


WILLIAM WIBLEY, GREYFRIARS SCHOOLBOY IMPERSONATOR, PLAYS DUAL ROLE!
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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
“Shan't 1"

" AT you translate, Buntair!®
“1 shan't—"
“Vat!” gasped DIlensieur
Charpéntler,

l:iI Ehhﬂrt__ﬂ ]

The French master st Greyfriars
School gazed at Billy Bunter,

The whole class gazed ak him,

In Class-roomm No. 10, where the
Remeve wera . doing Yrench with
Mossoo, every eyve was fixed on the fat
visage of the Owl of the Remove.

It was quite a sensaiflon.

Only Billy Bunter seemed unaware
that ke had, so to speak, astonished the
natives. Bunter stood with his eyes,
and his spectacles, on his French bock.
He looked = little bothered; but he
always looked a little bothered if he
was called on to translate. Otherwize,
he was guite calm. i

Ragging waz far from uncommon in
Mossoo’s French sets, Fellows would
sometimes be cheeky to Mossoo.
Especially since he had caused Wibley
of the Remove to be expelled, the
Remove had given him all the trouble
they cuuld—-—wﬁich was quite a lot. But
the cheekiest fellow in the Form, or the
most reckless ragger, would never have
ventured to make such an answer as that
to any master—even the French master !
Akinner, the most impudent fellow in
the Form, would never have dreamed

of it—Smithy, reckless ragger, was
not reckless enongh for that. d there
was Billy Bunter—dning it!

“¥y only hat!® murmured Bob
Chexry.

“Bunter, you awful ass—" breathed
Harry Wharton.

Billy Bunter blinked at them through
his big spectacles, He seemed quite un-
CONSCIoUY the sensation he had
caused.
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Monsieny Charpentier stood as if
transfixed, gazing at him., His sallow

cheeks reddened with wrath—his livie
pointed black beard fmrlgl' bristled,

“Buntair ! he shrieked,

“Eh? Yes, sir!” sald Bunter, furn-
ing his spectacles on the French master,

"Wat 13 1t zat you say?”

It =zeemed as if Mossoo doubted his
ears! Really, he had cause to do so,
when & junior, called on to translate the
Henriade, answered “1 shan't!” Never
in the history of Greyiriars School had
such an answer been made in any class,

“Didn’t vou hear me, sir?” asked
Bunter. “I said I shan’t!”

“You say shan't?” gasped Mozspo.

“Yes, sir! I shnn't—fE

“Afon Dien ' stuttered Moszoo.
garcon, he say zat he sham't! Xis is
of ze too.much! C'en est trop 1" Mon-
sieur Charpentier whirled round to his
desk, to grab a cane therefrom.

Then Billy Bunter vegiztered "alarm,
He gave the French master a startled
blink, and klinked round sk the staring
Hemeovites.

“I say, you fellows, what's up?” he
asked.

“Wha-a-a-t's up?” stuttered Harry

harton.

“Yes! What 15 Frogey pgetting his
rag ouk for ¥

“Oh erikey !

“Potty, old fat bean ™ asked Vernon-
Smith. .

“(th, really, Smithy L

“You fat ass!™ hissed Archibald
Pooper, the new boy in the Remove.
*“Have you gone off your rocker? What
de vou mean by saying vou shan'ti”

#Th? Mossoo told me to translate,™
answered Bunter. “Wharrer you mean,
you assi”

Mossoo whirled round towards the
class again, cane in hand. The ¢ane did
not often have much- exercise in the
French master's class-room. But Mossoo
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E CHEERY CHUMS OF GREYFRIARS.

leoked now as if 1t were geing to have
a good dexl

“Buntair ! he reared. "Zat vyou
stand ouf before ze class! I vill have
ze respect in zis elass, or else T know 2e
reason vy oot !

Billy Bunter did not stand out beforo
the class. Perhaps he thought Mossoo
too dangerous to appreach. He blinked
at him i alarm, but remained where he

Was.
* I—¥ say—" he gasped.
“Mauvais garcen! Venea donc!™

raved Messoo, brandishing the cane.
“Is 1t zat yeu sav you shan't to ze
master? Mon Biea! Venez! Como!”

“"RBut—but I—F =say, what's the
matter " gasped Bunter.

“Mad as 2 hatter ! murmured Peter
Tadd in wonder; and Hurree Jamset
Kam RBingh remarked that the madful-
ness was terrific.

A fellow who said “I shan’t ! to his
master might have expected that master
to go off at the deep end. But it scemoed
that Bunter hadn’'t. He scomed sur-
prizsed by Messoo's outbreak of wrath.

The  joniors were doing 1he
Henriade in the French class that
afterncen. Mossoo, who had a kind way
of poing easy with backward pupals, hacl
given Bunter quite an easy one. Bunter
was called upon to translate the first two
lines of that great poem:

*Jo chante de co heros, gui regnait sur
la France,
Et par droit de conguete, et par dvoit
de naissance.”™

Every fellow in the sat ::tm];ht to have
been familisar with those lines. Boat
Billy Bunter, when he learned anything
at all, whieh was seldom, had a way of
forgetting it as zoon as he could. Slow
to learn, Bunter was remarkably rapid
at forgetting. Even Lord Mauleversr
could have told him that those lines
meant ;.
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WY szing of the lLiere who reigned over
I rance, .
Both by right of tonguest and by right
of birth.”

But te William CGicorge Dunter that
translalion presented great difliculties,

All Bunter could do was to have a shot
al it, hoping for the best. Nobody
would have boen surprised had Bunter
handed out the most idictic of transla-
tions. But to hear DBunter say “I
shan't!” wids  absolutely amazing.
Bunter had his faults—indeecd, their
name was legion !—but wild recllessness
bhad never been numbered among them.
Now he was pulting the Bounder himself
into the shade!

Still more surprising was it that he
did not seom to catch on why the I'ronch
master was wrathy!

Evidently he didn't!

He blinked at Moszoo through his big
spectacles in uneasy alarm.  Mossoo,
always an excitable little gentleman,
was now wildly excited. He was almost
dancing as he brandished the cane.

“Get & move on, you fat fathead!”
whispered Frank Nugent.

“Eh? I'm not going to be whopped
for nothing '™ gasped DBunter,

“For nothing " ‘gasped Johnny Bull.

“Eh? Yes! What have I done?”

“Oh, my only hat!”

“Is 1t zat you vill not come, Buntair !
roared Monszicur Charpenticr, his cane
swishing in the air. “Is it zat I must
coms viz myself to you, mauvais garcon?
Je  vous commande—eccoutez—venes
done 1™

“Get out, you ass ! hiszed Archibald
PnPEL-r. :

“Go ont. Bunter, you fat chump!”
breathed Harry Wharton.

“Oh, really, Wharton =

Mossoo_was too impatient to waik
longer. He whisked among the desks,
coming for Buntor.

The fet junior eved him in horrified
apprehension, But only for a moment !
As Mossoo came along the Form from
one cnd, Billy Bunter backed away at
the other. DMosson's look, and the
brandished cane, were too much for
Buonter. Ha retreatod.

“Zat you atﬂ;]l" shricked Monsicur
Charpentier. “ Zat you fake zat!™ IHe
ge'[ivcred a swipe at the rctreating fat

wi.

Billy Bunter dodged that swipe. DBut
every bullet has a billet. Tb missed
Bunter, amnd camo over across Bob
Cherey’s shouldera.

“Yoo-hoop ! roared Bob, bounding to
hig feet. “Oh ecrumbs! Look out!
Yaroop !

“Mou Dien! Zab vou get out of ze

vay 1” panted Monsiour Charpentier,
and he scrambled on alter Bunter,
leaving Dol wriggling and splultering,

A foor suddenly came into Mossoo's
wiv. 1 was Dolsover major's,

Mossoo did not see {he font before he
stumbled over ik, Ife did a sudden nose-
dive among the desks,

“Man down!™ chuckied
Snith.

“Ha, ha, hat"

“Ciel ™ gasped Monsienr Clharpentior.
TTe strugoled to his feet, lreathless and
dusty. *“Whe iz it zat tumble moe over
viz mvself?  Ziz class iz zr most Lad as
ever vas! Buntair! Zat voo stop ™

“Dh crikey ! gasped DBunter, as he
flow.

He dodged out of ihe desks, with
Mossoo in pursuit,

The Remove were ali on fheir foot.
Excitemert reigned in Class-room
iw. 10, There were shouts of encourage-
ment to Bunter as he whipped round

Vernon-
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the master’s desk, with Mossioo close
beliind,

Lo it, Banter1”

“Put it on, porpoise!”

“He's just behind you, Bunter!™

“ Look out, old fat man!®

“Put it on ”

Swipe |

The cane caught Bunter, on his podgy
shoulders, as he whipped round the
desk. Ile roared.

“Ow! Beast! Keep off! T say,
you_ fellows, keep him off! He's gone
mad! T say, hold him! Barge him
over! 3it on his head! Yarooch!"

“Ha, ha, ha ¥

Billy Bunter flew round the class-
room. After him flew Mossoo. I sheer
desperation the fat juniov tore open the
door, and rushed out into the passage.
He slamimed the door after him as he
fled.

“Maon Dien!” gasped Mossoo, .

He dragged the door open in his
turn, and rushed out in pursuit. And
from Class-room Neo. 10 a roar of

laughter followed.
“Ha, ha, ha!"

—

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Merely a Misapprehension !

E. QUELCII, master of the

M Groyiriars Remove, frowned.
It was a deep, decp frown.

8o decp was it, indeed, that

it really seemed to rescmble the “ fright-
ful, fearful, frantic frown ™ of the Lord
High Executioner !
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To the Headmaster, Form-
masters, and juniors generally,
the new boy at Greyiriars is
Archibald Popper, nephew of one
of the school governors. To
Harry Wharton & Co., he is
known in his own name and
identity—as William Wibley,
lately expelied from the Remove
Form !
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Quelch was in his study. While his
Farm wers at French with Mossoo, the
Remove master was getting a rest. At
least, he ought to have beon gotting a
rest. He was cntitled to a rest. But in
these dave, since the "sacking” of
Wibley of the* Remave, MMr. Queleh
never felt very restful when his Form
were in charge of Monsicur Charpentier.

Wibley had been sacked for guying
the T'rench master. It was an awfully
serious offence, fron a schoolmaster’s
point of view! But a schoolboy’s point
of view rather differed. Every fellow
im Ahe Temove was sorry for poor old
Wib, They felt that the least that they
could do was to make Froggy sony
for htmself ! Which they conscientiously
cdid !

Quelch disliked the sacking of a boy
in liis Formy as much as the juniors
But e had his duty to do. 1le was
a whale on duty. And his duty was to
keep the Remove in order, and prevent
them from 1cadinq: Mossoo o dog's life—
so far as ho could!

So, as he sat in his study that after-
noon, Guelch had his door wide open,
and an ear wide open also, ready to spot
any sound ot disturbance froem the
dircetion of Class-room No. 10.

Some of th: Nemovites, the last day
or twe, had rather slowed down on

3

ragging Froggy. Archibald Popper,
the wew jumior, had been against 1t
from his first day at Greviriars; and
now hiz example seemed fo be influencing
fellows who were friendly with him.

But most of the Form were carrying
on the. feud with as much zest as
ever. Mossoo was kopt in a perpetual
state of nervous irritation.

Not umnaturally, the more he was
ragged and worried and bothered, the
more tart and tartaric his temper grew.
Instead of passing over offences un-
heeded. as he had done once upon
time, hoe visited them with prompt
punishment—and  was  suspiciously on
tho look-out for offences, even when
ther were not intended,

With or without cause, Mossoo would
flv into a passion, and from his class-
roomn his squeaky voice would be heard
on its Ellrﬁiﬁest. top note.

Blr. Quelch’s study wasz a good dis-
tance from Class-room Neo. 10, In
normal circumstances he would have
heard nothing from that room. But in
abnormal circumstances, and with his
door wide cpen, he heard—which was
the canse of hia understudying  the
terrifying frown of the Lord High
Executioner !

“Upenrn my word!” breathed Mr.
Quulcﬂ- .

Sounds — vague but unmistakable
sounds—reached his ears. Something
was geing oa in Class-room No. 10,

Frowning, Mr. Quelch rose from his
chair, and picked up & cane from hia
table. He realised that a sterner
presence than Mossoo's was [;mba.bIj-
required in Class-room No. 10. Hoe
whisked to his doorway, to step along
to that class-room. :

As he did so. there was a hurried beat
of footsteps in the passage. Homeono
was coming along at top speed. )

Mr. Quelch stepped out—just as Billy
Bunter arrived! Bunter did not even
sce him before he crashed. :

He smote his Form-master like s
runaway locomoiive.

