


FIVE MINUTES TO

OURSELVES !

ELIL, chums, at ldng Tast I am
able to devots & full s to
thid woeekly foature. First of
ally; 1 must refer to our stu-

iendaua Free Gift Offer of a 32-page | th

tlas in Tull eoldurs, in return for eollecting
For four weeks now the

;}@t ooupona,

AowzT and ita compsnion pspers,
“ e ** and ** Modern Boy,” have con-
tained thess coupons; but if you hawve
not yet started collecting them, and nbow
wish to ioipate in this great free gift
scheme, you can atill do eo by purchasing
back numbers of the thres papsrs men-
tiocned. At the end of the echeme—which
is two weaks henos—yon will be instructed
as to how and where to send in your eight
coupons. Take my tip, chums, and don's
mise this great offer. You'll treasure the
Atlos when you gel it, believe ma !

Talk about history repeating itself!
Ower two thousand years ago s gentloman
who rejoiced in the name of 8hi Hwang-ti,
ond who happened to be the firet Chinese
B r, built & wall. It was “ zome
wall, ag Fisher T. Fish wonld gay, for it
ran from 200 miles eaat of Pakin to the
edge of the Gobi desert! There were
26,000 towers on. it and 15,000 watch
towars, and 1,000,000 slaughterad men
were thrown inte the foundations to make
it atronger |

It was built to protect China egainst
barbarian invaders, and now, after twanty
centuries, T read that the Chiness are
using the wall for the exact same purpose
-—to hold back the inveding Japanese |

Here are some details whish may
interest you about

THE GREAT WALL OF CHIRA,

These hundred thoosand workmen
lnboured night and day for fifteen yenrs
to eonstraet 6! It is 25 ft. wide, and
crogsea mountaina which are more than a
mile high., It varies from 30 ft. to 80 Ft.
in height, and has a massive parapet on
eaoh gide., It is, of course, one of the
savenn wonders of the world. ;

Needless to say, it would not stand up

ainst & hoavy bombardment of modern
high-explosive shells, but ita shelter ia
gafer and much mora comfortable than
tfrenches. And those watch towers make
excellent *' spotting * positions and look-
oula.

LEING about thess wars which
always seem to be happoning
between the Chinese and the Japs,
have you heard about

THE HUMAN BOMB?
The Japancss possess a courage that

novar takes human life mnto acecount, and
& recent happening shows to what lengths

they will go.
Severnl Japancsze decided to make a
breek in the Chincse tronch system. They

got a long pole and fagtened themsslves to
i, Then they loaded themselves and the
pole with bombs and pushed oub across

omelunto The
Oftice. B oys /

Your Editor is always pleased to hear from
his readers.

" Magnet,”” The Amalgamated Press,
Fleetway House, Farringdon Sireet, London,
EC4. A stamped addressed emvelope will

Write to him : Editor of the

Ltd.,

snsare a reply.

“ No Man’s Land.” resched the
Chiness trenches all right, and them
calmly blew themselves up |

The effect was terrific. So great waa
& mass of explosives that a tremendous
break was caused in the Chinesa trenches
and the barbed wire protecting them.
The Japanese soldiers poured across, and
tmtfdhmmwmm“hy surprise, and
ron &

warfare,

Ey the way, chume, don't for that
I am still handing out pocket wallets and
nknives in exchangs for winning Grey-
I haven't

iars limerioks and jokes !
had much room lately to publish prize-

winnera' efforts in this feature of mine,
but the more attoem senit in the bettor
ora, for inastance, ig 4
joke that ecomea from E. Feldman, 70,
Churston Awvenue, Upton Manor, E.l13,
handsome

I shall be ploased.

whe will receive one of our
Shoffield ateel penknives for it :

Poter Todd : # Listen here, Eunter, This

Is the tonrth time
I've asked Ilor
that five shillings
I loaned you [ ™

Billy Bunter : S
“ That's noething,
old chap ] 1 had
to ask six tlmes before I got It ont

LT

WORTH KNOWING I
I waa siudyin

delight the heart of any boy.
exciting

I,
(it
Dattersen,

Nestle’'a Choeolates,
write to Nesile's
Silverthorns Road,
S,W.8, the
now Nestle's Fres Ciit Dook
Voucher for five free coupons.

next few wyoara. We will hove
gereens four and five times the size of tho

howaver,

WASB telling you, not so very long ago,
about the great strides which woe can

present oned.  Weo will aleo have pictures

o rolief,
aa como

in natural eclour and in stercosco
Within the last weelt or so there
news of

A CAMERA THAT SEES EVERYTHING !

Y¥ou are familiar with the ™ slow-
motion '’ camera, which takes
& high speed and then slows them
for ordinary projection.
super slow.-motion comern. It takes no
leas than four thousand pictures a second !
As ths average spead 18 only sixteen

pictures a seeond, you can realisg what a

It iz one of the mort amazing,
oold-blooded actions which have evar
taken place in the whole history of

of you [

the other day & copy
of the new Nestle's Free Gift Book which
containg some marvellona gifts that would
Clockwork
Specd Poats, Cricket Bate and Sheath

niveg are only three of the dozens of
thingas that you can get if yon
colleet the Fres Gift Conpons which are
to bhe found in any wrapped variety of
you
oportment),
12 London,
will send vou & copy of the
and -a

expoct in the cinema industry in the

ictures at
down
But this iz a

tromendous advance this is; and it will
actually show how & golf ball is knooked
out of ehape when it ia struck by & club !

In ordor to take pictursd at this enor-
mous B?ee-d. it i8 necessary to produce a
light of brilliant intensity, and the in-
ventors claim that the light produced by
their new sircuit is egqual to the con-
centrated light of forty thousand electrio
lamps of fifty watts each. This light is
even brighter than the sun |

M. Downs, of Plumsatead, asks me an
intereating guery, He wants to know
which is

} THE EIGHEST RAILWAY IN THE
WORLD.

This f@ the Cenfral Railway of Paru,
whick rung through Tioto at a height of
18,000 £f8. 1 The trip soross Pera on this
railway is one of most wonderful - in
the world, Thers are gixty tunnels, one
of which iz nearly two iniles in length.
There are gixty-one hridiua and twenty-
one zi At p height of 18,000 It
the atmosphere I8 so rarifled that the
traina on this rus have to carry spacial
supplies of oxygen with which to treat
goras who iall viotime to ** mountain
sickness,™
Here iz a ourioms thing about atmas.
pherie pressure. Do vou know that if you
carried & fountain.pen wp & mountain to
& height of 20,000 f&. ink would be
foreced cut ! That is because the ai? out-
side would be 8o rarified that the air ingide
the pen would fores cut the ink in makng
its esoape |

whether it i8 difficult to become
A MEMBER OF THE M.C.C.

—othorwise the most exeluzive ericlkeb
elub in the world. It gertainly ial And
Jack basn’t much chance of achioving his
ambition wanless he is very much out of
the ordinary. It a the custom to nominate
s boy for membership of the M.C.C. a fow
days alter be is bofn! Then, by the time
he becomes old encough, he will have been
on the waiting lst long encugh to becorme
a member |

The same thing ha
exclugive ];ml:-liu sohoole of this country.
A boy ia " entered " shortly after ha is
born—t0 make sure that there is room for
him when he besomes old enough.

Perhapa you did not know that & similar
Em::edura i# gone through in entering

orsed for the Derby T These, too, are

entered at their birth, and when they are
old enough they are allowed to run in this
classic race of the English turf,

JM}K BAREER, of Sheffield, asks

# i the most

Now for mnext week's programme.
There's another firet.rate iesue in atore for
yvou next week, chums., Frank Richards
* woighs in " with one of the most exeiting
—and most bumorous—yams he has yet
written. It's entitled :

“ALL THROUGH BUNTER."

and you won't fael lile putting down the
MagrET until you've rend evory line of i,
As Figsher T. Fish would say: “ It's the
real goods, bo’, I'll sure tell the whole
world 1

Have you dropped me & line i',rut to Lell
mo your opinion of ©* Nobby, the * Shooting
Btar ' 7 You know I am  always
anxious to learn what you thiak of our
storics, Noxt week'’s chapters aro mors
thrilling than ever. In addition to the
forcganing, there will be & special * Eoat.
Race " number of the ** Groyiriars Herald,™
another Soceer talk by ™ Linesman,"
while I shall be “in the office ™ a3 usual!

Cheerio, ehums !

YOUR EDITOR.




A LONG COMPLETE SCHOOL STORY OF HARRY WHARTON & CO., OF GREYFRIARS.

—
By FRANK RICHARDS.

time,” remarked

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Trouble ]

£ EM !'"" remarked Dob Cherry.
H “Um ™ murmured Johnny
EI-],II&HI Wharton yawned.
ull.

Hurree Jamset Ram Singh suppressed
& Yawn.

Four members of the famous *Co.”
of the Greyfriars Remove scemed to
be getting tired. Which was not really
surprising, as they had been waiting at
the corner of the Form-room passago
for & good quarter of an hour, And
a guerter of an hour, on & heli-
holiday, and a sunny spring afternoon,
was @ long time to wait.

Frank Nugent knitted his browa.
“If vou fellows don't want fo waik
you can cutl” he pointed out.

“0h, we'll wait,” yawned Dol
“Pleased !" said Johnny Dull, with a
perceptible touch of sarcesm, however.
“The waitfulness is an osteemed
lansure !” said Hurres Jamset Ram
Eingh solemnly., * But the longfulness is
somewhat preposterous.”

“Dicky can't b long now,” muttercd
Nugent.

“Taking his

W harton. i

“If you don’'t want to wait—"

“0h, rot! We'll waitl™”

And the Famous Five waited, Frank
Nugent glonced up the passagoe to the
daor of the Second Form Foom, which
was shut. DProbably he was a3 bored
with waiting as his comrades. At the
same time, ﬁu was a little irritated by
the sgns of impaticnce that sscaped
them.

The chums of the Remove wera wait-
ing for Nugent minor. Four members
of the Co. had not the slightest desirn
to wait for the gcamp of the Second

Form. If their oves had mever egain

.
I
]

e

fallen on Dicky Nugent's cheeky
eountenance, they could have borne it
with equanimity., But it was different
with Frank. And Frank's chums fell
in i:r!ilh his views as cheerfully as they
Gt il .

“The kid was coming out at three”
remarked Bob,

“Now 1t's a quarter past!” ohserved
Johnny Bull,

“He's got to finish,” grunted Nugent.
“You know that Twigg's down on him—
down on him hcavi'! If he doesn’
finish that rot he will get six.”

Wibley, the Greyfriars amateur
actor and impersonator, is up
to his pranks again. But no
one is more amazed at the
outcome of his latest impersona-
tion than Harry Wharton & Co.
and Wililam Wibley himself |

Bob Cherry closed one eye at his com-
rades as Nugent looked up the passago
again. They grinned. That wink, and
that grin, implied that thero were four
fellows present who considered that
“gix ™ from his Form master's cang
might do Master Dicky some good.
Unfortunately, Frank Nugent glanced
round in time to catch both the wink
and the grin. and his brows darkened.

% Look hera, you fellows cut off I'" ha
snapped. * You don't want Dicky this
afrernoon, anvhow."'

“We want you, old bean ! said Whar-
ton mildly. .

“Well, I'm sticking to my minor.’

% And we'ro sticking to you.”

el Ve

i

“Tho stickfulnoas my
esteemed Franky.

And the Famous Five continuad to
wiit. Richard Nugmt., of the Second
Form, was under detention that after-
noon, and his Form master, Twigg, had
got him a Latin exercise. His pals In
tha Bacond, Gatty and Myers, had gone
out of gates long ago.

Tho Famous Five were going up the
viver in & boat, and Frank had sug-
gested waiting for Dicky and taking
him along—apparently as a sort of con-

is terrifio,

solation prize for his detention!
Politely, though without enthusiasm,
the Co. had asscnted. Now they were

waiting. But Master Dicky, instoad
of being out at three, had not come oub
vet; and they had s strong suspicion
that he was slacking and dawdling,
instead of getting his work done.

It ywas no end of an honour and a dis-
tinction for a Second Form fag to be
taken out by & party of Remove men.
But Dicky was just the fsllow to keep
them waitin]g—fmm shesr carelessness,
ot even to let them see that he didn't
think so much of them as they thought
of themselves. Anyhow, he was keep-
ing them waiting !

“Cut slong and tell him we'ra here ™
gngpested Bob Cherry, at last. "“The
coast's clonr.”

It wasz strictly apainst the rules to
epeak to any fellow under detention. It
meant trouble if & beak came along.
But the chums of tho Remove were
fed-up with waiting for Master Dicky,
Really, their time was of some value,

“Well, ho knows we're waiting,'’ said
Frank: “I told him we'd be ready for
him at three. He said he would be out
by then*

“Oh, blow !" grunted Johnny Bull,

“The blowfulness is tereific.”

THe Macrer Lisgary.—No. 1,310,
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“I've maid that you needn't wait if
vou don't want to,”" snapped Frank.
“Ratal I'l cut alcm._ﬁ and give the

voung ass the tip——" began Harry
Wharton.
“Hold onl” murmured Bob, at the

sound of a footstep. *''"Ware bealsl

T‘Ei ‘t, l. $ tl peared
ump Sman ap

in the ﬂtﬁng? =i

Mr. Twigg, tho master of the Second
Form, came round the cormer,
glanced at the group of Removites
rathar axprossively, no doubt wondering
what they were hanging about the
Form-rooms for on a half-holiday.
Howeaver, he did not speak to them, but

assod on, and went into the Second

orm RHoom.

“ Now we shan’t be long I murmured
Bob. "Twiggy will let him loose.”

Mr. Twigg had leit the Form-room
door half-open when he weat in,
juniors watched it, hoping to see Nugent
miner emerge, ut the detained [ag
did not emerge. They heard the mur-
mur of a voice, without catching the
wordsy but they knew that it was
Twigg's woice, in sngry tones,

Frank's lips zet,

“He's r mﬁ Dicky ! he muttersd,
“The bruta e nover ﬁjwza the kid
% chance! Rotten tyrant!

To which Frank's chums made no
rejoinder. They were perfectly well
awara that Mr. "I'w:ég was neither a
brute nor a tyrant. ten and often he
was “down” on Master Dicky; but
Frank was the only fellow at Grey-
friers who could not see that Dicky
asked for it—or rother, begged for it
But it was futile to argua the point
with Dicky’s major, and the juniors
said nothing.

Frank gave a au:in:lan stark,

“What—"" he ejaculated.

From tho open door of the Second
Form Room camae the sound of a swish-
ing cane. [t was asccompanied by &
loud gall. ;

“Oh, my hat!?' exclairned Bob.

“The brute !" breathed Nugent.

Mastor Dicky, evidently, was getting
the oapa! That Mr. Twigg would be
caning him without due cause was quite
unimaginabile by four members of the
Co. More hikely than mot, he had left
his detention task undone, or offended
in some other way. But Frank Nugent
clenched his hands, and his «
leamed, Frank did not exactly think
tghnt his young brother could do no
wrong, but certainly he often acted as
if he thought so.

Swish] Yelll

“That's two!” breathed Nugent.
“The rotterl He shan’t ill-use my
minor! T'll jolly well go—r

Harry Wharton caught him by the
srm as ho was starting up the passage.
He was guite alarmad.

“You ass!” he gasped. “Hold onl
Ars you thinking of arguing with a
beak "

“YLat go!"

“Rot! SBtick here, you fathead ™

Swish! came again, followed by
another yell: ond it was clear that
'Twigg wea laying it on hard. And then
came a fourth swipe, and & regular
bellow from Master Dicky.

It was too muech for Frank Nugent,
He toro his arm free from WWharton's
grasp with a sudden wrench, and darted
up tho passage.

“Stop ! panted Wharton,

"th?. you ass!” roared Johnny Bull,

The four rushed in alarmed pursuit,
But they had no chance of stopping
Nugent now. Ha rushed headlong inte
the Form-room, and they halted outside
the door, utt.arig dismayed.

Tae Maioxer Lipnsny.—No. 1,310,

THE SECOND CHAFPTER.,
Asking tor It}

“ TOP v th
S Frank Nugent pantcd cut the

words as he burst into the
Secand Form Room,

In that room, Dicky Nugent was
bending over a form. Mr, Twizg's cans
was litted for another awipe.

But that swipo did not fall.

Mr, Twigg jumped almost clear of the
foor in his excitement as Frank’s pante
ing voice fell on his ears, and ho spum
ﬂimnd tﬂ:;rﬂ.rds Hugmt,ﬂgn.ﬁﬂr like !!;
plump hummung-top. ioky, equa
nmazed, twisted mﬁnd and stared ab
his brother, his eyes slmost starting
from his head,

. “Wha-a-a-ati"” ejaculated Mr. Twigg,
in & gasping voico,

He stared at Nugent, )

The Second Form master scemed as if
he could not believe his ears, Indeed,
he hardly could.

“Dhid—did—did vou speak, Nugent?”®
ha gazped, He gasped and stammered:
i Dldr—;hd you say—did you say—s-g-z-&-

ltl H
In his angr

“‘}F
rank panted. excite-
indignation

ment and he had not
realised the audacity of his intervention,
But bhe realised it now, under tho amazed
stare of the Form master, Still, he was
not sorry. The castigation of Nugent
minor, h&d.m{.lpad._ at any rate. And
Dicky's painful wriggling showed that
he was hurt, Twigg had certainly been
laying it on unusually bard,
or a long, long woment the amazed
Twigg stared at Nugent major, Then
he laid down the cape quistly, his lipa
tightening. He turned fo the fag.
“Nugent minor, you will completa
your task before you leave the Form-
room,” he said, in o very quiet voice,
“f{:ﬂ, gip 1" 51:31::3::1 wcky, looking
thoroughly scared.
Twigg stepped across to Nugont.
ou, Nugent major, I shall take to

your Form master [ he said. “Come
with me 1"

Ha
shoulder, as if ho half-expected the
junior to bolt. But Nugent was not
thinking of bolting. What he had dons,
ho had done—and he had to fneo the
music. He was ready to face it.

Mr. Twig_% marched him out into the
passago. here they passed the dis-
maged Co. Frank did not at them
as ne passed. With Twigg’s hand on his
shoulder, he dzaapll;mare:fg down the pas-
sage. Harry Wharton drew a lfaap
breath when they were gone.

* Well, my hat !* he breathed.

“The utter idiot!" said Johuny Bull
“Twigg's taking him to Quelch., If he
took him to the Head, it would very
likely ba the sack.™

Harry Wharton looked into the Form-
room. Dicky Nugent was standin
there, looking as dismayed aa Frank'a
chums. was wriggling from hia
whopping; but for once the sca of
the Second was thinking moro of his
brother than of himself,

“What was Twigg whopping you for,
Dicky ¥ asked the captain of the
Eemove quiatly.

“He's & rotten brute [ growled Dicky,
“Just because I was drawing pictures
instead of swotting at that putrid
Latin. "

“While we wers waiting for you®”
eaid Harry,

“Eh? Oh, [ forgot youl”

Wharton made no reply to that, He
glanced at the fag's desk, and spotted
the “picturo” that Dicky had been
drawing instead of swotting at his task,
He was not surprised to seo that it was o

coricature of Mr Twigp.,
That member of Dr. E-;cka’a staff was

dropped s hand on Nugent’'s A

THE MAGNET

rapresented as an extremely fat ‘il;nﬂa-
man, berrel-like in Ggure, brandishing &
cane. Mr. Twigg was plump, and with

o progress of years he tftmr plumper,
and it was well known that he did not
like allusions te bis plumpnesa,

Dicky had depicted him as being twice
as fat as Billy Bunter of the Remove,
Richard Nugent was no artist, and thers
w3 00 resemblance whatever to his

Formy mester in the “drawing.” Bub
Dioky, who had no doubt intended to
display that

icture later among his pals
of the ﬂwung. scrawled over it:

“THI3 IS BILLY OLD TWIGG ™

Really, it was no wonder that Mr.
Twigg had been wrathy. If ever o
ﬁmng :-ag:ai had asked for “six,” Dicky
ou young sweep!” said Harry,
“You've got your brother into a fearful
row with your checky nonsense!”
“Wkat did Frank butt in for?” ssked
Dicky. "I eay, he might get bunked
Tor cheeking & beak like that! What a
gilly ass

Wharton left the Form-room without
answering. He waa assailled by a tomp-
tation to pick up Mr. Twigg's cane and
complete the aix thst Nugent's inter-
vention had interrupted. However, that
would have done no good. and he was
deeply anxious about his chum. Im
silence the chums of the Remove fol-
lowed Mr. Twigg, st a respectiul diz-
tance, and from the corner of Masters®
Passagoe watched him enter Mr. Quelch’s
study with Nugent. There they waited,
}nﬂdlsmnl apprehension of what was to
ollow.

Mr, Quelch, the master of the Remuove,
was busy thet afternoon. It was a
holiday for the Remove master, as well
as for the Remove, and Quelch was en-
i’ﬂ.?: it in his own way, There wero

lagk-letter manuscripts on the table,
and Mr, Quelch was poring over them
with keen attention—spparently finding
some satisfaction in the erabbed charac-
ters and barbarous Latin of the Middle

ges. He forgot them, however, as he
noted the look of concentrated anger on
the face of hia colleague. and rose to his
feet, a little startled,

“What is it, Mr., Twigg 7" he asked.

“This boy, sir—thiz boy, Nugent—"
Twigg's. voice trembled with anger.
*This boy of your Form, sir, has ven.
turad—has dared—to intervene bhetween
me.and a boy in my Form whom I was
punishing.”

o In:i.posaib!u I* sjaculated Mr. Quelch.

“1 have brought him to you, sir, an
his Form mester * said Twigg. “Had 1
taken him to the headmaster, sir, 1 hove
no doubt that he would be expelled from
Creyfriara! It is due to myI respect for
you, personally, sir, that I place
matter in your hends." ;i

“Y am obliged to you, eir!” said Mr.
Quelch. 1 can scarcely credit that any
boy of my Form can have been guilty of
such audaecity. It passes my comprehen-
sipn, MNugent, what does this mean 1”

“Mr. Twigg was caning my brother,
sir, mumbled Nugent, his {ace crimson.
o O

“You intervened?™
Quelch blankly.

“1 did, gir! Dick

“That iz enough
mora |**

“Rut, sir, ho—o>"

“Silonce! Mr. Twigg, you may safel
lcave thizs matter in my hands, in
I can answer for it, sir, that this boy will
never again be %:Jﬁlrjr of such sudacious
conduct, In such an event, sir, I Ehpﬂ
myself request Dr. Locke to expe] him
from the school, Mugent, bend over
that chair.™ ) _

Y leavo the matter. in your hands, sir,

exclaimed BAfr.

You need gay no
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with complete confidence!” said Mr.
Twige, with dignity, and he walked out
of the study, GG .

The sound of aa--«--mhu'u;'%1 followed him.
It reached the ears of the anxious and
unhappy quartotte af the corner of
Masters' FPassapge. Thoe whopping
Nugent minor had recoived was scvera,
but it was as meoonlight unto wnitg];:tt, a8
water unto wine, compared with the
whopping that the Remove master ad-
minstered to Nugent major. Six hefty
strokes rang from Mr. Quelch's stud
like o many pistol-shots. But Fran
did not vell under the infliction lhiko
Dicky. He set his lips and his teeth and
uttered no zound :

“ Nugent "—the junior zose, with a
white face—"you are gdted for the re-
maiping hali-holidays of this term. You

;

Mg

“Stopli I ' Frank Nugent panted ouf the words as he burst into the Second Form Room, where Dicky Nugent m hahd[n;

fi

h
! “:~.-’k '

at that moment was angry and indie-
nant resantment, _

His chums sympathised; but as they
eould not help fecling that he was
utterly and hopelessly in the wrong, it
was rather difficult to know what to say,
Hig punishment was I}mv?‘, but Twrgﬁ
had really let him off lightly, and g0 ha
Queleh. A fellow might have been
stched for what Frank had done.

There was hardly anybody in the quad,.
Most fellows wore owt of gates that
glorious spring afternoon. "But a fat
youth, whose podgy face was adorped by
a big pair of spcctacles, was loafing
about with a disconsolate air.  Billy
Bunter was at a loose end that after-
noon.

MNobody seemed to be frightfully keen
on Bunicr's company on a hali-holiday,

- wfl, .« £
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walked on without even telling Bunler
not to-bother or worry.,

Bunter grabbed at Johnny Dall's
sleeve.

*1 gay, old fellow——"

“Leggo, ass!™” grunted Johnny.

“But, 1 say, what's up?” asked
Buntor. *What are you all looking like
a lot of moulting owls for?™ It kad
dawned on Bunter that something was
arniss now, “Don't walk away whilo a
fellow's talking to you, you benst.™

“0h, dry up!” said Johnny Bull, jerk-
ing at his sleeve. But the fat Owl held
QIl.

“I say, I'va been looking for yon
fellows ! said Bunter. “I've begn dis-
appointed about & postsl order, old chap,
I belicve I mentioned to you that I was
expecting a postal order, didn’t 11

—
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over a form In front of Mr, Twige, who was just lifting his cane to swipe, The Form master spun round like & plump humming-

will write flive hundred lines of Vicgil,
which 1 shall expect by Saturday. Leave
iy study 1™

Without a word the junior went.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
High Words !

ALRY WIIARTON slipped lns

H army throwgh Nugent's in

silence, as he came down the

passage, and fed him away.

They went out into the sunny gquad, and

tha  other fellows followed in  gluimn
silence. )

Nugent's face was white and ect. He
was o sturdy fellow, but he was the least
hardy member of the Co., and he felt
that hefty six severely. But it was clear
from his face that his strongest feeling

and he had not, o far, succceded in
inflicting himselt on anybody. Buot his
fat faco brightencd as he spotted the
Famous Five coming out of the House,
He rolled up to them—unaware that any-
thing was amiss. Kven the short-sighted
Chwl of the Remove might have noticed
Nugent's face.  But Bunter’s thoughts,
nz usual, were concentrated on his fat
and fatuous solf,
“I say, you fellows——"

* Don't bother 1 said ITarry Wharten
briclly, and he walked on with Nuzont.

Billy DBunter Dblinked after him
throwgeh his hig speetaeles. Then he
turncd his speclacles on tue other mom-
bers of the Ca,

“1 say, Bob, old chap e

“Don't worry I Dob walked on.

