt:.:a:eh!. knew he hnd”a. fiver from his
pa this morning—

i H-H-, ].'t-ﬂ-, h-ﬂ-lu ;

“ Bleased if 1 seo anvihing to cackle
at. 1 was going to ask him to tea
in my study, out of sheer sympathy,
you know—m"

“Dut of his fiver, you mean?”’

“Na, I don’t!” roared Bunter., "As
it happens, I'm in funds—at least, I
ghall in funds when I go down for
my letter. Dhd I well you tellows that
1 was expecting & postal order—"

“*1 fancy you did!™ said Bob Cherry,
with deep sarcasm. 1 seem to have
heard something of the sortl”

“Ha, ha, bha!”

“Well, it's come!” said Bunter. .

“Q day worthy to be marked wiih
a white stomel” said Hurree Jamset
Ram Singh. :

“At least, I think it's come!
Carlow says there's a letter for me In
the rack, and I fancy the postal order's
m. 1t. The fact is, I've been expectn
that postal order for some time,” sai
Bunter. i

“Ever since you were m ithe Second
Form I" rema Nugent,

“Hsa, ha, hal™

*1 say, you fsl dou't cackla
What about tea?” Bunter, blink-
ing rather anx st the Famous
Fiva *“ erder's come——"

“HF remaer Bob.

"The if-fulpess is p terous ¥
s ! imc;ﬁr it's come, all right, and, if
b1 I'm going to stand rather a

8p . and ask you feflows. Now, look
here,” said Bunter, " wbat sbout ibf
Let's go down to see that letter, and if
my postal order’s come, you fellows
tea with me—if it hazn't come, 1 tea
with you! That's fair |”

Tha Famous Five chuckied.

They entertamed very strong doubts
as to whether Billy Bunter's celebrated
postal order had come at last. Certainiy
it had been a very long time on its
way to Greyiriars

“That's a sporting offer!™
Buntar.

“'The sportfulness it terrific!”” apreed
Hurree Jamset Rain Singh, cloging ona
eye at his comrades, “Let us accept
the sportful offer of the esteemed and
ridiculous Bunter,™

“ Let's 1”? chuckled Mugent.

“Done I’ said Bob Cherry.

Harry Wharton laughed.

“It's a go, Bunter!” be said.

Eilly Bunter’s fat face beamed ex-
panaively,

Az o matter of fact, he did not feel
&t all sure that the postal order, go long
expeoted, had arrived at last. 1t was
much more probable that the letter from
his pater, waiting for him in the rack
downstairs, contained valuable parcnotal
advice on the subject of economy than
a cash remittance. It was very muoch
more probable that Bunter's “sporting
offer would lead to Bunter tea-ing with
the Famous Five than to the Famous
Fve tea-ing with William George
Buntar,

Which was extremely satisfactory to
the fat Owl, as he was blissfully un-
conscious of the fact that the Famous
Five, like the seed in the parable, had
fellen in a at-l:rng lace, and that they
had already decided on tea in Hall.

*Come on, then, old chaps}” said

Bunter briskly. ;
uff 1" gaid Bob.

“Lead on,

The Famous Five followed Bunter
from the study. 5till with that expan-
sive grio on hig podgy countenance, the

DOwl of the Bemave rolled down the

said
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stairs, and the chums of the Remove
aleo grinned as they followed.

Undoubtedly there waa a letter for
Bunter in the rack. Undoubtedly it
was addressed in his father's haod. Bug
it was not undoubtéd that there was a
postal order 1n it. There was a lot of
doubt about that.

Bunter took the letter and inserted a

rubby, fat thumb into the enmvelo
tore opening it, however, the fat
junior blinked serio at theo smling
five. He felt that one could not have
an arrangement of this kind too clear.

“1 say, you fellowsg——r"

“aet on with it, old fat bean,” said
Bob, “Woe're frightiully enxious to sea
shat postal order. What about having
it framed 7

“{h, really, Cherry——" "

“Buck up, Bunter! We are on the
esteemed tender hocks,” said Hurree
Jamsetr Ram Siogh.

“Well, let’s have it olear,” said
Bunter. “If the postal order's in this
letter, you tea with me. If 1t isn't, I
tea with you. That's understood. No

larks, you know!"

“No decaption, gant!aman 1 said Bob
Cherry. *“’I'kat’s the jolly old arrsnge-
ment. Now, let's sea.”

Bunter's fat thumb jerked the envelope
open. He took out the letter and
unfolded it

There was no enclosura,

Evidently that epustle from Bunter
senior contained only advice; valu-
able in its way, but of no casah value.

*“0Oh, rotten!” said Bunter. “1 say,
you fellows, my postal order hasn't
come, after alL.” ;

“Alas 1" sighed Bob Cherry.

Bunter shoved the letter into his
pocket without reading it. Parental
advice could wait; tea couldn’t.

“Well, thar’s thot,” said Bunter.
""Sorry and all that. Ancther time, you
know. I'm expocting sevoral remit-
tances from some of my titled
Now it’s up to you fellows."
“1t's up to us,” agreed Harry Whar-
ton. “Come on, Bunter |" !

The Famous Five turned their steps
in the direction of Hall.

Bunter blinked after them in surprise.

“1 say, you fellows, what about tea?
It's tes-time, you koow.”

“Yus., Come onl*

“Where are you going, theni®

“To tes.™

“That 12an't the way to the study, fat-
hﬁgd IH‘ = d Fd ]

"%\Fhﬁ;:a not going to the astudy.

“lEfﬂ’m going into Hall to tez, Come
on

“Why, you— you-—you—-" gas
Bunter. " Mean to say you were going
to tea in Hall all the tiine ™

“ Exactly I

“‘The exactfulness is terrifiel”

“Come on, old man!” said Bob. "A
bargein's & Eargmn. ¥our postal order
hasn't come, so you're coming to tea
with we.™
"..11:“ Hall,” added Nugent. *Comae
T G
“Why, —you—you silly rotters!™
hawl-z:dfﬂﬁﬁu&n “1 could go to tes in
Hall if I liked. without you asking me®

“0f course you could, old fat man.
But we're asking you, all the same. A
bargain’s a b&rﬁmn.”

“%[a, ha, ha !

“1 say, you fellows——""

The Famous Five, chortling, walked
away to Hall to tea. Billy Bunter

lared after them. It dawned on his
at mind now why his S{x:rting offer bad
hecn ted so0 readily.

“Beaste | he roared.

“Ha, ha, hai® .

The Famous Five disappeare
ing. Billy Bunter snorted an

relations,

i =
rolled
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Taa in Hall was a very, very
last resource, and Bunter h to
better in the Remove passage. Harry
Wharton & Co. tea’d in Hall without
the fascinating company of William
George Bunter.

BWAY.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
A Bear with a Sore Head.

L1 MITHY, old man i
“Oh, shut up | :
Tom Redwing compressed his

lips a little.

The Bounder wog in 2 bad temper.
There was no mistake about that,
Bmithy's temémr was always o little
uncertnin, and now it was at its very
worst. .

A good many hours had passed since
that terrific licking in the ¥rench class,
but Smithy was still feeling it. Mon-
pieur Ghar?ﬂntier, who seldom even
rapped & fellow's knuckles with the
pointer, had fairly let himself go for
phee, and ho had laid it on not wisely

but too well

‘Probably enough the kind-hearted
little French gontleman hned  slready
repented of having allowed his anger
to carry him to such o length. But
the Bounder did not know that, and
would have cared little had he known.
'He was moving restlessly about his
ptudy, No. 4, in t%r,a Eemove. In spite
of the lapse of time sincs the licking,
Vernon-Smith was still dizinelined to
sit down,

His chum Redwing sympathised. But
the Bounder knew very well that Tom
vegarded him as being in fault. Red-
wing had not said so, but it was easy
enough to guess his thoughts, To taunt
A mon witﬁ his poverty was outside the
limit, and Redwing was not the only
man in the Remove who thought so by
many a one. DEven Skinner & Co. said—
amopg theinselves—that it was rather
thick.

The Bounder was quite well aware of
that himszelf, But he was not the fellow
to admit bhimself in the wrong.

Moreover, he had been made to look
an ass. Ho had set out to rag the
French master, expecting to get away
with it, as nsual. Instead of which he
had been thrashed before o erowd of
fellows, and it was bitterly humiliating
to the nrrogant Bounder. A licking
from Quelch or the Head would not
have been so humiliating, But a licking
from DMossoo, who was regarded as &
mere nobody, almost as a butt, made
the Bounder sorcr in mind than he was
in body.

«Well, what about tea?” asked Red-
wing, after a long pausc.

" Hang teal’? ‘

¥ Look here, Bmithy—

Herbert Vernon-Smith came to a
halt and fixed ‘o bitter look on his chum.

“I've got to think it out,” he said,
“I'm going to make that Froggy cringo
for thiz! Do you think I'm goin' to
take it like 2 lamb?”

“I think the soomer you put it out of
your mind and forget sll about it the
batter, Hmithy,” said Tom. * Mossgo’s
upset about something, or he wouldn’t
have been so ratty this morning.”

“What do I carel” U

“Well, he's a good fellow in his wayr,"
said Redwing. “Quelch wouldn’t stand
o tenth of what Futﬁ up with as
s rule. He went too far this morning,
I know, But whot you did—*

“Well?"” sneored the Bounder.

“ Dash it all, Smithy, it was too thick.
Evervbody Lknows that Mossoo iz poor,
snd they jolly well know, too, that he
gends most of his money homo to his
peeple in France, and thut makes him

% | GREYFRIARS HEROES.

Neo. 11.

ALONZO TODD.

The biggest duffer at Greyiriars
has his hero, but he's not
evervbody's cholee !

ISE up, and gound ¢he trumpel/
Bring forth the dram and hump

it
Professor Balmyerumpet
Appears before your eyes;
Whene'er he writez a colunn
It grows into g volume;
(Alonzo Todd, the solemn,
Phinks this is very wise).

Tlda mighty-broained old beaver

Iz & confirmed belicper

In all things that leave a
Normal fellow eold;

He stupefics and dazes

A ehap with erackjow phrases;

{Sueh things Alonze praises,
And thinks them very bold).

He'll burn the midninht ffuid

To write about a Druid ;

The dajt old chump will do if
You connot make him stor;

He'd aualyse a rumour

Of tomle in Montezuma

And such-like things, and gooner
Then eat ¢ mution chop.

The theory of relation
Darwin learned from hiz oralion,
He knew of gravitation

Befare Newlon found i oui;
He formed the catasirophio
Definetion of a tropic—
In fact, there's not a lopic

That he doesn’t know aboul.

But tn wseful information
The Profeszor's eduealion
Hesn't reached the elevation
Qf the grubby GQreyfriuvs fuga;
Thaugh he's hot on Herodotus
Adad cun find the Secred Lotus,
fHe can’t cook o pair of blouvters,
Or sew buttons on his bags,

But these ifeme do not mailer,

Lhengh as mad o3 eny hatter,

We still hope he'll live to scaltcr
Mighty wisdam, quaint and odd ;

Thougl us mereiless ug Nero,

We would greet him with ¢ “Cheer. -
ho i

Al the time he iz the hevo
OF the mild Alonzo Todd.

hard vp. You got him on the raw by
jeering at hiz poverty.”

“I'll get hin on the raw again [ said
the Bounder venomously. “The poverty-
stricken little tick! A figure of fun
like that to take on himself to handle
o men as he did me! A man that all
tl;*:r ut}tnr masters patronise and snecr
af—"

“Not all of them, Smithy.”

“I've zeon tho little fool showing
photographs of lis dashed family to the
other beaks” sneered the punder.
“Little Adolphe, and little Henri, and
little Marcclle—and the other beaks
winking at one another behind the little
asz’ back 3

Redwing smiled faintly.

“Heo's & good little ass, to be so fond
of his relations,” he zaid. “He rather
woars his heart on his sleove, I dare say
—pbut he's & good little ass. It's pretty
woell known that lhe has to provide for
his family, Smithy, ond that's really
why he wears that jolly old coat, and
that ancient hat—""

“Povertv-stricken litle tiele ™

“YWell, poverty isn't a erime,” said
Redwing mildly. *I've heard Hilton of
the Fifth say that it's bad form. Bub it
isn’'t a erime.”

“{zet on with it [* jeered the Boundor,
“Tell me I think too much about money,
becanse my father's o millionaire, and
I'm a purse-proud bouoder.”

*1 sbouldn’t be likely to tell you
that, Smithy.”

“Why not, when you think it?

“Q0h, don't let's row, old chap.
abont teaid™

“Hang tea

What

growled the Bounder,

“I'll eut down to the tuckshop, old
fellow—2>"

“(Oh, ell right1™

The Bounder took his father's loteer
from his pocket, extracted a five-pound
note from it, and threw it on tho table,
Mr. Vernon-3mith often slipped & bank.
note into his lotters to his son. Fivers
were raré in most Remove studies; but
thero was no doubt that the Bounder of
Greyfriars had more wmoney than was
good for him.

“Change that, and get something
deeent,” grunted the Bounder.

Redwing did not make a move to

pick up the bankuote. He colourcd
rather uncomfortably.
“No neced to change banknotes,

Smithy. Trot out a half-crown, and I'll
put another to it—=>

“Oh, give us a rest!” snarled the
Bounder. "I know jul!f* well what's in
your mind, Redwing, though you beat
about the bush.”

Redwing looked at him steadily.

“If you're trying to pick a row with
me, Smithy—"

“I don't caro two straws whether wa
row or not. I'm jolly sick of your ser-
monising. Give us & rest.”

“Well, I'm not going to row with
you,” said Redwing quietly,  “If you
want to splash banknotes about, there's
glmty of follows who will join up; but

'm not one of them. I'll give you a
rest, ns you suggest.”

And Redwing left the atud{;

“Go and eat coke, nnd be hanged lo
vou !” snarled the Bounder after him, a
remark to which Tom made no reply.

Tue Maoxer Lissary.—No, 1,242,
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Bilence was golden, with the Bounder wants to blow off steam when he's been He knew that hamimd gone too far.

in_his presoent savage mood.

Vernon-Smith continued pacing the
study, wich kpitted brows. .

He was in & mood fo guarrel with
friend or foe; and, as a matter of fact,
it was only Tom Redwing's prompit de-
parture that prevented a “row.”

Deep down at the back of his mind
the Bounder was aware that be thought
o good deal too much about money. Ho
Jealised sometimes that his chum was
rather conscious of that little weakness
of his. CGenerally, he was rather careful
not to obtrude his wealth on Redwing.
Redwing was not to be treated liko
Bunter or Skinner or Suoop; and in
treating him so on this occasion, Smithy
had been, half-consciously perhaps, seek-
ing & cause of guarrel,

But Redwing ~ was gonc, and the
Dounder's thoughts returned to Mon-
sicur Charpentier. He was determined
to “get back " on the Freoch master,
not only because he was feeling venge-
ful, but because he had his reputation
to keep up in the Remove.

The most unruly member of the Form,
the fellow who snapped his fingers at
authority, who made 1t his boast that
he did not care two straws for masters
or prefects, could not take this “like a
lamb,” without losing his prestige. If
the Bounder of Grva;!rfr:inrs wWas over
tamed, it was not going to be by the
Fremoh rmaster, the least considered
member of tho etaff, the man who was
ignored or patronised in Comman-
room, who was ragged with impunity
even by fags of the Third and Becond.

1 say, égmit.hy-——”

Vernon-8mith spun round auw;ge]y as
the door opened, to reveal a fat face
and a pair of glimmering spectacles,

SO poelly, Bl

, really, ithy—'

“Wou fat fool!” roared the Dounder.
“Traval."

Smithy, in one of his worst tempers,
was in ne mood for Bunter, But it was
written of old that fools rush in where
angels fear to tread.

“1 say, Bmithy, old chap, don't be
shirty, you know,” expostulated Bunter.
“I'm awiully sorry about that thrash-
mg——"

“Will vou clear off I™
“1 don't think it served you jolly well
uf the

right, vou know, like most
fellows,” explained Bunter. *I sym-
athise—1 do, really, Smithy! I zaid to

oddy that a fellow like Fou ain’t really
to blame for alwe thinking sbout
money, because a chap can't help if,
really, if he's & purse-proud bounder!
I snid those very words, Smithy,”

_Bunter evidently meant to cgge&grm
gmamrr. He was mnot B5u ing,

owever. ;

The Bounder %'lnrﬁi at him,

Bunter's eyes lingered on the bank-
note lying on the table, which Vernon-
Smith, deep in his angry reflections,

ten. It was a trifle to the
Bounder. To William George Bunter it
was not a trile—in epite of the alleged
enprmous wealth of Bunter Court.

“Cheeky little tick, 1 you ask me,”
went on Bunter. “ Pitching inte & man
like that. I really expected you to
knock him down, Bmithy. 1 would
have. I'd bhave whopped him.”

“ et out, idiot !

“1 haven't fimshed wyet, old ehap!
What about ten? Wharton asked me to
tea, but 1 told him 1 was tea-ing with
vout, Bmithy. I knew you'd Lke mﬁ
company, old chap, as you're left a
alone. 1T can stand your temper, if Red-
wing ¢an't. [ don't mind you blowing
off ateam, Bmithy., After all, & man
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jolly +well thrashed, and say——
Whoooop I

- The Bounder made s siride to the
door, seized Billy Bunter by the collar,
and twirled himm round into the passage.

There was a roar in the HRemove
passage, as Bmithy’s boot landed on a
pair of tight trousers, with what a
l‘lhuv;liﬂt would dezeribe as a sickening

wd.

“Ow!l Beast! Wow! I'm jolly glad
Mossoo whopped you l” roared Bunter.
“Qwl I wish he'd given you some more.
Wow! If you kick me again, you
rotter, I’ll jolly well—— Whoooop ™

The Bounder did kick again, and yet
again, seeming to find solace inm it

Bunter roared and rolled. i

Leaving him roaring and rolling,
Vernon-8mith walked along the passage
to Skinner's siudy. He was sure of a
welcomo there, and in his present mood
the company of tho outsiderz of thg
Form was congenial to him.

“ Heast I roared Bunter.

Skinner's door slammed after the
Bounder.

“Owl Wow!l Uw!"” gasped Bunter.

Bunter was hurt. He was hurs in a
double. scnse. He had come to SBmithy's
study to sympathise, and this was how
his tectful sympathy had been requited.
Bunter would have %w&n a great deal
te have followed Vernom-Smuth into
Skinner’s study, and given him the lick-
m% of his life,

a did not think of doing so, how-
ever. Tha result would have been much
more painful to Billy Bunter than to
the Bounder. He would almost as soon
have followed a tiger into his lair.

Bunter rubbed his injuries, snd
gasped ond grosned, his little round
eyes gleaming behind his big round
spectacles. Even the worm will turn,
and all the Remove agreed that Bunter
Was a4 wWorm. . :

He gould not lick Smithy as he de-
served.  He could not give him the
kicking he so richly merited. But there
were more ways of killing & ecat than
choking it with cream.

Bunter gave a cautious blink up and
down the deserted passage. Then he
whipped into Vernon-Smith’s study.

The forgotten banknote lay on the

table. Bunter’s fat fingers closed on it.
Hea blinked round the study. On the
shelf lay “Paradise Lost,” a volume

that Vernon-Smith was not at all likely
to open till Saturday, when it would be
wanted for “Bunday prep.”
slipped the banknote into the
the volume, and closed it again. :

'Then he rolled cut of the study, grin-
ning. _ )

When Vernon-8mitn remembered his
banknote, he couid come back for it,
and hunt for it—and the longer he
hunted, the better William George
Bunter would be pleased. It would be
rather entertaining for the Bounder to
be raising Cain over his missing fiver,
which was stuck in a volume in his
study all the tore.

Bunter rolled away grinning.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Not Kiee for Mossoo

ELAS 4
Monsienr Charpenticr mur-
mured th * word, not once but
many times,
The little Frensh gentleman was
pacing his study, in s worried and
troubled mooq
He was a3 kind-heerted a littla man
as ever wore his heart upon his sleeve,
And ever since that scene in the French
set that morning, ke had been troubled
in mi

14

Buntor
o middle of Pound

The Bounder been insolent,
deserving of sover: punishument; but
there was no excuw for the record
thrashing Mosser had given him—
excopt the fact that Mossoo had bee
at the time, worried and anxious, an
that the cheeky junior had touched him
on the raw,

Bix with B cane was considered a
fairly -zevere licking st Greyfriars,
Mossoo hed giver the Bounder more
than a dozen with a pointer! He waos
well aware that had the Bounder
chosen to complain to the Head, Dr.
Locke would have expressed a very
grim disapproval, The Bounder was
the last fellow av Greyfriars to complain
to a beak, but the I::nnwlad & that he
had nothing or that kind to ?ear added
to Mossoo’s remorse,

He had been insulted—and it had
been a cruel insult. Mossoo was touchy
about his poverts e drew quite a
good salary at Gresiniars as French
master ; though not, of course, so d as
that of a Form master. There IEHEJ.D; was
no reason why he should have worn tho
oldest coat in the school and the most
ancient bat—but for the fact that in
la Balle France L'Oncle Henri was the
chief support ot & large circle of small
ralatives,

Thrifty, like all Frenchmen, Mossoo
spent little on himsclf, but he forgos
thrift when ho was sending remuttanoes
zcross the Chaonel for the benefit of
little Adolphe, and little Henri, and
little Marcello, and little Genevieve,
and the rest.

Heo had full compensation in the love
and affection with which those
numerous small cnes regerded " Uncle
Henri,” and the i:]zi'pua. welcome they
gave him in the holidays,

After & vacation he would come back

with his pockets full of photographs of
the small opes, whirh he would display
to anyone who cared to ses them—as
well az to a many who did net.
He bored the more pstient masters in
Common-room with . and with. hia
tales of the small folk at home; thou
the beaks did not, as the Bounder
had eaid, wink at one another on such
OCCRSI0TE,
. Latterly, there had been an inorease
in Mossoo's financial troublee—which
was the resson why his kind temper
had becom: o little acid.