“Oht* pazped Mr. Quelch.

He staggered back into his study,
hreathless. Staggering, he clufched at
the table for support. His hurried
grasp missed the table, closed on the
inkpot, and dragged it over as he fell.

Bplash (

Mr. Quelch sat on hia study carpet.

The inkpot landed on his knees. There
it shed its eontents.

“Qht" repeated Mr. Quelch. “Oh!
Ow ! COoogh !

“(Oh erikey ! gasped Billy Bunter.

Becling from the shock, the fat Owl
of the Bemove rolled in the doorway.
He spluttered for breath as he rolled.

Patter, patter, patier—came the beat
of footsteps in the passage.

Monsieur .Charpentier was not far
behind his quarry. He careered up to
the open d@oorway, and rushed in.

His fect cragnt in something as he
rushed. He did not, for the moment,
seo thot 1t was a fat Removite. He did
uot, in fact, seo anything! He nose-
dived over Bunter, and landed on all

fours.

“Ciel ! he gasped. “Nom dun
nom 1"

“Ooooogh I Mr, Quelch was gasping.
“Oht! Ah! Oocoogh!l”

“Aon Dieu!™ epluttered the French
master.

For a long moment they looked at one
another—Mossoo on all fours, Quelch
sitting dizaily with the inkpot on his
knees, streaming ink.  Bunter, sitting
up in the doorway, blinked at both of
them.
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Q:Tid'ﬁnsieur Charpentier 1" gasped Alr.
alcn.
“Oh, =sair|®
Charpentier.
“0Oh o' 1" spluttered Bunter.

Mosson was first on hia feet—glaring
round at Bunter. But Bunter was o
Eﬁud second.  As the French master's
ery eye turned on  him, Bunter
bounded up and dodged round the study
table. A momen? more, aud Mr. Quelch
resumed the perpendicular—breathing
hard.

“What does this mean ? he gasped.
“Zat boy—" panted Muossoo.
“"Keep him off 1" yelled Bunfer.
“He's mad! heep him off. sirl Ch
crikey ™

“What ¥ roared Mr. Quelch.
“He—he—he's munm-mum-inad, sir
gasped Bunter. * HBe—he—he suddenly
went for me, air, for nothing—oh lor’ !
=1 say, kik-kik-keep him off, siv.”

“Mon Dhen! Zat goarcon—" Mossoo
gesticulated fraﬂ{*icniﬁ; with bath hands.
Y Monsieur Queleh, 13 1t zat a boy shall
say Bhan't’ to ze master !

“What!”  gasped Mr.  Quelch
“Bunier, have vou dared——"

“1iIe fold me to translate, sir,” velled
Bunter, "and then he suddenly went
for me with & cane, for nothing—I—I—
I thing he 2 gone moad, sic! Mad as a
March hatter—I mean a hatter harc—I

mean——"

“ Bilence I roared Alr Quelch.

“(dh, yes, gir! Certainly, sir! B.b.-but
keep him off, sirl lle—he—he's dan-
perous 1Y pasped Bunter

“Zat gorecon——" shricked 3Jonsicur
Charpenticr. “He eay zat I, Henni
Charpentier, 15 mad-—Ffou! Monsiour,
suis-j¢ fou! Je voue demande——"

“Cabm  yourself, Monsietir Chavpen-
tier.”  Me. Quelch, with an effort,
recovered his habitual ealm.  *The boy
seems alarmed! 1 fail to understand
this! Kindly tell me what Bunter has
done I

 Mais, il dit—T tell zat garcon to
transinte, and he say ‘T shen®t?””
squenled Monsieur Charpentier. ¥ Zen |
take ze cane to frapper—to beat him—

gasped . Monsicur

gri

end he run—he jomp—he fly—he
whiz—"

*Bunter [ Ar. Quelch fixed his
ginlet eyea on the fat Owl, across the
tahle. “Answer mel Aonsieur

Charpentier told you to translate——"

“Oh!  Yes, =ir!” gasped Dunter.
“And theo—-"

“Dd you say ‘I shan't’?"

“Eh? Of course, =ir.”

“Of course ' repeated Mr. Quelch.

“Yes, sir, a3 Mossoo told e to——"

“Aonstenr Charpentier told you tot
stuttered Mr. Quelch, alinost dazedly.
“Are you in your vight senses, Buanler?
How dare yvou iell me that Monsicur
Charpeatier told you te say ‘I

shan't * 1" ] .
“But—but he did, sir! gasped
Bunter. “Any fellow in the Remove

will tell yvou, sir, that he told me to
translate—thoy all heard him! And as
soon as I began, ho went right off lis
champ, sip—"

“ O what ¥ shricked Mye. Quelch,

“J—I mean, off hia onion, =irl
his ¢rumpet 1"

“ Eeoutesz 1™ Muoszoo gesticulated
wildly, “LEcoutez ©e¢ gareon! Ha
confess zat he say "I shaw't' to ze
mastep——-""

“ Bunter ¥ thundered 3lr. Quelch. "I
shall c¢ane you with the greatest
severity, for having made such a reply
to Monsieur Charpentier—*

“But I had to translate, sir, when he
told me tc ! howled Bunter,

“Toe translate?” ejaculated Mr.
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Quelch, " What do yeu mean, Eunter,
if so stupid a boy can mean anything?
What were you translating®”

“The frst Loe of the Henviade, siv!
I'd only translated two words, when—
when Mossoo want off his chump—I—I
mean his onion—-—m"

“Two words!" pepeated AMr. Quelch,
gazing almost dazedly at thae brilliang
member of his Form. “The first 1weo
words in  the Henriade are ‘Je
chante——" "

“That’s right, sir—I shan't——"

* Wha-a-at "’

“I shan’t!” said Bunter. “And I'd
only got as far as that with the trans-
l;}-tmn:, sir, when Mossoo suddenly went
right off his dot, and_started for me
with a cave, and—and I came to you to
protect e, sir—"

“Man Dienl” gasped Monsicur Chay-
pentier.  “dat  boy—eat  dutfair—zat
wdiot—is 1t possible zat he zinhk—"

“Bunter ! M. Qiuelth fairly
gurgled. “Is ir possible—is it even
remotely: possible—ibhat you fancied you
were franslating French when you zaid
“T shan't’ ¥

“Eh? Yes, sirl
S

“WUpon my word! Do you imagine,
Bunter, that °je chante,” in French,
means 1 shan’t,’ in Engiis}n?”

“Yes, Doesn't b, sic®

“Mon Dieu ™

“The French words mean ‘I sing " 17
shrieked My, Quelch,

“Oh, do they, sir? [—I thought they
meant I shan't,' " stammered Bunter.
“They—they sound like it, sic i

“Zat garcon—zat wooden-head—zat
head of pudding—"

“Well, even if T get it wrong, =ir, 1
don’t see why Mossoo should spring at
me like a tiger | ﬁaaped Bunier. “*Yau
never oo, sir, when I get the Latia
wrong.”

“Grant me patiencel” gasped Mr,

That's right, isn't

Quelch. * Bunter, you inconceivably
stupid hﬂj{, cannot you zee that
Monsieur Charpentier could not possibly

have guessed that you fancied you were
translating ! He FIIEBDSE:.II that you
were saying ‘I shan’t’ to him 1

Bunter jumped.

“{h crikey! D-d-did he, sir? th
lor'! But Iy-—~I waszn't, sir! I—I was
just translating ' je chante!! [—I—I

wouldn’t zay ‘shan’t’ to a beak, =ir.
I—I shouldn's dare! Oh lor®! FEyven
Smithy wouldn't! Oh erikeyl IT—I—I
thought Maossoo had gone mad, sip-—"

“Silence 1" Mr. Quelch was angry,
but his lips twitched,

That bright member of his Form was
almost too wch for his graviiy.

Maonsieur Charpenticr was pazine at
Bunter m shesr wonder. The BRemove
master furned to him.

“Monsicur Charpentier, yon sc¢ now
that there was a—a—hem—a misapnve-
hension. Banter did not intend to say
*I shan't’ te you—he was merely
making an unbelievably stupid error
in translatio i

“Je comprends, maintenant 1
gasped Moszoo. "1 understand now !
But zat i1s stupidity of ze most zuar-
prising——"="

“Buuter., vou mav go back Lo your
class-yoom.™ _

““{3h, ves, siv! gaszped Dunter,

He ecame round the table, odging
round the wall te get to the door, his
eves and spectacles unecasily on  the

rencl: mazter. Ividently the fat Owl
was not quite reassured yet as to
Mossao’s zanity. He preferred to give
him & wide berth!

Reaching the doorway, he made a
sudden bolt and seuttled away up the

assage. Monsieur Charpontier fol-
owed—and 7Mr. Quelch was left at
leisure again; to mop streaming ink

from hi= gpown, and to wonder what ho
could posably bave done to deserve to
have a  pupil  like William George
Bunter i his Form !

—————

THE THIRD CHAPTER,
Toe Rag, or Not to Rag !

Wi Or that, Bkinter [V
“ila, ha, ha!”

“o it, Skinner I®
“Higp it "

* Chuck it ¥

There waz evidently a difference of
apinion mn the Wrench class,

Monzieur Charpentier, having chased
after Tionter, had left the elass to them-
selves.  While the eat was away, the
mive would play ! Skinner had stepped
oul io the blackboard and taken up the
chalk.

Fellows were sometimes called en to
write a senienee in French on the black-
board in the course of a lesson. Now
Skinner was doing it without being
called on. In large ecapital lettors—for
Skinnor was foo eautious to leave a
clue—he =erawled:

“MONSIEUR EST UN COCHON
rou

There was a enuckle from most of the
class.

What Mossno would eny and do when
he came back and read that sentence,
was ontertaining to think of In his
own beautiful  language, he was
deseribed as a mad pig!

The word *cochen ™ was, of course,
fearfully msalting in French. And Billy
Bunter's alarmed belicf that Mos=zoo
had goue mad had made SBkinner think
of the adjective. Certainly Froggy was
likely to jump, and rage, and rave
when ne saw that chalked messago on
the blackboard.

Having written it, Skinner looked
round for admiration. Maost of the
Remove were laughtng, Butb  eight

membears of the Form eombined their
valeos to fell Skinner to stop it and
chuck it—much to his surprise and
indignatiaon.

Fle was not surprised to hear Arcbi-
bald Paopper raise objections. The new
junior. for some reason of his own, had

een oppnsed to ragging Mossoo aver
stueo he had arvived in Lthe Greylriars
Remove. Dut seven alher fellows joimned
their veices to Popper’s. The Famous
Five—Wlarton, Bob Cherry, Nugent,
Johony Ball, and Hurreo Singh, all
spoke together. Tom Redwing weighed
in with his suppork.  Mosk sorprising of
atl, Hoerbert  Vernon-Smith  backed
them vp—and the Bounder was not anly
the wildest ragger in the Form, but ho
had been speemally set on the ragging
of rogey for 'a week past. Skinner
wag, naturally, ﬁ.urpris{ré, amnd he was
indignant.

“What tho thump do you mean " hn
exclaimed, “ I'mn jolly well leaving that
there for Mossoo 1™

“Yeou're jollv wall not 1" saul Harcry
Wharton decidedly.

“Wash it out, fathead ™ said DBaob
Cherry.

“Quick—hefore Troggy  blows int”
exclaiiped Frank Nugent.

“The washoutfulness is fhe proper
caper, my esteemed Skinner 1" declarcd
Hurree Jamset Blam Singh.

“Rot 1" reoared Bolsover
“ficave it there, Skinner!”
i  Let Mossoo sce il 17 shouted llazel

e,

W ajor.

“Yee, rather!™ exclaimed Ogrlvy.
“What the dickens do you {ellows
miean 1"

“Oh, cut it outl!” exclaimed (he



Bounder. “Frogey's had enough rao-
ging—""
“T like that, from you!™ howled

Bkinner angrily. "“Why, you've been
more set on rageing him than any other
man in the Form. You've been at it
all the time. You've never given the
little beast & rest !

“Yes; but—"

“Blow yvour buts IV exclaimed Hussell
warmly. “ Haven't we agreed to rag
Mossoo bald-headed, right to the end of
the term, for getting poor old Wibley
secked IV

“And we're jolly well going to!" ex-

[/

ey

-

There were shouts of encouragement as Bunter whipped round the master's
* He's just behind you, Bunter ! **

his cane. ** Go it, Bunter ! **

claimed Peter Todd., “If vou fellows
have changed your minds, we jolly well
haven’t 1" ] .
“No fear 1" said Squiff emphatically.
“ Look here, rub it out, Skinner!"” ex-
claimed Harry Wharton. * Mossoo will
be back in a minute or two-——"

“Rats 1" retorted Skinner. " Are you
letting Mossoo off, you cad? Letling
old Wibley downI" .

