


SCREAMINGLY FUNNY SCHOOL STORY, STARRING WILLIAM WIBLEY—-

i.lll-l'll rl

e

! "‘,’i'.ﬁrﬁ ]&
?F- TR
g "4
'y rf‘n‘ .
e )
j ¥

(), CAMIE BACKl

Featuring HARRY WHARTON & CO., the Cheery Chums of GREYFBI&RS

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
A Punch for Popper !

113 OU mwen onl?®
Herbert Vernon-Smith, the
Bounder of Greyiviars, asked

that question.

Qmithy, with a grin on lis faee,
looked in at the doorway of Study No. 1
in the Rewove, Thiec jumiors in that
study looked at the Bounder—aud at n

e carvied 1o his hand.

t was o bap of flour. Natueally,
they looked surprised. A bag of flour
wag an execedingly wnnsual arvticle for a
Romave fellow to Lﬂlrr}'iﬂig about.

“ Ot repeated Harry Wharton.

“On what T asked Frauk Nugent.

The third junior in the study Jdid not
speak. Arvclibald  Popper of  the
Ramove was a new fellow at Grey friars.
He looked very cur iwusly ac the
Bounder, :

“YWe're after Frogey ! cexplained
Bmithy. Hoe held up the bag of flour.
¥I've got this for him”

“Yon'vo got that for Monzicuy Chay-
pentier ¥ oxelaimed Hauy Wharton.
“What the dickens—"

“To drop on his uapper,” further
explained the Bounder,

(M1 cruinbs I ejaculated Nugont.

“You utter mss, Smithy [¥ exclaimed
Wharion. “Do yon want fo be sacked,
like poor old Wi ])]e:."i' If you drop that
on tikla French master—"

“I'm not going to drop my card with
it 1* said the Bounder sarcastically.
“Hao won't know whom it comes from—
only he will guess that it comes from the
Remove! You follows on”

“But how—>"

“Essy a3 falling off a form! I'm
going ‘to wait ab the window over
Mozsoo's study, and when he puts his,
hca.d out of lus window-——"

““You think he will put it out, just
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ta oblige you, becausze vou're waiting
with a bag of flour to drop on 1"
asked Nugeont,

“(Oh, don't be an ass! He's got to be
made to put his napper out, of course.
That's whore you fellows come in. You
stick in the quad, and chuck something
ot hiz window till he looks out to sece
what's up. Then I get hun”

““h " zaid Harry dubiously.

*“Um ¥ said Frank XNugent.

“If vou're funky, I'l azk another
elinp I suid the Bounder, with a sneer.
“I've asked Skinner alveady, and he
docen’t seem to fancy it. Bunter would
do it, only he's such a lhowling ass
Look hers, Wharten! It's up fo vonl
Haven't we agreed to rag Frogey bald-
headed for the rest of the levm, for get-
ting & Remove man sacked from the
school ¥ ™

The captain of the Remove nodded.

“Yes—-but—-"

“"Wash out the buois,” zaid the
Bounder, “Come on! Mozsoo’s in his
study now, and we can caleh him."

ilarry Wharton and Nugent
exchanged a glance, and rose. hey
were a little dubious.  All the Grey-
friars Remove were keen cnough on rag-
ging Mossoo, who had caused the expul-
zion of 4 member of the Form, But the
Bovnder’s idea of a rag was rather
drastic., A bag of flour bursting on a
bealk’s head was an awfully serious
matter, if the deed was traced home to
the doers thercof. Still, they were not
going to bhold back.

“Hold on a munute, you fellows !
itu]uhuld Popper, the new junior, put
in a word. I aav, I’d think twice
abouk thig, il I were you.’

Wharton and Nugent glanced at him.
The Bounder gave him an aggressive
stave.

“What the dickens hasz it got to do
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with you, Popper?” snapped Vernon--

Smith.,  “What are you barging in
fort”
“Well, look here!” said the new

junior, *I've only been here a day or
two, but I've heard all about that cha
Wikler, whe was sacked. Froam what
hear, he was =acked. for guying the
Frenciy master, m some theatrical stunt.
Mosgoo went off gt the deep ond, and ho
Liad to gﬂ.”

“And we're Jﬁliy well going fo make
Frogey sit up for it, too!™ said the
Bounder grimly., “We'll make the
chwl-::.r liitle lrca*i!: utrderstand that ha
can't get a man sacked in the Remove.
Wibley was a"bit of a fool—"

“ What

“In fact, he was a silly azs, and a fat-
head! But he was 4 Remove man, an
we're going to make Mossoo sorry he's
gone ! Poor old Wibley couldu't help
being & fool—"

“ You cheeky ass!” execlaimed the new

junior.

“Eh—what? What the dickens dg
vou "mean?™ exclaimed the Bounder.
“Yon never knew Wibleyl You came
after he was gone ¥

“Oht Yes! But—" The new
]flmu:rr stammmerad a little. “I—=1 mean,

rom what I've heard of iilm, Wibley
was a very clever chap——"

“Ho was ¢lever in amatenr
1hr.~ui.ri-::als," ssid  Harry Wharton,

“Siuply wonderful in that line. 1le
could make himeelf up as almost any-
Lody else, and get away with it. Thatl
was the cavse of the trouble—making
himself wp like the French master, and
guying Mossoo in the Rag.  Mossoc
cnught Liim at it, and all the fat was in
the fire.,”

‘Eut he was a fool in everyihing
else, '™ .'::r.lﬂ the Bounder. “ But, fool or
not, we're going to make Fmgg_', sil
wp for getting lnm sacked, and you can
shut n% and mind your own bizney,

qQ

young Fopper I
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“ Loock here—="

“That's enough from you!” snapped
the Bounder. * You've got toc much to
say for a new kid.”

“1 tell you—"

“And I tell you to shut up! If you

ut en any swank here, like your fat-
waded uncle at Popper Court, you'll
get booted ! Come on, you fellows !

“Will you let a chap speak
exclaimed the new junior. “You listen
to me, Wharton, if that fathead won't!
I've heard that when Wibley went, he
hoped that Froggy might get over his
tantrums, and speak a word for him 1o
the Head, and give him a chance of
coming back. Well, ragging Mossoo
ien’'t the way to make him get over his
tantrims. Seel?”

“Oh " said Harry Wharton.
thing in that, Smithy ¥ N

“ Rot 1" snepped the Bounder. * Wib-
ley's gone, and when a fellow’s sacked,
he's sacked, and that’s that! Wibley
talked some rot about staying on here
gamehow, and not poing home, and
giving Mossoo time to cool down—he
was always talking some silly rotl
There was nothing in i, even if he
could have done it, and he couldn't!
He's gone, and he will never be seen
here aguin—->"

“That's all you know!” interjected
the new junior.

“Woll, I know more about it than a
new kid [ vapped the Bounder. *And
1 don't want any more cheek from you,
Popper. Shut up! Come on, you
chaps

Wharton and MNugent paused for a
momnent.

They had been rather struck by the
new junior's argument,

Certainly, if William Wibley, now an
exile frem Greyfviarvs School, still enter-
tained & hope of pgetiing back, that
remole chance depended an the French
masicy getting over his * tantrums.”

"In which case ragging Mossoo was the
very worst way of going to work on
William Wibley's account.

“Look here,
Nugent.

“Are you coming ¥? snapped Smithy.
U Never mind that cheeky new cad | If
Queleh had shoved him in my study, 1'd
teach him not to pubk his car mnl Look
here] If vou're funky, I'll go and ask
Bob Cherry, or Bull, or Inky., Coming
or not#"

“Dh, all right 1”

*Look here, stop !” Archibald Popper
interpozed, as the two juniors moved
towards the door. " You're going to
chuck this, Vernon-S3mith, I tell you 1™

“What?? roared the Bounder.

“The truth s, that you're Lkeen on a
row, and you're making Wibley the
excuse I snapped Arclubuld Popper.
“¥You're always in s row with some-
body, and any excuse iz good cnough for
you !

“Ob, my hat!” grinned Frauk
Nugent. “Popper's s potted you,
Bustthy, though he hasn't been here
long.”

The Bounder's eyes gleamed.

“Are you pgoing to try to stoep mo,
Popper ™ he ﬁktﬁ!. in a&tanu of I;.ngr_r

T!Jl

“# Bone-

A

Smithy— brzan

mengee. Y Get on with if, if you like 1™
“I'm gowmg tol” said  Arvclubald
Popper.

He made a stride at the Boonder,
and grabbed at the bag of flonr in his
hand.

Smuthy's right came wp like a flash.
He Int ont, straight from the shoulder,
landing & terriie jolt on the now
junior’s chest.

“Ow M gasped Archibald.

He wentk over backwards, as if a
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connon ball had struck him. There was
a heavy bump as he landed on the study
carpet, and a loud tap as the back of
his head hit the floor. )

The Dounder grinned down at him
savagely.

“(Get up eand have another!"™ he
exclaimed.

The new junior sat up. He clasped
his head with beth hends. He did not
get on his fect. Ie just sat there, hold-
g hiz lLiead.

Wharton and Nugent looked at him
rather anxiously. The new junior's
head had given the floor a hard rap,
and from the way he sat-clasping it with

{I::Irnth hands, it locked as if danage was
R, ;
“Hurt?” asked Harry, stepping

lewards him,
“Made of putty " jeered the Bounder
derisively, :
“0h, get out!” gasped Archibald

Popper. "I'm all right! Leave me
alone! GCet out of this study, blow
you "

“But if your napper's hurt—" ex-
claimed Nugent.

"Leave me alone, bother you !

Archibald Pﬂp&:er sat wherc he was,
clasping hiz head, his lingers buried 1n
hig thick dark hoir. But clearly he did
not want any help; he only wanted to
be left alone. .

The Bounder, with a sneering laugh,
stepped out into the Remove Eaasage,

Harry Wharton and Frank Nuogent
followed him

William Wibley's skill as an

amateur actor has brought about

his expulsion from Greyiriars.

But it also enables him to put

into practice an amazing scheme
for getting back !

| - - | -l O -
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Not till th::ﬁ were gone did the new
junior rise to his feet. Then he stepped
quickly to the deor, closed it, and
turned the key in the loek. Then his
hands went to his head again; and had
his studymates heen still present, t}zij
would have jumped at what followed.
For the thick, dark brown hair that
covered Archibald Popper's head came
off in his hands, revealing a close-
cropped head of tallow-coloured hair.

Such & sight in any Remove study
would have made any Remove man
jump clear of the floor with amazement.

“ By gum ! breathed the new junior.
“IE it had come right ofi—by gum i
shall have to be careful to keep out of
scrapping—yhby gum )

And, taking a small bottle of adhesive
fluid from his waistcoat pocket, * Archi-
bald Topper * dabbed the interior of
the wir, and replaced it on his head,
adjuzting it cure?ully before the plass.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Too Late for Tea!

ILLY BUNTER dabbed the back
of a fat hand hastily over a large
mouth, and blinked pguwltily
through his g spectacles,

Bunter was seated :n the armchair in
Study No. 7 in the Remove,

The door of that study opened to
admit Peter Teodd.

It was lea-time in the Remove, and
Toddy had come in to tea. .

He pglanced nb the fat hgure in the
arschair and frowned.

“Lazybones ! he grunted

“(h, really, Toddy—"

“If you're sticking in t*= study, you
fat slacker, you mmght hiave got tea
ready while I was at the cricket!™
;r.'ﬂfged Pater.

h, I—I was just going to " gasped
Bunter, with another dab at his mouth.
“ But, I—I say, Toddy, ain't you tea-ing
out to-day along with Dutton {*

“No, fathead! Dutton's gone to tca
with Mauly, and I'm tea-ing here,” said
Peter, “Get vp and lend a hand, if
you want any 1"

“I—I say, Peter, wait a minute 1" ex-
claimed Bunter, a3 his studymate turned
towards the cupboard. “I1 say, I've
heen wanting to speak to you, old chap |
I—1 want to msk your edvice, old
fellow I”

“If it's about the lines for Mosson,
I advise you to get them done,” said
Peter. " Mossoo’s fearfully shirty these
days, and he will want to eee them.”

“'Tain't that! I say, Peter, you've
geen that new chap whe calls himself

Popper—-~="
Peter Todd turned from

“Which "
the cupboard door and fixed his eyes on
the fat Ow) of the Remove. “ What do
you tnean, fathead? I've seen that new
kid Pr:an.-L!‘r:. if that's what vou mean.”

“That's the chap mean,” said
Bunter, blinking at Peter E-El‘iﬂ-uxsi{
through his big spectacles. " Well,

want you to acdvise me what to do about
it
see, he ain't Popper!” said
Dunter.

*“He ain't Poppor " said Peter Todd
blankly. “Popper ain't Popper? Mad ?”

“I've spotted him ! explained Bunter.
“He ain't himself gt 8ll—I mean to say,
he's samebody else—zee

“Not quite " said Teter Todd, “I
don't think I should see that, fatty, even

if you lent me your specs! Docs
mzanity run in your family §”
“1 say, Peter, I mean 1t! I've told

Wharton, and he only laughed. DBut it's
an absolute certainty ” said Bunter
impressively., “You see, I've seen Sir
Hilton Popper’s nephew, and this chap
ain't & bit like him. He's a spoofer—
an unpostor | Ain’t it awful, Peter 7

Peter Todd gazed at his fat study-
mate. He did not seem to think that
it was awful. He seemed to be wonder-
g whether Billy Bunter was wander-
ing in his fat mind.

“T'Il tell you how it 13, Toddy,"” went
on Bunter, while Peter gazed at him
blankly. “The other dav I took a ghort
cut across Popper Court woods, and
ran into the old buffer——"

K 1]".'hﬂ TJF

“Bir Hilten Popper, you know. He
had his nephew with fnim—ﬂhap named
Archibald, a red-headed chap. I hesrd
him call him Arehibald, you know, and
he called him uncle—"

“He called his nephew uncle 1

“"MNo, you ass! Archibald called the
old buffer uncle! So there was no doubt
about it—see? Well, I gob clear of old
Popper, but young Popper chased me,
kicking me all the way to the gate”™

Billy DBunter gave & remuiniscent
wriﬁgle.

“Well, when I heard that young
Popper had come to Greyfriars, I was

aing to chip him about his E(I:,{:r
wir—see '—heeause the beast d
wie,” went on Bunter; “and it turns out
that he hasn't red hair ot all. And he
ain't like young Popper in locks, either.
VYoung Popper's like old Popper, with
a beaky nose. This chap ain't like him
at all. He ain't the same chap, Peter.”

“(0h, my hat1” said Peter.

“ Nobody knows but me,” said Bunter,
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“T've told two or three fellows, but they
only laughed.”

“No wonder ! comunented Peter.

“But the chap ain't the chap ™ zaid
Bunter. "1 don’t know who ha, iz. but
ha ain't himself—I'm certain of that!

You see, I saw him with old Popper,

and noticed that he had red hair.
You've seen the new chap, Peter. Has
he_E‘t}:t- red hair7”

“ No” said Peter,

“Thon what would you advise me to
lel'.!u,E E"Elﬂf?”
:"l._:lﬂt-?ﬁﬂll'lﬂ new gpecs . said Peter.

“If you gee red hair where there 1sn't
any with those spees, it's time you had
soma new ones 1

“¥ou silly ass ! roarcd Bunter. I
gay, Peter, it's true! T fell you that
that chap ain’t old Popper’s nephew at
alll I was golug to u:-ul‘ii him * Ginger,’
becanse he booted me, and he ain’t
glmger nt all, and he ain’t the same chap
that booted me, either.”

“I dare zay he will zet that right if
he hears you spinning a varn like this
about him,” zaid Peter. “He will boot

u fast enough.”

“Oh, don't be & fathead!” yapped
Bunter. "I can’t leave it where 1t is,
can I, Peter? That chap makes out he's
old I'opper’'s nephew., He asin’t! We
all heard that Sir Hilton Popper’s
nephew was coming to the school & week
of more sgo, but he hasn't come, Peter,
This ¢hap has come. He calls himself
Popper. He ain't Popper at sll! 1
say, Peter, do you t}nu{{ he's murdered
voung Popper, and pinched his box and

things——'

“Ha, ha, ha 1 yelled Peter.

Billy Bunter blinked at him
astonishinent.

He had not expected that dramaiic
and tragic suggestion to cause Peler
Teodd to yell ‘ﬁ‘lﬁ’l laughier.

But it id.

Peter fatrly howled,

“Blessed if T see anything to ecackle
ab i yapped Bunter. I tell you he
ain't Popper—-"

“Ha, ha, ha ™

“8o where i3 Popper?” demanded
Bunter. “If this chap has murdered
him and bidden the body somewhere, it
ain't a laughing matter, Peter Todd 1®

“Ha, ha, ha!” shricked Peter. e
seemed to think that it was.

“If you mean that you don’t believe
me, Toddy—"

“Oh, my hat!” gasped Peler. “Not
quite, old fat man! Hardly ! Scarvcely |
Not & fearful lotl You see, you're as
blind as an owl, and as fatheaded. ns
they make 'em, and vou fancied the red
hair, f you saw yvoung Popper at all;
and, a3 you say you did, the probability
15 that vou didn’t—"

“ Beast !

“Now chiuck it ¥ zald Dotor.
my teal Lend a hand-—->="

“Dut, I say, Peater, T tell vou that
Popper ain’t Popper at allt Can T let
it go on ™ demanded Bunter. “ Think
I ought to go to Quelch aboat it, Peter—
or the Head ™

“It's a funny story, old fat man, but
don’t tell it twice ¥ said Peter. “ Chuck
it now, and let’s have tea !

Peter Todd turned towards the studs
cupboard again. Evidently he did not
believe & word of Bunter’s startling
statement that Popper, the new boy in
the Greyfriars Remove, was not Popper
at all. ally, such & statement wanted
some believing.

“1 say, Peter, never mind tea yet.”

“T'm ry, fathead ! Aren't youm "
demanded Peter. “You're generall
hungry cnough, and a little overt Look
here, po and fill the Lkettle, while I got
the grub out 1™
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“{h, all right "' Bunter heaved hime-
solf out of the armchsair. “I sav,
Peter, don't open that door for a
minute ! I mean, where's the kettle?
I say, can vou see the kettle, Peter???

“There it is in the fender, under
vour silly nose, yvou owl!” absweroed
Veter, turning from tha cuploard door
to point.

“Oh! Bo—so—so it 150" stammered
Bunter. “1I say, pip-pip-pick it up for
me, old chap 1

“Can't you pick up a kettle ** roared
Peter.

“Oh, yes—no! I—I mean, don’t get
the things out of the cupboard for a
migute, old chap! I—I'll he back in o
—a—g Jiffy 1¥

Billy Bunter grabbed the keitle, and
started for the study deorway,

Peter Todd, with sudden suspicien,
stepped In his way.

“What have you been up to?’ he
demanded.

“Eh? Nothing, old chap!”

“You've pot jam on your chivvyl™
roared Poter.
~ “Have—have I, old chap? I—I had
jaum at brekker, old fellow | stammered
Bunter. “I say, let a chap pass! I—1
want to fill this kettle 17

“If you've scoffed the grub—"

“0h, really, Toddy ! As if I'd touch
thoe jam " exelsimed Billy Bunter in-
dignantly. *“I don't care much for
1am. There wasn’t muach, cither, only
a pound pot——"

“Then you've had it yelled Peter.

“Nol!» roared Bunter. “I haven't
touched it1 I didn't know there was
any jam there, There wasn't any
when I locked into the cupboard. Be-
sides, I haven’t looked in the cupboard.
Why should I? I say, let me go and
fill this kettle ™

*You—you—you—"" gasped Pcicp.

“I zay, you'll find the jam there all
right, Peter! Tf you think I was tell.
ing you about Popper to keep vou from
looking in the cupboard, you'ra jolly
well mistaken! I say, Toddy, lot me
go ond Lill this kettle, while you get
out the—ithe jam—"

Peter Todd made a jump to the
study eupboard, grabbed open the door,
and glared therein. Bunter made a
jumpr for the doorwav. Peter needed
only one glance into the cupboard;
then he turned, and made another
jump—at Dunter !

The fat Owl was Ieaping through the
doorway.

Feter's foot shot out, and landed on
the tightest trousers at Greyfriars, as
he leaped

Bump |

Clang !

“Yarooh "

Billy Bunier landed in the paszage,
in a heap. The kettle clanged beside
LIk,

Peter leaped out after hon, and
grabbed up the kettle.

Bang, bang, bangl

“Oh  erikey! Yarceh !  reared

DBunter, as the kettle banged on his
fat head. “0Oh! Whoop! Leave off,
you beast! I never had the—yavooh!
—jam! I mover bad the caket! I
never had the— Who-hooop 1™

Bang! Clang! Bang!
“Ow! Oh crwwbs! Yaroocoh1”
Eilly Bunter sguirmed to hs feet,

and fled down the Demove passage.
He roared as he fled, Pelter Toadd
brandizhed & dented kettle after hine.

“Btop, you fat bloater! Come back
vou frowsy frumpl! I haven't finishod
yvet! T'm going o bust this kettle on
vou |* he roaved.

But Billy Bunter did not stop. If
Peter had not fnished, Bunter had,

Buntey disappeared down Lthe Remove
itanl'ease, leaving Peter brandishing the
ettle.

T

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
A Remove Rag |

HUMEP !
'Llﬁ Entez M
“harpentier,
Thump |

“Mon Dien! Zat you entair!"

Thuny !

For the third time, there canwe a
heavy thwnp at the French master's
study door.

Monsieur Charpentier — variously
termed Mossoo and Froggy at Grey-
Erla.rs-—brw:rat.hed hard as he rose to lis
oef.

Mossoo was scoted by his study win-
dow, enjoying the sunshine of July
while he vead a letter from one of his
many relatives in la belle France, Tha
window wasz not open. Bloest windows
at Greyfriars School were as wide open
as pozsible that hot July afternoon;
but AMoszsoo, in the way of his country-
men, had no liking for fresh air.

The thumping st the deor inter-
rupted his perusal of the letter from
liis mnative land. At the first thump
Mosgsoo supposed that somebody was
coming in, aml had knocked with un-
usual vigour, At the second thump he
was purzzled, At the third he under-
stood, aud his eyes gleamed, and his
little, poinled black beard bristled
with wrath, It was a “rag.”

The deor remained shut; but he
knew that it was a Remove junior on
the other side. Mossoo did not necd
telling that.

Ever since Williwm Wibley of the
Remove had been expelled from the
school, Dlossco had becen ot wear with
the Remove,

In the French class they rng%ed hinz
as he had never been ragged hefore—
though poor Mossoo was rather used to
rags in class. DBut outaside classes they
ragged, which was rether & new thing.

nly that afternvon Mossoo had
nearly sat in a sea of gum in his arm-
chair. DBut for the fact that he had
wheel the armchair to the sunn
window, and the glimmering gum hzui
caught the sunshine, he would indubit-
ably have sat in it. He had wiped it
away with a duster—with deep feelings,

And now somoe rockless young rascal
wasg thumping at his study door,

With glleaming' eyea Mossoo rose to
his feet, and grabbed a cane from his
table,

But at the creak of his chair, az ha
rese, there was a sound of scampering
feet in the passage. The ragger was
gune,

Monzicur Charpentier sat  down
apain, s face set with anger. Hao
laid down the cane, and resumed the
perusal of the leiter from IFrance.

Gradueally his brow cleared as he
read the news from home—news of
little Adolphe, and Iittle lenri, and
little Ilenvietie, and a host of other
nephews and niecea fo whom lie was
not “Fropey.” but “1V'oncle Heori”

Thump !

It came so saddenly, and so loudly,
that it made Mossoo bound,

“Mon Dien! Mals c'en cst trop |?
gasped DMossoo, and he Ieaped up,

rabbed the cane, and rushed to the

QT

Scampering footsteps receded as he
rushed,

He dragged open the door, and
popped into the passage.

Mo ono waz to ba seen, The ropger
had escaped in time,

rapped  Donsjeur



Broathing thard, Monsieur Char-
pentier shut the door, and returned to
hiz seat at the window.

Thres minutes elapsed, and then—

Thump! Scamper!
“Ciel I  gasped Monsieur Char-
pentier.

He tore to the door, tora it open,
and rushed out again, brandishing the
CaTle.

But again the ragger had escaped.
Only an empty passage met Dossoo's
itnfuriated eyes.

He stood gasping with wrath. In-
gtead of re-entering his study this time,
the French master whisked along the

il

EVERY SATURDAY

dow. A few more minutes, and calm-
nesa supervened, and he almost forgotb
Lhe rag.
He was reminded of it, suddenly,
Thumy, thump, thump!

Scamper |
“{tial 1" breathed Mossoo, as he rose
again.

He stepped to the door, but this time
he did not open it With great ariful-

ness, Monsieur Charpentier posted
himself just inside e dopr, ond
waited ! ] .

T'gur times iIn succession, young
razeals of thse Remove had tiptoed
down the passage to that door,

o

I

|

I

e sd

by

|

3

grip was on the collar of that fat
hpure.

Billy Bunter ﬁa'm a startled sell.

“Owl!l T say, leggo—"
“Bontair! Co gros garcon! Voust"
hissed Monsicur Charpentier.  ""Come

vizme! I take you to ze Head! Venes,
done 1

“ [—1 say, sir—" paspcd Bunter,

“Venez !” roared Moneieur
Charpentier, and he fairly dragged the
spluttering Owl of the Remove Elgﬂng the
passage.

“Urrggh ! Lepgot I say—oh crikey |
Leggol  Cooogh 1" gurgled Bunter as
he went.

- t m’
il Wlﬂﬂlﬂﬂﬂﬂm It

Peter Todd got busy with the keitle. Bang, bang, bang I * Oh crikey ! Yarcoop ! * roared Bunter, as the ketile banged

on his fat bead, **Oh! Whoop !

assare to the study belonging to Mr.

uelch, the master of the Hemove,

He rapped at Quelch’s door, bhurled
it open, and rushed in.