Like all Frenchmen, Monasicur
Charpentier had rather resented the
state of the exchange. Franos, in the
old days, had been twenty-five to the
. But fr many years the
exchange had stood at 125—which waa
rather humiliating from the point of
view of & patriotio sem of France.

But it heao its adventages. When
Mossoo sent & pound across the
Channel, 1t was turned into & hundred
and twenty-five franks for his relatives.
That solid fnancial advantage com-
peiu;;,md for = wound to .national

pr L ]

Now thers was a change!

The exchange bad altered since the
couctry of iy present residence bad
gone off the gold standard.

Pounds were not worth s0 much in
France. Now, a pound dispatched
across the Channel produced under a
huEndred francs, ——

Yery nd that Mozsoo sgueezed for
hia iamif;m roducea twenty-fiva fowor
francs for tgam

The improvement in the cxchange

leased him sr a patriotic Frenchmaon

ut it was disestrous {rom a fnenciel
point of view.

To keep up the same omount of
assistance to his family, he had to
squeeze and scrape harder than ever;
to give his old coat s new lease of life;
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to have his already over-repaired shoes
goled and heeled yet again.

Ho was aware, or, ot least, he sus-
poeted, that his old coat was = joke
among the fags, and that: fellows zome-
times asked one another whether Froggy
Lva.s evoer going bto stand himself a new

at |

But there were few fellows at Grey-
friara whe would have dreamed of
taunting him with his poverty. Even
the Bounder, arrogont as he was, con-
temptuouz as he wes of people loss
blessed with th- wor d's goods than
himselt, would not have done it, except
in & momen: of exasparation,

Mossoo was oruelly wounded.

But he was a just little gentloman.
He realised that he had aliowed his

rivate and perzonal worries to affect

is temper in class; that after leiting
follows do practically as they liked for
whola terms, he ha

developed a sharp
ness of temper which
they expected from
guelch. but mever
reamed of expecting
from him,

That, really, had
led to the trouble
with the Bounder,
and the Bounder's
oruel taunt had led to
the exhibition of pas-
sionate temper of
which Mossoo was
heartily and thor-
oughly ashamed.

Pacing his study,
he thought 18 over
dismally. He had
done wrong, and the
knowledge was pain-
ful to him. The 4
kindness of heart and
softness of dis

pzition, that made

im the most
thoroughly  ragged
master at Grevfriars,
made him remorseful
.and uncasy over a
fault of temper whjoh
anv other membor of
the staff would pro-
bahlvy have dismissed
from hiz miad a3 &
matter of  little
moment.

“Helag 1 M
Moneieur Char-
pentiar for the
twentieth time,

He left the study at
Inst.

He had made up
his mind.

He tripped down the passage, a trim
little figure in the black frock coat that
made hun look oveu slighter than he
WES,

Mr. Prout, the master of the Fifth,
was cﬁmu:g; along, portly and pon-
derous. rout’s glance dwelt, for a
moment, on the shiny scams
Mossoo's old contr  Prout—contrary to
his usual custom when he caught
another master in the corrider—did not
stop himn for a chat. ]
Mossoo's little troubles were guite
well knowe in Common-room. The
gtute of the exchange had been his chief
topic for days. Ele was an effusive and
confidential little gentloman, and his
innermost  thoughts werao mlways ready
to run off the tip of his tongue. if he
could find & listene-. )

Monsienr Charpentier almost ejacu-
lated * Helas ™ apon, as he came on
Prout. He saw himself captured for
one of Prout's lengthy chats,

To his relief, Prout rolled an,  Thoro
was & doubt ip Prout's mind whethor

said

“I—1 say, W

choooh-~chooooh

Monzieur Charpentier might not want
to horrow, in the present state of
oironmst anoes,

Prout was alway: prepared to hend
out advice to a colleague. Anything
more substantia, Prout was not pre-
pared to hand out. :

Ho rolled on: and Mossoo, little
dreaming of the thoughts in the Fifth
Form master's mind, whisked on his
way, glad te escapo,

He ascendeq the stairs, heading for
the Remove passage.

A fat junior was coming down the
Romove staircase when  Monsicur
Charpentier arrived there.

“DBuntair 1" saicd Mossoo,

Billy Bunter backed away across the
staira, eyeing bhim warily. If Froggy
was still ferocious. Bunter did not want
to get the benefit of it.

“Stop, Buntair—"

9

Monsienr Charpentier had made up
his mind to see Vernon-Smith, and to
oxpress hiz regret for having chastized

WL BO auvemﬁr in the class-room, He
had followed one of his usual kind and
elfusive impulses.

But the nder was not there, and
Mossoo's effusive little speech had to
remain bottled up in his own efferves-
cent Gallic breast

He looked out of the doorway of the
study., Bunter had said that the Bounder
was in the House, and that he had seen
him a minute age. 2o ho could not be
far away.

Elf'El.liﬂ? of the Remove came down the
passage from the end study. He %ianﬂad
at Mossoo, perhaps wondering what the
French master was doing in 8mithy's
coom. Mossoo ealled to him,

“Field! Vous saves—you know whera
is Smoet "

te,”* stuitered Bunter, ** [—I haven’t—grooogh—got a c-c-eold | Atchoooh-

Choooooop ! I-—1 don’t want to go to sanny [ ™

sald Wingate.

it wasn't me, mounscer ™
exclaimed Bunter hastily.
“Vat?' Mossoo stared. " Vat was
not vou, Buntair "
“Nothipg. siri
thing—"

“1—1I ga

1—1 mean,

“You are one foolish garcon,
Buntair 1" aatd Monsicur Charpentier
mildly. “1 wvish to ask you owoe guis-
tian. Is 8meot in zo House?®™

“0h, yos sir, I saw him only a minute
apo, sir.’” said Dumer, glad that it was
Vernon-S8mitn and not himself that was
wanted. And the fat junior seutiled
down the stairs,

Monsieur Charpentior went on  his
way up the Remove passage. Ha
gtopped at the dosr of Stiddy No. 4 and
tappﬁd, and opencd it.

‘SBmest [Y he said

He stepped into the study.

It was vocant,

“Mon Disnt  Ze boy i3 not here”
sabd  Monszicur Charpentier. Laring
round the studxy.

It was disappeinting.

&Iy~

“ Come on, you [at ass ! "

“VYes, mir,” answored Squiff, “I
heard him in Bkinnor's study, sit.”’ z
“Please tell him I vish to speak viz
him.”

“ Certainly, sirt®

Monsieur Charpentier stﬂl:gmd back
inte the room. Sat.liﬁf walked back u
the passage to Siudy Neo. 11, and look
i Vernon-Smith was at tea there with
Skinner and Snoop and Stott.

“ Mossoo's in your study, Smithy. and
he wants to speak to wou,” said Squiff,

The Bounder shrugged his shoulders.

“Tell him I won't comel!™ he
answered.

“Y¥os I'm likely to tell him thatt”
gaid the Anstralian junior. *“Don’t be
an asz. Smithy | You'd hetter go.

“He's not my Formm master, [ sup-
pose. ['th not at his beck and eall. I
won't go '’ ]

“ Please yourself I said Sguoiff.

And he walked away. Monsieur
Charpentier’s  neatly  broshed  head
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popped out of Study No. 4 as he came
along the passago again.

“You tell Smeet?” ha asked.

"“Wes, gir, I've told him,” answered
Squiff, colouring s little. He was mnot
likelzv to give the Bounder’s message.

“ Zank you, mon garcon ™

Squiff went on his way. Monsicur
Charpentier stood in the study, waiting
for ¥ernon-Smith.

He waited in vain.

The Bounder did not arrive. It was
not for some minutes that the French
magter realised that the junior did not
intend to pay any heed te the summens.

When he realised that, the colour
came into his sallow cheeks, and his eyes
glittered. Vernon-Smith was within his
rights, so far a3 that went; but his con-
duct was intentionally insclent, a3
Moszsoo was well aware. All the kind
and cffusive feelings faded from
Muossoo’s effervescent heart. Ha stepped
out- intg the passage and made a step
towards Skinner’s study-—ecertainly not
with tha intention of making the grace-
ful littla speech he had intended for the
Pounder.

But he stopped and turned away
again. He was not Ening to give way to
his temper & second time. With com-
pressed  lips, Monsieur Charpentier
walked away, and went down the
Remove staircase.

THE SIXTH CHAFPTER.

Wet !
“ ALLO, lmllo, hallo ¥
H Billy Bunter jum}ged.
The Famous ive had
gtrolled out into the guad

after tea in Hall. They had forgotten
the uwnimportant existence of William
George Bunter ; but they were reminded
of him the sight of a fat figure that
was stealing cautiously along towards
the gate tha Head’s garden. Billy
Bunter's manner was 50 excessively
cautious, that it would have drawn any-
bady's attention upon him at once, and
thoa chums of the Remove grinned at
the sight of him, _

Bunter, apparontly, was intending o
trespass in the Head's garden—a spot
that was barred to jpniors without
special leave. DBob Cherry hailed him
in stentorian tones, and the Owl of the
Remove blinked round in alarm.

“1—I say, you fellows!® he gasped.

“What are you up to, fathead ¥ asked
Harry Wharton, “You'll get into a
row if you bult into the Beak’s private

preserves®

“T wasn't poing into the Head's
%ﬂr{‘lan, old chap! Nothing of the sort.

psides, I want to keep clear of that
beast, Colcer.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“I—I eay, you fellows, if—if von see
Coker, you=—you needn’t mention that
vou saw me here. If heo asks gbout me,
say—say I’m doing extra tont with
Quelch, will vou?®

“You fat villain—""

“Or say I'm doing Freneh with
Mossoo—~that will do. Or—or say I've
gone home. Perhaps that would be
botter. Bay I've been called home by =
telegram, because my pater's been run
over hy a motor-omnibns,®

“What the thomp—"

“I1—I havent been near Coker's
sindy.” added Bunter. “If he {fancies
that T knew anything about his dough-

nuts——"

“You've heen bagring Coker's dough-
nuts. von fat burglar?™

* Nothing of the kind, old ehap ' said
Bunter hastily. “I never knew Coker
of the Fifth had any doughnunits. I
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didn't see him taking them to his study,
and never went there to look for them.
I baven't got them 1n this paper
h"ﬂ%"__.*
“* Ha, ha, ha 1™

“Blessed if I see anything to cackle
at ] I—I say, vou fellows, mind you tell
Coker. if he asks, that I've gone to tea
with the Head. That will be best. He
can't go cvooting after a chap in the
Head's house.”

And Bunter eclambered cver the pato
ond dropped inte the Head's garden.
e dmpdp&d the paper bag in the pro-
coss, and two or three dovghnuts rolled
ont of it. Bunter retrieved them
hastily, and wvanished along a shrub-

bery-lined th that led towards the
ornamental lake. He dizappearcd from
sight, leaving the Famous Tive
chuckling.

Evident]ly Billv Bunter had retired lo
that quiet and secluded spot to dovour
his pray at leisure.

“Bunter?™ It was the bull-like roar

ROUSING RIBTICKLER
wins a useful

POCKET-KNIFE !

The constable was taking the
offendar’s name and address.

"“Why do you ll'HI'E{I fick your
pencll befoera you write down the
particuiars 7 *' aakad the latter,

The oonstable frowned omin-
ously, then replied :

" To make the
blacker 1 #?

Sent in by Samuel Clare, of 12,
Little Edward Street, off Quay
Street, Deansgate, Manchester,

Have a shot at wmnin%nnt of

case fook

these TOPPING PRIZES your-
! sell, chum | i
of Coker of the IMifth., " Dunter!

Where's that young villain®™
“i ) whero and O where cun he be?* ™
chuckled Bolb Cherry.

Cloker of the Ififth came ztriding up.
Obviously Ceker was ou the wrail of the
raider who had nefariously borrowed his
donghnuts,

“He glared suspiciously at the grin-
ning five.

“Where's DBunter?” he demanded,
“Ila came this way. Greene saw him
dodge out of my study. He's bagped
my doughnuts, I got after the young
scoundrel at once, but he's dodged away
somewhere. Look here, e came this
way. Has he dedged into the DBeak's
garden, or what "’

"Well, we've seen him,” said Bob
Cherry, *and he left a messare for you,
l}:."n:]-:e:r, if you want to lkunow where he
12"

“Well, T do. Where is he?” de-
mandead Coker.

“He's doing oxtra foot with Quelch,™

explained Bob, “and he's doing I'rench
with Mossoo.”

113 Whﬂ.t?"

“And ho's gone hoime beocause he's
had 2 telegram saying that his pater has
been run over by o motor-omnibus——""

“ Wha-g-at 1"

“And he's gono to fea with
Head "' concluded DBob.

“Ha, ha. hal”

Coker stared.

"What' the thamp do you mean, you
voung asz?" ho demended.

“TI'm giving you Bunter's messazes.
You pays your money and you takes
vour choice I explained Bob.

*Where is he 7 roarved Cokoer.

“The wherefulness is terrifie, my
csteemed Coker,” said Hurree Jamset
Ram Singh.

“If you kids want a thrashing all
round—"" said Coker, breathiag hard.

“{Go ahead, old bean,” said Johnny
Bull invitingly. ’

Coker loocked, for & moment, as if he
wonld accept the invitation. But ne
doubt Lo was anxions about hiz dough-
nutz. Tf they wera not recovered
promptly, it was likely that an X-raw
n%parn{:us would be needed to discover
what had become of them.

Leaving the Famous Five untheashed,
therefors, Coker strode towards the
cate. It was prefty clear that the
Head's garden was Bunier's reiveal, as
he had come in that direction and +was
not in sight. Coker lified a long leg
aver the gpate,

“Mind the Head doesn’t catch wvou,
Coker!” called out Nugent. “Kids
ain’t allowed to play i iho Beak's
garden, vou know.

Coker did not heed. He dropped over
the gate and strode up the path in
scarch of Bunter.

He had not far to go. Delween the
shrobhery and the lake there wos &
garden zeat, and on that seat reposed
a fat firure, with 2 bag of doughnuts on
ity knees. One delicions doughnut was
erumpling in a ecapacious month as
(loker anpeared in the offing.

“fiot vou 1™ ajaculated Colker. ]

Rillvy Bunter leaped to his fect. His
month was fall. and his swdden move-
ment cansed same of the doughnut fo
o deen the wrong way.

* Groogrh 1™

® Yo voung villain—"

*Nenoneh 1

“T1 1allv well—

“urrrrreh 1

Clioker made a ruash. ]

Rilly Bunter, gurgling Sﬂﬂﬁmm]m!‘li-l!}",
Hm

tha

dodeed round the =eat., Aficr
rushed Coler. ;
“Grooogh! Oh erikex ! T sav. Coker

th erumhs ! Ow ¥ pasped Bunter,
and he fed wildly.

* Stop 1" roared Color.

Billy Bunter was not likely fo stop,
with vengeance on hizs track. e fairly
raced along the path round the lake,

Tramp, tramp, tramnp, came Colker's
heavy footsteps behind him.

“0Oh dear! Owl Keep off,
beast " gurgled Bunter.

“Cot wou l” gasped Coker.

Coker's Tong %.EHE covered the ground
rauch faster than Bunlor's litile fat onee,

vou

His ouistretchod hand dropped  on
Bunter's fat shoulder.
Tha Owl of the Romove dodyed

desperately.

He barely escaped Cokdr's clonteh and
jumped away. Coker jumped after him.
Bunter made anothor i’ranﬁe jump. Ie
shimmbled on the edge of the lake.

" Here, look out 1 yelled Coker.

Splash t

“Wooooooach 1

(Continued pn puge 12.)
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“ 0ld Ref ** scores with another interesting Soccer ariicle this week i

FOC

Nﬂi ?-r

HARRY
HIBBS,

of the
BIRMINGHAM
E.C

Pl raasERNA 1N A N

The Piek ¢' the Bunoh |
FIRST met Harry Hibbs when he waz a mere child of

ning Eﬂ;ﬂ old. On that oeccasion 1 did not converse

with him. We were both looking on at a football match

.8t Wilneoote, Warwickshire, where the Hibbs family

ﬁtdﬂd' and the boy's father was keeping goal for the local
mi-

Bome five years later I had occaston again to visit Wilne-
cote, to which place I had gone with the idea of
“‘spotting ™ sny youngster who showed perticulsrly good
foren in spmother match, this “spotting ’* being in the intorest
of Aston Villa. The game was one 1o which the Wilnecote
Church Lads’ Brigade was engaged, and it hed already been
whispered abroad that the Brigade possessed some pkrﬂmmmg

nu'gg footballers, the boy KHibbs being the pick of the

fapon.

In the season 1923-24, or when he was about sixteen years
old, Hibbs was selected for the important fBxture, Birming-
ham Juniors v. Scottish Juniors, and there could be no
doubt whatever about his being destined to play ar
important part in the history of football. A junicrs’ maich
is not takea much notice of by the ordinary followers of the
game, but at Edinburgh there must have been present
representatives of every English and Beottish League club
b-afom the teams lined up.

The movement of every youngster was carefully and

oritically watched by the eyes of a bunared individuals who
knew foothall from A te Z. 1 sat with three men, and 1
discussed with them the various players and the likelihood
of their making good 1n League games.
_.In regard to young Harry Hibbs, six of us were for wait-
ing until we had seen him play in ancther important junior
match, vet an hour or two later the same sz of us met
accidentally, whon we were all eager to see the lad alone.
The representative of the Birmingham Club won, and Hibbs
was duly tried out against Aston Villa Reserves at Villa
Park. hat he has done for Birmingham is apparent by
the wumber of times he has been selected to play for
England.

Ever Cool and Collected !

HAVE made it my business to seek out Hibbs when-
ever I happen to be in Birmingham, and in reply to
my question: “ Well, Harry, and how are you getting
on " he invariably replies *Trying-—still trying I’

A few days ago I got the same smiling answer to the
gquestion I must have asked a hundred times, and [ {ollowed
it up by msking another: * Buat haven’t you got to the stage
where you needn’t try any more? Don’t you think you've
achieved what you were aiming for " His reply was simple
az well as sound: “T'm only twenty-four, and am much
too voung to have learned all that there is to learn.” A
wise man 18 Harry Hibhba |

“Tall me,” 1 eaid to mim, efter & mateh ane day. * the
names of ]ﬂmﬁand'a best footballers.™ He named me at
least twenty, snd then 1 laughingly reminded him that he
had left himself out. * Yes,” said he. hia face zet in serious
lines, I have left myselt out of the list, for immediately a
man thinks he iz great he must become small.”

I was at Wembley the season hefore last to see the great
Internationa game, England v. Scotland, and the air scemed
to be charged with electricity. There was a huge crowd
present. LEngland appeared to have a good team, but, on
paper, Scotland were tn be represented by a side which
must be invincible.  Before the pame commenced I went
with & prominent official into the plavers’ dressing-room.
whera 1 realized thar the mens nerves were at very high
tension. I think they had changed too early. Anyhow,
it was clear to one other man—and he was young Harry

[

ey

Generally acknow.

of the finest fans In the

country, Hibba hkas been the

Inspitation of England’s Eleven

In more than orne International
Socoer mateh.

Hibbs, then only twenty-three years of age—that something
hed to be done to keep the minds of his colleagues off the
“importance ” which always prodoces nervousness, eo he
started to tell them, in & loud voice, some football etories.
“1 hope the SBecotland sicw 12 not going to keep us waiting
to-day as they did in a “grant Heottish Cup-tie very many
years ago,’’ he said On that occasion the crowd got
rmpatient becanse the players didn't come out, and at last the
referee strode inte their room to ascertsin the cause. ' Ay,
we're a we- hit late,” saic one of them; *but, laddie, ha'e
tisnce, an' remember thers's on'y ano wee corksorew
tween twenty-two men. ¥ S

Roara of laughtor follorved the story, and then, while they
had all forgotten their nervousness, the signal was given,
and they rushed out to play that great game which ended
in the defeat of Scotland. There are not many of us
enthusiasts who wili forget that Internationsl match, for
most of our men pleyed exquisite footbell, Harry Hibbe
being ever cool and collected, and dealing with each zhot
as. 1f he and the man who made it haod rehearsed ethar
for weeks beforehand. If a slow motion picture of Hibbs
goalkeaping had been taken and exhibited at all the
cinemas inBEugland it srovld have been a grand object-losson
to young and would-be goalkeepers.

'Bome days later I saw a letter which a schoolboy player
had written to Hibbs, It ran: *“Last Saturdey I saw your
glorious exhibition in goal and was really astounded at the
casy manmner in which you deslt with the many shota that the
Scotgmen made at goal. [ wonder if you would be good
enough to tell mo what I can do? You see, I aleo am a goal-
keeper, but I never seem to be on the right spot to deal with
a shot when it comes, while you—well, you make it look aa
1f the forward docsn't shoot to score, but merely ghoots at
youl"” What a high tribute to o great goalkeeper!

England’s First Choles!

VENMN Harry Hibbs is human, and it was not long ago
that T attended a Lespue match at Birmingham
where he and all the other twanty-one players per-
formed very poorly. Every man has an oceasiooal

“off day.” and it wa. somewhat astounding to find both
sides at their worst. Now, on the Birmingham ground the
spectators are 8 good humoured lot. ever ready to shout
advice and to chaff the players when they fail. On this
occasion & lot of the former had becn given to no effect,
when suddenly Joe Bradiord, their favourite forward, gotb
the ball &~ his toes.

Bradford is famous for his wonderiul moal-scoring ability,
so, after he had mada a run and was not far off the
opponents’ goal, it was not surprising to hear: " Bhoot, Joel
Shoot, Jee!” which came from a thoasund throats. Joe
Bradford shot, but shot very wide, and, amid the silence of
dizappointment, there came a rancous voice from a section
of the crowd : *Shoot, Joe? And why only Joe? Why not
shoot the whote twentyv-twe ™ Then the piping veice of o
schoolboy was heard : * All except Hibhs ¥

It has beun gencrally acknowledged that Harry Hibbs
must be England’s goalkeeper so Jong sz he retains the
wonderful form which he has displayed during the last twao
or threc seuwsons., and this fact was brought home to me
with addes’ fores a few days age when I was in the com-
pany of some ot the Foothall Association Council. One of
these *“powers " deseribed Ihibbs a3 8 “magical enan whose
rhythmical movements and brilliant saves are beyond com.
para.’”  And er.h this aulu;éilsl;m sentiment the others
concurred in the heartiest possible moannor.
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THE BOUNDER'S BLUNDER!