“Never mind that! Just rub it out 1™

"o and eat coke!™

“Then I jolly well willl” exelaimed
tha captain of the Remove, and he
and ren towards Lhe

E}umEed up
lackboard.
Skinner eved him savagely.

In point of fact, Elarold Skinner was
less bent on championing the cause of
the expelled junior than on making
himself unpleasant to & beak ! Still, be
was indignant.

Harry Wharton & Co. had been as
kean as the rest of the Remove on rag-

ing Froggy—till now! If they had

ecided to chuck it, they could really
hardly expect other fellows to come to
the same deeision at the same time.
Certainly the majority of the Remove
had no intention whatever of chuck.
ing it

ut Skinner was no fighting-man—

LTS

¢ Put it on,
reared Bunter, as the cane caught him on his pedgy shoulder.
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and he backed out of the way as the
captain of the Remove grabbed a duster
to wipe the board elean.

Other fellows, however,
warlike than Skinner.
jumped out of his place.

“ Lot that board alone, Wharton 1" he
shouted.,  “That's staying there {or
Frogey 1"

“Don't be an ass, Toddy 1” answerved
Iarry, over his shoulder, and lifted tho
duster.

Before ho could get going with the
duster, however, DPeter Todd reached
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him, grabbed him by the shoulder, and
jerked him back. .

Wharton staggered back sgainst the
desks. DIPeter glared at him with an
indignant and defiant glore.

“¥You cheeky ass!” he bawled. * You
can chuck it if you like—we're keeping
it upy, see?”

“0h, when father says turn, we all
turn 1" jeered Skinmer.

“Don't be a fathead, Toddy!” ex.
claimed the ecaptain of the Remove.
“ Bhift, before I shift you!”

And a3 Peter did not shift, Wharton
grasped him to push him aside. In a
moment Russell and Ogilvy rushed to
Pater's aid, and the captain of the
Remove was dragged off him and
bumped on the floor.

0w 1T Easped Wharton, as he sat
down—hard.

The Co. rushed in at once. Russell
and Ogilvy, in their turn, were bumped
over. But Bolsover major and a dozen
other fellows swarmed out of their
places to lend their aid.

There was a wild scuffle in front of
the blackboard. Fellows shoved, and
barged, and thumped, and swayed. The
Bounder and his chnm, Tom Redwing,
ran to the help of the Famous Five.

muuu]w“www

desk with Mossoo close behind, brandishing
* Keep him off, you fellows |

5

_DBut  the new junior, Archibald
Popper, did not join in thet wild scrim-
mage. He jumped up, as if to rush n,
but sat down again. Not for the first
time the new junior showed a marked
dizsinclination for getting mixed up in &
BCT .

The scrimmage was raging in front of
the blackboard—on which the chalked
inseription still stood—when the door
of Class-room No. 10 suddenly opened.

“Cave!” gasped Tom DBrown,

“Look out "
But it was only Bunter.
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Swipe! “Ow! Beast!"™
He's gone mad [

The fat junior rolled in, breathless,
-1 say, you fellows, Mossoo’s com-
ing " he gasped. “Look out!l 1 say--—
what's that?” Bunter blinked st the
chalked sentence on the blackboard.
“He, he, he! I eay, yvou fellows, timt
will make Mossoo squirm ! He, he, he ¥

“It won't|"” gasped Harry Wharton;
and he jumped at the blackboard.

He had dropped the duster in the
scrapping; but he drew his sleeve
across the board. Bkinner's inscription

disoppearced.

“¥ou cheeky  rotter!”  roared
Skinner.

“You cheecky fathead!™ shouted

Bolsover major. “I'll jolly well stick
it up apgain! Barge that checky cad
off, vou fellows!”

Dolsover grabbed the chalk, and
jumped to the blackboard. Three or
four fellows barged the captain of the
Remove off. But the Co. barged them,
in turp, and Wharton jumped at Dols-
over, and grabbed the chalk from his
hand, when he had chalked only the
wordas: * Monsieur est—"

“Give ma that challk ™
Bolsover,

“Rats to you!”
Tie Magner Lisgany.—No, 1,558,
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“Here
Eipps.
There was a rush back to places
Monsicur Charpentier stepped in, and
his lock showed that he had not comse

hack in & good temper.

Billy Bunter’s ridiculous mistake in
hiz franslation, leading to such a mis-
spprehension on Mossoo's part, might
he comtc: but Buunter's nlarmr_'.r,] helief
that Mossoo had gore mad was ex-
tremely cxasperating, Monsiear Char-
penticr came back  breathless  and
wrathy—to see his class nearly all out
of their places, scampering back to tho
desks, and Harry Wharton at the black-
board with the chalk in his hand.

“"Yharton I'"" rapped Mossoon,  “"Vat
you write on ze blackboard?”

“(h, nothing, sir!”" gasped Harry.

“Vat1” Mossoo glared at the black-
bogrd. “¥#era is written ze vords,
Monsieur est—"  Monzieur est vat,
mauvais garcon?  Vat 13 it zat you
u}uid call your master ven zat his back
e 15 turn? Take zat!™

“Yoo-hoop ! roared the caplain of
the Hemove, as the cane fairly rang
on hiz shoulders.

“And zat E"

“DOh crikey

Harry Whart-}n dodged back to his
place. There woz a rear from all the
Remove,

“Ha, ha, hal”

It was Mosoa all over. YWhen he
wa3a wrathy, his wrath fell like the hail
and the rain, alike on the just and the
nnjust. Seeing Wharton at the black-
hoard with the chalk 1n his hand, and
two words chalked there, he had
jumped to the conclusion that the cap-
tain of the Bemove had started writing
something of a derogatory nature.

“YVou veree bad Loy !™ he roared,
glm-ing al Whartm amd shaking lis

comes TFroggy!®  shouted

THE MAGNET

canc abt him. " You, "r]m.dmu
of ze verree baddest in ze class!

“Ha, ha, ka!” yelled the Remove.

Mossoo’s mistalie  secmed fearfully
funny to every feliow, except Wharton.
The captain of the Remove, wriggling
from hefty swipes, failed to see the
fun.

“ Silence in ze class ! heoted Aaszoa,
“Ze noxt boy zat laff, 1 give him one
zgousand lines of ze Heuriade 1

And the Removites subdued their
mierriment,

AT Y
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THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
The Great Secret!

LD IBLEY, old man!” ]
“Bhut up ' lhissed Archi-
bald Popper

“Eh? All safe bere,™
Bub Cheryy.

* Haven't vou ever heard that walls
Im.u: eRra, fathead 7' anorted the new
junior in the Remove. *Think I want
to be booted out again?'’

“The estecmed Wibte;.* 15 right,” re-
marked Hurree Jamset EHam S:ngh.
“The absurd walls are gifted with ear-
fulness, as the English proverb remarks,
It 1s ternﬁf:all;, safer not to rm‘:rumn
the name of the idistic Wilbley.”

“You're doing it now!”  hooted
Vopper.

Harry Wharton ]El.'l!lghE.'E].

“Can't be too careful,” he said, “"So
Imlg as thlb stunt |a.513 better kecp to

hﬂ-i-}
3!1, all right!” agreed Bob. “ But
I was going to say to Wibley—"
“here you go again !’ velled Archi-
hald Popper.
“1 mean Popper
“ Fathead "
'I‘hu Famous Five had gone up to
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Tellows who kunew,

Study MNo. 1 in the Remove to tea.
With them wes the new juntor, Archi-
bald Popper, who shared that study
with Wharton and Nugent.

To the Mead, to Mr. Queleh, and to
Greyfriars g&nera.ll_'f, that new junior
was Archibald Popper, nephew of Sir
Hilton Popper, of Popper Court,

To Ilarry Wharton & Co., and three
other fellows, he was Lknoewn in his
own name and identity—as William
Wibley, lately expelled from the school.

Archibald I*opper, with hiz pasty com-
plexion, hig thick, dark E}ELH}‘L‘.E, his
curly, brown hair, looked nothing at all
like William 1n’i.-'ll:u'h:-_[.'

Ho looked nothing at all like the
genvine Archibald Pﬂ-p[’“'ﬂ'. for that
matter. But that was of no con-
sequence, as Sir Hilton's nephew had
never heen scen al Greyfriavs, and was
never likely o he

Wib's disguise was impenetrable.

His skill in theatrical stunts had
caused his disaster, leading him to

‘guy ¥ Moo, made-up as the French
master. DBut it had enabled him to put
into practice his amazing scheme for
getting hack.

Wibley of the Remove was supposed
to have got home more than a week
ago. Even Wharlen and Nugent, in
the same study, had never guessed that
ho was stitk with them, in the guise
of a new boy, till the Dounder bhad
spotted him.

Even now they knew, they eonld
sonnetimes hardly believe 1t, when they
]Uuk&d at him, so ut.tul_v unlike was

 Archibald Popper ® Lo William
Wihbley.

His brown, curly mop vevealed ng
sign of having close-cropped tallow-
coloured hair under it. Hia dark eye-
brows looked thick and heavy, hut
quite natural, effectually hiding his own
1lgl:|t. t‘yeh:m‘-q His complexion looked
nothing like . Wib's rather ruddy hue:
his voice was different; even his
features scemed to be madc of elastie,
and twisled wto o different aspect.

There was no doubt that William
Wibley was past-master in  this
peculiar line. Hiz wonderful skill in
unperscliation  had  landed  him m
trouble, amd was going, he hoped,
frod hitn out of it aEai.

The Famous 1ive were keepung the
LT 'Hm.lu.il'lg WS E!:Q}‘Ji]‘ig k. Thea
Rounder, who had had many rows with
Archibald Popper. had comoe round at
once when he learned that Avchibald
was William Wibley, and wasz bocking
him up heartily, Fyven Billy Dunter,
who also knew, had been prevailed on,
=0 far, to botlle ap what bhe knoew.

No doubt he had been helped to keep
his leugthy tongue from wagging by
the fact that " Aechibald Popper” had
cashed, 11 wdvance, the postal order
that Ennh.-r Lind sa long beon expecting,

All, so far, was safe.  To Wibley,
playing a part was “pie’; lo the
1t secmed no ond
of a lark.

At they heaped—though they rather
doubted=-that it might result in Wibley
potbing back to Greyiriars,

‘L‘l.”i!ﬁu}', who bad a bopefnl nature,
did not seem to doubt 1t. The otlher
fellows doubted very much, but iill:',],r
hoped for Lhe best,

But it was neccssary to be awlully
carcful.  Inadvertent use of Wildey's
name, at an anguarded moment, might
have given the whole game away,

And now that they knew that he wns
Wibley, it waz not always casy to re-
member to call hnn Popper.

“For gooduess” sake,” said Avchibald,
Habick to Popper! Suppose a beak or
a prefect came up and heard yould



Eufpnsa one of the other Remove
fellows heard—"' ;

“That's what T was coming to,” said
Bob. “I was just going to =ay, Wib,
old man——-=>" ]

“VYou silly gss!” roared Archibald.
“At it again! Call me what the other
felows call me, fathead 1™

“Oh, all right!” said DBob. *&illy
asa !FI

“What "

“heeky fathead!™

*Took here——"

“ Pasty-faced ass!™ :
“What do you mean, you howling
chump " snorted Archibald.

“Eh! Didn't you ask me to call you
what the other fellows call you?™ asked
LBob innocently.

“Ha, ha, ha "’

Snort from Archibald, He frowned
at five grinning faces round the tea-
table in Study Neo. 1.

“But I was going to sav,” continued
Bob, “that the other fellows had belter
be let into it, Wik—I mean, Popper.”’

“Don't be an  s3sl” snapped
Archibald.,

“It's you that's the ass, old chap!
You always were an ass!”" explained
Bolb, “If vou hadu't been a howling
ass, vyou would never have guyed
Mossoo, never have becn caught at it
and never pot sacked for it. Boing sn
ass;, vou ought to take advice from
fellows who aren't asses—see "

“ Hear, hear!” grinned Johnny Bull.

“Iook at what happened in the
French class this afrerncon,” went on
Bob, “All the fellows are as keen as
ever on ragging Froggy for getting you
sacked. We've f:hlli:i:ed it, because
vou've told us that you're loping to
catch Mossoo in & good tempey some
day and get him to speak a word for
vou to the Head and get your expulsion
wazhed out—-""

“That's my only chance, isn't 3t?"
vapped Wibley.