“ﬁqnsieur Quelch! Jo vous dis, =zis
is of 2o too much !” spluttered Monsieur
Charpentier. “1 tell you, sair, I vill
have no more of zis! so boys of
vour Form, sair, zey malke ze bang
at ze door of ze most terrible, and zen
gey fly—et jo demande—"

Monsieur Charpenticr, in his angry
excitement, had got that far bhefore he
perceived  that the study was un-
gcoupied.

Quelch was not theral

Really, Mossoo might have guessed
that one had he been less excitable.
The hardiest spirtls in the Remove
would hardli have ragFad in Masters’
Passage, had Mr. Quelch been in his
study., It was fairly certain that the
voung razcals had made suro that
Quelech  had pona out  before they
started.

“Nom d'un nom ! spapped Mossno.
And he retired from Quelch's study,
and returned te his own,

He slammed the deor with a slam
that rang the length of the passage.

Once more he eat down at the owin-

Bang !

thumped, and scuttled off before he
could spot them., He did not doubt
that there was more to come. DNext
time he was going to whip open the
door instantly there was a knock, and
grab the offender before he had time
to escape. And that offender was going
to be marched off to the headmeaster,
with Mossoo’s grip on his collar, A
Head's flegging would be a lesson that
the Remove raggers would not be likely
to forget in a hurry.

Breathing fury, Mosses waited, and
Listoned.

There was a footste
a few minutes later,
aned glittered.

On_the previous occazions he had not
heard the rapgers coming., This time
he heard footsteps,

and

He reached the door-handls,
held it in  readiness to open the

in the passage
153 eves gleamed

inztant the knock came. He wailed,
rather like a tiger crouching for a
Epring.

Knock !

Instantly Mossoo weenched the door
open, and leaped out like a tiger from
his lair. He crashed into a fat figure
outside the door. In a split second his

Clang !

Leave off, you beast I [ never had the—yaroop!—Jjam 1 I never had the cake | I
never had the—who-hooooop!™

Bang !

“Mauvaiz garcon! VYou rag, isn't
it 7" hissed Mossoo. " Vat you call one
rag, mauvais garcon! Mon Dieu I

‘“Ow ! I didn't—I wasn't—I never——*

““Venes, gros garcon.™

“Ow! Lopgo!”

But Monsieur Charpentier did not let
go. Wi Elin% Billy Bunter was
marched off to Dr. Locke's study in the

razp of the enraged and exasperated

Tossoo, gasping and spluttering wildly
ag ha went.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
A Surprise for Mr. Quelch !

1 HERRY I
' “Oh! Yes,
Bob Cherry.

FHo coloured. Johnny Ball
and Hurree Jamset Ram Singh, who
wers with him, looked s little self-
CONACIOUE.

The three juniors were coming out of
the House, as Mr, Quelch, master of the
Remove, came in. Thoy met their Form-
master face to face:; and it rather
gtartled them, R

My, Quelcl;, who had been walking in
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the gquad, did not, of course, know that
those three members of his Yowun had,
only & few minutes ago, been engaged
in a “rag” on the Freuch masler,

They had |

They had delivored ithe thumps at
Mossoo's door—Johnny Ball once, Inky
once, and Dob twice | After which they
had decided to call 1t o day, as it were,
and keep off the grass. Considerning
how they had been occnpied, enly a
few minutes ago, they could not 1143?;} o
guilty feeling ss they almosé ran into
their Form-master,

From tho point of wiew of the
Removites, it was up to them to avenge

oor old Wibkley's disaster. DBub they
did not, of course, expect Mr. Quclch to
see 3k in that lhight.

“Have you dena vour lines for
Monsieur 6t1nrpcntirzr, Chevry 2 asked
Mr. Quelch, to the relief of the three.
Evidently Quelch had no suspicion of

the rag, Ii was upon quite anothex
subject that he had stopped themm to
speal,

“Oh! No, sir,” said Bob.

_ *“Have you writlen gyour
imposition, Ball i
Mo, sir!” growled Johnny Bull,

“And you, Hurree Binghi"

“No, estecmed sahib 17

Mr. Queleh frowned.

* Monsieur Charpentier lLas reported
to me, that lines given to boys of iy
Form, have not been handed in to bim,”
he said. *'I must ask you why the lincs
have not been written.”

Tho three juniers exchanged slances,
During the Jlai;est rag in the French
class—avenging the hapless Wibley—
Mossoo had gone completely off at the
decp end, and showered lLines on the
clasa like the falling leaves in autummn,

That would not have matierad much,
if he had omitted to ask for them to bo
shown up, a3 was generally the case—
for Mossoo, a3 a rule, recovercd very
guickly frem his “ftantrons™ and let
offenders off very lizhtly.

But since the affawe of Wililey, Moz
had bren o changed Mossoo! Incessant
raggings had not mollified his temper
Before he had time to recover fromn one,
there was another and another. Mozoo
trr these dayvs had become a< fard ng
Hacker, the master of the Shell—wlho
had bitherto had the distinetion of being
the worst-tempered master at Greylriars,
And se, instead of forpetling to ask for
linez, e hod pot on'y asked For thens,
but reported to the Remove master that
the impots romained anwritlien, m spite
of hiz demands.  Whieh meant  that
Queleh’s cane would bo featured i the
next item on the programme.

“Well 1 rapped Mr. Quelch.

His frown intensified, e was aware
of the deep resentment in Lis Form
following the expulsion of William
Wibhley. To a certain extent, he sym-

athisad. He was amnoved willh tiw
E‘r{:neh master for having insisted upon
that dra=tie senfence. thus leaving o
Head no choice in the matter. Dk
discipline was discipline ! Fellows eould
not refuze to obey orders;, lowsoeyver
resentful they maght feel,

“It is now several days sinee the linea
wore given out 1™ apid Mr, Quelch, in a
deep voice. I require am explanation
ab once 1™

“Well, sir,
lot 1" =said DBob.

Johnony Bull gave a grunt. ]

“Wo can’t stay out of class to write
lineg, =ir,” he said, "and were unot
allowed to cut prep! 1 don't know
where a fellow's supposed to find ihe
time to write lines by the thouzand.”

Mr. Queleh started a litile,

“ Mopsense, DBulli” he esaid sharple.
“What do you mean by thai?  1leow

Teench

there's such anm  awiul



many lines has Monsieur Charpentier
siven yoult"

“ A thousand, sir!l And in Freneh !

“Ilow many lines have beon given
vou, Cherry?®” asked Mr. Quelch, com-
pressing his lips, .

“ Fifteen hundrved, sir.”

“Wha-avtg" Mr. Quelch  almaost
gasped.  “Are vou jesting, Clierry ¥”

"ﬁ gir 1¥ g

“How many lnes have been given
vou, Hurree Singh 7

“Five hundred, esteemed sir.”

*And Smithy's got two thonsand, and
Wharten's got twelve hundred, and a
lot of fellows have o thousand cach!™
growled Johnny DBull., *And. as our
Form-master, siv, I hape you'll tell us
how we're to get through them.”

Mr. Quelch compressed his lips avder.

His annoyonce was mtense. ;

Lines wero generally handed oub in a
hundred, or two hundred at a time, In
awfully serious cases, five hundred might
be given—but that was very cxceplional,

It was clear that Monsicur Char-
Eentiﬂr. in a state of passionate wrath,
ad showered oub lines that could not
possibly be written, by fellows who had
plenty of other occupations for their
titne.

It was unpleasant for Ar. Quelch,
for, as the I'orm-master cowncerned, it
was up to him to see that the tasks
were done—and to cane the offenders if
the tasks were not done.

“I1 will speak to Monsienr Char-
pentier,™ said Mr, Quelch, aftcr a pause.
was certainly unaware that the
impositions were so exceptionally heayy !
I will sec the French master on the
subject.”

The three juniors went out inte the
guad, and JMr, Gueleh  walked up
Mastors' 1’assage.

He did not go to his own study, Hao
went to Monsteur Charpentier’s,  This
awkward matter bad to be settled at
once.

Obviously, such impositions counld not
be written.

Hovere master as he was, Queleh was
the man to see justice done to his Form.
Aonsieny Cherpentier had the right to
impose lines for faulta in the French
class, on any boy in any Form; and to
report the boy to his Form-master if
the lines were not written, But he had
no right to impose lines on this absurd
scole,

The matter was awkward—Quclch did
not want frouble with a collcague on the
staff. But these impots were going to
be reduced: and Quelch was gowng to
soe that they were reduced. And if
Mossoo refused to reduce them, Quelch
was going to tell him, point blank, that
he would not allow such ridienlons im-

ositions to be written by bovs of his

Qrm.

His mind was quite made up on that
subject : and his lips were set 1 a tight
line as he arrived at the French master’s
study. )

The door was ajar, and Mr. Quelch
tapped on_ it, pushed it open, and
entered. He set his lips still harder as
he saw that the study was vacant.
Monsieur Charpenticr was not there.
Only & few minutes ago, Mr. Quelch.
from the quad, had seen him sitting
at his window, reading, Now he was
gone. ]

It was extremely irritating; for,
having an unpleasant tazk to perform.
Mr, (gunlch naturally wanted to ger it
oveor,

On the chair by the window, lar the
lotter that Mossoo had been reading.

That looked as if he had been calicd
awaf suddenly from the studv—and
would Blr.

probably be rc:turnim%' SO0,
Queleh decided to wait for him,

LVERY SATURDAY

1lc waited.

He did not sit down. He leaned his
tall and angular figure on the mantel-
piece while he waited,

Fap, tap!
My, Queleh, already in a state of
annoyvance, glan round very irritably

at that tapping sound at the window,

It sounded like a woodpecker, but
evidently it was not a woodpecker. He
wondered irritably what it was,

Tap!

Mr. Queleh's eyes gleamed.

He Lknew now !

Tap, tap!

Some fellow, out in the guad, was
pitching pellets  against glass,
causing that irritating tap. A pea-
shooter, or perhaps a cotapult, was
being used. Anyhow, tiny pellets were
tapping on the panes from without.

It was, of course, a “rag.” Quelch
knew that at once; and he had no doubt
that boys of his Iorm were concerned,
It was due to their resentment of
Wibley's expulsion. He was well aware
that there had been an unusual amount
of ragging, with the French master as
the vietim, since William Wibley had
gone.

Tap, tap!

He stepped to the window, threw up
the sazh, and put his head out, in the
hope of spotting the fellow who was
pelting the window.

What happened next was uncxpeeted.

It took Mr. Quelch utterly by surprise.

7
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As his head was put out of the win-
dow, and his gimlet eyes swept the
quad, something crashed on his head
from above—and burst!

It was a paper bag—packed with
flour ! It burst open instantly ms it
dropped on the top of Quelch’s head.

“Qoooogh ! splutterad Mr. Quelch.

Smothered with flour, he staggered
baclk into the study. Flour erowned him,
flour smothered him—it was thick on his
mortar-board, it filled his ears, it
mingled with his hair, it streamed down
his neck, it smothered all over himg-own.
Utterly amazed, almost wonderin
whether he was dreaming, Mr. Quele
tottered—in the midst of & world of

Aour.
“QOocogh!* he gosped. “Urrmrghh!
Cooooch! Wurrggh !”

The Bounder, 1n the room above, had
got His man—though, rather unfortu-
nately, it was the wrong man!

Srr—

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
All Right for Bunter!

R. LOCEKTE, the headmaster of
Greyfriars, raised his eyes—and
his cyebrows—as his ﬂud:ly: doar
opened after a hurried knocl,

and Monsicur Charpentier burst in—

jt-rkingi Billy Bunter by the collar.
The headmaster’s eyebrows rose so ex-

prfﬁsifelg ab the sight that they seemed

almost about to pop over his head.
A ealm and dignifed headmastor did

not approve of hectic excitement on the
art of o member of his staff, And
ozs20 was fearfully excited.

i

“Zat vou come in, Buntair!” panted
Maostoo., " Ecoutez! 1 make you to
come to 7o IHead, n'est-co.pas’®®

“0h erikev [ gasped Bunter.

Billy Bunter, in point of fact, did not
know why Mozzoo had collared him, did
not know why he was dragged off to the
Flead's study, and wasz in & state of
bewildered astonishment and indigna-
from.

He had bhad no share in the rag
at Massoo's deor—he did not even know
that Bob Cherrs, Hurree 3ingh, and
Johnny Bull had been delivering run-
away thumps at that door. They had
“chucked * it and walked away before
Bunter arrived on the spot, to fall into
Mossoo's clutches,

So the bewildered Owl covld make
nothing at all of this, unless Mossoo had
suddenly gone out of his senses !

What, indeed, was any Iellow to think,
when he came to & master's study with
an excuse about his lines, and that
master suddenly popped out on him,
ﬁ:gbhed him br the collar, and marched

im awav !

But whether Mossoo had suddenly
gone insane or not, Bunter did not want
to see the Head. He never wanted to
see the ITead. There were foo many
sins on Billy Bunter's fat conscience for
him ever to feel quite comfortable in the
presence of his headmaster.

He hung back at the door.

But Mossoo was not to be denied. He
fairly wrenched the fat junior into the
study, and landed him, like & {at fish, on
the carpet, in front of the Head's
writing-table, where Dr. Locke majestic-
ally sat.

“AMonsicur Charpentier!” eaid Dr,
Locke, in a cold, even voice, “may I
[EEI’IEE[- vou to calm vourself?”

Mais—" gazped Mossoo.

“ Kindly release that junior's collar.”

fhat garcon—" -

“1 must point out to you, Monsieur,
that that is not the way in which a Grey-
friars boy should be brought into the
mﬂnnm of his headmaster,” said Dr.

ke icilw.

“ Mais ce garcon—"" panted Mossoo,

He released Bunter's collar, and the
fqt junigr, gasping, backed away from
11T

“J—TI sar—"" gasped Bunter, “I-I
say, vou keep off | I say, sir, you make
him keep off 17

“Bilence, Bunter! Monsieur Chaor-

eniicr, kindly tell me st once why von

ave brought this Remove boy to me.”

“Tt is one, vat vou call rag "' pented
Monzieur Charpentier. *I sit viz myself
in ze study, and zere come one zump ab
ze door—"

“One what?” ciaculated the Head.

“One zum ne lond zump of ze most
terrible—'

“Oh! A thump '™

“Maiz onil Zat is vat I say—one
gump ! I rush te ze door, and zere ia
na vun'! I =it down vunce more viZ

‘myself, and vunce again zers 13 One

verree terrible zump at ze door! I run
—T Ay—but zere is no vun—-=-—"="

Dr. Locke [rowned.

“1 understand'” he said. *And this
hl:."-_"l

“T calch him ! gasped Mossoo, " Zere
iz zump and zump and !Hm%ctﬂu_]ﬂllt‘ﬁ
zere 15 zump, but ze garcon run, ho
go, he disappear viz himsell, ven zat 1
get to za door! So I vait inside, and
ven zat he come vunce more, I open o
door and I jump, I pop, T bound——"

“Bunter ! How dare you—"

“F didn't!” shricked Bunter. ©1
wasn't! I never!”

“INaiz, silonce, done '™ shricked Mon-
sicur Charpentier. “Is it not zat I
¢atch vou in ze act, mauvais garcon?
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Quarlre lols—tour times zere 13 zump,
zump—and zen I catch zat Bumtair—"
: "1 wasn't” yelled Bunter. *'I never—

“I bring zat mauvais garcon to you,
sair] I zink zat one flogging vill make
zoso bad boys zink vanee or twice beforo
zat zey play 2o trick on mel” gasped
Mossoo.

“I didn’t ! shrieked Bunter.

“Bunter! Do vou deny that you
knocked at Monsieur harpentier’s
door 7” demanded the Head sterniy.

“Oh, nol Of course I Lknocked™
gasped Bunter. “A chap has to knock
at & master's door, sir, before he goca
in, hasn't he "

“Oh! Certainly! But——" Dr.
Locke paused. **Monsieur Charpentier,
I understand you to say that there was a
serles of runaway Lknocks st your study
dﬂﬂll“——"

*“Mais onil Zuwmp, zump, zump—="

*¥Wou are surs that Bunter was taking
part in thia disrespeetinl trick I+

I catch him in ze act.™

“I didn't!™” spluttered Bunter. %I
never[ Ok lor'! I never knew there
waa a rag, sitr— Oh crikey-—"

*f did you go to Monsieur Cher-
pentier’'s study, Bunter i
“I had to go about my lines, siri”
asped Bunter. “I've pot hundreds of
mes, like all the fellows, and I—I
Lhaven't done them, sir! Amd Toddy
gaid I'd better do them, because Moszsoo

waz fearfully shirty—=>"

ii."rﬂ;'hﬂ_ﬂ_lt?:u

“Fearfully shirty, sic!” gaspod
Bunter,

“Pleaza do nob use such expressions
in  speaking to your lweadinaster,
Bunter.”

“Oh! Yes, sir! I mean, no, sir! I

menn, that's what Toddy said, sir, so
I—1 thought I'd go to Mosson, sir, and
e:F!a-.in why I hadn't done my lines,
belore he jawed to Quelch—I—I mean,
before he mentioned 1t to Quelch—"

“"You went to Maonsieur Charpentior’s
study to speak to him about an imposi-
tion: given in the French elass, Bunter "

“Yes, sir] 1—I didn't want Quelch
on my track—I—I mean, I—1 didw't
want my Form-master to be bothered
about it, sir—="

“Aen Diea!™ murmured AMonsieur
Charpentier in dismay.

Ie realised that he had acted a little
hastily, Raggers had thumped at his
danr, ene atter another—and he had
taken the next comer for another
regger. Bub really any fellow might
have come to his study!

“Then you tock no part in this—hem !
—rag, Bunter? asked the Head.

“ Mo, sir!” gasped Bunter. “I never
Enew there was a ragl”

“Then why did you suppose that JMon-
sicur Charpentier l:-rnu;it you to ne,
Bunter ¥ asked Dr. Locke, with a
searching look at the fat Owl

I thought he'd gone balmy, sir.”

“What 1"

“Balmy, sir! I mean, potty!”

“You mean what?” pasped the Head.

“I—I mean, batty, sir! That is,
bafchy ! stammered Bunter. *Wonky
in the crumpet, =i 1"

“ Bilence, you absurd boy! Monsicur

Charpentier, you tell me that certain
nnknown perzona thumped loudly at
your dogr—->"

“Ze Jlowd and terrible zumpsi-—->"

“Did Bunter thum[i loudly in the
same manner, or did he knock in the
usnal way?'?

“Oh " gasped Messoo! It s true zat
Buntair did not zump like ze ozzers.
No; he konock., But I zink——"

It appears, sir, that there is a mis-
take,”" said the Head coldly. "1 amn
guite satished with this junier’s explana-
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fion. It appears that he came to your
study to speak about certain lines that
you had grven lim, and knocked in the
usual way, knowing nothing of what had
happened before he arrived. You secm
to have jumped to a very hasly conelu-
g1, monsienr.”

I'oor Moszoo had already realised
that !

Raggers after raggoers had come and
gone, and he had pounced on a fellow
who had mothing te do with the rag.
That was as clear to him now as to the
Head.

He stammnered, his face crimson with
discomfort and mortification.

“Arc you satisfied, Monsieur Char-
petticr I asked the Head grimly.

“Mais ouil” gasped Moszsog., “Cer-
tawement |  Je me trompe—I deceive
myself—"

“ Bunter, you ma{ H

Billy Bunter rol Eﬁufmm the Head's
study.  Ho grinned as he closed the
door. It was all right for Bunter; it
was not all right for Mossoo. The fat
Owl was guite aware that Mossoo was

oing to get a few well-chosen words
rom his chief beforg he got away.

Which was very agreesble to Bunter,
if not to Mossoo. He rolled down the
passage, grinning.

lossoo was nob grinning when hao
enierged from the Head's study a fow
minutes later. He was perspiring, He
mopped his damp brow as he meandered
back to Inz own study.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER,
Floury |

b RRERGGGH "
“Nom d'un nom 1" gasped

Moszoo.

_ He stood in his study door-
way, staring at a strange, startling
figere within, his eyes almost popping
from his head.

“Gurrggh!” came a gurgling rasp
from that strange fizure,

“ Mals, qu'est-ce ui-c'est?” pasped
Mozsuo,

“Wurrrrggh! Ooocogh 1

“La farinel” breathed Mensieur
Charpentier. “C'est de la farine!
Ilour! Zat i3 flour!l”

" Lroooocogh 1M

The Houry figure in fhe study gasped
and gurg]eg and spluttered and puffed
ard blew, and grabhed wildly at four.

Y Mats gui——"" gasped Mossoo.

For the moment ha did not recognise
the Remove master.  Mr. Queleh was
too thoronghly disguised by flour. Flour
clothed him like & garment. Flour
showered round him, ns he pazped and
splutterec and grabbed and elawed.

Queleh’s foce could not be seen under
the flour. Could it have been zeen, its
exprossion would have been startling.
Under the flour it was crimson with
fury. Seldom, or never, had Henry
Samuel Quelch  been  so  terribly

enraged,

“"But vat iz all =2ist” exclaimed
Mossoo. " Vat it shall mean? YWhe
are you, monstenr?  And vy for you
smozzer yourself wiz la farine—viz ze
fHour 3"

“Uunuurgh 1" gasped My, Quelch, A
pood deal of flomr had got into his
mouth, and it rendered speech a little
difficult. * I=—urrggh !=grooogh [—1 am
smiothered  with=-with flour | 1t—it
appears to be~to be four! It has been
—woogogh !—dropped on my—grooogh |
~head | Urrggh1”

“Is zat Monsienr Quelch? pasped
hosson. “Our, I zink zat it 1s Monsieur
Queleh ! You drop zat flour on your
head, sair? Mais je vous demande, vy
for you drop zat flour on your head?”

"Do not be nonsensical, sir!” splut-
tered Mre. Quelch, through the flour.
*“This—this lour was dropped eon my
head as I looked from the—gurrrggh {”

" From vat?™ gasped Mossoo.

“IFFrom the window. Someone must
have been si the window ahove—
gurrggh !l—with a bag of flour—
urrrrggh : Ne doubt it was intended
for you, Monsieur Charpentier. But I
came hera to speak to you, and—
warrrggh I

“Mon Dicn 1” gasped Mossoo. “Ciel !
Ze is a trick of ze most disrespectful [?
“The perpetrator will suffer for it,
z2ir 1 gasped BMe. Quelch. “He shall
be—urtreeh !—ﬂc:gged—gurrggh P

He dabbed flour from his hair, his
eyes, his nose, his ears. The study was
spotted and spattered with white.

_ Monsieur Charpentier stared at him
in horror, but with a faint smile dawn-
ing on his face.

‘Thiz had happened in his study, and
there could bo no doubt that it was in-
tended for him, though Quelch had un-
fortunately got it. It was one mora
mova in the Remove warfare, and but
for the circumstances that Mr. Queleh
had dropped in to speak to lim during
his brief absence, Alosseo would hava
bagged the flour. Quelch had bagged it,
antd the result was likely to be serious
for the I'orm that had declared war on
i him a 4 !

Mr. Quelch gave hini a flour are.
Ile detected that lurking smile. e

“You are amused, sir 1" he spluttered.

“Mais non, non, jamais!" gasped
Mossoo. “Pas du tout! I am shock—
I am dismay! Zis is one outrage of o
mozt terrible—"

“Pah [:u-

Mr. Quelch whisked doorward,

Monsicur Charpentier hopped actively
out of his way. e did not want any of
the flour.

The Remove master left a white trail
behind him as he went. When he was
gone, Monsieur Charpentier smilal
apain—mere broadly. e was shavked
and be was sympathebie: but un-
doubtedly Dlr. Queleh’s aspect, as a
pillar of flour, had its absurd side. And
there was  something amusing—io
Mossoo, If not to AMr. Quelch—in the
voung rascals of the Hemove getling
their own Formi-master, in mistuke for
the French master, with that bag of
flour. It wos possible that the sutcome
might make them fed-up with their feud
with I'roggy.

Mr. Queleh hurried away, trailing
flour behind him.

Hia fArst thought was to seelk the per-
petrator of the awful outrage in the
room above. DBut he realised at onco
that there was no chance of that.

Minules had pasged, and zeconds wera
enough for that voung rascal, whoever
he was. He was not likely to have
lingered after dropping the bag of Hour
on the head at the window below. Stern
fustme on that iniquitous young rascal
1ad to wait.

Quelck was chiefly in need of & wash
and a change. Under the flour his
cheeks burned at ihe ides of being scen
about the House in this state. _

Strewing flour as he went, he hurried
away to lis own quarters.

“Oh crikey I There was & loud and
startled squeak from Billy Bunter, the
first to spot the floury Form-master.
“Who—who—what's that " )

The fat Owl staved at Mr. Quelch with
his eves alimost popping through hias
spectacles, y

(Quelch breathed wrath. His study
was on the ground Hoor, but his roowms
were on the floor abeve, and he had to
ro up the Orst staivease. To do 2o ha
had te run the gauntlet of many ¢yes.
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As Mr, Quelch put his head out of the window, and his
It was a paper bag—packed w

and burst !
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head. “* Ooooogh ! ** spluttered Mr. Quelch.

o brushed angrily past Bunter,
lenving ithe fab junior stcezing from a
wlndf of flour.

“Atchhhooo ' sneezed Bunter., “I
say—aytishoo —who—shoo! Shoo-ooh I"

“Bless my soul [¥ It was Mr, Prout's
decp boom.  The Fifth Form master
was standing at the foot of the stairs,
speaking to Blundell of his Form. Both
of them stared in smazement at the
floury Forw-master. *Who—what—"

“ITs that Mr. Quelch?’ gasped
Blundell of the Fifth.

t ?u-ﬂch ™ boomed Prout, “My dear
Cuelech | My dear fcllow, has anything
Lappened——1"*

“Cannot you sce that something has
happened, Mr. Prout?” snorted the
,:{Fmﬂ?ﬂ master.  Ilis tanper was failing
EIH1.

*Reully, Quelch—"

“Urrrgeh 1

Quelch whisked up the stairs, leaving
Mr. Prout and the caplain of the Iifth
Etaring.

Coker of the Fifth, coming down, met
Lim face to face, and gave a roar.

“Oh crumbs! Whoe's that? 1la, ha,
b 1™

Guelch  whisked on,  leaving  Coker
roRring.