(Continued from poge 10.)

Billy Bunter disappeared.

“Oh, my hat!” ejaculated Coker,
staring at the wido circles in the water.

The water, fortunately, was only a
couple of fect deep. Billy Bunter re-
appeared the next moment, gasping and
gurgling.

" Qooaoosooooogh !

‘: E;h’ ha, ha!® rnajreq:i Caker,

" Gug-gug-gug-gug 1"

“Ha, ha, ha!” yelled Coker. “Serve
vou jolly well right! You can keep the
doughnuts now! Ha, ha, ha!” :

And Coker strode away, laughing
vproariously. Billy Bunter crawled out
of the lake spluttering. The doughnuts
remained there:; but even DBunter was
not thinking about doughnuts now,
Direnched and dripping, streaming with
water, Billy Bunter gasped and gurgled
and spluttered and puffed and blew—
realising, as he had often had to realise
before In his fat carcer, that the way
of the transgressor was hard,

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Not a Coid ]

[ TCHOO000O0H 1
A “Hallo, hallo, hallo 1#
“ Atchooh~chogh—chaooh |

“Caunvght a cold, old

fat man "

“ Choooh—ooh—oooooch 1™

“The snecrefulness is terrifigl®™
remarked Hurree Jamset Ram Singh,

“Poor old Bunter [*

“I say, you fellows—atchoooh—I1 say
—groovgh—that beast Coker—ooooch
grooogh—pug-pug-gug—="

The Remove fellows were going up to
their studies to prep when Billy Bunter
rolled inte the Remove passage.

Tho fat junior had dried himself and
changed his clothes. But the damage
had been done. A cold plunge after a
hot chase had done the trick. Billy
Bunter had caught a cold, which was
not surprising, and a series of
Gorgantuan sneezes announced the fact
to all whom it might, or might not,
COTLCETTL,

“I—I sny, you fellows, this—this isn't
exactly a c-c-cold I gasped Bunter. “I
ﬁa}r—imngh—dcrn’t you get telling
Queleh that I've got & cccold! I'm
jolly well not going into sanny.”

“Ha, bha, ha!"

“It was all that beast Coker's fault!
He made out that I had his doughnuts—
as if I'd touch o fellow’s dowghnuts, you
know! He wus after me—groogh—
and I fell into the lake—oooch—in tho

Beok's garden—wooooch—and caught
this ¢-e-cold—*

“And you never had the doughnuts?”
grinned Skinner,

“No! Never cven heard of them—
pever touched them1” gasped Bunter.
* And they were lost in the water, after
all! Oh dear!”

" Ha, ha, ha!”

“Blessed if 1 soe anything to cackle

at! You might.be sympathetic when a
follow’s ﬁqt a frightful cold! Not that
I've rveally got a cold, you know. I'm
hot going nto sanny. They keep a
fellow short of grub——=>m

“ Ha, ha, ha!”

“You're jolly well not coming into
the study,” said Peter Todd. “Y'm net
catching your putrid cold 1

“0Oh, really, Toddy, if that's what
vou call sympathy=—*"

“You fat ass,” szaid Harry Wharton.
“You'd hotter po to the House-dame at
n'nm_"'-'J!
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“No fear—grooogh! Mrs. Kebble
would make out that I had a cold, and
nsk Quelch to send me into sanny ! I'm
not going to be starved to please you,
Wharton.”

“IPeor old Bunter! They'll give him

gruel—"
“And make him wash—-"
“Ha, ha, ha!”
“Oh dear! Atchoocch—c h 0 0 h—

choocoop! I say, you fellows—grooogh!
Therc's nothing to cackle at—oooogh!”

The Remove fellows seemed to think
that there was. They yelled! Eilly
Bunter stood with streaming eyes and
nose, sncezing and spluttering, a woe-
begone object. There was no doubt that
he had a éold, which was bad enough;
but worse than the cold was the
prospect of being relepated to the school
senatorium. In sanny a fellow was on
diet; he wos allowed to eat only what
was good for him-—a thing that Bunter
never had done if ho could possibly
help it

Bunter remembered, with horror, a
spell he had had in sonny, and he was
very anxious not to repeat the experi-
ence. Not s single jam-tart, not a
salitary chunk of toffec, had come his
way all the time. Life without jam-
farts and toffee could soarcely be con-
sidered worth the trouble- of living.

“X say, vou fellows—atchoooh—1I say,
you have to feed a cold, you knowl”
said Bunter hopefully. “If you fellows
think a study supper would do mo
good——"

*7 say, Smithy, old chap—*"

“"Keep off, you fat freak1” said the
Bounder., “If you bring your dashed
miecrobes near me, I'll jolly well boot
GIIJ.E"

“Beast! I say, Toddy—>
“Bheer offt’” said Peter Todd
heartlessly,

" Wharton, old fellow—""

“Look here, ass, you'll have to have
that cold seen to,” said the captain of
iha Remove. “I'll fake wyou to the
Housé-dame—"

“Lemme alone!” roared Bunter.
“I'm not—atchooh—eoing to the—
groogh—House-dame! You know jolly
well that she'll make out that I've got
a2 cold-and that means sanny 1"

“¥You fat chump!” roarcd Bob
Cherry. “You'voe got to go to sannyl
T’o you think voure going to spread

ihat beastly cold all through the
Form®™
“0Oh, really, Cherry! This is a—

groocogh—time for a fellow’s friends to
—atchooh—chooh—chooh—rally  round
him ! gasped Bunter. * After all I've
done for you—chooh—chook=rchook 1"

“Here comes Wingate,” grinned Bob
Chorry. “ You'd hetier tell Wingate
you haven't a cold, Bunter 1"

Wingate of the Bixth came along the
passage.

“Now then, prep!” he said. “What
are you all doing out of your studies?
Hallo! What's the matter with you,
Bunter 1"

“ N-n-nothing !* gasped Bunter, *I-—
I—grooogh—I haven’t a o-ceold,
Wingate | Atchoo—hooh—choolhi—chooh !
Nothing of the sssort! I=I haven't
follen mto the lake—*

“ What?™

“T1 haven’t been in the Head’s parden
at alll CGrocogh! Besides, that beast
CUoker was after me! Oooogh! I'm not
shecsing-—atchcoh—chooh—ehaoogook 17

“Oh, my hat!™ said Wingate. " You
voung ass, come with me at once!
You're for sanny.”

Billy Bunter backed away.

“T—I sav, Wingate, T—I haven't—
grooogh=—got a cccold! Honest, you
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know! Atchoch—choooh—chooh!
Chooooooop!  I—I don’t want to go to

sanny ! I—I'm afraid of—of nissing
my lessons, you know—-="

“Ha, ha, ha 1"

“Come along, you young ass!” said
the Sixth Form prefeet, and he dropped
8 hand on Bunter’s fat shoulder.

“* I—I—1 say, Wingate—atchoooooolh I”?
Bunter sneezed frantically, I say, I
haven't a e¢-cold—I haven’t. mal’lyl
Uooooogh! G h*

“‘E::;rngnte led the Owl of the Romove

Whether he bad a cold or not, Billy

Bunter was booked for o spell inm
114 Hﬂ.ﬂﬂF.,jl
The Removites disperscd to their

studies, From the Bemove staircase
floated back & Gargantuan sneezo as
Eunter was led away.

* Atchooooch—ohoooooh—chaooooach |
I say, Wingate, I really haven't got a
—ogoooh l—cold!  Atchooh—choooooh—
choooocoh [*

After which no more was heard from
Bunter.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.

Missing Money |
ERBERI VERNOXN -SMITH
H stood i his study, with &
thoughttul expression on hia

) brow, and & sardonic curve to
hia lip. He was silent, and had been
silent for some time—and Tom Redwing
glaneed ot him more than once,. He
wonderad what that peculiar expression
on the Bounder’s face portended, and
it made him vaguely uneasy.

The Boander nad been locking about
the study, and moving the books and
papers on tihe table, apparently in search
of something. Whatever he had sought
he had not tound it.

“What zbout prep, Bmithy?” seid
Redwing at last, He had sat down to
work, but the Bounder seemed to have
forgotten prep.

Smithy smiled—an evil smile.

“Bomething a kit more important than
prep to think of,” he answered. *
gad, who'd have thought it?"

“Who'd have thﬁughh—what T

“We all knew ihe Little beast was hard
up,” continued Vernon-Bmith. “Hea
mends that dashed old eoat of his in
his swudy.”

* Are you spesking of Mossoo®” asked
Redwing quietly.

“¥ou know I am,”

“Weli, chuck it," said Tom. “It's
rotten to talk hike that, Smithy, and
vou know it a3 well as I do. T’ heard

“that Mossoo came here to speak to you,

and I've no doubt that he's sorry for
the way he trezted you this mormng*

“I'l make him sorrier.”

“You didn’t see him—"

“*No, SHguiff told me he was here,
and I sent back a message that 1
wouldn’t come."”

“I don't suppose Squill was &3
enough to give BMossco that. But you
ought to heve scen him, Bmithy. Hoe

gould have had only one reason for
coming to the study—to set matters
right.”

“¥au can't whop & fellow with a
pointer and set it right by chin-wag ¥
snecred the Bounder., *"And he may
kave had some other resson for coming
to the study. too—swhile I was out.,”

“YWhat on earth—"

* And he knows I've plenty of money,”
said the Bounder deliberately. "“He
may have been looking for a chance to
help himself.™

Tom Redwing started.

“Are you mad, Smithy?’ he ex-
claimed .



EVERY SATURDAY

“Not at all.”
“1f you said a thing like that ountszide

this study you’d be sacked for it, For
goodness' sake, Bmithye——"
“I'm going to say it outside this

stud nd more, too,” said the Bounder
coolly, “I'm mot golog to be robbed
as well ag licked nncf take it lying down,
I can assore you.”

Redwing rose to his feet.

“You've got your knife into the man,
and I don't say he wasn't partly to
blame,” he said. " But if you're going
to talk like that, Smithy-—*

“l am, and more, unless my bank-
note turns up®

“What banknote, you ass?”

“¥You know quate well I threw
a banknote on the table when you were
here. You refused
to change it at the

school shop for
me—-—"
“1 suppose wyou

picked it up after-
wards i**

“1 forgot all about
it. T went to tea
with Skioner, and
then I was in the
Rag till we came up
to prep. Tve looked
for the fiver, and it's
not hera”

*“What utter rot!”

The Bounder
grinned unpleasantly.

" ¥ou can look for
it, if you like. I it's
in the atudy Tl
make you & present
of it,"”

“Pon't he an ass!
Of course it's here if
you haven't picked it
up.jl

. “¥You can look for
it, if you like.™

Tom Redwing
madg .no anawer to
that, but he left his
prep untouched and
proceeded to search
about the study for
the GBve-pound note.

The B ounder
watched bhim with
the samoe unpleasant
grin on his face.

: Thl.‘-:l:ﬁ was no doubt
in Bmithy’s mind.

For whatever
reason Monsieur
Charpenticr had
come to the study—
and Smithy was in a
mood to attribute the worst possiblo
motive to him—he had seen the hank-
note on tho table, and taken it. It was
not five minutes after Smithy had left
the study that Squiff had told him, In
Skinnez's room, that Mossoo was in
Study No. 4, waiting for him.

edwing searched for some time.

_ Naturally, be did not think of look-
ing inside books on the bookshelf. He
scarched in every possible place where
& banknote, carclessly Jeft on the table,
might have been blown by & draught
from the door or window, or where it
might have failen if brushed carelessly
away.

Heg found nothing to reward him.

“ Well?” gaid the %nunder, mockingly,
when the gailorman’s zon ceansed tho
futilo scarch at last.

Redwing's fece wns sot,

“It's all rot, Sinithy! You know
Moessoo can't have tnucgad 3 B

“Wherce's the banknote, then i

“essed if I know.”

“¥ou know it was left on the study

gestleulating wildly.

f:-'hé;: and you know it's ’Eft indﬂm
study now. Froggy was in the study—
alone! What does it look like "

don’t eare two straws what it
lookas like!  Any fellow might have
come inte the study, f you come to

that,™
“You aq;ge:.t that ono of the
Remove——

“Don’t put words into my mouth,
Smithy ! I suggest nothing of the kind.
I say that any man in the school might
have come into this study, and so he
mi ht. . I might have coms in my-
E.a —_—

*Did youl”

“As 1t happens, I dido’t]! Bu i

“*Nobody else has any business in this
sbudy. And there isn’t a thief in the

P
i
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If the man fancied that s echioolboy
would hardly dare to suspect, much leas
to mcouse, a master, he wnuid find out
hiz mistake. He would find that he
Irad made & dangerous enemy in Smithy.
Every lash from the pointer should be
bitterly paid for before 8mithy was done
with him,

Veornon-Smith grinned over his prep
—an evil grin.

Redwing worked with a clouded brow.
The disappearance of the bankoote
puzzled and troubled him, But he did
not—he could not and he would not—
believa as the Bounder belisved.

Prep was over at last. There were
footsteps and voices in tha Remove pas-
sage. The Bounder threw his books
aside and rose.

i
'!\J—;
A ;.;:I]

) :il. _'-

“*Mon Dien ! Zat garcon, ‘Famnn-sa-at, he zink me one ziel !** said Monsieur Charpeniler
“Clel ] Zatllivetobecall oneziel I Igotoze good Quelch—I go to ze Head,

—I vill not be call one zief ! **

Remove that 1 know of, Bkinner’s &
bit of a rotter, and Bunter’s a grub-
pincher, but neither of them would
touch a man’s money, and you know it."”
“1 knowl Neither would Measoo.”

Redwing sat down to prep again,

The Bounder laughed, and iollowed
his exaraple.

Bmithy s=cemed in gquite a good
humownr now. How he was going to
“get back ¥ on Mosseo had been rather
s puzzle. It was a puzzlo no longer.
Heo had a weapon to use, and he was
going to use it, To do the Bounder
justice hie would never have dreamed of
using such & weapon had ho pot been
absolutely convineed thot Mossoo had
“pinchad # the banknote. To Smithy
there did not scem the slightest doubt
on the subject. Added to his bilter
resontment and animosity was his scorn
for a thief.

Mossoo hnad thrashed him~-thrashed
him like a dog. And he had followed
is up by stealing his banknotel That
was how Bmithy looked at it.

“You're not going—" began Red-
wing unoeasily.

The Bounder langhed, a hard laugh.

“I ean't afford to loss fve pounds,
Roddy.”
_ v, for poodness’ soke, have a
little sonse!” said Redwing, in & low,
cornest voice. “I admit it lopks odd—
suspicious, if you like! But if this gets
#3 fur ns the Head, he will oo more
believe Mossoo a thief than he will be-
liave thaot he pinched your bankooto
himself. You'll be sacked 1f you make
such an aceuszation.”

“Whether 1it's true or not ? jeored the
Boundr.

“Unlez: you ean preve it. Can you ¥

“The circumstantial evidence sccms
protly  stromg, doesn’t it ¥ said  the
Dounder,

“1 admit it docs—except that the
thing's proetically iinpessible. It docsn't
make mo believe Mossoo a thicf, Will
it male the Head ¥

(Continued en prge 16.)
Tug Maicxer Lippany.—No, 1,242,
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[Continued from page 13.)
The Bounder paused. He laughed

agein.

“Thanks for the tip, Reddy! I'll go
slow! I'm not givin' the litile cad a
chance tﬂ‘gzg the injured innocsnt, and
gok me 2 for libellin" him1 That's
not my game.” Smithy set his lips.
“By gad! He would have the upper
hand, unlaes Y play my cards osrefully—
with my banknote in his pocket all the
time, the measly thief ! No, I'm not ae-
cusin’ lum, I know a trick worth two of
that

Ho loughed, and walked out of the
study.

Redwing followed him slowly. There
was & cloud on hia brow, az hs joined
the crowd of fellowe going down to the
Rag after prop.

—

THE NINTH CHAPTER,
The Bounder Beging i

ARRY WHARTON & CO, stood
) in a cheery group by the fire in
the Rag, talking foothall. The
- comuing match with Highcliife
occupicd the thoughts of the Tamous
Five for the present. wiff and Petor
Todd, Tom Brown and Mark Linley and
Peniold, and others of the foothalling
fraternity, stood round with them, snd &
checry buzz of conversation went on,
The Bounder, who woas a great man in
the footballing line, did not join in the
talic; he sat in an armchair close at
hand, listening, and smiling in & rather
sardonic way. 5o far, he had said
nothing about the banknote, and Red-
wing, watching him uneasily, wondercd
when it was coming—and how |

The Bounder was not in s hurry,

Mo doubt his first intention had been
to carry on in his ususl headstrong and
reckless way, announcing as an un-
doubted fact that Monsicur Charpentier
had stolen the banknote from his study,
Redwing's counsel had prevented that, at
least. The Bounder had reflected.

Certain as the matter was in his own
mind, he realized that it would zeem by
no means.so certain to others. He
realised, perhaps, that his own fixed cer-
tainty was partly due o the fact that he
had hiz “kaoife * into Monsieur Char-
penticr.

The circumstantial cvidence was
atmng—mn'!rmmqﬁ to the Bounder. But
circumstantial evidence was not proof.

But all the more because he had to bo
cautious, all the more because he dared
not make the aceusation openly, he was
determined to make the very most of it,

to rub it in hard.
name Smi ™ mnid

“Give it s

Skinner at last. Hareold Skinner had
been watching the Bounder's face for
gome time, interested in the peculiar ex-
pression on 18, He knew Smithy's mood
when be had that sardonic expression on
his fuce, and that evil glitter in his eyes.
It meant trouble for somebody, and
Skinner charitably hoped that it meant
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a row with Harry Wharton & Co.

Smithy kad becn sltogether too fricndly

thoss cheery youths of late to
lease the amisble Skioner.

Vernon-Smith glanced at him.

“What's up, old man?" seked Snoop.

"I'E: ra gi'.' worried,” sald the
Dounder gravely.

“Worryin' about Bunter?” asked
Snoop, with a grin. “I hear he's been
carried off to sagny. Wa shan'’t see him
for a day or two. Awful, ain't it {"

The Bounder laughed.

“I'm rather worried,” he repeated.
“It's rather o serious matter—and
want to ask my Form captain’s advice
about it, when he's got a moment to
spare from the Higheliffe match.”

I;!iarrj Wharton glanced round, with a
grmile.

“Go it, Smithy I he said.

“With Johnny Bull and Marky at
haeiic,” said Bob Cherry, “and Squiff in
goal—"

“{zive Bmithy a chanee,” zaid Skinner.

“Eh? Smithy will be in the Iront
line, of course,” said Bob. “You're not
thu;k:ng of cutting the Higheliffe mateh,
Smithy 1™

“I'm not thinkin' of football at all at
the present moment,” said the Bounder,
“A rather disagreeable thing's
bappenod.,™

“ Yes, we were all there,” said Bob,
with & grin,

‘Tha nder stared.

“You were thera?"” he repeated.

“Yes, if you mean about Mossoo!”
grinned Bob.

“You saw Mossoo in my study?” ex-
claimed Vernon-Smith, He was follow-
ing hisz own train of thought.

“Eh? No! I mean, we were all
there when the disagrecable thing hap-
pened—if you mean that whopping this
morning—"

" You silly ass !” snapped the Bounder.
“1 don't mean anything of the sort.”

" Something else happened 1"

" Yes, you dummi! Mossoo—-"

“MNot another licking, surely ¥ -

“Don't be a silly owl, if you can help
it. Look here, arton | As wou're
head of the Form, I think you cught to
know befors I do anything in the
matter,” said Vernon-Smith.

“ Mothing serious, I =zuppose?” asked
the captain of the Remove.

“ Well, pinching money from a fellow’s
study seems to me rather serious. 1
don't know how it strikes you ™

Harry Wharton jumped.,

There was & buzz in the Rag. Nearly
all the Remove were thers after prep,
as well as o good many of the Fonrth.
Vernon-Smith’s voice, though not loud,
wag very distinet, and his words reached
every ear in the room—as they were
intended to do.

* Pinching money 7" repeated Wharton
blankly. )

© Smithy 1" exclaimed Frank Nugcent.

“Rot!” growled Bob Cherry. * What
silly bes have you got in your bommet
now, Smithy i

“You and your moncy!”
Johony Bull

The Dounder erimsoned.

“ Cheese it, Jobhnny, old man,” mur-
mured Wharton, “If it's as Smithy
zoys, it's jolly serious! What's hap-
pened, Smithy 7

Vernon-Smith

prurited

ave Johnny Bull o
dark lock. Johnny shrugged his
shoulders. Dark looks had no effect
whatever upon his equanimity.

“Bomebody’s taken a bankpote from
my study,” said Vernon-Smith very dis-
tinetly. “I laid a five-pound note on my
table and forgot it. It was token from
the study while I was at tea with
Rkinner.

I want that Gver
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Every eye in the room was fxed on
the Bounder. There was disbelief in
every face.

“Rot [* said Wharton. “You'll find
it blown into a corner, or somothing.
Dash it &ll, 8mithy—"

“I'vo searched my study.”

* Search it again, then.”

“Redwing's mearched it, too.”

“Oh " said Wharton,

The Bounder's lip curled,

“1 know it's frightfolly had form to
talk about money,” he said sarcastically.
“But I'm not 31;1:;112:1 to be robbed.

“That's all rotl” said Harry de-
cisively. " Nobody'a pinched anything
gtudy, Smithy! Utter

“The trashfulness is terrific !”

“You think the banknote developed
wings and flew away?” asked Vernon-
Smith. “Or what”

“¥ou shouldn't have left a banknote
on your study table, in the first place !”
said Wharton sharply.