“Well, my hut ! said Dunter. “T say,
Inky—" DBut thoe Naboelh of Bhanipur

top as Nugent’s paniing voice feli on his ears.

“0Oh, rats! Ilook it I" grunted Johany
Bull. He was in no mmﬁ to hear about
1iilly Bunter's celebrated postel order.,

“Oh, really, DBull!  Look herel
What's up?" asked Bunter.

“MNugent's had esix! Now buzz dF,
and don't worry !

“He, he, ha!™

Johnny Bull glared at the fat junior,
Dunter apparently found something
armusing in the cireumstanco that
Nugent had had “six.” He chuelkled.

“You sniggering sweep——" began
Johnny Eu'l.l?gin uﬁn{h.

“Ho, he, he! 1 thought he looked
rather doubled up,” suid Bunter cheer-
fully. *“What a fuss to make about six|
You fellows soem to be mado of putty,
Ile, he, he! Yhat vou fcllows need 13
a littlo pluelk.”

Tag Magngr Lisnany.~No. 1,310,
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*You fat chump I

“Well, you wouldn't gee mo making
g fusa ut six,” said Billy Bunter dis-
dainfully. “Loder geve me six the

other day, and I laug ed—ilust laughed,
I said, * Pooh, you can’t waop, Leder I’
Just like that ¥

_"Eﬁu wouldn't make a fuss if you had
S1X
“No jolly fear! I'd like you to see
meg takmg six! It would be o lesson
to you soft chaps,” said Bunter. “I
a%:ﬂul&n’t turn ﬂt ;‘“L'E I :I:huéilitd
arrer you up to ggo! ; my
hat! Whooo !E
Johnny Bull grasped the fat Owl
with both hands, and jerked him over
on his knees, Then his hand rose
and fell with » mighty smack. ‘That
smack landed on the tightest trousers at
(areyfriars, and it was followed by a
howl that rang from one end of the
quad to the other,
“Yarooooh [
mack | .
“Yooop! Btoppit!” shricked Bunter.

“Have you gone batty? Whooop!
Leggo! Wharrer you up to, you
beast 1

"E&ainq how you take six,” answered
Johony, “That's two! Keep where you
are till you've had tho six!”

* Whooop I"

Bunter did not keep whero he was,
_Apparently he no longer had any de-
sire 1o show soft chaps how he could
take six. Mo fairly bounded away like
a very fat, but very sective kangaroo.

“Hold on!" roared Johnny Bull
“You haven't had six "
“Beast 1™

Bunter's howl Hfoated back sz he

headed for the House at about sixty
miles :F-er hour. bviously he dido’t
want Johnny to frish the six,

Johnny Bull grinned, and rejoined

his chums, who had come to s halt

under the elms. Nugent was leanin
on a tree, silent, his faco very pale, an
the other fellows waited in dismal
silence also. Nugent spoke at last

“1 dare say you heard what Quelch

said. I'm gated. No need for you
fellows to stay in. You'd better get
out,”

" We'll stay in if you like, old chap,”
said Bob Cherry, with rather zn effort.

“What's the goedi Get down to the
river.” )

“Well, I suppose 1t wouldn't be a
good sticking 1n gates,” said Bob., "It'a
rotten, old chapl!”

“The rotten brute ! muttered Nugent,
betweon his teath,

“Quelch bhadn't much choice in
the matter, old fellow,” said Wharton
mildly,

“I'm not speaking of Quelch, Ha
couldn’t have done anything clse. Bub
that rotten tyrant Twigg—"

‘he junidrs wero silent and uncom-
fortable. Wugent gave them a flash-
ing glance. He could read their
thoughts, if they did not utter them.
bitter look came over his pala face.

“0Of course, you think that Dicky de-
served to be beaten like a dog!™ he
snapped. “ You would |

”]ffn NEVer éut half the hicking you
got,” said arry Whartonr quistly.
“ And if vou knew why—— Look here,
Frank, he had a cheeky caricatura of
Twigg on his desk, and Twigg found
him at that, not at hia job.”

““Oh, I dare say the brute had some
excuse ! sneered Frank. “They al-
ways have some exouse if they want to
pitch into a follow.™ :

Thera wes really no reply to be made
to that. If it was to be taken for
granted that the most_impudent young
razeal in the Second Form was incap-
able of a fault, there was nothing for
¥rank's chums to say.
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“Well, shall we geob going?” asked
Bob, after a rather uncomfortable
silenco. “ No good wasting the after.
noon.”

“Dicky can't bo long now,” =said

Nugent.
FHis comrades looked at him. It
appeared that Frank regarded the

arranﬁement to take Dicky on tho river
as still holding good. The Remove fel-
lows, it seemed, wero still to hang about
idly, waiting for that independent
young gentleman till ho was pleased to
join up. Patience with a chum was all
ver]y well; but there was a limit. Johauy
Bull gave a sunort.

“The wholo trouble’s that young
sweep's fault!” he exclaimed.  “Ha
i]nq”*? well deserved what Twigg gave
im, and more. And if he comes near
El'?n ?i}:s sfternoon, I'll jolly well kick
1

“ M esteemed  Johnoy——" mur-
mErecF the Nabob of Bh&n%pur.
Cheese it, old man 1” muttered Bob.

Another enort from Johnny Bull.

What's the good of beating about
the bush?” he grunted. “You follows
think just the same as I do.”
. Y Bpeech is silvery, my esteemed and
idictic  Johnny, but silence is the
cracked pitcher that goes longest to the
well,” murmured Hurree Jamset Ram

Elﬁhl
Nugent’s faco had eet hard,

I don’t_want to bother you [(ollows
with my minor, if gi:ru don't want him.”
hutﬁu » i a herd voice. " Wash it
out,

He turned and walked away towards
tha House.

“Trank 1" ealled out Wharton,

Nugent quickened his pace, and
walked on without replying or looking

R d Bob
3 £ Onne ob., "N
Franky’s back’s f o

Lh
 “The backu fuﬁ:em is preposterous,™
sighed the Nabob of Bhanipur.
‘Let’s go back to the Second Form
Reom,” suggested Johnny Bull.
“What on earth for?”

“To kick that young

B
“Fathead! DLel's get out!™ said
Harry. “T don't think I could stand
Dicky thiz afternoon. But—buote——
Well, old Franky's tempers never last

long. Let’s get on the river.”

And tha four juniors walked down to
the Sark, rather worried sbout thair
chum, but undoubtedly relieved to have
done with hiz minor, It was just as
well that thoy waited no longer for
Dicky, for that cheery young gontle-
man, released at last from detention,
found that Paget of the Third waz go-
g out to fly a kite. and woent with him,
forgetfnl of the existenen of the great
men of the Remove. Harry Wharton
& Co. ran their bost out, and pulled
uip tho river past Popper's Island. And
the bright sunshine, the keen March
wind, and the healthy exorcise soon ban-
i_::.]md' the clouds of troubls fromy (heir
i i

seoundrel

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Helplng Wibley I

% 5t 7 ILLIAM WIBLEY of the Re-
A miove opened the door of his
etudy, amd stared oot into tha
passage with a rather irritated
stare.  The Bemwove possage was de-
serted, as he might have expected on
a sunny half-holiday. Wibloy grunted.
Hea Icu:ried this way, and he logked that
way, like Mosez of old; but hic had no
hotter luck than Moses, for he saw no
man.

“Brr-r-r " grunted Wiblay.

Apparently he wanted somebody.

Thero aro many ways of enjoving K
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half-holiday, hot Wib's way was anique
at Greyiriars.  Some fellows were on
the river, some in the lancs or the
woods, some on the plaring-fields.
Skinner & Co. were smoking surrefp-
titiouas cigarettes behind the woodshed.

Billy Bunter was blinking at the tuck-
ehop window, devouring with his eyes
the good things that he could not de-
vour with his capacious jaws, owing to
g disappointment about a postal ovder.

Dupont, the French junior, was mak-
ing delicions omelets in  his study,
having a turn for cooking. Wun Lung,
the Chinese junior, was walking in the
quad with his minor, Hop Hi of the
Second Form, talking in o langnage
which other fellows likened te the
cracking of nuts, and othoer fellows were
uarinusﬁr occupicd in their own various
TWAYE.

ut none of their ways was Wibley's
way. Wibler, who was prime mover
and leading spivit in the Ronove
Dramatic Society, lived and moved
and had his being 1n _ amatenr
theatricals. And ho was in  Study
MNo. 6 in the Remove, revelling in cos-
times, make-up, wips and beards and
moustaches—and he had tho revels all
to himself. Nobody else was keen
enough on theatricals to spend a sunny
lali-holiday indoors on their account.

Wibley, ns ho looked out of the door
of hiz study, was hardly recognisable
a3 himself, His rather lanl:*ﬁ‘ figure
looked the =ame as usual; but his head
was sdorned by an artificial sealp with
a bald spot, which ftted closely over
his close-cropped hair, and gave him a
weirdly mit?ﬁﬁ—ag'ﬁ lool:. is rather
thin nose was made up to look like a
fat one, and his mouth was half-hidden
]'?l? & dragkglmg: maoustache like Mr.
Twigg's. Any fellow coming up the
passage might have jumped at the sight
of William Wibley.  And o fellow who
came up the Remove stairgasze, as Wib
slared out of his doorway, diud jump.
Tho follow was Frank Nugent, laafing
about rather dismally with nothing to
do. The effect of Mr., Gueleh’s six had
i::ﬂ.f.-;‘lﬂl" En_rri] tﬂE; but Nugent was not
eeling bright,

Ho %;vaslgated and nearly everybody
olse was out of gates. His thoughts
followed hie chums up the shining
viver. 1ls had looked for hiz minor,
but found that Dicky had gone out.
He could havae found occupation in get-
ting on with the heavy imposition
Euelch had given him, but he was not

isposed to do that. IHe was coming
up to his study to look for a book
_w]i.en ha canght sight of Wibley, an
jumped, A man's head on & school-
L:»y’s body was ratlier startling to
catel sight of suddeniy. )

“What the—who the—" ejaculated
Nugent, forgetting his troubles for the
moment in his astonishment,

William Wibley grinned as he caught
gicht of him, and his astonished starc.
‘Only littla me!” he answered,

“«0Oh{ Wibley, you ass!” exclaimed
Nugent, recognising the voice, if not
the foce.

“Come along!” called out Wibley.
* Dezmond and Morgan have gone out,
though I told them I should want one
of them. VWou'll do!®

Frank Nugent came up the Remove

assage. He was not specially keen on
E"u’ihley’s- compaony, end not in tho least
in & mood for amateur theotricals. But
ho was rather tired of his own company.
Wibley Etﬂpémd back into Study No. 6,
and Frank followed him in.

The study was littered with all sorts
of theatrical “props,” sorted out of the
property box Wibley kept under the
window. Wibley, az president of the
Remove Dramatic Society, had official
charge of the “ props.”

“What's the gamei asked Frank,

without muel: interest, sealing himself
on o corner of tho study table.

“Fathead 1% velled Wibley, in alarm.
“Don’t sit on my nose ™ .

“On your whati” gasped Nugent.
“I'm siiting on the table, you potty
rss [

“ You'ro sitting on my nose, vou howls
ing fathead I yelled Wibley; and he
dragged Frank off so suddenly that
Nugent bumped on the flopr, Then
“Tighf grabbed vp a cardboard noso
from the table, en which Frank had
inadvertently sat, He glared at that
nose | It had not been improved in
shape by being sat upon. ’

“You elumsy ass!” growled Wibleg.
“I gave two-and-six for that nose—"

“You silly lunatic ” gasped Nugent,
serambling up from the floor. * Blow
your silly nose !

Ha moved to the door, epparently
having had enough of Willinm Wibley.
But the play-oactor of the Remove
jerked Lim by the sleove.

“Don’t get stolivi” eald Wibley
pacifically. “ You can sit on the table
if you like, now ’ve moved my nose!l
Don't sit on my eyebrows, though!”
Wibley hastily jerked a set of artificial
eyebrows out of tho way. “Look here,
I'm making-up, and I want & follow to
help. I'm working up the part of the
beak in our play—" Ballling The Beak.’
You haven't forgatten ik, 1 suppose:”

“¥hl Yez—no!l®

Snilf from Wibley. Wib not only acted
in Removo plavs, bot wrote t.hr:m, too,
Many fellows helped in the writing of
the play, but Wib generally blues
pﬂliciﬁnd all eontributions bnt hizs own,
not pleazing the contribulors thereby,
At the end of the torm the Remove
Dramatic Society were going to give a
play bearing the thrilling title ¥ Baffling
the Beak,” in which Wib, of course, was
ta play the loading part. It was a ‘]%I;:F
founded on school life, according to Wib
According to the other fellows it was
chiefly founded on William Wibley. Wib
had to appear all through it, in varvious
diszuises, which gave him {ull scope for
his remarkable powers of impersona-
tion,

Wibley was, indeed, o past-master in
the art of make-up, and no character
was too difficnlt for him to impersonate.
He had scored great successes in tho
iollowinz rolez: Napoleon, George
Rebey, Charlie Chaplin, Ching FLung
Zao, Nellie Wallace, a Texas cowboy,
and a schoolmasterl A play that was
pearly all Wibley was bound, in Wib's
opinion, to be nearly all good. But
overvbody else being roiher left oub in
tho cold, there was a general lack of
enthusiasm. Nugent, in fact, had for-
gotten all about it

To Wikley it was tho most importani
thing going on at Creyfriars School, if

not within the limits of the wide
universo.
“I've pgot that play practically

finizshed,” said Wibley., *“ All the work's
left to me, as usual. DBut 1t's a ripper,
Nugent! I come on in every scene—"

“Must be a ripping ripper, ihen™
gaid MNument zarcasiically.

“Yes, rather,” agreed Wibley, Llind
end deaf to sarcasm, like meost happy
possessors of the aviistic temperament.
“You seo, I keep on appearing in
different characters—as a jurior, as
fag, as o senigr, 4s captain of Lhe school,
a: & French master, as a policcman, as
a Scotland Yard detective. and so on—
as well as the beak, It will be 2 revelas
tion to the fcllows of what I can dol
In the French master’s part I shall make-
up like Monsiour Charpentier—that will
got o laugh. In the beak's part T shall
make-up 85 one of the othier mastors

7

hare—that will get a giggle! Tha
question was—which %

MNugent yawned,

Wibley had said that he wanted =
fellow to help him, but it seemed that
what he really wented was s fellow to
listen to him talking about Wibley |l

Wib, to himsell, was a topio of
immenze and undying interest; but he
had not, of cours:, s0 great an interesy
for other fellows.

w‘j I;Imt & sugpgestion to makei" asked

1.

“0h, make up as Quelch!” yawned
Nuogent,

“Fathead! Quelch 15 a foot taller
than I am. There's scmne things that
make-up won't do.”

_‘]‘ What about getting on a pair of
stilis "

“0Oh, don’t be an ass!” said Wibley.
Wib was far foo =erious-minded to
observe that that s=uggestion was a
frivolous jest. “Couldn's be done!
Sitting down, I could make-up sz Quelch
or enyhody, but, of course, the beak in
the play will have to move around n
good deal, Elevators in the boots will
do a good deal—and U'm rather tall,
too—Dbut there's o Limit. Tt will have
to be one of the small beaks—Wiggins
or Twigg ™

Evidently Wibley, though he asked
for suggestions, had already decided the
point. The only use he imfl for sug-
gestions was to refute them.

“Twigp's got an easy face to imitate,”
he went on. *“That fragment of & torn
doorinat he calle o moustache, f'rinstance,
And his bushy evebrons! And his bald
spof—what? He's fat, but a fellow can
pad to any extent ! Ho's got & fat nose—
well, that's easy. Think it would get a
laugh if 1 appcared on the stage as old
Twigg when 1 play the Leak®”

The mention of Twigg drew a black
lock to NMNugent's face. Ilo did not
answer; but Wibley waz not keen on
snswers when ho was talling,

“That's the big idea,” he announced.
“Twige's got a lot of funny waye, and
I know them by heart. He scratches
liis nosze, veu know—cver noticod him?
1le's pot a voice that's simply pie—
Oxford acesnt and a squeaky voice dome-
bined, you know-—cnough to moke o cat
langh. I ean do that. He won't see the
slav, to that's all right. Shouldn't like
Lim to know I was guying him, He's
not a bad sort, old Twigpe.™

“Isn't he?” grunted Nugent.

“Not af all—I rather like him, in fact.
I've talked to him & lot of times latelr,
picking up his funny wavs and his tone
of voice. Of course, he doesn't know
what I'm after. But you have to study
vour subject, vou know., Thoe fact is
I'm making-np as Twigg now,” exs
plained Wibley,  “Think I look anys
thing like him®"

“Well, vou loock a =illy ass—that's
rather like him,"” grunted Nugent.

“ 0k, don't be a fathead !” said Wibley
crossly. " Look at me and tell me what
vou reolly think 1

Wien Wib asked a fcllow to tell him
what ho really theught, he desired, like
maost peoplo, to licar soimething agree-
able. Dut Nugent wasz not in his vsuallz
agreeabla temper, and the mention of
Twige had revived his feclings of angry
rosentment.  Meorcover, though Wib
cold make himscli up to logk like
plmost anybody he hiuul, praclice way
requived to rske perfeet. and he had
not go far sncceaded 0 altaining anz-
thing but a very diztant resemblance to
tho master of the Second Form. Buccess,
no doubtk, would eome later, but il had
not comao yet,
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“Well, you lock jolly ugly, but not so
ngly as Twigg,” was Nugent's verdict.

“Oh, rotal” snapped  Wibley.
*Twigg's not ugly—he's as good-locking
as most beaks]l Rather a nice face,
really.”

(2] “‘h-&tl mt 1]' ] .

“¥ou havent been rowing with
Twigg, I suppose!” asked Wibley,
staring at the frowning junior on tho
corner of the table. It dawned on him
that there was somo personal feeling
behind Nugent's remarks, i

“Ha's been whopping my minor (2
grunted Nugent.

“Well, wﬁ shouldn’t he 17 asked Wib.
"He's your minor's beak. I dare s
the I:idy asked for it—Twigg wouldn's
whop him for nothing 1 :

“Well, he did—or pext to nothing.”

“That's rot, old n:]mg,ff said Wibley
kindly. *You're a bit batty sbout your
miiﬁ:lrr—-hﬂ’n a regular young rascal,
really.”

“You silly fathead!™

“Well, don’t let’s talk sbout Fyour
minor, anyhow-—a chap soon gets fed-u
with your minor, I can tell youl £
you take a tip from mo you won't plank
vour minor down on your friends so
much—they'll kick. I know I would!
But never mind your minor—he doesn't
matter. Look st me—=" i

“I'm looking|” said Nugent, with a
gleam in his eyes, not the least little bit

leazed by Wib's kind remarks about

i3 minor. i

“Well, what do you really think?”

“i think you're locking like a fool,
as well as talking like one,” answered
Nugent deliberately; and he slipped
from the study table, _

“¥ou think—what?" E::spad Wibley.
“Wha-at did you sayi=

“Peaf—as well as  eilly 7 asked
Nugent. .

“Look here—" roared Wibley.

“Dh, rots?

“¥You cheeky ass! I fancy you want
s whopping as well as pour mmerl”
hooted Wibley. “And I've a jolly good
mind to give you onel”

“You couldn’t,” retortad Nugent.
"¥You can’t box, and you can’t play
football—you can’t do anything except
make yourself up as a silly idiot—and
vou don't need any make-up to look
that 1"

With that Nugent stalked to the door.
But that had been rather too much for
Wiblay's patience. He stepped after
MNugent and let out his foot. "I'here was
g8 vell from Nugent as he stoggered
in the doorway.

“There, sou cheeky assi? excloimed
Wiblay.

He had ne time to say more. Nugent
was round and rushing at him _in a
flash, His fist lashed out, and Wibley
esught it with his nose—the artificial
nose he hed donned to imitats Mr.
Twi%g'u fat little proboseis. That arti-
ficial nose crunched, and the rcal one
baelow it was almost flattened under
Nugent’s knuckles, and Wibley eat down
on his study floor with s bump.

“Ooocch 1” he gasped.

Nugent gave him & glare end stalked
out of the study. iblay sat and
gasped, and picked wup the artificial
nose, which bad fallen on the carpet.
He gazed at it. It was crunched—
erzmpled — squashed — ruined! From
Wibley's own nose a thin stream of red
ran—unheeded! He was not tl‘ninI-tin;;
of his own nose, but of Mr. Twigeg's
nose—which he held in his hand!
Oblivious of Nugent and his departure,
Wibley gazed sorrowfully at that ruined
nose. Evidently, before he could glay
his part got up as Twigg, he had to
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provide himsclf with & netw proboscisl

ike the maid in the nursery rhyme,
who was in the garden hanging out the
clothes, whon up came & blackbird and
pecked off her nose—Wibley had to get
a new nose ]

He was breathing hard and deep when
he rose to hiz feet. There was o pain
in his nose—n rather severo pain. But
William Wibley thought less of that
than of the irreparable damage to his
theatrical “prop.’”” He jumped to the
door and glared out into the passape,
Ho was in time to sea Frank Nugent
disappear into his own study—Na. 1 in
the Remove.

Wibley was about to rush after him
when he remembered that he was still
fixed up with an artificial sealp and
moustache—in imitation of Twigg. Ho
was deeply wrathy—but he did not want
to ineur any more damage to his
grecmua props. He stepped back into

tudy No. 6 and carefully removed
those precious &t;nps.

Then, breathing deep wrath, ho
started down the Remove passage
towards Btudy Ne. I, with the fell in-
tention of rushing into that celebrated

apartment and smiting its occupant hi
and thigh! w

L ]

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Not Nugent !

ILLY BUNTER sniffed sppre-
ciatively.
Bunter was rather a dab st
cooking himself, and ho had a
keon appreciation of good coplery!

The door of Study No. 10 in the
Remova was partly open; and it was
from that study, which belonged to
Bolsover major and Napoleon Dupont,
that the appelizsing scent of cookery
proceeded.

“MNap ™ was cooking. IF was nearls
tea-time, though few fellows had come
in as yet. Bolsover, as Bunter knew,
was not in the House. Nap was potting
2 tea that would have appealed to any
hungry fellow—and Bunter, of course,
was hungry! That was Bunter’s almost
porpetual stats. He hed had nothin
sinee  dinner—except & cake he hﬂﬁ
found in Smithy's study, a few dough-
nuts he had dizcovered in Johnny Bull's
study, and some bullseyes that Peter
Todd had carelessly left on the table in
Study No. T,

80 Bunter was hungry — almost
ravenous ! Tho worst of it was that
J‘*gddy had scemed annoyed, somehow,
about the bullseyes, and hoe had a fives
bat ready for Bunter
into Study No. 7 egain— which
looked a3 if DBunter would have
to tea in Hall, Harry Wharton &
Co. were still out of gates, so they were
not available, excepting Nugent, who
seemed zo jolly illtempercd this after-
noon that Bunter had given him up as
hopeless, Hauntiy the doorway of
Study No. 10, =nifling at the delicious
scent that ¢manated from within, the
Owl of tha Remove wondered what
would be tho outeome-if he invited him-
self to tea there.

Bolsover, had he been present, would
have kicked him out without ceremony ;
but Bolsover wasn't there vet. Nap was
more amenable—but Nap, for some
reason, tlid nobt like Bunter very much.
Only that afternoon Bunter had called
him: a [rog-eater—not foreseccing that,
later on, Nap would be cooking delicious
omelets in  his studyl A fellow
couldn’t think of everything | Still, Nap
was a rpood-tempered fellow, and he had
hiz full share of French politenesz; and
Bunter decided that there was nothing
to be lost by trying it on.

if he came

FHE MAGNET

S0 ho inserted his fat face, and his

big spectacles, into the doorway of Study
No. 10 and blinked at Nap.
. “Entrez, my shum I” said the Irench
Junior without® looking round, thinking
that it was his study-mate arriving.
“Zo omelets are done wiz zemselves,
and zey should be eat vile zat zey are
chaud—zat is to say, hot.”

“ Right-ho, old chapl” esid Bunter,
rolling in.

Dupont stared round.

“Cest vous | Allez-vous-en, Buntair [*
ha Euapg’ed, “I zink zat it vas Bol-
sover | You ¢an go and eat ze coall™

Evidently thers was nothing doing.
Nap, in fact, was reanhin? for a oushion
and was going to hurl the samo |
Bunter did not depart. But the fat Owl
rather prided himself on his presenco
of mind. That great gift coma in useful
now.

“Haven’t you heard I'* he exclaimed.
¥ Poor old Bolsover—7™"

N%p started and dropped the cushion.

“Vat! Is it zat somezing happen to
my shum?” he exclaimed,

oo Dido't you koow 1 asked Buntor.

They've carried him into Gosling's
lodge—"

“Vat have happen?' shrieked
I}upi:mt,

“It's awfulI® ed Bunter.
“Simply awfull Yf:sp zee, Bolsover

ngser 581 the lorry before it hit him,
ang—

“Helas] My shum!™ exclaiwmed the
French junior, and he rushed out of the
study, brushing Billy Bunter aside in
his haste so suddenly that the fat junior
zab dovwn.

Napoleon Dupont’s flying fm:rlﬂh?Es
rn.-e.-:dp along thoe Eemove passage. He
wa3s attached to Bolsover major—pro-
bably tho only fellow in the Remove
who liked him. Bunter’s startling nows
alarmed him deeply, and he was anzious
to_get to the porter's lodge and seo the
injured junior. RBilly Bunter, gasping
for breath, picked himself uwp and
blinked out of the study after him. Nap

was going down the passape like a race-
horse,

Frank Nugent stepped out of Stud
No. 1 with a book i]:i hiz hand, Aitﬂg
leaving Wibley he had gone into Stu
No. 1 for the book, for which he h
originally eomeo upstairs. He had re-
mained in the study only a minute or
two—but it would have been fortunats
for him had he remsined longer—ho
stepped out just in time to mect Napo-
leon Dupont in full career,

There was o terrific crash.

“Oh, my hat!” gasped Nugent, stag-
gernng away and sprawling on the floor.
+ You potty idiot! What the thump
g m—

“Mon Dien!” ont reeled against

the wall, *Ciel! Vy for you get in a
vAY—]}8 SUi3 pressg——'"
e recovered himself and rushed on,

and vanished down the Remove stmir-
case. Frank Nugent picked himself op
rather more slowly. Ha gnaped for
breath as he went down the stairs after
Dupont.