Temple and Dubney, of the Fourth.
were on ihe landing. They jumped at
the sight of the whitened figure that

tore by
“What the dooee M gasped Temple.
“Who the thump—" stullercd
Pabney.

Queleh whisked on, sealtering flour.

“I say, ,}'-:-u fellows, it's Quelch !
aqmal:ﬁ:g Billy Bunter, fromn below, 1
say, it's my beak, smolhered with flour !
¢, he, he!”

Mr. Quelelr rushed to  his
Cenerully - Quelelt's  1ovements

oo,
WO

loisurely, indeed stately, as became a
Form-master of his years. Now he
fairly raced. He did the upper passage
to hizs room ss if it wero the cinder-
path, only anxious to get out of sight
before more cyes fell upon him in that
ghastly state.

It was unfortunate that Mr. Hacker,
the master of the Bhell, stepped out of
his room as the Remove mnaster came
carcering by.

Quelch, of course, was not aware that
Hacker waz just going to step out.
Hacker, of course, had not the faintest
ides that a floury TForm-master was
coming up the passage like a runaway
war-ltorse.  They met unexpectedly.

Crash !

Bump |

* What " roared Mlacker, as he
sprawiod.

“Oooogh 1" pasped Quoleh, as he
sprawled over the master of the Shell.

“What—what—who—who—upon  wmy
word—what fool—what lunatic—what
dolt—" gasped Mr. Lllacker.

“Oooh ] I—=I—I am sorry, Iackee !
spluttered Mr. Quelch, as le. detached
Limseli from Hacker's waisleoat, “I1—I
died nat see you! I—I—ooopgh ™

“Is that Quelch?” Ilacker sab up
“Good gad, sir, yvou have winded me--
vou have smothered me with flour ] In
the name of all that is senseless, Quelel,
why are you racing about the House in
that cextraordinary state? 1 have a
ripht to ask you, Quelch, what you mean
—what you can possibly incan—by these

inexplicablle anties!” howled  Me
llacker. 5 ,
Mr. Quelch did not slop 1o explain.

Ile  circummnavigated  Ilackes,  and

riuzhed on to his own rool.

The door slammed afler him, with a
mighty slam.
“The man 13 AMe.

mead Y masped

U ey

-J-l r1 |:5 S

%imlat oye swept the quad, something crashed on his head from above—
flour. It burst open inslantly as it dmppedg

on the top of the Remove master’s

Hacker. He picked himself up, and
debbed atb the flour. “Mad! That is
the only word for it—mad ™

In the American sense of that word,
Mr. Queleh wndoubtedly was “mad ™
just then=—mnad as 2 hornet ! In a state
of breathless fury, to which words could
not have done anyvthing like justice, he
cleaned off four, washed off flour.
rubbed and scrubbed off fAour, and
chauged his Houry attire.

His fur% intensified during that pro-
coss, and by the time he emerged from
his room, newly swept and garnished,
the master ,of the Greviriars Remove
was in a frame of mind that was posi-
Lively dangerous.

e ——

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Awful News!
BAY, you fellowst" yelled Billy

13
I Bunter.

He burst into the Rag, his fut

face wreathed with grins, Lis

eves popping with excilemenk behind his
big spectacles.

Thore was a sound of laughter in 1l
Rag, A pood many Romove men were
there, afler toa, and Lhey scemed 1o e
cnjoying & joke, A few, fpcrimpa looked
rather grave, but most of them chortled.

Herbert Vernon-Bmith was the centre
of attraction. Within a minute of drop-
ping ihe flonr out of the window the
Bounder had reached the Rag—his
retreat had been of the very promptesl.

Herry Wharton and Fravk Nugond
tad come in from the guad.

Sintthy had been extremely eaveful to
ascertain that no trace of flour was left
about hin. Wharton and Nugent lLad
eavefull concesled  the peashooters
with which they had patiered, from a
Tue Macxer Liprany.—No. 1.531.
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safe distance, at Moszoo's study window,
in cover of the elms.

Thers was nothing fo connect any of
them with what had happened—so far
a3 beaks and prefects were concerned.
In the Remove, of course, thare was no
speret about it. There were no sneals
in that Form, and all were up against
Mossoo on Wibley's account.

Bob Cherry, Johnny Bull, and Hurroe
Jamset Ram Singh had come in with
their friends. Comparing ndtes, they
found that the flour-bag rag had fol-
lowed very soon after their own door-
ihx}mpm%‘ ra% Which zdded to the
galety of the Removites.

Mosson was getting it hot and stromg—
first from one, then from another. No
doubt, in the fullness of time, he wonld
bhe sorry that he had caused the sacking
of & Remove man!

8g far, thero was no knowledge of the
dreadful truth. Smithy, from the npper
window, had barely glimpsed a head
helow before he dropped the flour--and
thaE.j glimpse was only of the back of a
head,

Wharton and Nugent, in the quad,
had blotted themselves behind a tree-
trunk at & sound of the window open-
ine, so they had not seen* Mr, Quelch,
Dnly a moment or two later ihey had
vontured to peer and had glimpsed a
whitened figure tottering and splutter-
inr i Mossoo's study—of course; taking
it for Alossoo.

There was no doubt—net a shadew of
s doubt—that the Dounder’s reckless
jape had worked like a charm—so far.
And a ecrowd of Removites chuckled and
chortled as it was told. i

“Right on his napper ! grinned the
Bounder. “ Bang on his napper! |
heard it hurst as it hit—""

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared all the Rag.

“And wo saw him, a wminple afier
ward |V chuckled Nugent, * White as a
jolly old ghest I” : !
“Flour all overI” said Ilarry What-
ton, lnunlumﬁ.

“Ha, ha, g 11* |

“There'll be a fearfu]l row abaut this,
you fatheads!” said Archibald Popper.

Tha new juntor had come nto tne
Rag to learn what had happened, and
he, at all events, did not seem amused.

The Bounder stared round at hin.

“You barging in again?’ lhe asked
aggressively, “I've  told you that
ou’ve gut too much to say, young

"ﬂP er i’
e Eupper’a right 1”  drawled Lord
Mauleverer.  *“'I'here’ll be a fearful

row, Smithy, and you'll be flogred if
you're spotted.  And you jolly well
deserva it, tooal"
“Shut up, Mauly ! roared Bolsover
major. “1 eall it a jolly good jope!”
“You would !" assented Mauleverer.
“ Look here, you cheeky ass—"
“Tt's the ;iﬁpﬂ af the term 1" declared

Skinner. isky, if you like—=but the
real goods
“We've set out to rag Dlomsoo,

Mauly 1” said Johnny Bull, “ We're
going to make him sorry for petting old
Wib turfed out!”

“The sorrowfulness is
tarrific 1" declared Hurrce
Singh.

“Look here, you're an nss, Mauly !
spid Harry Wharton warmly.

said Lord

“I've heard that onc!™
Mauleverer placidly.

“And a fathead—"" =zald Baoly Cherry,

“I'va heard that one, too! A rag's
all wery well—but thiz is top thick 1™
said Mauleverer. “There’s a limit,
though Smithy doesn’t szeemn to know
61"

“ Rats I"* retorted the Bounder,

“ Bet you Mosson's sarey for himself,

gnvhow | grinned Bob Cherry.
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“Not muech doubt
chuckled Peter Todd.

“Ha, ha, ha 1™
. YAnd a tremendous wax he will be
in, too!” cxclaimed the new junior.
“ Lot of chance of his coming round and
tetting Wibley off, after thist®

“Oh rot1” said Peter Todd. **Thera
wa:n't any chance of that, Popperl
Wibley’s gone home, and he can't comae
back. I dare say his pater’a sticking
him in some other sehool already.™

“A potty trick 1 said Popper.

Herbert Vernon-Smith made a ztride
towards the new junior. Smithy was
f;rtaa.tlg.r bucked by his exploit, and far
rom pleased by  hearing  Archibald
Poppor's deseription of it as 8 potly
trick.

“Are you askin' for some more, you
cheeky rotter i demanded the Bounder.
“I let you off, in your study, with ono
koock, as you funked; but if you jaw
too much, I'll mop up ths Rarx with
souw ¥

“Tear, heav!” said Bkinner. *“*We
don't want Sir Ililton Fopper’s swank
at secend-hand here! You've pgot ioo
much {o say, Popper|”

“Thke too-muchiulness is preposterous,
my esteemed and idiotic Popper ! said
the Nabob of Bhanipur.

“What the dickens does 1t matter to
vou, Lapper?” asked Harry Wharton.
“You never knew Wibley, and I supposo
ou can’t care a bean about Mossoo !
Vhat are you worrying about, then, you
fathead 7

“Why the dickens can’t vou leave
Froggy alone?” snapped Popper. * Hu's
not a bad little ass when he's left alone.
He might have come reaund by this Limo,
Lut for all this ragging—-="

“And what does it maller te you?™
demanded the Bounder.

“Oh, Tats Y grunted Popper.

Perbaps he had hiz own reasons—
reazons that the juniors would never
have dreamed of guessing—Ier not an-
swering that question.

“Bhut up, Popper, vou checky ass!™
said several volees.

“Mind your own bizoney 3

1] H-lng EI'H:. 1”

It was then that {he deor of the Rag
opencd and Billy Dunter rolled in, grin-
nming with glee, and pasping out wilh
cxeitement ab Lthe same fime.

But Billy Bunler’s excited howl was
not heeded. Vernon-Bpth, with a very
unpleazant expression on Iiﬂs face, ad-
vanced on Popper, pushing back s
eufls.

“Put up your hands, you checky
ead 1" ho zeid. “I'll jolly woll———"

“{h, chuck that, 8mithy 1" said Bab
Cherry. Mo interposed, pushing thwe
Bounder back. "It's a free country!
A fellow can talk out of hiz hat if he
1““:?? ids

FaY;
Bunter.

“Shut up, Bunler ™

“Get out of the
snapped the Bounder.

crnon-Smith  was intensely angry.
Io was_ taking the lead in the war
against Mossoo; and it had 1o be ad-
mitted that o was ready to take risks—
Lig risks. And the Boeunder did npot
realize that it was his ingrained love of
rowz and excitement that influcenced
Ly, far more than indignation on the
expelied %mlior's gecount. e had had
enough cheak from a fellow who had
boen only a fow davs in the school;
and, as Popper persisted in asking for
it, he was poing to give Sir Hillon's
nephew what he asked for |

DGut Bob did not step aside.
pushed the Bounder back again.

“Tasy doesz it, old manl” he szaid
soothingly,

“You silly ass ™

ghout that!™

you fellows=—" yelled

L

way, Uheryy!

ITo

“Same to vou, with kuochs en ! caid
Bob affably. * Look horo——"

“1 say, you fellowsa!™ yelled Bunter.
*1 say, will you listen lo a chap? I say
—he, he, ho l—all smothered with Aour——
he, im, ha 1™

“Oh! You've seen him?” exclaimoed
half & dozen fellows.

Billy Bunter was given alienlion at

ast.

“He, he, he ! Yes, rather | chortled
Bunter “I say, you foilows, T wonder
who did it!”

“Ha. ha, ha "

“Bmothered !” roared DBunter
* Smothered from head to foot | I didn's
know him at first! Prout dide’t! Ile,
he, he ! Smethered! Whito as a ghost |
He, he, hal 1 say, you fellows, somo-
body bas been japing him with o bag,
of Hour, or something! You fellows
know anything about 1§

“Ha, ha, hai" roared the crowd in
the Rag.

“He, ho, ho!” echoed Bunier, “I
sny, he looked a sight, I can toll youl
ile snapped Prout's head off ! He, be,
hel I say, think it was & Remove man
did it7"

" Bort of I chuckled Bob Cherry.

“The sortfulness is terrific |

“1 say. you fellows, T shouldn't liko
to be the chap that did it when Quelch
comes down I said Bunter. “ Funuy, if
you like; but Quelch will be as mad as
a hatter ®
“LRot1” said Bkinner. “Quelch don't
like Froggy any more than we do for
gelting poor old Wibley sacked. Quelch
won't mind a fearful lot.”

“Ile looked as if be minded ! grinned
Bunter. “And he jolly well sounded
like it, too! Bmothered with foure—
lig, he, hel Poor old Quelch I

“Toor old Quelch I repeated Harry
Wharton, with a start. “ What do yeu
mean, fathead? Has anything happceoed

to Quelch 7

Bunter blinked at him,

“Eh? Haven't T just heen tellin
vouu?” ho asked. * Bmothered with
Hlopr—*

“What "

" Guelch 1™

“ Mossoo, you mean—="

“You blithering ass—"

“Th#” Bunter Dlinked round in zup-
prise. I mpean Queleh! I saw him—
smothered wilth {lour from head to
faot 1™ .

Sudden  silence fell on the Rap.
MNobody was lauzslung now., The mers
possibility that it was so lorgificd the
licmoviies.

Vernon-Bmith, forgeiting all about hia
dispute with the new jumior, strode at
Billy Bunter, with a black Lrow., Ha
grasped hiin by a fat shoulder and shook
ltim savazely.

“You fat robter ! he hizaed. " What
do you mean? It was Moszoo that zub
the floui——"*

“Ow!l Legrol™ howled Bunter.

“What de you mean?” reared (he
Bounder, in rage and alarm.

“Doogh—I mean, legrol Btop shook-
shook-shaking me, you beast!” splut-
tered Bunter. " If you make my specs
fall off, you’ll have o pay for tlwem!
Leggo! I say, you fellows, make hon
legpao IV

Three or four fellows jerked fhe angry
Bounder away frome Bunter. Maticrs
wera too awfully seriousz for indulgence
of 8mithy's temper.

“Now, Bunter, tell uwz!™ snapped
Harry Wharton.

“Ow 17 gasped DBunter. Y D've told
vou, haven't 17 1 zaw uelcli—
urrrrrggh —amothered with  flouy—
Yurrgghl That beast has shaken all
ihe bib-bib-breath out of me— Coozh |
It was Queleh 1



“It wasn't!” hissed the Bounder.
“What would Queleh be dommg
Mossoo's study?  And 1 saw Mossoo
there, too, a little while before.”

“0Ol erumbs I said Harry Wharton
blankly. “Queleh ! Theve's peing to be
an awful row now [

“I tell you—" hooted the Bounder.

Ile did not believe it yet. It was, in
fuct, too awful to bLelieve, if he could

he{lip it. :
w.-‘:n:qiiﬂ of the Fourth came into the
Rag, He was grinning,

“You fellows heard #? he asked,
“Heard what P asked Harry.

And ithe whole crowd hunz on
Temple's reply. :
“Your beak, Quelch— somehbody’s

mopped flour over him!|” grinned
Temple. “I hardly knew him when he
passed us on the landing ™

“Quelch | Sure it was Quelchi”
breathed Frank Nugent.
“Eh? Oh, yes! It was Queleh. 1

eay, ho looked & sketch ! "IFlour all over
hirm from head to foot | Iia, ha, ha ¥

Cecil Reginald Temple laughed.

But his was the only laugh that was
heard in the Rag. The Removites wero
nobt laughing now. They were not feel-
ing like laughing. They gazed at ane
another far from laughing, and every
face registered horvor and disinay.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
On the Carpet !

INGATE of the Sixth shep-
herded the Remove into their
Form-roon. Wingata's face
was grave, though hardly as

grave as most faces in the Remove.

Al Greyiriars knew what had hap-
pened now; it was the one topic, A
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dozen fellows, at least, had scen Mr.
Guecleh 1n his Noury state, as well as
some of the masters. In Common-room,
the beaks wore discussing it; in study
and paszage, fellows of all Forms dis-
::ussng 1t. ]

Everybody guessed that 1t was a
ghastly blunder. "The fact that Mr.
Lueleh had got it at Monsieur Charpen-
tier's study window showed what had
been intended. :

The order having gone forth for the
Remove to gather in their Form-room
indicated that Mr. Quelch knew how the
matter stood, and in what Form to scck
for the culprit, or culprits.

Threo fellows in that Form felt uneasy
enongl, Wharton and Nugent had done
the outside work; Smithy had done the
inside work. ‘lThe thrce of ithem wero
“for it,” with a vengeance, if they were
caught—more especially Wharton, who,
az head boy of the Form, was expected
to set an example of law and order, not
of wild and reckless ra%iging. )

The captain of the Hemove realised
that, Skinner congratulated himself on
hoving refused to have a hand in such
a dangerous rag. Wharton could have
kicked himself for hm‘in}i',' liad a hand
in it. He had been reluctant to do
s0; it was only the Bounder's gibe about
“funking * that had rcally made him
do it. Frank Nugent had been still
more dubious, but he had followed his
chum's lead. And the reckless Bounder
had landed them in—this!

Certainly, no one eould have forescen
such & gisuster. Whe could have
puessed that, by the timo the raggers
wera posted ready for the rag, Mossoo
would have gone marl;:hin% off to the
Head's study with Billy Bunter, and
Quelch would have called to speak to
him and waited in his study? Such a

mischance eould not have been guarded
ggrainst.

It would have caused s terrific row
if Mossoo had got the flour, but it was
simply unnerving for Quelch to have
got it. )

The Removites had nothing against
?ueld:—nnt that ‘they would have
dreamed of ragging him if they had,
And he had been the victim of the most
reckless rag of the term.

Wharton and Nugent were worried.
The Bounder, doubtless, was worried,
too, but he displayed his usual coolness
and essurance. :

" Anythin' up, Wingate i he asked, as
ithe QGreyiriars captain marched the

Form in. “Are we up for a row, or
what "

I faney some of f‘ou know 1M
answered the prefect dryly. *I den't
suppose any fellow outside this Form
would ra éuelch.“

“Nobedy inside the Form would rfgg
him, Wingate; I'm sure ﬂf+ that,” sa1
the Bounder, “Home ass might meke &
mistake, perhaps ! Think Quelch fanciea
ihat it was o Bemove man 7"

“Looks like it, as he's asked me to
collect the Yorm,” answered Wingate,

“Hardly fair, 13 1t " argued Smithy.
“It looks to me, Wingate, as if that
bag of flour was meant for Mossoo, and
lots of fellows rag Mossoo. Might be
& man in the Fourth or the Shell.”

“Fifth Form man, perhaps,” sug-
geated SBkinner. " Some ass like Coker [

“¥es: I wonder where Coker was at
the time!” remarked Vernon-S8mith
thoughtfully. “Might even have been s
Sixth Form man. What do you think,
Wingate ¥

“1 think you'd better not be cheeky,
Vernon-Smith, unless you want me to

(Continued on ezt page.)

Boys ! If you're out to get the last ounce of fun from
the most thrilling outdoor hobby a boy can have, get a
Hornby Speed Boat! Hornby Speed Boats and Racers
are the finest model craft of their kind in the world—
beautifully made and superbly finished. The Hornby
clockwork mechanisms are amazingly powerful ; they go
farther, drive faster, and last longer. Your local dealer
will show you all the models—from the out-and-out racers
to the smart limousines—and whichever you choose,
you can be sure that it will be a champion of the pond !
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Binns Road, LIVERPOOL I3,
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gira[ vou gix before Quelen peginz on
yau ¥

Mr. Quelch appeared in the doorway.
h_Hia Yorm hardly dared to look at

it

However, they did logk, and were not
reassured by whal they saw.

Quelch had cleancd off the flour; he
was his usuzl spotless self. His jaw was
clamped like a wice; his cyes glinted.
He was calm—with a deadly calmness;
much more alarming than czcitement
like Mossoo’s. His glanco swept oser
the Form, and the Removites dropped
their cyes before it.

“Are all the boys here, Wingate?”
asked Mr. Quelch.

“"Yes, sicl”

" Thank you [*

Wingate went out, and Alr. Quelch
Came ia.

A pin might have been heard to drop
as he stood with has gimlet eyes fixed on
hiz silent Form.

* No doubt you are all aware of what
has occurred.” Mr. Queleh’s voice was
quict, but very penetirating. “ Certain
boys pelted onsieur Charpentier’s
window—obviously, to cause him to look
out—while another dropped a bag of
flour from s window above. As
chanced to be in the study, waiting for
Monsicur Charpentier, I was the vietim
of this miserable trick. Every boy con-
cerned in it will be flogged in Hall by
tha F}nnﬂmastar ! I order them to stand
out "

Nobody stood out.

Thoe raggers had to take what was
coming te them, if it came. DBut cer-
tainly they were not saing to ask for it.

Br. Quelch waited a long minute.
There was dead silence. At the end of
thet minute, his jaw locked & little more
like a steel vice than before.

“1 am waiting 1" he said.

“ May speak, =0l asked
Bounder.

The gimlet eves ghittered at him.

“Certainly you may, Vernon-Smith, if
you have anything to confess.”

“Oh, ne, sir!” said the DBounder
coally, “But I don't know why the
Remove should be picked on like this
No fellow here would have a hand in a
rag on you, sir.”

the

“There 13 no doubt, Vernon-Smith,

that tha r
tended for
quite aware

as you term it, was in-
onsieur Charpentier. I am

the fecling in this Form
since Wibley was expelled a few days

0. This Form has caused Monsieur

arpentier incessant trouble since.
have had to intervene on more than one
occasion. I have, therefore, no doubt
whatever that this outrage was perpe-
trated by Remove boys as an act of hos.
tility against the French master. On
that point thera is not the elightest
doubt in my mind.”

Silence |

“If tha culprits de net choose to con-
fess, the most scarching and rigid
inguiry will be made!™ said Mr

Eﬁualch. “The matter will not end until
they are discovered. That discovery 1s
assured,” -

Three fellows hoped most sincerely
and fervently that their Form-master
was in error on that pomtl

“In the meantime,” went on Mr,
%113]:::]],_ his voice growing deeper, "I
shall give very special attention to this
disrespectful hostility displayed by my
Farm nﬁmnst a particular memhber of
Dr. Locke's staff I T have made allow-
atces for s feeling of regrot, even of
resentment, &t 2 Hemove boy's expul-
sion. 1 f'lmll now take the severest
INERsUTes,

Ha paused for a moment.

“It was my intention to zpesk to
Alonsienr Charpentier on the subject of
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certamn impositions wlhich appeared to
me cxcessive, and to request him to
reduce them. TI'rom what has occurred
thiz afterncon, I am convinced that
Monsienr Charpentier was not act-u_ni;
too severely. Thesa impositions will,
therefore, be written; and all of them
must ba handed in to Monsieur Char-
I;gntier by to-morrow evening. Evory

y who fails to hand in his lines by
that time will ba caned, and detained
for a half-holiday.”

“Oh crumbs 1™ breathed Bob Cherry.

The Remove fellows were dismally
silent. An endless vista of French im-
positions siretched before them.

Mossoo they might have ventured to
disregard—Quelch was not to ba dis-
regarded, especially in hia  present
moad,

Lines—lines by the thouzand! Dvery
leisure moment was booked for lines.
Lines—endless lines—and 1o French,
ioo—and that little beast Froggy wounld
be sure to insist on the accents being

ut in. This was the net outcomo of
SBmithy's rockless rag!

“1 give the culprits concerned in the
outrage to-day one more opportunity
of confessing ! rumbled Mr. Quelch.

The culprits did not avail themselves
of that opportunity.

There was a dead silence.

*Very wall1” My, Queleh almost bit
off the words. “Investipation will pro-
cead ! Dismiss !

The Bemove marched out. And, as
soon as thoy were safe out of their
Form-master’s hearing, quite & lobt of
them had something to say io the
Bounder.

“¥ou [ool, Bmithy "

“You ass!

“You idiot 1™

“You dummy I

"You bonehead (™

“You terrific fathead ™

“You chump!”

The Bounder, =scowling, tramped
:.'r.!watn:;, without waiting for more than
fnat.

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Smlthy Stlcks Out!

T SAY, vou fellows! '"Tain't [air!®
wailed Billy Bunter.

It was the following day—

Saturday. That alterncon was a

half-heliday—but not for the Remove.

With s single exception, the whole
Form was hooked.

Archibald Popper, the new junior,
had no French lines on hahd, There
had been only one Freneh class for the
BRemovites since Popper had come;
snd in thai class, the new junior had
sat quiet and sedate, taking no part in
the noisy and reckless procecdings of
the rest of the Form.

That was natural enough in a now
fellow, and had cauwsed po remark at
the time. But it caused a good denl of
remark now.

Billy Bupter felt quite aporieved
about it. DBunter, like the rest, had
I'rench impositionz on hand; every man
in the Remove had lines froni Mossco,
even guict and orderly fellows like
FLord Mauloverer and Mark Linlew.
And the order had gone forth that all
lincs had to be handed "in that day.

That meant sitting in the Form-room
to write out yards and yards of that
preat  poem, the Henriade—a poem
which was loathed in the Remove abovo
all other poetical works whatsoever.

When Mossoo pgave lines, they were
genorally from tho Henriade, which was
used in the French class ss 8 school-
book. Acguaintance with that pgreat
work, Moszca thnugiht, weds a pgood
thing for his youthful pupils.

Few of them had any desire to becoro
more closely acquainted with that great
work, Indeed, many of the Removiies
would have lilked (o have the gloves on
with the great WVoltaire for having
written it at all!

Smithy had advecated refuzing to do
lines for Mossoo. Mapy fellows had
thought of backing up that svggestion.
But now that My, Quelch had taken the
matter in hand, that idea had to be
dropped like a hot potato.

War with Mossoo was ono thing; war
wilh Henry Samuel Quelch was guite
another. nly the Bounder, with his
usual recklessuess, was still toying with
the idea.

Un Baturday aflternoon, all other
oceupationa had to be put aside for the
writing of I'rench impots. It was
[rightfully annoying to all the Remove.
And the [act that Papper escaped tho
general fate drew some atiention on
him—not very f[riendly.

“!"Tain't fair I Billy Bunter told the
Famous Five after dinner on Saturday.
“That new cad ought to staud in with

the Form [ Greasing up to I'roggy,
you know "
“Ch, rot!™ said Harry Wharton.