“¥eg, if there's anything in ig—"" _

“Lots in it ! said Archibald con-
fidently. “Wlossoo’s a good-temperad
little beast 3 he's left alone. But for
all this fatheaded ragging, he would
have been sorry by this time that he
pot me sacked at ail. Yt was all his
doing ; Queleh never wanted me to go,
and the Heed couldn’t refuse, but he'd
rather have gone easter——"

“Yes, but—"

“1 tell you it ull hangs on Frogey.
If I ecateh him in a good temper and
put it to hiin—as Wibley, of course;
not ax Poppor=—he will come round, and
g word fromn him to the Head will work
the oracle. Bank on it!"”

“Um! Yes. DBut if that's so, the
raggings are the worst thing that can
happen,’’ said Deb., * We've chucked
it for thal reason, but we can't expect
tho other fellows fo, without giving auy
reason.  They'd all come round, just
like Smithy did, if they knew. 5S¢ my
idea is to let the fellows into the secret
—see F—and ask them to play up.”

“That's horsc-zense.” zaid Johnny
Bull, with a nod.

“The horse-sensefulness is terrifie, my
estormed Wib-Popper.”

“That's so," ugrmd Harry Wharton.
“If there's anything in your stunt, Wib,
the soonmer Mossoo is given a rest the
better.  All the fellows would play up
if they knew that vou were still heve
E“d i

“ Botter tell thom,” said Nugent,

“P1l watch it 7 snapped Arvchibald,

“PEnt don't you see " argued Dob,
“Oh, don't be an ass!” howled
Wihlew, “1 expect it to come oul
every minute, with you fellows know-
ing.” How long do you think it would
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be kept dark if more fhan two dozen
felows knew "

“Um!" said Harry Wharton thought-
fully, * But-—" ! ]

" of seerct about if, with thirty
follows chattering it up and down the
Hﬁsa ™ growled Wibley., “Don't talk
rat I

“Well, it's for you to decide,’” said
Bob., “But I think—-"

“Gammon! You ean't!”

“Look here, you cheeky ass——"

“I say, you fellows——" Tho study
door opened and a fat face looked in
“1 say, I hope I'm not late I”

Billy Bunter rolled cheerfully in,

“You're not late; you're earlyl
said the coplain of the Remove.
“Butz [N

“{h, really, Wharton s

“Did anvone here ask that porpoize
to roll in?™ ingquired Jolnny Bull

“0Oh, really, Dull! I suppose o
fellow ¢an drop in to tea with his pals,”
sald Bunter with dignity. YT you
fellows don’t want me te stay to toa
you can say =o' _

“Bo " said all the fellows in Study
No. 1 in unison.

“IHe, he, he! T can take a joke, old
chap,” said the fat Owl. “I say, that
looks a decent cake! Any sosses?”

““Beot him out, Bob—you've got the
hlg‘@iﬂﬁt Fowat 1

“I sax, yon fellows, no larks! ex-
elaimed Billy Bunter, “ Look here, the
fact 15 I've come to tea with Wibley
whig——"

“8hut  up, vou blathenng blather-
gkile I yopred Archibald.

“Eh? What's the matter?” asked
Bunter, blinking at nm through his big
spectacloes.

* Popper,
Archibald,

“Dh, all right! 1'm going fo eall
you Popper, old chap. — He, he he!
What I'm afraid of is that I might let
sormething slip, chattering over tea in
any other study, you know. I should
hate to give you away. old fellow, by
letting  something  slip,”  explamed
Bunter. “I'm going to be awfully
careful, of course. %I.‘hat’a why I've
come to tea 1 thiz study, 1n case I let
sommething ship. It recms to me saler
for you, Wibley, old chap—I mean
Pt_;rﬁgur.” ;

on fat bloater—
buld.

“Oh, really. Wibley——"

“Shut up " shricked Archibald.

“I keop on forgetting, old chap! 1
mean fo say Popper, of course, but
Wibley slips aut. %ﬂmt Worrics me s
that Y might let it slip out in some ofher
study,” said Banter, with a serious
biink at the tea party.

Archibald Popper drew a deep, deep
breath.

“Do vou fellows mind if that podgy
piffler starys to tea?' he asked.

It wa: not much use for the Famous
Five to mind—if they wanted the seerel
kopt.

Billy Bunter grinned and drew a ¢chair
io the table ol Cherry lifted his foob
—and put it dewn again'!

Bunter staved to tep--not, it was pro-

balde, for the last time !

iliot—DPopper ! hissed

* began Archi-

Whether Wiblev's wonderful  stunt
was gomg to bhe a pood thing for
William g\’ibley or not, it looked like

heing quite & pood thing for William
George Bunter.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Chuek It!

i HUCK it 1"
“1'm going to!" :
“ 1 mean don't chuek it !"

“And I mean,’” said Pefer
Todd emphatically, “shut up and mind

i

your own bizney, young Popper, unless
vou want a thick ear!

It was a day or two later, and Archi-
bald Popper of the Remove was stand-
ing in the gued with his eyes on the
window of the Fronch master’s study.

For once, Monsieur Charpentier had
his windew open. On a blazing July
aftornoon, about eighty in the shade,
even Mossoo lost his natural Gallie ob-
jection to ppen windows and fresh air.

Sitting at the window, the French
master was .reading the “Temps,” two
days old, from his beloved Paris. His
amiable face was quite pleasant and
agrecable in expression.

Few fellows at Creyfriars  School
cared whother Henri Adolphe Charpen:
tier looked agreeable or mnot; but
Archibald of the Remove did=—very
much. Wibley had a iot at stake.

CGazing at Mossoo's kindly face from
the quad, Wib told himself that the
timeqhad come. Mozsoo was looking in
hiz Lest temper.

The lest French class had not been so
troublesome 2z usual, owing to the
change of tactics on the part of Harry
Wharton & Co.—and especially of the
Bounder, who had been the most de-
termined ragger of sl

Other followa were as keen as ever,
but the defeciion of the Bounder and
the Famous Five made a loi of differ-
cnoe, i

Moszzoo seemied fo be recovering his
former amisble equanimity. And it
was Wibdey's game to watch him for a
favourable moment.

"The momont now leoked favoursble.
Buralr Mossoo—a  kind-hearted little
gentleman, if ever thers was olie—
would listen te his plea when caught in
a good temper, and Wibley had little
doubt of success if he played his cards
carefully, hit he had to be very careful.

“Archibald Popper ” had to vanish;
it was in his own proper person that he
had to make his appeal to Mossco to
ot hitn off that awial sentence of
expulsion.

t was casy cnough fo strip himself
of his assumed persopality, but it wonld
not do for Wi’f}fcy to be seen ahout the
school uniil after he had fixed
maiters satisfactorily.

Dbviensly there were difficulties in
this peeuliar enterprise. Wibley, with
an eye on the cheerfully smiling faco at
the window, was pondering over them,
when Peter Todd came along. ’

Potor approached the spot  with
caution, keeping the trunk of an elm-
tree that grew at hand between him and
the study window us he spproached.

Clearly he did not want ta be seen
by the Trench master—which aras
eniough to apprise Archibald of his
intent ione. )

Blotted from Mossoo's view, behind
that elm, IYeter Todd drew somethmg
from his pocket. Archibald, fJﬁ:m.-:-n.ngi+
bare down on him. It was a small
sponge bag that Toddy drew from hia
pocket, and from it he extracted a small
sponge, which, from its hue, had evi-
dently been dipped in ink.

It was ahbzolutely eertain that the
amiable smile would disappear from
Mossoo's face, not to return, if that
inky sponge dropped suddenly on hie

(T]1)

features as Lo sat at the open window.

1enee Arvchibald's expostulation.

At the very moment when he was
thinking the time ripe to put his fate
to the tonch. here vas that ass Toddy
rogging Mosson sgain—or just goiug to.

True, ik was on Wibley's own account
that Toddy was at it Jt was to svenge
his expulsion from Greyfriars that
Mossoo was ragged. Dut that did not
alter the fact that it knocked the

TrHe MagHer Lisrary.—NO. 1,558,
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disguised schoolboys’ hopeful plans on

the head,

Archibald of the Remove made a grab
at the inky sponge.

Peter Todd put it behind bim, and
with the other hand pushed Archibald
back. He glarcd at the new junior.

“Youw checky rotter!” said Peter,
hreathing hard: * Gerrout of the way!
I've got this fer Froppy! What the
thump does it matter to you ? Gerront !

“You're pot going to rag Mossop, You
fathepel ! snapped Archibald,  *He's
m a jolly good temper now—-"

“lf]u will be in a jolly bad one pretiy
soon ' chuickled Peter. “ Btick hero
and watch me get him right on the
boko 1™

“Chuck it, yon silly ass!”

Poter gave him o grim look. Why
the leaders of the Form had given up
the feud with Froggy he did not know,
but Peter had no 1&&& of giving it up.

He was guite ready to take the lead
himseelf, As for letting a new kid, who
had been hardly more than a week in
the schoaol, barge in and stop him, Peter
was not likely to dream of that, Not for
a monwntb suspecting Wibley's secret, he
looked on Arvchibald Fopper simply as a

checky new Lid, meddhmg in what did
not concern hin

“That's enough 1™ said Peter. “Got
out! I don't want te attract a lot of
attention here, Popper. Get out [™

I tell youe——"

*Are you going "

s :"4:{‘.!1, You Ass |#

“Then I'N shift yown, you cheeky
[athiead !

Avchibald jumped back as Peter let
out. his left. Poter followed him up,
letting it ont again. Archibald made
another backward jump.

Peter grinned.

“¥ou don't seem fearfully keen on
serapping, Popper!” he  remarked.
“"Hadn't you beiter mind your own
business when you're so jolly funky?

“h, ifﬂu‘ re 4 silly chump P snapped
Archibald.

It was not funk that made the new
junior so  careful to keep out of
scrapping. lde could not run the risk of
lis dizsguise getting disarranged,

Foter, prinning, followed him up, and
Arclubald, brenthing wrath, backed and
backed. Then Toddy turned, and cut
back to the elm.

“Hallo, hallo, halle ! HRob Cherry
came up.  “What's the row, Wib—

Popper 7#

" That .*:'L"%' ass 1 hiseed Archibald.
“Lond me a wand with him—he's got to
sl ——

“(Oh 1 exclaimed Bob,

The inky sponge was in Poter’'s hand
again now, amnd Bob understond.

e made a rush ab Peter.

Toddy's arm was up. In another
mamant the imky sponge would have
pone sailing through the air, to land on
the Crallic features at the window—anedl
nndoubtedly to  Dblot therefrom the
aminhle smile !

Bob grabbed his arm in time.

IIe dragged it back: and Peter, un-
conzcicusly squeezing the sponge as his
arm was pulled, gave s yelp as a stream
of ink ran down his sleeve,

e turned on Bob, breathing wrath,

“Fou silly ass, wharrer you at?® he
panted. “Leggo! Dy gum, if vou butt
1n, vou cheeky fathead, I'l1—"

“Cive Mossoo a rest old man,” said
Bob, amicably. * You sce-—oh | Qooogh !
(}oonggoch 1 He gave a spluttering roar
as Lhe inky sponge dabbed in his Tace,
amd inl ran down over his collar and
neek. " Woecooococh 17

“There, you silly ass
' Hﬂ i
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“Ocooelt 1”  spluttered Bob. “Yen
lrlllh_lzrmg wdiot, I'm all inkv! 11—
coooocovch | Keep that sponge away, you
howling ass | Ob, my hat [”

Potor, in great wreath, followed haim,
dabbing with the spungo,

A dozen fellows were coming up to see
wihat waz on.  DPeter's chanee was lost!
Buzzing an inky :sponge at a beak was
a matter that required ecaution and
seereey. It required, least of all, am
andience,

Maossgo, secing that something was
gomng on an ihe guad, looked uwp from
the “"Temps,” and gazed out of the
window, The game was up—much to
etoer's wrath !

But if he could not let Mossoo have
that inky sponge, he could hand it to
the fellow who had barged in,

And he did !

" Keep off, you silly ass 1 gasped Bob.
“ Keep that sponge away, you b}ljithéring‘
idiot] You're smothering me with—
avooch-—ink 1™

Instead of keeping off, Peter closed in
on him, squashing the inky sponge into
hig faee,

Archibald rushed in to push him back,
and velled az he got a dab in the middle
of his features.

There was a shout of laughter from
the fellows gathering round the spot.

“I say, you fellows, look at Cherry I”
squeaked Billy Bunter, “He wants a
wazh—he, he, he 1™

“"Look at Popper ! chortled Shinner.