Billy Bunter chuckled.

Nap was gone—it would be somo
minutes, at the wvery least, before ho
dizecoverad that the astute Owl had
pulled his leg and thet there was
nothing the matter with Bolsover major.
Theose few minutes were Bunter's.

The fat junior whipped back into the
study. Thers were six lovely omelets—
thres savoury and three jam! ‘They
were, a8 they looked, delicious, and

Bunter’s eyes gloated over them through
hiz big =pectacles. But he did not
He had no

wasto time in f!uatiﬁg! :
time to lose if he were to escape with
hiz plunder! The omelets wero in two
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dishes—threa in cach, Bunter caught
up o dish in either fat band and bolted
out of Study No. 10.

The possage was clear. Bunter rolled
down 1t in haste, Ho paused for a
gecond at the door of Btudy No, T—
but only for a zecond | Peter Todd was
thore—with tha fivez bat | Bunter rolled
on! Tio blinked into Study Ne. 66—
Willinen Wibley was there, removing
his props before Lie went on the war-
gath aftor Nogent. Bunter, like the

eep and dark bluc ocean in the pocm,
rolled on.

He had to find a refugo before Na
came back—and especially before Bﬂ{)
sOVer major appeared onthe scene. Etundg
No. 1 was vacant—hs had seen Fra
Nugent go downstairs, and he knew that
the other members of the Co. had not
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—but not in Wharton’s. Besides, the
footsteps eame from up the passage, not
from the direction of the stairs.

Heedless of footsteps, and of every-
thing else except omelets, Billy Bunter
stood at the study table, his back to tho
door, gobbling. The second omelet was
following the first, and on Billy
Bunter's fat face there was an ex-
pression of ecstatic enjoyment. This was
something like| This waa life ! aToe
was no doubt that I'-Ta.;l:l could cook.
Bunter gobbled and gobbled. His large
mouth was crammed swith delicious
oimelet when the door flew open as if a
cannon-ball had struck it, and William
Wibley rushed into the study.

“Gob you, you cheeky rotter I” hawled
Wikley, as he rushed in.

Ho expected to fnd Nugent i that

and “ Modern
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He realised that it was not Nugent.

Ho had supposed that it was Nugent |
It cught to have beon Nugent! He had
EOON %\'uger:t go into that study hardiy
five minutes ago. Btill, it wasn't
Nugent! It was Bunter! In surprise,
Wibley released his victim, and Bunter
sprawled on the Boor, spluttering wildly.

“Urrerrgh 1™

A  mouthful~a large mouthful—of
omelet, euddenly uanE down _ tha
wrong way, caused trouble! Billy
Buntor spluttered and stuttered, and
gurgled snd guggled frantically.

“ﬁblay stared st him,

“ PBunter !* ha gasped,
%\’Wgﬁl 1 Beost !
1

“Qonoph L {
Yoooogh! I'm chook-chock-choking—
grooogh ! Urrrrerggeh 1

“ Where's Nugent ”
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vet rveturned from the river. Billy
Bunter rolled into Study No. 1 and shut
the door.

Ilo chuckled a fat chuckle.

Three savoury omelets and three jam
omelets—thiere was enough, or nearly
eonough, oven for William Georgoe
Dunter! 1le had time to gloat over
them now—and he gloated !

But while he fcasted his oves, he
feasted Dis inner Bunter also! Savoury
omelet disapeaved ab n rapid rate down
Linnter's capacious gullet.

“ (O, good 1" gasped Bunter. “Good !
That Fropey can cock! Llc's a beast—
but he can eook, Oh! Fina ¥

There was a sound of footsteps in tho
Removo passage.  DBunter did pot heed
thom! 1f Nep came back and missed
hiz omolets he would hardly guess whero
to leok for the purloincr. 1le was
likely enough to look in Bunter's study

study. Had he paused one moment ho
wuuﬁl certainly have seen that the fellow
standing at the table was not Nagent—
even from a back view Bunter’s figuro
was distinetive. DBut Wibley did not

anse o moment. Ile did not pause o

raction of & moment. Tle did oot pause

at all, e rushed right in, grabbed at
the ecenpant of the study. whipped an
artn round hizs neck a: e grabbed, got
Iiz hoad inte chancery, and started
prenchig,

Thump, thamp, thump!

" Whooog - hoooop ! Cug - gug - gug!
Ciroooooch 1™ spluttered Bally Bunter, as
a larpe portion of omelet wenb ihe
wrong way. “Urrrgghl Yuerggh 1™

Thump ! Thump!

“Gurrrelt!] Oooogh | BMind my spees !
Whooop | Lesgol Yurrrepgoeh |
Grooogh 1" N

“ Why, what—who—" gazped Wibley,

All Coupons will sount the same—ifivo ?uintﬂ oach
—sn that you can take them from any o
papers mentioned.

Et the end of this schems a special
Form will bo published, to be filled in witn your name
and address, and forwarded, together with the eight
Coupons you have collected, to an address given.

Don’t miss this amazingly goeod offer,
collecting those eight conpons right away.

THERE 15 A COUPON—VALUE 5 POINTS—ON
PAGE 27. CUTIT OUT AND KEEP IT BY YOU!

S e AR TR A AR R TG REEHHIBHBEH R TG RLR T H R

T I TS T TR O T R TR T T e

tho three
ial Application

ve; slark

THE EDITOR.

RO LU IR MR

“Currerrrrgh 1

“I thought 1t was Nugent—"

“Wurrrggh 1” ‘

Billy unter, erimsom, ?urgl_mg,
furious, staggered up. His fat little
nose, liko Marian’s in the ballad, was
red ond raw Wibley, before he dis-
covered his mistake, had punched not
wiscly but too well. Bunter was wrathy.
In lhiz wrath, he oven {forgot the
omelets, Wibley steod staring at him
—and Billy Bunter, hitting out sud-
denly, took Wibley by surprise.

Crosh | 5

A fat fist landed on Wibloy's nosc,
atready rather damaged. A punch with
Billy Bunter's weight behind it would
have made Carnera think! It swept
Williamn Wibley off lus fect.

He went headlong, :.'r:liingi
Dunter blinked at him, for a second |

Tue dMicxrr Lapnany.—Ne. 1,310,
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He had Enocked Wibley down! That
was all right, so far as it went | 1ok
ing a fellow down, whe had punched a
fellow's nose, was setisfactory. But
therse was one fily in the ointment.
What was the fellow likely to do when

he got up againf ;

unter could guess I He did not stay
to ascertain. fo whipped round, and
rushed out of the stedy. Even the
omelets did not tempt him to remain
and learn, for certain, what Wibley
would do when he got up agein. While
William Wibley rolled and roared, Billy
Bunter whipped out of the study and
vanished into space,

e e

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Omelets for Wibley!

i HNER ami——"
“EhT
“Dear shum=—-""

“Oh, draw it mild I” grunted
Bolsover major, ‘

Bolsover major rather liked Nuap.
e chummed with him in Study No. 10,
But demonstrativeness was not in hrs
line. WNapoloom Dupont rushed up to
him in the guad, as he was coming to-
wards the Mouze, and would have
hugged him had not Bolsover dodged
time,

“Mon cher ami!” exclaimed Dupont.
“Tres cher ami—"

“Look here, what's up?” demanderd
Bolsover. “Have wyou gone off your
rocker, or what "

“I zink zat you are damage—but you
aro not damagoe! I zink zat you knock
over viz a lorry, but you are not knock
over! Zat Buntair he tell me zat you
are injure, zat zey carry you im—"
gasped Nap breathlessly.

“Pulling your silly leg!” grunted
Bolsover major. “I've not been under
a lorry that I know of. Look licre, 1a
tea ready 77 :

“Zat Buntair, he is one fibbair |” said
Nap indignantly. “IHe meke mo zinl
zat my shum iz damage. I rush—I1 fiy—
I hnzza—*

“Oh, rot1” said Bolsover ungratefully.
“Look here, don't play the goat! ¥ou

ain’t in France now! Lot's get in to
toa.
Napoleen Dupont moderated his

fransports, o to speak. Ha went into
the House with Bolsover major, and
they went up to the Remove passage {o-
gother. They went rather guickly. It
oeccurred to both of them that Billy
Bunter might have had some ulterior
object 10 spinning that unfounded yarn,
Obviously he had wanted to get Nap
out of Study No. 10. Why? Both the
juniors thought they could guess why |
They ran up the Hemove stairease, ancd

seudded along to Study Mo, 10, Nap
gave a yell

“Mon Dieul Zey are pono ™

“What "

“Zosa ego  lofel omaelets—trois
cmelots aux fins ierbcs, et trois
omelets ag confiture——"

“SBpeak Englizsh, you ass!” selled
Bolzover.

“Zreo omelet vat you eall savourw,
and zree omelet vat you eall sham—zey
ara gone—vanish-—bhunk—="

“That fat villzin Bunter—"

“Cherchons ¢ cochon—search
Buntair—zat prog—-="

“T'Il burst Lhim["” roared DBolsover
major. “If it was Bunter, I'll burst
him! Come on ™

Bolsover major rushed out, followed
hy Dupont. They tore open the door of
Study No. T—=Dunfer's study. Peter
Todd was there, at tea with Duttan; a
fvee hat lay on the table. Toddy stared
ab bwo wildly exeited faces,

Tue Macxcr Lierany.—No. 1,310,

zat

“Where's Bunter?” roarced PBolsover
major.

“Ask me another ! answered Toddy.
“Tell him I want him if you find him |
I've got a fives bat ready for him I

“QOh, rats! Come on, Nap !

They rushed out again, Bunter was
not to be seen in the passage—at that
moment, as a matter of fact, Bunter wag
in mpin:f mation, planin%a safe distance
between himself and William Wibley,
and had reached thoe other end of the
Fourth-Form passage—ifar out of sight.
But a sound of gasping and panting in
Study No. 1 eanght their ears, and they
logked into that study. Somcbody was
there |

Willtam Wibley was there—standing
v the table, mopping a streaming noso
with a handierchief, which was streaked
with red. Wibley was feeling as if his
hapless nose had been pushed nearly to
{lie back of his head. In decp anguish,
he was mopping up the eriinson-stream
that ﬂm\'ﬂdp from it. 1Ic had nobt even
rnoticed the four omelets that remained
on the study tablo,  His attontion was
wholly concentrated on his nose.

YBeen  DBunter?” rapped Holsover
major,

“0Oh, my nose ! moaned Wibley.

“DBlow wour nosc! Seen DBunter?
roared Dolsover major.

Dupont grabbed him by the arm with
one hand, and pointed with the other.

" Vogez 1" he gasped. " Locok 1™

“Why, my hal!” Bolsover major
staredd at the omelets on the table.
* Mean to say——"

“Zozo so lofely omelets zat I make—
zoy are herge—"

“"Wiblew, you rotter—then it was you,
nat Bunter 1V pasped Bolsover major.
"I was alter Bunter—and it was vou all
the timel My hat!l Pl jolly well teach
you to bag grub from my study I

It was really o natural mistakel
Bunter was nowhere to be scen! Thero
were the purloined omelets—there was
Wibley1 What was a fellow to think?

Bolsover major did not stop to think

twice—hardly oncel 1o rushed at
William Wildey |
“Iern, lonk ont! What— ©Oh

eriley 1" welled Wibley,. sz Bolsover
major grasped him. IIo had te leave off
mopping hiz nose, much as it needed it
11e whirled round the study in Bolsover's
grasp,

“Vhop him [ velled Nap., " QGive hiim
vat vou call beans! Mon Dien! ZZose
50 lolely omclets zoy are gone cold—zey
are spoil—zey are no longer bonl
Frappez—whack him verrcoe  hard 1
Punch him zo nogse! Give him punch in
ze cyel Keeck him 1 Keeck him verres
hkard on ze trouser [¥

“You mad idiot, wharrer you up to?"
velled Wibley, who had not even scen
the omelets. “ My hat! Yaroooh I®

Bolsaver major punched, and Wibley
punched. They whirled and stapgpered,
and bumped over & chatr, and rolled on
the floor together. Wibley was plucky,
and he was wrathy; but he had no
chanea in_the hands of the burly
Holsover. He was flattened out on his
back, and DBelsover sat astride of his
clhiest, glaring down at him.

“Hold him " pgasped Nap. *Zosn
oinelets zey are spoil. It needs zot 1
make somo more. I giva him zose
ornelots zab he pinch. T pive him zem
on 2o vat you eall chivvy, i=n't it ?¥

And the excited Nap grabbed up an
omelet in cither hand, and slammoed first
one, el then tho other, on the upturned
face of William Wibley.

It was rather lucky for \Wibley that
the omolets had pone eold. liad they
heen stifl hat, it would have been rather
praviniul.
nice,

Lab even eold, thev were not
teken  exlernally.  Seft  and
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squashy omelet spread all over Wibley's
face, and he gurgled horribly.

“Good 1 panted Doleover. “Give
him tho lot! I'll hold him all right]

t hima have what he's g}nﬂ]md i

“Yes, razzer |” gasped Nap.

Tho remaining omelets were plastored
over Wibley’s face, and rubbed into his
hair, b o excited Gaul—while the
wretched Wibley stroggled frantically
under Bolsover major's weight.

Horrible sounds came from Wibley.

His mouth, his nose, his eyes, and his
cars and his haiy, wero full of squashy
omelet—omelet squeczed down his neclk:
savoury omelet and jam omelet and
Wibley's features mado a  horrid
mixtura. It would not have been easy to
tell whicly wes Wibley and which was
omelok.

Therol! T zink zat vill do!™ gasped
Nap. *Venez aveo moi, my shum, and
I make somo more of zose so fﬂicly

Qoocogli

omelets—"

“ Groooogh'! Woocogh 1™
came fu.inﬁ}r from Wibley.

Bolsover major rose to his feet,
chuckling.

“ That's a lesson for you, Wibley!'” he
remarked.  “ Next timo you want to
raid a fellow’s grub you won't come to
wiv study™

“de erois non!™ chuckled Nap.

Wibley sot up, clutehing at sticky,
stuashy emelet.

“Groogh!  Oggh!  You sil ass |
Ooogh! Who ratded wyour grub, vou
fathead? Wooogh! I don't know any-
thing about it! Urergh!™

“You can tell that to the marines!"
grinncd Bolzover, and he {ollowed Nap

from ihe =stody, leaving Wibley
gurgling.
Wildey crawled to his feet. ITe had

quite forgotten Nugent by this time!
Ho had almost forgotten the pain in
his noga! What ho wanted was a wash
—and he wanted it badly! William
Wibley limped away to the nearess
bath-roony, in search of hat water and
soap. Bubt it was a long, long time
before Wibley got rid of the omelets.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Major and Minor !

ABERY Wharton & Co. came in
H ruddy and cheery from the
river. Frank Nugent joined

them as they went in to call-

OVEr.

The little **hreczo ” in the ranka of the
Clo. scemed to havo blown over; Frank
was a3 good-tempered es usual as ke
joined his chums gni:}gj into lall. As
harton had said, Nugent’s temperas
never lasted long. There was ono
fellow in the Remove who gave Prank
rather inimical looks. hat waos
William Wibley, whose faco was still
red and raw from rubbing and serub.
bing. DBuot Wik had had plenty of time
to cool down, and he was not disposed to
carry the “rvow ™ any further.

Mr. Quelch, who waz teking rell,
allowed his gimlet eyes to linger on
Nugent for a moment or two, coldly
and grimly; and Me, Twige gave him o
glance ncross the Mall that was still
colder and grimmer. Nugent caught
Mr. Twigg's glance, and his chums saw
his eyes gleam in response to it. Ap-

arently Eim had forgiven his chums,

ut hud not quite forgiven the master
of the Sceond.

Dicky Nugent, the cheerful cause of all
ithe trouble, looked quite merry and
bright among the fags. BEvidently ho
bhad forpotten the troubles of tho after-
noon. 1o looked—irom & red mark on
hiz noso—as if ho had found later
trouble, which, however, did not alfect
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bis zpirits. Paget of the Third had a
dark shade under one eve. Flying the
kite boFethar had ended in a scrap.
Tubb of the Third was telling Paget, in
& whizper, that it was just [atheaded
o Third Form man to have any-
thing to do with & cheeky fap. To which
Faget rejoined that he had whopped
that cheeky fag. Dicky was confiding
to Gatty and Dérers and Sammy Bunier
that he had had to whop Paget! :

After callover, the Famous Five
came out of Hall topether in a checry
buncli. Bob Cherry had an engagement
in the gym, and Johinny Bull and Hurree
Jamset Ram Singh went with him; but
Wharton glipped his =nrm  throurh
Nuogenl's, nnrip gently but firmly led him
away to the Remove studies.

“IHow many of yonr lines have you
donie ¥*'* he askod. :

“None!” answered Frank shortly.

“ Better get going, then,” said Harry.
“_:;.’1,-5! got ifty to do for Wingate—let's
pile in."

“0Oh, all right!"

And the chums of the Remove went to
Bindy No. 1 together. Wugent had till
Saturdey for his irn;lg:::siti:m; but five
hundred lines was rather 2 large order,
and it was undoubtedly judicious to get
on with it. They sat down on either
gide of tho study table, and twoe pons
werg zoon going strong. Wharton had
finished hia fifty lines, when there was
a gtep in the passagoe and the study deor
was pushed open. It was the good-
looking, cheeky face of Dicky Nugent
that appeared thero—not looking so
hright as it had looked at call-over.
Master Bichard Nugent was one of thoso
feHows who are born to trouble as the
gparks fily upward. Evidently he had
¢ollected some more,

Nugent’'s pen ccased fo race over
the paper. Wharton gave the fag
a friendly nod—though, perhaps, in
his heart of Thearts he would
have preferred to give him o lilt
with his foet. e liked Dicky as much
as he conld, en Nuzent's account; and
bhe made niiuwmgm for & bay who was
the epoiled darling of his mother and
sisters at home; but he could not help
getting  fod-up with Dicky's hapg:
custem of landing all his troubles on hiz
major.

“ Busy 7 asked Dicky.

He asked that question in a rather
resenitfnl tone, which 1mplied that he
considercd that he had troubles cnough,
without Frank being busy when he
wanted him!

“Well, ves,” answered Nugent, “I'vo
got five hundred lines for Quelch."

“Oh, therc's always mmﬁthin%. af
course ! grunted Thicky., *Well, if vou

can't help me, you ean't! [ suppose I've
got to let 'I':m%g rag me."

MNugent laid down his pen.

“What’s Twigg been doingi®
asked. ]

“Sama as uwmal!” growled Dicky.
“I1c's got his rag out with me! 1 think
he might be satisfied with giving me
detention to-day, I couldn't go out with
Gatty and Myors—there was nobody
but that tick 'aget when I pot out at
lazt—and he got cheeky and I had to
whop him! Nice sert of o half-holiday
T don’t think! Twigg makes out that
I'm the most backward man in the
Second—which is sheer rot! Look at
Bunter mi1" ] )

“Dunter minor is a #illy ass—and
vou're mnot!” said Harry Wharton,
“Twiggﬂ expects more of yvou than of
young Bunter."

Dicky stared at him—n cool and dis.

araping stare, which would certaiuly
Eav{- carned him a kick, had hs not
been Frank's minor. e did not
trouble to reply, however, but went on,
addressing his malor.

he

*Pve beought my Cimsar here—T've got
to mug up the muck bofore prep. Thripe
watches me like & eat in prep! Only
vesterday he spotted me sticking a pin
into Sammy Bunter in pre f course,
the fat idiot yelled, and pot Twiggy's
oye on mel That was wﬁ}? 1 was do-
tained—all Bunter mi's fault,”  said
Dicky in an pggrieved tone, 1 can
tell you, a man gets fod-up with Twigﬁl
Silly old ass, you know, with his bald
spot! T say, Frank, I wish you'd help
ma with thiz rot—I shall get into
another row.”

" Lock here, kid, Frank's loaded up
with lines,” szatd Wharton, “I'll help
you, if you like, till prep.”

“Well, that's all very woll, if you l{&c-E
your temper and don't get snappy!
grumbled. Dicky.

“I'Il try ! snid Wharton mildly.

“It's all right,”” zaid Nugent haztily.
“I've done sixty linos—the rest can
wait—T've got i1l Saturday.”

“My dear chap, get on with the waeh-
ing—and leave Dicky to me,” answered
Wharton. “Come on, kid.”

Nugent hesitatod, but hoe nodded, and
resumed his lines. Dicky, not at all
satishied with thizs arrangement, grunted
assent and sat down ot the tabla by
Wharton's side and opened hiz Cmear.

The * Gallic War,” {:E COUTSE, WIS CRSY
stuff for 8 Remove fellow, though it
prosented many difficulties to Nupent
minar—chiefly beeavse he disliked work !

“Twigg's been jawing me,” said Dicky.
*“He got me after eall-over. Got moe in
hiz study and talked for ten minutes by
the elock ! He said 1 was wasting my
timo herc—that I should get o rotten
report ! I've heard it all before, you
know—and I came jolly near telling
him szo!
did ™

Dicky pavsed—a dramatic pansa!
Evidently Twigg had donc something
gwiul!

“Took up o Cwsar,” gaid Dicky, in a
voice thrilling with indignation, *and
started on stuff that wa did last term!
Makes out that o fellow ought to be
able to consirue stuff that he's been
through before! Catchiing a fellow, you
know! Of ecourse, I was simply bottled!
He had the cheek to say he wasn't
sutisfied, and now he's got a epecinl eye
on _me, goodness knows where it will
end! Fancy a man having {o mug up
stuff that he's mugred up before and

forgotton 1 ;

“Awful!” said Wharton, with a
touch of sareasm. “Well, let's go 1%,
and you'll be able to stand up to Twige
next time he cutches you.”

Dicky yawned portentouslw,

“You translate the stuft,” he sug-
gested. *If you put it in English, 1t
will be a3z good as n erib! I had a crib
once, but 'I'wigg spotted it ond chucked
it into the fire—I'd given Fishy of your
Form a bob for it, too! Just scrawl it
out for me, and I'll I:E-{;}) it, and—"

“You won't!” said Wharton curtly.
“This study isn’t a shop for cribs!
Buck up, you lazy young sweep, and go
at it along with me. Now then, begin
at the beginning—Gallia c¢3t omnis
diviza in partes tres——-="" iy -

“T know that all Gaul was divided in
three parts!” prunted Dieky. * Even
Sammy Bunter knows that.”

“ —quarum unam incolunt Belgae—*»

“Well, just seribble it down!™ said
Dicky poreuasively.

Wharton logked at him. The *“help ¥
that Dicky wanted, n!upnr{-nt.'lf,', was to
Le provided with a *‘crib “—a transla-
tion which would save him the trouble of
doing any work! The ultimate result
would not have been to improve Dicky™s
knowledge: but tho young scamp was
thinking only of tiding over present
diffienltics. "f?ml: was not the help that

And what do you think he wp

the caplain of the Remove was prepared
to give—neot to mention the danger,
Certainly, a fellow who was discovered
grﬂndmg f with “eoribs " would hove
een hooked for & Head's Aogging,

“¥You can write it down,” said Harry
quietly, "“We'll translato it together,
1t won't do you any good otherwise,
You write it down as we work it out.”

That was not what DMastor Dicky
wanted.

B “I knew you'd be enappy,” he said.

You've got a rotten temper, and you
don't want to help me, -either.
haven't come here to bo jawed.”

Nugent laid down his pen again.

jliml;]ry Wharton was breathing rather
ard,
_ “*It's all right, Harrg," he said, “ My
impot ean wait. I'Ml help Dicky. You
:uﬁtﬁﬂd chap. You don't want to listen
o it.

Wharton rose from the table,

“I may as well cut,” ho said. “But,
look here, Frank, helping your minor is
ons thing—Twigg wouldn't mind that—
but ﬁlﬂng him cribs 13 another, That
would mean & row if it camo out.™

“Frank isn’t a funk,” remarked
Dicky.
Wharton'a eyos g{ittcrm’h o camo

vory hear taking Richard Nugent by
the seruff of his neck at that mfﬁmnent. 3

Shut up, Dick " said Frank hastily.
“It's all right, I tell you, Harry. You
needn’t bother about 1t.”

“That's all very well. But if Twigg
finds out that that young rascal is using
o crib written in your fist——"

“ Do fellows in the Remove over mind
their own business” inguired Dicky.
“Quelch ought to teach 'em that,”

“You cheeky vo rotter I roared
arton, his teg;lpi:;g failing suddenly.
“1f you want to ba booted down tho
Nemove stairoase—"

“I'd jolly well hack your shins”
retorted Dicky.

“For goodness’ gake, Harry leave ug
alone 1” exclaimed Nugent. *Are you
going to begin ragging my young
brother, like everyboly elsei”

Wharton drew a deep, decp breath,
and walked out of the study. Dick
Nugent gave a laugh as he went, whic
very nearly brought Wharton back
again. But he restrained his feelings
and went on his way, leaving major and
minor together,

A — —

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Brotherly Bunier !

13 AMMY, old chapi®
g Anyone who had heard Billy

Bunter addressing his minor in
those honeyed tones might havo
supposcd that Billy Bunter was the most
affcctionate of brothers.
The voles of the fat Owl of the Re-
move was soft as that of a cooing dove.
Sammy Bunter, of the Sccond Form,
grunted. He did not secm to be touched
by BEilly's affectionate address. Perhaps
he know what it was worth.

It was the following day, and classes
were over. Most of the Remove fellows
had gone down to gemes practice, but
only four members of the famous :
wero “urging the flying ball” Frank
Mugent was i his study, Egettmg £0IN0
mora of his lines done. Five hundred
was & large order, He had to get them
done by Saturday. Moreover, on Batur-
day afternoon there was o Form mateh
with the Shell, and Nugent was io play
for the Remove, which he could not do
unless his imposition had been handed
in. Mugent was grinding. Billy
Bunter had no taste for kicking a footer
about, and as it weas not a compulsory

Tre Maerer Lsrany.—No. 1,510,



4

day, tho fat Owl was givinz the football
field a wide berth. For once Billy
Bunter was affectionately intercsted in
his mmor, Sammy of the Second.

[t was not often that Bunter was taken
that '.'.r:.:!}'. Family aifcction was not
highly developed in the Bunter tribe.
Lilly sownetimes forgot that ho had a
minor at Greyfriars at sll—quite unlile
Nugent of his Form. Sometimes ho
harvdly saw Saramy for woeeks.