“Popper deoesn’t liappen to have linee.
ihat’I: all. EHe hasn't been ragging

“Well, he ought to hiave Deen; he's
been in one class wilh the liftle heast,
and he never aven banged the lid of his
cloxke "' gaid  Buniter  indipnantly.
“Never even spoke in class!  Rotten
smug I

“My dear aszs,” zald Bob Cherry,
“Popper never knew Wibley—ke cama

after Wib went—so he doesn't feel
about it azs we do.”
“8neaking  rotter!"™ said Bunter.

“Ha ought to ba doing lines like tha
rert. Ha's aﬁninst. ragging Vroggy—
he's said so a lot of times. I've a jolly
good mind to punch hiz bead.”

“I'll give you a bunk up " snggested
Boh.

“Ha, ha, ha

“Oh, rveally, Cherry! Look lere,
I've told you chaps already that that
chap Poppor ain’t Popper at all,” satd
Bunter, “I saw young Popper ot
FPopper Court, and he's got red hair—
I've told you so——"

“Don’t tell us again!” gaid Frank
Nugent.

“A roilten 1mpostort™

“{heesa it, fathead ™

* Beast I

Billy Bunter was still sticking to hie
remarkable story that Archibald Popper
was not the gennine article, Aost of
the Remove fellows had heard that
story, and lavghed over if,

They wers not likely to beliove that
some oiher fellow, unknown, had
arrived at Greviriars Schonl, in the
place of Bir Hilton Popper’s nephew,
under the name of that youth.

Buntor was certain of it. He was the
only fellow at Groyfriars who had seen
Sir Hilton Popper's nephew before his
arrival. Ile had seen his red head—like
a house on fire, according te Bunter.
The new junior had dark, thick brown
liair. Evidently—io Bunter—ho was not
the same fellow,

But Buanter's strange story was nok
bolieved. Tt was regparded, in  the
Remove, as the most idiotic of his many
idiotic yarns. ]

Whether e was mistaken, or whether
he had made i1t up, nobody knew or
cared ; but nobody doubied that it was
one or the other.

“1 say, yvou fellows, I tell
spoofer,” declared Bunter,
he's sneaking out of lines!”

“ Fathead 1”

“Well, I don't ece why I should o
intoe dstention if Popper doean't,”

gald Bunler,

you he's &
and now



ernon-Smith wriggled palafully as be left Mr, Queleh®s room and walked down the passage.
were walting for him at the corner, and they gave him sympathetic looks,
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Some of the Remove fellows
Cherry. **0Ob,no !

Quite nice I** snapped the Bounder. **I'm wriggling like this because I enjoyed it, fathead [*

eronled Dunter. “And T'm jolly well
ok going  in, sm?‘ Smitleyy  =ave he
i=n’t, and I won't, cither "

“Don’t be an ass!” =aid Harry
Wharten, “'The Impots have got to bo
flone now  Quelch has taken it up.

They've got 1o he handed i {o-day.
Come in with the rest.”

“HBlhan't " said Bunter

T Aes L1

The Famous Five went in, and ihe
rest of the Ferm followed.

Lilly Bunter remained oul=—wilh {wo
ather metnbera of the Yornn—1'opper
and Vernon-Simith.

In ihe Forme-room, the Bounder's
chury, Tom Redwing, had a worried
look—-zaud e went ouwt {o look for
writhy. : .

It was wpot an  offliciul delention.

Fellows could stay oub if they liked to
leave the lines undene, and tako the
consenuences.  But that aflernoon was
all the time that vemained for writing
tho lines, and nearly all the Form had
made up their minds to do it

Redwing looked round the guad for
the Bounder, and found hbu loofing
under the eltng, with hia handa in his

ockets, in the ecompany of DBilly

uites, .

“Coming ip, Smilhy " he asked.

[1] N’D !:I! 1

"YTou've mot two thousand lines, ald
fallow,"” eaid Redwing anxiously. *'1t's
a lot. even for & whele alleruoon. 1
vou loso time—"

“T'm nob writing lines [or AMossoo 17

“Youu heard what Quelch told wus
vesterday.”

“I'm not doeaf I”

“Look heve, Smithy, den't be an ass "
urged Redwing, © Weo might have gob
away wilh it with Froggy, but we can't
gob away with it with Quelcl. 1t means
a li{ikling if the lines aren't handed in.”

“I hknow.”

“Well, come in and get them done.”

“Rais 1™

“Wo're sticking if out, ain’t wo,
Bmithy 1 said Billy Bunler. “ We ain’t
afraid of Queleh, are we, old chap®”

g II‘m oot 17 said the Bounder. ™ ¥ou
aro !

“Why, vou beast—"

dwing gave it up, and went back
to the Form-room slove.

A few minutes later Mr, Queleh camn
out of the Iouse, and he glanced at the
two Removites under the elins,

Ilc did not speak. 'I'he juniors wece
free, on a half-holiday, so long ag tho
lines were handed in by the sppointed
time. If they were not handed in, the
consequences were going to be painful,

But, though Mr. Queleh walked on
without making any rcwark, his glance
was: enough for Billy Bunier. Ouea
glance from Quelch was coough to wake
Bunter's courage, such as it wasg, o020
out abt his fat finger-cads !

“I—I say, Smithy, I—T think I shall
do those lives, after alll™ wurimgred
Bunter. “IH Quelch makes a point of
it, vou know——"

“¥You fat assl1” .

“¥ah! I foncy you'll hund them in.
all right, same as iho rest!™ jecred
Bunter, and he rolled off w the Forwm-
T00T.

Smithy wasz lelt aloug.

As a matter of fact, he was templed
i follow Bunter apd  join the rest
of the Form at their weary fask.

But his obstinale and arrogant lempey
Leld him back. Ile had said that le
would nob do the lines for Mossoo—andd
what he had said he had said! e was
not going to back oul. The rest of
the Remove could toe ihe line, i they
liked—not the Bouuder, ‘

In the Torumeromm Uhe JRemeoviies
ground vearily and dreavily sl endless

¥rench, finding = little relici, at
intervals, by telling one anothor what
ithey thought of I'roggy.

Some of them expecled {o sco the

Dounder ¢omo in, sconer or later,
making up his mind to it.  But the
Boundar did nob conic.

Bmithy, reckless of conzequences, was
sticking 1t out !

ooy, W =

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Alias Archibald Popper!

ILLIAM WIBLEY locked in
W the glass, in Sludy Ne. 1, and
grinned.

The reflection in the glass
hore no rescmblavce to theo face, well
tnown in the Demove, of Williaw
Wibloy.

The Remove fellows, so deaply con-
cerned about the cxpelled junior, littla
crewmed how near e was to them all
ihe tine.

Ho far az anybody at Greyfriars know,
Wibley hiad gone home, o face an trato
pareut’'s wrath, after Wingate of {(hn
Sixth had seen him inte his tratn al
Courificld slation, o few days ago.

That be had bad an jdea of lwmogiog
on, somchow, at the =chool, in the hopao
that Mosspe's wrath would cool, and
that Lo waould tlherehby geot auother
chianee, somo of the fellows knew.

But that hoe had acually dous sp,
nobody kuew, or was likely 1o guess,

But Lhere ho was!

Bonder, who alone knew that Lhe new
junior was nob the genuine Archibmld
Popper, litlle dresined who lLie really
Wik,

Yot it had been casy—Ilo a fellow Like
Wibley

[Continued on poge 16.)
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(Continued from poge 15.)

His skill in disguise and impersona-
tion, was wonderful. And in tlis caszo
he had only to impersonate a follow the
Remove had never scen, and were not
likely to see. \

By chance, he had learned that Sir
Hilion Popper had changed his mind
about sending his nephew to Greyfnars.
That had put this amazing stunt into
VWibley's mind.

e had taken = telephone call
intended for the Head. So Wibley
knew—and the Head did not lkoow-—
that Archibald Popper was not connng.

With o skilful change in his appear-
ance, William Wibley had returncd to
Grevirinrs—as Archibald Popper!

He had passed muster with tho Head,
and with Mre. Quelclh, and with all the
Remove fellows who knew him go well.
Plaving a part was sccond nature Lo
Wibley. ;

Of course. such an  cxtraordinary
game could not go on very long. Some.
thing would be sure to turn up te put
paid to it. But if it lasted long enough
to effcet Wibley's purpose, that was all
he wanted. )

He was aveiding that pamnful scenc
at home. He was staving in the school.
He was avoiding being sent to another
schoal. And he was going io keep an
eve on Mossoo—watching for a favour-
able moment.

AMdssoo was sure to get over his wrath
sponor ot later. e was the kindest and
most placablae little gentieman, at heart,

Ten to one, he would be sorry, after
a time, that he had been so very hard
on Wiblev. Wib hoped so, at least.

Then would be the time!

At a favourable moment Archibald
Popper would disappear, and Willinm
Wibley, in hkis own proper person,
wounld make an appeal to the French
master, with & gn:hs chance of success.

That was the plan—or, rather, that
had been the plan. )

It had looked, fo Wibler, quile a good
thing. But now it looked like being
knocked on the head by the attitude the
Remove had taken up on Wib's account.

Wibley had not thought of that, or
anticipated it. No doubt it was gratify-
ing, 1n a wav, to find the Remove
fellows g0 concerned about him, DBul it
was disastrous to his little scheme.

Froggy, incessantly ragged every day
since the expelled jumor had gone, was
not metting into a betler temper.  His
temper was steadily deleriorating. lle
was having an u;w%'u't time—all due io
the expulsion of Wibley., Hisz thoughts
of the absent junior were not likely (o
be growing compassionate—in thesa cir-
camstances.  Ifar from it,  The mere
name of Wibley was likelr to be to hins
like a red rag to a bull,

However, William Wibjey still hoped
[or the best.

1ie had & hopeful nature.

S0 lont as he was at Crevfriars, he
was at Greviriars; that, ai least, was
that ! He was not, at least, pone for
gan,

Tue Aagxer Lisnary,.—XNo, 1537
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And, to Wib, there was a keen enjoy-
mment 1n playving this extraordinacy pack
—ihe higgest “spoef” he had cver
Lrought off:

2o he grinned cheerily ab hus reflee-
tion in the glass in Study Noo 1, grin-
ning at a face that cven he could not
recognise as his own !

Then e sat down at the study 1able
to write a letter home. With all the
Torn: busy weiting lives in ihe Morm-
voom, there waz no danger of being
observed-=which was rathier important.

" Dear Falher,—I am very glad you
gave e permission to stay on for a
tine.  As 1 explaiped to you, il was
entively  «due o the Mrench nmaster
goetling his rag ot that the Head sacked
me, and I wn sure that he will come
round. It 1z only ueccessarvy for hiom
io put in a word for e with ihe 1lead,
anc it will be all right. I hope to be
able to wriie again seon and tell you
that it is all swashed out.—Your affec-
tionate sob, Wies.”

Wibley, aliaz Avclubald Dopper,
enelosed iliat letier in an cuvelope and
wddressed 16 to his father.

He hoped that it would have a sooll-
ing cffect on the old folks at home.

Cerfainiv, Me. Wibley had not the
remotest idea of the peculiar condilions
under wlhich his son was staying on at
the school. ]

All he kuew was that Wik was slaying
on, 1n the hope of the Frencly master
taking & more lenient view of the case.

It was uot likely to oceur to im lhat
Wik was staying on in the guise of a
new junior named Archibald Popper.

Having addressed and stamped thal
letter, Wiblev slipped it inte his pockel
ant lefe the zludy.

Ilo saunicred cheerily oat of the
Tlouse into ihe bright July sunshine.
e did nel imlend to post that lelier
in the school box. In Wih's poeuliar
civeminstanees a fellow comd not be foo
caveful, e was poing to walk down
to Frjavdale and drop it i alb ile
village post ollice,

The Bouunder, loafing idly o the qnad,
seowled al o as he crossed towards
the gates.

Bmithy™z tempeor, always a little un-
reliable. was at its vory worst that aftesr-
noot. e was “slicking it out ™ 1o tie
matter of the lines for Vrogpey: bat he
andicipated, witloud any pleaswre, the
ineviiahle dolerview wilhh Me. Quelch
tlhind would follow, The «ght of the new
fellow, who had had the cheek to sotb
himself up against the ragging of
Fropey, was more than enough to bring
a scowl to his brow aud a glint 1o his
LY OE,

e emme gquickly towards “ Archibald
Popper.”

Wibley eved bine warily, and guick-
enedd lis pace a Little.

Fle did mob wank LR R [T N I;1'1::u[-[-,'
with the Bouoder,  Tn the row in Lhe
stuchy the previows day, he hud had a
nurow escape of losing his brown wig,
wiich would have given his gawe away
with a vengeanee,  Wib's disguize was
a povlect one, to ihe eve; bat i was,
so lo speak, sowmi-detachod.  1le could
not afford Lo gel islo serapping.

“ Yo vollen cod U said the Dounder.
" You've mob 2o lines do do for Frogey !
You greaze up Lo the hitle beast pretty
fhormaghly

Wibillev gernned,

Ile Lt Dniz own peasons - ool ressoms
—for pnb joininge v (he rapoing of
Moszao. but Ahey were noet vopsrne 1hial
B el exvlain 1o any fallew ol Livexs
Frinegs. Podee e expml=ion Wiblew

hae been as ready for & ras az any
fellow in the Forjp—readier tlimn many
of them—Dbut circumstances were altered
1LV,

e walked
BIEBRWGFINL,

‘Vhe Bounder was in an agrressive and
tuarrelsoine femper-—and one narrow
cicape was chough for Wibley.,

Vernon-Buith stepped after him as he
went and let out his boot.

Lhul !

C “Yoowop 1™ yelled Wibley, staggers
ing forward and nearly falling.

He recovered himself and spun round
at e Bounder, his oyves blazing., For
the moment he forgot the necessity of
kecping out of a serap.

e rushed back et Vernon-Smiih,
hitting out right and left.

Stithy, with a grin, put up his hawds
and met i more than hall-way,

“Plucked wp a little courapn sines
}'ﬂ:-ii‘l:r(lﬂ}"."” figr peeved. " Comne o, ancd
I'll— Ow] Wow! O, my hat!?

Wildey's fist landed on the Bounder's
nose, and he  staggered:  the next
mowent he fairly hurled howseli at the
Hew Junior.

They would Lave closed in ficvee steife
the next moment, bot in that moment
Wildey remcmbered. e was not afraid
of the Bowwder,- hut he was fearfully
afraid of hatr aud evebrows amd even
corplexion being dislodged.

i 3 I jum}l‘rﬁd swiltly Dback., and back
agaiu, and “yel again, as the Bounder
followed him up; be relveated 10 &
series of backward bounds.

“Look hece, chuck 12! he pgasped.
“1I give you best if you likel Keep off,
vou zilly fatbead! Can’t vou keep your
silly Llemper, vou durnmy ¥ Keep ofl, 1
lell you! Oh, my hat 1

The DBounder, unheecding, [ollowed
Lim wp; amd Avchibald Popper sod-
denly turned, took to his lecls, and
dashed out at the gates.

“Why, you rolten funk ! razsped (he
Bounder, “Cormoe back, voun measly
coward ! Slop, you sneaking fonk ™

He rpshed after 1opper of  the
Reawmove, Lut the new junior was going
down the veasd at top specd for
Friardale.

Vernon-Bmilhe stared alter lam frem
the gates i astonishinent and disgusi.

“Well, of all the rvotten, meaxly
funks!" ¢jaculated the Bouuder. “ By
g Of all the rotten, sicaking,
mwcasby, crawling, cripging funks—"

Avehibald Popper disuppeared 1n Lhe
dusly dizlanee; avd the Bouuder, with
a suort of conlempt and scorn, jamaued
L= hawdds into his pockets and tramped
tack into the quad.

on quickly, williout

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Six for Smithy !

6 HAT a sell I said Bob Clerey
on Monday morning.

“lrigehitful!™ prinned
Hup{wm,
“1 sayv, vou fellows, w's just rollent™
saich Billy Bunter.  “Think of Bmithy
wodfing by like that! I wish I'd stuck
i out, too!™

Many Beomove lellows were thinking
ihe same,

The DBouwnder was grinning serencly
when the Yormn came out in break ilat
niorIing,

Comdenry Lo all expestation, Stnithy
had “got away ™ with it—so far, at
least.  All thie rest of the Bemove had
shown up their lines on Balurday. Soma
of thew hd gob throngh sooner an
soine: later, but all had gob throngh
sodner or lnter and taken in tlse im-
pesl = 1o Alonsieny Charpenticr.



The Bounder Dad pet writlen a line.
e had said that e wouldn't, and ho
hadn't. Awd notling bhad come of it—
g0 far.

Unlesa Nozsoo coporled him o his
Form-master it was all right M.
Quelch would not wet 1 {he matior
nnless he received a complaint from the
French mmasier,

But all the Remove had expected
Moszoo to do exactly that—the Bounder
included. Clearly Mos=oo had made no
report of one junior having failed to
hand in his lines.

When, in class on Alonday morning,
Mr. Quelch made no roference to the
mratier, Snnihy did not doubt that he
had “pot by ™ with his defiance, and the
other fellows had the same impression.

It was, as Bob dectarved, a “sall.” 1If
one fellew conld get by, other fellows
could have got by—and the whole Form
had slogped aud slaved at lines all
through & sunny hali-holiday for
nothing.

The Bounder apenly rejoiced.

_ M 3erve you jolly well right for givin'
it he told the other fellows “IE
yvou'd sfuck out it would have been all
vight. Iroggy's got the wind up, and
he doe:n’t want any more troubla with
as”

“Blezzed i it docsn’t look like it 1*
remarked Kipps of ihe Remove, “He
calt't have put it up to Quelch, or the
ald bean would have been down on you
like a ton of Lricks.”

“Ile dare not I'? =necred 1he Bounder.

“Well, gratters, old scout 1™ said Bob
Cherry.  “DBut ic was a big risk.
Quelch would have made you st up if
Mlossuo had put 1t to him™

“It's a puirid sell, though!” gprovwled
Slinner. “If wa'd backed up Swmiithy
we should all have gpot off, Mossoo's
rofling funky.”? |

“Rob ™ said Lovd Mauleverer. *If
you'll take a friendly tip, Smitlhy,
you'll do those lines, RMossoo 1sn't funk-
ing trouble with the Remove; only he'a
4 pgood little ass, and he docen’t want
to pei a fellow whopped if he can help
]t,}!

“Oh1” exclaimed HHarry Wharton.
“Think that's it, Mauly #*

& Yaas.ﬂl

“Then you've a zillv, bluhering ass ™
gaid Vernon-S8mith. © Mossoo's down on
ng a3 hard as he can go. Look how Le
rob old Wibley zacked.”

“Yans. But he's a good littla ass, all
iho same, and he's givin® you time,
Bmithy, EE’IH.:.F up while you've pot the
{ime.’

“Rats ! zaid the Bounder contemptu-
ously. J

Opinion was divided in the Remove-—
many fellowa aproving with Smitly that
Moszzoo funked further trouble: others
inelining to Mauly's opinion, that hLe
was displaying patience and kindness,
from unwillingnuss to land a fellow
with zevere punishment.

I the latter was the case, ho was still
waiting for tho lines o be shown up.

Sinithy did not think =o; and had he
iliought =0, it would lhave made no dif-
ferenco to hia altitude of defiance. 8o
far, ot least, he had pot by with it, and
he was confident thet Aossoe would not
wention 1w matter again,

‘That confidenco had a rather rude
shoek later in the <duy, when the Te-
move came out after clazs.

Monzicur Charpeutior was in the cor-
riclor, and he called to Vernon-Bmith.

" Emect 5t

The Bounder breathed ratlicr hard as
he stopped.

Bkinner winked at the other [ellows

*¥es, ¢ir 7' muttered Bmithy,

“Emeel, vy fer have vou pot handed
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in  zo imposition, lke tho ozzer
gurcons ?” asked Mossoo. .
“"PTve not wiitten any lines, si,”

answered Smithy sullenly,

He knew now that he was wrong, and
Mauly right. Fhat discovery only added
to his sullen yesentment.

“Yon have written nozzings?” ashked
Monsiour Charpentier. “1 give you
tdeux  mille—two  thousand  lines—and
you have weitten nozzings.”

“Na, sir.™

“Zen I report you to AMonsieur
Queleh, Smeet 1

“*¥ou will do ag vou please P*' retorvted
tlte Bounder, and he turned and walked
WY,

*Mon Dien!™ murmured JMonsiaur
Charpentier, colopring with annoyance,
#3 he stared after the mzﬁry Bounder.

X say, you fellows, Mossoo’s after
him ¥ grinned Bunter, as the Removites
went onb “IL zav, T'm jolly glad I dad
my lines, after all !’

Bunter’s %ladm::ss on that subject was
shaved by all,

It was not, after all, & "eell”
Moszsoo had  simply been  exercising
patience and giving the Donnder a
cvhance. As he had not availed himself
of it ho was going up to Quelch.

A qguarter of an lour later Smithy
was called inte s Form-master's study.
ilis brow was dark as he presented
himself there.

" Vernon-Smith,” rapped Mr. Quelch,
“ Monsieur Charpentier veporis to me
that you have net handed in your
unposition,*

*“'P'wo thousand lines 15 too much for
any fellow {o write, ::r,” zaid the
Bountder. * Nubody ever gels an impot
lika that”

“Aftor the oulrvage that oceurred on
Friday aficrnoon, Vernon-Smith, 1
have taken the wview {ibat the French
itnpositions, ihough cevtainly severe,
were deserved,” satd Mr. Queleh coldly.
“I gave instructions to the whole Form
that they wera to be written and
handed in by Saturday evening.”

Vernon-Smith made ne replv.

“ As you have disremarded that order,
Vevnon-8mitl, I shall deal with you
reverely,” seid the Rewove maater,
“¥on will be cancd and detained for
the hali-holiday on Wednesday., Bend
over that chaie®

Tha Bounder went (through what fol-
lowed with set lips, and without a
sound.

Tt was a severe “six,™ bul the Bounder
was fongh.

After that ipfliction, 3Mr. Queleh laid
down the cane, and motioned to the
junior to leave the study.

Smithy went, his lips shut hard. e
wriggled painfully as he walked down
tha passage. Some of the Remove
fellows were waiting for him ab the
corner, and they gave himn sympathetic
looks,

“Had it bad 7* asked Bob.Cherry.

“Oh, nol Quite nice! I'm wrig-

sling liko ihis becausze I enjoyed i,
vou silly fathead!™ snapped the
ounder,

And he stamped on, leaving the

juniors grinning.
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MODEL CRAFT

! guess an yau tellows are inderested m
really super model Speed Boats. If go, turn
to page 11 and there you will find details
of the Hornby Speed BHoat Folder, printed
in colour and giving all details of the Homby
fMleat of Speed Boats and Racers. They are
all there—from the out-and-out racers to the
smart limowsines, What a thrill to he
champlon of the pond this year!
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THE TWELFTH CHAPTER,
Wibley' Gets His Halr Off |

i QLD on ' _ )
William Wibley, alias
Archibald Popper. held on.
He had not much choice
in the matter, as a burly, hroken-
nosed man was barring the narvow
fontpath in front of him.

Wibkley backed awsy & step or two

qxlicki{:ﬂd

He never seen that unplensant.
Ec;ukhljng tramp before, but he had heard
of him.

Mr. Huggins' broken nose was rather
a distinctive feature. Ha was the
tramp who had stopped Billy Bunter
the previous week, and would have de-
zrived the fat Owl of the Remove of

13 watch, had not Mr. Quelch and
Monsieur Charpentier happened on the
epot, and weighed in with their walk-
ing-sticks.

ibley had heard the story, but had
not given the broken-nosed man any
thought—till now.

Now he rather withed that he had
not taken a walk after class in I'riar-
dale Wood.

‘He was thinking of anything but
disreputable tramps as he sauntered
along the shady footpath under the
thick branches. he thought of
him, he would have supposed that Mpr,
Hugﬁma had cleared out of the neigh-
bourhood, where DP.-e, Tozer of Friar-
dale had an eyc open for him.

But the man with the dilapidated
nose evidently had not cleared out, for
here he was, leering at the Greyfriars
junior, and :!Iispla;l.-ing & sot of kuuckles
1n a significant manner.

“ What do you wanti” asked Vibley,
a rather superflluous question.

It woa olear enough what the ruffian
wanbed.

“"Tr'aps you could "elp a covey on
lis way I suggested the broken-nosed
man, coming a step nearer as Wibley
backed.,

Wibley backed another step.

“Iraps you could make it a
pound ¥ went on Mr., IMuggins, follow.
g the junior up as he retreated, “1I
wouldn't like to bash in that nose of
yourn—not if you behave, young covey.
Wot about a pound

William Wibley had more than a
pound in his possession, but ha was
not in least disposzed to hand over
the same to the tramp. DBut he was in
a lonely spot, more than helf a mile
from the lane, and he had no chance
whatever in & tussle with the hefty
IIvggins.

e backed away more quickly, Lkeep-
g & wary eye on the broken-nosed
wman, i

“*I =0id ’old on, young covey !’ said
Ar. Huggins, in & deep, threatening
growl. " ¥You asking for it1”

He came on quckly.

Wibley halted. He was not going to
be robbed, if he could help it; but he
had to bo wary. It was clear that
;ﬁgr- ﬁlf:ggim was a reckless man with
s fists,

“hd wyou say s pound?’ gaid
Wibley, slipping his band into his
pocket.

“1 says & pound, and I means a
pound ! grunted Mr. Huggins. “And
you can 'and it over afore I gives %l:;l
a oner, or arter, jest as you like,
E.‘ﬂl'lﬂg,' covey I . .

“"Hera you are ! =zaid Wibley.

Ar. Huggins held out his hand  for
the pound. DBut he did not reccive i
in that hand.

Wiblay was pgoing to give him a
pound, but that pound was not coin
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of the regim It wos guite a different
sort oi poand” that he was thinking
of handing over.

His hand came out of his pocket—
clenched. Before the broken-nosed
man realised what weos happening
Wiblev's Hst crashed on his broken
uose with all the beef that Wik could
put-into the punch. He fairly pounded
that nose, and Mr. Huggins, taken quite
by surprise, sat down suddenly.

He Tﬁllﬂli as he set.

Wibley whirled round and ran.