“Very likely; but that’'s not the

int. I did leave it there, and forgot

; and while I was tea-ing in Bkinner’s
study it was o

“Oh, rot! It couldn't have been”
said N'ugant: “Who the thump do you
think took it, then™

“TPm not saying anythin® about that.
So far as I know, mﬂi one parson, wenk
to the study while I was out,” said
Verpon-Smith, “I'm nobt sayin® he
bagged the fiver, of courze.”

y on Tom

H:ia glance dwelt moaki

Redwing's troubled face as :goko.
ask Bob

Wag can say

“Well, who was iti"”
Cherry. “Whoever it
whet:her he saw the banknote there or
tot.’

“1 aupgm& he could be asked,” said
the Bounder thoughtinlly.

“0Of course he could! Who was it

"Frﬂgg'jV’
"Wha-a-at?”  Bob Cherry stared.
“Mosson?  What the thump would
Mossoo be deing in your study, Smithy?
Ha never comes up to the Remove,”

“He was there,” said the Bounder.

" Rubbish

“Boquiff saw him there!" said the
Bounder, unmoved., “You can take
Sguiff's word if mine isn't good
enough for you.” .

All eyes turned on the Ausiralian
junior. Sampson Quincy Iffley Field
coloured uncomfortably.

“It'a B0, he said. “Mossoo was in
Smithy’s study abt tea-time; he asked
me where Smithy was as I passed.”

“That was only a fow minutes after
T'd left the etudy and gone aleng to
Skinner's,” drawled the Bounder, *The
banknote was there when Mossoo got
there, Ii's not there now, Sofer ma I
know, nobody but Mossoo went to my
study. If any fellow here did, he can
say s

There was silence.

Harry Wharton broke it.

“Smithy! You don't mean—you can’t
mean-~that Mensieur Charpentier—"

He broke off. .

Vernon-Smith shrugged his shoulders,

" gum ¥ said Skinner, with a deep
braﬂ.tgl. “Wea all know how hard up
the little blighter is——"

“Shut up, Skinner _

“He's harder up than ever singe the
alteration in the franes exchange,™ said
Vernon-Smith,  “Jt costs him a fifth
part more to send lis meney to his
olly old family in TFrance. Dut I'ta
not sayin'——"

“Fou'd hetler not!™ growled Jolmny
Bull. *iloszon’s all viehi ! If you were
as deeent 05 old Mossoo you'd be a
beiter chap.”
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“Thonks!” snecred the
“I've never been hard up; but I don't
fancy 1 should pinch banknotes 1 1
wore,™

“Mossoo never did—" .

“I'm not seyin' he did!"” said the
Bounder airily. “I'm sayin' that o
banknote is rissin’ from my study—and
a3 banknotes can’t fly it's been taken.
Somebody's telen it, I'm askin® my
Form captain, as head of the Form,
what I'd better do in the matter.”

Wharton compressed his lips. He
knew exactly how much the Boundes
needed,’or wanted, his advice, as head
of the Form. Smithy's object was to
bring the matter out before a crowd
of fellows, who would be certain to
epread it over tho school. He was will-
ing to leave them to draw their own
conclusions. Circumstantial evidence, 1t
was certain, would be sufficient for a
good many of then.

“You've gobt the number of the
note ?™* asked Harry.

“] can get it from my pater.”

“VYou'd bettor got if, then, and put
a notice on the board that the bank-
note's lost.”

“You think it fAcew out of the study
and lost itself?” asked the Bounder
blondly; and Skinner & Co. chuckled.

“Oh, don't be an ass! 1 don't be-
liove it's beem pinched! But if you
feel cerfain it's been pinched——

“1 do!*
 ®Well, then, vou can only to
Quelch and tell him so. You're bound
to report it," snid the eaptein of the
Remove. “Dut if you take my tip
vou'll put & notice on the board that
it's lost™

“As a good and obedient member of
the Remove, properly respectful to the
Lhead of the Form, I will take your tap,
old bean '™ said the Pounder; and there
EEE another chuckle from EBkinner &
“0Oh, rats!™ grunted Wharten; and
he tarned away and resumed the foot-
ball discussion with his friends, though
not with g0 cheery o face as before

Defora the Remove went to their
dormitory that night there was o
notice on the board in the Bounder's
hand, and all Greyfriars was apprised
of the fact that a banknote was mies-
ing from Study No. 4 in the Remave,

&

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Who Had the Fiver?

[, QUELCH gave the Bounder
M & rather eevere look in the
Form - room the - followin
morning, Evidently Quel
had seen the notice on the board and
had not been pleased thereby. Smithy
was well aware that e would not be
pleased, and did not carc two straws
whethoer he was pleased or not—indeed,
he was rather anmsed at displeasing
him. He expecied the Remove master
to speak on the subject; and AMr,
Quelch did- so before elass bogan.

“Vernon-S8mith! There 1z a notico
on the board signed by you,” said My,
Queleh, his pimlet-cye grimly on the
Bounder,

S Yps, sic

“You have lost o bhankuoete for five
ponnds !

“No, sir,”

Mr. Queleh raized his evebrows,

“¥What do you mean, Vernon-Smithi
Tf a banknola is not missing—-="

“Tt i3 missin’, s=ir. lwt I haven't
lost 1t explained Vernon-Bomth, 1
nevor Jose money, sir. 1 left it on the
table in my sindy vesterday afternoon,
and bein galled away, forgot it; when

Lounder.

I went back for it it wasn't there I
don’t know whatl's become of it."”

“Do you imply, Vernon-Smith, ihat
someone has abstracted thoe banknote
from your study?™

“Oh, no, sir! Not in the least! 1
can't account for it bein’ missin'. But
it's missin’, sir, and I should like it to
be returned to me if anyono finds it,”
said Smithy meekly.

M, Queleh pursed his lips. _

“More than once, Vernon-Smith, 1
have had to speak to you on the subject
of having more money 1 your
ﬂussessinn than is allowed to junior boys

cre. You are very well aware that I
f;‘-’ dﬂ’?t approve of anything of the

ind.

“One for S8mithy!” murmurced Bob
Cherry. *“Quelchy will send that fiver
back to the old bean when it turns wp.”

But the Bounder did nol scom dis-
turbed. )

“This was a rather speeinl case, s !”
he answered calmly. I asked my

father to send me a fiver, siv, for a
very special reason.”
“I require to know the reason,

Vernon-Simnith.”

“The School Mission is short of
funds, sir, and 1 thought I'd like to
make a subseription,” sawd Vernon-
Smith. .

Mr. Quelch, who was frowning, re-
laxed his brow.

Some of the Removites gasped.

If the Bounder had had any infen-
tion of subscribing five pounds to the
School Mission, he was o very changed
Bounder from the fellow they knew.

But Mr. Queclch, at least, was satiz-
ficd.

“That was very thoughtful, and very
gencrous, Vernon-Smith,”  said  the
Remove master. “ I hope you will soon
find the banknote.”

“Oh, I'm sure of it, sir,” said
Vernon-Smith,  “It's in the MHouse
somewhere, and whoever has picked 1t
up will know whom it belongs to.”

“It is very odd that it has not been
picked up already,” said Mr, Qunh:l!.
* When did you leave 1t in your study?”

“Toa-time yesterday, sir.”

“When did you miss %" 2a=

“When I went up for prep, sir.

“hat is a long interval,” said My
his lips again, " The
ave hlown out of door
there seems no

Quelch, pursin
banknote may %z
window—indeed,

Dr L 1 Ll
other way of accounting for ifs dis-
appeatrance,”’ ]
“The window was closed, Eir,:
“Wou are sure of that, Vernon-
Emi&l?” o
*Quite, =i, .
“Thenj it is very extraprdinary !

spapped Mr. Quelch, *Ihe banknote
cortainly must bo found, I presume
that you have made inguiries?
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“1 thought he might have noticed the
Lanknote when he was in my stud
yesterday, sir,” said the Bounder, wit
calm deliberation, "That would help
to fix the timme it disappeared, if he hap-
pened to have noticed it, sir.”

“Was Monsteny Charpenticr in vour

study 7

“QOh, yes, sir!" gsaid the DBounder
cheerfulli{. # wazn't there, bub
another fellow saw him in the study.”

The Remove were breathlessly silent.

'There was no hint in the Bounder’s
words or twme that he suspected the
French master. He was too wary fur
that. DBut he was taking care to give
Quelch the *“eircumstantial evidence,”
fromy which Quelch could draw any con-
eluzion ha liked.

There was o pouse. :

“I suppose, sir, that I may a3k him

whether hupEﬂnEd to notice the bank-
note on the table while he was in the
sbudy

Mr. Quelch compressed his lips.

“Certainly you may ssk him, YVernon-
Smith. Vou will mform me mme-
diately the banknote is found."

“ Very well, sir.”

The subject dropped with that, and
the Remove plunged into lessons. Dub
i d many fellows noticed & thought-
ful wrinkle in Mr. Queleh’s brow,
could scarcely be doubted that the
seculiar circumstances had struck him
}mcih];r,f.

Tho Bounder closed one eye ab Skin-
ner, and Harcld Skinner had difficulty
in suppressing o chuckle. Whether the
missing banknote turned up or not, ik
looked as if the Bounder was gomg to
ot his five pounds® worth out of it.

When the Remove wors disinissed
after clasa that morning there was only
one topic in the Form. What had be-
come of Smithy's fiver—and had Froggy
bugged it? That was tho guestion,

Nobody knew. Thero was one Re-
move fellow who eould have let in light
on the subject, but that fellow was ab
present sneezing and sniffing and snort-
ing in “sanny.” Billy Bunter wasa
absent from his secustomed place in the
Remove. _

Dunter, certainly,- was not likely fo
be giving much thousht to the trick he
had played in Study No. 4. He was teo
busily oeccupicd with a streaming nosa
and watery eyes, and dismal reflections
on a shortage of foodstuffz, Bunter,
for tho present, was in blissful iguor-
ance of the excitement in his Form.

“ He had it, of course,” said Bkinner,
to a group of juniors in the quad. “Tt
was there when Froggy went to the
study, apd missing after he left. Ib
conldn’t be much clearar.”

“The clearfulness is not terrific, my
osteemed Skinoer,” said Hurree Jamset

(Continued on the ncxt page.)
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Ilam &ingh, with o shake of his dusky

head.
*Uiter rot " seid Johnny Bull.
“Then where’s the jolly old fiver i
osked Skinner.
“0Oh, ask me another !
“You'ro really poing tg ask Mossoo

about it, Swmithy?" asked Harry
Wharton.

“ MNaturally. I'va pgot my Formn
master's permission to do 50, You

know,” smiled the Bounder.

“Fat lot you care about that"
qmwl&d the captain of thoe Remove.
“You simply wanted to tell Queleh——"

“You're a jolly old thought-reader !™
. “Well, it’a rotten, Bmithy! I can't
imagine what's become of that putrid
banknote; but Mossoo knows no more
about it than I do.”

*1 faney he knows a lot more, old
besn! Anyhow, no harm in askn’ a
men for information, is therei”

“He will know what you su e

“That's what I want!® gaid the
Bounder coolly. “I can™t get the fver
back from him, and I can’t accuse him,
but I'm not letting him got away with it
without trouble. I'm going to show him
up as a thief to all Greyfriara.”

“Hallo, hallo, hello, there’s Mossoo I¥

Monsieur Charpentier came out of the
House in company with Mr, Capper, the
master of the Fourth.

*Chance for you, Smithy!™ aaid
ver major. .
“I'm takin’ 1t,” said the Bounder,

with a nod.

“You could see him in his study—"
gaid Harry Wharton.

The Beounder laughed.

“I know I could; but I know I'm
Eﬁﬂ}' well not goin® to! I want to eatch

im with ancther heak 1™

“Look here, Smithy—"

"Rats to you !

Vernon-Bmith walked away, to infor-
cept Mongieur Charpentier. And a
erowd of juniors followed him, breath-
lessly eager to hear.

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.

The Deep End !
ONSIEUR CHARPENTIER
frowned.

Heo had been chatting guite

pleasantly with Mr. Capper

when the Bounder came up. Perhaps

that worrying question of the “ex.

change ™ was not worrying him so much

as usual. But he frowned at the sight
of Vernon-Smith.

Kind little gentlomen as he was, he
could not forget the rebuff he had re.
ceived in Vernon-Smith's study.

omithy had left bhim waiting there
and had not come, and it was o severe
wound to the TFrench gentleman's
digniiv. It had banished his remorse
for having thrashed the Bounder so
severcly: indeed, it had rather made
him wish that he bad given Smithy &
foew more.

Herbert Vernon-Smith stopped in the
path the French master and Mr Capper
were following, with the evident inten-
tion of speaking. Mossoo’s {rowning
glance had no effect on him.

*“Exeuse me, sir—" hegpan the
Bonnder, with great politeness,

Mr. Capper looked puzzled. Quite
unawnrs of the excitement reigning in
the Lower Fourth, he was astonished to
see n crowd of Removites gathering
round, with excited faces.

Alonsieur  Charpentier
gesture of dismissal.

“1 desira not zat wyou speak,
Smeet I ho said. *“You are one

Trz Maoxer Lizeant.—No, 1,242,

made &

mauvais garcon, and very sheeky—tres
shecky ! You go avay wiz you l¥

“Mr. Quelch thought I had better nsk
you, sir—"

onsieur Charpentior's expression
changed.

“Hein? If it is & rmessage from
Mongienr Quelch, of course you may
speak ! Proceed, Smeet[”

“It's about my banknote, sir 1*

“Je ne comprends pas!” Monsicur
Charpentier looked bewildered. *1I
understand you not, Smeet! Ex-
pllquea o

“There iz a notice on the board”

said Mr. Capper, to cnlighten his col-

league. “This junior has lost a bank-
noto, and a notice to that effect has
becn %lmad on the board.” 3

“1 have not see zat,” amid Monsieur
Charpentier. “But vat do you vish to
say to meo wbout zis banknote, Bmeet}”
] “H; wished to ask you if you'd seen if,
Bit,

“Non! I hove nof see him., I sce
no reason why you should zink haps
ﬁ_ hﬂg}r‘ﬂ sae him. How a-huu!ﬂ BOB

im ¥

“I mean, qwhmr. you were in my study
yvesterday, sir,”

Monsisur Charpentier stared.

“I underatand you not, Bmeet! REx.
pliquez! Explain viz yow.”

_"The banknote was left on my table,
gir, and it was there when you went
to the study. It was gone when 1 went
there afterwards!” said the Bounder
calmly.

Monsieur Charpentier started almost
convulsively, Mr. Capper opened his
lips, and closed them again, staring
very curiously at Herbert Vernon-
Smth.

*“Vat! Vet do you say, Smest? Vat
do you zink?” exclaimed Monsieur
Charpentier, his sallow face guffused
with scarlet. * You dare—"

“1 thought you might have zeen the
banknote, sir; it was missing aftor you
wers in the atudy ! said Vernon-S8mith
deliberately. _ 1

The listening juniors ecaught their
breath. Smithy was putting i1t plain,
with &« vengeance, now.

“Mon Dien ! exclaimed the Fronch
master,  “Bmect! Are you mat? Do
you dare say zat [—I—I—" Ha
choked. )

“Calm yourself, monsieur 1" said Mr,

Capper soothingly.  * Vernon-S8mith
means no_such thing. Ha is simply
asking—""

“I have my Form master’s permission
to ask, =ir?" =aid the Bounder, with
groat meckness. ' As the banknote was
missing after Monsieur Charpentiar
went to the study, T thought he might
have scen something of it while he was
;,I'me. Mr. Quelch gave me leavo to ask
nm."

*"You do not choose your words very
judiciously, Vernon-8mith,” said the
Fourth Form mastor seversly. “You
have piven Monsieur Charpentier a
very ubfortunate impression of your
meaning !’

“I am sor 4
“T am certainly nol accusin
Charpentier of stealing my

“Mon Dieu!™
“1 should imagina not ¥ exclaimed
Mre. Capper. I should certainl
imagine not, Vernon-B8mith! If
thought so, 1 should advise Monsieur
Charpentier to take you immediately
to r. Locke, and demand vyour
nx‘%ul;sinn from Greyfriars!¥

he Bounder breathed rather hard.

“Mon Dien! Zat garcen, he zink
me one zief!” said Monsier Charpentier
dazedly. “Ciell Zat I live to be
called one zief I''.

“Nothing of the port, sir!™ eaid

, 8ir 1" said' Vernon-Bmith.
Monsieur
anknote.”
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Vernon-Smith in some alarm. He had
intended to make his meaning clear—
rfectly clear, but without committing

imself too  deeply. *I  haven't
md_ll

“¥ou zink !” almost shouted Monsieur
Charpentier. * You zink|™

"1 was merely asking you, sir—with

my Form master's permission——""
you are one bad boy—one

very mauvais garcon! In ze class you
insult me, and I zrash wyou! oW,
because of zat, you say zis, so terrible
zing !

“But I've not said——"

" You zinkl” roared Mossco. “You
b Beniors fa

8 Bounder's face set do ly.
“My thoughts are my ﬂwng,gﬁiir,‘?’ ke
answered. “I havent said anything
of the kind, I consulted my Form
master before spesking to you., I was
simply esking if you saw the bank-
note while you were in my study ¥

“Taisez-vous! I to zo
Head—T vill nch be

Queloh—I go to ze
wll one zief—"

“Monsieur Charpentier ™ exclaimed
Mr. Capper in great concern.

The Frenchman did not heed him. He
spun round and started for the House,
with repid strides—his neat little fgure
wlgr:skmg along at a great rate.

Upon my word |” said Mr, Capper,

He fturned to Vernon-Smith. he

Bounder wasz watching Mossoo, gith a

cool grin.
. “Vernon-Smith! Was it your
intention to imply that Mopsienr

Charpentier had any guilty knowledge
of your missing banknota?"*

. “Oh, no, sir! drawled the Bounder
in a tone that vory plainly meant * OQh,
Yea, air!™

"I am afraid that Monsieur Charpen.
tier unders you in that sense,
Vernon-S8mith '

“1 don't ses why he should, sir,” said
the Bounder calmy. *I’ve asked lots of
follows if they've seen anything of the
benknote, and they never fapoied that
I was accusing them of anything!"

“You will be ecalled wupon
substantiate your  statement
Monsieur Charpentiar
study—="

“He was zeon thers, sir!?

“Oh 1" zaid Mr. Capper.

He walked away, looking very
thoughtful. A few minutes later, he
oined Mr. FProut, and walked with
im—deep in_ conversation. The
Bounder eyed him from s distance with
a cynical grin. Capper was telling
Prout—by tea-time it would be a topic
in Masters” Common-room. Smithy
knew that; he could rely on Capper
aend Prout for that.

Mr., Prout and Mr, Capper came
towards the House. ESome of the
follows caught snatches of their talk
as they passed,

“ Extraordinary ! said Mr. Prout.

* Quite impossible, of course!” said
{'}a‘pper. “ But appearances—"

‘Yery unfortunate—"

“Very I

“Well, you've dona it now, Smithy 17
zaid Tom dwing. “It will be all
over the school I

The Bounder nodded.

“That's what I want!"” he said.

*Vernon-8mith I"* Wingate of the
Sixth came out of the House., *Go to
your Form master's study at once!”

“Certainly,” drawled the Bounder.

His manner was quite jaunty as he
went into the House. But, a3 a8 matter
of fact, he was feeling & little apprehen-
give within., DMonsieur Charpentier,
evidently, had carried hix tale of woe
to Queleh, and Quelch was not a man

to
m that
visited your
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# Silence in 2o ciass! Smeet, you
go on to speak !' said Monsieur
Charpentler, encouragingly. ** Vat
is gat verb?* *“It's ihe verb—
yvooooop !?? yelled Vernon-Smith, as
astream of ink ¢aught him In the eéar.

to be trifled with, Vernon-Smith tapped
at his Form master’s door, and entered.
“¥ou sent for me, siri”
“1 did!” eaid My, Quelch sternly
while BMonsieur Charpentier gestluulatﬂé

with both hbands. “Is it possible,
Vernon-Smith, that you have dared to
hint, or to imply, that Monsieur
Charpenticr has any knowledge of your
missing banknote ¥ .

“T've sald nothing of the kind,
Eif M

*You zink ' spluttered Moseoo, ™ Bir,
he zink I*

“You gave me your permission to
speak to Monsienr Charpentier, sir,”
said the Bounder, “1 asked him a
civil question, sir! 1 haven't tho
faintest idea wh _he has gone off af the
decp end like tglt's!”

_ Mr. Quelch gave him a very search-
ing look. )

*Is it your belief, Vernon-Smith,
that the banknote missing from your
tudy has beren purlomned 7

“It hasn't been found

yet,
and—"

* Answar my question |¥

“Yesg, sir, I do belicve so! Thers
isn't anythin' clsa te beliove, when a
bauknote dizappears from a fellow’s
study 1"

“* He zink—~"

“You will searcely think, Vernon-
Smith, that ¢ moember of De. Locke's
staff could have any knowledge of such
pilfering ¥

“1 haver't =aid go, sir!™

“MHe zink—" wailed Mlossoo.

“"1F the boy thinks anything of the
kind, monsieur, it showa a basencss of
mind, of which I should ba very un-
willing {o beliove any member of my
Form capable I*? said Mr. Quelch.

“ Maiz oui, but he zink—"

“I am convineed not, sir,” said Mr.
Queleh, thongh ho was far from con-
vineed, " Vernon-Simith, I warn yo
to be coreful-vory carciul, indeed. lpf‘
yvou should utter & word reflecting on
the honour of a ponileman respected

BIT,

by the whole schosl, I should take you

to your headmasier, and demand your
expulsion !

He pointed to ths door. The
Bounder breathed hard as he went.
Monsieur  Charpentier  was still
pesticulating  wildly, and Mr. Quelch

made soothing gestures, as if to =

child.

“You sce, sir, you are mistaken—
the boy thinks no such thing—it 1
quite 2 misapprehension—""

“Ha zink!" wailed Mosson, “He
zink zat I bope—vat you <all bungﬂ-
zat hanknote! I do not bone him,
sairp!”