But circumstances alter cases. Thas
Thursday afternoon DBilly Bunter was as
alfeetionate a brother as could have been
desired, and hwe bad been specially look-
ing for Bammy. He found that ot fap
loafing under tha elmz in the quad,
with a lugubrious expression on  his
podgy face. Nugent mumor was not the
only fellow in the Becond IFormm who
suffered under Mr. Twigg’s belief that
fellows came to school to learn things.

“¥You're looking down, Sammy I said
Billy Bunter, looking st his minor
throngh his g spectacles. ™ You're not
looking happy, Sammy, "

Another grunt from Samimy.

“Tell a fellow about it wrged
Bunter. “Is it trouble with Twigg?”

Sammy stared at him through the big
spectacles that made him look so like his
major.

Yz, it s, he grunted. * Loolk here,
what ave you getting al?  What's the
gamaoi”

“Oh, reaily, Sammy! I hope I'm an
affectionate ﬂ'mt]mr,” saidd Billy Buater,
with dignity. “Naturally, 1 want to
keep an oye on you, 43 yow'ra My youlg
brother at the same school. Nupgent
isn't the only man in the Remove who
looks after hia minor.®

“You'ro a bit lale starling iE]™ said
Sammy sareastically.

Runtter coughed. There was no doulit
that Dunter had left it rather late to
display this keen interest in his minor.,

“Well, vou gee, a {ellow has a lot of
engagements,” explained Dunter. ©1
mean, a popular fellow like me. When
a fellow's popular, fellows take up o
lot of his time, end it's really hard for
a fellow to gei a minute to himself.”

“an it " prunted SBammy.

“1T've been looking [or you specially
this afternoon,” =aid DBunter reproach-
fully. “I heard voung Gatty say you'd
been in o row with Twigg., What isat,
SBammy "

Sammy blinked at him in sheer
astonizshment. Unless Billy Bunter was
taking a leaf out of Nugent's book and
Bothering about hiz minor in the Second
Form—for tho first time in his fat life—
thero was no accountig for this. But if
that was it, Bammy was more than
willing to give Billy hiz head. He
would have been jolly glad of o major
like young Nugent's to land lis troubles
on. Hitherto, Billy had given Lim no
cncouragement whatever.

“Te'a rotton Roman  history,” he
growled. “That idiot Twigg thinks he's
going to stuff that rot into ns. I came
a mucker in c¢lass. I told him that
Pontivs Pilate was one of the Twelve
Cmsars.”

“And wasn't he?” asked DBunter.

Billy Bunter's koawledge of the sab-

ject was evidently neot much more
advanecd than Sammy’a.
“Na, growled Dunter minor, “he

wasn't, And Twigg's told mo to write
out the Twelve Cmzars, with the priu-
cipal event in eaeh reign. Nice, ain't
A

“Oh lor' 1" said Bunter, “Well, you
can get it all out of the book.”

“I know that, fathcad! That's what
Twige wants mo to do. But it means
g lot of work!” groancd Sanmuny.

“You shouldn't be afratd of work,
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kid,” said Bunter auinonshingly., * Work
never did a fellow any harm.”

“It's never done you any harm, f
you could help it!™ said Sammy sar-
castically. * Look here, suppose you
Lielp ma?™

There was a long pause, Apparently
DBunter's pew and unezpected outburst
of brotherly affection did not ro zo far
ns that., Work did not appeal to him
any more than to his mnor. A dis-
inclination to work was ene of Dunter’'s
most prominent characteristics
Cenerally, Bunler would take fwice as
much trouble te dodpe work as any
other fellow would have taken ta get
it done. The pause was long—very long.

“Well, look here,” said Bunter at last,
“1'd do it like a shot—"

“{Tomo on, then ™

“Only—" said Bunter hastily,

“{h, there's an only 1 jeered Samumy.

“¥ou see, it's hardly ericket to do a
fellow's work for him—practically de-
ceiving & beak,” explained Bunter.
“ MNugent does that for his minor, and
it's bound to lead to trouble in the long
run. It's practically deceit, Sammy.
Almost as bad as telling a lie 1™

“Do you ever tell anyibing else I” in-
quired Sammy.

*¥ou cheeliy Little beast! I—T mean,
be  reasonable, Smnmy. Deceit’s an
awiul thing, and if you begin that kind
of thing you might grow into a regular
flibber, lihe—"

“ Like you?"®

“Wol"” roared Bunter. "I was going
to say like Bkinner. I always try to
ok you an example of trathiulness and
~und uprightness, Sammy.”

“¥ou don't have much suecess " said
Sammy.

Billy Bunfcr breathed hard,  Heow
waz a fellow to be brotherly and kind
to a young sweep who answered a fellow
like this? Buanter waz tempted to take
Sammy by the eollar and give his head
an unbrotherly bang on the nearest tree.
Bammy watched him warily.

“But I’ tell you what,” said Dunter.
“1 ean't do your work for you. That
wouldn't be henourable and high-
minded, and vou know how particular
I e about such things. You know I've
got principles,”

I know,” said Sammgr, with a nod.
“If vou put 'em all in a nutshell there
would be lots of room for the nub!”

“You checky little—I—1 mean—
Look here, we'll talk it over,” eaid
Punter. 1 know the whole thing, of
course. Got it all in my head. can
rattle off the Twelve Cosars from—from
Noebuchadnezzar to—lo Xorxes."

“I don't believe they were Cmsars at
all.” said Baminy suspiciousiy.

“You're & young ignoramas, Sammy.
Look here, let’s go nto the tuckshop
and talk 1t gver—over some farts.”

Sammy  Bunter’s face brightened
wonderfully. This was brotherly, at
Jeast! He doubted whether Billy could
help him with Reman cmmperors, but
if Billy conld help him with jam tarts,
that was betier stall

“Had o tip from home}” he asked.

“Well, no. I've becn expeocting a
postal order, but it hasn't como yeb,”
said Dunter. “I haven't had a tip,
Sammy. But you have, 3o it's all
right.’

“{Oh 1™ Fasped Sammy.

ITe uvnderstood now. Billy Bunler's
hrotherliness had recded explaining.
Mow it was explained. He was not,
after all, imitating Frank Nuogent in
dealing with his minor. He was after
the loaves and fishes, a3 nanal.

“I haven't—" began Sammy.

Runter held up an admeniching fat
finger.

“how, tell

dan't any whoppoers,

THE MAGNET

Sammy! T'm surprised at you! T jolly
well know that you had a tip this morn-
ing, becauso the pater mentioned it in
hia letter. He said he was sending you
five bob this week because he sent me
five bab last week, Don't provaricate,
Rammy "

“1 was poing to say—="

“1 hope you weren't going to lell an
untruth, Sammy! Lot of good me set-
ting you an examplo if that's the kind
of thing you da |”

*You zilly ass!?
say—"

“Loolk here, Sammy, be a sportl”™
urged Dunter. “You know 1'd whack
out a tip with you, don't youi”

“No fear !V

“'Hem?! And I'm going to help sou
with thoze Roman emperors,” said
Billy Bunter. “What price doing the
paper for you? You can copy it oub”

Bammy grinncd. IHis major’s high
principles scemed to have perforined
a vanishing trick all of a sudden.

“Yes," sand Sammy, *but—"

“I I get that paper done for you,
will youn come to ihe tuckshop " de-
manded Billy Dunter.

: Ho was coming cut into the open at
ast.

“"¥es, rather! Dut can yon do ik
asked Bammy dubiously. “1 don’t want
to got into another row with Twige over
that paper.”

Bunter grinned.

“If I can't, I know =z fellow who
can!™ he =aid. “Soppose we go to tho
tuckshop first, old chap——"

“Buppose we get the paper dono
first I* contradicted SEammy. .

“1 hope you trust me, Sammy ! said
the Owl of the Remove, wilh a great
den! of dignity.

“As far az I ean see you I assented
Saminy.

“You litle—I—I mean, all right!
I'll comn back here when 1've got the
peper done, and xou’ll only have to
capy 1t oul,” said Benier. “Hay about
an hour.””

“ Right as rain 1" agreed Sammy.

Billy Bunter rolled eway to the
Hlouse. Sammy Dunter blinked after
him, with a rather peeuliar blink. Ha
was wondering what Billy would have
ihought if he had known ihat Sammy
Liad already spent the five shillings!

Fortunately, Dunter did not know
ihat!

I was going to

THE NINTH CHAPTER,
Not So Brotherly!

BANK NUGENT gave an angry
F grunt, Ile did not scem in the
best of tempers that alternoon,
and the sight of Billy Bunter's
fat face and plimmering spectacles in
the doorway of Study NWeo. 1, did not
seem to imprave his temper.
“0Oh, wyouw're here!™ said Duonter,
Llinking at him.
“Yoaz, Gebk out 1M
*0h, really, Nugont-—"
“Don't bother, fathead!
lines 1™ ]
Bunter did not get out. He got in!
Frank Nugent frowned, end hiz hand
wandered to tho inkpot. o
“1 say, old chap. you don’t mind if a
fellow works on one side of the table?*
asked Bunter. “Toddy's got the tabla
in my study—and he's talking to
Dutton ] A man can't work there™
“What is it—lines ! asked Nugent,
relenting. . .
“ Not exacily, I'm helping a kid out
of o serape!” explained Dunter.

I've pot
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Johnny Bull grasped Bunter with both hands and jerked him over his knees, Then his hand rose and lell with a mighty

smack,

“You are!” exclaimed Nugent, ino
astonishment.

“Yes, old fellow | Dash it all, a fellow
OAD ood-natured,” said Dunter.
“ And TWLFg’ﬂ hard enough on him, as

you know.'

Frank's brows knitted. The mere
mention of Twige was enough to bring
s frown to Nugent's brow these days.

“The fact is, I'd like you to give mo
& hint, here and there, if sou had
time.” snid Bunter. “Mind, I'm not
asking you to do the work! You've
done a lot for your minor, if you come
to that.”

o dj' minor " ejaculated Nugent. Ile
stared blankly at Billy Bunter. “Is my
minor in & row with Twigg again?”

“Not exactly in a row,” said the Owl
of the Remove. * But they had Boman
history in the Sccond to-day, and Twigg
secms to bhave cut up rather rusty.
Your minor ain’t & whale at history,
Nugent.”

NMNugent waz aware that his minor was
not a “whale” at any branch of know-
ledgn. It was quite probable that he had
had trouble in the history class;: though
if he hnd been set s task it was rather
surprising that he had not brought it
to his major. It was still more -sur-
prising if he had asked—and obtained—
bolp from Billy Bunter!

“Mean to say my minor's asked you
to help him 7" exclaimed Frank.

“I1s hasn't asked me”™ answered
Dunter. *1've offered to do the paper.”

That answer, aa a mattor of fack was
guite truthful. Dicky Nugent coerteinly
hadn't asked Bunter anything. And
Bunter certainly bad offered to do the

paper] Dot Billy Bunter's truth was
remarkabiy like any other fellow’s fibs!

“Well, ruy hat I said Nugent blankly.

“You don't mund if ! work hero”
said DBunter, sitting down, *Too much
jaw 11 my study for a [ellow to work!
Get on with your lines, old chap—I
won't interrupt vou! 1 want quiet to
work this out!”

In sheer astonishmoent Nugent got on
with his lines. Wharton had eut up
rather rusty with Dicky the day before,
gnd ha wondered whether that was the
reason why his young brother had not
come to him in Study No. 1. Or perhaps
the fapg, konowing that he had a heavy
umposition on hand, was giving him &
rest. That would have been unusually
considerato of Dicky ! It was an agree.
able thought to Nugent! But the most
amazing thing was that Billy  Bunter
had taken on the task! Bunter really
was not the man to exert himself in
Lelping a lame dog over o stile!

But there he was—with a ]pa.par
before him, chewing the handle of
Wharton's pen. with a thoughtful

wrinkle in his fat brow.

Had BLunter really intended to writo
out that paper, he would have found
difficuliies in the way. Certainly, he
could have pot it out of the history
ook ! DBut that, as Sommy had re-
mathed, was work ! Dilly Bunter was
uncmployed, but he was not genuinely
scoeking work !

“1 say, Nugent—"

el Frank paused
ecribbling.

“"Member the names of the Twelve
Clasars " asked DBunter.

“0f courze ™

in his

The smack landed on the tightest trousers at Greyiriars, and it was followed by & howl that rang from one end

ol the quad f{o the other. *' Yaroooocoooh !*

“Well, 1 seem to forget some of
them," eaid Bunter. "EI remembor
MNobuchadnezzar—>"

“0Oh, my hat!”

“And—and Thesous—

“(Great pip I”

“But Twigg wants the chief ovont of
each reign, too | said Bunter. “I want
to malte the paper all right, or—or the
::}:d 1g}'lll get into & row. 1 don't want

at.”

, 1 don't, either,” snid Frank, lnu;[h-
ing. "Look Lere, Bunter, it's jolly
decent of you to offer to do the paper,
but you're more likely to do harm than
good. You'd botter leave it to me™

Billy Bunter suppressed a grin, In
the innocence of his heart Frank did not
suspect that that was Bunter's game.

“Well, [ dare say you'ro more up in
Roman history that I am, cld chap,”
said Bunter. “I've heard Quelch praiso
you for ib.”

“1 ¢an do it on my head,” said Trank.
“Leave it to moe, old fat bean. I'l
chuck this impot for a bit, and geot it
done in half an hour.”

Bunter did not need telling twico!

“Well, if you don't need my help—"
he said.

“"Ha, ha! No.”

“I'I1 take & rest in the ormchair,
then,” said DBunter. *1 say, is that
vour toffee on the mantelpieco "

“No: Wharton's ["

“Y daro gay he won't mind if I eample
1it] If ho makes o fuss, tell him it fell
into the fire.”

Mugent made no answer to that
o set to work on thoe Roman history

(Continued on page 16.)
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Wontinued from poge 13.)

eper, and Billy Bunter, extending his
at limbs in the study armchair, sct to
work on the toffee. Half an hour passed
quite plessantly to Bunter.

The Roman history paper presented

no difficulties to Nugent. Ile had the
Euh;l?.ﬂt at his finger-tips, as Bunter was
woll aware, Certainly he was not likely
to include Nebuchadnezzar or Xerxes or
Theseus in his list of the Twelve Casars,

Forgetful of his own unfnished task,
Frank worked steadily, while Billy
Bunter disposed of the toffee. 'The
history paper was Bnished at the same
time a3 Wharton's toffee; 50 Bunter had
the eonsolation of knowing that he had
not wasted his time.

“Here you are, old bean!”
Nugent,

And Billy Bunter detached his weight
frﬂm the armchair,
o Thanks, old chapl” eaid Bunter.

I'll tnﬁa this slong to Sammy st

Ot
“To Bammy 1 repeated Nugent.
to take it to

“1 mesn, Sammy's goi
tho Second Form Ra%mu:“g said Bunter

hastily, and he bolted out of Study
No. 1 with the. precious paper before
Nugent could szk any more questions.
He stopped on the Remove staircase
to blink at the paper and chuckle. Then
he slipped it into his pocket and rolled
out of the House in search of Bunter

Baid

minor. He found th
s d&r L lalmls. o fat fag loafing
“Got it already s
i y asked Samray
Heoro

you are, old chap!” Bunt
E?guad m;,}nmé-aih?t apﬁr. jvifh ' uhli::l%cig
. ;T%'EIE R !’: 8 all right. Nugent's
ou got Nugent to do it?” aslk:
Sammy, 83 he 'I:au!?:!md at the ;papu:fLMI

“Ho, he, ha! I fanoy he thouglit it
waz for Lﬁu own minor [ g]‘:ufciﬂ;d
Bunter, “I dido't tell him 50, of
ggﬁr:e_whl imp? Iém not the fellow 1o
fn:mie-d L ;pg::;ﬂhowu!t"ha seams to have

':I‘I'-Igé }m, ha Ii'. marﬁd Sammy,

_ihe fact is, I'm a bi isk,™
said Billy Buntar. "Ti;:n?ai:gﬂ'ﬁg;ihis
potty about his minor—it's 83y enough
to pull his leg1 I krow he'd do it if he
*thught it was for that litile boast
inmil:{iﬂ E hn&g he’ll get his lines dopa
hné LT?“ or Quelch on Baturday! He,

ammy Bunter examired th
E:r;!‘qll Ld HedwfauI Eatiaﬁad withﬂ itrfT r?é

rinne | 181
g, Erinied and Ioldec ik and put it in

e TR
for once! Ha, ha 1™ L e
ngt;g, SBammy Bunter startod fur the
hn&hguh at his fat arm jerked him
e S Wkt b

". What tarts?™ ssked Sammy.
Tur Magxer LisrarY.~No, 1,310

Billy Bunter gave him a sovers blink,

“No larks, Sammy! You jolly well
know that you agreed to coms to the
tuckshop if I got that paper done for
you."

“Bs 1 willl®
“ But >

“{Zome on, then ™ ]

“Only it won't ba much use coming
to  the tuckshop!™ explained Bammy
calmly. “I'll ecome :f you like—a
promise i5 & promisel But I've spent
the fve bob™

L1 Eh-lilil- ;

13 Epﬂﬂt 1!:.:”

“ Bpip-spip-spent
Bunter.

“Yes—it went beforo dinner—"

“You—you—you—" Bunter fairly

answered Sammy.

it 1" stuttered

gurgled. “Mean to sy you're
sbony
“Yes—loggo my arm]l I've got to

copy out this paper—" .

“*¥You—you—you—you've Leen pulling
my leg! I've been spoofing Nugent—
and—and svou’ve spent the five bob!
Why, you—you— OCimm . that paiaer
back I roared Bunter “Think I'm
going to help you epoof your Form
master, you deceitful youpng sweep!
Gimmeo that paper!”

Sammy Bunter jerkea his arm away
and ran. After him rar Billy Bunter,

Eairlf epluttering with rape. He had
spocied Nupgent inte doing the paper—
and he regarded thar procesdimg as

rather masterly strategy. But being
spoofed himself wa: snotper matter!
Bammy's masterly stratery was a horsze
of quita another colourl

Bursting with wrathk and indignation,
the Owl of the Remov: rusbed after the

unscrupulous Bammy !

Sammy put on & spurt. He reached
the Houte steps and dashed in. He
bnru‘l{y avoided 2 collisior with Coker of
the Fifth, who was coming out. Coker
ctepped oside just in time. Sammy
raced on, end Coker of the Fifth, turn-

ing back from the doo- glared after
him wrathfully.

“You cheoky young sweep—nearly
buttin inio mel” he roared. “ ¥
gum, I'll jolly well~— ¥aroooooop!™

Billy Bunter happenes npezt!

Bunter came in like a bullet from a
rifle, and as Coker vow had his back
to tho doorway, he naturally did not sce
the'second Bunter coming | Neither did
Billy Bunter sce Coker till he crashed |

Crash | Bump |

Coker rolled over on the floor. Billy
Bunter rolled over on Coker |

“Urrerrrrgh 17 gurgled Coker.

" What—who—which—how—- Yooogh!
Gerroff | Oh, my hat Qurrrrggh 1™

“Oh crikey I” gaspe DBunter.

Bammy Bunter vanished in the dis-
tance. Billy Bunter would have been
glad to vanish also. But Coker's grip
was on Billy Bunter.

Yﬂl.‘t—j’ﬂu—_‘i'ﬂu-“‘-‘l—-h stuttered Colier.
He scrambled up, still gripping Bunter.
“Barging o Fifth Form man over, by
gedl Take that [

“¥Yaroooh |

“And thate—>

“Whoooop "

“And that—""

“Owl Wow! Yarcocoooop!”

Billy Bunter made a frantic wrench
and tore himself away—and ran for his
fat lifel

Coker of the Fifth tramped out inte
the quad, snorting. Thing- wens coming
to 8 pretty Eass. Coker considered, when
a fag of the Lowe- Fourtt barged a
Fifth Form man over He was g%ad to
remember that he hau given that fag of
the Lower Fourth threw hefty emacks

Bunter wasn't glad He remembsred
thoso lhefty snmé{a longer than Coker
did—but without an7 gladnass whatever.
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THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Wibley Tries It On !

1 AITH, and it's great 1" declared
Micky Desmonc. :
“Topping " David

Iar%au.
Williamn Wibley smiled.
purred.

He was pleased!

gaid

Ho almost

Wiblay was an artist to the fingar-
fips. He liked admirationl He 15:&&
raise| He liked Hattery! And he

iked it—like pineapple—in chunksal

But really Willam Wibley deserved
all the praisa he wasg now receiving
from his study-mates in Study No. 6.

Tt was Baturday afterncon.

That sfternoon Harry Wharton & Co.
were playing the focball match with the
Bhell—with tha cxeeptior of Frank
Nugent,

i MNugent was in hi- study, grinding out
ines,

Mr. Quelech had considered that there
was ample fime, between Wednesday
end 3aturday, to turn cut even such a
very beavy imposition as five hundred
lines. Bo had Nugent's chums, es a
matter of fact, Bul it seemred thab it
wasn't sol

Nugent's time had been & great deal
taken up with his minor, now in con-
elant hot water with his Form master,
Dicky being, from Frank's point of
view, an injured innocent, and Twig
a tyrant, he natura!ﬂ helpec Dicky a
he could—from whiot it resulted that
when Baturday came round. those five
guudred lines were not more thap half-

one.

Nugent had helped his minor—and,
inadvertently, Eilig Bunter's minor—to
elude the wrath of Mr. Twigg—which
was satisfactory eo fa: : it went. Bug
it left him weork tc do om Saturday
afterncon ;and Tom Redwing had had to
take his place in the Remove Lleven
for the Form match

JIn Study No. 1 Fronk wa- grinding st
his lines, to get finished before Quelch
imquired after them. H: had watched
the beginning of the footboll match, and
gone in very reluctantly to grind, Now
ha was working agamst time—not in
the best of tempers

Frank was not enjoying the half-holi-
day that Saturday. Put 1o Study No. %
along the passage, rll was nafm B
bright. William Wibley st least, was
enjoying himself; in his own peculiar
way | ihley had brough* it nlipu [ant,
Alfter careful study, and deep thought,
osnd many experiments, Wib had per-
fected his outht as Twigg With the
help of Micky and Murgan. ho had now
fixed himself up iuv that cuthft, and was
survoying the resul' i & tull glass in
Study No 6, with immense satisfaction.

Wib was rather tall for his age;
Twigg was short for Lis! So with
elevators in his shoos and specially high
hecls, Wib made himsel tall enough for
1 WIgE. Sidewnys it na. ea-v to extend
—Wib eastly Fnddﬁd out to the rather
plump girth of the Second Form master,
Clothes were an easy item—Wibley had
the funds of the Remove Dramatio
Society to draw upon ea well os his own
pocket-money, for the purchase of the
Hecessary garments

At make-up Wib was a past-master,
and hiz fQexible featurer leni themszolves
to the game Seanty locks and bush
eycbrows, like Twigg's—n rnggag
moustache, like Twigg's—a “ property ¥
nose, exactly hke Twigg's—made a very
good 1mitation of the Becond Form
beak. And Wibley ndded other touches
—wonderful, ertistic touches—a touch
here, and & touch thers, with the hand
of & master]
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The result was really astonishing!
Twigg himself, had he seen Wibley just
then, might have supposed that he had
a twin |

Micky Desmond and David Morgan
were liearty in their praises. They were
rather proud of Wib in Study No. 6—
almost as proud as if he had been able
to shoot goals at Boecer.  Certainly,
thero was no fellow in tha Remove who
waa a patch on Williazn Wildey at this
game |

“If I hadn’t lint ye a hand,” said
Micky, “I'd belave it was Twigg him-
gelf standing there, intirely ™

“It's the jolly old limit 1" said Morgan.

William Wibley smiled sweetly, This
was very different from what he had
heard from Irank Nugent a fow days
ago, when ha had been experimenting
with that disguise. Certainly, in those
carly stages, had not looked much
like Twigg 1
But if Nugent had secn him now——

am anything in the nature o

Even that cantankerans ass, Wibkloy con-
sidered, would have to own up that he
had got away with itl Hea would have
liked Frank to drop in! Dut the hap-
less Nugent was ir Stody No. 1, grind-
ing out lines, and not like.y to think of
taking any interest in  amateur
theatricals.

Wibley smiled serenely into the glass:
and Micky and Morgan exchanged a
private wink Dbehind his baclk.  They
admired Wibley in these theatrical
stunts—but not quite so much as Wib
admired himself ] At this sort of thing
William Wibley was the goods—he was
AWware of it, and was not slow in odmit-
ting 1t

" Blessed if 1 don’t half-think it's cld
Twige himself looking out of the glass,
you fellows!™ said Wibley. “That ass
Wharton thinks I can’t play football!
Well, I can jolly well play his head
off in this linel This is going to make
a sensation when woe put * Bafiling tho
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Beak * on the stage| I don. mind tell-
ing you fellows that 1t will be me first,
and the rest nowhers '

" Bure it's the limit 1" enid Micky, * It
will make them howl, when we get thoe
play on, to see you in that rig, Wib!
Half tho fellows will believe it's really
old Twige takin® a part.”

1 think it's protty pgocd!”
Wibley.

“Fime! zald Morgan, " VYoo could
o downstairs and let the beaks see
you ! They'd take you for Twizg.™

Y Um ™ sajd Wibley., He was proad
of his success; but he was not disposed
to put it to such a test as 1liat.

“Tl tell ye what,” said Micky, “ Thry
it on somo of the fellows! Nugenlt's in
his study—thry it on him !*?

“"MNugent's a silly ass!”  prowled
Wiblev. I nwe hin s liclangl He
spoiled vy nese, and 1 had to get
another from the shop at Lantham.”

(Continued on next page.)

said

—y,

WITHWT priding myself that I JTEMS OF INTEREST FOR ALL FOOTER FANS !

o second Sherloclke Holmeas, 1

can certaioly scent real ambi-
tion in a slaceato question just to hand
from & Maaxer reader: * A4 what ago
ran I hecomo a professional footballer 27°
There are quito a number of people with.
out inaide knowledgo who, il that queation
were to be put to them, wonld Teply:
“ Ag soon ns any big footbull elub is pre-
pared to sign you on.’”