Ho had gained time to get out of
reach, and for tho rest he had to de-
pend on speed,

Ha flew along the footpath in the
direction of Frigrdale Lane.

For a moment or two the broken-
nosed man remained sitting, and
epluttering, with his hand to his nose,
where he had a pain. ) i

Then he scrambled to his feet, his
stubbly face red with rage, and rushed
in pursuit of the schoolboy.

His heavy footsteps pounded on the
grassy path.

“Strike me pink ! he panted. " You
wait till I get “old of vou!™

Wibley was not likely to wait.

He ran; he few; he almost whizzed.

But fast behind him came the heavy
tramp of running feet,

Without looking back he knew that
the tramp was gaining, and he put on
a desperate cffort.

A treiling branch canght his straw
hat, and whirled it from his head.
But Wibley did not think of stopping
for 1t. Hatless, he tore on.

Closer, andﬁi:lu'ﬂ.er belitnd him, came
the heavy tread.

Mr, Huggins was gaining at every
stride.

Friardale Lane was in sight now, at
z distance. Onee in the open lane tha
ruffian would dare to pursue him no
farther. But the lane was still dis-
tant, as the pursuing tread sounded
closer and closer.

“'Old on ! panfed & voice, so close
behind that i made Wibley jump.

An outstretched hand touch his
shoulder; but, as if the touch electri-
fied him, the junior bounded on out of
reach, and Huggins' Bnger-tips slipped
from his jacket.

Panting for breath, damp with per-
spiration, Wibley Hew on.

The lane was only fifty vards distant
Mo, But again a stretching hand
touched him. He was almost in the
tramp's grasp.

grin & desperate bound saved Lum,
and he Hew on.

He raced wildly for the stile on the
lane,

But Fuggins made an effort, too.

Wibley had almost reached the stile,
when the outstretched hand behind him
grabbed again.

This time the ruffian did not grab
st hiz shoulder. He grabbed at his
hair, which gave a better hold.

“Oh!” pasped Wibley, as the hand
behind elutched his hair, and held.

“Gotcher I panted the broken-nosed
Otan.

And he dragged.

The next moment he staggered back,
with & wvell of horrilicd amazement.
Wibley ilew on.

Hugging was still grabhing Lis hair
Wibley flew on without it. It was
the thick brown hair of Archibald
Pc-é}per that was in Hugging' grasp—
and Wiblev's own short-cropped, fallow-
colonred hair was rm'na,lr:(}] lo view,

“Strike me pink!" spluttered the
astounded Huggins.

He went over backwards, and landed
with a bump.
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Dragging at a schoolboy by his hair,
the tramp had naturally expected to
drag the schoolboy back. aturally
heo Ei:lﬂ.d never dreamed that the hair
wolld come off in his grusdp: but 1t
did, and Mr. Huggim sat down n a
statec of almost gibbering astonishment.

Wibley flew on, and cleared the
piile with a desperate bound.

He had not been able to stop for his
hat—and he was not able to stop for
his hair. Ile bounded over the stile
into tho lane, and disappeared from
the amazed eyes of the broken-nosed
Inan.

“Btrike me pink and yaller and
Blue 1" gasped Mr. Huggins,

He :at, blinking at the curly, brown
wig 1n hiz hand, with almost unbulii:_'.'-
ing cyes—the mosk astounded tramp in
the County of ent.

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER,
Borrowing a Hat !

i H scizszors " murmured Wibley,

Ho  was safe frém  the

tramp. He had left My,

Hupggins a mile behind when

he came to. a halt. XHeoe was not bother-

ing about the broken-nosed man., He

was  larkin behind  the hedge in

Friardale Laue, at a short distance

from the school gates, wondering what
on carth he was going to do.

He had lost Archibald Popper's
brown hair. s own tallowy crop
leaped to the eye—if e was seen. IHe
darcd not be secn—by any Greylriars
oyc.

It was lhe sight of Winpgate and
Chwynoe of the Bixth, coming slong the
lane, that had cauwszed him to pop out
of sight behind tho hedge,

Whet was he going to do?

Even without that brown hair, he
was nob recognisable as Wibley, so
effective were the facial changes he had
made in his loocks.  DBut, obviously,
Atchibald Popper of the Remove could
not walk out of gates with brown hair,
and come back with hair of another
eolonr, without exciting a lot of atten-
tion.

Remove fellowd had taken no notice
of Billy Bunfer's strange tale con-
cerning Bir Hilten Popper's nephew;
but they were cerlain to sit up and
fake noties if they saw such a start-
ling change as this in  Archibald
FPopper.

It was not far from lock-up now,
and Wib had to go in. Ife could nal
go in without his haiv. Had he still
pozsessed a bat he could have jamrmed
if down hard, and hoped to pass
muster. But his hat, like his hair, had
been left behind in Friardale Wood.,

He backed more closely into cover as
somn Greyirviars fellows eamne hy,

Iobson and Hozkins and Stewark of
the Bhell passed, within six or seven
feat of him
b Wibley hardly breathed till they wers

v,
If one Greyfriars eve fell on Lim in
Liz present state, his guine was np.

Wib was prepared for diflicalties, in
laying the part of & new fellow st
Civeviriars, ut he had never antici-
pated anything hike this,

He had to go in—or b missed ot eall
ing-over., And he could not go in.

In the study he had an ample supply
of theatrical gadgets, and the wissing
brown hair ecould bo replaced. Bt
Study No. 1o the Rewove, though only
a couple of hundred yards from the spot
where he lurhked, raight as well have
Leen at the ends of the carth.,  Ile could

nol reach Bludy No. 1 without runmng
the gauntlet of all the eyes at Greyiviars
School.

“0Oh erikey I groaned Wibley.

He had to get & hat. Hats did not
grow on hedges; and the only resource,
thevefore, was to borrow a hat. But in
the pecnliar cirewmstances, he had 1o
borrow & hat without being scen by the
owner thereof.

Any old hat would not do—it hod lo
be a Greyfriars hat, or, at least, a cap,

Wibley was driven to the couclusion
that he ecither had to snatch & Greviriars
hat, ta get back mto the school, or elso
Zive up s stunt as Archibald Poppor
on the zpot,.  Which Wibley did not
think of doing for one moment.

Now that it was geiting near lock-up,
a pood many Greyiriars fellows were
coming along, to go in at the gates.

Having decided on his only possible
course of action, Wibley walched,
through the hedge, with eager eyes
rather like a bandit lving in ambash.
He had te wailt till a frgﬁﬂw came by
alone=—and even then 1t was risky., But
he had to take the risk.

A party of Fourth Ilormers came
along the lane from the village.

Wibley popped back inta decper cover
a3 Temple, Dabney, and Fry sauniered

V.

After them, Coker of the Fifth camn
by with Potter and Greene of that
Form, And after Coker, five or six fags
of the Third ambled along. Then came
Nugent minor of the Becond Form, with
Gatty and Myers.

Wibley began {o wonder whetlier he
cver would spob a fellow on his own.

Then a fat figure, 2 fat face, and a
large pair of spectacles dawned on him.

Eilly Bunter was rolling up the lane
towards the school.

Bunter was on his own.

Wibley breathed harvd, and sgucezed
throught the hedge, ready to grah.

A moment more, and Bunter's straw
hat would have been snatched from his
head, douwbtless mueh to his surprise.
But just azs Wibley was going to grab,
there was a buzz of bicyele bells, and a
Ilmncll of ¢cyclists came sweeping up the
9§ {5

Wibley popped baek just in time.

Y alle, hallo. hallo P’ caime a clicery
roal. " IHHow cdid that porprose get owb
of the Zon*”

“Oh, really, Clhevpy——"

“Oh! It's Bunfer ™

“ Deast

“Ha, ha, hat"

The l'amous Iive pedalied on, and
Buuter rolled after them,

Wiblay, bobind the hedoe, breathed
wrukh.

Hiz chance was gone, Bunter was out
of reach. The ha{rleas impersonator had
ig zettle down and wateh again.

¥ellows passed in twoa and threes.
Then, at last, Wibley spotted & fellow
o ]:IIE- v I ﬂgﬂll'ﬁ. o

It was the Bounder, tramping along,
with his hands in his Em:l-:ets. and a
scowl on his brew. Bmithy, to judge by
iz expression, was still feeling twinges
fram the six in Quelchy's study.

Wibley watched him  throuzh
Lhedge.

Ile did not want any more trouble with
Finithy, i e eould Lelp it Buot he had
tie choice in the matter now. Ile
simply Lad to have a hat1

Sumithy was alone, there was nobody
¢lse in sight at the moment, and
Sinithy’s siraw batb was his gpame. And,
as if to make it easy for him, the
Bopnder, deep in sullen thought, was
walking with his eyes on the pground,
without a glance to right or loft.

Wiblev's heart beat, as he reached

Lhea



 Gotcher ! * panted {he broken-nosed man, as he cluiched st Wibley’s mop of hair, Next moment Huggins
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staggered

back, with a yell of horrified amazement. He was still grabbing the hair, and Wibley was racing on without i€ [

{lhoush the hawthorns, e had ta grab
that hat, and jam it on his own head
befere he was seem. Onen soen bare-
headed, wmings Avchibald Popper's hair,
the game was up.

Lo Bounder, unsceivg, passed him.

Wibley acted swiftly and unerringly.
Ho made a jump from the bedge behind
Vernon-Sinith, grabbed his nat off, and
januned It on hLis own head, in a split
second.

o jumped away as Smithy, with a
gasp of angry surprise, spun round.

* What — who — what—" stultered
Swithy.

1lie slared at Wibley, in surprize and
rage. Wilh the straw hat jammed well
o, Wibley's cranium was completely
out eof sight, and—so long as the hat
rematned therg—lhwe  was  Archibaeld
Popper to the eye,

“Why, you—you cheeky kid1* yelled
the envaged Bounder., “Give e my
haut ™

Lle rushied at Arechibald Popper.

Wibley darted back through the
hedgo.

Less than ever did he want a tussle
with the DBounder now. Ha simply
could not afford to part with that hat!

The Bounder rushed alter him,

“Give nie my hat1” he yelled. * Why,
I'll smash youw, you checky robter! Bag-
ging & f[cllow's hat, by zadl Give me
my hat "

ibley tore on.

The conrvaged Bounder rushed in
furious pursuit. Por the sccond time
that afternoon William Wibley went all
out, in a desperate race. lle cut along
ithe hedge, darted through & gap into
tha lane, and ran for the school—with
the Bounder raging on his track.

Dreathless, but abead in tha race
Avchibald 'epper tove in at the gates I}:E
Lreyfriars,

THE FCURTEENTH CHAPTER.
Smithy on the War-path !

i ALLQ, hallg, hallo |
H “What's up?”
ft Poapper———=~>
“What the thump—"
Harry Wharton & Co. stared in
astonishment at tho sight of Archibald
Popper racing desperately in at the
gates, and, 2 momeni later, the Bounder
vacing furionsly after him—bareheaded,
his hair blowing out in the wind.
“What the preposterous dickens—="
cjaculated ITurres Jamset Ram Singh.

The Bounder yelled:

“ Btop him 1

“But what's up, fathcad?” called ous
Harry Wharion.

“Btop bim

The Famous Five did not think of
stopping Popper. He raced by, head-
g for the House. Instead of stoppin
Popper, they stopped Smithy. They a
evasped him  together, as he came
charging by,

“ Now hold on, and tell us what'aup ™
said Harry.

“Let go, you fool ' roared Vernon-
BSniith, struggling.

“Kecp your temper, old bean,” said
Bob Cherry soothingly. * What are you
chusing young Popper for?”

“¥ou seem to be always rowing with
that chap 1™ =aid Nugeut, “VWhat has
he dong this time?”

“Will you let go, you fools?” yelled
Vernon-Smiih.

“No!” answered HHarcy Whaston
coolly. “'Lhat new kid doesn't want a
row with you, Swmithy, and you can
leave him alone.”

*“He's got my hat 1™

“Wha-a-ut |*

“The chocky cad grabbed my hat, and
cub off with 1t1" wyelled the Boundor.
“I'm going to smash him! Do you

;i"{:].flf, I'm going to let the cad prab my
132
“Oh I” gasped Harry.

'ha chums of the Remove released
the Dounder. As he was barcheaded, it
was abvious that he had lost his hat—
and 1f Archibald Popper had bagged it,
that, undoubtedly, was a justiieation
for the Bounder's angry pursuit.

Bmithy, immediately he was releaszed,
shot on to the House.

Bat the new junior had gained ground
and he was already darting in.

“What the dickens can the silly ass
have grabbed Smwithy's bhat for?® asked
Iarry Wharton, in wonder.

* Must have lost his own,” gaid Johnny
Bull. “But that’s no reason for grab-
bing another follow’s.”

“Better follow on” remarked Baohb.
“ Popper scems a cheeky ass, but Smithy
mstn’t slaughter him I*

The Famous Five followed the
Bounder into the House. The
glimpsed him on the staircase, and fol-
fowed up. His angry voice was heard
shouting 1n the Remove landing.

% Did Popper come up 1

“Just gone into his study,” answored
Peter Todd. " He had his hat on——"

“The cheeky rotter—he had my hat
onl I'll smash him ™

The Bounder rushed inte the Remove
passage.

“1 say, you fellows,” squeaked Billy
Bunter, as the Famous Five arvived on

the londing, “what's up? What's
FPopper racing about with his hat on
fori"™

“Ohl Listen to the band!™

cxclaimed Bob Cherry, as a loud sonnd
of banging catne from the Remeve
DRSS,

Bang, bang, bang 1

Harry Wharton & Co. hurried inte
the passage.

Herhert Vernon-S3mith, at the door of

Tue Macrer Liskaky.~—INo. L33
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Btudy No. 1, was pounding on that door

with his clenched fst. The door,
evidently, was locked inside.

Bang, bang, bang !

“ Let me 1n, you funky cad!™ roarcd
tlwe Bounder., " I'll amash youl Lave

e my Lat, yoo rotter !

* Iz Popper there ¥ gasped Nugent.

“He's locked himscli inl I'll smash
him ! gasped the Bounder. ¥ Grabbing
a fellow’s hat, and running off with it--
a silly fag trick! I'll mep him up all
over the passage !

“fs the fellow off his rocker ¥
exclaimed Harry Wharton, He rappen
on the door. “TPopper! Are you there,
Popper ™ :

“Yes, I'm here,” came back the veice
thiat the juniors Lkuew as that ol
Archibald Popper.

*“ Have wvou gone pottyi”

“MNo, have you?”

“You silly ass!” roared Wharlon.
*Let us into the study !

roltter ! roared

“Let me In, you

Y ernon-Smith.

“Youre too jolly dangervous, old
Lbean! Il wait till vou're in a betler

temper, if yvou den’t mind ¥
'“ E'm'l' m'u}gut my hat!” yelled the
Bounder. ‘
“I've done with it now, thanks! I'll
drop it from the window, if you want
ir. Go down into the guad and field 61"

“T'm coming into that study to smash |

I pax

vou for your cheek .
“ Geiting through the keyhole?

“What—what do 3yoen mean, you
fool 27 ‘

“T mean that that's the only way in
at present.” .

“Will vou unloek this door®” roarcd
Vernon-Smith.

£ NG !J:l

“T'll smash you!”

“I've heard that onc [¥

“ I—I—T"ll—"' )

The Bounder gasped with rag:o.r He
banged savagely on the door, and kicked

at the lower panels.

The din ?ﬂug‘ along the Remove
passage.

A dozen fellows gathered to see what
Was o :

Bang, bang! Thump! Kick! Dang!

“You'll have the prefects up here at
that rate [ remarked Hazeldenc.

“ Hang the prefects!” snarled the
Bouncder. ] ‘

“(Oh, chuek it, Smithy ! said Bob,
“Popper will have to come out for
calling-over in ten minutes——"

Bang, bang, bang!

“ For goodness’ sake, stop that row!”
oxclaimed Peter Todd. “ Do you want
to be heard all over the school,
fathead ¥

Bang, bang, bang !

“ Smithy, yvon asg—>"

“Chuck 1t "

“You'll bring & beak -up here!”

“&Stop that row!”

The Bounder, unheeding, banged on.
Vernon-Smith had a violent temper
when 1t was let go—and it was let go
pow full tilt! He was almost foamming
with rage, a2 he banged and kicked at
the study door.

Had Popper let him in jusk  then,
there was little doubt that Popper would
Lave been rather damaged. It was not
surprising that he kc‘gt the door locked.
It was known already in the Remove
that the new Iiunir:.-r funked s&mpging
witly the Bounder—38mithy had nobt been
silent about the inecident on Baturday,
when Popper had taken fo his heels and
fled from him, 1

As o matter of foet, it was not “funk ®
ihat acthated Archibald Popper at the
mement.  Smithy’s hat had served his
purpose—he had dodged into the shelter
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of Lig stody vudelected. Now he was
busy—in a way that the Bernove fellows
uever deeamed of spepocting.

From o locked suilease in the sludy,
Wibley had taken g ecucly brown wig,
the duplicate of the one Le had lelt wn
Mr., Huggins' clutelies in  Yriavdalo
Wood, Wihile the enraged Bounder was
hamunering ai the study docer, Wibley
was adjusting that brown haic over his
own close crop, and fixing it in place
with adhbesive fluid, Wib was not likely
fo open the door just then !

Bang, Labng, banpg! =iek, kick!
Bang!

Bome of e fellows 1 the passago
grinped, and  some  shrogged  Lheir
shoulders.

Suithy's  display  of  uncontrolled

femper was not Grevfeiors sivle. T was
not without reason that he Lad been
nickpamed the © Bounder.”

Careless of what the fellows thought
of him, and carcless of the terrific din
that rang through the IHouse, Vernon-
smith banged and thumped and kicked
on the osaken door. Buch an uproar was
not. likely to puss wnregarded, and it
did not.

There was a sudden squeal: from Billy
Punter on the landipg,

“Cuve! I say, you fellows, Queleh's
eoming '

The enraged Bounder did not even
Lear, He banged and kicked. 1 broath-
ess rage, as the Remove master ecame
with rapid strides into the possage.

“What 13 this disturbance ¥ thundered
Mr, Queleh.  * What—

JFeven the Bounder ecased, as he heard
Lis Form-master's veolee. iz fish was
ratsed for another bang, hut he dropped
it withour banging,

Mr. Quelch’s gimlet eyes fixed on his
crimzen faee, with prim disapproval.

“Vernon-8mith! Why are vou making
ihiis disturbance? Are voun awarc that
You can be heard in Masters' Btudies ¥
exclaimed Mr. Quelch. “Is that door
lecked ¥ I= someone locked in  the
stdy 2 What does this  mean,
Wharton 1"

* Popper's locked in the study, sirl”
salil Harry,

“And why is Popper locked in the
study 2% snapped My, Quelch, “Am I to
understand, Vernon-Smith, that your
violent anud guarrelsome temper has
caused A new boy to lock himsclf in Lis
study £

The Bounder panied, Lut he did not
answer that question.

Mr. Quelch gave him a2 thunderous
frown, and tapped at the study door.

" Popper! Open_this door immdi-
E-LI.{-.!,}.'{ It 15 your Form-masler spieal;-
L,

“¥ae, sir 1” came a mesk vaice.

- William Wibley gave a last glanes
into the glass—and Avchibald Dopper
opened the study door !

S —

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.,
Who's a2 Funk ?

ARRY WHARTOXN & CoO. :load
stienl—the Bounder panting.
In the dovrway of Siudy
No. 1 Popper of the Remove
appearcd 1o sighi—presenbing his ac-
customed aspéck,

Yernon-Bmith's eves blazed at hims
but 1n his Farm-master’s presence, ho
Liad to keep his femper in contrel.

* Popper ! said :'I-}['. Quelch in a deep
VIO, .

“Yes, sir!” murmuroed the new junlor.

*Why did you lock that door ™

“1 didn't want anybody in the study,
siv ! apswered Popper meckly,

*Vernonu-Swith ' Quelch turned {o
the Bounder.

“Yer, sirl” mndlered Smithy.

“ Was il your intcntion to use vielenco
lowards this new jumior, if the study
door had been unlocked 77

It was not mueh use to deny it
Meither was the Bounder disposcd to
oy it

“I was poing {o punch his checkw
Lead, sir ! lhe answered, “He bagped
iy hat and ran off with it, and I was
going—->"

“You were making all that disturb-
nnee, Vernon-Smith, and displaying a
snocking violemce of lemper, bocayse
this now boy played a thoughtless triclk,
iaking away your hat?? demanded My
Queleh sternly,

The Bounder breathed hard,

What had occurred had been cuough
io make any fellow angry; Lut thet was
not  all. :'}ch-ppnr had irritated tho
Lounder again and again, by his oppnsi-
tion to the rag'fing of Mossoo, and so
exciled his hostility. But that, of course,
Smithy eonld not explain to Mr. Quelel.

“1 am shocked at this, Vernon-8mith,
went on the Remove master, as Sithy
did not answer, “Popper cortainlv
should not have plaved such a feolish
trick—but 1here was, after all, no harm
in 1t. You must learn to control your
temper, VernonSmith, Popper is o new
Loy here—he has been loss than a week
in the school—neither is he a mateh for
vou physically. You ghould be asharaed
of yourself, Vernon-Smith,”

Smithy took that in silence, alinost
choking.

“ Wharton !

* Yos, sir.”

“You should have inlervened here, as
head boy of my Form!™ said DMr,
Bueleh. “This is very much like bully.
g a new boy, and I should have ex-
pected you fo put a step to anylhing
of the kind at once.”

Wharton coloured, and said nothing.

“Let there be no more of this,” said
Mr. Quelch. *Tf it should eome to my
knowledge, Vernon-Bmith, that you have
ratsed your hand against this pow boy,
I shall report you to Dr. Locke for a
flogging, You will take two lnndred
lines for having made sueh & distyrl-
ance. I shall cane you for any repeti-
tion of it."”

With that, Mr. Quelel turned, and
rustled away to the stairs.

A silent growd was left in the Remove
passupo,

Popper, in the study doosway, smilad.

Mr. Quelel's jnlervention hiad been o
stroke of good Iuck for tho disguised
schoolboy.  INeb for reasons of “funlk,™
hut for reasons that nono of the juniors
dreametd  of puessing, he was  very
anxious to avold serapping with the
Bounder.

The Removites
preeuliar glances,

It was teue that, a5 Mr. Quelch stated,
he was no mateh for the Bounder—
anyene could sco that, Neverthicless, &
fellow was not expected fo lock himsell
11 a sludy o keep out of a serap.

“You roften funk?!” said Vernon-
Sintbh, hreaking the silence, as Mr.
Quelel’s foolsteps dicd away down the
statrs.

“:i'.[_'!-'
opper.

“ Meusly  funk!™  jeered RBolsover
mujor. I heard that Smithy bLooted
vou the other day! Yali !

“I say, vou fellows, whal o sneaking
funk 1 said Illy Bunler. “Faney a
chuE locking himscell in becauze lie's
funky. :

“What did you do 1o other dav,
Bunter, when Tably of the Vhivd was
after you I™ inguired Bolb Clerry.

“ Deask ™

“Ila, hia, Lia!"®

[Conitnmned on puge 22.)

gave lam  rather

dear  chap—"  rmurmured



EVERY SATURDAY

2l

WHAT'S WHAT and WHQ'S WHO? Leave it to—

9/

. o E
ot e

- " Ve LT i

= i

=

A TOUR OF GREYFRIARS. (THE ELM WALK.)

(1)

GREYFRIARS GUIDE

e T

{2}

Beneath the whispering elin-trees here Ilcre is the secat where Bunter sits

Is Prouty's [avourite zlrell;

Along this pall, when nights are clear,
He moves with zstately rolll

And there's a look of pompous worth
Upon his massive phiz,

As though he's sure he owns the earth
And all that therein is!

AFTER SCHOOL HOURS
Sports Day
{1)

Ii's a very preat eccesion
chen we bave oor sunmer sports,

And wa do not need persuasion

Ta climb inte running shortsl
Aunta and nnecles hover near us,

As we Lima up for the =iare,
And ecxetted schoolmates cheer us

As we wall with beating heart.

(&)

There goes Wingate, running lightly,
On the last lap of the mile.

Lowd applause—he’s spuried slightiy
And lie wins in smazhine style!

Now the jump iz won by Dlundel],
Sailing over five-feet-ten.

Coler tried, but came a bundle!
(Langhter from the Gregfriars men!)

(%)

Now wa watch with eager [aces
Wharton and his nierry crew

ieady for the jumor races,
Bentors stangd watch them, too.

Then there comea a yell ihat curdles
All the milk for miles around

Az Bob Cherry wing the hurdles,
Leaping lightly o’er the ground.

()

Now the tug of war—why worry?
Runter comea into his own,
DMulling hike a motor lorry
With hia forky-seven stone!
MNone can offer him resictance,
Fourth and Shell, with frantic grunts,
Find thevy're wiped out of existence—
Bunter's useful just for once!

To eat o stolen feast,
Entil the owner gives him fils
Aned makes him gorgle: “ Beast!”
And then, as soon as Bunter goes,
Tha watchful pigeon comes,
IPar every Greviviars pigeon knows
Where Buntler iz, there's ecrumbs!

3
The elm walk's peaceiul and serene,
Nat uzed much by the boys.
At one end there’s o streteh of green
And quite a lot of noize,
The grassy elm walk leads us there,
The playing fields| Let's gol
{That's if you have a week to spare,
It takes a week, you know!)
(Next week: The Playing Fields.)

THE GREYFRIARS
ALPHABET

PERCY BOLSOVER
(The Bully of the Remove.)

B iz for BOLSOVER—Batlling Perey!
Pommelling fags without any mercy.
Gee, how he loves a thrilling struggle

Where Second Formers greoan and
guggle,

A Perey plants a =eare of punches

Just where the latter keoep their

lunches !

¥ays he: "I spiflicate the blighters!

All 8Becond Form and Thind Form
~ nghters

Whe like a desperate shemozzla

{"an come and get one on the schnozzle 1

But let's be just: theugh Percy fully

Pescrves the title cf g bully.

He's really not eo very rolten,

And if his face could be forgotten,

Iie'd be quite handsome—in a fashion!