“My dear sir——"

“Quelech—mon cher Quelch—you do
not zinke——*

“No! Nel Nol*

“Zank you, sair, zank you! Dut zab
garcon, he zink—he zink viz himself,
zat I bone zat banknote! Helas!”

“Bless my soul!” murmured Mr
Queleh a5  the TFrench gestleman
whisked out of his study. " This—this
Gallic  excitability—this—this  Latin
cffervescence—bless my soul " )

In the corvidor, Monsieur Charpentier

came on Capper. Hea rushed up to the
Fourth Ferm master. )
“Cappair! Mon cher Cappair! You
do not zink-—"
“What!" ejaculated M. Capper.
“What |

“You do not =zink zat I, Henri
Charpentier, am one zicl, ain’t it You
do not zink

"Good heavens, nol® .

“Zank wyou, sir! 1f mes amis—my
fricnds—zink zat 1 am one zict, I break
zo heart—1 veep—I1 cry—*

“Tar goodness’ sake, siv, do nothing
of the kind!” exclaimed Mr. Copper
in alarm. *I—I assura you—-—""

He pazed after Mozsoo as the excited
gcrmlunmu whisked ocn. TProut, in the

corway of his study, was talking with
Hacker, the master of the Shell. BEoth
masters ceased suddenly to epeak ns
the Frenchman came up. ;
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“TProut! Hackair! You do mnot
zinl——W

“What? What?”

“Am I ono ziefl? You do not
zink—" :

“Good gad! Neo, sir!” gasped
Prout.

“Absurd, sir!” said Mr. Hacker,

hut his eyes dwelt very curiously on

tha French master,
“I zank you from ze top of zo
heart!” Tears of pratitude welled

into Mossoo's eyes. “I zank you,
messicurs] Zis to me is a zing of re
maost tervrible 1™

_Prout and Hacker exchanged rather
significant looks as the Freoch master
went on his way.

“Cdd 1" said Prout.

“Very 1” said Hacker,

“Quite impossible, of course.”

“0Oh, quite 1™

“Yot all this excitement—"

“As you say, all this escilement—"

Possibly Monsienr Charpontior would
not have "zanked®™ his colleapues &0
g¢arnestly had he been more ohscrvant.

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Skioner is Too Funny |

HV{JLERP‘ said Skinner thought-

fully.
B Eh?ﬂ

“Voler! Voler, my beloved
‘varers,’” eaid Bkinner oracularly, Yis &
French verb, which means to fiy or to
steal. Now, I'm [rightiully interested
in French verliz—""*

“Oh, my hat!*

“And this verb
maopning,
infevested in i 1

“What on carth are you deiving ati”
azked Bob Chﬂrri.

“You didn't know I was Lkeen on
TFroneh ™ asked Skinner.

“Dlessed if I knew you were keen on
anything, except smoking cigarcttes
behind the woodshed,”' answered Dob.

Toe Macxer Lisrapy.—No. 1,242,

having a double
course, I'm doubly
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“Ha, ha, hal?

“Well, I'm frightfully keen on
French,” said Skinner, unperturbed.
“1 admit 1t's rather El-l&dt':l], but there
it 15. We get & French clazs this after-
noon, and I'm going to please Mossoo
by takin' a8 deep interest in his so
beautiful language.”

*“If you're thinking of japing Mossoo,
cut it out," said Harry Wharton grufily.
“The Bounder's making him sit up
enough, poor old chap.”

Skinner looked pained.

“Am I the fellow to rag in class? he
asked. “Am I the fellow to give un-
neeessary and inexcusable trouble to my
kind teachers? I ask you.”

“"Oh, don't be an ass I

“Go it, Bkinoer !' said the Bounder,
with a grim.

It was a couple of days later, and
the Remove bad left Mr. Quelch for
8 French class, and were gathering
round the dootr of tho class-room where
Mossoo took his junior gets.

During those days nothing haed been
heard of Smithy's missing fiver.

But a many fellows in the Ba-
move—and ouwi of it—had made up
their minds.

Mossoo had been in the study, the
banknote had been missed after he had
been there, amd his hard-upness was
known to all the school, and he had
ﬁnrm off the “deep end ™ at the merest

int.

Lverybody, including Mossoo, knew
that the matter was discuered in every
study and in Masters’ Common-room,
with many serious and significant looks
and shakings of heads.

Monsieur Charpentier, in thesa dismal
days. looked rather like the ghost of n
French master.

Hea was pale and worn and wan.

Some fellows put it down te s guilty
eonscience.  Others, with botter judg-
mont, realised low bitterly the peoor
little pentleman must be feoling a0
terrible a suspicion

It was all the moro bitter beecause
there was nothing to be done. T'nless
the banknote turned up, which nabady
believed would happen, suspicion of a
theft had to continue. and it was rather
natural that it should rest uwpon the
person to whom cireumstantial evidence
pointod,

Monsieur Charpentier had  made
mattera worse by going off at the deep
end. Instend of icilv ignoring the
more possibility of such a suspicion. as
any other master would have done,
Mossoo had flown into a state of wild
excitoment and emotion. Frightened

anse he was found out. was the
Bounder's oninion. anG that opinion
was very widely gshared. Moreno had
acked nearly evervhndy at Greviriara if
he could possibly “zink ** him a “zief ®
with the reznlt that a good manv did,

Tukinlg a8 French class was not very
agreeable to Mossoo now, The raggings
ha had once had to endure were us
moonlight unto sunlight, as water unte
wine, compared with what he had to
faco at present. Btaring eyes, curious

lanees, whispers in elase, tortured him.

n every glance, in every innocent
whisper, ho read suspicion.

Onee an extremely  conscientious
master, Mossoo was now falling into
the wagy of being late for a class, and

dhismizsing them rather early. He
was hardly ever secn in the quad. He
gought seclurinon. where, like Rachael of
old. ha mourned and could net be

comforted. He was late on the present
cecasion, The juniors had been waiting
five minutes, and atill Mossoo had not
appenred. when Harold Skinner began
his humorous remarks on the ver
intercsting subject of the verb “ valer,”
Tee Maaxer Lmrspy.—No. 1,242,

Skinner was a humorous fellow, and
his humour was not always pgood-
natured. Skinner cared no more for
French thon for Latin or mathematics
or any other branch of knowledge; but
he saw possibilities in the French verb
“voler.” So be had mugped up that
verb carefully.

“You see, my young friends,” went on
Skinner airily, *“this jolly old werb
having two meanings, & man's liable to
at mixed. Last bols old Mossoo went
ome to France in o plane. Buppos
1 asked him how he liked Ayimg—in
French, of course. He might essil
think 1 was asking him how he li
stealing."

“Ha, ha, ha!” yelled the Remove.

*“1 shouldn’t like to be misunda
fike that,” said Skinner zelemnly. "Xt
would hurt Mosapo's feclings—a thing
I should hate to do. I've quite for-

iven him for piviog me two hundred
s from that dashed tripe, the
Henriade, the other day. You know
111"# a forgiving chap I am."

He, he, hol” from Snoop.

" Mossoo's jawed ma and chinned me
for not taking any interest in his joll
old language. Well, my hal-mvg
‘earers, his remarks have gone home,”
gaid Skinner. “I'm gamia; to take a
deep interest this classe I'm going bo
ask him all about the verb woler, to fy.”

“Not the wverb woler, to steal!™
chuckled the Bounder,
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“"Not at all, said Skinner. ""Ho
might take that personally, and per-
haps begin to cry. I don't want to make
him ery.”

“Ha, ha, hal™

“T shall stick to "volar,’ to fly,” said
Skinner. “I've worked out some son-
tences to ask him about: ‘Le tempa
vaole,” time flies. * Monsieur volg,’
Mongicur fiss.”

" Hﬂ-, hﬂ.,. hﬂ- In-

“* Monsieur vole' 1” said Peter Todd.
“That can mean either Monsieur flies
or Monsieur steals”

“That's the fault of the French
langusge, not of a humble seeker after
knowl M answerad Skinner. *° Mon-
sieur aime voler' means *Monsieur
likes Bying,” doean't it?"

“Ha, hot It does!” chuckled the
Bounder. *“It also means * Monsieur
likes stealing "—if he likes to put on
the cap that fits.®

“He's rather late for ¢lass,” remarked
Skinner, “but I'm sure he will enjoy
it when it begins, After all his jaw
about my slackness and carelessness
and all that, he will be quite bucked
to see in mé an earnest seckor after
knowlodge.

“Ha, ha, bhat™

“I dare eay it's funny, Skinner.” eaid
Harry Wharton., " It's enasy enough to
catch poor old Moseod. He's as soft

as pufty! DBut be a good chap, old
bean, and chuck it |V

“I'm sorry to hear you suggest,
Wharton, that I should carry on in my
old slack way, instead of sceking
carnestly after knowledge™

“Ha, ha, hat*

“Well, T da suggect it, Skinner,” gaid
Harry, " Poor old Mossoo’s got cnough
from 8mithy, without vou butting in,
Smithy's ass enough to believe that
Mossoo pinched that fiver—"

“T know he did!” said the Bounder
coolly,
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“Well, he hasn’t pinched any fiver
from Skinner, and Skinner can lot him
alone,” said the captain of the Remove,
“I'm aszking you to chuck it, Bkinner,"

“Sorry and all that,” said Skinner.

; “:'.’b‘j'?l : Lhﬁn, Hﬁ head of the Fon
Jjolly well tell you to!” snappe
Wharton. e

“ Hear, hear ! said Boh Cherry.
1 “My dear man,” drawled Skinner,

you can't order me to slack in clasa
a3 head of the Form. I've a right to
ask Mossoo about the conjugation of a
Eurtagch verb, and I'm jolly well going

“T'll back you up!* said the Bounder,
with a defiant look at the captain of the
Remove. “Stick to it, Skinner 1"

“*I'm poing to!* said Skinner,

“You're not,” suid Harry Wharton
qﬁxntuntly. “There's a limit, and you
shan't call a depent men a thief to hia
face, Skinner. A rag's a rag, but that’s
too thick. And if ﬁﬁu get going—*

Hara comes osgoo 1" murmured
Nugent,

ur Charpentier came along the

ssage at last, He was late—very
ate.  Possibly he found it diffioult to
face his class et all, sensitive little gen-
tleman that ha was.
. He hardly glanced at the waitiag
juniors; he knew, without locking at
them, tilg- number of curious eves tuin-
ing on him; be knew how the Jgn:quﬂr'a
lip eurved sardonically, and Skinner
and Snoop and Stott exchanged winks,

Ha opened the class-room door, and
the French “sot ™ went in and took their
places, The lesson began in a murmur
of volces; but Maossoo did not rebuke his
class. He said nothing when Bolsover
major dropped a book with a terrific
bang, He even pretended not to hear
when some fellow began to whistle,

The tartness of temper he had shown
of late, was quite gpone now. He was

tamed, as Snoop remarked to Fish; he
was cringing, as the Bounder scornfully
mutte to Bkinner—without troubling

much to lower his voice. It waa clear,
at least, that poor Mossoo did not want
trouble, and yeurs and yecars of experi-
ence had not taught him that a master
who tried to dodge trouble with his boys
was preity certain to land in it. Poor

little Mossco had smover learned fo
“grasp the nettle”
Harry Wharton, and the more

thoughtful fellows, compassioned the
poor little gentleman, and were very
careful to show the greatest respect,
aod even to give sitention to his in-
structions. But the average fellow was
thougthless, and ragging was more
amusing than French, and that was
enough for most of the olass. Plenty of
fellows who meant no harm at all,
ha!?ad to make Mosaoo's life a torment.

*1f you please, sip—-"

Bkinner was on his feet, ]

Harr;r Wharton gave him a warning
leok. It did not please Harcld Bkinner
tobeed it

“¥ais oui, Bkinnair!” said Monsieur
Chorpentier mildly. “Vous desirez—
you would ask me somezing, isn't iti”

“Yes, sir; I've been rather in difficul-
ties about a French verb, sir, that seems
to have more than one meaning—"

Monsienr Charpentier smiled ially.
for a fellow like 8kinner, slacker and
frowster, to take an interest in his work
ecame as a distinot relief.

Continuecz !

*“Tres bien, Skinnair!
said Moszoo.

“Tt's the verb—— Yaroooocoooh!”
roured Skinner, as & French grammar
shot through the air, landed on the side
of his head, end bowled him_over.
There was o roar of laughter in tho
class as Skinmer disappeared among
many feet.
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THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
A Royal Ragl

[ CALI"™ churruped Bob Cherzy.
G T
“Yarooohl! Yow-ow-ow "
came from the infuriated

Skinner.

“Mon Dieu!” pasped Monsieur Char-
pentier. “Ciel! Vharton, vat for you
grow one book at Skipnair? You very
bad one—=" '

“ Yow-.ow-ow-ow [

Skinner sprawled among many feet.
As he scrambled up, he grabbed ak
Johony Bull's knees, and Johnny
promptly drove ous a boot, and Bkinner
yelled and sprawled onge more.

“Let him alone!” exclaimed the
Bounder,

“ Rats to youl"

“ Yow-ow-ow [V

““Ha, ha, hal®

Bkinner scrambled up at last, dusaty
and crimson and furious. He rubbed
the side of his head and glared round
at a grinning class,

“Who threw that book?” he welled,

“1 did " answered Harry Wharton
contemptuously, “and 1’1l let you hava

the inkpot next, if you don't shut wup!”
“Hear, hear!” chuckled ank
MNugent,

“The hear-hearfulness 1is trerri'ﬁc
chortled Hurree Jamset Ram Singh,

“ Vharton|” roared Monsieur Char-

pentier.  “You mnke one rag in zis
olasse—you are one boy—I expect
bettair zings of you! Mooch bettair

zings. But you are also so bad as ze
rest.” .

“8orry, sir!" said Wharton, colour-
ing. He could nof explain to Mossoo
':ﬁj’ he haod *“buzzed™ the book at

Skinmer; though it was rather hard to

be judged to be ragging in class, in the
clreumstances.

“You take one hundred lines,
Yharton I
“Very well, sir,”

“Lines for Good Little Georpic, who
loved his kind. teachers ! murmured the
Bounder, and there was a laugh.

“8ilence in ze class! Shkinnair, you
go on to speak!” said Monsieur Char-
pentier encouragingly.

Skinger hesitated. Hearry Wharton
had captured s hundred lines for in-
tervening; but his band was hovering
over the inkwell in hizs desk. He was
evidently going to be as good as his
word, and Skioncr, more than satished
with the book, did noet want the inkpot
in the same place.

“]—1—I've forgotten, sir!” he stam.
merad.

Up jumped the Boundor.

“1 can tell you, sir. I was
ask you, as well as Skinner, gir ;

“ Vreawment 1" DMonsienr Charpentier
gave the Bounder s doubtful glance. He
expected nothing but insolence and de-
rigion from him; but he was willing—
more than willing—to give Vernon-
4mith & chance to behave himself.
“Verrea vell, Smeet; you meay speak.
Vat is zat verbi”

“It's the verb—— Yooooop!" yelled
the Bounder, as a stream of ink caught
him in the car

“Ha, ha, hal” shrieked the class.

“Mon Dienl Vharton, you very mis-
chievous omne, you 2row 28 ink at
Smeet——" gasped Monsieur Charpen-
tier.

Harbert Vernon-Smith turned a face
crimson with fury—where it was not
black with ink—on the captain of the
Remove. Right or wrong, Bmithy was
not the man to be handled like Skinner.

e
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“You cheoky rotter!” he yelled.

And he scrambled furiously through
the chucklmg class to reach the cap-
tain of the Remove.

“Smecet Y gasped Monsieur Charpens

tier.
The DBounder did not heed. He
veached Harry Wharton, and {airly:

bhurled himself wpon him.

Wharton, nothing loth, met him with
his honds up. Every fellow was on his
feot now, and scrambling out of the
way, a8 the Dounder and ﬁle coptain of
the Form closed in combat.

“Go it, Wharton !” yelled Bob Cherry.

“Pile in, Smithy!"” shricked Bnoop.

“Hurrah ¥

* Hag he, hal™

Tramp, tramp, tramp | Punch, thump,
bang, crash! The combatants wero
going strong, in the midst of o yelling
crowd. ]

Monsieur Charpentier almost tore his
hair. Ho waved his hands, he shrieked,
he raved, and he danced. There had been
rags in the French class before, meny a
time and oft; but never a rag quite
like thie. The lesson was guite for-
gotten. A desk rocked a3 Wharton and
Smithy crashed into it; books and
papers Hew far and wide, ‘They
struggled out of the desks, still Eﬁhtmg’
and Moosieur Charpentier rushed at
them gesticulating Erantically.

“Stop! Zat you make one stopi” he
raved. "“You hear me—econtez!
Ecoutez! Zat you do not do zis_zing!
Mon Dienl T am enrage—] am in one
very large wax! Zat you stop at
vunee 1™

Tramp, tramp! Thumpl

“You cheeky ca .

“You rotter [

“Go it, Smithy ™

(Continued on nexd page.)
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*ive him toco, Wharton!”
“Ha, La, hal” i
“Attention ! shricked Monsieur Char-
pentier.  * Listen to me zat speak, Zat
you stop! Ciel! Zis is one garden of
ze bear! You sall heed me—moi gui
vous parle! Yes! Namo of a name of
s namo! You are both one verree bad
boy! Zat you, vat you call chuck =zis!”
Monsieur Charpentier grabbod at the
two Removites, to drag them apart
By accident—or perbaps not by accident
—the Bounder's fist crashed into his
ribs, and he gurgled and sar down,
“Man down!” roared Bob Cherry,
“Ha, hu.lhu [ I ——
“0h wnt I gasped Squiff. “ Wha
1 gun;a:!lehis ig better than French.”
-iiH“! hu’ l,m!!ll ; ;
“Helas! Mon Dicu! I am hit—I am
punch—I am vizout brefi| Grooo h};
In me rere is no more breff! Qovooohl
Three or four juniors rushed to help
Woszoo to his feet. Two or three more
helpful follows barged into the black-
board, and sent it Hiying with its easel,
and it went over with & terrific orash.
Other fellnm&;tlg: m]m left out, hizggﬁd
the lids of , with & succession
gharp reports that sounded like machine-
gun fire.
There was ancther crash as the
Bounder went down. He sprawled on
the foor, his nose streaming crimson,
gasping for breath, Harry Wharton
stood ting. The Bounder's taunt
of “Good lLittle Georgiol” had roused
his ire—and certainly he did not look
much like good little Georgie now.
“(lome on, you rotter 1" he panted.
Smithy scrambled fiercely vp.
#Zat you step zis,” wailed Monsieur
Charpentier, “zis terrible noisc—zis to
rag—zis to fight—sat you eto »
“ (3. it, ye cripples|” yelled FPeter
Todd.
ﬂ-H“rrBh ;H

Bang, bang, bang!

Hm'haﬁ nnt-gthe remotest chance
of restoring order in the class. He
roved nod gestioulated in vain.  But

there wasz = sudden yell from Ogilvy
as the door opened.

Gtk 17 gasped Hazeld

“Quelch IV gaspe zeldene.

There wusﬁ ruch of the class to get
laces. Under the Enld

imlet-eye of Quelch the rag ceased ay
f! brﬂmagim Harry Wharton and
Vernon-Smith jumped away from one
another.

“ Boys 1”

Henry Samuel Quelch’s voice was not
loud, but deep. Lake rabbits the juniors
gcampered into their places.

“ Monsieur Charpentier! I Pear that
my Form has been giving you undue
trouble,” said Mr. Quelcli. *“Perhaps
vou would care to leave them to me”

There was no doubt that poor Mossoo
preforred it wastly, little as he liked
admitting his own helplessness.

“Zeaok youw, Dlonsienr Quelch!” he
gasped, “8air, zis iz one garden of
Z0 r—sziz i3 one verree bad Form!
All gese garcons are of ze most badl
I leave rem in your hands, sair.”

Mossoo whisked dut of the elass-room,
glad to escape. He left the juniors in
their Form master’s hands, nnd he
conld not have left them in better hands,
Tha grim, gimlet-ecye had already
restored order.

“Vernon-Smith1 You appear to ba
smothered in k! You will go and
wash yoarself | Take five hundred lines!
Every boy present will take five hundred
lines olass will remain in till
six o'clock! The first boy who is guilty
of the slightest disorder will be sent
to the heaﬁmam for a flogging 1"
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beck to their

Queleh was the man to deal with the
Greyiriars Remove, There was no more
dizorder in that class. Fellows sat look-
ing as if butter would not mels in their
mouths, And when six o’clock—which
seomed as if it never would comeée-—camo
round at last they almost tiptosd from
the room.

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
Light at Last !

“ SAY, you fellows!|”

I i dh, my hat—Bunter

“1 suppose you hadn't for-

. gotten me, you fellows![” said
Billy Bunter, as he blinked into Study
MNo. 1 through hig big agectm::im

“Jolly well had!” said Bob Cherry.

“Oh, reslly, you know—-"

“Dash it n’l], theiv tight have kept
ou in ssony a little longer,” said

Johnny Bull, “You don’t know how
jolly it is in the Remove when you're
Bunter,”

in sanny,
“Lnag hera, you beast—"
¥ The esteemed Bunter has turned up
like & ridiculous bad peony,” remarked
Hurres Jamset Ram Singh. It is

terrifically fortunato that he hag turned
up too late for tea.”
“0Oh, really, Inky—*

ANOTHER POCKET WALLET
WON1

Here's another clever Grey-
friars limerick for which Fred
Navlor, of 45, Hope Street, St.
Helens, Lancs, has awarded
a uscful leather pocket wallet.

When Mauly's dressed uwp to
attract,
His oclothing Is neat and compact.
He lounges and struts,
&k Fm-thr"n lﬁ:‘lihﬂf the knuta—
*nut ' which appsars some=
what cracked !

Now what about it, you other
fellows? Fill in your spare
moments writing Greyfriars
limericks and win these prizes.
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The chums of the Remove chuckled,
Tea—a rather late tea—was over in
Btudy No. 1 when Billy Bunter appeared
in the offing. Billy Bunter did not
regard it as fortunate. He had come
out of sanny with a terrific appetite,
like & lion seeking what he might
devour. In san unfter had had as
much as was g for him. That was
only about ten per ecent of what "he
wanted.