Strietly speaking, however, it iz nol
r!.uitn ro mimple as that. The laws of the
Football Association do not allow any
club under its control to sign o lad on as a
professional until he has passed his seven-
teenth birthday. So my voung and
ambitions friend will now know how soon
ho ean become a * pro ™ player—as soon
as ho ia seventeen,

It was nob always against the rules fora
professional football club to sign on, na a
paid player, & boy who was less than
poventecn years of mge.  This step was
taken ns reeently as 1928, when the Foot-
ball Azzociation decided that it was not
in the hest interests of the game that lads
younger than seveniéen should be per.
sunded to tnke vp the carcer of a pro-
fessional footballer.

Befora this rule was put on the books
there were plenty of instances of boys
under ecventeen yearsa of apge being pro-
fepsionals and playing wm first-class
footbeall.

¥ voember a est Droncich
Albion player named Wilson leading
their first team altack within three
months of celebrating his stxteenih
birthday. To-day, however; o
player can only tern oul with a
first-class club, if he iz under
seventeen wyears of age, azx on
amatenr.

EXPERIENCE ON THE WING !

HIFRE are, of course, plenty of
instanceas omong modoern foot.
ballera of players who have been
in the firgt-class game, as amateurs,

before they had recched the age when they
could sign on a3 ** pros." Clifford Baatin,
ithe present Arsenal outside.]eft, who
gained practically all the possible honours
of football beforo he was twenty yvears of
azo, was playing for Exeter City when he
way sixtcon.

At the age of eightcen ho was the
central figure of o transfer in which guite
u lot of moncy was inveolved., Another
voung player, and one who has enme
rizht to the forefront this scason, iz Albkert
Cigldard, the Everton outside-richt. He
played for Bradfced City ne an amafour

repliea to readers’ own queries.

In addition to solving Soccer problema of general intersst, * Linssman **
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befora he could sign as ' pro,” and when

he was still quiie o boy he was {ransferred
te Everton for n big Bgure.

By e teayy, 8 weill be noticed {hot
most of the really young plagers
figure in the oulside-tring positions,
ol the boy who 8 comparaticvcly
well-built does not do imself much
harm in plaging against grown mcn
if he figuwres on the wing. The
cutside-rights and ountside-lefis of
football do net come inlo personal
contact with opponcenls so fre-
gquently «as centre-forwards, half-
Dacks, or full-backa.

In thizs conncetion the story of Bastin's
entry into the lirst team iz intercating.
The Arsenal manager conzidered, o few
soasons back, that Bastin would eventually
be a meally good inside-left. He would
not, however, run the risk of playing
Bastin in that position when he waz only
eighteen ; 80, to give him experience of
firet-class football, the boy was played on
the wing. And on the wing ho hag played
sver since, with ono or two cxceptions
when  cmergencies demanded that he
ghould play inside.

This rule which saya that & player must
be seventeon years of sge before he can
be gipned on ca a Y pro® is, like many
other rules, one through which holes can
be driven, Not long ago, in mid-week, ]
was on the ground of a first-clags {eotball
aluby, There was no mateh on, and the
piteh way being rolled with a hond-roller
milled by two boys, The official of the
elub who was with mo, reforring to theso
boys, said : * They are to be E:lﬂ-th-ﬂ-]lﬂ:!tﬂ
in the future, but as yot are too young to
be signed on o2 professionala. So they are
on tho elafi as cxire proundemen, Work
#such aa rolling the pitch helps them to get
stronger, and one of these days you will
seo both of them playing in the celours of
our tenn.

SUPERSTITION IN FOOTEALLI!
VERYDBODY knows that the foot-
E baller, Tike other people, is auper.
atitions, and that theso super-
sfitions take all sgorts of quesr
twiata, Thera was the ease, for instance,
of Joosk Rutherford, the one-time New-
castle player, who would never come out
of tho dressing-room on to the football
pitch othor than leet. He thought if he
waa not last out he would bo unluecky.

Thia week I am able Lo pass on o guaing
stary of what is to mo a new sort of super.
gtition. It eoncerns the Toltenhoam
Hotspur club. The players of the Spura
hove como to the conclusion, during the
present sesson, that they have pood luck
during the second half of a match if they
change their shirts at half-time, no matter
whether it s necessary to change or not
owing to the weather conditions.

Thy Spurs’ playera hove two lota of
white shirts, Ono eot are of the nsuol
cotton material, and the others aie mada
of mlk.

I'm many matches this season the
Spurs have played in the cotton
ghivfa fn tha filrat half, and then
changred to the nilk ones during tha
interval. This change has in-
variably heen made if the side has
not done too well in the first half.
As o matter of fact, the Tottenham

playera counect this auperstition with their
oxit from the Cup competition. When
they played at Luton in o Cup Tio they
had to play in red shirts becanse their
white ones would have cloghed with those

of Luton. Tha ¢lub had only one lot of
redl ghirts, and when the side were two
down at half-fimo it waa imposaible for
the players to chango. * If only we could
havo gol into our ncky silk ehirts at half-
time woe might have saved the game,” was
the way once player finished this story.
Funny, isn't it ! ‘* LINESMAN."
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Then he grinned. .

By gum, though—TI1'1l try it on him!
He's abvays doin oung  Nugent's
work for im—ang ‘fwigg would uso
ratty if he knew ! Well, suppose I walk
in, a8 Twigg, and eall him over the
coals. ™

“Ha, ha, he!” roared Micky and
Morgan. The idea of pulling Frank
Nugent'z leg to that extent tickled them
immenscly. )

“He simply couldn't spot it!" said
Wib, with another glance into the glass,
“I'm just Twigg—all Twigg—Twigg to
the life ! I've been practising his squeak,
too—I've got that all right 1™ .

“ Anybody could squeak like Twigg 1"
agreed Micky.

“That's whers you're wrong—anybody
couldn’t I"' contradicted Wibley. " But
I ean| Seo if the coast’s clear, and 1°l]
trot along and sce Dugent.™

Micky and Morgan looked outb into
the Kemovo passage. No Reomove eman
was to be seen there. But a fag of the
Becond Form was coming across tho
landing—Nugent minor.

Judging by the eloud of sullenness on
biz face, Dicky was in hot water onco
more. He starcd along the passage at
the two fellows in the doorway of Study
No, 6, scowled, and went into Btudy
No. l—where the scratehing of Frank
Nugent'a husy ceased at  once.
Dicky, as wusual, was bringing his
troubles to his hapless major.

“All clear 7 asked Wibley. .

*Only that young tick Nugent minor
w=hc's gone into Nugent's study—"
gnswored Micky Desmond.

Wibley chuckled. _

*1'll catch 'em together-—-and give "cm
Mwige 1" he said.

.ﬁng ho went out of Study No, 6, and
‘walked along the passage to Study No. 1
w—Micky and Morgan fﬂllﬂ‘l‘i‘lh?‘ at o
distance, and suppressing their chuckles.

The sound of voices, through the half-
ppen door, came to William Wibley's
aars, as he roached Study No. 1.

“"Look hero, Dicky, I've simply got
to get this lot done” There was un
unusual note of impatiencs in Frank
Nugent's volce, *"What i3 it now?”

“It’s  that beast Twigg again!”
groaned Dicky, “I've got & translation
to do. Look!”

"Well, that's casy enough, kid.”
MNugent lad looked at the paper, " You
pan do that on your hesd.™

"ﬂnt*;r and Myers are waiting for

me—"
L "Well, they'd have to wait if T did
it with vou™

*0h, don't be & rotter, Frank! Do it
for me |” urged Dicky, “I'll come back
for it, and copy it out, sce.

“And suppose Tm;ig takes you
through it, and vou can't construe stufl
that you're supposed to have traus-
lated 7” asked Nupgent gruffly.

_ “0Oh, he won't! If he does, I'll chance
36! Look here, Frank, you might do
this for mel We've got 2 game on—
yﬂun% Paget's gonoa out with his kite,
and Tubb—and we'rc going to bag it,
just to ehow the Third that we don't
care & straw for them. If I don’t go
thay'll think I'm funking.”

1 ean't do your work for vou, Dick,
and help you to pull Twigg's leg liko
that! I'll help vou with the translation—
but you must qﬁ-(thmugh it too.”

“1 suppose Wharton's been givin
you a sermon | jeered Dicky, 1 thin
you might give o chap a handl You
jaw me often enuughmfthink g{m might

0 somoething besides jaw! But that's
you all over—you make a fellow rely on
vou, and then let him dewn'

Thore was a panse; and Wibley, out-

Tre Micuer Lierary.—Ne, 1,310,

gide the study, pavsed-—wondering what
Frank would say to that| e thought
it was rather a pity that ﬂiﬂkg’a genuine
Form master was not on the spot to
hear thiz conversation.

“Put it on the table!” said Frank, at
last, in o low voice. “I'll do it for you,
Dick—but it's wrong, and you know it
13 LK}

“That's o good chap!” said Dicky,
“There 1t is, and—""

He was interrupted a sharp rap
on the door. Willlam Wibley pushed it
wider open, and walked in. Nugent
looked at him, and jumped to his feet,
his fece crimson. Dicky spun round,
end fairy squealed with dismay.

If Wibley had needed nny proof that
his get-up as Twigg was perfect, the
startled looks of the Nugents, major
and minor, would have given it to him,

Obviously they recognised him as
Twigg—and were utterly dismayed by
the arrival of Dicks's Form master!

*“Oh!” gasped MNugent.

*“0h lor' 1" groaned Dicky.

The same terrifying thought was in
both minds—had Twigg heard what was
said in the study, as he came up? If
g “beak ” had heard a Remove man
arranging to do werk, which a Becond
Yorm fag was to palm off as his own, it
was a rather serious matter for both.
And the supposed Mr. Twigg imme-
diately proceeded 1o disclose the fact
that Lie had heard all

“Nugent minor!” Wibley had
Twigg's rather squeaky, high-pitched
veice to perfection. “ What do I hear?®

“Oh lor’!” reprated Dicks, in utter
eonzternation.

Wibley raised an accusi fingor.
Then ho scratched his hﬂﬁﬂn%\'ith E:r1:--
ono of Twigg's Little habits. Wibleg
always pave the most careful aitention
io detail. But he scratched his nose
very carcfully—it might have como off
if scratched ﬂard!

“I am surprised! I am shocked!
Nugent major, it appears that you
CHOOUrage Four minor in carelessness—
in slackness—in acteally sticmptine to
delude and deceive his Form master 1"

It was Twigg to the life! In the
passage, Micky Desmond and David
Morgan exchanged glances of blissful
enjoryment, and subdued their merri-
ment

There was no merriment in Study
No. 1. Tar from it. Nugent's face was
pale with mortifcation. This meant
another report to his Form master—
ond & very sorious onel! Hoe had
absolutely no defence to imnke—excopt
that he was too casy-going to refuse his
young rascal of & minor anything he
wanted, That defence would not have
helped him mueh with Quelch.

“1 hear you,” went on the high-
pitched voice, “scheming—I may say
islmtmgu—ges, plotting—to deccive mo!

hava given thiz boy of my Formn a
tronslation to de—and it was your inten-
tion, Nugent major, to do the work
for him—and—and encourage him to
palm it off on me as his own

Nugent’s pale faoce reddened with
shame,

Dicky stood dumb with dismar,

Wibley-Twigg raised his hand again,
and pointed to the door.

“Go ! Nugent minor, leave this study!
If I find that you have visited your
brother’s study apgain, I shall chastize
you with the groatest soverity! Take
your paper with you! Take care that
%ﬂul’l'iu vour work thoroughly and well!

u}

With the paper in his trembling hand,
Dicky crept past ihe ““beak ™ and left
the study. He stared at the two
grinming juniers m the passage. bMicky
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and Morgan could reetrain their feel-
ings no longer, and they burst into &
FOAT,

“Ha, ha, ha!® .

Dicky spowled at tham zavapely, quite
unaware of the motive of their mereis
ment. He tramped away to the Remove
statrease, and tram down—pglad fo
ezcape 50 cheaply, but faced by the
dismal prospect of having his work to
do himself. Evidently that warlike
expedition against Paget and Tubb of
the Third was “off *—s0 for 83 Richard
Nugent was concerned, Dicky had fully
expeeted Twigg to send him fo his
study, to be caned there. Wibley,
howaver, was not likely to do that.

As he wont down the stairz, he passed
o tall, angular gentleman coming up.
He hardly glanced at Mr. Quelch—bus
Mr. Quelch glanced rather curigu:zly at
the fag's scared, sulky face as he passed
him. The scamp of the Becond went
to his Form-room to work out the
translation—and for omee, he put his
beef into it.

“Ha, ha, ha!" Micky and Morgan
were yelling, in great gleo—when Mr.
Queleh’s head came mte view on the
Remove staircase.

They suddenly ceazed to yell

“Oh, tarc and "ouns! gasped Micky,
T Wib— 1 gaspod M

“And Wib——1" gaspe oTEan.

“Howly mother av Moses t” &

Morgan made a step towards Siody
Noe. 1. But Mr. Quelch was coning
across the Remove landing with los
long strides—ilicre was no time to
warn Wibley | Mr. Quelch stared st
David Morgan, who backed away in
confusion. He stopped at the door of
No. 1 and tapped—and Micky and

Morgan gazed at one another in eloquent

silence. Wiblay's wonderful outfit was
to be put to a severer test thot Willine
Wibley hnd foreseen |

THE ELEVENTH CHAFPTER.
Playing A Part!

ILLIAM WIBLEY was enjoy-
W g himsell—for the moment,
al lrast,

His enjoyment was about fo
cease suddenly—but Wib was not vet
aware of that.

He stood in Study No. 1, with a
stern eye fixed on Nugent's flushed face.

Wibley had bad his little troublo with
Hugent o few days aﬁn, and, as he had
said, he owed him a licking, But Wib
was a8 good-natured fellow, and qnite
forgiving. He woas bent on pu(i‘ling
Nugent’r'ﬂ leg; but, at the same time, ho
was doing him a good turn. Frank's
weakness in dealing with his selfish and
oxacting minor was fmﬂg’ coertain,
anoner or later, to get both of them into
troublo. The genuine Twigg was
cortain to be greatly nﬁ:nsperatng if he
discovered that the tasks he set Nugent
mipor were done Nugent maojor.
That would mean whoppings for the
unthinking fag, and a report o %e!qh
for Frank, who was already in his Form
master’a black hooks.

By keeping Dicky away from Study
No. 1, Wibley was saving them hoth
from trouble. That was his kind inten-
tion. At the same time, ho conld not
resist pulling rank’s leg, and testing
his remarkable powers of impersonation
to the limit. This was tho Lkind of
thing that William Wibley enjoyed
thoroughly.

Under tho stern looks of the man he
supposed to bo the master of the Second,
TFrank stood, fushed end shamefaced.
After a long pause the high-pitched
voice squenked at him again:

“Nugent major, have you ant cxruzoe
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In his wrath, Bunter even forgot the omelets. 'Wibley stood staring at him—and Bunter, hitiing out suddenly, took him
by surprise. Crash ! **Ocoooch !* A fat fst landed on Wibley's nose and swept him off his fest,

—any cxplanation to offer of what 1
heard at this study door?™

Nugent set his lips. He had weakly
viclded to what amounted te trickery,
and ho expected to be reported to his
Form master and punished. He told
himself that he was not going to have
“jaw ¥ from Twigg as well. Twige,
after all, was not %113 beak. He had a
right to report him, but not to jaw him.

“I dido’t know you wers listening at
the door, sir,” ho answered, with bitter
coalnoss,

“What "' ejoculated Wibley.
an answer to o Form maoster waa
startling, unnerving, almoest hair-rais-
ing, end Wibley, in his surprise, almost
forgot to reproduce Twige's sguealk,
“ What 1"

“You heard what I said " enapped
Frank.

“ Boy, you aro impertinent! I shall
certainly—"

Knock 1

It was a knock at thoe door,

Wihleg-Twigg looked round. He sup-
posed that it was Micky or Morgan
coming in. His jaw dropped
sight of Mr. Quecleh,

The Remove master pushed open the
door,

“Nugent, are you here? Nugent,
vour lines have not been handed to
me—— Oh! 1s that you, Mr. Twigg

Qucleh stared ar Wabley-Twige.

Wibley's heart thumped,.

Ie was for it now!

The idea of making up in immitation
as Twigg, for his part in “ Baffling the
Beak,” seemed to Wikley a big wdea.
But ho did not cxpect & Form master
lo sco cyo ta eye with him in such o
matter. Wikley fclt a cold chill, to the
very marrow of hiz bones, wnder the
gimlet eyes of Henry Samucl Queleh,

Dat he played hiz part—desperately !
There was nothing else o be dene, Il

Sueh

gt tho

dared not—if he could help it—let
Henry Samuel Quelch discover that it
was a boy of his own Forin who was
thus “ guyin s Greyirviers master!
Fortunately, even Quelch's gimlet
eyes did not penetrate the disguise.
ugent had neo suspicion of the truth,
and Quelch had none. It was, bf{ happy
chance, a misty afternoon, and the study
wos a trifle dusky. William Wibley
was glad that tho vizmbility wos not

ir

Ol

Quelch was simply astonished, No
beak at Greviriars, execpting himself,
had any business in Remove studies.
What Twigg was doing thero was o
mystery to %mﬂch. He was not plensed.

o beak liked ancother beak butting into
hia Form! So Mr. Quelch’s manner,
though quite polite, was icy.

“Ah, Mr. Quelch 1™

Wibley hardly dared epeak in the
high-pitched squeak of Twigz. Dut ha
had to risk it. ke had to carry om
It was neck or nothing now with {he
spoofer of the Hemove. Dut Wibley
was quick on the uptake. Io had aw
cxplanation ready.

“I—I had occasion to speak to
Mugent concerning his minor,” he ex-
plained, his heart beating with trepida-
tion—"his minor in my—my Form.”

MNugent compressed Ias lips bard., It
was coming now, he supposcd |

“1 was going to help my minor, sir,
when Mr. Twizg eame in,” =aid Frank
Nugent bitterly. " AMr. Twigs thought
he had a richt to listen te what we
wora saying—"

“ Wugent, vou arce impertinent to Ar.

Twipe 1" said the Remove masier
steroly. " llow dare you make such o
remark ™

“Mr. Twigg will tell you tho same,
sir,” answercd Frank cooily, * lle has
a report 10 make lo yon,”

“Is Uat the case. AMre, Twigp ™

“No. Not at all—nothing of the
EFind 1" squeaked the hapless Wibloy.
“By no means | A mere trifle! Let it
pass 11: ) ‘ )

Nugent starcd at him, and his lip
eurl Ho concluded that Twigg did
not want to bo shown up as an eaves-
dropper. That was the cnly way Nugent
mu?dp possibly account for Twipg's
forbearance. .
~ “Very well,” said Mr. Quelch, glane-
ing from one to tho other in surprise. =
“Nugent, I cama here for your lines!”

“They're not finished yet, sir
filty mora to write,” ¥

“Indendt Jn that case I will allow
you to hand them to mo after tea,”
zaid Mr, Quclch. " Do not fuil {o do
re, Nugent, or your imposition will bo
doubled | If you are fimished bere, Mr.

Twi *

“gﬂ certzinly i

Wibloy was edging to the door.

“Then let us go down to tea,” said
Mr. Queleh, moro cordially. It was a
relief to him that Twigg bad no moro
complaints to muke.

“h, yeal Certainly IV

Mr, Quelch and the hapless spoofer
left the study together. In tho passage
Micky Desmond end David Elnrgnn
stared at them, wide-eyed. They had
wontlored what would impiwn when
Quelch went inte Study Ne. 1. Wibley
evidently was  still  "earrying on”
They could imagine his feclings as ho
went  towards  the staira with  tho
remove rasler,

“lHowly mother av  Afozes 1™ mur-
muored Micky, as (ho two disappearcd
down tho stoirease togethoer.

“Poor old Wib 1" mmrmured Morgan.

And they followed on, kernly in-
terested to esco what was going  to
lappen, They wern not so inlerested os
Wibley himself.  Inwardly Wik was

Tne Macxer Lispacy.~No. 1,310,
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quaking. He had to
But every moment ho dreaded that the
gimlet eyes would spot him; and the
thought of going down inte the presence
of other masters was dismaying, especi-
ally as the genuine Twigg might appear
onn the scenal That possi l!l‘-t{,r was
absolutely unperving! But Wibley
managed somehow to keep his merve,
and bhis outward manner, at leasi, was
quite composed a3 he went down, Micky
and Morgan staring at him over the
banisters.

Wib was cudgelling his brains for
an excuse to escape. To walk into
Common-ropm, where the beaks had
their tes, with Quelch was simply impos-
gible! Twigg was quite probably thersl

“Dear mel I had quite forgoticnl
squeaked Wibloy-Twige suddenly, at tho
‘foot of the stairs. “I—I must go to
my study ! Froy do not let me detain
_F'ﬂ:unu.—"‘

“I will walk that way |” answered Mr.
Quelch genially,

Wibley su];pmaaed & groan. -

He had hoped that Quelch would
leave him. But Quelch did not loave
him. Wibley dared not go to Twigg's
study, lest Twigg should be there | But,
after what he ﬁd said, he had to walk
into Masters' Passage, Wibley halted
there. He was desperate now,

“I—I—1 forgot! 'The Hend desires
to ses you, Quelch!” he snid. "“I-I
ghould certainly have mentioned it
beforo 1™

* Indeed 1" aaid My, Quelch. “Really,
Twigg, I wish you hadl I do not like
to kecp Dr. Locke waiting I

To Wibkley's immenze relicf, Mr.
%uelch left girn and hastened away to

r. Locke's study. Wib fairly gasped
with relief. He stayed only to sce Mr.
Quelch turn inte Iead's corridor. Then
he fturned to flee.
moment that Mr. Prout, the master of
the Fifth, came out of his siudy in
Masters’ basaaga. He stared at the
disguised juuicr—“ﬁn surprised, in faot,
that Wib dreaded far & moment that he
was detected, and his heart sank almost
anto his high-heeled boots.

“My dear Twigg!" exclaimed Prout.

Wibley recovered. That addross
showed that ho was not dotected,

* Oh--ah—yes 1" he stammered.
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It was at that Pp

“Then you Lave returncd?™
claimed Prout.

Wib realised that the genuine Twizg
must have gone somewhero.

“ Ah—h'm—yes—az—as you secc!” he
stuttered.

“Did you lose your train?"” asked
Prout,

“My—my train?” Wib realised that
the genuine Twige must have e to
catch a train. "C%—ah—ym! nite

“Are you not going to Cunterbury
this afterncon, then 7"

ex-

“Oh—h'm—no! J—-I have changed
my mind [ gasped Wibley, * The—the
weather——"

It was a comfort to learn that Mr,
Twigg was not in the school. There was
no t;mger of running into his counter-
par

But My, Prout was evidently sur-
prized,

He had reason to be surpriscd. He
had walked some distance with the real
Mr. Twigg on his way to Courtfield to
cateh a train for Canterbury, so it was

uite surprising o find Twigg in the

OUES,

“But the weather is quite good,” said
the surprised Prout—"a little misty,
perhaps, Are you going in to tca
now i

¥ Yog—no—that ig—-"

The unhapg;r Wibley knew not what
ta “i' He had got rid of Quelch, and
now he had Prout on his hands, Ha
dared not go to the Common-room and
face all tho beaks in a bunch; he dare
not atay where he was. Quelch would
not be many minutes in learning that
Dr. Locke did not expeet him, and he
might come back and inguire what it
all meant—and Wibley did not want to
tuE hiim.
mﬁt us go together,” gaid the genial
. " The—the fact iz, I—T am not going
in to tea,” stammered Wibloy-Twigk,
“I—1 have a slight headache, I—I
think that a walk in the—the quad-
rangle——"*

"My dear fellow, I will come with
you,” said the sympatholio Prout,

Wibley could have shrieked.

k“N-:r. Oh, nné Pray do not let me
eep You away Irom your tea, my—iny
dear Prout—"

T am in we hurry for tea, my dear
Twigg. In fact, was thinking of
taking a stroll before tea. Iet us go.”

Girexfriars masters eoften found it
dillicult to get rid of Prout, who was
o chatty gentleman. Wibley found the
same difficulty now. Prout slipped an
arm througls Lis and walked him off.

Wibley went—in tho lowest of spirits.
Thera was ne help for it, and he went!
U'rout walked hin out into the quad.

Micky and Morgan stared after them
from tho staireazo,

“Well, my hat!” said Morgan.
“Wib's for it. What's going to happen
now "

“0Oh, Wih will came througlh, all
right,”” zaid Micky. “Ile’s got the cheek
of the Ould One. I«t's go and have
tay."

Iividently, they eould de nothing for
Wib, in his peeulisr predicament,  And
it was tea-time. So they went back to
Study Ne. 6, to have their tea. While
they had their tea they wondered what
was gomng to happen fo William Wihles.
But they did not wonder so anxiounsly

a3 William Wibley Jdid!

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Bumps for Bunter!

my, OALL”
“Well kicked, Smithy "

It wns the last goal in the

rame, and Yernon-Bmith had

puf the sl in the not, abmost on the

THE MAGNET

Bemove fellows round
tho field «cheerad the  Bounder,
Hobson & Ca., of the Shell, were n
tough team to handle, Tho scors had
been two all when Bmithy shot the
winning goal, and the Bounder looked
very pleased with himeelf,

siroke of &imo.

“Good man, Bmithy!2 roared Bob
Chorry.

“Goal 1"

“ Remove wing!”

“Wonders will mnever osassl”

remarked Hobson, the captain of the
Bhell, apparently gquite eurprised by
thet result,

“The wonderfulness is not tarrifis,”
gtinned Hurreo Jamset Ram Siogh.
“The winfulness is a deadly cert for
our estecmed selves.”

“*Fathead I said Hobson.

Harry Wharton & Co. came cheori
off the feld. They had had a
game, and enjoyed it; and a good win,
which they also enjoyed. Thay
crowded into the cha -roomm  in
cheery spirits. That Baturday after-
noon hed besn more enjoyabls to them
than to their chum, wesrily grinding
out lines in Study Ne. 1. ut, rezlly,
that was Nugent's own fault. The

impot " had been twan him on Wed-
nesday, and he had had the rest of the
week to get it done, But for his troublo-
some minor, he might have played in
the Form match.

Loyasl and sttached as the Famous
Five were, the Co. had naturslly for-
gotten sli other matters while engaged
in the game of Boocer. But as Gﬁgj'
changed, after the match, they remem-
bered Frank. He had come down to
the ground to sea tha ball kicked off,
but they had not seen him since,

" Poor old Franky |” said Bob Cherry.
“If it was anybody but Queloh, & chap
could have lent him a hand with his
lines. But Quelchy's too downy i”

““He's had lots of time!" grunted
Johnny DBull. *“Chap shouldn’t put off
till to-morrow what he can do to-day.”