{I bet that rouzes Percy’s passion!)

ANSWER TO PUZZLE

Cosling and Wun Lung, Temple and
Alimble, Ogilvy and Linley, Walker
and Hacker, Gwynna and Greene,

L
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A WEEKLY BUDCET
OF FACT AND FUN

By
THE GREYFRIARS
RHYMESTER
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GREYFRIARS GRINS

Linley boast: that he can do the
hundred yards in ten seccond:s dead.
MNohody's ever seen him do it alive |

In an interview, George Tubb of the

Third Form said his ambition was to do
thinga he had never deone befors. We
suggest that he starts by washing his
neck | )
. Coker of the Fifth, tired of slaughter-
ing chickens on his motor-bike, is think-
ing  of taklr‘{iq up aeroplave fiving.
Sparrows and skylarks reccived the
news with grave faces.

If Bunter tells lies all day, what doos
ho do all night?

He lies still,

What is it that even ©Mr. Quelel over-
looks #

His own nose.
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PUZZLE PAR

Can wyou make TWO Grey-
friars names of each of tho fol-
lowing by substituiing other
letters for the X'st

XAXLXNG — XXMXLE —

XXXLXY — XAXKER ~

GEXXXNE.
Answer st foot of col. 2

I.U.llllllljlllllillllillllli.l."---.‘l'llllz
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What's the difference hetween a pound
of butter snd Bolsover?

One weighs a pound and the other
pounds away. i

Sammy Bunter of the Second is
exactly like his brother Billy in appear-
ance., e offer our sympathy to botih
of 'em.

Greyfriars men are seldom late for
call-over, because if they miss call-over
in Big Hall, they've called over the
coals 1n their Form-master's study.

In the recent Maths exam I came vl
with eight marks—two en my paper and
six elsewhere !

JOIN UP AGAIN WITH THE GREYFRIARS GUIDE NEXT FRIDAY!
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Ilerbert  Yernon-Bimith  clenched his
Lands, and made a step towards the
junior in the doorway.

“Quelch is gone now, you rotter!” he
saicl, between his teeth. ™ Now you can
put up vour hands! )

“My dear man, I'm not g’mugl')tﬂ get
vou a flogging ' remonstrated Popper.

“I'll chance that! Put up your hands,
or I'll knock you head over heels into
that study !™ hizsed the Bounder.

“You won't!” said Harry Wharton,
curfly.

Ho prasped the Bounder's shoulder,
and hooked him back from the deorway.

Vernon-Smith turned on him savagely.

“Hands off, you fool!” )

“¥Yau heard what Quelch said—="
mmﬂ)ed the captain of the Remove.

“Hang Quelch 1" snarled the Bounder.

“Hang lum &s high as Haman, if he'll
let vou ! But I'm not going to be jawed
again for letting bullving go on in the
Remove! Chuck it 1"

“Yoz, chuck it, Bmithy !” urged Bob
Chorry, ** After all, what does it matter
if 'opper bagged your hat? There 1t 13
on the study table, if you want it."”

“The chuckfulness is the proper
caper, my esteemed shirty Smathy 1Y
minrmured HMurree Jamsel Ram Singh.

“Let go my  shoulder, Wharton |
“I'm going to smash him Y

“You're not!” said Harryv. “¥You'll
toc the line, Vernon-Smith, and let the
l:id alene. He seems to be a bit of &
funk—but that's all the morc reason for
leaving him alone.”

“T'll do as I chogse!™
Bounder.

“You won't !

*You'll see, hang you '™

With a savage wrench, Smithy tore
himself loose from the captain of the

roarcd the

Remove, and made a spring al
Archibald Popper. In his rage, he
cared nothing for the risk of a

flogging—though undoubtedly he would
have cared & good deal, later, when he
was cool. ’

But he was not allowed to carry on.
Before he could reach Popper, Harry
Wharton grasped him again, and
dragged him back.

“Collar the fathead!”
Johnny Bull.

The Famous Five all grasped the
Bounder together. He struggled fiercely,
but he was swept off his feet.

“Clavry him home ! grinned Bob.

“You rotters!" yelled the Bounder, as
he was carried, kicking and struggling,
up the Remove passage, through a

growled

lauﬁhing crowd. “Let go! Redwing,
lend me a hand 1*
“Better  kee guict, Smithy,”

answered Tom, “I'm not going to help
vou bag a Head's flogging.”

Peter Todd opened the door of Study
No. 4. Smithy whirled in the doorway,
in the prasp of the Famous Five, and
was pitched headlong in.

He sprawled on the study carpet,
splutiering for breath. i

wxow chuck i, fathead!™  sard
Harrv: and the chums of the Bemove
walked back down the passage.

The Bounder was left wild with rage,
and panting for breath.

At the door of Study Ne. 1, Archibald
Popper stepped out, and joined the
Fameous: Five. He was quite cool and
cheerful.

“Going down to Hall?' he asked.

“Yes,” answered Harry, rather curtly.
“Calling-over in a few minutes,”

“I'll come with vou,” said Popper.

“Oh, do!” said Johnny Bull sarcas-
ticallve “You can't keep vourself
locked in a study after the bell goes,
that's & cert!”

“You =ce, I don't want a serap with
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Smithy,” said Popper. cheevfully, as he
crossed the landing to the stars with
the Famons Five.

“We'd guessed that one,
said Baoly Chervw,

“Ha, ha, ha1”

“Rotten funk ! said Skinner, with &
S0Eeer.

*opper looked round.

“That meant for
ckinner?' he asked.

" Yes—funk 1" jecred Bkinner.

“"Hold on a tick, vou fellows!" said
Popper. “I don't want a scrap with
Smithy, but I'm rather keen on one with
Bkinner, if vou're not in a Inrry.”

The new junior advanced on Skinner,
with his hands up.

Skinner backed away with some
dizmay. After the new fellow’s proceed-
inge, it had seemed abszolutely safe, to
Skinner, to eall him a funk; and he
was quite surprised to find the funk
suddenly turn warlike.

* Look here, keep your paws to your-
self 1" stammered Skinner, backin
away. * Yon can row with SBmithy, i
you want & row.”

“I think you celled me a funk,”
grinned Popper. “1'm going to punch
your nose, Skinner—like that!™

“Ow 1" Bkinner jumped back. ¥ Look
here, you fool—"

Popper followed him up, the Famous
Five locking on in .stonishment. DBut
William Wibley knew what he was
about. He did not want a scrap with the
Bounder, for in such a scrap, his
disguize would have been knocked to
pieces. But he knew Skinner of old—
and exactly what sort of & scrap Skinner
was likely to put up against a fellow
with a hard punch. Archibald Puig-er
was o new fellow—but Willtam Wibley
knew all about Bkinner!

“Look hore—stop it—blow you, chuck
it ' howled Skinner, as Archibald
Popper drove him back into the Boemove

opper M

my  address,

passage. © You silly ass—yvou chechy
rotter—oh crikey '’

Bump !

Skinner sat down in the Remove

passage, landed there by a hefty jolt
on his chin.

The disguised schoolboy grinned down
at him,

“Having some more?” he asked,
cheerfully.

“Ow! NXo! Leave me alone, you
fool I guaped Skinner,

“Who's & funk?™ grinned Popper.

“0Oh, go and eat coke !

Archibald Popper, grinning, rejoined
the Famous Five, an§ they went down
the stairs ther. ‘

Skinner picked himself up, rubbing
his chin with one hand, and his nose
with the other—and mentally resolving
to make absolutely sure, on another
occasion, that a fellow was a funk,
before he called him one !

—— —

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.
Wibley Takes a Hand !

HIRBD =chool, the following morn-
ing, was anticipated with rather
mixed feelings by the Remove.

Thut * school® was Irench,
with Monsieur Charpenticr—and 1t was
laid down, as a law, in the Remove,
that no French class should pass off
without a rag. Indignation on the
subject of Wibley, expelled for guyin
Mogssop, was as strong as ever; an
every man in the Form was as keen as
ever on the feud wilh Frogey. But,
since Quelch had taken the makter in
hand, the wvoung razcals of his Form
realised that thev had, like Agag, of
old, to wallt delicately.

Queleh, in the hrst place, had had a
spot of svmpathy for the Remove atii-
tude; for he hked the expulsion of o
boy i his Form no more than tle
Removiles did. But the episode of tho
flour-bag had changed all that.

Since that reckless jape, which had
turned out so disastrously, Quelch was
turning his grimmest frown on ragging
in the French class. None of the juniors
had forgotten that disroal half-holiday
spent in grinding out French impots
They did not want 1t over agnin—and
if Quelch backed up Froggy, history was
likely to repeat itsclf.

Desk banging, shying books about,
and other of the cruder forins of
ragging, had to be “chucked.” It was
sltogether too risky, with Quelch Keep-
ing an cye ond an car opel.

Some of the weaker spivits, like
Skinner and Snoop and Fishy, were for
chucking it altogther. Other fellows
were feeling dubious. Archibald Popper
was emphatically against ragging. But
the opinion of a new fellow, hardly &
week in the school, carried no weight;
and Popper was told in the most uncere-
meniouns way to shut hie head.

But the Bounder had no doubts. The
feud with Frﬂgggr had started on the
expelled junior’s mccount—but it was a
personel mattor with Smithy now. He
had bagged “six” from Queleh for
leaving his French impot unwritten—
he had detention for Wednesday after-
noon. And he would have carried on
with the ragging of ¥roggy, if only
because that cheeky new kid, Popper,
was against it.

Smithy  after calming down-had
decided that he had better heed Mr.
Quelch's warming. He did  not—on
reflection—want & Head's flogging. So
he refrained from punﬁhinﬁl.&rc ibald
Popper. DBut that made him all the
more bitterly hostile towards the new
junior.

Certainly, had he known that junior's
real identity, his hostility would have
evaporated. Xe had liked Wibley well
enough when he was at Greyfriars, as
most of the Remove fellows did, And
if he had known the facts hLe would
have understood the new junior's
mokives.

But he knew no more on that subject
than the rest of the Remove. To him,
as to the others, Archibald Popper was
s new kid who had altogether too much
to say for himsell.

In break, that morning, Smithy joined
the Famous Five in the quad. Popper
was with them, but he took no notice of
Popper, except to give him a scowl.

“¥You fellows got anything on for
Froggy this morning?’ asked Vernon-
Smith.

Harry Wharton shock his head.

“We're not letting him off,” he said.
“We're going to meke him sit wp for
getting Wibley sacked. But——"
 “Why not let 1t drop?’ nterjected
the new junior.

“Bhut up, Popper!” said the Famous
Five, with one veice.

“But I think—"

“You don’t ! said Bob. “You've pot
nothing to do it with! Just shub up!*

“¥es, cut it out, Popper!' said
Wharton. “ You mever knew poor old
"‘l'\rﬂ;:]’ﬂ}'—What are you grinning at, von

53"

Archibald Popper could not  help
grinning. The Removites would have
been surprised to learn how well he
Lnew Wibley !

“MNever mind that oheeky ead!”
snapped the Bounder. “IF yon fellows
haven't anything for Froggy, I have—
808 i

0L, gaod 1M
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While the enraged Vernon-Smith was hammering at the study door, Wibley was adjusting a false wig over his own close crop.

Bang, bang, bang I There was a sudden squeak from Billy Bunter, on the landing,
The enraged Bounder did not even hear him,

The Famous Five were all aiicention
at once,

Vernon-Smith slipped hiz hand into
liig pocket and drow out a small paper
hag. UOn ik was printed: “Tini:i)-::a
Topping Toffees.” But az ho held it
up there was s whiff from it {hat was
wnmistakably that of electrie soudf.

“What the dickens—" asked DBob.

“Wait till Frogepy teens his back in
clugsg—and up this gocas to the ceiling 17
grinned Smithy., "It will burst open
therg—="

“{M erumbs !

“A shower of snulf on hiz nui—-="
The Bounder chuckled, *I fancy it will
make Fropgy hop—what

Thoe Famous Five grinned. They
could wot help if, ab the Llea of the
Frencli master's  surprise, when a
shower of snuflt dezcended on Ins head.
But their faces became grave again.
1t was like Bmithy, when he was on a
“rag,’” to disregord limiz ! Byt there
was & linit, all the sanwe.

“Joliy  funny, old  Dean™  said
Wharten, * Bub-=---”

" But " mmermured Sugead.

"The butfulness iz lerrifie,  my
esteemed Smitlyy”

“A bit lon thick, ald man” said
Jahmny  Bull,  shaking  os head.
“Enult’a fearfully  unpleazant  stulf,
ﬂ-lld_—'_”

“That'a why ! Think I feel like

spraying Mo=soo with attar of voses?”
asked the Bonnder savcastically,

“Oh, don't bBe an ass!” sabd IBoh.
“Thera'Ji he a feavful row, Smith o

“If yow're afraid of & row you ean
o]l %m‘.h-'h wha did L2 sneered the
Bounder,

Aol with  that unpleazant vemark,
sithy put the paper hag back 10 has
poeleet amd walked awav, whiztling.

tEilly a-s 7 orrankod Jolmny Bull,

Archibald Popper frowned afier the
Bounder az he went.

“He ought to be jolly well slopped 1™
he muttered. ]

“Well, you stop him ! sugerested Bob,
with & grin. “You'ra no end of a
fighting-man, Go after Lim and
wop up the gquad with him

“Oh, rats!” gruuted Popper, and he
said no morc.

A good many of the Remove were
grinning when the bell called them into
Class-room No. 10 for the Fronch lesson.

Most of them knew what the Boundoer
had on hand: and while some, like the
Iramous Five, considered Smithy 'z stunt
rather “outstde,” tlhiey were all keen to
see what was going le happen in Class-
roony Mo, 10

Cortainty,  Mousicur  Charpenticr
would be worth watching whew a shower
of snulf dropped suddenly on hiun from
the ceiling.

That there would be a fearful raw was
wsspred, and the perpeteaior, if dis
covered, was booked for a Head's flog.
ging. "The Bounder was the Iellow 1o
run the risk of that.

But le wes not going to e spolicd,
if he could help it. And nobody in the
Beomove, approving or dizapproving,
war going to give him away.

Monsicur  Charpentier  greeled  bis
puptls with an amable smile, in the
IFreneh elass-room.

A day or fwo's respile from the
Bemove scomed to bave vestored Mosson
in something like his old amiable and
Macabla zelf.

Avchibald Popper noted ihiat Tact, and
worndered  whether the time was not
pething oipe for dizcavding the Popper
oullit and making his intended appenl
te the French master. Bul if Smoihy's
!'i]!'i_l' Ciypanga; T}H'.., H -] ]l]]lﬂl“:‘f]l ll“;‘ I'f Wwill3 Iria
chanee, Bnuflf on his Gallic nnt was zarm
o put Mozzoo nlo a mood of wraih

* Cave [ I say, Quelch’s coming ! **

ulr:d indignation that would last for
days.

Sitting on the farm Dbehind ihe
Bounder, Archibald Popper kept his
eyves on Bmithy, Ile had made up lus
mind that that rag was nob coming ofl.

Maonsicur Charpenticr was  almost
beaming o3 the IFrench lesson staried.
The class was quict and orderly—thero
was no hint n? a rag—not a desk-lid
hanged, not a book ihudded on the
floor, not an nk-ball whizzed in the air.
To Mossgo 1t locked hke an end of hia
trouble with that unruly Form, which
was & great relicf to his wind., He «id
not guess that that wnaccustoned gquict
in his elass was due 1o a happy anticipa-
tron of the rag that was to come, as
saont as Sinithy saw his chance.

That chance came whon, about a
quarter of an hour later, Mossoo took
ilie chalk io clucidale some irvegonlavity
in arregular verbs on the blackboard.

o turnced his back on the class while
e chalked Freneh on the blackboard,
and all eves turned on Bmithy. Oaly o
Lreathless gigele from Billy Bunter
broke the silence.

Srnthy's hand shipped into his pocket.
1t came out, with the litile paper bag
11 1t.

Up went the Bounder's hand, and in
ancther sccond the paper bag would
Liave siruck the eciling, over the Froneh
master's head, and ifs contents would
have come showering down on the hap-
loss Mosgson.

Bat in that second Archibald Popper
veachoed over from hehind and geabbed
il Bounder’s wrist,

Hia intention was to stop the throw;
bl the paper bag was already leaving
thir Boumder's hand as he grabbed.

This rosnll of that prab was to deflec
Ennthy™s wim.

The bag of clectvie sauff shot up: hut
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ipstead of shooting away from the class
in the direction of the French master, 1t
ghot straight up, over the class, as
Smithy'a wrist was dragged back,

The next instant snufl was descending
in a shower over the French class, and
Class-room No. 10 rang and echoed with
s voleanic outbreak of sneezing from
all the Remove.

———

THE SEVENTEENTH CHAPTER.
Rough on the Remove !

i YTISHOGO ™
A “ Atchoooh !
“Urerggh t*

* Dooogh ¥

“ Groooogh 17

“ Atchooooh |
Tishoo 1™ _

“I say, you fellows—shooo-cog-ooch 1"

“ 0Oh, gad—atchoooooo 1

“CGurrrggh 1

Monsieur Charpentier turned from the
blackboard, uhalﬁ in hand, and stared
at his class in amazement.

Where he stood, at the blackboard,
he was out of the range of the shower
of falling snuff i

It dropped fairly on his class, scatter-
ing over them, cstching every fellow
in  tha class, setbing every fellow
sneezing frantically.

Some had it worse than others; but
all of them had it. They sneczed, they
coughed, they spluttered. )

“Mon Dien!” exclaimed DMonsieur
Charpentier. “ Vat is all zat? Taisez-
vous! Zat you be silent in ze class|

“CGurrggh | Atchooooh ™

“oooch | Aytshoo 1

“ P shoo—"tizhoo-shoo 1™

Mossoo's frst ides was that it was
a "“rag.” This sudden, volcanic out-
break of sneezing was & game to inter-
rupt the lesson. Bt he eocon perceived
that it was genuine. A whiff of the
snuff reached him.

“Mais comraent?” exclaimed Mossoo.
“Vat is all zat? It is ze snufl zat 1
smell viz my nose ! Dlais pourquei 1

Aytshoo!  Tishoo!

“* Atchooooooh 1" roared &all  the
Remove. “ Avtishoo | Bhoo-shoo-
eoch I

“Ooooogh 1" gurgled Billy Bunter.
* I say, yvou fellows—wooogh | Govogh |
Cooooooch [

“ Aytishoo! Shool”

“You sneeza viz you!” gasped the
astonished French master. Iz it zat
some garcon play 2o trick viz ze snuff 1™

Another whiff caught him, and he
gncezed, a3 he made a step towards the
class.

He made ® backward step very
quickly, dabbing his handlerchief to his
nose. Mossoo did not want any of the
enuff.

“0h, gum!” gasped Bobh Cherry,
blowing his nose frantically. “Oh
erikey ! You idiot, Smithy—"

" Doooocogh 1

“You howling ass1" gasped Ilarry
YWharton.

“1 say, vou fellows—aytishoooooool I*

Nernon-Bmilh was sneezing as hard as
anybody. 5o was Archibald Popper.
Being right under the falling snuff,
they had got it thicker than most of
the fellows. For a minute or two the
Bounder was helpless—shalken from
head to foot by tempestuous sneczea.

“Maiz qui?” shrieked Monsieur
Charpentier. "Who is zat bring ze
snuff into ze class-room? T demand to
know zat 1"

Only & roar of sneezing answered
Moszzoo.  All the fellows were on their
fect, sneezing, coughing, splutiering !
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It was quite an wnexpecicd oulcomne
of the Bounder'a jope.

Mossoo—leeping at a sale distance—
had ne more than a whilt of tho snuff,
The Remove had 1t all to themselves
They were almest in convulsions,

But the Dounder pulled himself
together at last. Ilis eves and nose
were streaming, and sncezes shook him
like electrie shock=. Iiven Bmithy, per-
haps, realised just then that practical
jokes with snuff  werve  rather {00
“thiek.” DBut he was builing with rage.
It was Popper who had caused 1his
disaster—grabbing his wrist as he flung
the bag of snufl. ]

Certainly, Popper had not oweant it to
fall on the class. Ilo had meant to
prevent it being flung at all. But what-
ever he had meaunt, he had spoiled the
Bounder's jape with this awful resulk.

Smithy—stitl sneezing—turned on the

new junior,

Archibald Popper was doubled up
with sneezes! Smithy rveached over the
desk and punched.

“Urrrggh ! spluttered Popper, &s he
enught the Bounder's knucklez with his
ear, and went down among the desks.

fimeet ! shrieked Monsienr Charpen-
ticr. “Bmeot! Vy for you do zat?
You verree bad boy, Smeet !

“Croogh! Tl smash him!" splut-
tered the DBounder. “Oooch! — At-
chaoooh! TI'll smash the silly, cheeky

uliot ! Ooooogh!™

“Urrrrgh!  Aviichoo !

“¥You fool, Smithye——"

“Your idiot, Poppoer—"

“ Atchoooh | Choooooooop 1™

“ Aytishoooooooop !™ ,

“1 say, vou follows—tishoo—tishog—
tishoo 1™ :
¢ Archibald [Popper serambled to his
ect.

Monsieur Charpentier
with both hands.

“Zat vou keep ze ordair ™ he splut-

resticuloted

tered. “ Bherry, open eo fenctre—ae
vindew! SBmeet, open 7o door! Let in
ge air!  Zat vou Lkeep 2e ordoir!

Couvrez la fenetre—ouvrez la  porte!
Allons done 1

Door and window were set wide open,
and the summer brecee helped to clear
the atmosphore.

The uproar of sneezing and splutier-
mg slackened. Sneezes went off like
minute guns, instead of in volleys, The
elfect of the shower of snull was passing.

“¥%ot wvou take ze place!” hooted
Monsieur Charpentier, * Et maintenant,
I demand to know who bring 2o snull
into  ze  classroom. Yal  mauvais

arcon is it zat play zis trick in ze class,

demand to know ¥

But Moswoo demanded to know in
vain. MNobody was going fo give the
Bounder away, though most of the Form
werse yearning to scrag him  for his
stuff stunt.

The juniors resumed their places—
every face erimgon, every nose stream-
ing, every eye winking and blinking,
and sneezes still popping at intervals,

Mever had there been o tnore uncom-
fortable and wnhappy clazs.

Monsicur Charpentier surveved them
wrathfully, He waz uvnaware of his
own narrow escape. s impression was
that =ome reckless asz had scattered
enuff in the elass by way of a rag.

“1 demand to know ! he roarcd.

“ Atchooooooooh 17

“tis iz a trick of zo most stupid ¥
hooted Mosseo, "IF 1T Lknew not ze
garcon zat zrow ze snull, T give ze whole
class two hundred lines of z¢ Henriade 1™
; There waz oo reply save a sneeze or
Wik

“Verree vell, zen” snapped Mossoo.
“Ze whole class take ze two hundred
lines! MNow ve vill resume.”

It was an unhapps;l class for the rest
of the hour. Pocket handkerchiefs were
much in evidence. Bneezes contibued io
punctuate the lesson. It was an angry
ciass, and an angry master. Dlosson's
rood temper was quite gone. He yappe.d
and =napped at the class, and the class
gave him all the trouble they coula.
‘There was general relief when dismissul
came, and the juniors were able to ges
out into the fresh air.

“You idiot, Smithy!” said a dazen
feliows, as they went out. _

*“That meddlin’® fool Popper!" hizzed

the Dounder.
“You howling ass!” rvoared Bob
Cherry. “Never mind Popper—thn

clumsy ass was trying to stop you!
Look here, Smithy, you chuck it, sec?
¥You play any more fool tricks with
snuff, and we'll jolly well boot you !
B“IFnﬁt hun anyhow ! sported Jobnuy
Llll,

“I'll smash that meddlin’ fool—"
“0Oh, bump him!* said Bob. “Collar
tire mhy ass and bump him! That's
what he wants!"™

“ Look here—leggo—oh, gadt! I'll—
I'll—oococoh 1

Bump!

“You rotters—you—*"

Bump!

“Tll=—-IIl—"

Bump!

* Oooooooh |
; Vernon-Bmith was left sitting breath-
@58,

THE EIGHTEENTH CHAPTER.
Something In It ]

ILLY BUNTER rolled up the Re-

move passage at tea-time, and
stopped at Btudy No. 4

Thera was & grin of happy

anticipation on Billy Bunter's fat face.

He blinked into the Bounder’'s study
with a cheery blink. S .
That study was a land fowing in milk

and honey, so to speak, and Billy Buntee
often had & longing eye on it. Bui it
was very seldom that he waz asked to
enter therein.

INow he had a special invitation fo tea
with the Bounder.

Why Smithy had aszked him, Buuicr
did not know. It could hardly be that
he had found out, all of a sudden, wha-
a nice fellow Bunter was. Certainly, i
that was it, it had taken Swmithy a long
time to make the discovery.

But Bunter was not bothering abour
whvs and whereféres. For once, he wa-
able to roll into that study withont
heing booted out. And he rolled in
happily.

‘é’erlmn-ﬂmith and Tom Redwing were
there.

The Bounder was not looking goorl-
tempered. The disaster in Class-room
No. 10 that day did not make for pood
temper. All the Remove had told him
what they thought of him and his snudl
stunts, & had been bumped—and he
Lad been slanged right and left, And lo
vas denied the satisfaction of hammeas
ing Archibald Popper, the couse of (L
trouble,

Mr. Queleh was a man of his wowl,
and a Head's flogging hung over him.
if he gratified his deep yearning (o
linock the new junior into 8 cocked Liar,
1t was only with the §rmlost difTienli v
that he had restrained that yearning,
but he had restrained it

But Popper was not going to escapn
rotribution if Bmithy eould help arn
Punching was barred, but there might
be other wavs., It was for that reaso:.
though Bunter did not know 1%, 1hat tl--
i;f,t, E‘Ilwl had been asked to tea in Study
No. 4,

“1 say, you fellows, here I am!”



chirped Bunter cheerfully, as he rolled
in.

Bedwing looked at him,

“Hook 1t !"* he said bricfly.