“Well, here I am, old nha]iﬂs,” said
Bunter, “I say, you fellows, I've seen
Toddy and asked him whether ho was
going to stand a spread to celebrate my
reca'r_grr, you know., And Lo said he
wasn &'

“Go hon 1™

“After all I've done for him, you
Luow., And—and I've looked for my
lotters, and my postal order hasn't come.
I think I told you fellows that I was
expeeting a postal order.”

“I think you did,” agrced Harry
Wharton.

“The didfulness was terrific.”

“Well, what about & study supper®”
acked Bunter briskly. I expect
old pals to rally round me. I've been
starved in sanny—pining for food, you
know. If you Fellows are still stony I
thinds von might borrow somothing, in
the circumstances. 8mithy would lend
you a guid, Wharton.”

THE MAGNET
“Probably not—as I've been scrap-
piog with him,” said Flarry, laughing.

 Well, }'ﬁu must be a silly ass to serap
with a fellow who's got a fiver|”
exclaimed Billy Buater.

“Ha, ha, hal”

“I wondered what was the matter
with your nose, old chap! Looks as if
you'd eaught it in a door. He, he, hel
1 sni,', you fellows, do you thingf: Smithy
would lend me a quid out of that fiver—
in the circumstances, vou know, I sup-
posa ho's missed me, hke you fellows,”

“Tha missfulness was not preposter-
ous |” chuckled Hurree SBingh.

“And Smithy's lost the fiver," added
Bob Cherry.

‘:‘HB: hﬁ, hE IJJ

Bunter chortled, a fat chortla,

“I suppose you haven't heard about
the row, as you've been in sanny,” said
Bob. * HBmithy's lost his fiver—"

“He, he, hel”

“And he thinks it's been pinched—"

“Ha, he, hel"

MAnd he makes out that
pinched 1t

Bunter ium;;ed.

“ Mossoo I” he velled.

“Yes, the ass | That's what we've been
sorapping sbous,” said Harry Wharton,
“You'd better give Smithy & miss,
Bainter—he's oot m & ‘gl.‘ﬂl:l temper now,
He's nursing his eye,

“Ha, he, he!” shrieked Dunter,

Harry Wharton & Co. looked nt the
fat junior. Bunter's merriment took
them rather by surprise. he fat junior
raally seemed almost on the point of
conivulsions.

“Hallo, halle, halla] What's the jolly
old Ej{nk@?” denianded Bob Cherry.

“Heo, ho, hat”

“You fat duffer, there’s nothing funny
in. Binithy losing his fiver, is therei”
demanded Nugont, “Whut are you
cackling atf"

“He, he, hal” yelled Bunter, “Oh,
my hat! He thinks it's been ﬁinﬂhed
—and he thinks Mossog— e, he,
he; Just like the Bounder—always jolly
suspicious] He, he, ha! I wonder
what be will say when he finds it He,
he, het! Oh crumbsi H#&ll find it to-
thorrow all right! Ko, he, hal"

ﬁ.nd Bunter wenb off into a frech
yell,
“You fat villainI? exclniméd Harry
Whacton, etaring at him, "“Do you
konow anything about it

*“Ie, lm; he I

“It can't have been DBunter,” said
Bob Cherry., " That was the day Bunter
went into sanny. He was in genny
before we heard about the banknote
being missed.”

“ But not before it went,” said Johnny
Bull. *“*Bunter, you fat frump, if rou
know anithiug about that Aver——"

“Ho, he, he!” Bunter was almost
weeping with mirth. “It's rll right, yeu
fellowsl ' Bmithy will find it all right
on Saturday.”

“Why Baturday, you fat ow]!”

“¥e, he, Ho! Baturday, you know—
he's bound to. He, he, hel”

“What differsnce does Baturday make,
you fathead?”

* He, he, hal Bunday prep,” expluined
Bunter. " He will be using his Milton
—iva have to prepare a chunk of * Para-
dise Lost,” you know, He, he, ho! He
will find 1t all ﬂFhi:.l He, he, ho!*

“My only hat!’ Eeﬂculnted Bafs,

He made o stride across the study,
grasped Bills Bunter by hia fat neck,

Mossoo

and tapped his head on the door.

* Now, then—"

“¥ooop! Legrol! Whoop!"” roaved
Bunter.

“Where's that fiver 7 roared ol .
¥0wl Wow! Leggo!” yelled Bunter.
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“I'm just going to telgdynu, you beast,
Ow1” Bunter wriggled out of Bob's
grasp. “I say, you fellows, don't tell
Santhy—the beast would pitch inte me,
He would be ratty, you kmw—iou
konow his beastly temper. IHe, he, hel
The fiver's all right—he will Gnd it when
hﬂ“n%uns his Milton! I put it there—"

ou—you pubt it thera!” gasped
Whnrton, : u
“You sea, the beast kicked me,

cxplained Bunter. “I'd have jolly well
licked him, only—only I thought he'd
had cnough Irown Mossoo, you know.
And—and I wouldr’t scil my hands on
the fellow, and—and—"

“¥ou eilly owl, we koow why you
didn’t lick Smithy! But do you meann

to =0 s

“\‘ge]l, he kicked me," said Bunter,
“Hard, you know! So I jolly well
shoved that fiver out of sight in his
Milton. I koew he jolly well wouldn't
open it till Saturdey night, see? Rather
a lark, what?”

“You call that & larki"’ asked Boh
Cherry, staring blankly at the fat Owl.

“Yee, rather I grinned Bunter. “'I've
thought sbout it a lot of times in
ganny—Smithy bunting up and down
for that fiver, you know, when it was
under his noso all the time! I thought
it rather furmy| But I never thought
he would fancy that it was pinched—or
that he would think Mossoo—— He,
he, hal Why the thump did he think
it wea Mossoo? Just because old
Mossoo who him in the French
claza! He, he, hal”

“Well, vou benighted bandersnatch i
exclaimed Bob Cherry. “8o the fiver’s
not lost, after all ™

ﬂ:H_H" f Iil

“Clome onl” said Harry Wharton,
5teppinﬂ'] ta the door. “The soomer
this iz cleared up the better.”

“7 eay, vou follows," yelled Bunter, in
alarm. “ Don't you tell S8mithy I put it
in the book, you know ! I say, ke would
kick me—I say——>"

e T
_..-!"r:d..'_._d_._-_‘;.“_,.-r"

“That's all right,”” said Bob Cherry.
“I'll tell him Enu’ra kicked alroady.
Thera you arel

*“¥arooooh 1" :

“And there—" gaid Johnny Bull

" Yoooooo-hoooogop 1™ i

“"And thore, my osteemed idiot—"

“*¥ow-ow-ow-ow |

Thoe Famous Five hurried out &f
Study No. 1, leaving Billy Bunter rour-
ing. They ran along the Remove pas-
sago to Study No. 4.

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
A Surprise for Smithy !

ERBERT VERNON-SMITH
scowled hblackly 2s his study
door was hurloed open.

The Bounder was scated in
his armchair, tenderly caressing =&
damoped eye. Tom Redwing had taken
out his books for prep; but Emithy was
not i & humour for prep. :

He rose to his teet, his eyes glitter-
ing at the Famous Five as they crowded
in the doorway. Behind them appeared
a number of other Remove fellows—
Peter Todd and Bquiff, Tom Brown and
Hazeldens and Bolsover mujor, Russell
and Ogilvy and several more. They

ad caught on fto the fmct that some-
thing was “on,” though they did not
yet kmow what 1t waoa,

Vernon-Bmith's lock was black and
bitter. The fight in the class-room had
bean interrupted, with honours divided ;
but Smithy had been rather severcly
handled, and his tcmper was at i3
worsh

“0Oh, here wou arel!” he sneered.
“Y'm ready, if you are. Wharton! I'll
be glad to finish the serap.” :

“You silly ass!l'' said the captain of

Remove. “I haven't come hers to
scrap. I've got something to tell you;
and 1 think when I've told you :.rnu'l’i
be sorry for the rotten things wvou've
said about Froggy.” .

The Bounder set his lips,

“You sllly, lli-tempered,

suspiclous fathead

Vernon - Smith 1» said

Evs, b et e
n 2 , TS pa

out, “Lﬂni:!“p The hﬂmﬁf!m

and stared at the banknote, his eyes
almost starting from his head.

“I haven't done with Fro } B
he said *“He's got my hnn]‘:p;.:ﬁ:e,ﬂmd
you know 1t sz well as I do! ¥You
stopped the rag thiz sfternocon—and
you've given me this eyel Well, vou've
only made matters worse for the little
hl’hghtar. Ho's for it now ™

How's that, fothead 7" asked Bob.

“T'lU tel. voul” said the Bounder
venomously “He didn't take that
banknote to have it tramed, [ supposed
He's changed it before this!”

“Chonged it1" repceated Nugont,

* It stands to reason he has. He took
it to spend. not to kcep—and it's ten to
one, 8 hundred to one, that he had
changed it before he knew I'd found
him out e wouldn't have taken it
if o hadn't been hard up for money
—and 2 hard-up man doesn't keap fivera

in hiz pocket. ['m writin’ to my father
to-night—-
U, my hat ™

“I'm asking him,” said the Baounder,

with bitter deliberation, “to give the
number of the note to iho police, and
set them tracing 1t BUpPpOSa  you

knew tha: notes can be traced by the
numbers, Well, when they get on the
track of that banknote, they’ll get on
the track of tho man who changed it
What's going to happen to your pet
Froggy then?”

“8mithy old man—" murmured

Wing.

“25 that'a the programme, 1z it1"
said Harry Wharton.

“That’s it] That's what you've done
for Mossoo 1™ sneered the Bounder. “Bo
you can put that ir your pipe and smoke
it, confound you 1™

Harry Wharton laughed. .

“ And suppost the banknote is in this
study al! the time?” he asked.

Vernon-8mith shrugged his shoulders,

“¥You oan suppose so, you like.
You kmi':wdlt' isn't] You koow thas
Froggy had 1t.

“The knowfulness is not tereificl™
chuckled Hurree Jemset Bam Singh.

Tax Magrer Lmrany.—No, 1,242,
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“Bmithy, old man, you're wrong!”
soid Fedwing carnestly. “ You'll make  “It is tos mooch!” gaid Monsieur
& lot of talk and scandal, and—" [Jhn.PEEntier, aimost tearfully., " One of

“I know what I'm going to do,” said thiz has enough, mon cher! It is too
the Bounder. *Mossoo's got Wharton much of the good thing, as you say in

to thank for it." English, It breaks me ze heart! PBut
“It's sbout time that fiver turned J gEn! I have made up my brain "

up, I think,” grinned Bob Cherry. g . "
ik, Smithy &n. ho, Jolly: old wes: gy F e ptyMonslewr Charpentior meast

path in this style, it's rather iucsirﬁ: Yo was sbandi : g
: camS ol aony to-day.’ . anding by the staircase with
that Buater e out of 5 to-day the Remove master, as the Bounder

“ Ha, ha, ha!"
Harry \iﬁ'hmnn crossed to the book- come down.

] i the wvolume of  Mr. Quelch was feeling and looking
ﬁ?ltt:mitnd ?;aﬂkaiug?nd Btm;ugsm the uncomfortable. A most undemonstrative

Bounder, with “Paradise Lost ¥ in his £entlemsn himself, he shrank from de-

hand. monstrativeness. Hi_a sympathised with

"~ “you silly, ill-tempored, snspicious Mossoo—he wns guite concerned about

fathead " he said, in measured tones. him—but he wished that the Gallic
- hers 1" gentleman would do these things in
He shook the volume over the table. private, if he had to do them at all.

As the leaves opened, & slip of crisp,  But the fact that o dozen persons were
rugtlin ?ﬂpﬂ dropped out. g}anczti_ug adl: Eim did nc:; '.{Wcirry Mossoo.
].qc?k rout an spper an 1Iggins w
There was & yell from the juniors p ; i B e Sinth

e t hand, th :
Enake& in the doorway Vernon-Smith it i re¢ or four more Sixth
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o El.-l;t"'"""‘-”

ith  Form men were in the offing, oth

umped and stared ot the banknote, with passing, un{iﬁ lgverﬂbadg*n h&ngr];; w:tl;g
is eyes almost starting from his head. plaintive voice of Mossoo. Mossoo did
“There's your fiveri” said Harr¥ not heed.
Wharton, hat silly owl Bunter hid  Tn the stress of his emotion he almost
it, to'pull your leg, becauso you kicked wept.
him. You'd have found it when you Zey zink 1" gaid Mosseo. " Zey do
upmaﬂeﬁirﬂh:fl %:.-r[ul:;:mii Eﬁ&g‘%&ﬁi %nt aa¥, but zoy zink | Isn't it? Helas!
been ]in s?lnnﬁ—hﬁ irhﬂlild have ﬂf-;gg ,i,‘fﬂ'_f_":?“ ShRE Quelh; gon. o ik
up when he heard that you suspectc “My dear sir,” said Mr. Quelch, I
Mossoo of pinching “gh?“i? E;;,?EH !;"f regret—I rogret deaply—-tha? 1;. boy in
&?ﬂﬁ’ﬂ };gmhaﬁiﬁ _;:::: ;11 4 & hmi ’if :1113 Form ah::mld have cauzed vou this—
s Ras ' i deuanur,w-'aﬂ sk i :Ils distress! But I assure you that no

" Ty

:ﬁhﬁtj;-ﬂu’m jﬂllj" well ashamed of your- ."kE,E’FI:iPkt!“ wailad upswni 1
Vornon-Smith did oot speak. zink! is to me a position of ze mos
-Smith o . painful! One of it has enough, my

He stood staring at the banknote, like zood Quelch! I make up ze hraﬁ: g
Zis for me is no place

a fellow spellbound. e
T = - & ' avayl o5 ]
8o that's it1” said Squiff. You any more]l Non! Pas posaible, mon

tilly ass, Bmithy—-" b leh ! ?
y . cn Quelehr! I go—'
How was I to guness— Mr. Queleh’s glance rested om the

&
You ought to have guessed any- _
thinﬁ, dsmnnr than thst a man had Bounder as he came down the stairs.
e

TS

pinc it! You ought to go down on He frowned Eﬂl‘t«ﬁ!ﬂtﬂus]L The sight of
vour knees and begr Moss00's pardon! Vernon-Bmith at that moment was like &
YahI? red rag to a bull,

The Bounder was silent again. “ Vernon-8mith |

“Well, there it is!” said IHarry preparation now!
Wharton. * Quelch told you to let him out of
know when it was found, Smithy. You'd
better tell him ¥

’_'I"lll tell him!"” said the Bounder
quietly. i . thing of the kind, Monsieur Charpentier.

He pnt the banknote in his pocket Ho will assure vou now, in n?y pro-
and left the study. He went slowly sence, that he does notl” said Mr.
along the passage to the stairs, Queleh, with n glare ot the Bounder.

Thﬂm WLr & fat ﬁEUTE in the door. vﬂrnﬂn.ﬂmithh answer, mo diml-?. dﬂ'
way of Study No 1 as he passed. you dare to associate Monsieur Char-
Billy Bunter had his back to the BE-—nontier in any way whatscever with the

You should be at
What are you doing
vour study 7'

*If you plaase, sip=—*
“ Zat garcon, he zink—*
“ Vornon-3mith does not think any-

sage as he addresser the juniors within, |oss of o banknote from your study?®
E% say, you fellowsl bat about that  * Cortainly not, siv 1 v ¥
study supper®  ea. tell you, I've been  “voy ges, monsicur—"*

starved in sanny-——simply ﬂa;;ve-dl I'm

+ ; “Mnis, he zink "
growing thin—— Whoooop | ni3, but he zin

Billy Bunt.r flov headiong into the « Hnth’at,n:ﬂla;?rt{ E%}daﬂ? &ij?;]d;ﬁ:

study, as a boot crashed on his tight came into my mind 'm very sorry, 1

trousers from behind. Feo: toll Mo A
Ho landed on his hands and knees, barkaote 15 foundes Quelch that the

TOAT . s oMon Dien!”

Dw ! ﬁ%. crlkeil Who was that! “ Found ! execlaimed Mr. Quelel.
Whﬂﬂ” arocooh | Oh  erumbs! “Yes, sir [ anid the Pounder meekly.
WEHI g “ 1t turns out that a fellow hid it for a

Ha. ha, hal lark, sir, and it's turped up. I've got

_ Vernon-Bmith went on his way. leav- it here.”

ing William George Dunter miving 8 e held up the banknote.

remarkably good imitation of the Bull Monsieur Charpentier’s dismal face
of Bashan. brightoned up  wonderfully.  Mr.
Quelch’s first feeling was one of great
relief, but it was swiftly succeeded by
anger.

Vernon-Smith! Then the banknote
was not lost at alll Vou have mads
all this troublo—ron have cauzed all thia
distress—for nothing ™

“I'm sorry, sir—"
“No doubt wou are sorry, Vernon-
Emith; but I shall endeavour to im-

THE SIXTEENTH CHAFTER.

Joy [or Mossoo !
‘™M
Charpuntier, “On en &

ON cher Queleh—""
assez! T go—-"

“My dear sir——"
“(Peat fini 1” said Mongzieur
Tue Magxegr Lispapy.—No. 1,242

preas upon you, by the severest punish-
mente—-"

“Mais non!"™ exclaimed Monsicur
Charpentier cagerly, “In zis so joyiol
moment, sair—"

“A Hogging—"" .
“Dua  toub! Im 2z so  jovful
moment——"

“ At least, a severe caning~——="

“MNon, non! I pardon zat garcon,
mon cher Quelch, and I beg zat you
sall pardon him also.”

“Really, Monsieur Charpentior——"

o Eair.’ begp—I  entreat—I  vill

veep "

“For goodness’ sake, do nnthing of
the kind!" oxclaimed Mr. Quelch.
a3 Monsienr Char-

* Vernon-Smith '
“It's awiully good of him, sir,” said

pentier intem&ciea for you=——

the Bounder, eincerely enough. “I'm
very sorry. I beg Monsieur Char-
entier's rdon]l I'd never have

anoled sych a rotten thing for o second,
only I was wild about Rcason licking
me. in clags, and I dessrved it all for
cheeking him—"
“1 am glad to hear you speak mo
frankly, Vernon-8mith. "As Monsieur
rpentier intercedes for you so
generously, I shall allow the matter to
drop, more especially in view of the fact
that you obtained the banknote to sub-
seribe to the School Mission—"

The Bounder started a little. He had
not eoted to see the banknote again
when he had made that statement.

Put there waa no help for it now.

You may place it in the box '’ said
Mr. %uellﬂ:l, with & wave of hizs hand
fowards the box which reccived the col-
lection for the Sohool Mission, and
which certainly received more bad six-
pences and old trouser-buttons, than
banknotes,

With s grimace he could not supnress,
the Bounder slipped the five-pound noto
E:fu the slit in the top of the collection-

x,

Maonsieur Charpentier beamed on him.

“Zat is van good gercon,” he said.
" Zat s one verree good garcon, apres
tout! 1 forgive him from ze fop of =20
heart! Tn zis zo fovrful moment, I vill
emhrace zat good garcon [* ;

The Bounder retreated up the stairs
in time.

L ] L] a 4

Harry Wharton looked up from prep
as the Bounder stopped in the doorway
of Study No. 1.

His look was rather grim, and Smithy
smiled sarcasticslly.

“I've apolopised to Mossoo |™ he eaid,

“Good 1™

“1 know I'vo beent an ags—"

“ More than thet[** zaid Harry.

“And rather a rotter—"'

“"Glad vou can gee it ("

" And the fiver’s gone to the School
Mission

“Qh, my hat " .

“ And Mossoo got me off o licking.
And—and T'm jolly glad wvou ztopped
me ragging him in class to-day, and—
and there won't be any more ragging if
I can help it | :

“Good man 1" said Wharton cordially,

“And now,” added the DBounder
grimly, *T'm going to look for Bunter."

He went to lock for Bunter, and a
fow minutes later a sound of fearful

volling in the Remove possage fold that
he haﬁ found him.
THE END.

{Fook out for another of Fronk
Rickarde" apeciel Greyfriavs yurnz wexrt
week, chums, entitled “A BROTHER'S
SACRIFICE?!" You'll vote i one of
the finest yerny of Hervey Wharfon &
Co. you've ever read.}



ANOTHER INSTALMENT OF OUR THRILL-PACKED SERIAL. {

THE WORLD.

MILLIONAIRE, BUT HIS WARNING 15
PLANE 15 S00N CRIPPLED.

HOW THE STORY STARTED.
00M, THE TERRIBLE, 1S A FLYING.-BANDIT WHO AIMS T0 BE MASTER OF
HE HAS KIDNAPPED TOM DARE, A CLEVER INVENTOR, HIS
EROTHER RICK, AND TW0 CHUMB. RICK 15 COMPELLED TO TAKE PART
IN A RAID ON A MILLIONAIRE'S HOUSE.

RIGK THEN FIGHTS A BATTLE WITH 0OM IN THE AIR, BUT THE YOUNGSTER'S

MEANWHILE, BACK AT 0OM'S HEADQUARTERS,
TOM, AIDED BY HAM, THE BOYS* NEGRO. SERYANT,
DESTROY THE WIRELESS PLANT.

HE CONTRHIVES TD WARN THE
UNMHEEDED. AS A LAST RESQOURCE,

DETERMINES TO

The Getaway !

N less than no time Tom Dare put

I the dynamos and the rest of the

machinery out of action, for with

his export knowledge he knew just

what parts to put out of commission eo

that it would take & month or two to
repelr them.

Then, with a brief word to the
youngster to stand guard, he returned
to the operating-room to put the wire-
less out of order in addition.

Meantime, Ham had been doing
sentry-go as to the manner born. His
keen ears had caught the sound of the
double revolver shots, and he guessed
Tom was busy, but orders were orders,
and he remained where he was. Then
he heard the hum of the great machines

radually fade away. and he guessed that

1z young boss had geined his ohjsctive.