“It’s his blessed minor,” ssid Harry.
“That kid seems almost to have come
to live in our study lataly.”

“Franky shouldn’t stand it.%

“ Bow-wow [” said Bob.

All the (Co. agreed that TFrank
shouldn’t stand #0 much nonsense
from his young brother. But they liked
him all the betier for standing it, all
the same. That did not alter tho fact
that they had a keen deosire to kick
Mastor Dicky for worrying his major

Wﬂnﬁch'f N ls ough

o fact 18, Nugent’s pals ought to
ido somethin for him!" declared
Johnny, * at about giving that

yOUNE scamp & whopping? Heo wants
one.” :

“There never was s kid that wanted
cne more ! agread Bob, *“But it's oo
rood telling old Franky so.”

“No noecd to tall him. Next timo the
young sweep butts into the Remove
paseago, let's whop him. Then he will
stay away.

Harry Wharton laughad.

“It might mean & sersp with Frank
afterwards,™ he said.

“0Oh, blow Frank!” grunted Johnn
Bull, “I've & jolly good mind to te
him just what think of his minor.
It's time somebody did.” ]

“My esteemcd Johnny, the silvery
specchfulness saves & stitch in time, but
the golden silence is the eracked pitchor
that goes longest to the well, as the
Inglish proverb remarks,” observed
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh,

“Gaod old English proverb "' chuckled
Dob Cherry. *“That giddy old moonshee
who teught you English was some lad,
Ink{f”

“Ha, ha, ha!” ;
"1 say, yvou fellows!? Dilly Buntor
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meb the chums of the Remove as they
game awasy from tho changing-room.
“Tea in my study, you know,”

“Toddy had a remittancei” asked
Johnny Bull sarcastically. .

“Oh, really, Bull! The fact 1,
Toddy’s teaing out,” said DBunter,
“'Toddy told me he was teaing with a
Tourth Form man after the matoh,
Dutton’s gone out. Jo—7"

“Then who's standing tea in your
study 7™ : i

“I am!Y gaid Bunter, with digmty.

“(reat Christopher  Columbus!
gasped Bob Cherry. * Has your postal
or-:fgr come? If it has, break it gently.”

“Ha, ha, hal” _

“Oh, really, Cherry! The fact is, my
postal order hasn’t come,” said Bunter,
“I was expecting it this afternoon, but
there’s beem some delay in the post.
Looks like being delayed over the week-
end nmow.

“Only over the week-end?’ chuckled
Bob. *'Not over the term-end? Or
the year-end? Or the century-end i’

“Beast! I mean it will bo along on
Monday,” said Bunter. “In the—the
circumstances, I shall have to borrow
tan bob from ome of you fellows. I
don’t mind which,” :

“Iso't Bunter an accommodating
chap?” said Bob admiringly. “He
doesn’t mind which of us lends him fen
bob. Now, which is it going to bel”

“The whichfulness is terrific.”

“If you're too jolly mean to lend
a chap ten bob, when he's expecting &
pnstalpnrder by the very next pos

“Wa arc!’” admitted Bob., “We're
a frightiul!g mean lot. Mean oz they
make ‘em

“1 say, you fellows, don’t walk sway
while I'm talking to you! Billy
Bunter set his fat little legs into rapid
motion, to keep paco with the jumors.
“] say, it's no good going to your study
for tea., Wharton. Nugent hasn't
finished his lines wet, and he’s in &
frightful temper. I looked in and spoke
to him, and he chucked a book at me”

“I hopo he didn't miss,” said Harry.

“Beast | He's as ratty as anything,
Twigg came snd cought his minor in
the study—"" !

“Oh, that minor '’ said Bob.

“Thoere was & fearful row,” went on
Bunter. “I saw it all—I mcan I heard
it all—from my study.”

“You fat idiot I exclaimed Wharton.
““Has anything heppened _

“Yes, vather!"” said Bunter cheerily,
“From what 1 make out, Twigg came
up, and sta thrashing voung Dicky
ia tho Btudy, and Nugent chucked an
inkpot st him—*

“What?'’ yelled the Co.

“Then Quel cama up, and—and
Nugent chucked ap inkpot at him—-=2

“At—at Quelch?” gasped Bob.

“¥es. 1 heard Quelch say *Yonu
young blighter, I'll take the skin off
vour back ! His very words!”

“YVou—vyou heard Quelch say that i
stuttered Wharton.

“His wery worda
with rage.”

Tha Co. came to & halt and regarded
William George Bunter with grim looks
Bunter rutt!cﬁ on cheerily.

“Quelch and Twiggh went downsteirs

He waa foaming

together, grindi eir teeth like—
like anything! t leas Twigg Was
grinding his teeth. Quelch couldn’, of

course, or they might come out, I
think they've gone to the Head about

Nugent.”
¥ pasped Whar-

“¥You—you—you

1.

“2o vou'd better leave Nugent alone,™
continued Bunter. “He's in a fearful

bamﬂsr—-aimply savage snd ferocious,
Yook here, what about F:-m to tea in
Study Wo. 10! That French chap is

eooking something, T could =mell iE
along the passage. Bolsover hasn'’t come
in, so that's all right. If Nap isn’t civil
wa'll jolly well rag him—what? 1
believe he's got omelets, And I can
tell wou hoe makes gsimply tip-top
crmeIets.“ You fellows back me up,

“B-b-back vou up "* pasped Bob.
“Yes, old chapl You needn't wor
about Nap. I can tell you he jolly well
wants ragging! The things he says
about vou fel?cwa are awiul! He ecalls
you a coshong, Bob., He callzs you all
coshongs | on fellows back me up,
and we'll jolly well have those

omeleta, And], I zay—— Whoooop I

Four pairs of hands were laid on
Billy Bunter at the same moment,
There was a_fearful yell as the fat Owl
was swept off his fecr,

Bump |

“ ¥ aracoooh 1"

ﬁampl t O s

ug-gug-gus aooap .

Harry -ﬁghﬂ-rtﬁn & Co. hurried up to

the Remove passage, followed by a roar

from Billy Bunter,

“Yow-ow-owl  Whooop!  Beasis!l
Ow! Wow! TYoooopl Ok ecrikeyl
Ooooah 1"

The celebrated Buoll of Bashan had
nothing on Bunter at that moment. Hs
eat and roared. Leaving him to roar,
tha chums of tho Remaove hurried to
Study No. 1, anxious to learn what had
happened during the foothall match,

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Tart Tempers !

RANK NUGENT laid down his
E penn wearily and rose from tho
study table as there was o tramp

of foet in the RHemova passage.

Ho had writlen his last line of that
loeng impot when the juniors came in
after tho football match, The last fifty
lines had been written slowly; he was
thinking of other things. In iho belici
that it was Mr. Twigg whe had visited
the study, ho was worried about his
minor; and he was fecling tired and o
little ner\rs after boing shut up =0 long
in the study on the *grind.”" His face
was far from cheerful as four ruddy-
faced juniors appeared in the doorway.

“TMallo, halla, hallg!™ reared Boh.
“ Done 7"

“Just done,” grunted Nugent.

“Has Twigg been hera?' asked
Harry. “Bunter was spinning one of
his idiotic Farns—-""

“¥ea's been hare.™

“ And Quelch |

"YE&.”.

“Not a row?"” asked Wharton anzi-
ously. He was not likely to beliove
Billy Bunter’s thrilling description of
the happeningz in Study No. 1, but he
could see that something had occurred.

“0Oh, nol’ Nuogent'zs lip  ourled.
“Twigg didn’t want a row. He came
hera and found Dicky; epying on him,
I suppose—" :

“(Oh, don’t be an ass!™ eaid Johnny
Bull.

“Wall, I don’t sce how he happened
to butt in otherwise; Twigg never comes
up to this passage,” sneered Nugent.
“?Ie stopped  and  listened  at  the
door—"'

“What rot )" .

“Raot or not, that’s whai ha did—and
it’s like him I ;

“Ita not like him,” said Harry
Wharton gquietly. “Twigg’s not a bad
sort. If you were talking, 1 dare say
he heard what you said az ha came up.
But what did it matter, anyhow? 1
snppose you weren't talking any deadly
snerets with vour minor 12

2l
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“T was going to do a translation for
hin; Dicky wanted to get out—""

Snort—Iirom Johuny Bull,

“Vou were going to do work for your
minor to palm off as his ownl ¥ou'll
get him inte & fearful row somo day
whon Twigg finds 1t out.”

“*Well, Twigg's found it out—that's
what he heard ot the door!” said
MNupent, with tho same bitter encer on
hiz face—very unusual there, and wver
unplesszant to see. “Ho listened, as
ga1d.’

“Then tha fat's in the fire " esaid
Wharton in dismay. “You can't expect
Twigg to overlock a thing like that.
Did he bring Quelch up 1™

“MNo: Quelech came in after my lines.
T chould have had them dono before
and honded in, only I stopped to watch
the football start.”

“You'd have had them done yesterday
if you hadn't been putting in the tim
to help your minor spoof Twigg !
growled Johnny Bull :

“Shut up, old bean [ murmured Bob
Cherry.  “Look here, Frank, what's
the upshot—another row with Quelch 1™

“(Oh, no!"” snecred Nugent. I ex-
pected it; but Twigg let :t all pass, and
said nothing to Quelch,”

“Oh, my hat! That was jolly decent
of him I : o

“Was it7 I was going to bring it
all out about his listening at the door,
and he didn't want that."

“(Oh, rotl'” said Wharton uneasily.

“1 don't sec why else he should have
lot it pass—and he did! I daro say he
will take it out of Diecky,” ssid Frank
bitterly. *“He can rag the kid as much
as he likes as he's his Form master,”

Ancther and moro emphatioc snord
came from Johnny Buil.

“Look here, Frank, don’t be a =illy
ass 1'"' he said. “Twigg's all right!
He's as decont ag any other beak at
Greyfriars. Any beak would get waxy
with & glacking young sweep like your
minor [ ,

“¥ou can leave my minor alone,
Bull1" eaid Nugent, with a gleam in
his eyca.

me Maicxer Limnary.—No. 1,310,
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*I wouldn't fouch him with a hqrgfe-
pole |" retorted Johnny. * But I'd joliy
well touch him with m% boot—and hard,
toe—if he wasn't your brother "

“¥You'd better not{»

“Look herg—'"

“Oh, dry up, both of youl" inter-
jocted Bob Cherry. “What'as the good
of ragging? Thank goodness Twigg
lot it dvop, anyliow—whatever he let it
drop for I .

“Fve told you what ho let ik drop
for1” sncered Nugent. “And I've no
doubt he will take it out of Dicky! I'll
find some way to got square if he does.”

“ Going to whop him ?™* asked Johnny
Bull with heavy sarcasm.

B‘:!M_-r t-;:atuemed and absurd Johony

i j——

Nugent gave Johnny Bull a dark lool,
In his present worried and troubled and
nervy state tack was needed in dealin
with him. Jolnny Bull had many goo
qualitics, but tact was not numbered

among them.
Dicky asked

“YWhere's
Wharton. _ :

“Grinding at his translation, 1 sup-
pose—unless Twigg's whopping him |7
snid Frank, ; p

“Well, Twigg's not whopping him
now,"” said Bob, “I saw Twige walking
in the quad with Prout when we camo
away from the iuntlmlll. I dare say he's
forgotten all aboont Dicky” \

“He doesn’t forget him long.
Nugent gathered up his imposition.
“I'vo got to get this to Queloh. 1 sup-
poso vou fcllows want your tea, Don't
wait for me." )

“You won't be long taking that to
Queleh.  We'll havo tea teady by the
time you come up.” :

“I'm going to sec my minor.” _

“ Bring him up fo tea with youw,” said
Harry amicably. “We'ra going to have
raother & spread; we've beaten the
Bhall—""

“1 can'tl
come to thiz study again.
rotten tyranny 1"

“Well, dash it all, if the man heard
you arranging with Dmkf ta spoof
hitn—" began Johnny Bull.

“I've heard enough from you, Bull !
Can’t you possibly mind vour own busi-
ness V' azked Frank.

Johnny BLull breathed hard and deep.
A hot answer trembled om his lips.
Fortunately, he kept it thero.

“ Well, look here, Frank, hadn’t you
h&l;tngr give your Jminor a wide berth for
& bit?" ashed Bob. "If Twigg finds
vou 1n his Form-room—-""

“I'm going there to sce Dicky.”

*It's esking for trouble®

“T don't caro |”

“Look here, old chap 1™

now '’

Twigg's forbidden him to
More of his

“0Oh, leave me alone!”’ snapped
Nugent. Ho went to the door with his
impot in his hand. “You're all down

on poor old Dicky—I know thatt Well,
you won't seo him in this study again,
Wharton, if that’s what you want! But
I'm not turning him down just beeause
be’s up against & brute and a tyrant.”

“Weo'll wait tee for you,” said Harry
quietly.

“Don't do anything of the sort, I
shan't be coming in to tea.”

* Look here, Frank—""

Without waiting for the captain of the
Removo to finish, Frank Huqant walked
out of the study. Wharton’s face red-
dened. His own temper was rising a
little,

Bolby Cherry gave & dismal groan.

“Blow that young sweep! What did
;he:g" want to send him te Groviriars
or

“Just tha place for him—if Twige
only gave him a few more lickings '™

Tie Macxer Lisnany.—No, 1,310,

growled Johnn'}r Bull, “Twize's too
ensy with bimm’

“Well, let's have teca,” said Baob.
“Tranky's got his jolly old back up,
but I dare sav.he will get it down
agein. I'm jolly hungry, for one |

And the four junioss got on with tea
—for which they were all quite ready
after & football mateh in & koen Alarch
wind. But it was not so cheery a meal
as tea 1n Study No. 1 usually was. There
was o slight rift in the Co.—only a
slight one, but it dashed their cheer
spirits. LThey hoped that Frank wnulﬁ
change his mind and come up to tea.
But he did not come.

MNugent, with a prim and clouded face,
went down the stairs and made his way
to Mr. Quelch’s study. The Remove
master was not there; he was at tes
with tho other beaks in Commen-room
by that time. Nugent laid the stack of
lines on the Form master’s desk and left
the study.

He went towards the Form-rooms,
but he hesitated as he went, In the cir-
cumstaneces, 1t was ouly juodicions o
keep eloar of the Becond Form Room,
as Hob Cherry had advised him. But he
baniched his hesitation, with en angry
shrug of his shoulders.  As tea was
going on in Common-room, Twigg was
most likely thero and safe out of the
way. Nugent, of eourse, was guite un-
aware that Mr. Twigg had pgone to
Canterbury that afternoon.  TFrank
opened the door of the Second Form
KHoom and went in.

“ Dicky 1™

But Dicky Nugent was not there,
Nugent glanced at his minor’s desk,
where some papers lay. Dicky had been
E’Glting onn with his tranzlation after his
scare 1n Study No. 1. Perhaps ho had
gone to tea—the fags tea'd in Hall—or

rimgs he had got tired of work—any-
ww, he was gone, and his translation
was left unfinished,

Had ho been there, it was & chanees
for Nugent to have hel%ed him through,
with nchody about. ut he was nob
there, and Nugent frowned and made
his way to IIall, where he expected to
find him.

But Dicky was not at the fag table in
Hall, cither. As a matter of fact, Dicky
had had lis tea and gone—but he had
not gone back to work,

Nugent dropped into a chair at the
Remove table nnd had his tea—moodily.
He was not disposed to join his friends
in Study Neo. 1, also, he wanted to find
Dicky, and he remained only a few
minutes at tea. Dickv had to get that
translation done, and Frank was ready
te help him—in spite of Twiegg! Frank
left Hall apain, and went out into the
quad, looking for Dicky,

e e

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
Disastrous for Dicky!

% PILLIAM WIBLEY groaned
. inwardly.

In a waf he was pleased,
Prout, walking ponderously
under the elms with the supposed Twige,
hiad not the remotest suspicion that it
wis not the gennine Twigg he was talk-
tng to. That was a testimonial to the
excellence of Wib's make-up, which was
rather gratifying.

But he was in a state of guaking
uneasiness.  Playing Twigg in the
I@m;mm studies was one thing—plaving
Twigg when the Removae Dramatio
Society pave a performance was all very
well=but playing Twigg in the open
quad, and in company with a beak, was
terrifying.

Every momeoent Wibley dreaded to be
spolted.
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Prout was talling—resuming some
discussion he had had with Twipg earlier
in the day, which had becn interrupted
by Twigg being called away. Prout’s
ciats with the other beaks were often
interrupted like that. Victims of
FProut's conversation would suddenly
remember B class or an appointment
with the Head, or any old thing, to get
away from Prout. Iortunately for
Prout's self-satisfaction, he was not a
sug:mmus gentleman.

He was quite pleased to resume that

iseussion with Twige. And Prout's
conversation, luckily for Wibley, was a
one-way traffic. Prout had no great use
for answers or rejoinders. He was pres
pared to do all the talking,

Emr‘leeu:_i, ho was rather plepsed with
this Twigg. The genuine Twigg some-
times grabbed a share of the conversa.
tion; this Twigg was only too glad to
Ecmﬁna his  remarks to “Yes® or

Really  or “'Um.” The gcnuine
Twigg would interrupt Prout, this
Twigg was glad to let him run on unin-
terrupted.  Prout realised that Twig
was a more intellipent man than he ha&
hitherto supposed. He scemed willing
—more than willing—to absorb Enow-
ledge from an older and wiser man,
without any of those irritating inter-
ruptions or arguments that had often
displeased Frout.

. Twigg, in  Prout’s opinion, had
improved ! He had ehu.ngad—t'lmugh
Prout little dreamed how he had
changed !

It was lucky that “Ves” gand
;sﬂ.ﬂu]]; “_ and : fEh?_” sat{isﬁedthf'mut
wige's contributions, for the un-
happy %ﬂblgy hardle heard a word ha
was saying, in his worry and uneasiness.
He hoped that Prout would go, or let
h:m_ go! Prout did neither! Finding
';['wlﬁg in thiz unvsually rensonable and
intelligent state, Prout enjoyed that chat
too much to cut it short,

Like the littlo brook in the poom,
Prout went on for ever! They paced
the Elm Walk side by side—Prout
oratorical, Wibley quaking.

Groaning inwardly, William Wibley
contrived to keep up an outward appear-
snce of polite interest in  Prout's
oratorial periods. All Lic could do was
fo edge his way, with great cunning,
mto the most seeluded part of tho quad,
whoere tho general eve did not fall on
them. Several persons had looked at
Twige walking with Prout, becanse they
happened to know that Twige had
started for Cantorbury that afternoon.
But to Wibley there was suspicion in
every glance. He was glad to ed
Prout into tho secluded Elm W
where they were sercened from, neral
observation as they walked to angcim.

It was something to be out of sight,
But Wibley was not, if he had been
aware of it, quite out of sight. Ha did
not observe Dicky Nugent under the
elms, for the simple reason that Dicky
dodged behind a tree and kept in cover.

To Dicky, Wibley was Twigg! Hao
did not want to meet Twigg's cyo—with
hizs tranclation lying unfinished on his
desk in the ¥Form-room.

Behind the thick trunk Dicky shook a
fist at Twigg.

Dicky, under the influence of the
scare he' had had, had worked hard st
his translation in the IMorin-room till toa-
time. Then he had gone to tea—and
then, as he knew very woll, ho ought
to have returned to the Form-room to
finish his task. Buot it was one of
Dicky's wavs to leave undone that which
he ought to have done—and the scare
had worn off |

He went out to look for Catiy and
Myors, who had not come in to tea, Bub
Gatty and Myers were still out of gates.
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As Dicky Nugent let fiy with the orange that was intended to crash on the back of Wibley-Twigg's head, Wibley-Tw

furned round, Crash !

Dicky was in possession of & large and
juiey orasnge, which he had generously
mntended to whack out with hia pals.
Failing to find his pals, Dicky sat on
the wall near the Elm Walk, with the
intention of dieposing of that orange on
hizs lonely own. Then he eighted the
two beaks, walking and talking, and
as one of them was wiggp—or, at least,
appearcd to be Twigg—Dicky took
cover., 'T'wigg, of course, would begm
on him at once if he saw him—he would
want to know whether that tramslation
was done! So Nugent minor hunted
COver.

Wibloy was wondering whether Prout
would ever chuck it So was Dicky
Nugent! Instead of walking and cloar-
ing, the two beaks walked to and fro,
never morae than a few yards from
Dicky, keeping him prisoner behind the
clm, as it were,

Scrcened hy the big trunk, Dicky
shool his fist. Under his breath he
called Twigg all sorts of names.

Every now and then he peerod round
the trunk, but they wero still there.
Dicky would have given & week’s pocket-
money to hurl his orange at them. But
avon Lho reckless young raseal of the
Becond Farmt did not do ihat.

Flo waited—with the drone of Prout's
volce coming to him every now and
then, and an oecasional squeaky remark
from tho supposed Twigg.

But everylihing comes to an end at
last. Thero whs an end even to the
chats of Mr. Prout.

The Fifth Form master halted.

“Bhall wa continue this conversation
in Common-room, my dear Twigz ™ he
asked., An inward moniler warped
FProut that ho was rather late for tea,

“Ah, yeal Oh! Yesl Quitel™

"Lome, then, my dear fellow,™

The missils squashed falr
Oggh! U

Prout started for the House.

Wibloy, of course, could not go to
Common-room with him, Neither did
he intend to oross tho open quad again
if ho could help it. In the stress of
distressing circumstanees, Wib's brain
worked quickly.

“Doar mel Have I dropped my
handkerchief '* ho cjaculated. ™ Bless
my sout] I must look. I will rejoin
you in a moment, Prout,” ;

Fortunately, Prout had no desire to
help his collcague look about for & lost
handkerchicf—alse, now that he had
remembered tea, he realised that ke was
hungry. Ho nodded pnd walked on.

Wibley stood breathing bord—almost
panting. .

Prout was going at last, roally gmhi;
it scemed too good to be true, but ho
was acluelly goingl

Standing on the Ehn Walk, his back
to the tree that concenled Dhicky Nugont

a fow yards away, Wibloy watched him
go with intense relief, .
Prout's portly form disappeared

bevond the elma.

IHe was gono!

Wibkloy gasped with relief.

He did not intend te po back to the
House, under o sea of ecyos, in lhis
presont rig. It was wiser to dadge into
apme reinote spot and get ib offi—he had
his own clothes on underneath,

Ie stood for a fow moments, consider-
ing what remote spot to seek. He wos
quite unaware that from behind s trunk
n fow vards in his rear, a fag of the
Hecond Yorm' peercd with gleaming
eyos.

Dicky Nugent glared st the back of
the head of the supposed Form master,
Ono brute was gone, bub the other was
Lhere—stil] there, Etmyfling there liks o
stulled dummy, as Dicky termed it to

and squarely on ihe impersonator’s artificlal nose Instead.
1" gurgled Wibley, staggering.

um

himself. Whi hadn't he gone with

Prout? Was he over sninﬁ:

Dicky's grasp closed almost conwul-
givaly on tﬁm Eig juicy orange in his
grubby hand. The temptation was
strong ! Only Twigg wos there—and
Twigg had his back to him! If a fellow
buzzed an orango at tho back of his
head, a fellow could seud in time.
Nobody was in sight—it woae safe a=
houses. This was the beak who had
whopped Dicky—had mado him work-—
had cut him off from the Romove study
whore he eould get hias work dono for
him. Dicky longed and yearned to
buzz that orango at the back of Twigg's
head and scud. :

The old ass was standing there like a
stuffed dummy, just as if he were asking
for it. Dicky breathed hard.

It was as safe as housea now Prout
was gone! Twigg would be bowled
over—and long befora ho could get up
and investigato the active fag would
have vanished into space.

Dicky wos tempted—strongly tempted 1
And he fall!

_Gripping the orange, ho moved =
little round the elm and took aim. He
took deadly and sccurate aim, and the
orange fHew, like a bullot to its bLillet,

And at that momoent Wibley turned
round.

Wil had decided on the secluded spot
to scck to get rid of his disguise before
ho went back to the ouse. Ho turned
round, to make his way there.

“0Oh1” gasped Dicky, in horror.

Crash |

A sccond before, thet orange would
have orashed on the back of Wibloy-
Twigg's head. and Dicky wounld have
scudded for it, safe as houses! But one
socond made all the differencel
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As it wad it crashed on Wibley-
Twigg's nose, atiuashmg the artificial
nyse on the real nose and damamng
both. And as he was now facing Dicky,
the terrified fag was in full view as
he did it.

“Owl Oggh! Urrrght” gurgled
Wibley, staggering.
Dicky, rooted to the ground with

terror, stared at bim. Wibley clasped
his nose for a moment. Then he made
o singls bound at Dicky, He forgos,
for the moment, that he was Twigg. Ile
forgot all things but the agonising pain
in_his nose. He grasped the fag.

Bmack, smack, smack, emack {

“0h ! roared Dicky. " Yarocooocohl
Oh erikey | Whooop 17

%mm:k, amackk smack |

rasping . Dic collar with his left

ilandu&'?ﬁe Hnﬁsckﬂd with his right.
Ho smacked hard, and he smacked
often. The scamp of the Second yelled
and squirmed and struggled and howlad.
And loud above his yelling and howling
sounded the hefty ewipes from the en-
raged Wibley.

smack, smack, smack!

e —

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
Knocked Down !

EANK NUGENT gave a start.
F ile was loocking for his minor,
up and down and round about
. the quad, but he had not found
him yet. Having drawn olher quarters
blank, he came along the Elmn Walk by
the wall, and then he lesrned where his
minor was, Loud f'ells and howls of
angui&h ﬁuddcnlfr fall on his cars.
“Dicky " axclaimod Nugent.
“Ow, owl Wowl Lepgot! Oh, you
beast! Leave off 1" ghricked Dicky.
Smack, emack, smack, smack!

Nugent broke into a run and came
suddenly on tho scene. He had supposed
for & moment that someone was bulle-
ing hiz minor—perhaps Loder of tho
dixth, or porhaps Belsover major of tho
Remove. He halted in utter amazement
at the sight of Dicky, squirming and
struggling in the grasp of a bealk—of
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Twigr, who was smacking his head right
and left.

Frank's eyes blazed.