“ 0k, really, Redwing—"

“TI've asked Bunter to fea!” snapped
the Bounder, . -

“0Oh! Al right, then,” zaid Redwing
in eurprise, 1 don't mind! But what
the dickens do you want Bunter for{”

“I want to hear him talk "

“0Oh, don’ be an ass!”

* ¥You shut up, Redwing,” said Buntcr
loftily. “8mithy can atk a pal to tea
if he likes in his own siudy I suppose.
And if he likes my converzation——"

The Bounder laughed.

“ 31t down, fathead I he said.

Bunter zat down.

The table in Study No. 4 was,
usual, well-spread.

The fat Owl feasted his eyes, and lus
a{:pctaﬂe&, upon an array of cxcellent
things,

“Pile 1 P said Smithy hospitably.

Bunter lost no time.

Tea in Study Ne. 4 proceeded in
silenee for some time. The Bounder
waa thoughtful, Redwing puzzled, and
DBilly Bunter far too busy for speech.
Mot till Bunter had parked about three
times as much as Smithy and Redwing
tegether did the fat Owl find leisure for
conversation. Then he remarked:

“Jolly good spread, Smithy, old chap!
I sav, thiz pineapple ia good! Not like
what we get in the pinery at Bunter
Court, of course—but good.”

“You fat ass|”

“0h, really, Smithy—"

“You've been spinning a queer yarn
about that fellow Popper ever since he's

#5

bheen  here, Bunter,” remarked the
Bounder.  “What put 1t into your
lhead 3

“It's true!™ sard Bonter, with Ins

mouth full of pincapple. “The fellows
can cackle as mueh as they like, but it's
jolly well true. Have you ever heard
me tell whoppers? I ask you™

Tom Redwing gave his cliuin a quiet
look. He understood now.

Smithy had taken no morve notice of
Bunter's extraordinary tale about the
new Junior than the rest of the Remove,
:0 far. Now he wanted to go into i,
airg] hear all about it

Thera was ounly one explanation of
that. He was willing to use any stick
to beat Popper with—and he hoped, at

EVERY SATURDAY

least, that something could be made out
of Bumter's yarn,

“ Better chuck that, Smithy,” said
Tom quictly. * You know there's noth-
ing in Bunter's silly gabble.”

“Yal ! from Bunter.

“I'va been thinkin® it over, Heddy,”
skid the Bounder coolly, © sinee—"

“Binee you've rowed with Popper,
and Quelch bas put a stop to your
hammering him ! snapped Redwing.

“Fxactly 1" assented Smithy. *“ And
thinkin' it over, I've wondered whether
there's somethin® in 16

* Rubbish 1™

“It's queer, at any rate, that even
Bunter should make such an idiotic mis-
take,” said the Bounder. *He's as
blind as an ewl—hut he can see whether
a fellow's hair i3 red or not. He savs
that he saw old Popper with his nephew,
and that the kid's hair was red—"

“1 don't suppose ho saw him at all.”

“T've you I did!™ roared
Bunter.

“"Phat most likely means that you
didn't.”

* Beast 1™

“Well, let's Licar it, anyhow ! said
the Bounder. “Ueo it, Bunter!”

Billy Bunter was only too pleased to
“go at." His amazing varn had been
leughed at in the Reonove, e had
ot been able to find one serions
listener. Now, =t last, hoe had found
olle.

“You see, I took o short eub across
Popper Court Woods, and ran into old
Popper, and a kid with him," he re-
lated, “I got behind a tree, out of
sight. Youn know what old Popper’s
like if he spois a chap in his woods.
Well, theve they wore—old Popper and
{l‘ha !Ifid* with red bair like a house on
e,

“Might have been any kid,” said

Redwing.

“That's all you know!” sneered
Bunter. “I heard Sir Hilton Popper
call him Archibald, anyhow, and L

heard the kid ecall him anecle”

“Bura of that?* azked tha Bounder
attentively, while ERedwing shrugged
his shoulders.

Bunter had & way of inventing de-
tails to sabstantiate his varns. Red-
wing had little doubt that that was
pxactly what he was doing noew. FProb-
ably the Bounder would have had no
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doubt, cither, but for his keenness (o
get a “ hwndle ™ against the new fellow
111 the Remove, )

“Eh? Of course, I'm sure!" sail
DBunter. “I'm not deaf, I suppose.
(Old Popper said something about hav-
ing changed his mind about sending the
kid fo Greyiriars, and the red-headed
chap #aid he'd rather go to szea, or
something of that kind. I forpet the
cxack words."

Redwing gave a slight start, and the

Bounder's eyes gleamed. ‘I'his detail
did not sound like an invention of
Buntey's.

“By gad!” said the Bounder, with a
deep breath, “If there was anything
e 1 1

“*There isn't!” said Redwing.

“If it's true that old PGPEEE called
the kid Archibald, and the kid called
him uncle—— Iia couldn’t have two
uephews of the same name—qguite
Aund if old Popper's nephew Archibald
haz red haiyr—="

“That new chap lm:m'g"’
Bunter. “The beast kicked me when
they spotted me behind the tree!
Wicked me all the way to the gatel
‘Then when I heard that Popper had
come here, I went {o his study and
shiouted ‘ Ginger!” in at the door,
thinking it was that red-headed chap,
you know—and 1t wasn't"’

“By gad!™ repeated the Bounder.

He vose to his feet, his eyes
gleaming,

“Look here, Smithy, don’t be an
ass " said Redwing sharply. ™ What
are you going to do? Make a Fool of
vourself by taking up that silly yarn?"

“Ilardly I grinned the Bounder.
“YWhat I'm going to do, old bean, is
to make sure whether there's anything
in "

“And how, falhcad?”

"Prout’'s gone out for a walk.”

“What the dickens has Prout got
to do with it?”

“ Nothin': only while he's out, a fel-
low e¢an borrow his phone,” said the
Bounder. “Popper Court’'s on the
phone—and il's easy cnough to screw
out of old Popper whether his nephew's
at Greyfriars or not.”

“Oh " ejaculated Redwing.

“"Oh crikey I gasped Bunler.

grinned

l'-II

(Conttnued on next page.)
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say, Smithy, that will fa the cad all
right. He, he, he!” :
he Bounder looked at him. .

Bunter was grinning all over his fat
face. His confidence was unmistakable.

“J¥e, he, he |” chortled Bunter. *Go
it, Bmmthy! I say, you find it out
from old Popper, and wo'll go along
to his study and denounce hinr-what?
Show him up before the fellows! IHe,
he, I !” L

Bedwing looked at the fat Junior,
startied.

The Bounder laughed.

“What do you think new, Reddy?”
hea asked.

Redwing made no reply; and the
Bounder, still laughing, walked out of
the study.

Redwing was left in rather troubled
thought; and Billy Bunter, grinning
checrily, resumed his sttack on  the
foodstnils.

THE NINETEENTH CHAPTER.

Not Archibald !
i OPPER COURT ¥ _
P “Yes: butler speaking.’’
“Ts Bir Hilton at homei"
“Npo. Sir Hilton has not
set returned from London.” .
%15 his nephew at home—Archibald
Poppert” . .
“No. Master Archibald is in Lon-
don with Sir Hilton.”
The Dounder gasped. -
He sat at Mr. Prout's telephone, in
Mr. PPront’s study. He had rung up
Popper Court in search of informa-
tion, He was getting it :
Archibald i‘np{mr was in London with
hiz uncle, the lord of Popper Court
Unless Sir Hilton Popper had two
nephews of the same name, the new
fellow in the Remove was not, and could
not be, Archibald Popper.
“By gad!” breathed Bmithy.
“Who is speaking?” went on the
voice from Popper urt.

“Speaking from Greyfriars,” eaid
the Bounder coolly.  “Gueyfriars
8chool, A fellow here who knows

Archibald has heen expectin’ to scc
him. Can you tell me when he will be
back t*

“T pnderstond, sir, that Master
‘Archibald is not returning to lopper
Court at all.” 3

“We heard that he was coming to
Grovirinrs, in the Hemove,” said the
Bounder. ‘ ]

#(;, quite so, sir; but Sir Iilton
has changed his plans, as I understand,
Masler Archibald is geing to sea”

Smithy's eyes gleamed. That state-
ment bore out what Billy DBunter had
gaid, 'The Dounder had no further
doubts. It was an impostor whe had
come to Greyfriars in ihe name of Sir
Hilton Poppeg's nephew,  Who, and
how, and why, remained a mysicry;
but there could be no doubt about the
fact. .

0, T seal™ went on Smithy, in a
casnal tone, “Ho we shan't be sceing
Archibald at Greviriars, after all?”

“ o, sir”

“ Mo mistake about it, I suppose!"
aslzed the Bounder. *I've heard that
wir Ililion has two nephews named
Archilmld A

“Tpceed, =ir! I have never heard
of it. &ir Hilton has several nephews,
Lbut  on'y  one, 1 think, named
Archiboid.” L

“Phe one we were expecting here
has red hair, according to what the
fellow pold us who knows him.”
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“That is Master Archibald, =i,  Ilo
is now in London with Bir Hikon."
said the butler, at I‘u:rppu:*r Comret, I
there anyihing more?”

“ Mo, thanks!"

The Bounder rang off.

He slipped out of Prout's study, and

walked down the passage, his eyes
glittering.
The Popper Court butler had

answored his quesilons, unsuspicionsly,
under the imprezzion that some Grey-
friars fellow, who knew Archibald, had
been expecting to see him at the school.
He had told Smithy everrthing Le
could have wanted to Know.

8ir Hilten Popper had only one
nephew named  Archibald. That
nephew had red hair. He was in
London with Sir Ililton. He was not
being sent ta Creyiriarvs, after all, but
waz gowng to sea.

Nothing could be clearer than that,
The fellew in Stuly No. 1 was ne move
Archibald Popper than Herbett Ve
non-Smith waz

“By gum!” breathed the Bounder.

Ho was glad that he had taken the
matter up now,

His idea in taking it up had been to
root out anvtlung there might be in
Bunter’s strange story, to give the new
junior a knock back for his meddiing,
and his cheel generally. But  the
matter noy assimed a more serious
aspect in his mind.

Some impostor, some spoofer, was
salling under falze colonrs at Greyfriars
—using a name that was not his own,
spoofing the whele school—for what
object?

Obviousle, it scemcd, an object that
would not- bear the light. Unless the
jellow was zome yxoung crook, with a
crooked game to play, there seemed ho
oxplanation.

Smithy’'s eves were gleaming with
suppressed excitement a: he went up
to the Hemove.

There was a cheery buzz of voices
from Study MNo. 3 as he passed the
hali-open door.

The Famous Five were at fea there
—with Archibald Popper.

The Dounder sniled grimly as he

passed on. He had a Eul{:]priﬁfz up his
sleeve [or that cheers study,
He wont on fo Stwdy No. 4, and

grinned in at the doorwar,

Redwing gave liom a rather worried
losk of inguirv. Billy Buoter, fumsh-
ing the last wedge of cake, blinked at
him through his lhg spectaches,

“Well ¥ rapped Reodwing, unecasy at
the Bounder's savdonic grin,

AN clear!™ grivned Smithe,

“You've found out that Poppoer's all

rght 17

“No: oall wrong”

“What do 1ou mean?™  pgrunled
Redwing.

“I mean that I've spoken to the
Lt ler at ]"n!]mer Court, and found ont
that Archibald Popper never camo o
Cipeviriars at all,” said the Tounder
deliberately, “And 1 mean that T'm
going to that impostor’s study o show
hign up, and ecollar lim, f npecessary,
to be handed over to the police.”’

“Smithy 1V

“Trot along, Duvter, old fat bean!”
gaid Smithy.

“What-ho 1  chackled Bunder. "1
faney those beasis won't cackle, now
vou've found it ouf, Smithy. He, he, he !

“But——" gasped Wedwing, ulterly
talkken aback.

“Come on, Reddy! Lend a hand i
ho has to be collared!™ grinned the
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Bounder, “Goodness knows who ana
what he is—all I know is that he izu't
Avchibald Popper! Come onl®

'The Bounder walked down fhe
passage again, and Billy Bunter arnd
Tomn Redwing followed him to the
door of Study No. 1.

THE TWENTIETH CHAPTER.
Denounced !

ARRY WIIARTON & CO. sat
H at tea in Study No. L
Arenibald Fopper wasz willy
themr, as a member of the
study. He was not specially pally with
his study-mates—but they were friendly.
Every mnow and then, indeed,
seemned to Wharton and Nugent that
there was something familine abou
Popper, &s if they had knouwn him
longer than the weck he had been an
Groyiviars.  Little unguarded expres
siong, &t tunes, struck a Familiar notle
—which was rather perplexing, as they
certainly had had no previous acguaint.
ance with any npephew of Biv Iilton
Popper, of Popper Court.

The Famous Five, in fact, did not
quite know what to make of lfn%pe g
He had seemed like & funk in his deal-
ings with Smithy—but he had ceviainly
shown no funk in dealing with Skinuner,
And, although he plamnly desired to
dodge trouble with the Bouander, he had
played that fatheaded trick of snatch-
g his hat, and eatting off with in
Then there was his nll_:pﬂﬁltmn io tha
ragging of Mosson, which was ralher
irritatmﬁ, with the whole Form set
and fixed on their feud with I'roggy.

At the present moment, however, the
chums of the Remove were not bother -
ing sbout Popper. He was teaing with
them simply because he belonged to the
study, and Bob and Johnny and the
nabob had come in fe tea wath thelr

pals, . ]

The five were talking cricket in
general, and the Remove match in
particular,

The captain of the Remove had
fmr:tically made up his mind to pue
rrank MNugent in the team for Rook-
woed; which was a happy prospect all
round: and, deep in that topic, they
]mr:! almost forgotten Popper was in the
sludy.

Arvchibald had his own subject: for
roflection. He was thinking that he
had already been back at Greyfriars
a2 woek, after the “bunking ™ of
William Wibley, and that nothing ha.i
come of it, se far. The worfare
bedween the Remeove and the French
master had guile upset his plans—and
when it looked like dying away, the
Bannder’z souff stunt had started 1
fre=h again, _

DMossoo certainly was not so shirty ua
lie would have been had he bagged fhe

guuff, But he was shirtvy; and otcs
more Wibley had to  postpone his
intended interview  with hinn Oyl

onely he had to chooze his moment
carefully, and catch Frogzyr in his very
bhest temper. DNot. it was clear, just
afler o rag inn the French class-rooi,

Cricket *fjaw ™ wa: going strong in
ihe study, when the door opened, aul
the Bounder stepped in, _

Avrchibald Popper gave him a wars
look, and dropped kiz hand carelessls
on the teapot on the table. If Smithy
had come there for a scrap on accong
of the snuff opisode, he was not going
to get what he swanted—he was golnyg
to grot whaot he did not want
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Harry Wharion waved an bnpationt
hamd at 1he Bowsder,

Ot ! he said curtly,

*“Are you always as polite as that
to callers?™” asked Bmithy.

“Well, if it's a friendly eall, Lral in;
but we don't want any ragging heve,”
sitid Ehe captain of the Remove bluntly,
“You can leave Popper alone !

“That's just it=—I can't!”™ grinned
the Bounder.

“Well, if you begin & row lhern,
voull go out on vour neck ! said
Frank  Nugent. “That's a  tip,
sy

The Bounder laughed, and came info
the study. o

To the surprize of the siz jJunlors
thiere, Billy Bunter followed bim in,
grinning from one car io the other,
and Tory Redwing followed Bunier.

When all three were inside, Vernon.
Swrith chut the study door, and put his
I.}ﬂ{'k 1(’ it-i- L

That procceding was eyed with more
atd more surprize by the occupants of
the study.

“Look here, what's this game?” de-

monded Bob Cherry, " You haven't
evoimme here for a  row, Redwing,
sarely 17

“No, nol* eaid Towm. ° Bmithy's got

somrething to say to Popper—L mean,
the new kid—-"

+*He, he, ha!"” from Bunter. 1 say,
YOIl l'eiIm'.'F, T've told Smithy all about
il—he, he, he! I say, make him tell
a2 what hiz name really is' He, he,

i¥

IHarry Wharton rose to his feet,
frowning,

“*Bunter’s been gpinning yon hia fat-
headed varn about Dopper, Smithy ¥
he asked.

“That's it 17 =zmiled the Bounder,

“And you're ass cnough to fency that
there's anything i 1t

“You've got it!"” :

“MThen vou're a silly fathead ! s=aid
the captain of the Remove sharply.
“You know Bunter and his gabble as
well a3 we 5

“(h, really, Wharlon— .

“And you're not going to row with
Papper in this study 17 declared Whar-
tor. ' Bo chuck it, right on the spot!”

“I'm certainly not going to row with

dgam-—

3

Papper | agreed the Bounder, with s

grin. I don't know anybody of that
name—oexeept old Sir Hilton, at Popper
Court.  But I'm going to make that
cheeky cad, wheevor he is, explain why
he's ustng the name of Fopper.”
“That will dot Cut!” snapped
Wharter; while Archibald, sitting at
the table, eved the Bounder verfv curi-
auelv, his heart beating a little faster.

So far, Bunter's yarn had not caused
him any trouble. But he had a mis
giving that it was going to cause him
trouble now. -

But ho was quite cool. William
Wibley had plenty of nerve, and it was
not Likely to fail him,

Vernon-Snith sl]mEEEd his shoulders.

“T'Il cut, if you like!™ he said. *If
I do, I straight to Quelch—and if
that crook dodges out and pois away
while I'm gone, you'll be responsible.™

“That what?” yelled Bob Cherry.

“That ecrook!” said Vernon-SBmith
grimly. A fellow who borrows another
fellow's name, and comes to this school
utder falsa colours, can only be some
sott of o crook, =o far as I can see.”’

“h crumbs Y pazped Nu?ent.

The Famous Five all Jjooked at
Popper. Me  was  starving  at  tho
Bounder, and grinning. Ilis  grin
widened, It developed inte a laugh.
The laugh developed into a ioar. lle
almost yelled:

“Ha, ba, ha!?

EVERY SATURDAY

The Bounder zlared at lum ansely.

He was not merely assured, bubs he
kocw  that this fq:lfm' was not =i
Hilton Popper’s nephew Archibald., ble
wis an impostor |

An impazior, when he was found out,
nught have been cxpected to show un-
casitess, or  hrazen ampudence—any-
thing byt unrestramed moerriment.

But it was merviment that this in-
postor dizplaved.  And 18 was evident
that his merriment was genuine. Mo
velled with laughter.

“Ia, ha, ha! Good old Smithy!
ile, ha, ha!”

“8p yvou think it's funny, do you?™
suarled the Boundoer.

“Ha, ha, ha! Just & few ! chortled
Archibald Po per, *Have vou been to
the films lately, Bmithy? Ha, ha, ha!”

‘The Famous Five laughed, too,

Popper's merriment was infectious.
And  Bmithy’s aceusation seemod the
linmit of absurdity to them.

Veornon-S8mith =zet his lips hard.

“Right ' he said =avagely. “Ill
ent—and take it straight to Quelch!
We'll see whether that impostor will
laugh when he comes up before a beak,
ml:lgis- asked who he really is”

I"opper's mirth was suddenly checked,

“Hold onl” he cxclaimed, as the
Bounder was turning to the door.

Vernon-Bmith turned back; a bitter
sueer oty his face, -

“Oh! That touches you, does it?"
he said. “You don't want to stand up
to Quelch and answer questions?”

“Na fear!” said the new junior, with
another chuckle. * Look here, 15Et 1t oft
vour chest, Vernon-Smith! Ul try not
to laugh, really.”

“1 zay, yvou fellows, that chap's got o
nerve ! sald Billy Bunter. “He ain't
Popper ab all, you know I Popper's got
rﬁdm]'mir, and Dhe hasn’t! I told you
fellows, the day he came, that he wasn’t
himself at all :

“Shut up, Bunter! Cavry on,
Smithy 1" said the captain of the
Remove, “Yoo've taken up this rot

Lecanse yow're annoyed with Popper—
—that’s as plain as daylight. But
vau'd better keep it in this ﬁtudi'_l—
Quelch won't enjoy o film story | &
doesn’t go to the talkies™

*Ha, ha, ha !V .

“Very well,” zaid the Bounder, with
sel lips.  “Listen to this. I've been on
the telephone to Popper Court, and the
butler’s told me that Siv Hilton and has
I]E'I:I-]]l:i:i".‘-_; Archibald are in London.”

LA I 1 -!!

“YWhat #*'

* Rubbish t*

“Bir Hilton changed his mind abous
sending the kid to Greyfriars—a red-
haived kid, as I got out of the butler,”

aneered the Bounder.,  “"Runter had
that right. Awchibald Popper 13 in
London now with his uncll;! That
fellow 1z here under his name !

“I eay, you fellows! I told you
el

“Shat uwp, Bunier! Leek lere,

Bmithy, if that's straight—"" Hayry
Wharton stored  blankly st the
Bannder,

“Quite! And if that fellow docsu’t
own np, hera and now, that he is an
impostor, and explain what his game
is, I'm going to collar him, and pre-
vent him fronu getling, away before he's
questioned,’ said the Bounder, * Now,
von =poofer, what have you got to
say

Archiubald Popper vawned,

“Yowre frightfully amusing,
bean!'™ he said.

“It’s all rot ! zaid Baoly Cheiry,

“Tha rotfulness is terrifie !

“Very well 1" The Bounder shuat his
teeth, and laid his hand en the door-

old
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handle. “I'm going Jdown to %:mleh.
Redwing, ses that that fcllow docsp’
got away while I'm gone”
“Oh  pom ™ gazped  Archibald
Popper. " 8Bhut that door, Smithy "
The Boanmder dvagged ihe door open,
“Shut thet door, you ass!” gasped
the new pfunior,

[ ]

“I gwn up!

——n o pr—

THE TWENTY-FIRST CHAPTER.
Keep It Dark !
Havry

i HAT!M gtuttoved
Wharton,
“Wha-u-t?" pgasped Bob

Cherry.
£ IJ(TI'-']_TE pe—"
Y o=y on—you
Sngent dazedly.
“0h, my hat
The Famous I'ive stared ot Archibald
Popper with bulging eves,
ernon-Smnith, guietly, shut the door
again, and put his back to 1t

own upi™  eaid

There was o squeak from  Billy
Bunter,
“He, he, he! ¥ say, vou fellows,

I jelly well knewt I jﬂ“,',.r well told
you! e, he, he! I zay, I fancy he's
a burglax "

“YWhat on earth does this mean,
Popper?'?  pasped Harvry Wharton.
“* Did—did-—lid von say vou own up?"

The ecaptain of the Remove really
doubted whether he had heard aright,

The new junior nodded,

Theres was no help for it now. Hae
could not let the matter come before
the Remove master. A very little in-
quiry by Mr. elch would have re-
vealed the fact that he was pot Archi-
hald Popper.

With all his nerve, William Wibley
gquaked at the idea of standing before
Quelch’s gimlet eyes, and facing his
grilm inquivies. . And he still clung to
a hope of kevyin% his secret,

The Bounder laughed sarcastically.

“He had ta own up!" he sneered.
“Think he could keep this gams up to
a beak? %lelnh would only have to
phone up Popper Court to be told
what I was told, That spoofing rotter
knows that!”

“Quite ¥ assented Archibald, with
another ned. " You've gpot mel”

“ But—bat—but  it"s,  1mpossibla Y
gasped Nugent,  “M-m-meon to say
that vou—that you're not Archibald
Popper at all i

“Not: and never was!"

“Then who are youl®™
Johinny Ball

“Qh, just myself, you know,” =aid
the new junior cheerfully, “Not a
crogk. Ha, ha, ha! Just a nice boy
like yourselves"

“¥ ecan't believe there’s any harm in
the chap,”” said Redwing guietly. “But
you will have to explain this, whoever
you ave”

“1 saw, you fellows, he's a burglarl
[Te's afier the IHead's safe [

YTk up, you fat nss !

¥ Beast V'

“I want you fellows to keep this
dark,” sakl Archibald, “It's a sort
nf—hom '—jolie—a  jape. you know.
I'm quite harmless. Harmless and
necessary, in faet,  Lven dear old
Smithy wonldn't want to give me away,
if he knew.™

“A jape,”’ vepeated Wharton,

“ Bort of.” : :

“You'll have to make it a bit clearer
than that,”” said tho captein of the
Remove grimly. “You must be guttf
it yon fancy we can kcep this dark,
now that youw've ewned up that you'rg
here 1in a false name”

Tae Maaser Lisrany.—No. 1,537,

stuttered



28

“Yes, rather!” said Johnny Bull,

“The ratherfulness is  fervifie, my
csteemed spoofing Popper

The new junior grinned. He could
not help it. Even now that thoy knew,
on his own confession, that he was not
Archibuld Popper, the Romovites had
not the faintest suspicien who ho was
Mot for & mioment did it ceenr 16 them
that they were stapding in the presence
of the follow who had been cxpelled
from the school a week ago.

" If you'vd got anything to say, you
can getk on with it,"” said Vernon-
Smith. “If you can prove that it's
nothing more than a practical joke—
good! But you'll have to prove it."

“anl, I'm not a crook, old bean!”
grinned the new junior. “Ha, ha!
T'll tell you fellows how it was. 1
knew that old %’apper’ﬂ nophew wasn't
coming to Greyfriars, after all, and
that he was a stranger here, so I had
the idea of dropping in in his place,
MNo harm done, if you fellows will keop
it dark.™

“ And who are you?!” )

“I'd rather not mention that, if you
don't mind.”

The Bounder gave & sardonic laugh.

“I dare say there's a lot of things
you'd rather not mention,” he re-
marked. *You'll find that you have
to mention them-—to Quelch, or the
Head, or Inspector Grimes.” ;

“Oh, don’t be wn a=zs, Smithy!" said
Baoh. “I don't beljcve there's any
harm in the chap. But, of coursc, this
can’t be kept dark.”

“Hardly,” said MNugent., _

“Look here,” urged Archibald, *if
vpu knew, you'd know it was all right.
T'd tell you, like a shot, only—-orndy if
it gets out, I'm done Tor!”