“Ha, ha, hal”

“You silly chump ! roared Bob, red
with wrath where he was not hlack with
ink, and he junped at Toddy. e could
noet got much more inkv than he was
already, and he disregarded the dabs of
the sponﬁe-_ “Now then, voeu frabjous
freak, I'll give you some of it 1"
h_ﬁ.nd he grasped Peter and up-ended

im,

Az Toddy sprawled, Bob Chorry
grabbed the sponge from his hand,

“Lrogoooogh 1 rasped Peter, as it
was squashed on hiz face. " (Oh crikey !
Cogh 1™

“Ha, ha, ha!*

He struggled wildly, But his struggles
did net prevent Bob from jamming the
mky sponge down the back of his neck,
He jammed it there, and crammed 1t
well down.

“There, you fathead "' gasped Bob.

“{h crikey ' gasped Peter, wrnigelin
a5 the sponge squefz.ed down hiagﬁaf:k%.
“QDaooogh! Qococh | I'll—grecoococh I*

H'Hu’ Ilﬂ., hﬂ- I.”

Bob Cherry tramped away and left
him, He was chicfly in need of a wash
at the moment,

FPeter was left sitting in the quad,
making frantie efforiz to exiract tha
sponge from the back of his neck, amid
howls of laughier,

e -

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Frogey Sits Tight !

& HARTON, old man ¥
“0Oh, bhlow! said
captain of the Remaove.

Wharton was not n the
Irest of tempers that afternoon. Sitting
at the table 1n Study No. 1, he was
writing lines. It was not Latin for
{Quelch—it was worse than that; French
for Moszoo.

French impots, since the expulsion of
Wibley, had fallen on the Remove as
thick as the lesves in autuwnmn, The
fellows who had “ehocked ¥ ragging,
cdidd not gpet off much heiter than the
follows who hadn’t | When Mossoo got
excited. he showered out lines with won-
derful impartiality,

the

" Dusy 7 asked Avchibald Popper,
looking in at the door.

“Yes: eutl”

“Weall, never mind impols now, ol

chap 1 satd Archibald, coming into the
study, “I want you to go anf speak to
1‘#.[::155:1&—”
) ‘Blow Alossoo1” roared Wharton,
Blesz Mossoo! I've got & hundred
lines here for the little heast! Bothey
bt }#

“Now, look here, don't be an ass!™
wged Archibald, “I've had an eye on
him, and I faney the time's come. He
looks quite his” old self again—goods
t{:-mp-:rcr;l a5 anything, That dupamy
Todd nearly spoiled it all—but luckily,
he was stopped in time. I'm going to

chance it,*

“Oh ! said Tarry. He laid down his
pen. “ Look here, I've got to get these
lines dome. Mossoo aﬁvays asks fir
thetn to be shown up these days., I don't
want to be sent to Queleh.™ _

“That's all right—they can wait”
William Wibley was concentrated on his
own affairs, and Wharton's did not
seem, to him, to weigh very much in the
balance. * Look here, you go dewn to
Mossoo's study. I want to cateh him
while he's in a good temper, see? That
255 Skinner has been talking about a
potty stunt of putting gum in lus chair
for him to =it in—and if that should
h etn, it's s&ll 1y, H{;E Iugka fenrfullhr
good-tempered now. o down to his
stud —-ﬁé
"I'm going to, when I've dons these
lines.”

“Oh, blow the lines ™ vapped Archi-
bald. “What do the lines matter?
Look here, you go down to Mossoo and
tell him yow've heard from Wihley.
‘That’s true enough~yon're hearing from
me now i

i Hl]!i'.- ‘i-"-l']"l.'ﬂ. 2N

“¥ou tell him that yow've heard from
Wibley, and that Wibley wants to sec
him, to tell him he's sorey  for
having guyed him—that’s gquite true, you

know: I'm fearfully sorry 1 got
sacked—"
H’Eut b

“"Don’t keep on buiting like a billy
goat I said Archibald, impatiently. "1
never asked yon to spot me, did 17
Now you've done if, you can make
vﬂ}:rselt' useful. When wou mention
Wibley, you can see the effect on_him—
I fancy it will bhe all right, but T want
to be sure, before I take off this onifit
and show up as mysel, see? Come right
back and tell me if he's willing to see
Wibley 1

“Oh, all
resignedly,
know how the wind blows,
butt in on him. Dut——"

“That's enough butst Just go!”

“I'l! finish these lines—"

“¥ou won't!™ howled Archibald.
“You'll po now! I tell you he's locking
fearfully good-tempered, and any minute
some_silly ass may barge in with zome
gilly rag to send him off at the deep
end again., Go now.™

“Fathead ! T'11 got*

Harry Wharton left his study—whera
Archibald remained, waiting anxiously
for his return.

The captain of the Remove deseended
the stairs, and headed for Masters'
studies. He was more than willing to
do anything he could to help Wibley in
his peculiar scheme for getting back to
Greyfriars: and though he doubted, he
1hc-ped that there might be somelhing tn

right 1" said  Harry,
“1 suppose it's hetier to
before you

1.

He tapped at the French master's
door. y

“Raotrez 1" came Monsicur Charpen-
tier's voice. Tt soumded quile amiahle.

Vharton enfered the study.

Monsicur Charpentier, seated in the
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“ Ciel ! ** gasped Monsleur Charpentler. *‘ Nom d’unnom !* *“ Ooogoogh ! ** spluttered Mr. Quélch. For a long moment
the two masters looked at one another—Mossoo on all fours, Queleh shiting dlzzily with the inkpot on his knee, streaming

ink,

arinchair at the window, laid the
“Temps ¥ on his knees, and glanced ab
the Removite. He glaneced at him guite
amiably : but hiz expression changed a
little as he saw that Wharton's hands
were empty. :

“¥ou bring me not ze lines, Vharton [
he rapped. 2
1“Pht I haven't finished them yet,
BLE -

Mossoo waved a hand at him.

“ It is not ze excuse zat I vish to hear,
Vharton ! he said severcly. “You will
go and vou vill bring me zose lines.™

“Yes, sir!” said Harry. “ Buot—but I
camo to speak to you—if you'll listen to
me for a moment, sir—"

“Vat i3 it, mon garcon?” asked
Monsicur Charpentier. “You vish to
gsk me somezing obout ze French
gramimaire "

“0Oht No, sir!

“Zon wabt?”

Sownething elsp——"
acked Monszicur Char-
prenker.

He rose from the armchair. Or, fo
be more exact, he started to rise,

To his great surprise, sonething
seemed to pull him back. Hali-risen,
e plumped back into the armcharr,
with an ejaculation of astomishment.

“Aon Dien! Vat is zat?” exclaimed
Monsieur Charpentier. *Vat s it zat
happen to ziz chair, zat I stick viz
myself to him "

He rose again—or railer, hall rose,
The expression on his face indicated
vlier bewilderment.

Wharton gazed at him in wonder.

Mossoo wore a frock-coat, and in
some stronpge and extraordinary  way,
the tail of the cont scemed Lo pull him
bhack as he tricd to get out of the chair.

“Vat 15 zis?” pasped Mossoo, as he
plumped bacl, “1 am fix—T1 stick to zc
chaise—ze chair! Mon Dien!”

He put Lis handes on the arms of the
ehair, and made anoiher offovt Lo rize.
Bt e eould only get half-way up!

Billy Bunter, sitling in the doorway, blinked at both ¢l them.

The tail of s frock-coat seemed to
be hermetically sealed to the leather
seat of the armchair.

“0Oh, my hat!” pasped Harry
Wharton.

He understood now—if Mossoo did
not. He, as well as Archibald, had

heard of Bkinner's idea of putting gum
in the French master's armehair,

Evidently Skinner had landed
gum |

Muossoo had been sitting in that arm-
chair at the window ever since class
The gum had sosked into the tail of
his coat.

It had had plenty of time to dry!

The bewildered French master was
stirck to the seat of the armcehatr by the
tail of his coat !

Hiz cxpression of amnzed hewilder-
ment was Iudicrows.  With his hends
resting on the arms of the chair, half-
risen, Mossoo tried to peer round, to see
what was holding him down.

Harry Wharton realised that it was
not & time for mercitnent. But he found
it cdiflicult wot to chuckle, With a2

the

manful effort, he -suppressed that
chuckle,

“Ciel! I am stick!” gasped Monsienr
Choarpentier. “1 stick to a chaiv! Ze

inil of ze coat stick viz himself! Nom
i nom d'un ehien! WName of & name
of one dog, 1 stick to ze chawr!”

He gave a wrench to free hamself.

There was a rending sound. That
wrench did 1, and Mossoo  fairky
Lovnded from the armehair—hot he lefb
i portion of his coat-tail sticking to the
leathor.

“Ma foil" pasped Moszoo. He
stared ot the frapment sticking in the
chair, and then tried to look round at
the damage to his coat.

.!E waz not easv for Aozzna 1o
view of his coat-tails! He
round as he tricd to do so.

liec looked so absuedly like

gr.-t- A
wihisked

a kitten

“*Oh lor’ ! ** gasped the fat Removite.

chasing its fail, that the junior could
noi, help it—he burst into a yell:

“Hea, ha, ha!"

Monsicur Charpentier spun towards
him. There was no good temper visible
i his faec now. Far from it

“Meis, comment!” he roared. " You
lafl, isn’t it? You zink zat one choke
like zis is a zing for to [aff ! Mon Dhew!
Zat is vy for vou come—you zink zat is
funny, and vou come to sec! IE is you,
vou verree baddest boy in ze school, zat
Flﬂ}; ,mo zis so miserable trick, n'est-ce-

Ha <

“0Oh! No

I never—"

“Mais jen swis sur!” roared Mon-
sieur Charpentier. He leaped to his
table and grabbed up 2 cane. “(Jest
une chose sffreuse, and you laff! Mon
Ihew, I give you somezing {or {o laff ™

Swipe, swipe !

“0Oh erikey 1" yvelled Wharton, He
was not laughing now! He dodged the
swipes of the cane—unsuccessfully. I
say, I never—-varooocoh !”

Swipe, swipe!

The hapless captain of the Remove

sir " gosped Wharton.

whipped round the study table. After
him whipped Mossoo, swiping.
It was one more of Mossoo's hasty

mistakes—but, really, there was some
excuse for 1t. He had been stuck to his
armchair with pum, and Wharten had
come  to the study, evidently, to
Mossoo's mind, to see whether hie had
sab in the gum!  Anyhow, he had
laughed ! It was not a laughing malter
to Mossoo—neither was it to Wharton,
when Mossoo got busy with the cane!

BWipe, swipe, swipe !

Three swipes canght him, as he racoed
round the study table. Then he bolted
for the door.

Another swipe landed as he reached
1t and tore it open!  Stll ancther
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carght him, as he darted out of the
!tll-:fjl

I‘!I::ﬂ did the passage like the cinder-
ﬁ L
P Moss00 was left in his doorway, sphut-
tering with rage and brandishing the
cane. ] i
In Study No. 1 in the Remove,
Archibald Popper jumped up eagerly,
us' Wharton panted breathlessly in.
*Ts it all right?” he asked. " You've

zepn.  Meossoo — and — and — what the

thump—wharrer you up to? (one

mad? Yercegooh!™ )
Wharton did not answer in words,

He had left Mossoo raging—and he had
come back to his ewn study, beiling.
Instead of answering  Archibald, he
arabbed him by the collar, and banged
hiz head on the study door.

Bang, bang!

“Yarocop !” roared Archibald, “What
ithe thump — yoo — heop — legge — gona
balmy, or what? Yurrrooop!”

Bang !

Archibald drogeed himself away. He
did not stop to maoke any. more ip-
guiries, He jumped oub of the study.

Wharten was left to rub the places
where Mozzoo’s cane had landed—what
time the new junior, in the passage,
rubbed his head !

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Study No. 7 on the War-path !
HT}IIE study,” said Peter Todd,

“never backs out!™
Peter made that remark,
with a knitted brow.

Billy Bunter, in the armchair in
Study No. 7, gave him a blink through
his big speetacles. His other studymate,

Tom Dutton, did not take any heed—
for tho simple reason that he did notb
hear Peter's remark,. Tom Dutton had
the mislortune—or otherwize—to be
deaf, and lost quite a lot of the con-
versations‘in Study No, T.

“The Fatheaded Five have chucked
it,” went on Peter.  “Even Smithy's
chucked it. They don't seem to care a

straw  now about old Wibley being
sacked. Dut this study isn’t letting him
down. No fear,

I wander wimmdptmr
old Wibley 15 now!” He stared at
“SWhat are you grinning af,
yoi fat chump "

! Nathing ! grinned Dunter.

Tt was well over 8 week since Peter
Todd had scen Wibley, so far as he
kuew: on the day he was sacked.
Bunter had seen him ten minubes ago—
rubbing Archibald Popper’s head in the
Remove pazzage!