What Dicky had done he did not
know! But he knew that he was not
going to see Twige handle him like this,

Smacking heads was a punishment
sirictly taboo at Greyiriars. No master
ever dreamed of smacking a fellow’s
head. DBut Twigg was smacking away
abt Dicry’s unfortunate head as if for a
WaEer,

Unly for a second Frank halted. Then
he E}ushud O, Z i

“Btop it i minor slone, you
brute 17 hao Ehuut&:?.ij J

Bmack, smack, smack |
Wibley did not heed—probably he did
not hear. The pain in his nose was in-

tense, and bis temper was at boiling-
point, e smacked and smacked.

“Ow, owl Yooop! Whooop ! roared
Dicky frantically.

Smack, smack |

“&top it yelled Frank,

And az Twigg did not stop it Nugent
rushed right at him, grasped him by
the arm, and dragged him off Dicky by
main force. Laying hands on a Form
master was o serious thing—-so serious a
thiig that no Greyiriars fellow would
ever havy dreamed of it. DBut Nugent
was reckless and blind to consequences
now. Ho dragged Twigg back savagely.

“You brute!” he yelled.

The next moment he yelled again as
the back of Wibley's hand smote his
nose, and he staggered. As he staggerad
nway Wibley smacked again at Dicky's
head. Ile was not finished yet!

Hmack, smack |

Nugent fairly sprang at him, Before
he fairly realised what he was doing,
he bhad hit out, and Twigg went
sprawling.

“Oh!1” roared Wibley-Twigg as he
sprawled.

“Oh crikey I” gasped Dicky. “ You've
-:'I-:r‘:}.:':_ I::lt now, Frning [ . ;,

10iny  sprawlo sping on tho
ground, his head singglig. Frank had
put  terrific beef intoe that drive,
and Wibley was quite dazed. Frank
stared down at him.

ITo had knocked down a beak! Dicky
rlmost gibbered at him in his terror.

“Frank! You idiot!” gasped Dicky
through his chattering teeth. “ You-
;_naid idiol} You'll be sacked! Oh, you
ool [

MNugent's foce whitened.

“Cut off 1 be mutterad.

“You—you fooll” Dicky gazed in
horror at the sprawling beak. * Vou'll
be sacked—and so shall It And it's all

your fauitt Oh, you fool I

[1] Dick? i

“I never touched him—you know I
didn’t! Oh, you mad fool!” groaned
Dicky. "Why couldn't you mind your
own business? Oh, you madman I

Nugent's face was drained of colour.
He knew what the conseqguences were
for & follow who raised his hand to a
master |

* He—he was bhurting you, Dickyes—
he muttered.

“*You fool! I chucked an orango at
his headl Oh, you fool 1™
“(;ﬁguw}'ﬂu what ! Frank gasped.

i |

“You idiot! You mad idiet! Oh
erikoy 1™

Nugent ga.m his minor one gquiet look
atul walked away. The sprawling beak
made & motion to rise, and Dicky

scuttled away through the elms in a
siate of funk and panio that gave him
no loizure to think of his brother,
Wibley sat up.
“0Oh erikey ™ ho
Had the junior an

asped.
the [ag beon still
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present they would have been surprised
to hear such an ejsculation from Mr.
Twigg! But thoy were gone.

wl!b!ﬂy rubbad his head.

“0Oh crumbal Wow] The silly mssl
Wow! Owl”

Wibley picked himself op, hiz head
gtill singing. He stared round and then
quietly alzﬁped away among the clms in
quest of that guigt spot where he could
get rid of his disguise.  Wibley was
mors than fed-up with playing Uwigg !l

Frank Nugent walked away towards
the House.

His face was so whito that it drew
many glances on him as ho crossed the
quad. ingate of the Bixth tapped him
on the shoulder.

*“ What's the matter, kid 1" he asked.

“Eh! Nothing!®

Frank walked on, loaving the Grey-
[rinra captain staring.

e went into the House and slowly
up the stairs. Ho was done for oow
at Greyiriars—there could bo no doubt

sbout that! He had knocked down a
Form master] He was dooe for—with
&8 orash |

There was o scuttle of feet behind
him as he went up the Remove stair-
case. He knew who it was before he
looked round. A faintly bitter look
came over his colouricss face as he
glanced round at Dicky.

The fag clutched his sleeve.

“Frank, look here! Wo zhall have to
g0 up befora the Head as—as soon as
Twigg comes in—yvou know tnat!™
panted Dicky.

“I know |" :

. "I never touched Twigg, except buzz-
ing the orange ot him! You—you hit
hl:!'l:'l. lu

The wretched fag was thinking only
of himself,

“Yes,"” said Frank.

“You—you'll have to tell the Head!
I—I—I'm not going {o be sackedl You
ean jolly well be sacked if yau like, but
1'm not going to be !” said Dicky shrilly.
“You couldn't mind your own busi-
ness—"

Nugent winged.

“I was rather a fool not to mind my
own business,” he said, with a_ tremblo
in his voice. “If I'd listened to my
friends, instead of bothering so much
about wyou, this wouldu't have hap-
pened [

“Who asked you to bother abont ma?

You've knocked down s Dbeak—it's tho
gack | And I'm dragged into it—"

“1 ahall tell the Head it was only me 1
S0 will Twiggl You ncedn’t bo
frightened, Dicky—you won't be in it [*

MNugent-went on up tho stairs. Dicky
wen?! down, somewhat comforted by lus
brother's assurance. Irank crossed the
Remove landing with slow and dragging
stepa. Micky Desmond and David
Morgan were there, and they stared ot
his ghasily face. Having finished their
tea, Micky and Morgan were thinking
of going in quest of Wibley, wondering
what on earth had happened to the im-
personator of Wwigg., Dut they forgot
?11 agbout Wibley at the sight of Frank's
ade,

“Howly mother av Moses, what's the
malier cntirely 7 exclaimed Micky, in
slarm.

“Nugent, old
Morgan.

Frank passed them without o word.
Morgan caught hiz arm, but Frank
shook his hand off and went on to Study
No. 1.

“Bomething’s up  with
Micky. *“DBut phwat "

“Goodness knows | Let’s go and look
for Wib1*

chap !*  exclaimed

him 1" sad
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And the two juniors went down the
stairs,

Frank Nugent opcned the door of
Study Neo. 1 and went in,

THE SIXTEENTH CHAFPTER,

‘Walting or the Chopper !

4 ALLD, hallg, halloi”
H Tea was long over in Study
No. 1. The chums of tho
Hemove were chatting over the
football match while they waited for
tha bell for call-over, though they wera
perhaps thinking more about Frank
than about football. They were glad
to see him come in, but, after a glance
at his face, th&{( stared ot him In
slarm. Harry Wharton ran towards
him scross the room. y
“ Frapk—Frank, old man, what—"
“What om earth’s up, Franky?”

asked Bob Cherry.

“ Evervthing,” answered Frank
uietly. "1-34['1”: done it now! I—E'm
or it! Twig * Ha broke off.

“Trouble with Twiggi” asked Bob.

“Dicky, of coursel”  Johnny Bull
gave & snort. “ You've let that young
rascal land you in another row with his
beak ” )

Frank leoked at him,

“Ye:l," he said agaim, '
“Well, if you ask me, you jolly we{l‘
deserve what's coming to youl

growled Johnny Bull. “Ii you won't
have any sense——"
“Shut up, old chap!” muttered Bob.
“It's time somebody talked plamﬁr,
I think,” snorted Johony. “ Everybody
but Frank kpows that hia mmor s a
selfish little beast, and that Frank’s

making him worse. He wants kicking
instead of coddling, and it would do
him good.”

“Da shut up ! exclaimed Harry,

Tha Co. fully shared Johnny's
opinion, but there was & time for all
things. Frank Nugent smiled bitterly.

“Let him run on,” he said. “1 dare
esy he’s right, 1 shouldn’t wonder if
Dick gots on better without me here,
If that's =0, it will be a comfort.”

“Without vou here? What do you
mean i

“1 mean that I'm done for.
ing to be sacked.”

Frank I

“My esteemed idiotio Franky—"

“Sacked ! gasped DBob.

Johnny Bu'lf stared in eilonce.  He
withed that he hadn’t spoken now. It
was not the first time that Johony had
wished that.

“ What have yvou done " asked Harry.

“ Knecked down Twige!”

“Eunocked down Twigpi'. ¥ repeated the
captaio of the Remova faintly.

e counld hardly have been more
overwhalmed if rank had told him
that he had knocked down Queleh or
the Head.

H'Y'EB‘"

“¥Frank, are you mad? You—"

"He was smacking my minor’s head.

I"'m go-

o slapped at me when I drapged
him ::-FE And—and T suppose I ﬁ:?st
my temper. I sgpfasa I was a silly
fool. icky thinks o, at least.”
Nugent’s lip  trembled. *“Well, I
knocked him down. I left him sprawl.

E?n th? grnund.’; 5
rawling on the ground=—Twiggx!
En-mlp heavens [ " Ll
"You know what it means.
ba called up_befors the Ilead any
minute now. It’s the lask train lomn,
and good-bye to Greyfriars™ Nugent's
voice was low, but it was steadv. “T'm
not going *o whine. I've asked for it,

1 may

snd I'm going to get it. The worst of
it in that T know now that I was a
fool. It seems that Dicky buzzed an

orange ot the man's head. No wonder

he smacked the cheeky liille asal
Still, he was going it too strong. Of
course, I never koew what Dicky had
done., He told mwe after—" _

Frank Nugent's chums stood uzmg
at him in horrified silence. He ha
been a fool, and he realised it. That
knowledge came too late. There was
only one cuteome for striking a master.
It meant instant expulsion [rom the
school.

“You—you awful fool!” seid Bob,
at last.

“"Dicky's told me that™

“Dicky I* repeated Wharton,

“¥es. He was right. _If there's a
bigger fool at Greyfriars, I'd like to see
im ora ga.” Nupgent gave a
weary shrug of the ahuuﬁem. “No
ood talking, You can't think me a
igger fool that 1 think myself. The
gama's up. I'm done for here. ¥ou
neadn’t warry. If ever a fellow asked
for it, I havel” ;
There was a long, long silence in
Study Neo. 1. = The Co. were simply
overwhelmed with dismay. The silence
waa breken by a tramping of feet in
tha Remove passage, and n sound of
laughter, which jarred on the ears of
tha dismayed fellaws in Study Ne. 1.
Three juniors tram ast tho open
doorway—Wibley, Micky Desmond, and

Morgan., M:cjg and Morgan were
chortling like fellows engp}'in%.a good
joka, ibley was rubling his nose,
which was red and raw. He was grin-
ning, but rather wryly. He had a
Eam in his nose, and an ache in his
aad. Ila had a bundle in his hand
which contained the outward semblance
of Mr. Twigg, littla as the fellows in
Study No. 1 guessed it.

Tha threa passed on, the chortles float-
ing back as they went. Harry Wharton
& Co. were not in & mood te inguire

what the joke was. But Wharton
sta?P ed to the door, and called:
AV

E:m fetlosrs seen Twigp ¥
Wibley & Co. turned at the question.
Micky and Morgan chortled still more
explosively, and Wibley grinned more
widaly. harton noticed, without in-
terest, that Wibley's face showed traces
of maka-up. Wib had waszshed it off at
the tap in the woodshed; but there
wera many traces leff.

" Been Twigfug'?" ropoeated Micky.
“ Which Twigg

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Morgan.

YWharton stared.

“What do you meant? Have you seen
Twigg—the Becond Form beak? Has
he gone to the Head, do you knowi”

“Ha, ha!” roared Micky. “I f

t,  Think he'll go to the Head,
Wib

“Hardly,” chuckled Wibley.

And the three went on to Study
No, b, roaring with laughter. Wharton
knitted his brows, and stepped back

into Study No. 1.

Tha summona ta the Head, which
Nugent expected every moment, did not
come. When the bell rang, the Famous
Five went down and joined the crowd

of fellows poing to . As Nugent
had not been sent for, they expected
that the chopper would come down at

call-over, and their feelings were un-
enviable as they went in with the
Remove.

The Head wasz not there. Quelch, who
was taking roll, looked the same as
vsual. Apparently he knew nothing of
any unusual happeni Harry Whar-
ton & Co. looked round for Mr. Twigg,

Twigg was thera. To their utter
amazement, Twigg was looking quite
nermal. TDhcky Nugent, in the ranks
of the Second, had his eyes on his Form
master in silent onguish, But Mr.
Twigg took no notice of Dicky. He
did not glance towards the Hemove,
Heo did not look in the least excited or
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angry. He looked, = fact, quite
ploasant and cheerful, :

As a master of fack, Mz, Tng;tgghn.d
nad quite s nice afterngon with some
friends ak Canterbury, and had re-
turned to Greyiriara in time for roll-

call, pleased with his Lttle exzoursion.
Certainly he had not the faintest idea

that he was supposed, five fellows
in the Hemove, to have been knocked
down that sfterncon under the elms in
the school quad.

Nugent gazed across at him lglankg_

ngﬁm id not glance at him, .
viously did not remember the exist-
ence of Dicky Nugent’s major, or take
;ufi interest in him.

jugent could anly wonder. ;

He answered mechanically to his
name when Mr, ﬁualﬁh called it. When
the Greyiriars fellows went out, Nugent
was not called on to stay behind. He
went with his chums like a fellow in a
dream, What it all mecant was o
mystery to him. .

Dicky ran up to him in the passage,
The fag was ss amased as his major.
He caught Fr slegva,

“I—I say, Twigg's asked me for that
iranslation ! he muttered. * He—he's
said nothing about you—about what you

did. I say, what doesa if mean,
Franlk 1 )

“No good asking me.” i

“He—he con’t going to let 1t
PasE———"

“Is it likely 1" ]

“] can’t understand it,” mumblad
Dicky. “Jae—ia he mad, dJdo yonu
think ¥ .

“\Wha-a-£1” , o

“Well, 1 heard him say to Wiggins

that ha'd had a wery pleasant attoer-
noon at Canterbury. a can't have
been at Canterbury, can he? He was
here. But—but he's said nothing; only
about that translation. He's told me to
go to his study end wait for him. That
means & whumes; but it's only |
cause 1 haven't done tha translation
which—"

“Serve you right, il that’s alll”
nnswered Frank; quite an unusval
answer for him to make to hiz minor,

And hae left the fag staring, and fol-
lowed his {riends to Study Ne. 1 .

"I‘h:p:ire the anaugi Fihm "wﬁtteﬂ in
horrid expectation the “chopper ™
coming down, But the chopper d?ge no
como down., It was really mystifving.

THE SEVENTEENTH CHAPTER,
Light at Last!

ILLIAM WIBLEY grinned.
His m&sahwdu still red and
TAW, An ad & pala I it
Bui he grinned as he looked
inlo Study No. 1 in the Remove, Five
fellows wera there, looking as if they
Wiblay

were waiting for execution.
had kindly come along to put them out
of %hura mhi:!BrI, as it were, But he
could not P grinnmg. ;

“You fellows don't look Irightiully
cheerful 1 said "i'»”il.'nlgi.e

“Wa don't feel erful I* growled
Johnny Bull. “Get out, for goodness'
sake ! Take that grin away !’

“1've got something to tell you.”

“{Zo and tell somebody else [ grunted
Bob Cherry. : ]

“¥You ain’t interested in my theatrical
stunts i

*No !* roasred Bob.

“ But I can tell you, my latest is n real
corker ! said WIHB&& " I'vo perfected
my outfit as the beak in our play
* Baffliog the Beak '—*

““(h, éghug up !* said Nugent,

WIb!E{’_dllj not shut up,

_“The big idea is to mako up an imita-
tion of one of our own beake.” ke said.
(Continued on page 28.)
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STILL. GOING BTRONG, ... HEDLEY SCOTT'S POWERFUL SPORTING SERIAL!

HOW THE STORY ETARTED,

Having run away from Don Carlos® tircus,
MHobby, R sixtoen-year-cld wrif, meats Ferrers
Locke, the detestive;, who introduces him to
Lord Douglas Weatheratons, chairman of tha

Perriton Rovers F.C. From ground-hoy,
Mobby soon bacomes protsssional, only to fall
foul of Lord Douglas’ rascally nephaw, Danisl
Willoughby Thundersiey, who datermines bo
bring about his downtall, Later, to avold
exposurs by his bcokmaker, e whem he owes
monay, Thundershey rifes his ncle's safe,
While gsraping;, ha bowls over Nobby, who
§s captured by the police. Realising that a
mistake has been made, Lord Douglas apolo-
Eises 10 MHobbhy and reguests him 0 stay
to dinrer.

Nobby™s Luck !

FTER dinner, his lordship
A stretched himself in a deop
nrmchair, carefully selecled o
Havans ciger, end blew smoke

rings ceilingwards for five minutes or
s0 without speaking a word.

Hﬂbhi}‘ pitting opposite him, felt
strangely comiortable and at peace with
the world.

Through the dense smoke clouds that
began to .envelope him his lordship
ghot several glances at tl:m youngster.
Finally he tossed the cigar away ond
faced Nobby squarely.

“I've been thinking, my boy,” he said
at length. Then stopped abruptly.

Nobby said nothing—just waited,

“Are vou comfortable in vour apart-
ment, Nobby 1” waa his lordship’s next
guestion “1 meay, do they look after
vou—an' all that—what 1

“ Rather, sirl® said Nobby warmly.
“Mrs. Sullivan is a dear old thing—
bit erude, but her heart’s muda of gold.™

“Hum!" His lordship lapsed into
gilence again. Then: “Nobby, this is
a huge place,”

“Liake & palace, sir——"

“Hum! ‘A large place—and an old
man liko me pats a bit lonely. You zes
that portrait?” He indicated a large
oil painting dirauﬂr over the mante!

“That's my son.™

NOY%@ Sho oimg Star!

i' ._
_'ﬂ'l. RS Do E{m

*1s it, sir? Of course—now I pan see
the likeness[”

“¥es; he's supposed to be like me,
Nobby. Good chap ia gnung Ronald—
red-headed, like yourselt. In India, you
know—Government job.”

Nobby looked interested.

“ BMlissed ﬁ'ﬁung Ronny about the place
from the first year he went abroad,”
continued his lordship, half to himsell.
"Tell me, Nobby, how would you like to
live here®™

Nobby did not realise the full signifi-
cance of the question.

“Oh, I shouid think it would be
prand, sir,” he smid simply.

Lord Weatherstone smiled mischisy-
ously. He liked this youngster, noted
that the reply wos made witheut any
touch of envy., And that decided him.

“Nobby.” hoe said sternly, * I'm going
to give you ar order——"

e, sir,” said INobbr, rising to his
fect. * What is it, sir?”

“Go straight home, pack your bags,
get in a taxi—or, better still, take the
car—and come hack here. You're goilng
to live here with me—keop an old man
company.”

Nobby's eyes opened wide.  Had he
heard aright? Was he dreaming? Ilo,
Nobby—a boy without a name—to share
this palace of a place with Lord Douglas
Weatherstone? Ile nearly pinched him-
scelf to make sure that he was awake.

“OF course, young man if you think
my company will get on your nerves,
call 1t off,” said his lordship hastile.

G I—I—I wasn't thinking of that,
sir,” stammarcd Nobby. *“ Bat, r-r:a.li_f,',
gir, you can't mean it! I—I—]-—"

Lord Weatherstone assumed B sovera
eXpression.

*Look here, Nobby, my lad! I have
given you an order, and my orders are
usunally obeyed.” He rang for the butler.
“1 shall not hear of any refusals.”™

Nobby stommered and stuttered in a
hopeless miktare of unintelligibility, Ha
tried to sav that he wasn’t good enough
to live in & grand house like this—that

he didn’t deserve such kindness, and so
oft. But Lord Douglis Weatherstone
had the family weakness of being
obstinate—he had made up his mind.

Terrence, the butler, moved into the
room like s noiseless shadow.

“You rang, my lozd 1"

“Tell the chauffour to take this

entleman home, Tell him to wait and

ring him baek here. You will also pre.
pare Master Ronny’s room for this
gentleman.  He will be staying here
with me indefinitely.”

“Very pood, my lord,” replied the
Lutler, without the ﬂmker of an eyelid
to betray his surprise. *Mi ht I in-
quire, my Iﬂrd the name of this young
gentleman

Nobby folt his colour rising.

“ Thundersley,”  said his  lordship,
withant hrsntutmn "You will remnember
that, ‘lerrence, ™

“Yes, my lord.” The butler retired
like a picee of well-piled machinery, and
was back ag'n.m in the dining-room
within iwo minules, ‘”Ihﬂ car 13 ready
for AMr. Thondersley, my lord.”

With wonder written largely in his
healthy face, voung Nobby *.triad? for the
door at a kindly nod from Lord

Woeatherstone. He was still wondering
whether the whole thing was a dream
whon he arrived at Derham  Strest,
collected his hags, told his landlady of
his good fortunc, and paid her a good
sum over and uhnm what was due in
the matter of rent,

Sulli-

& Begurru, now,” beamoed Mrs,
van, "1 always thou ht, indeed, that
"twas too much a gentleman ya wore to
stay long with Mrs. Flora Sullivan. But
"tis !.I'mt same Mrs. Sullivan as'll be
wishing ye guud Tuck.”

Onea more in the dreamy comfort of
the cushioned Reolls-Royee which bore
Lhirm and  his meogre baggage to
Weatherstone Court; once more n the
grnaelma of the soft-footed, respectful
utler and a line of footmen who stood
like statues as he passed between them.
Next moment the dream—I[or Nobby
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gtill thought he was dreaming—trans-
lasnted him to a spacious reom on the
grst floor, panclled and  heavily
curtained, In the hearth a freshly lit
fire was crackling merrily; a8 scintil-
lating chandelier of pure erystal shed
& wondrous, soft luminance over tho
handsome, massive furniture, The rich,
heavy pile of the luxurious carpet gave
to the feet, the hand-carved oaken four-
poster bed promized such delightful, un-
disturbed repose as Nobby had ouly
dreamed about in those miserable days
at the circus, -
The butler withdrew; and, lookin
round, MNobby saw the white lace o
Alphonse, In the Weatherstone house-
hold, Alphonse was a footman.valet. He
hastened to inform Nobby of the latter
gualification with such a contrite ox-
pression on his face that Nobby laughed.
“Still thinking about that little mis-
take over the burglar, Alphonse?" said

Nobby. *Forget it, man[ We all make
mistakes.™

Whereupon, Alphonse's white face
radiated a  respectiul  smile, and

Alphonse told himself—as he would tell
the rest of the servants—that his lord-
ship's guest was a good fellow, a spott
—a gentleman.

“1t will be my pleasure to atlend you
EErsﬂnulﬂy. gir,” said Alphonse. "1

ope, sir, I shall give you every satis-
faction, Allow me, sir, to unpack vour
bags ! This as Nobby hegan to wrestls
with hiz two suiteases. * Allow me, sir.”

Still in a whirl, Nobby sought out bLis
lordship.

“ Ah, there you aore, Nobby!
back, what? Now sce that
Alphonze looks after you,
you kmow, if he slacks! Alphonse
always improved with a kick or two,
&0 young Ronny uwsed fo say. Now
make vourself at home. what vou
like. You'll be able to kecp yourself
fit in the gym——"

Nobby’s eves it up. )

“The pvim's in the enst wing, nexi to
the swimming pool. Ilon't go there
much mysclf. Getting too okl for that
sort of nonsense, my boy., Dut I shall
expoet you to make nse of 1t"

“And I will, sir. I-—"

MNobby started to thank his lordship
afresh, but the genial old sportsman
wonld have none of it, .

Finally, Naobby timid!]}: inquired the
reagon for the name of Thundersley that
had been given to him on the spur of
the moment.

“ Oh, that, Nobby? Well, Thundersley
iz the family name, you zee. And as
intend to adopt you legally, I saw mno
reason why I shouldn’t start calling you
that right away. Dromommmmmp !
Confound this gout!"

His Jordship's sudden outbreak, skil-
fully brought into play at the right
mament, rpul'. an effective stop Lo
Mobby's  fresh  amazemont, stuttered
thanks, and generad bewilderment.

Saan
that fool
Kick him,

Tweniy-four Honrs !

HEN the onc-time waif turned
W in between the soft, while
sheets that night, something

sugpiciously hike a  tear
glistenod on his eveluls. Nobby's whele
world had gone topsy-turvy in such won.
derful fashion that he could hardy be.
lieve it to he triue. Yot there was nothing
myilical about the wendrous room in
which he slept or the getieresity of his
benefactor., Lord Weathersione's kind-
nees had tonehed the vounpgsier’s hoart.
Who can blame thoze tears? There
was nothing unmanly zhout them; they
were (he oulward and visible sign of o
heart barsting with geatitude and joy—
g boyvish heart which hod known precious

little kindness over o wearisome streteh
of tormenting yeers of suffering and
bitterness. E

When the dawn broke thie birds wero
singing in the trecs that swayed their
branches across INobby's windows.
Spring, the scazon of life, of promise,
was in the air. Nobby was singing, teo.
For life was beginning afresh, and a
wonderful vista opened up before him.

flis  lordship  was singing, The
gervants heard lum splashing about mn
hiz bath and bellowing the place down
with what he fondly imagined was a
popular dance tune. Btrange conduoct,
they told themselves, for a peer of the
realin who had sustained a loss of two
thousand pounds; who suffered un-

told agomics of gout, end was, mn
eonsequence, trying to himself and
evervone around him., Strange—but

ratifving, TLife at Weatherstone Court
gﬂgun to look up with 2 vengeance |

L * L L] a [ ] *

HAve ve wanbted? Ne, ve are not
wanted, Mister Thundersley 1

Old Bandy Alacfarland was very em-
phatic about that.

It was the saine morning, and the
players had turned up sharp to time
for practice and iraning., Evon Daniel
Willonghby Thundersley was punctual
for once.

e scowled
e ger,

“Are van telling me seriously that
I'm not wanted for Saturday’s match ¥
he asked, with some heal.

“ Serviously, indeed ! snapped Sandy.
“T'I npot winee my words with ye,
pithor. Sinen the maich with Blampton
1've decided io rest ve for a while,
Thundersley, I've vo time for folk like
ve in my team. ve ken? Tomper, sellish-
ness, and the hke. lave never made o
foothaller worth his salt,  Just ¥e ran
away and gite yerself a strong talkin’

L

IMackly at the trainer-

Thunderskey bit Tis lip.