“You're donp fﬂl,r now 1" said the
HTundEr grimly, “Are you going to
tell: ug your namne, or not?”

L Hﬂ't l!i‘

“That does it 1" The Bounder turned
ta the door ance miore, “Keep him
here, you fellowel The police may
want bhim."

“Ha, ha, ha!” yelled Archibaild.

“Blessed if I see anything to cackle
at!” said Billy Bunter. " You'll be
run in for this, now you're found out.
1 dare say you've got the Head's silver
spoons  iu your pocket this wvery
vmarte,

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“Look here, vou cheeky, cackling

Least 1™
“Hold on, Em_i_l,hg_.i Keep that door
shut I'* gasped Archibald “I'l] tell

vou, and trust you to keep it dark, 1
was poing to keep It fo myself; but
it’s up to you not to fiw_a me saway.”

The Bounder paused again.

“Well, who are you " he rapped.

“(iuess | grivned Archiba

“How can I guess, you silly ass, whon
I uever saw you before last week?”
si:apped the Bounder.

“You. jolly well did!”

“Where, then?”

* Here ™

“Here!”™ repested the  Bounder
bBlankly. “At Greyfriars, do you
rean

“Ergactly! I told Whartgn that I

glionld come back——""
“You told met” stul‘ered Wharton.

THE MAGNET—EVERY SATURDAY

_ “Yes, you! You thought I was talk-
ing out of my hat at the time! Bt I
had this stunt in mind then, vou sece!
While I waa waiting in the Head’s study
that evening, before I was sacked, I got
i telephone call from old Popper, in-
tended for the Head! 8o I knew that
Archibald wasn't coming, and the Head
didn't! I never knew ﬁe had red hair,
blow him! I never knew that that frog
itad sean him, either, 3

“Wha are vou?” howled Wharton.

“ Wibley 1

“WIBLEY ™

There was & vell in Study No. 1. It
was followed by silence, as the juniors
gazed at Archibald Popper.

I'he Bounder almost staggored.

“Wibley !” he gasped. “Rot! Rub-
hish! As if we shouldn't know a chap
wo've  known for whole  termas!

G oaminon 1
“Wibley ! breathed Bob Cherry.
“Old Wib! Impossiblet”

“0h crikey 1" gasped Billy Buntoer, his
little round eyes almost popping through
tis big muntg spectacles, “ Oh crumba!
1 55%: yvou fellows-——oh jiminy !™

" You—you—you can't be WibleyI1®
gasped Harry Wharton. “As if we
shouldn't know i

Wibley chuckled.

“My dear chap, I could make up a3
you, and make you helieve it was your-
wot 1” he said, “This is simply pie to
me, If I'd only known that the Popper
sportsman had red hair, it would ‘have
heen  all eerone: But Ild never seen
him, “~But for that blithering idiot
Bunter—"

“Beast!"

“ Wibley I” repeated. the Bounder, like
a fellow in & dream. “Oh, my hat!
W.ibley [™

“ Wibley 1 g'aEEed Johnny Bull.

“Just *lhig:ii grinned the schoolboy
actor. *“This hair comes off, so do the
ojobrows, and so. dogs the complexion,
unlesa I'm jolly eareful .with jt. That's
why. I bagged your hat yesterday,
Sipithy, old man! A tramp grabbed
me, and hooked my hair off, and I had
ie leave it with him——"

(43 EH ?jp-

“And as I'd lost my hat at the same
tune, I had to borrow one to get back
intn the school 2

“Oh"”

“Some  stunt, what?” said Wible
complacently, ¥ MNow perhaps you'll
understand why I was against raggin
Froggy ! I want to catch him in & goog
temper, and put it 1.‘:119 to him to speak
a word to the Head! I could have
Lrought it off before this, if you hadn't
1#.:::16} Iﬁ-ﬁgmg him wild! Sea?”

“You've got to keep it dark, now I've
fold ‘you,” added Wibley anxiously:
“I'm sacked, and this is my only chance
of getting bagk! You can't give a
Romove man away. You've made me
tell you—and now it’s up to you to sec
me.throogh?

Thc{ gazed at him.
ey wWas Bpea.kini

Wi in his natura]
vorce now, which t]‘lﬂ‘?‘ new 1f thay did
not know hia face. They had to believe
that he was Wiblex! But even now
they know, they could hardly spot a
trace of the Wibley they kmew, in
Archibald Popper,

“Wibley !” repeated the DBounder.

“You silly fathead, if vou'd told vs—"

“Catehh me telling anvbody if I could
help ic ! said Wibley, “Too jolly risky.
But I've hiad to tell von now, and you've
got to keep it dark 1™

The Bounder Iaujiheﬂ. He had been
hitterly hostile to Archibald DPopper—
but all hestility vanished now that
Archibald had turned out to be William
YWibley.

“We'll keep it dark, of course,” ho
snid. “If yvou'd let me into it, you ass,
I'd have helped.”

“Help now ! said Wibley cheerfully.

“We can't give Wibley away, of
conrse 1 gasped Wharton, * But——"

“Wash out the byts!” said Wibley.
“Keep it _dark, that’s all! Go zasy on
ragging Fropgy, and give me a chance,
sea? 1t only needs a word from him to
the Ilead. Then I wash out Popper,
and turn up as Wibley! Right as
roan 1™

There was a general nodding of heads.
Amazing as Wibley’s stunt was, the
chuma of the Remove wished him luck
the Bounder-as 'keenly a3 anyone.

““All serene, what?"” grinnced Wibley.
“Mind, I'm =till Popper—mind that!
And I've got to keep out of scraps,
Smithy—these things come off too easily
in a serap !

“Ha, ha, hat®

“I sey, you fellows—"

“Oh, my hat!” exclaimed Bob.
“There’'s. Bunter ! That fat sss will be
cackling'it all over the school—"

“Oh, roslly, you fellows! I suppose I
ean keep a scoret!™ said Bill unter
warmly. “Now I know it's Wibley, it's
all - right! I shar't give you away,
Wib, old chap! You can trust mel
D¥id 1 ever let a pal déwn't I ask you."

Billy Bunter blinked rtound indig-
nantly through his spectacles.

“If you breathe a word—" hissed
Wibley.

“My dear chap, leave it to me {* said
Bunter reassuringly. “That's all right!
But what I was going to 'say is this—
I'va been disappointed about a postdl
o¥der—--—>"

" What ™

“ From one of my titled relations—"

“You fat ass!”

“0Oh, reslly, Wibley! You'd be jolly
well booted out, if Quelch knew how you
wera spoofing him " exclaimed the Tat
Owl: “P'm not going to give you away.
But in the circumdtances, I think you
might cash that postél order! I really
think that! It's for ten bob | added
Bufitéer.

Archibald Popper, alias William
Wibley, looked at Billy Bunger for =
long moment in _silente—expressive
silence. Then Billy Bunter rolled out of
Stydy No. 1 with his celebrated postal
order cashed at last |

Wibley's secret romained a sceret.

The fallows who knew were not. EFoi!:q:r
io say a word. But they wondered how
long it could last. For the prosent, at
all events, William Wibley, still at
Greviriers, remained invisible there—
and carried on cheerfully as Archibald
of the Remove !

THE END.

(The next yarn in this spanking fine
gerier ix entitled : “THE INVISIBRLE
SCHOQLBOY I Wateh out for it in
NEXT FRIDAY'S ISSUE of the
Macrer )
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DOCTOR BIRCHEMALL’S
" BOARDING-HOUSE!

First Instalment of a
Rib-Tickling Seaside Serial

By DICKY

BREAKING-UP DAY |

Bang | Crash! Wallop!

“ Bless my sole 1 "

Mr. I. Jolliwell Lickham,
magter of the 8L Sam’s
Fourth, pawsed in his task
of uﬂkin%l p suitcase. A
doffening din had suddenly
started in the passidge out-
sida hia rooma. It sounded
like sorucbody smashing up
milk bottles and it made

Mr, Lickham twn gumfe
pﬁ%mg 1 Crash 1 Wallop!
Thud 1

* What the merry
dickens 1! gaapeod Mr
Lickham. .

In fear and trembling, the
master of the Fourth ed

the door and looked eut
cawtiously to see whot was
happening,.

To his utter amazement.,
he found Doctor Alited
Birchemall, the awe-imspir-
ing headmaaster of St. S8am’s,
dapeing up and down the
passidge, hitting out ab
BYVE breakable object
within reach ! Twa electric
tight bulbs had already gone
wegt nnd several pictures
were lying in ruins on the
floor. As Mr, Lickham
jocked out, a bust of Julius
Seezer flow in a thowsand
pieces wunder o smashing
blow from the Head's im-
plement of destruction.

Bang !

Mr. Lickham gave a gasp
of horror.

“8irl Sir! What are
vou doing of 11 he erisd.

* You'ra hreaking cvery-
thing up 1 ™

Doctor Birohomall
wowered his sledgehommer
and looked round ; and, to
Mr, Lickham’as serprize, he
was grinning with the utmost,
cheerfulness.

‘* Natcherally I'm bronk.-

ing eoverythine wup, Lick-
hign 1% b chostled. * Why
not ¥ %

“Ehil

“It'e breaking-up day,
ign't it 1" prinned the
Head, " Vory well, then;

I'm going to break up as
well as everybody else!
Thia is my share in the
general breakingup
procesal il

Mr. Lickham gasped.

“M.my hat! But aren't
you making a slite mis-
take, sirt  Breaking up
for the summer vack duzzent
mean that we have to run
amuck with sledge-
hammers,'

Doctor Birchemall nitted
his brows in puzzlement,

“ If it duzzent mean that,
Lickham, what does it
mean 1M

Mz, Lickham larfed.

“1t meerly meana the
breaking up of the assembly
of skollara wha attend St,

NUGENT

Sam’s during term time,

air.'l
“Well, Lickham, T

e . F ™
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ma!*” grinned Doctor
Birchemall, * Although I
have never previgusly
joined in the breaking-up
festivitics, I always
imagined thevy were
concerned with the breaking
up of overything you felt
like breaking up 1t

Y Gratepip ¥ U

“TFeeling in & high-
spirited mood. this merning,
I thought [ would do a bat
of breaking up self,”
sggspltained the Head.
" However, a3z I gpemn to be
doing the wrong kind of
breaking up, 1 suppose 1
had beotter desist. urrah
for tha hollerdays, Lickham,
anyway | "

With these words, the
Head flung away his sledge-
hammer and started waltz-
ing Mr. Lickham up and
down the pnssidge. Un-
forchunitly, he didn't
trubble to look where he
threw the sledgo-hammer ;
and Binding, the page,
turned into the passidge at
just the wrong morent—
unforchunitly for him !

There was a sicliening
thud, as the sledgehammer
collided with Binding : and
Binding uttered a weall of

ane that brought the
Iead’s dance to an end.
“ Yarooooo ! M

“0Oh, e¢rums! BOLTY,
Binding ! Hurt ! asked
Doector Birchemall.

“w Yoasir ! You

bonked me on the boko!™
“Binding! Binding!?”
criesl the Head, wmors in
sorrow than in anger. "It
hurts me more then I can
tell to hear you usoe such
a vulgnr slangy egos.
pression s bonked me
on the boko """
*Owl Whieh
sorry, sir 11 |
“ ®o you oughi fo be { :

1
(T

A belter way to eppspress &

your meaning, Binding,
would be to say ' You
coshod me on the conk.”
But to bizziness! Am |
wanted, Binding 2

* ¥eogsir,” said Binding,
A leddy wants o see
vou. Namo of Miss Maria
Birchomall,”

The Head wissled. i

AfaRrAld Ty

e

AR

b
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i
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his study. He was looking
awlully egpgsited. He felt
sure his Aunt Maria had
come to invite him to
Sandyville-on-Bea ; and the
prospect of a scaside holler-
day on the cheap pleased
him immensely.

But a bigger serprise
even than that was.in stors
for Doclor Birchemall.

When he got to his study,
it was to find that his aunt

was not in her usual good

helth and boisterous spirrits.
She proseeded to eggsplaio
why she looked so seady ;
end what she told him
farely took the cake!

" Alfred ! Y she said, * The
folkt is that the doctor has
ordered me a complete
rost and a chango of sur-
roundinga, I've been look-

ing after other poople’s
hollerdays  for sixty-five
veara or so; and now he

says it's time I had o holler-
day myself.”

Doctor Birchemall roised
hiz eycbrows.

“That's all very woll,
auntie,” ho said.  * Dut
if vou go away for s holler-
day, what i3 going to happen
to tho boarding-house ¢ ™

It was Miss Maria Bireh-
ermnall’s reply that staggerod

the Head. ]
“AhiM she said.
“Thal's where you come

i“ Rk
TheHeadslarted violenlly.
L1 Mﬂ i L] ]
* Yez, you! " nodded the
Heads annt. T wand

S, i
T

e
A%

i
Ll

“Iow ! It's my Aunt "« e

Maria that koeps o boord-
ing-honse at Sandyville-on-
Sea. This means an invita.
tion, for a cert ! Hooray !

He flung Mr, Lickham
aside and fAung himself
oub of the pasaidge.

Mr. Liekham and Binding
were nob ab all sorry to
sets the haclk of him.

The Head sprinled down-
atairs  and  soon ceached

_!un{trn:iy.

.

you to look alter the
hoariing-house for me while
I'm away !

“ B-b-bless my sole!™

“1t will make a BGne
hobby for your hollerdays,”
said Misg Birchemall, with
a feint smile, * I ara sure,
Alfred, that you will ba a

grate suxxess a8 a seaside
Uf ecorse, DBella

Viatn is not quito the same
ag 8t Sam's—— 1

“My hat! I should say
not 1 *

“But you will iind it as
easy ag anything to adapt
vowrselt to the now aimo-
gphero, Instead of feeding
folks’ heads with nollidge,
vou will feed their foces
with porridge. The maig
thing to remember is to
rook your guests as much
az poesibul. Do you thinlk
you can do that, Alfred ¥’

The Head's somewhal
shifty eyes gleemed.

“Ahem! I opgapect I
could do that as well as
most people, auntie—prob-
ahly tter ! The onl
thing that trubbles me is
the thought that it’'s a little
infra dig for the Head of
a prafe skool like 8t. Sam’s
to manage o scaside hoard.
ing-house. Er—what kind
of fee would you be prepaved
to pay for my scrviees,
suntio ¥ '

“Half {he prophets,
Alfred.”

Doctor Birchemall pon-
dered deeply for a moment.
Then he prinned and nodded.,

" Idone | ** he cried. ™ I'll

gsinkk my pride, auntic!
The headmaster of St.
Sdem's shall become land.

lady of Bella Vista !l

And in this way Doctor
Birchemall began an advent-
eher that was destined fo
have somoe very cominical
consequonees 1

LIKE LAMES T0 THE
SLAWTER!

“ What's the
move ¥

Frank Fearvless asked {hat
guestion and he and Meory
and Bright looked to Juck
Jolly {ur an answer.

The kaptin of the ¥ourlh,
who was holding a lelter
in hizs hand, grinned rather
revlully,

“%We shall hove wo find
digginggs  somewlivre  elge—
that's «ll,” he =aid, ' It's
o bit thick, being turned
down ot the last minnit
like thiz; but something's
bound to turn up ! 2

“I'm not so sure”
remarked 1‘-1-:1'1'?, with =
sheke of his head.
* Bandyvitle.on-Sea 1s pretty
eronvwded at this timo of the
vear, you know. It's quite
possibul we shan’t find a
placa in the town with
wecomodation for four,”

Before Jolly vould think
of & suitable reply to that,
thore camo an interruption.
A majestick figger appeored
in the dovrway of fhe skool

next

ety

tuckshop, where the ams
of ihe Foeurth hau been
dislkussing  ice-cream: and
itho hollerday problem, and
a fmmiliar voiee hailed them
jecnially.

“ Good-morning, hoya!
Eeen disuppointed ove: your
hollerday giggings B,

Jocle Jolly & Co. locked
serprized, as they fwned
to the Head. .

*Right on the wicket,
gir 1" said Jack Jolly. ™ We
have, as & matter n.;. falck.
But how did yvou know "

Doctar Birelhemal!
orinned.

* A little bird wiipered
it in my ear, Jclly—a
bird of the name of 'ubby
Burrell, if vou rcally waut
to know ! Dut, cher up,
boya! Just as it haspens,
I'm in o position to rserve
vou fhe best diggings in
Sandyville—and at s vory
veasonable fipger, © 47

“ The dickens you are!™
1 “ The hﬂﬁdiﬂg-hﬂ:ﬁ& 1
wmve in wind, boys.” said
tho Head, nuf.-lmwa.i}aa-ﬂ-&ally,
“is  the boardivg house
vou've dreemed aboul, bul
never eggapected to soe !
It's & really ripping place—
honneat injun 1 '

" Are the bad: nice and
comly, sir ¥ 1

“Comiy ? L should jusi
thinl they are ! Every bed
is fitted with a Neverest
box-spring and Ibeimoor
blankets. The pilloys ave
down—aud the ouests ardly
ever waubk to zeb up ab
Bella Vista ! "

“Ig {hat the nafie of
the place, =sir 7' ashed
Moerry.

The Head oodded.

“ Boells Vista — moaning
“bewtiful view." 1t would
be hard to tlunk of # more
fitting nawme for this deliteful
rendy-voo, from which you
geb the most exqguistle sea
views—provided you olinb
on to the top of tho (himb-
leya Lo sce them " he
ﬁuiafﬂmm‘utﬂﬂ, golt~ ~oooy.

* Finally, bove, v e are
no uritating little extras
and no petly restriedyns,”
conolooded thie Head. ™ The
extras ore all big onew and
the restrictions mitey
hnportant,” he adder. snder
his breth.} * Such, in breef,
is the dasirable boaing.
house known as Dolla Vista,
Thoe fecs, specially reduced
{or uiym]r bennyfit, are
vidiculously low—five gidnics
a weelk each! DBebk now
for a fortnight, bowys; and
avoid dizapponXsent
futer | 22

* Well, sir. (ve ginpies is
4

SIEGE OF GUNMAN'S
STRONGHOLD!

Amazing Story in Court!

The appearance of a
notorious ]yaung fangaier in
the dock led to & scramble
for seabs in the public rallery
in tho Remove Court on
Thursday,
George Tubb, described
a3 ﬂsgnrtamau, was charged
with being in posscssion of
fircarms without a ficenco,
His appearance was the
seqguel to o
baitle which, in
tho words of
Mr. Peter Vod:d,
IL.C., counael
for ihe prosc.
cution, would
have done
justice 1o uny
American  fihn.
lielating ihe
story of Lhw
batile with =«
guiet undor-
euphasis which
was vory effee-
tive, Mr. Todd
said that the police had been
keeping watch on prisoner
for sowe time with o view
to  confioming their Bus-
picions that he was supply-
e lawless elements in the
Third and Second Forms
wilh anns. On Wedneaday,
a sguod of men led by
Detoctive-Inspector Penfold
approached & box-roon

oy o

where they had reason (o
helieve there was a store of
arma.

They were meb with a
fusillade from a sub-
maching-pea-shaoter that
drove them to eover, and this
was the stark of o batile
thet lasted half an hour.

I'risoner, who was alons
in ihe box-room, defended

himself with eatapults, pea.
shooters, and wuter-pistols,
and defied the police from
behind a barvicade of trunlks
and packing-cases, driving
back charge after chuarge
with sovere loss to the
aitackers. It was only
when reserves of polies
sotered through the window
and made an assault fromn

the aear that Tubb was
OVEercone.
In the dock, Tulbb's

atiitude was ope of complete
defianes. Ho chewed pum
and grinned impudently at
the judgo and waved cheor-
fully to members of his
i gnnig " in  the gallery.
Ho pleaded ** Not guilty,”
but, declined legal Lelp and
did not trouble 1o defend
Bimsell.

Announcing a verdict of
“ Guilty,” Judge DBrown

saicl 16 was Inmentable to
sev a mere youth like Tubb
adopting a criminal career.

There was not the slichtest

i

doubt that the
recent  juvenile
orimg wave had
bhean due to
prisoner. He
had  supplied
arms to juvens.
iles with terrible
resulis. Pea-
shootor hold-
ups and water-
prstol  atlacks
on  defenceless
citizens had
hecome almost
hourly happen.
ings in the

| last fow  weelka.

Socicty must defend itself
against people like Tubb.

He would have to go to
penal servitude for twenty

FEUrs,
In view of the near
approach of tho summer

vae., the sentence was after.
wards commuted to ono of
twenty miuutes.

vather morve than wo egg-
gpected 1o pay,” grinned
Jack Jolly, * But it Bolla
Viste iz anything like youn
sy, ib'swell worththeexlra. ™

"I wvole we bouk at
once,” snid Fearlesa, *f Maw
wu uso the lellyfonoe, sir t "

“There's no need, Foar.
less. 1 wysell  vepresent
Belln Vislz, und all wyou
have to do to sceure your
roMns is 10 give mo your
deposit.”

* Right-o, we'll risk it,”
rinned the kaplin of the
‘ourih., “"Hore's my
pound 12

And alter o moment's
hesitation, the olhers fol-
Iowed their leader’s epps-
mnvlﬁ.

e Head then gavoe thom
receipts and trotted off m
search of further wiktima,

Ho left the chums of the
Fourlh  feeling  prately
veleeved to think they had
been ablo to book up so
casily,

He bad been very carclul

nok to mention who was
goitr Lo be in charge of the
boaarding-houso, The erally
old fossil knew wery woll
that tho Co. would have
found plenty of epgscuses
for not comung had they
known ihe truth,

Later in the day, Jack

Jolly & Co. quitted St
Sam’s,  Thoy had to o
to Lheir respecklive homes
for tho nite; and thoy

woere going Lo meet on the
Tollow: day and go to
sandyville together.

Next day, thoy all met at
Joynham Junction and
caught tho lrst {iroin to
Sandyviile,

The grate oxpress roared
merrily—and the chuma of
the lourth lavled harlily,
fov ithey were all in giatoe
gpirrita at the prospect of
u seaside hollerday,

Tha polden sands of
Sandyville camo into view

ab last, ond Jack Jolly &
Co, tumabled out of the train

and sported a fuxi to Bella
Viata,

“My hat ! I don't think
much  of this  place 1™
remarked Frank Foarless,
as hoe rang the bell outside
a dingy-looking house in
ono of tho back streots.

" Then the door opened,
ancd Fearless junped.

“The Head!" he eried.

* Oh, grale pip ! " gosped
Jack Jolly, " Ldido’s know
you were going fo Lo a
pguesk here, siv 1"

“ITm not!* prinned
Doctor Divcheinall.  * I'm
more than a guest, Jolly—
I'M THE YANDELADY !
Weleome to Bella Vista ¥

The ouly auswer the Head
received was four sickening
ihudas,

"Vhe shoek had proved too
much for Jack Jolly & Co.

'They had feinted !

{Therc’s fun galore in next
week's sparkling instalment
of “ Doctor Birchemall'a
Bogrding-Eouge J 12 Don't
nitss o N

SHOULD THE
SCHOOL BUILDINGS

BE MODERNISED?

““Yes!’’ Says H. VERNON-SMITH

Old buildings are like eold
away you atan%

Groyfriars, from o distance, lools grest,
and I'd be all for preserving it in
—if I hedn': to live in it f

Unfortunately, I have to live in it,

pictorea, The furthe
tha better they look |

: b, I agree,
its ancient beauty

from them

_ And when
you have to live in & place you have to

come close enough to it to see & lot of

drawbacks that aren’t visible when
it from a distance, TR R

What you eeo is

overcrowded :
draughty studiea,

_common-roorag, stufly  Form.
rooms, inadequale bath-room aceommo-
dation ] You scc o dining-hall thai looks
like n ecathedral. gloomy passages, and
winding stairs. All very fino and large
when they were built, no doubt—but net
quite suited fo modern ideas !

I'm all for rebuilding the place.
all, we can still presorve ita classical
—0n pleture postenrds )

“"NO1” BAY3 HARRY WHARTON.

I don'’t agree with Bmithy at all. Three
or four fellows to a study is not overerowd.-
ing, to begin with., If every man had g
study to himself he'd only start pining for
other fellows' company, anyway—so even
if they are overcrowdedl, it doesn't matter !

Tho Cormunon.-rooms are admittedly a bit
draughty, but we are provided with screens,
so what's the odds ¥ The Forin.rooms aro
not  partieularly stuffy, and bath.room
accommaodation meets most fellows' needs,
The hsll is a bit overwhelming for meals,
perhaps, but it's better that than cheap
and nasty. As for the winding stairg—s
well, 1 find the banisters very convenient
for sliding down !

The school buildings make a noble pile;
surrounded by an air of dignity which
unconscionsly does ua all a lot of good,
Long may they remain umspoiled by
modern ' improvementa " |

'BUNTER'S WATCHWORD
FOR VAC. IS ORIGINALITY!

Says BOB CHERRY

In an interview 1 waa privileged to have
with Mr. W. G. Bunter this week, be
expressed deep contempt for “ ordinary il
summer holidays.

* The worst of the popular resorts is that
you meet 8o many common trippers,’: he
told our reporter,

After
beauty

“The low beggaras get everywhers,
'know. What the dooce iz the gﬂl}d of
witzerland ¥ Bimply sewarming with

trippers, by gad! Just the seme with the
Tyrol. Franee simply recks with ‘am.
They've like flics on the Thine. Italy and
the IIRi“.'im'un are unbcarablo on account of
"o !

" Bame thing applies to eruising. BEwen
the best lineras are Mull of low, vulgar people.

" Bo the holiday watehward for & member
of tho upper clasa like mysell must be
*originality.” That's the only way a fellow
con protect himself against running into
the low.down outsiders ba's bound to meet
on ‘ordinary * holidays.

“ Chapa like yourself, for
concluded Mr, Buntor brightly.

I thanked Mr. Bunter with appropriate
humility for hia gracious interview. Then
I sat himn in o puddle and rolled him omn
the gruss and wiped my feet on him.

Incidentally, unless someons else comes
to the reseue, our fat old pal's originality
iz likely to take him away with Pa and Ma
DBunter thiz year.

They're going to Margate.

ingtaneca | 1