“Golly, 1 suah wish Ah could gib
him & hand, but dooty ie fust. Bshl De
fun am about ko beginl”

Ham had caught the sound of muffled
yawns and movements from the guard-
room, and & growling voice complain-
ing at heing awakened to go out into the
cold on gentry-go.

“ Yeah, ’tis de v'ice ob de sleep-hard.
Him want to siumbah ag'in!" muttered
Ham, with a grin. * Don' WOrrY, Babe,
jest come right along hyar to yo' Uncle

am, an' yo' shall sleep good an'
plenty! One at & time, ho !}’J'

At last the man shufiled out, yawning
and stretching himseli. Ham saw that
he had slung his rifle over his shoulder,
but in such a position that it would not
be easy for him to bring it down in a
hurry.

The negro placed Auntonio’s rifla
against the wall and waeaited in the
shadow for the sleepy relief to come
along. Tom had impressed upon him
that the one thing to avoid was noize,
and Ham had his own ideas about being
quiet when disposing of the guard.

“Hallo, Antonio, QGuess I'm a bit
late,”” said the relief, “but I was dead
tired. Yuh =amn't sore, alr yer? 'l
make up for it later. Have a seegar!
I'm going to light me pipe. Haff a mo',
Must have a fow draws, though it's
ag’inst orders. DBut when th' bawss ia
away, eh? Sav, yuh ain't sore wi' me,
air yer, chumi'

Glancing up over the lighted match
the reliel had scen the grim face, and
was about to let out & yell when a huge
fist was driven into his face, driving the
stem of his pipe almost half down his
throat. As the relief fell, Ham caught
him, and another pile-driver completed
the business. TUnfortunately, the rifla
stippod from the man’s shoulder to the
ground, and, being at full cock,
exploded with o loud te?ﬂrl;,

" Golly, dat’s tored it " groaned Ham.
“ Mass' Tom done tol’ me to keep quiet
cher dis serap, but it cain’t be helped.”

He slammed the unc¢onscious man
down in the shadows and waited whilat
ﬂeilu came from the guard-room and

alf a dozen men rushed ocut.

“Hyar, what's up?"’ cried the first
man, & sort of pon-com. under Antonio.
*Who Gred—*’

“Ah did, yo' white trash!” yelled
Ham, driving a mighty right into the
man’s face. _

Before ha could drop, the giant negro
stooped, and, catching him by the
ankles, swung him around his head liko
a club. As the first rnen raced up they
were hurled back by their whirling
mate, and two of them ifell to the
ground senseless,

Convineed that the Ttalian gonman
had gone mad, two of the others follow-
ing in the rear drow their revolvers and
fired. But Ham gave them no chance
of taking aim as he charged in and
floored them with sledge-hammer blows.
But the noise of the firing aroused the
sleeping camp, and lights appeared in
every hut, whilst half-dres men
rushed cut, each armed with a

“Ow! De fat am in de fre !’ bawled
tha pmegro. “Quiet, sez yuh? Dig am
one ob de quietest maetin’'s Ah hab eher
attended. Glory be—he hab got de
plane out!"

As the little bomber rushed out with
Emp whirling, Ham rushed across the

asin, meeting some of the newly
arcused men on his way. He snatched a
rile from the first and, whirling 1%
around his head, fairly beat his way to
the bomber plane, in which sat Tom and
Terry Page.

[As the negro leapt for the fuselage a
huge bandit made a grab at his bare
foot,. He eaught it—right in  tha
mouth, and went reeling back, minus his
{ront row of teeth.

Bullets peppered the Little plane, but
Terry took o snap shot at the great are
lamp, and in a second the basin was in
almost total darkness, Then the engine
hummed, the propellers whirled, and,
taxi-ing across the basin, the plane rose
gracefully and scared up over the sur-
rounding hills, heading eastward for
Titicaca!

Tronble Brewing !

ICK !JAEBE had never spent more
anxions moments than, as he
kept the Tigor bomber as steady
a3 possible abt one altitude, he

watched the great wireless plane sink
gracefully, and practically vertically, out
of sight nmongst the forest trocs,

Al Higgs, clinging hike a monkey to
the wing, worked away with the eylinder
heads as coolly as if he was standing
befors his bepch in & workshop, It was
not tha first time he had been forced to
attend to o damaged cogine in mid-aiv;
in fact, a dozem times or more, ho and
Tom Dare had worked under worse con-

“ the little engineer could hear him.

The Terrible!

ditions, with Hun aireraft seething
argund them like o swarm of angry bees,

Rick was on tenterhooks, for every
second he expected to see the wireless
plane swoop up from the depths and
resume the attack, in which case he and
Alf would have been helpless. He had
no falsa impressions as to what their
fate would be if once more they fell info
the Flying-Bandit’a hands. It would
mean short shrift for them, and probuably
a painful finish,

Rick little know that he owed his pre-
sent safety and the collapse of Qom's
wiraless guwer to his own brother; that
Tom had but a few moments beforo
smashed up the great engines at the
stronghold, and rendered the wireless
plane harmless, bereft of her motive
power, able to hover by means of the
Dafa Stabshizer, but totally unable lo

“Buck up, Alfl” Riek shouted, as Itg
they como up mow they'll have us by the
short baip— Hurrﬂn o y

Oncea more he heard the regular beat
of the engine, snd in hiz delight
forgot for a second that he had got ono
periectly good engineer spreadeagled out
on the wing. As be felt again the powed
under his hand, aad the instant response
of his engines, he made the little
machine nose-dive, in sheer exuberance
of spirite.

The sudden jork of the plane brought
disaster to poor Alf, for it jerked the
Cockney’s hold locse, and he slid down
the slant of the wing, with & yelp. Hor-
rified, Rick realised what he had done,
and jerked the plane’z note up again.

Poor AH was like & pes on a tem-
bourine, sliding from enge to end of the
wing. But he kept his head, and, as ha
almaost went over the edge, managed to
clutch s struk and hang on with his legs
dangling over into space. Then, with a
mighty heave, he got back and worked
his way back to the cochpit.

Ho groecied Rick with a cheery wavo
of the hand and a broad grin, as if
being spilled inte a thousand feet of air-

ace was a joke.

“It'a urrigfvb, ay'nor,” he announced.
“1 nigh step orf th' bloomin' bus
whilst zhe was a-goin’'!| But I've fxed
up them 'eads, and she's good for
another ten thahsand mile if mgb-a we've
got juice epuff 1” i

“Good feller!” smiled Rick through
the telaphone; “but you made my inside
turn over, Alf, I thought I'd spilled
vou into the forest. By ;ingﬂ, FOU'To 4
dandy st doing * running * repairs. Tom
always said you counld do anything on a
plano in foll Mfight.”

“Yessir, that's right!” agreed the
Cockney, with eheerful pride., “Tho I
sez it wot shouldn't, there ain’t nuthink
1 can’t ree-pair in & airyplane hengine
eother ttag;mnair:'; or in tho air.
Engines soled ‘soled whilst ver
wait 1" i .

“Right-ho! Btrap voursell in agam,
AL said Rick, " 'czuse we may have 1o
do soma moro stunts. I'm going down
a5 low as I can to sce whal's happened
ta Oom & Co.  Of conrse, it may he a
little ruse of his to get us to come look.
ing for him, so that he can swoop up
annd run us down., But I think they'vo
had & breakdown, and we may be alde
i finish 'am off. with a bit of luck !
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Ha would have falt considerably more
bucked if he had been sble to see on
board the wireless plane, for Oom was in
anything but a good mood at the manner
in which the small Tiger fghter had
eluded him and the mysterious failure
of both the wireless power and his com-
munications with his secret st hold.
Never before had he been so left in the
lurch, and on the few occasions when
anything had fonp wrong, it had been
but s matter of minutes before he could
get full power again,

“ Gonzalez geems to have taken leave
of his senses I" he growled, having slung
down the receiver after getting l'om’s
last message. “His very voice scemed
different, and his manver so curt—almost
ng if it were another—bah! It is that
there is some Jlittle interference, that is
all. Der teufel, but I will make Gon-
zalez and the other awelnhunds smart for
this when I return. It is time that 1
show them who is master supreme! But
how has this spitfire plane found me out,
and who is it flying her? She is &
Peruvian Flying Corps machine. But
they would not dare—"

The Flying-Bandit was fragkl
puzzled. Lailj‘thuugh he had no ides th:ﬂ,
voung Rick Dare still lived and was
trailing him in thst Lttle bomber, he
realised that it must be someone who
had an uncanny insight inte hiz plans,
who bad stepped in and thwarted his
coup on the Merger mansion.

So accustomed had he become to cer
toin suecess in all his plans that to be
thwarted thus nearly sent the master
criminal crazy. Added to which, there
w3 an air of unrest amongst his crew.

In the bitterness of his anger at the
continued rebuffs to his plans, he had
visited his wrath on the men who worked
his great plane, and, frankly, these were

getting just s bit fedup with OCom’s
domineering and bullying ways
Various sarcastic remarks had been
made in his hearing as to the breakdown
of his scientific ™ gadgots,”

Truth to tell, the men were more than
a little scared, for they knew that they
wers hopelessly at the mercy of any
attncker armed with even one riflo!

As bhad been observed in the work-
shops, Oom was g0 self-centred, so sure
of hia scientific apparatus, so¢ confident
of his own ability to " beat the world,”
that he had laughed to scorn any sugges-
tion of carrying a reserve of cordinary
Weapons, he ones he umed were in-
tensely highépo:wer weapons operated
by compressed air.

When working perfectly they were
wonderful arms, throwing their missiles
farther, faster, and with greater pene-
trative power than either powder or
cordite could do, without any fouling of
barrels, and with =z self-feeding
apparatus which enabled one man to fire
ten or twelva thousand rounds at & time
without reloading, by just keeping his
finger pressing against the trigger.

But, with the failing of the wireless
ower the guns had been rendered use-
esa, savae those which Oom had for his
own uge carefully put away in his safe.

As he caught the mutterings of the
men saw the manner in which they
fulBlled bis orders, scowling and listless,
he went to his cabin and fot cut his two
sutomatics, and strapped them around
him under his flying coat, with a plen-
teous supply of ordinery ammunition.
He would have no compunetion in shoot-
ing down his eompanions if they made
themselves unpleasant. He could fiy the
wireless plane singlehanded if once the
powar came on.

THE MAGNET

The Two Ralders!

ITH the helicopter whirling,

Oom allowed great plane

to settle down in a clearing

] asmongst the trees, then called

his head man to him, who acted as sort

of lisutenant on the plane. He was a

German-American whom QCom deemed

was devoted to him both by self-interest

and personal feeling. Born in the

States, the man had led a wandering,

criminal existence, and was absolutely
fearless and ruthless—like his master.

be

“Fritz, those fellows seem to
grumbling among themselves!” he
snapped, “Vou had better put a stop
to 1t or I'll have ta nttﬂmf to them
?HSE:LE I'll stand for no insubordina-
ion !

Fritz turned a cold and satirieal stare
on the Flying-Bandit, his jaws working
ceaselessly as he chewed plug tobacco.

“¥eoah? he drawled. *“Me put a
stop to them grousn'? I sh'ud say so!
Fm grousin' some my own self, ii' ver
wants th’ truth. Say, what d'yer
think we air, anyway? We’re men, not
Itobots!  Vuh've pinned ver faith to
these soientific gadgets ang whar have
they got yuh? In th' soup, mster ™
5 “Fritzz, how dare—" thundered

om,

“Aw, out that out!” replied Fritz;
and from his belt he took a formidable
ten-inch spanner, which be hefted in his
hand, with his cold eyes looking back
into Qom's unblinkiogly.  * Doncher
start any muqh~lmuam wid ma or
yub'll find Jack’s as gobd as s bawss
an’ mebbo a bit better! I'm all for
peace in business like gurs, bhut no
guy’s goin’ to ride roughshod over mel
Cut it right out ™

{Continued on next page.)

Christmas. Tell him you want a
tell ]}}m that—
They ars
They

and relable.

antead,

wonderful
Horaby Railway of vour own,

Thgymust be 3 Hor];
trains | Get a ¢o
list, you may obtain a

¥

LONGER RUNS, HEAVIER
LOADS

Boys, tell Dad now about the present you wish him to give you at
ornby Train Set. H heg askgnwh}r.

Trains give longer vuns and haul heavier loads

ars realistic and one hundred per cent. effici
They are beauwtifully finished in correct colours,
Above all, they are British and therefore best, and every one i3 fully

guar,
Hornby Clockwork Locomotives are the longest running locomotives
in the world. In a recent test a Hornby No. r Locomotive, running [}
light, covered the amazing distance of 182 feet on one winding | This
ormance could only
You will realise how perfect these famous trains are when you have a

Christmas for every b
of the Hornby Book of
and make your choice now. If you prefer to have an ordinary price
| v of catalogue No. 6 from your dealer, free
of charge, or direct from Meccano Ltd., price 1d. 'Write to Department

ent,

be accomplished by a Hornby !

who iz keen on model
rains described here
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HORNBY
TRAINS
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OLD SWAN LIVERFOOL

THE 1931-32 HORNBY
BOOK OF TRAINS

Read bow onr mallway brmok has
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groups. FPage aiter page of fagsinating
intormation, and every pags illngirated |
All the aplendid Hormnby Locomotives,
Bolling Stock and Aogcessories are
deplcted in foll cologr,

¥You must have this book [ It can
be obfained for 84 from youar dealer,
or poat Iree Irom Meccano Lid, fo
434, in stamps,
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"“Theve, there, do not leb us quarrel:
it sets a bad example io the crew,”
gaid Oom scothingly; but there was o
sort of subdued reddish glare in his eyes
which boded ill for the other when once

again *the “Master ¥ was in  the
ascendant,
“Okay with muh!” responded Fritz

placidly. *“1 ain’t quarrellin’, But
what we want to know is—what's goin’
to be done about this yer 1i’l scorpian
plane we've come up against? Thar's
two good men stiff, an’® three more
wounded, and without wireless our
puns are useless. That's a Guv'ment
machine, an' she's got a machine-gun,
an' natterally, il she kpoo, they'd have
us by th' short hairs. She c'ud
Jest hover around us and drop us when
and where she wished,”

“Buat they do not knew, my
Fritz!” said Oom. “The maching has
pone off, realising that we are too
strong, and before she can return with
reinforeements we shall be a thousand
miles away, for the power will return
in g little while—>"

“¥uh seem nughty certain o that—
how d'yer know!” grumbled Fritz sus
prerously, though he could not help
being wnpressed by the Flying-Bandit's
IHAnner,

Qom could feel that, and he Lknew
that now was the time for him to
assert his authority if he was to keep
control of his men.

¥Whipping off his fiying-goggles, he
turned on his licutenant with eyes that
fuirly flamed.

“ Donnerwetter, how do I keow!” he
hissed, I am the brains of our band,
the master mind who plans, direets,
and carries out all our successful
vontures, the man who has combed
the world te procurc the best brains
of the scientific world to aid us 1n our

dear

fight apgainst humanity--how .do I
know 1" : :
“Hay, I'm sorry, chief! I didn't

mean—but ver sco we got kinder skeery
at things goin’ wrong. ‘The boys all
lock en yuh 2s a whale o' learnin’,
an” I guesa they gits kinder rattled
w'en  things po slanty, that's allt”
stammered the man,

“That's all right, then, Fritz,” said
Oom.  “Reassare the boys, Tell thom
just what has heppened—a vory natural
acourrence  that has happened to us
hefore, but which this time has been
of longer durstion and ecanght us
perhops o leetle unprepared, dat is all,
An cleetrie storm I:r;mll-: in the Awdes
whieh has lLroken our wavelength for
the time being amd tempovarily  de-
stroyed our  receiving  power;  you
wiulersiand 1

“Okay, chici! Thank'ee for tellind
pond,” sand Fritz.  “T'11 make it rvight
wi' th' boys an' thar won't bhe no
further troublo 1™

The moment he had left the ecabin
Oom erossed o the door and seenved it

“The dogs ave already snapping ! he
growled, It iz time thai T lefe them
to their own deviees, for T have a
fecling that there is somcthing more
than o “linle ' wrong. It 15 2 wise
general that knows when o relveat as
well as when o advanee--aul now, |
think. is the moment, whilst the way is
clear.”

During his eonveresalion wilh Tz
the  moasiep-eriminal  Tuwl  eaught o
ghimpse of the liitle Tie TTay plane
ahiave the treez, amd he knew that the
relontless Ntile  “Tiger ™ was  shill
patrolling. ready {0 swoop the moment

the fliers got an inkling of the crippled
condition of his plane,
Oom went once more to his safe, and

this time packed his pockets with
currency notes and a little bag of
diamonds which he always held in

regerve for emergencies, In addition,
he took a tin of "iren rations”
sufficient to keep o man alive for a
month, and a small outht by means of
which he could disguise his appearance
completely, Then Qom touched the
lever which controlled the trapdoor and
the plateglass flooring, and stepped out
on to the grass of the clearing on
wh:':-:h the great plane had oome to
rest.

Working his way back under the
hull, he glanced quickly round and then
dodged off amongst the trecs. Rapidly
he made his way through the forest in
the direction he had seen the De Hay
Tiger hovering just above the trec-tops.

The Flying-Bandit had a cortain
curiosity to sce whether she had actu-
ally landed, for he had what might be
called a “hunch,” and on this pre-
menition he was working. He had no
fear of heinﬁ seen by his men, for Lo
knew that his explanation to Fritz
would keep them quict. They would
imagine that e was still m the wire-
less-room, anxiously  awsiting  the
message that would tell of the renewal
of their wircless power.

Suddenly he halted and dodged
hehind a great oak, for he had heard
voices and stealthy foolsteps. Was the
crew of the litile bomber coming on
foot to attack the giant plane with its
big crew? In that case they must know
of the failure of the power, and con-
sequently the weapons on tho hig} plane,
and were daringly banking on holding
the erow at their merey!

This pointed to a leakage somewhere,
an uncanny knowledge of his affairs
that made the bandit sweat. Who was
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it that dogged him thus and knew that
that invizible, nolseless power that he
procurcd through his aerials was no
longer at his commaned?

Then le saw two figures advancing,
almeost neoiselessty, stealthily ecrecping
from tree to tree azs ho himeclf had
done,

They were carrying a Lewis gun be
tween fhem, together with amnwunition,
and at the sight Oom congratulateu
himself on his foresight in getting clear
of the plane before tﬁn attack matured.

He saw the two faces—and at the
sight of them the cold sweat broke out
again on his forehcad and hiz knecs
knocked together.

“Tonnerwetter, they are spirits ! he
gasped, and erouched low in the under-
growth, trembling.

“Crumbs, this ’ere gun ain't “orf
Teavy, guv'nor!” whispered Alf Higgs.
“I on'y 'opes as Qom & Co. finds th'
bullets *arf as ‘cavy. Won't they git o
surprise? Not 'arf! To sce th' iwo
blokes wot e thought ‘ad fcll five
thahsand feet alive an’ kickin' with a
sting in their tails, 'E'll fink '¢’s secin’
things !"

With a suppressed snarl like o wolf
Oom drow one of his heavy automatics,
and for a few scconds the lives of the
two vaiders hung by a thread.  Then
an thought struack the IFlying-Bandit,
and, with & grim smle, he lowered the
WOeAPOn.

“It is bad luck to shoot at ghosts!”
ha muttered. * Dut ghosts have no need
of acroplancs, Good spirits fly on wings.
Aeh! Those two must have the lives of
ecats! But it i3 they who will got tho
surprisa when they find their plane
gone 1M

{Next week's inglalment of thiz fine
gereal story will be full of surprises for
you, teel! Dou't on any account miss £,
boys )
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of gencral interest.
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and I fned that by the time you
follows will be reading this chat
of mine it will be only four wocks
or so to Christmas. Az a mattor of
foct, I need not have looked up my
diary to discover thut, for I hnppen to
be an uncle—and neplews don't usnally
let uncles forget the approach of Christ-
mas |
Already I've had one or two very
broud hints, and the result is that 1'm
just going to setul the office-boy down lo
got me a seleetion of
THE FINEST CHRISTMAS ANNUALS

that any boy could dezire, I musl
adnit that my nephoews kuow s good
thing when they seo if, 2o 1 1 not el
all  surprised  that they  have  all
“].1|-|:|]||-;4:;| o o far Aprnals oas Chesimas
preseuts this year, Yes! And even my
mieees bave fellen inta line with  the
SN regaeslE, Well, T congratulaie
ihern on their chiojee, for, good as our
Aunnuals have alwavs been, I ean tell
vou that  they are sowmeihing  exira-
speeind (his year.

Merdioss 1o =y,

E’E’E just been logking up my diary,

COME INTO THE OFFICE, BOYS!

Here your Edilor i@ pleased {0 ansicer
Wrile to him:

Amalgamated Press, Lid., Fleclway House, Farringdon Siveet, E.C.d.
A stomped and addressced envclope will ensure a reply.
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questions and discuss

topics
Editor of the * Magmnet,’” Tha
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THE GREYFRIARS HOLIDAY ANNUAL

comes first on the list. It seems to bo
impossible for any manly British boyv to
have gnough of Ilurry Wharton & Co.
and the other chuma of Greyfriars,
Fven if the Mac¥eT camo out overy day,
thers would still be a demiand for mora
and more storvies of these famous
characters.  So  that i8 why “*Tho
Holiday Annuval * is already selling like
hot cakes, amdl why the printers are
turning out more and more to meot tho
demand,

It iz simply packed with splendid
stories of school, sport, and thrilling
adventures, many of which feature your
old pals of Greyfriars in new surround-
mgz. Frank Richards and his eool-
leagues have surpassed themselves this
year, Thera are plenty of articles, too,
in it, together with pocms and puzzles;
and cight ripping plates to round off
the propeanune. It's one of the best
six-shilling's worth 3cu coulld ever see!