However, thal was a secrot!
Eilly Bunter contrived to keep a secret
dav after dav was rather a mystery!
Perhaps tes every day in Study Ne. 1
had something to do with it!

Bunter turned up now in Popper's

stucly, as regularly as clockwork. to tea..

Perhaps he did not exactly realize that
ne was sticking Archiubeld for tuck, as
the price of keeping his secret. Bunter
had a wonderful way of net knowing
anything he did not want to know.

But he understood, at all events, that
sproads with Archibald would cease if
the secret came out and Arclubald was
turfed out of Greyfriars. 8o, though
Banter's long tongue fairly itched to
relate what he knew to anybody whe
wgﬁ.td sten, he had so far Lkept it
=kl

“Poor old Wib ! went on Peter. “ He
expected a fearful row with his pater
when he gpet home—]  remember he
talked some rot about not geing home
to face it. Of course, he lm.:lgiq, If vou
rin like a hyena every time 1 open my
muulﬂ'l, Bunter, I'll shy the inkpot at
yon 1™
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" Oh, really, Toddy—--="

“We all fixed it up to malke Frogzy
sorry for himself, and now a whole
bunch of the fellews are hacking out!™
sangd Peter. ™ Blessed if I know why”

“He, Le, he!

"Does that imitation of .a barnyard
fowl mean that you know why? in-
gimred Peter. -

“Oh, no! X don’t know anything
ﬂhf.;mt it, of gourse,” said Bunter hastily.

Pm not keeping any secrels for any-
bady, Peter.’

“"You couldnt, if wvou tried!” sand
Peter, “What are you gabbling about
now, mmage? Do you happen o mecan
anvthing ?"

it Yes—I mean, no! I say, Peter, I've
iﬂ.:'?l.- an idea,” sald Bunter blinking at
1im.

Y About making Frogey sit up #”

“Nunno! Never mind Froggy! My

idea is to have tea a bit earlior in this.

study,™ said Bunter, * As it stands, yon
have tea here at the same time that
they have tea in Study No. 1. That
incans that I miss it when I po to tea
there. Sea? Now, if we had it half an
mour earlier in this study, I needn't
miss it
Peter gozed at him.

“What are they feeding you for, in
that study ?* he asked. “You've been
there to tea every day lately. What are
they, stunding you for 7%

“They like my company |”
Bunter, with dignity, :

“ILh? Tlow could they 2

: Beast !

L OF course, it's all ta the good,” said
Puoter. “There’s enough {o go round in
thiz study when yon tea ont! Ieep it
up as long as they can stawd vou. But
never mind that now ! I said that this
stidy never backs out!  Those weak-
kneed fools can chuck up the foud if
they like—we'll get on with it all the
more. ‘Lhis is a fighting study !”

“Iz 3t ¥ saul Bunter,

“¥ea,™ roared Peter—"it is!  Tho
more they back oot the more we push
on.  Frogey's going throngh it.  I'd
have given him a jump this afternoon,

said

only that checky new cad Popper
barged  in—ro You're sniggering
again! 1

What are yon sniggering at P
“Nensnothing 12 gr:imm-:[g]juufﬁr. e |
—I say, %etur, Iq_i:-thi"k I'd ffhu-:k up
ragging Mossoo ! Popper would rather
vou didn't—="

“Do you think I care a boiled bean
ahout Popper ™ hootod Peter,

" I—I mean, Wibley would rather you
didn’t | Mind, T haven’s seen Wibley
or heard anything about him * added
Bunter cautionsly. 5o far as I know
he's gone home! Bub I'm sure Wihley
would rather you didn't rag Froggy,
Poter 1Y

“That's vot1” said Toddy., * Wibley
nrust  be feeling  absolutely ferocious
about it—jawed by his people at hemeo
for getting szacked, or sent to another
school; and there’s no other school
that’'s a pateh on Greyiriars, I ma
be able to see him in the hols, and if
do I want to bhe able to tell him that
we turned Frcrg ¥'s hair grey for get-
ting him sacked ™

“"IBut he says——"

“Eh? Who says?”

“Oh, nohody I ﬁnsp&d Bunter. Ha
realised that he had nearly let it out!

“"Nobody ! ejaculated Peter
* Nobody =ays what 7

“{h, nothing !*

“Nobody says nothing ™ asked Peter.
“Ts that what you call =cnse, Bunter?
You'd better shut up ! Now, this study
never backs out, as T said! This study
19 on the warpath ! This study is going
to make I"rngﬁ(}' cringe ! This study s
going to stick to poor old Wibley

if mobody else does! Tomerrow’s
Baturday.™
“Eh? I Lknow that!”

“Glad to hear you know. something !
Well, Baturday afternoons Mossoo goes
to the lecture hall at Courtfield,” said
Peter, “To-morraw we're going, too |

“Why, wyou silly ass!” exclaimed
Bunter, in  hreathless  indignation.

MThink I'in going to a French lecture?

Wea get cnough rotten French in class
here! And the old ass lectures on
French literature at the institute. I
shouldn't wonder if that's worse than
French grammar! 1 jolly well know
I'm not having any! MMad

“I don't-mean that we're going to the
leeture, fathead! I mean that we're
going to park oursclves on Courifield
Common and wait for Moz=oo to trickle
hy. We're going to give him jip!
You're cmpinig. not bhecauze vou're any
good, or likely to be, but because vou
belong to this study and you've got to
play up.”

"Look here, I'd rather not——"

“'That’s all right; never mind what
vou'd rather !

"Wibley won't like it——"
- "Wibley won’t know anvihing abeout
it, but he would like it all right if he
know. ™

“I mean, Popper won't like jfe——*

“Popper ™  exclaimed Feter,
exasperated. " What docs  TPopper
matter 7 Do you thisk 1'm going to let
Mossoo off because Popper feeds »ou in
his study? Do youn want me to hook
you out of that armchair and mop you
up all over the siody 2

* Look here, Wibley says—-"

“Wibley ! IHave vou secn Wibley,
you fat image, or what i

“Oh, no! He's not at Greyfriars
now 1" said Dunter. 1o a great hurry,

“You unspeakable idiot, do you think
I need lf.‘":n}i,' that he's not at Groy-
friars now, when he was sdcked at the
heginning of last week ¥ roared DPeter,
“What are yon burbling about I

“"0Oh! I=—=I mean—I—71 mean,
I]{r E."l'—""'—”
“Popper ! roared Peter. The name

of Popper scemed to produce, on
Toddy, rather the cifect of a red rag on
a hull!

“Well, Popper don’t want Frogey
ragged, and—and 1I'm rather pally
with Popper, you know—="

Peter Teodd glanced rvound  him,
spotted a cricket stump in the cornor
of the study, and picked it up.

“You're going to let down this study
oecause that pasty-faced, II}DE:-hEﬂd-EEl
Popper, a new kid, docsn’t want
Froggy vageed 7 he asked. **That's it,
15 it?  Well, I'mm going to argue with
you about that, Bunier®

“Here, you keep off, you beast!”
yelled Dunter, in alarm, as Peter made
a grab at him, grazped lus collar, and
hooked him out of the armchair.
“legge, you beast! I rou touch me
with that stump I'll/— ‘Whooooooop "

Whack |

“Yaroooh " roaved Bunter.

Whack !

"Oh erikey ! Stoppit I raved Bunter,

as tha stump banged on his  tight
LEOusSers, “I'll punch wyour head!
I'll-—- ¥arocooop !*

Whaok !

“"Are you backing up this study}?
Jemanded Peter. £ 7

Tw ! No—"

Whack !

“I mean, yos! VYes!™ bawled Bunter,
“Bub-bub-backing you up like—like
anything, old c¢hap! XKeen on bl
Yow-ow-ow-ow 1

“Bure vou're keen on it asked
Peter, flonnishing the stump.

“Ow! ¥Yes! PBeast! Wow! Yeal
Oh, rather! Oh crikey] Legeol”



“Well, if you're keen on i, all
right I said Peter cheerfully. “ Mind
vou keep keen on itl I'll keep the
stump handy in case you lose any of
your keenness|”

“Look here, you beast—2 gasped
Bunter, %

“Sit dewn and shut up! I'm doing
the talking | Now for the plan of cam-
paign 1 said Peter. " If you've got any
objections to state, Bunter, you can
state them—but don’t forget the stump.”

Billy DBunter, wriggling in the arm-
chair, gave Peter a devastating blink
through his big spectacles. DBut he did
not state any more objections. Peter
Iiad rather o heavy hand with & stump,
and Bunter did not want any more.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Peter's Plan !

OM DUTTON glenced inguiringly
at Peter.
Tom was opening & tin of
sardines 1n readiness for tea,
but he suspended that operation as
Peter got busy with the stump.

“What's up, Toddy ?” he asked.

“We're going after TFroggy
morrow 1”7 answered Poter.

Dutton shook his head.

“MNot likely 1" he answered.

Petor gave him a glare,

Bunter took comfort. This looked as
if Peter were pgoing to get general
opposition in the study, Billy Bunter
was far from keen on going on the war

ath—and if Dotton tock the same view
1t looked as if the study leader in

to-

Study No. T were going to have
difficulties.
“What do vou mean, fathead?™

demanded Peter.

EVERY SATURDAY
“Eh? 1 ‘hat T say " d
mean wha haﬂookanstvere

the deaf Removite, at the
wenther,™
“The weather?” repeated Toddy

blankly. **What the thump has the
weather got to do with it "

“It looks like keepin fine 1"
answered Tom Dutton.  “What the
dickens makes vou think it's going to be
fﬂgg?v to-morrow I

‘Fogegy to-morrow ™ repeated Feler
dazedly., “ Who said unxthit:% about
fogpy to-morrow ! I know it ain't going
to be foger to-morrow ! I said we're
going after Froggy to-morrow.” _

“QOh, Froggy !" said Tom. “Why did
%m say foggy if you mean Froggy?

ou

should speak a bit more dis-
tinctly, Peter. You mumble, you
know."

“You deaf chump—"

*“Oh, ne, I haven't got the hump!”
said Dutton. “DBut it annoys a chap,
you know, when fellows moumble, and
then make out that he's deaf.”

“0Oh. my hat!” groaned Peter. He
raised his voice and bawled: "Iroggy
will be walking across Courtheld
Common fo-morrow afternoon! We're
poing to park ourselves in that clump
of trees where there's a pond! Got
that ¥ _

“J can hear you all right! No need
to shout at a fellow,” said Dutlon
peevishly.  “Only don't keep on
mumbling—sec " ]

“I'm going to borrow that big garden
?uirt from Gosling's shed 1 went on

cter,

*1 don't see why | What has Goslin
done 1 asked Tom, * He will jolly well
go to Quelch if you do.”

““He won't know ! roared Peter.

“Ile won't know!” gasped Dutton.
“Wharrer vou mean? Of course he'll
know if you hurt Gosling's head.”

{1

“Hurt Gosling's head! Oh, acissors!
Squirt fromx Gosling’s shed |” shrieked
Peter. * Bee?” ]

“No, I don’t! If you hurt Gmlmﬁ;s
head with the squirt from his shed he
will complain to Quelch—"

“Blow (Gosling's head!” howled
Peter. "I never mentioned Gosling's
head, Bother his silly head ! I'm going
to bag the big squirt from his shed, and

we're going to ambush Froggy! Never
mind osjmg”a head] We can fill it ab
the pond :

“How can wou fill Gosling’s head at

the pond? What on earth do you
mean, Peter Todd 27
“The squirt!"” roared Peter. “We

can fill the squirt at the pond in that
clump of beeches. Then when Maossco
triekles by we let him have it—sec?”

“Yes, I see that. But what do you
mean sbout Gosling's head "

“Nothing 1 hooted Peter.
znid anything about it.”

“He won't let you clout it I

“Wha-at "

* Basides. what do you want to clont
Gosling’s head for?” demanded Dutton,
“Has Goshing done anﬁhmg?‘*

“"He, he, he " from Bunter.

“Shut up!” roared Peter. “You
enckle apain, Bunter, and I'll give you
the stump. I'm not talking about Gos-
ling at all, Dutton, you deaf duffer!”

“Well, he would suffer, I suppose, if
vou clouted his head, Peter—but what 1
want to know 13, what for? 1 fancy you
would suffer, too, when he went fo
Que{lich and told him you'd clouted his
head.”

“(h, my hat! We want a megaphone
in this study1® groaned Peter. " You
deaf dunderhead, will you try to hear?'