“Bat I say, Sandv, the Rovers can't
afford Lo drop ne ™ )

The trainer-manager urned on him
like an angrey mastilf, )

“Clan't?™  he  ojaeulalped, T Qe
frankly., T would do witheut ve for
keeps, That's how mueh I think we can
afford to do withont yvo. Yo can thank
vour wncle that ye haver't been fired
out of the elub. T sent him a letter
vesterday tellin® him oy views of your
usefulness to thiz ¢lub,”

IMaving  delivered  himself of  this
“strong medicine,’ old Sandy  walked

away, leaving ‘Thundersiey white with,

riage and mortilication.  Among Thun-
dersley’s weaknesses was his vanity, To
he dropped from the team hurt him
like a Eni'ie-thrust. Ta be dropped in-
definitely—why, it made him writhe,

The players did not view his ex¢lusion
from Soturday's side with much mis-
Eiving,

Liko Bandy, they were “fed to the
back teoth ' with the amateur’s airs
and praces. _

Turning, Thundersley foond his cyes
meeting thoso of young Nobby. ic
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quailed before them and coloured up
uncomiortably. .

All sortz of questions thrummed

through Thondersley’s harassed mind,
Had the *“red-headed nobody ® recog-
nised him when he had mado his get-
away? Did he suspect him? Did any-
body suspoet him? How was it that
Lord Weatherstone had kept the news
of the robbery out of the papers? Did
he suspeet his own nephew?

The questions tortured Thundersley,
had tormented him for hours. Laoking
up again, hie read in Nobby's fixed stare
an gecusation. In turn Nobby read the
truthl Thundersley it was who hod
rifled Lord Weatherstone’s safe] Nobby
needed no telling in actual words. He
knew just as if the villain had written
out & confession that he was the Lurglar
who had made off with two thoussnd
pounds from his lordship’s safe; that
it was Thundersley who had escapoed
over the wall and knocked him down in
the process. .

Nobby fclt his position keenly., Wait-
ing his opportunity, the youngster took
Thundersley  aside and faced him
sqnarcly.

“hundersley,” he began, “thero
was & robbery atl his lordship’s houso
fast night L

“Wausz there, bezad!"' Thundersley's
astonishment was well feigned, but it
i not deceive Nobby, * You surprise

e, Mol stolon i
There was a  robbery,” went on
Nobly,  releptlessly, “and someons

um-i:lncd with the loot over the park
wgll."

“By Jove ™ ejnculated Thundersley.
Yllow exeiiing. Funny, I didn't read
anything about it in the papers this
pan g

“No! Is lordshup kepi it out of tho
papers for my sake—in a way,"” con-
tinned Mabby. :

I'hundersley’s brows elevated inguir-
ingly.

*['or yaur sake. 'Fraid I don't collon
on {o that,” he said casily.

“The chap who ceseaped over tho
wall knocked me down as he landed,”
suitk Nobby, never toking his eyes off
Thundersley, “and I was arrested by
urestake,”

“ Py Jove! That was deveed awloward
for you—m-" 3

“1t wasn'l, as it furpned out,” said
~Nobhy, “You see, I recopnised the
Lurglar-merchant before he could make
off with his ill-gotten loot.”

Thimdersley's face went wlhite,

“He was o rod-headed chap,” went
on  Nobby relentlessly, “about your
T

'Thunderstey tottered in his tracks.

“T1iel vou tell hiz lordship that?” he
asled wildly, “THd you tell him that?”

The wan's apitation, his fear, his
terror wos pitiable in the extreme,
Nobby knew now that he had made no
nunsiake,

“You cur!” he Llazed. ™ You rotten,
low down, sneaking enpe—"

Thundersley stavted back as if he had
been stung. s jaw drepped—his face
was strained with lines of stark fear
LYY

“You—what—what the deuce do vou
mican ¥

“T raean, vou rotten hound,” snapped
Mobly, “that vou were the burglar! I
haven't teld his lordship so—yet. Dt
untess you tell him so yourself within
twenty-four hours I shall have to tell
him. "

{(Phundrersley’s in the carl with a ven-
goance Ris time., TWill e make a efean
breast of 1t ofl, or will he—  Angwaoy,
gor'tt be surprised when youw read next
week's threilling chaplers))

Ture Maaxer Lisrany.—Ne. 1,310
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THE SCHOOLBOY IMPERSONATOR !

U wned feereeel frowe pond 25.)

“You retvember I lold you the other
Jn Nugent—="

“He u pood fellow, and eut,™ said
[laurey Wharton, - “We're rathoer
worrted,  ald chap. Never mind
l!m:u[{,n“l-s W

“ Luir 1t's becatise you're 'nnrrmﬂ that
I've trickled slong to tell wou,™ =aid
Wibley.

“ What £ :

“I'm n md-nutur&ﬂ f:]m[:‘
1 would cheer you ™

“YWell, it doesn’t ! Cut off ¥

“But 1 havon't finished ot m—

“Look here! Shut up and bunk !
growled Johnny Bull.  * Bother ,Tmll;‘
atfly rot [ I'H jolly well buzz an in -:[:nt
at vou if you stand theve grmning
R Keep ‘cool, old bean” said “Wibley
amicably. “I enly want to ask INugent
if he thinks bBtter of my outfit than he
did the other day. ou thought I
wasn't mueh like Pwige the other day,
Nugent. But to-day

“ O, dont be an azs! T Laven't seon
vou playing the goat to-day. and I jolly
W uII don't want to! Leave us alone I

"You haven't seon iy plaving the
goat ! agrecd Wibley. " DBut you've
TR It ]Jlu". ing Twige [

11 ry Wharton gave nostark,

PJmmh Twige " he repeated.

“ A large as I1h:1 Ihdu't you notice
e pass you, when yvon came awav from
1.iu~ footer? 1 was talking to Prout,”
'] an: to Prout:”
Yo,
1 noticed Twigg talking to Prout!”
soih Beb Cherry, staring.

“That’s o Jdestimonial,” said Wibley
lagidly, “You thought I was Twigg!
And L bet Nogent - thought I wad
Twhrg when 1 was '=1mml~.1:ng his minor's
Ir.iHr for buzzing an oraitge at me and
netally ::-mr_ng my boko, and he floored
i —==

“Fuf-ful-Aoored yvou '™ gasped Nugent.

Wibley rubbed his hmu{l mnt‘inmeutlv,

“ You. needn't have unnum so jolly
Viared,™ he saied. “ Buat I'm glad, for your
sake, that it wasn't Twige's hvad
You'd have been sacked by this time”

There was a silence—of ntter amagze-
ment=-i1n Study No, 1L It was followed

I thought

6 0 general gasp of relief,  Harry
Wy harton & Co. understood now whw
Twigg had said wmothing, aml done

no I‘hmg tbout that’ almtlmg happening
viidler the elms,
“You " gazped Boly Cherry,
Wibley smiled screnely,

" Litlle me.” he aisoniod vl sty

THE MAGNET—EVERY SATURDAY

“ Rather good, don't vou think? It will
bring down ihe house, 1 fanev: when we
give the playv., Twige to the life, whar?
Lheer up, Nugenr, old l‘amm Yo T
not golhg to “be sacked for knocking
Twigg down—it was me you knocked
down ! FFeel better ®”

There was no doubt that Nugent felt
DBetrer when he hofl geasped it. Al] thie
Famos Five were feehing better. Tt
was like light after derkness—sunshime
after storm ! AL a bound, the chums of
the Remove recovered their usual cheery
apirilz,

“You've had rather a seare, old bean™

radtled on the eheerfol Wiblexs, ™ Well,
serve vou right ! I dare sav if will i.:ﬂ:: a
lessen to xou—and you needed one! If
it Dad been the gennine Twigg vou'd
have been in a bad box! Whaet*™
fxugf-nt breathed harvd amd decep.
“Ho—it was vou ! sald Bob, “ More

of your giddy theatrical stunts—nmre of
rour fatheaded impersonating ! You're
aojolly elever Tellow, Wik— ="

“Crranted 7 assenred Wibilew,

A T dave suy it wandd vine down
'Il"\' El'ﬁ“"‘l. A= "'-(J‘ll a |"| |r :.I’]Ll ”l:.l[h" -Ill:l ;'ll
Ieitation of & (i1 -_H.!'::l.'ul':, broak i onr
prhiy —-="

“Rure to!”

“But raure nol goine (o odo il

ol [ B

“There's a0 himit,  md  thar’s e
Limaic ¥

“laook hepe—--"

@ xuoent’s Tl a Tessoa. :un'l. ns van

*t'n he pieedleel oo, Biot tdwere’s sonon ber
follow who noeds 2 lesson=—a fellow u].m
sduvs  fatheaded  fvicks  ad  worries
}:-Hnw; with thetn—a fellow wha's joliv
elover., bt needs 0 lesson not 1o he too
jolly elover—and that’s vou, Wil ! Aond
vou're jolly well going to have that
lesson | Collar him ™

Wibley made o jump for the passage.

The Fumons. i"lw made a jump for
Wiblev.,  Wiblex jumped fazst--hai the
Famouz Five }umpmi fastor! zlm;l for

the next fve mimmutes William Wibley
Lad the time of his life, Tt was o dusty
and dishevelled. and dismal Wiblex that
erawlied ouk of E'hhlt_h No, 1, 1.\.11;].{};1!;
sufficient broath left fo tell the Famous
Five what he thoight of them. Which,
in the opinien of the Fameus Five, af
Ieast, was a just reward for the =clool-
bov Lmipersonator.
THE Fyn.

(Xerd arecks MNaG¥er will cowntain
argllier  geand Tang  slovy of  Harrey
Whariur 0 oo cebitled ; Y ALFE

THROUGH BUNTERT
af o yarin, toa,
Vau'lt fimd o anather
Cloirepirare, faave, ¥ Hhiax

Tte v aereir
rlios, sa o't sz 11
Jr.r'-‘r‘l “,-1_1‘.-’;;.‘-: =
J'_'H-l'mlm'.r PaAE b

RESSLT OF OUR WORD-
MARING COMPETITION.

Owing to the fack thab thirteen com-
petitors sent in Correct Solutions in this
popular contest, in which a HOME
CINEAMA . was  offered 2z FIRST
PRIZE, I am faced with the difficully of
div :-:lmg the Ilome Cincna into thirteen
equal perts, It just can’t be done—not
unless I take & hatehiet and do it® And
if I'did that the thirteen prizewinners
would “want to look for e, with o
hatchet!  As the cost of the Momo
Cinoma is £3.5.0.. the best and fairest
way out of the difficulty is for me to
divide that amount nquq_lh* among the
thirteen competitors.. Thiz 1 have dono,
and, accordingly, postal orders for five
shllllngs have been forwarded to each
of the following competitors:

W. D. ANDERSOXN, Crevstoke, I'en-
rith, Comberland.
. ARXNOLD, 76, Constantine Roead,

Londou, N, 3.
J, CLEPLIANE, &,
Sireet, FEdinburgh,
I', AL CUDLTP, 4, Balloch
ford, B.E. &

Woest Clareraiont
tead, Cat-

. BVEREST, I0, Oliver Creszvent,
Faroinghan, Pooent.

J. FORTER. 51 Bentler Dar, nr,
Aetherstone, Warks,

o 1EARLAM,. Barwond Mounr, Tlams-
battorn, Manchester.
S, GOOHNBHON, = Glenexiz”

topd, West Havtleponl,

Sovengan

A, AMATTRIELD, 28, AMendip Road,
Bodminster, Bristol, 3.
. RANGER. 184 Tuu wnhiom Roead,

leytonstone, T. 1

T, M. SXTTII, 5 \‘!r"m::-{]rm-rh Village,
'arley, Survey.

E. SNOWDEN, 12, nRellord 1laes,
Broadfard,

W. L. VINTOXN, 93, Sprmg Grovo
C'ivseent, Hooostew, Muddlesesx,
100 “"RIGEY * JMODEL PLANKA

wereSalso promised to ronners-up, but
in_the™checking it was found that no
less -than one hundred and thirty-nina
reaflers, whose efforls ‘¢ach contained
ape error,- tied for them. Therefore,
to aveid disappointment 0 any of thesa
entrants, the number of prires Las bean
inercased by tliirty-nine, so that evory
one of them sliall have o model plane.
Owing to lack of space, we are nnable to
print- such a long bist here, but tho
Awinners' pame: may be seen oh applica-
tion at our oflices, The Flectway, House,
Farringdon Street,” London 1.0 4,

’J.IIL LIJI U.Jl-,.

Write dor

=rrame enameiled

FRENCH RACER

]
Guaranteed for ever. I
13
|
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ASHPLANTS FOR SALE!

Also birches, thumbscrews, racks, _
sledgehammers, manacles, handcufts,
books on Chinese Torture and Treatises
on Discipline for Fags. Owner joining
Il the Society for the Prevention of
Cruelty to Children.—Offers to G.
LODER, Prefects’ Common-room.

—_—

No. 25 (New Series).

EDITED BY HWRRY WHARTON,

BARGAINS IN PETS!

Owner will sell all rights to Three
Splendid White Mice for Threepence.

March 25th, 1933.

(R — A k]

Mice missing at present ; rumoured to
he inside Mrs. Kebble's cat.  But you
can't always tell, can you ?—G, TUEB,
Third Form Room.

T AL e

=y

e

AS OTHERS SEE
THEM

What I Think of
Micky Desmond
By Tom Dutton

I should like every reader of the
“ Greyfriara Herald ¥ to understand that
I'm not deaf,

That I'm a little hard of hearing, T'in
willing to admit. But deaf—never!

Thia being so, you'll easily understand
that I get somowhat annoyed with the
kind of fellow whao either mumbles down
into his own neck or else tries to ephit my
ear-drum with hia yelling.

Desmond is one of that kind, With
him there's no helf-way line. Either he
slanda about half-a-mile away and
mumbles, or else he puts his mouth into
my ear and does hia best to deafen mo !

All that he told you last weelt about hia
interview with me is bash. I heard him
all right. He was insulting and I punched
him on thoe nese, and 1'd jolly well do it
again—in foct, I think 1 will, anyway!
But now, of course, he hoas to mako out

_ﬁ

I'm in the wrong!

Who should know the English language
hest—an  Englishmoan ,E._n_u rnid  horn,
like me, or & wild Irishmen who's liable
to lapso into Erae or Gaolic at any odd
moment ¥ Thoe answer’s ohvicus, and if
young Desmond tries to blame my ears
for his rotten English, sensible readors will
know what to think of him?

Apart from his speocl:, I faney there's
not & lot wrong with Desmond, He's an
erratio kind of chap and hobnobs with
Skinner and that erowd at times, but he's
sound enough at heart, I should imagino.

But sound or not, I'm jolly well going
to punch hia nose for what he snid about
me last week., In fact, I think I'l pack
up writing and trot along and do it while
I1feel likait |

{We may odd that Dutton duly ecarricd
out his threat and Desmond's pala duly
carried out Micky |—ED.)

'BRAVED DEATH—SAVED LIFE

Hero’s Modest Story

Loder, the bhlack shesp of the
Bixth, a hero ! Greylriars has hardly
gob over the shock of it yet; but
it'as trus enough !

The graphic story of his amazing
rescue of Tom Brown from the
very jaws of death on the railway
line ia one to bring a {lush of pride
to the fuce of any Friar, Whatever
Loder may have been in the past,
he's  justified his existenco thia
time with a vongeance |

Browny lell over on tho railway
line acrosa which he was taking a

'ghort cut kbaelk te the School and

E_.:m:a his nappoer on the metala,
with the result that he temporavily
lagk interest in his mﬂ..ﬂﬁ...._:&ﬂmm.
While he lay there helpless, along
camo Loder, and ., . . but let
the hero toll the rest of the yarn
in his own modest words :

*“To think was to act with ma.
I saw at once his appalling danger

—-realised that only by risking my
own life could I hope to eave
Brown !

“Did I hesilate ¥ Did I stop
for an instant. to think of the
frightful conseyuonces of failure ¥
NOT L! Into the valloy of death
1 _hu—nuu.wﬁ:

‘*Tho thundersus roar of the
approuching vxpress wag dealoning.

DICKY NUGENT'S
WEEKLY WISDOM

That eilly old fogey Coker's swanking like
anything over tho ruff-aod-tumble he bad

with Courtfield tuffs last woek, He sayas
he atruck six before ho left them.
That's mnothing, anyway. The skool

clock satruck twelve last nitel

-

I caught o glimpse of it hurtling
towards e, smoke  streaming

WOULD YOU BELIEVE IT?

I —— Pl W

NOT SURPRISING

When o beggar stopped Bolsover in the
lane the other day Bolasover pove him s

CUFF.,

Yt ho peemnod quite surprised when the

fellow turnod SHIRTY I

Alonzo Todd has blossomed torth
a8 & meteorologist, and i3
weatber forecasts for Remove
gports fixtures are eagerly sought.
{Qccasionally, they f{urn out
gorrect

Thongh every Eind of an nss,
Coker . :
man, and be gpesdily put to Highd
i tramp whe tried to ** hold wp
Gatty of the Second, in Friardale

from it in straight, clean-cut lines |
The ground shook, the train's
whistle shricked madly. In a wild
inferno of noise it 'wasa upon me,

“QOne more socond and young
Brown and I would have been
hurled into eternity. DBut in that
onn socond, I acted !

“How I did it, heaven knows.
All T know is that the only thing
I saw was Brown's unconscious
body lying across the track. By
instinet or by sheer luck—have it
which way you will—Idid it! 1
found :..uamw,w lying on the bank
with Brown by my gido, and I
knew I had pulled 1t off !

“Of course it waa nothing, I
morely did what any other fallow
in my place would have done. All
the same, I must say 1 did it jolly
woll, nnd if T don't get a medal for
my couragnous act, I jolly well
ought to! "

:m.:Eﬁ youn havo the story in the
hera's gimple, unaffected
worda.

Of ¢course, thera are glight, varia-
tions in the story as told by othoers
who happened to be eye-witnesses
of the incident.

Everybody but Loder seems to be

oW

under tho impression that the
train was ovVer & milo u.ﬂ_ww when
he picked DBrown up. Further.

more, those esme eyo-witneases
say that it was only a * loeal,™
that its spced was not mm oXCoss
of ten miles an hour, and that il
would havo stopped long before it
repgched Browny, anyway.

But these, of gourse, are minor
Jdetails, Lodec's herglsm  stands
out a mile, anyway.

for wvou-—as they say in the
classics |

ETE -

5 T ks S

KIND-HEARTED

OPTICIAN—
Wanted (o help junior in distresa.
Wa ...ﬂ_unn.“w told Bunter we didn’t
u

believe in Bunter Court and he gave
us & glare thot oracked his
epectacioy |

iz & redoutabls fghting

Lana.

Tha spectacle of Bunter
bathing cuo fhe sands at P

L

NEW POO},*N REVOLT

Ewmcsmiw_ “ Change
System’ Demand

What pre we co

to, chaps ¥ Haro's all
our old millionaire Mauly, D'Arey, De
Courcy & Co., heola Emmﬁnﬂw to proteat
against their reducedpomes ! ¢'vo heard &
lot about Trade Desmaion from the papers,
but we really dideythink things wore as
bad as that! H

Smithy and Sir Jahy Viviao rolled up to

tha gathering, too, sd quite a number of
wealthy lads from St 's, Higholile, Abbots.
ford, Grimalade, sevoral other schools.

The meeting, whichpole place in o private
banquoting-réom in yreataurant ot Wapshot
was supposed to be gret, but, na usual, our
roprasentative got inpithout a great doal of
troublo—digguised ajp ornamental palm, as
a maiter of factl

D'Arcy of 8t. Jimiwho preaided, said that
it wus wothah wuff coflows who were bwought
up to diswegard mong bavin® to wegard their
financial posish, buifa these hard times it
simplay had to befgne. Things wora all
w'ong nowadays. T L.¥ice of monocles was
widiculously high, ﬂ? to dwess, he found
it difficult to keep haself goin’ in spats an’
toppahs

Vernon-Smith saidist years azo his pater
%HEHEH.E_“_ evory big
ob.
ho could not, not o
rot, what 7 (Laughl)

De Courcy, whoss b
aprinkled with nails§. some practical joker,
complained bitterly §'¢he super-tacks,

on his yacht quito a
Now the pace w-too hot, and he found
cared o jot, woen't it h

ir had been liberally!

Lumley.Lumlay, American platoerat,
gaid he guessed thin rec! bad. Personally
eaking, he had hdi u%agim sausage for
ﬂusﬁ, and he found to make both ends

meat. g
After a lengthy di
send a telegram to

-

ion. it wag decided to
Frime Minister demsad.

ing that he change tigyatem.

GHWE Primo Ministertyply was disappointing.
“ Borry, we've run4y of syatems for the
present.  'Fraid youthove to keep the one

you've got.” ;

D’Arcy, who was efgmely annoyed about it,
has now, we hear, did to hurl a bembshell
whose reverboratio.{will echo across the
civilised world. :

He will decline to gl a single faney waist-
coat from now until §8nd of tho month !

AMATEUR COWBOYS
CAUSE STAMPEDE

“Rodeo” Scenes at Friardale

Squiff, Delarey, Russell and
Bulsirode achieved immortal
fame in the annala of Greyliriars
last week by riding four hirod
ponies in the directicn of the
sca and stampeding 8 herd of
cattle that happoned to be
grazing on ithe hillside 1

They assure uas that the
ﬁ#ﬂ.__%mn_e was quite uninten.
tionn! and was evidently caused
by the beasts’ unmintelligent
failure to wnderstond Trany.
atlantic cowboy methada.

Finding tho vattle unettondod,
these four budding followers of
Tom Mix thought thoy'd try
their hand at roanding thoem ap.

The enttle, howover, had
decidod not to ba rounded up.
They stampeded instead and
causod bavoo to a hedge on tho
other side of the fisld.

1t weas cortainly tho most
gpectacular stunt of the term,
and as soon as Squitf & Co. can

speak again, we'rs going to nsk
ﬁﬁnE for u dotwiled aceount of ib.
At

resent they can only
EFEEﬂ_

. It's ouly a couple of

hours sineo the Head luid down
his birch and told thoemn :Eu_.
could go, you see |

'LONZY’S LITTLE LETTERS

Dear Editor,—How may one attain comprehonsion regarding
the imdubitably existent tondency to internscine antagonisma
botwoen groups of juveniles whose divisibility eventuates from
the particular condition ol their occupying different studiea ¥

Tho circumsiance of my association with Study No. 7 is to me
personally of no spocial significance. Yet Cousin Peter, not
content with an indicative nsservation as to the imperative
nocossity for intelligent anticipation of prespective apgyressive
raeasuras relative to extrancous studies—a futile and fallntious
pastime in the estimation of the signatory to this epistolary
sffusion—has pone so far as to presage my roception of a com-
siderable amplification of an aural appendage, hig precise words
boing—I apologise for the necessity of the utilisation of his
m__m_.,____a;mn torminology—that uwolesa I fight for the Study be
*will pive mo a thick ear.” :

Pormuit me to remark with vehamence, dear Editor, that in the
namo of juvonile paecifiention I protest.

Compendiously yours,
ALONZO TODD.

(We have road this lettor aloud to six follows, The only ono
who didn't yoll for the police was Tom Dutton |-—En.)

BANK OF ENGLAND
MOVES

Burnt Note Sequel

You remember wo told you last wock how
Kippa accidontally burnt Dolsover's ten-bob
note in thoe courss of & conjuring trick ?

Well, you'll all be glad to know that Dolsy's
mnmum lo get compensation for it—if ho Livea
Eﬂm. encugh. :

ingate put lim up to the wheeze and Bolsy's
awfully prateful. He hado't realised proviously
how aimple it would bo to recuver his loss,

What he did, on Wingate's advice, was to
roport the matter to the Baok of England,

he Bank of Ingland, after holding a speciol
board meeting behind loocked doore in Thread-
needls Street, decided to issue a siraplo Applicas
tion Form containing & mere 900 questions.

After working on this document lor throe or
four hours, Dolsover succoedod in nnﬁw_n:um it.
He promptly posted it back to the Bank.

By roturn of post the Bank sent a oumber of
othor documents to be completed by the person
from whom Bolsover had got the note, the person
whao had passed it to that pereon, and so on baok
aa far ss they could go. They slso instructed
Bolsover to obtain a report en his own chavacter
from the Head and to swear to the eircumatances
bofore a Commissioner for Oathe at a trivial coab
of five hob,

Holsover did all this. ;
Dotectives then visited the school to queation
Bolsover and Kipps end take their finger-prints.
The Bank have now written to say thuat the
matter will be reeonsidered and fresh documonts
issued for him to Gl up in twelve monthe’ time.
After that, Dolsy will bave to attend an ox-
emination at the Bank. :

It is estimnted that Bolsy will get bis ten bob
back quite s long timo beforo he qualifica for his
Old-age Ponsion. It is gratifying also to noto
that the cost of recovering the ten bob will nob

exceed five or six pounda. ’
Bolay is naturally very bucked about ib] |
News in a Nutshell

UNAVOILDABLY POSTPONED,
We rogret to announce that the Romove's
First Annual Frog-jumping Contest bas boen
postponed,
Monsieur Charpentier has unfertunately catan

all the competitors |
OBVIOUS!

=

Bhampion of the Clif House gicls,

Robert Ogilvy

preparez 8 haggis for festive

GREYFRIARS FACTS WHILE YOU WAIT!

the Scottish junior, Johnny Boll is an expert st clup-
b swinging, and the other doy gavo

Smith minor is eaid to be so sby that he
leaves the Bchool House by way of the
m_q..mwnﬂﬁmnﬁ biz study window.

& evidently c¢an’'t face the Removo
* ptarea ™' 1

ANSWER TO CORRESPONDENT,

“ CURIOUS."~—~No, Fisher T. Fish ia
1 not a manufaoturer. What your friond
1 meant was that he wea alwava “ oo the
maka i}

WANTED—=A RAZORI

Bay attracied s crowd of sigif§ Babs ** Redforo being runner~ occasipns——buf even Bunfer re~ an exlubition In the gym, He »
nnmwu. Perhaps they &hought {fe They are both excellent fuses to belp him eal it1 didn*t drop one! Skinoer, by Bunter’s postal order E“kuﬁm,..u _m_“w
was a porpoise which bad besit-ball playens and  good Strange, isn’t it P the way, 13 an &x “iads I1ast-—and grown a beard

wasbed up | : Wi mmers, swinger,™ during the journey}