Are von

_ INTERESTED IN AIRCRAFT?
1 Of courso yon are!l What up-te-date

Frirled and ‘F.:hltaher] avery Eaturda

Advertipeinent cicen s The Fleetway Houmse,
raten: Iolend and Abroad, 11e. per anoun;

by the Froprictars, Tho Amalgamated Peess, Ltd., Tho Fleetwa

arringpion Fireet, London. B.O.4.
l_:n. B, for six mootha. Sole Agecta for Auatmalls and :
for Houth Africa: Oiotral News Agency, Lod.— Sulnsdny, Deccanlgr Sth, 1951,

Erpiatared for Lraosemlss

Housse, Farrlogdon Biretd, Ladden, B.O4.
i by Ohpadias. Magazins Polb. Bubsoriptlon
Neo' Zealsad ; Messrs. dordon & Golbob, Lid., apd



28
'bgg' jon’t! Very weil, there’s a splen-
NEW Apnuzl on tho markﬁt this
Hr for you. It's called “ The Modern
v's Book of Aircraft,” and never
before has there been such a collection
of frst-rate reading matter and illustra-
tions dezling with aireraft. It's one of
the most novel Annuals on sale, and
il}ll Il appreciate the personal narratives
practical aviators which appear in it,
tageth&r with the four colour plates and
numerous othe= illustrations. It costs
seven shillingz and sixpence, and is
worth every halfpenny—and a lot more |

EVERYTHING UNDER THE S5UN

seems to have been covered by " The
Modern Boy's Annual,” which iz also
now on sale at a cost of six shillings,
No matter what vour age is, you'll find
tons and tons of things to interest you
in this bumpcr volume. . It deals with
acroplanes, railwaves, motor-cars, motor-

oyclos, ships, motor-boals, modern
1nwntmns—c~~.[ntﬂnn¢, in  fact, in
which & modern boy is likely to be

intcrested.  There arce loug, complete
storics, colonred plates, and hundreds of
hot ra lie and other illustrations.
Tor t oy wio has his head serewed
ol ihe right way., and likes fo know
“all about evervthing.” I can think of
no better Christmas gift.

MECHANICAL MARVELS OF TC-DAY

always have 2 wonderful appeal to boys,
which 13 why I can firmly recommend
“Every Bowys' Iobby Annual,” which
is also pricod at six shillings, . If yon
like to know how to make things, and
how thirgs work, tf vou like to read
about snd sce the mechaniéal mdrvels of
to-dav, then this 15 the hook for vou!
There are hundreds of  illustrations,
most of them photographie, and by
large folding photogravure plates,  Ask
vour newsagent to let von have a peep

THE MAGNET—EVERY SATURDAY

inside its pages, and if that deesn’t
make vou want to pcssess a copy—well,
I don't know what will |

BOYS AND GIRLS ALIKE

will- revel in the pages nf “The New
Zoo Annual,” which,- at six shillings,
brings. t::sgethq:er a most wonderful collee-
tion of .writings and photographs deal-
ing with zoo animals snd birds and
wild life generally. There are coloured
plates by that famous artist, Harry
Rountree, while experiz on enimal life
have combined togethor to evolve ane
of the most interesting Annuals that
could be found. This Annual will
instantly appea! to cvery one of you—
and to your aunts and oneles, too! Ho
if you got onc of these, my advice to
you 15 to hang on to itk or otherwise
vou'll have to writ until evervone elze
has had a look ot it before you get it
back again |

Ar Annual whose price is within the
reach of cvery boy 1s
“THE POPULAR BOOK OF BOYS'
STORIES,”*

which 15 n collection of varns by the
best writers of boys' stories of the
present day. It costs only half-a-crown,
and has 128 pages of veal, thrilling
aclventura tales that will ]mld Four
attention till whe last line! It 1s pro-
fusely illustrated, and, at its priece, is,
certainly ono of the best values that
vou could possibly find.

Lueky, indecd, iz the boy whe gots
the whole bunch of these Annuals this
Christmas. He'll have enough healthy
reading matter to last him throughout
the year—and he’ll be able to do a good
tiurn to his chums by letting them read
the Annuals alzo when he has completed
themp, Taoke my tip, choms. Do as my
néphews have alfeady done, and drop a
foew broad hinte to your uncles and

{ i

‘weck, chyms !

sunts—and any other grown-up rela-
tions |

By the way, ves'll find that most
newsagents have a system of Christmas
cliths, wherchy wvou can obtain theso
Annuals by payments of a small sum
cach weck, _ Ask wour newsagent for
particulars. He will be pleased to give
them to youl

Sorry that T haven’t much room to
sparc this wock. Next woek I'll be abla
to deal with a number of querics which
have been sent in by various readers.
In the meantime, here is

NEXT WEEK'S BUMPER PREOGRAMME,

Frank Richards weighs.in with & real
tip-topper of a yvarn which is entitled :

“A BROTHER'S SACRIFICE 1"

The title, together with Mr. Richarde'
reputation, tells you that you can expoct
something really good—and you won't
be dizappointed, chums, Thrills and
fun abound in this splendid yarn, and
vou'll enioy every line of it.

Have you writken to me yot to tell
me what vou think of

“Q0OM, THE TERRIBLE **?

If not, why not? Romomber, I'm
ﬂ.l\"-[lFE plensed te. hear from you, and
vou've got any suggestions to make,
I’ll be pleased to hear them. Let
ma know what vou think of olir yarns,
because, you know, 1t makes asn-
Editor's work over so much easiér and
much more pleasact, if his readers tako
& personal interest in their own paper—
as I am sure yvou ol do!
Bliorter feabtdres, as
Cheerio')
YOUR EDITOR.

usual, next
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FREE XMAS CASH

from THE “NEWFOOTY " GAME. Best Tahls Football Invention,
EIG DISCOUNT on: sales to friends, 22 BMen, Ball and Goals.
FOLLOW BALL AND INTERCEPT PASSES AS FOOTBALLERS ﬁﬂ:
Many 1sat, 2nd, 3rd DI1Y. COLOURS. Boys and parenta praise I|.
! Only 2/3. POST 3d. extra.

. THE “NEWFOOTY " 0., 8, YORK 3T., WALTON, LIVERPOOL.
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'WARE GHOSTS'!

Keep away from the staira leading from the
Remove dormitory to the kitchen to-nite, you
chapps ! | have exclusiva informashun that
the Chost of Greyfriars wil positiviy be
about, 30 if you want to aveid being
hawnted for life, you'll keep well out of the
way. Den't tell the cook, or she may suspect
me If her cakes are missing to-morrow. You

sarvanis are i

know what suspishus beaste thesa comman

BY ORDER. W. {. EUNTER.

—

No. 74.

(reyftiars
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Decemhber 5th, 1931.

LOST—A VOICE'!

While practising ventrilokwism last

nite, I threw it across the room and

have not yet suxxeeded in recovering

it! Finder, on retuming to H. J.

Coker, will be rewarded with one
coff-drop.

Tha .,T.__nmnu at the
Remove Singing Fes-
fival in the Raog last
Tuesday evening had
to ' golve & poculinr
Wﬁ#_mﬂ- when they
ailed to Ewﬂ_nm_.u. the
Bnger to whom th
rnm.,m. unanimousl numm..
cvided to aw the
prize.

After the compoeti-
tors had ell completed
their efforta and the

ﬁamﬁ_m had
rown, the official chairman, rose

thoy had all voted in favour of the eighth com-
petitor, who waa now asked to step up and receive the

plaudita of the erowd.
It then transpired that only

competed. This rovelation led to one or two murmurs
of disapproval and even mild comments, such as ** Chuck
em out ! ™ and * Make "em run the giddy gauntlet | ©

The mattor was refersed back to
another conference. After a lapae

Mr. Tormn Brown rose again to snnounce their decision.

" Look here, vou fellows,” he said,
with that strict formality so charac.
termistia of him, " these chaps ﬂ-ow

they're positive they mean the eigh

campetitor. I can't help matters out

myself owing to the faot that
can’t atand minging, I had m

competition was on.”
“But thers werm

entriea | ™

erowd.
Mr. Brown shrugged.

* Can't be holped.

only esove

the eighth !
* Lat's

together thon | augpested Mr, Ve

t eeemed o good suggeation, and there was o general
move in the direetion ot the platform on which th

wore congregated.  The judges w

Morgan and Hillary. They du
ﬁ..mw.aar horg—0- " ﬂgﬁmsmmﬁ_ﬁ

* Mop up the floor with "em | " eaid Mr. Vernon-Smith.

conferred among themselves, Mr. Tom

, BE1g
stuffied with cotton-wool while tho

came a howl from the

: l. Ewven if thore ,
wore only six, the judges insist that }
thoy are going to award the prize to

knook their &illy hends

WHO WON THE SINGING

CONTEST?

Answer Surprises Judgdes
MUSIC AND MIRTH

Some emergency repairs.

and announced that

yall,
“Thore he st ™

saven fellowa had

& judges, who held
of geveral minutes,

eight.”

_H._HF_-.-

I

b |

boards upstairs |
It was o fact,

y first shoolt o
rnon-Smith. time of going to press,

¢ judges | vooal efforts failed t i
epo Meszars, &WEMW. : e
-..-.F.ﬂ_u.-.uu.- ”_.._._..”_.E..m.._..-.-m__..._

ibley.

chosen for the firgt prize the noiss
the carponter sawing wood |
When the .mE"_mm_.., had recovered from their
surprise, they fled. Up to the
they hove not been seen out.
Wo understand that the seven singers whose waliant
the prize are very snzious
to meet tham. When the Emmﬂ._w.ﬁ doss take place
.,_Em_u will .m_m_...wzmmm....wu %a_ﬂr&nuumEm discussion on the
mattor—wi v aid o uckles, gricke
sny other available weapons | TR

The incemszed crowd
was quite ready to
obey. But "ﬂaﬁ:w
for Messrs. Wibley,
Morgan and Hillary
eomething came along
junat in time to
save them. That
“something ** was the
renewal of the sound
of floorhoards being
sawn through on the
fioor above, where a
workman was doing

Megara. Wikley, Morgan and Hillary nttered o sudden

* * There who iz 1 ™ asked the. growd,

" Why, tho eighth competitor!™ said Mr. Wibley.
“1I could recognise his voiee anywhere.
better than anybody else in the contest,™

* Quite right | " nodded Mr., Hillary. * Even he lan't
altogether & Caruso, but he was cortainly the best of the

He sang far

“What the thunder are they talking about 7 " asked
Mr. Vernon-Smith.
mto & roar of laughter,

Then he hurst
* Ha, ba,

“ Daghed if 1 soa the joke! " -
mented Mr. Wibley. UMk

“But you soon will, my pippint™
chortled Mr, ﬂaﬂnuu.mﬂmnw,,ﬂ_ 5
you fock
petitor wasn't & eingor at all, It
wasn's even & buman being! 2

“ Then what was it ™

"It was the carpenter sawing tho floor

“ What
to bo the eighth com-

The singing jud bad
-mum-mm. by

The Editar of
the " Greyiriars
Herald"™ has
decided to offor
the stapendous

GREAT FOOTBALL
COMPETITION

soaled  envelope,
then wrap this in
4 paper wrapper
open at both wn__“_m
80 that the en-

gum of £10,000 to
the winner of the
(Freat New Foot-

£10,000 for Being Wrong

velope can fall out
and  get  lost in
the poat,

ball Competition,
particulars of
which are below,

RULES.

1. Herewith you will not find a form
contaiming football matchies to bo played
This doesn't matter.
You can choose your awn matches in this

next Saturday.

compotition. A couple of dozen will

2, The prize of £L0,000 will be awarded
tha smallest

to the competitor with
number of correct results,

d. In the case of & tie, the prize will be

given to tha Home for Lost Dogs.

4. Fill up the form in poncil so (bat wo

ean alter it il necegsary.
b Enclose tlw completed jorm

AMAZING

6. Write in
block capitals on
the back of the

and address of any

OFFER

envelope the nomo
wall-known film star,

7. 1f you have 20 or more results in-
correct send ua A pioturs posteard view of
the Tower of London with the words

Many Happy Returns from Hareld.”

B The Editor con sccept no respon-
sibility for torms which he uses for the
purpose of sghting the office fire. Proof
of posting wil' bo accopted as proof that
wo hoven't received it.

% In the event of anybody winning the
prize, the Iditer roserves the right to
canccl tho competition,,

Euter and win, lads |,

do.

m a

ITEMS OF INTEREST

__Emc fosil remoams of a
muum?ﬁ_au_n animal 200 feat
ong have been discovered
near Friardale. This is
nothing in comparison to
some of tho srzzlies Mr.
IFrout haa ot in the
Rockiea.

A letter posted twen
yeara noo has just Zﬁa&m
Gregfriare.  There's no
foundation m the rumour

thet it contains a poatal-
order for Bunter,

Deepite 8Bir Hilton
Popper's violent opposi-
tion, Jimson's oval

Circus was duly held on
ihe waste land near Popper
Court. The fact that
Popper's objections ad
vertised the show must
have made the Sir cuss
(Phew 1}

WHAT WILL THE “BIG
NOISE ™ SAY?
Puﬂﬁr_ Report Bugbear
EXPEKT FORECASTS

With the approach pf the |thaet wo have drawn up the
Christmas vas, Eﬂﬁ__mm_?.ﬂm following exzclusive Fuunwun of
are wondering what thy Pewers { reporta  inm  certain  typical
that Be are going u__.ww_. E__.ﬁruﬁ Remove cases :

them in the Ann ﬁnwu

muﬁmf_ﬂﬁ: and gof |  W. G BUNTER.—A bright,
ﬁ.HE i Room Carrerjomdent muam._"_mﬂmnﬂ and painastaking lad,

Wriloa : who ghould do well in later lifo

Trained observera my that
there is likely to be il usual
deop depremsion over many
Remove homes when thy fsllows
arrive for Christmas, © There
aro hopes, however. thatreports

in some vocation ealling for
exceptional brain power. His
one fault iz that he negleots
meala for study. This uld
be corrected. However dis-
tasteful he tinde i, William

will show ab leaab % slight im- | should be eompelled at intervals
ment O proviowt YOATM. | ig gy meide his work and take
- Queleh's eyes have been 1668 | 3 1ittle muoh-needed nourish-

hiko pgimlets lately, snd o

distinct lessening in the acidity o

P. BOLBOVER.—Parcy i3 o

hi i .
0 [ tonpas hins et notised 7 |y 0e alow i bis: aebiol wolk,
he has aven been abls {o teave | 1iu@ i8 undoubledly tho result
off taking his dyspepeis puixtur. of his benevalent la urs for his
In the past, Mr. (juelch's |Weaker brethren io  lower
reports have been j boniy Forma. Percy iz pever

just justl This year we may
r.numw that they will be just e
little juster !

It js with this ides ja mind

happier than when doing kind
a to junior bays or protect-
ing them against attempts at

(Continued in naxr column.)

GREYFRIARS NEEDS A
DICTATOR

Senior's Startling Suggestion

ralled me in
ME. you know !

for o long  time.

ME, yvou know |

Braney people like mysslf bave scen
. Never in the hi
grate skool has dissiplin been at such a
fhe fagga are given unbridled license, and
a fellow takes the law into hie own hands,
ticked off. Only last weak, Prout ticked mo off
for giving a fapg o duzzen with a kricket-stump.

REVOLUTIONARY PROPOSALS

* Dear Editor,—Greyfriars is
I had that sad fact panefully m.r_.SEE home to
me this morning, when o erowd of cheeky fnges
mud and walked over rue

What can we do about 1t 1
The snawer is plane for all to avo:

FRIARS NEEDS A DICTATOR®

Don*t misunderstand me.
for & moment that the Head ought to start a

bullying.
boy.

LORD MAULEVERER.—A really hord
worker, who i8 tireleas in his efforta to reach
the top of the Form. Is inclined to burn too
A little onforeed rest now

much midnight oil.

A guiet, good-mannered and kindly

and ogein would do him .

H. VERNON - 8MI

or Lo

—A Eumgﬂmﬁ and
obedient lad, whose constant aim i to plesss
his Form-master,
littla timid—could do with a
little more apirit.
ON.—3Sharp as &

Never misses & word of

T : T. I¥
GayDogs Amosistion T ASARDS CHAMPIONSHIP {58700 205 (3 | moodie.
Billiards Champion- VR giphon, Mr. Bkinner the leason.

ehip was played on ; x wént on to svore o
H.h%nﬁ _ﬂu—m”_wmﬁ Soth liresthless Scenes at Friardale b e

mat., a o Cross “ B Mr. Booop then
Keys Hotel, Friar- Skinner Wins by 10 Seconds made a npﬂ.ﬂﬂ and

dale, between Meesre.
H. S8kinner and 3, Bngg :
Tha principals arrived at* the ssene of
the conteat cleverly digp ised as Arabian
sheikhe so as nobt te st~} attention.
Alter climbing through t 10 back parlour
window of the hotel, t EM flung their
turbana iote the comer dith & gay air of

opponent.

alt wos ecalled fer o
ha'penny.

Hwﬂtﬂnuﬂaimgﬁfnﬁﬁﬂ%
was to be keen and [ul! of ngident. m.__mﬂ.
Skinnar started off well'wi x o Lreal of
2 but Mr. Bnoop quick-
ly followed with a breok
of his own by m___E.__mm:m
hiz cue through a glosz 3
ease containing & brace &
of stuffed owls.

Mr. Bkinner was obwvi-
ously burning to avenge
this set-baek, ond 3
apectalors wore not o bl g
mznmmimmn to see him drop
a b

L g only
P el SPAre.

... —

fairly borabarded his
The scorc mounted
rupidly, apd at the end of two hours'
lay each bhad scored 6, after which a

efora the game could be resumed,
there was o sudden alarm as a Schoal
abandon and plunged into the game. w_uua-.mnﬂ_ wag goon entering the premiscs.
casra. Skinner and Snoop hastily donned
their turbans and made a bolt for it
With the ﬂuﬂnﬁﬁw chaaing them
billiarda E:.:Mu..u.._m

1

eomfortobly, but Ar.

o -
A% " ..,.f“__ returned to Groy
=5 ; Mr. Bnoop pot home
= LA
: l..._-m_...m.ﬁ. L] ....-
. 44t <kinner had e narrow
e auoak,
Remowve pasaage  with

The champianship will
now bo deeided hy n
game of marblos in the

ghted  cigarctte onl
the baize and sel -
alizht, After LUw dormitory
lipg bad Leeo €2

out next Mondey.

up

game of shave-

the door

‘oA,

ropching  the

19 secouds  to

aftor lights

olags,

dagres ;

FISHER T. FISH.—A keen
classical student with a genuine
enthusiasm f[or English aduce-
tional institutions.
overlook commercial subjects
which might
business. but carcful guidanee
way onable him one day to
look more kindly on the pros
of mere money-making.
greatest fault i his excess of
penorosity.

. CHERRY.—A atudigus
lad with & briliant record in
Should be encownged
to take o greater shars in out.
pames and pestimes—
needs more fresh air.

H. SKINNELR. — Conscien-
tious and trustworthy
thorough and pains-
taking in ol his work,
nil his spare time spreading
wood influences among his fellew
scholars.

{EBorrontar MocTe:
¢haps must understand that we
sccept ne reaponsibility for the
accurney of ouwr Form Room
Correspondent’s exclusive fore.
Qanly J=—ll, .-ﬂ.ﬂm..-.u

help  him

oing to the doge !

it coming
of our
ow ohb.
when
ho ig

ueation
rs Dictator be ?
Here's my idea of it : He should be tall and
muscular 8o that he can enforee his own orders
when occagion requires. He should be s
rteman and & popular idol in the skool, so
t he can obtain willing obedience everywhere,
He should have exceptional branepower, a
u_n._:_mmﬂln__m. the world and & broad, cultuped
8 sort of Daniel come to judpment, in

GREY-
I'm not sujjesting

outloo
fact !
Finally, he should possess a pgrand, over.
whelming personality.

Is just n

Gra
ﬁu.am.uﬂ_m and meatera inahuded,
1+'a a really brlliant wheeza 17
think 8o, too. As socon os I have
posted this letter, I intend to see him and put it
He's o bit of en old donkey,
bave enufl sfnse to 826 my poiot.
So with average luck I ahould emerge from his
sonkium in my new roll as 8koo! Dictatar!

Head wi

EEE_E_.
but I mnuﬂw wu.ﬂ_

Ias apt to

4
10

s

te o

Spenda

¥ au

kampaign of ummuﬁmnmn_u.u.;
o trusted somior should bo given full powers to
stop the rot. Not & mester or a prefect, but o

séquor. Gt me t
Opinion mite bo prejudiced against s Sixthe
Farmer taking ¢n grate task. I therefors

subrait that it would be much better to give ths
job to someone in the Fifth.
Now we come fo the
hat sort of & chap must the Groy-

That's agreed, then.

Is there such a chap jn the Fifth 7
There is.

riars, with complete
Don't
I do.

Yoros patronisingly,
HORACE J. E%omﬁ.mﬁ.:

STOP PRESB.

Ag we 2o to Press nows reaches us of o rictous
scene in Dr. Locke's study.
amazaed to hear heated vaieog raignd io Brgument,
end g little later a peculiar rhythmio ewishing
gound and a eerics of unintslligible howls
reminiseent of Redskin war-w
sounds had ecased, the door was flung open and
an uworecogniseble figure eprowled into the
paSsAge.
gurprmng fact that it was Mr. Coker, the writer
of the above sensational letter.
Mr. Coker waa immediately surrounded by
newepnper reporters and politica
for information on the subject
woing to do when
regret that we ore unablo to enlightan our readers
on ihe matter but, for inoxplicable reasons, Mr,
Caler declined  to anawer in English.
would an
which nobody koew. It sounded something |
" Gerrawai youyoungeubs :
Porhiaps one of gur readora can tell ug what it
means §

A close examination rovealod

he became Dietator.

All
was epoken in a forcsgn langua

buzzoff 1 "

What i mean is that

He is writig thie letter at the
prezzent momentd !
To get right down to it, therefore, deer Editor,
I msw_nﬂ.. that tho Head appoint me Dictator of

r over everyhady,
ou think
hoap the

Passora-by wero

. After thoe

ota thirsting
what e o