“(h, no,” said Dutton, “I don't mean

“1 never
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to eneer, Peter] T was fust asking you
what you mean, that's all. I'm as keen
RS YOU Arae on rag%;ing Froggy for get-
ting poor ofld Wibley snchked: but I
can’'t see why you want to rag Gosling,
too.  And clouting & man's head is
rather thick ! I mean, that sort of thing
i3 disrespectful, Peter—CGosling’s pretiy

old, vou know.?
“Blow Gosling's head ! shrieked
Peter,

“Rot ! said Dutton. I should have
heard of it if he was dead. What vot
are you talking now, Peter Todd? Try-
ing to pull my legi”

“Oh, help 1 ga.ﬁed the hapless Peter,

“ Do you mean Bunter 1#

‘Wha-at i
*“1 mean, if you're calling me &

whelp—"
Oh No 1™

w erikey |
rl:r!}rm] Feter.

" Well, il you mean Bunter, all right.
Still, it's a rotten expression to use!
I'rn surprised at you, Peter | This isn't
really like you,” said Tom Dutton, shak-
mg his head. “Talking about clouting

k]

Gus]in? s head, and then calling Bunter
P

crumbs !

a whelp !’ What'a the matter with you
tﬁvda}f_?”

“Will you shut up, and listen to a
~hap ™ raved Petor,

“That makes no difference—a slap is
the same thing as a clout! Look here!
Youw're net going to clout Gosling's
head, or slap it, either. He's a crusty
old stick, I know-—but slapping his
head—+

“I'm not talking about Gosling at
all 1 velled Peter. “All I zaid about
Gosling is that I'm going to bag the
squirt from his shed. I never said a
word about his head—not & syllable 1?

“Billy fool wourself I eaid Dutton
warmly, “Look here! You'd better
shut up, Toddy, if vou can’t be eivil
Calling Bunter a whelp, and then call-
ing e a silly fool i

‘I didn’t ! shrieked Peter.

“Why, I heard you!”" hooted Dutton.
“Think T'm deaf?”

"Oh erikey ¥

“1f there's a silly fool here, it's you,”
said Dutton. “You'd pet six from
C%uﬂlch, if not a Head's flogging, if you
clouted Gosling's head ! Let me see you
domng i, that's all! I'H jolly seon stop
j‘ﬂu.”

“Oh erumbs! The very next remat-
tance 1 get, I'll buy wou an car-
trumpet,” moaned Peter.

" ¥ou won't clump it, Peter Todd, any
more than you'll clout it, or slap it. A
nan of Gozshing's ige—~

“He, he, he1” cnekled Bunter, “Ow!
Yoo-hoop ! Keep that stump away, you
beast '™ addeid Bunter, with a howl, as
Peter gpave him a prad. “Ow | DBeast!
Wow ™

“Now, listen to me, Dullorn—="

“There's only =ard ines—"

“Only what 7" _

“Bardines!  No mutton heve that 1
know of ! What are you talking abouf
now, you ass? We never have mutton
for tea.”

“1 never sald mutton 1" howled Peter.
“I sald Dutton.”

“Well, if you zaid button, what do yon
mean? If you've got a button off, vou'd
befter go to Mrs. Kebble, Think T can
gew your buttons on®¥

Peter Todd breathed hard and deep.
Then he Jeaned over towards Tom
Duatton, and bawled :

“Bhul up! We're poing te ambush
Frogey to-morrow, in that clump of
breehes on Courtfield Common, and
spatirt hinme, That's all; That's enough'!
Now dry up ¥

“Oh, all right!” zaid Duiton.
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on! You needn’t vell in 8 chap’s ear.
I'm not deaf!l 'm game, Peter, if
that's it! I'l back you up in ragpging
Frogey! But, mind, leave Gosling out
of it! ¥You're not going to clout his
head, if I can stop you. If that’'s under-
stood, all right.”

FPeter Todd did not attempt to explain
further. His lungs were getting tived.
He left it at that. 5o it was settled—
and Study No. T sat down to tea—much
to Billy Bunter's velief, for he was in a
hurey to get throvgh tea in Study Neo. 7
m order not to be too late for tea in
Study No. 1.

And a felow who had been rubbin
his head in the passage, grinned. Tﬁiﬁ
ing Tom Dutton anything was rather
like telling the world! Archibald
Popper, in the passage, as well as thres
or four other grinni juniors, had
heard every word of nf'etnr’s plan of
eainpaign. And Arvchibald, for reasons
of his own, was going to put paid to that
plan of campaign, if he could |

—————

THE NINTH CHAPTER,
Putting * Paid ** {o Peter!

ARRY WHARTON & 0O, the
following afterroon, wers busy
on the ericket field.

. With the Rookwood wmateh
coming along, the ecaptain of the
Remove was keeping his men vigorously
up to the mark, But one valued mem-
ber of the Remnove eleven cut the prac-
tica that afternoon.

FPeter Todd had other work on hand.

Monsicur Charpentier, who was giving
a serics of lectures on French literature
at the tnstitute 1 Courtfield on Satur-
day afternoons, was due in the town at
four o'clock. Boon after three, Toddy
& Uo. were 1o be parked in ambush on
the road over the common, wiih Gos-
iing's big squivt—if all went well |

Mossoo always walked—he was
seldom known te expend money on a
taxi-fares. Walking he had to pasa that
particntar chunp of beeehes, where there
was o pond. He had passed it often
cnogwgh before, and nothing had hap-
pencd—but  this time something was
scheduled to happen, Peter’s plan of
campaign was cut and dried.  Study
No. T was going {o ba on the spok |

Billy Bunter was an unwilling recruit.
Tom Dutton was a willing one.  But
both were goivg to be there. Bunter
angd Dutton were to handle lmaﬁlmﬂtux:?,
while Toddy bandled the squirt. Mossoo
was gomg to get o surprise—and a
lesson on the subject of getting Remove
men sacked,

While Harry Wharton & Co. were at
cricket, towards half-past two, Peter
came out of the House with hiz willing
and hizs enwilling reeruit.

Peter was keen—Dutton was keen—
Bunter was fay from keen. Buonter, 1n
point of fact, was trying to work up
somie cxense for getting out of 16, I
was a rizky proceeding—and Bunter
hated rizks, It was a mile's walk in a
hot sun to that clump of beeches—arnd
Duonter hated a mite's walk, It was
otily the dread of that shump 1n Study
No. 7 that kept the far ¢hul np to the
mark at all.

“I eay, Toddy,” DBunler remarked
thoughtfully. “suppose Gosling's shed
5 locked, after all ¥®

“It's  never  Jocked
answered Peoter,

“Buppose he happens to be there?”

“1f you weren't as blind as an awl,
you could see him sitting on the bench
at iis lodge [

ikl night ™

“Ohl SBuppore be eomesz along and
eatches you bhagging his squirt?”

“I'll e¢hanee that 1™

"Well, look lhere! Suppose—
Yarooh ! Wharrer vou kicking me for,
you heast '™ hewled Bunter.

“*You're doing too much suppesing 1?
explained Peler.

“Ow! Boeast 1"

Billy Bunter wriggled, and gave up
supposing.

*Now, you two wait for me on the
road,” said Peter *‘“Just as well not te
ne seen starting together, I'll cot alonyg
and get that zquirt. and join you in
about five mivutez. 1 can hide it under
my racket.”

“T1 go and get 1t 1f vou like, Poter |
I der’t want yoy to wun all the yisk!”
offered Bunter.

“Eht”

“And—and if it happens net to bo
theve, I'll como and 1el] you. Or—or if
the shed happens to be locked, and the
oy gone! See?”

Y1 sec!™ assented Peter.,  He saw—
more than Bunter intended him to see
“I've got no thne fo waste while yoii
pretend to go to Gosling's shed, Bunter
Take that ¥

"Ow! Keep your hoofs away, you
beast ™

*And that!™

“ Waw 17

“ Now, are you ready to start #

“Ow!  Yes! I'in goiug, ain't 17
gasped Buanter.

Arnd he went.

Billy Bunter and Tom Dutton disap
peated out of gates together.

Then Peter, adopling a very casual
air, strolled away n the divection of
Gosling’s wood:hed.

He was not aware that another [ellow,
who had been kecping an eye on the
trio from a distance, stvolled in the
same direetion, alzo with o easual are
But another fellow did.  Arvchibald, as
well as Peter, had been laying plans for
that afternoon.

Gosling’s shed, a2z wsval, was en the
lateh, the key in the outside of the lock.
At nights the Greyfriars porier locked it
up ahd took the key away. In the day-
time it was left theve. Billy DBunter's
“suppositions®” on the subject were
quite groundless,

Peter  glanced
arrived at the shed.
bald Popper zauntering
distance.

Peter gave him a frown, mindiul of
the affaly of the previous day. Dut
Archibald did not seem to observo it
He was strolling along, idly kicking at
some fallen leaves, and scemed quite
uninterested i Peter.

Taking no further heed of him, Toddy
opened the door and stepped into the

round him _as e
He noticed Archi-
at a little

shed, He knew where Gosling parked
that big gorden squiri—on & shelf at
the back of the shed—ond he stepped

across towards the shell,

He greinned cheerfully as he took
down the squirt, and slipped it under
his jacket.

Asg e did so, a shadow darkened the

sunny doorway. s ,

Peter spun round with a Jump. For
a moment he dreaded that Geshing had
come along and eaught him.

But it was not the old Creyiriars

porter, lt waz & junior with thick,
wavy brown hair. _

Archibald  slammed the door and
grinned,

Feter fairly bounded.

“¥You rotter!” he gasped. " You

cheeky asst You—"" lle tore across
to the door
Click 1



Peter Todd bhacked behind the door of the woodshed as Gosling entered.
in the small of the back ihat sent him toppling over on his hands and knees.

The key turned in the outside of the

locl:.

Peter Todd &rai,'ged at the door-
handle seconds too Iate! The door was
fast, locked on the oulside!

He spluttered with rage.

“Popper! You cheeky cad! You
meddling asa! Open that door! Do
you hear mef Open tha' door, you
cheeky rotter !

The only answer was a grating sound
as the ley was pulled from the lock.
Archibald had not unli; locked Peter
in the woodshed, but he was taking

away the key.

“1'll smosh wou!" roared Peter. ™1
—[—I'll mop you up all over the
school | Let me out, you rotter!”

There was a_ cheery chuckle from
ocutside the wondshed. The new jumor
seemed amused—if Peter was not.

“All serene, old chap!” called out
Archibald. *“I'll come back and let
you out at four!™

“You blithering fathead 1" velled
Poter. "I've got to be more than a
mile from here before four!l It's some-
thing special! ILet mie out, will yout"”

“Is it something very speeial {V

" Yes, you fathead!”

“Such as sguirting a beak " chortled
Archibald.

“0h, you rotter!"” gasped Peter. He
realised that Archibald knew; and was
barging in agamn, as hoe had done the
previous day.

“Wash it out, old man!”
Archibald. "“It's awfully
sguirt a beak, you know !
got sacked—like Wibley 17

advised
SErLoung Fin
You might

“Mind your own Dbusiness, you
meddling azs! Will you let me out?”
ronred Peter.

“Not just syel ™
“Tll smash you !
" Bow-wow 1™
“Look here,
rolige— "

shricked Peter.

Popper, you  checky

EVERY SATURDAY

toppled.

There was a sound, of receding foot-
steps, Archibald was gone! Peter was
left—locked in the woodshed!

_For twe or three minutes, Peter Todd
gpimply raved. :

Bunter and Dutten were waiting for
him on the road—later, Mossoo would
be starting on his walk to Courtfield;

and here was DPater, locked in the
shed, with a wuseless garden squirt
pa 'rl:ed under! his jﬁckﬂf.

asped Peter,
The things he w-:uﬁd have done to
Archibald, %m-:i he been able to get at
that youth, were positively ferocious.
Really, it was fortunate for Archibald
that he was not within reach.

There was a window to the shed. But
it was a barred window, and useless to
Peter. .

He was & prisoner!

That unspeakable ratter, Poppar,
who had so impudently and inexplic
ably set himzelf against the ragging of
Moszoo, bad put paid to Peter!

He waz s prisoner im the shed until
Archibald choze to come and let him
out, Locked in the shed, T'eter raved,
and raged, and breathed bhlooacurdling
threats of vengeance. DBut he could do
nothing more.  Evidently he waz not
going to get into ambuzh on the Court-
field road that afternoon.

At a little distance from the school
rate . Billy Bunrer and Tom Dution
walted for Foddy.

Five minutes passed=—and ten—and
fifteen—and twonty ! There was no
sign of Peter on the road!

“I say, he's chucked it up!™ said
Dunter hopefully.  “"No good walling
anv longop !''

"t snid Dulton.

" No good waiting 1" howled Bunter,

“Oh, rot!” zaid Dutton, “ Looks lo
me &3 if Toaddy =o't coming, after all
If you think il's any good waiting, you
¢an wait, I deuw't] I'm o™

b I'.f_f'f?"i,[ |
il

’ 1=L_if-’..'i'iﬁ'r!!11ﬁi-'il[ | ¥

Next moment he gave the school porter a shove
“Qocogh ! " gasped the school porter, as he

“1 gaid it's no good waiting any
more " yelled Bunter,

“Well, it's rather 2 bore, but 1
wouldn't mind if Toddy was coming!
But it looks to me a3 if he isn't! ki
you want to wait any longer. you can—
I'm going ™

And Tom Dutton woent—disappointed.
20 did Bunter—not at all disappointed.

Toddy, meanwhile, raged in  the
woodshed; and Archibald, with a key
in his pocket, watched the ericket ou
thtie'ﬁﬁde. happily satisfied with the
way he had put paid (o Peter!

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
The Last Chanee !

# RAT ‘oem!” grunted Gosling.
Peter Tudﬁ sat up and took
nobioe,

How long he had been in
that woodshed he hardly koew. It
seemed like & contury or two,

CGosling's voicoe—not musical in itzell
—was tusic to his ears. It came from
without as the Greviriars  porter
fumbled with the door-handle,

Peter was taking a rest on a bench
in the shed. Eut‘ﬁo jumped to his feet
as he heard Gosling, ]

“Drat ‘etn!”" repeated that ancient
gentlerman,  “Alwavs a-lavking, some
of ‘em!  Wot I esavs 13 thiz "ere, all
hoys ouzht to be drownded ! Drownded
13 what they wants! Diat  "em!
Taking fhe key out of & muan's door—
arter locking tho door! Drar ‘cin!
Drownded is Lthe thing for em!”

Evidently Gosling wanted something
from his shed, and had come along for
it! He was both surprised and annoyed
to find the door locked, and the key
gono. [Ihis remarks revealed as much.

{Crontinued on pane 16.)
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(Continued from page 13))

“Now I got to traipse back to my
lodge and get the huther key!” went
on Gosling, complaining to  space.
“ Lot they cares it they walks a man
ﬂﬁﬂhif‘. legat Drﬁt "em M

051 tramped away,

I’f:terng'l'udd Pbmatimd quickly, Te
looked at his watch, It was a quarier
past three. Was there time yet? .

Monsiene Charpentier had o arrive
at Courlfield Institute at four o'clock.
Ividently he must alrcady have left
the school; it was rather & long walk.

But it was most likely that he had
not vet passed that hﬂﬂt.‘f‘l clump whera
the pﬂng was, A fellow could pass
him on s bike and get ahead !

Peter was a sticker. His plan, as he
had originally laid it, was, as he had
said, as safe as hounses. Ambushed in
the clump before Moszoo was anywhere
near the spot, Toddy & Co. could have
carried out their scheme, and escaped
in cover with very little risk of beiug
spotted. )

1t was a good denl more risky now.
Mossoo would very likely nolice =
cvelist passing him in o hurry on the

road; and-—after the squirting—he
might put two and two together |
But Peter was not geing to be beaten

if he could help it. Uhe additional risk
wa3 all the fault of that interfering ass
Popper; and, later on, he would map
up the Remove paszage with Popper.
At present, ha was going to carry on
with the scheme—if only he got out in
L.
He waited impatiently for a sound
of Gosling's returning  steps!

osling was an ancient gentleman,
and his movemeniza were letsurely.
[Five leng minutes passed before Pefer
hedrd him coming back with another
kev from his ledge.

But at last—at long last '=—he arrived,
aud Peter heard the key grate joto the
lock from the outside.

The door wpened, and the sunshine
sireamed in.

Peter Todd backed behind the door as
it opened,

He did not want Gosling to sce him
there., The enterprizsc  waz  riskv
enough already, without CGosling spot-
ting him in the shed where the squirt
WAas ke?t

Hardly breathing, Peter stood behind
the opening door, and Gosling pottered
into the shed, grunting.

Hiz back was te Peier as he moved
oy but there could scarcely be any
doult that he would look round when
Feter emerged, and spot him before he
could make eseape from sight.

For which reason, Peter, when he
moved, gave Cosling & shove in the
small of the back, toppling the Groy-
friars porter over on his hands and
knees,

“ Dogogh 1™
toppled.

He landed on all fours, pasping.

Peter had a moment—which was ull

gasped Gozling, asz he

he needed. 1ls whipped out, and
slammed the deoor after him.

“Urreregh | Whoe's  that—what—my
ere!” came an  encaged voar Trom

Tor Macser Libmany. - ™o, 1,538,
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wilhin the woodshed. “You voung rip!
I'll report yer!™

Gosling starnbled 1o Lis fect, and
whirled vound te the door, crimsen wilh
wrath.

But the dom
Todd.

Another moment, and Gosling was
grabbing at it

Click |

The ker turned in the oulside of the
lock—just in time!

For the sceonl time that ofternoon,
a preisoner was locked in the woodshed !

Peter, really, was quite sorry--he was
not particularly keen on locking Gosling
in the shed. But there was no choice in
the matter—if he was to ezcape unscen
and unrecognised. That was—to Peter
—a more important consideration than
Gosling’'s comfort.

“Hopen tha: there deor!* roared
CGosling, . breathless with fury. * Why,
vou voung raskil vou, I'll report tlus
"are to the "Ead! You think you can
lock & man in his own woodshed ! My
evel Waot 1 suvs is this ‘ere, you hopen
that there door immejpit 1

Pater did not heed.

He was enly anxious to get clear,
hefore Gosling thought of stepping to
the little window and looking out to sce
who had locked him in.

Peter flew.

Gosling geve a wgar of wrath, as he
heard the souad eof patiering feet It
was fearfully exasperating to Gosling.

B¢ far ms bo could see, some :.-'nll.ndg
rascal had ]paﬂwd himsell in that shed,
with the deliberate intention of trapping
him and locking him in !

(ioslipg was not unused to practical
jokes, on the part of cxuberant juniors;
but he never enjoyed then. Certainly
he did not lonk as if he was enjoving
thiz. He banged and hammered on the
door, and raved and roared.

“Hopoen this 'ere door. You 'ear me !
My eye! Will you come back and
hapen this 'ere door!” raved Gosling.

eter was alrcady out of hearing.

Goslidg tramped to the window, and

had eclosed on Peter

glared out, in the hope of spotting ihe-

offender. DBut he glared out too late.
Nobody was to be seen.

Breathing fury, the accient gentleman
had to wait—as Peicr had waited—till
somebody came along by the shed,

Meanwhile, Peter Todd was losing no
time.  There was no likelihood that
Bunter and Duiton were shll walting
for him—and no time to colleck them.
lie was gomng on his own, The big
squirt was packed under his jacket—that
was all right, if only he was in time to
handle it before MMonsieur Charpentier
had passed that spot where the pond
was., Ieler went all out for the bike
shed,

Coker of the Fifth was standing in
the doorway of that building.

LUloker gave the junior a frown as he
camo running breathlessly up,  Coler
of the IMifth did not approve of juniors
rizhing about 1n that breathless way.

Still less did he approve of a junior
shoving past him, sending him almoest
stapgering—whicn was what DPetey did,
Coker was 10 the woy, and DPoter had
ng time to waste,

“My hat!” gasped HMorace Coler.
"The cheek of these Faps—-"

I'eter grabbed his machine from the
stand, and wlhirled it lo the doos

The doorway was blocked by Colier's
liefiy form.

“ Lot me pass, Coker 1" panted Toddy.
“I'mt in a hurey—"

“Ave yout” said Coker grimly. ™I
don’t think sau'll gek out of this 1n a
hurey, voung Todd! T'mm going to Loot

vou first, for your clweek!

He had no

Peter's jaw sanared.
Colker-—minutes

lime for a row willh
Were precious.

But Coker evidently did not inlend lo
let. him pass it peace,

Ho made s gudden rush,
bike |

The front wheel crashed on Coker's

IEﬁI

orace Coker did nol inlcnd to get
ot of the way—nothing, in fact, was
further from his thoughts. 3till, he did
it—as his legs were suddenly swept from
under him |

“Oh™ roared Colker.
I'll—varoooop 1*

Coker rolled over in the dearway. He
would have been up in a couple of
seconds! But in one seeond  Peter
whirled the bike over him, and rvushed
it away to the gate.

with the

“Ow! Why,

Coker prabbed—and a pedal banged
on his fingers, eliciting a vell from
Coler. Then Peter was gone.

By the time Coker of the TFifth
resumed the perpendicular, IPoter had
8 lcg over his machine.

Coker rushed—and the bike sped
away, and shot out of the gate, {:uﬁ;r
was left in o boiling state—and TPeter
Todd, driving hard at the pedals,
whizeed away up the road towards
Courtfield Common.

Peter put all his baef into 1it. The
bike fairiy few!

Iy the s:ﬁstanr:e. across the common, he
spotted the clump of beeches, for which
he was aimiang. Had Mossoo passed
that spot yet? If so, Peter was too
lete ! I not——

Then he spotted the dopper little
figura of Monsieur Charpentier.

Mossoo, ahead of Peter, had not wct
reached that clump of beeches. He was
still a pood hundred yards on the hither
side of it

There was a chanco yet!

Peter’s long legs fairly fashed. The
pedals flew. Like an arrow, the bike
shot onward.

THE ELEVENTH CHAFPTER.
Not According to Programme !
" TRIKE me pink!” brealhed Bill
Huggins.
He sat up, under the shadse
hawthorns that bordered the
road over the ecommon, snd starvcd at
a dapper little figure coming up the
road.

The tman with the broken nose knew
that dapper lguroe.

It wazs a couple of wocks since Alr
Huggins had collared Billy Bunter, on
a shady footpath, and very nearly
deprived him of his watch,

I?Iml Bill suceceded in that nefarious
enterprise, his wealth would not have
Lbeen greatly increased thereby, Bunter's
watch being of the rolled-gold variety,
and never known to “go™

But he had rot succeeded; owing to
Mr. Quelch and Monsicur Charpenticr
turning up on the spot.  Mosseo had
laid inte Bill with his walking-stick,
and Bill would probably have made
shavings of Mosioo, had not Mr. Queleh
been on hand

Now here was the little foreign gentle-
man, tmt’ritlﬁ along the road on his
own; and Bill's eves glittered under his

beetling brows at tie sight of him.

Nothing eould have suited the broken
nosed man botter than this.

Mossoo looked & more profitable pro-
Fﬂﬁil’il.‘.ll]: than Billy Bunter, in the
inancial line. DBut BMr. Huggins,
though keen on picking up any trifle
that might come hiz dishonest way., wans
sbill keener on  handling the lillle



foreign bloke who had pitched intg him
with a walking-stick.

He grinned mm happy anlicipation of
"bashing ** him right and left. Bill
was more than a match for three or
four MMosscos,

He picked himself up, and watched
the French master of Creyfriavs ap-
proaching, unconscious of danger, :

Like Moses of old, he looked this
way, and that wav, and saw no man.
There was no trafic on the road, at
the moment; po pedesirian in sight
except Mossoo: anE the nodding haw-
thorns concealed & cyelist who was
coming along, at a diztance, from the
direction of Greviriars.

A couple of minutes would be enongh
for Mr. Huggine. Then, leaving the
little foreign bloke * bashed * and bat-
tered in the road, he would cut off
across the common, In possession of all
Aoszoo's available wealth., This zeemed
guile a  happy programme to Alr
Huggins, Fle was extremely glad that
he had picked that shady spot for his
aftorncon’s rost.

Monpsreur Chaipenticr did nob observe
him ti] he leaped suddenly out from
the shadow of the hawthorns inte the
yoad.

“Aon Dien!” ejaculatied Mossoo,
starting back at the sight of the stubbly
face and the broken nose. le remem-
bered that face.

“Qatcher 1 grinned Bill,

He wasted no mose {ime in words

Solitary as the road was, for the
moment, there night be traffic on it any
minute, and Bill had no time to waoste,

e “went for™ Monsieur Charpoen-
tier, hot and stromg. One drive from
his leg-of-mutton fist might have flung
Mozzoo across the road.

On the previous oocasion when Mossoo
had tackled Lim, in defence of Bunter,
Mossoo had not thought of the risk.
Hg had just sailed 1n with his walking-
stick regardless of peril. But it would
have gone very havd with him, had not
Mr. C{ue[uh been there. Now there was
no help !

But Mossco if he was small and
shight, had heaps of courage. And he
was very quick and active on his feet
Ha escaped the heavy rush of the foot-

ad by on agile bound, and as 3y
.E!u ging charged by, up went Mossoo's
walking-stick, to come dewn with a
crash on Mr. Hugging tousled head.

It was a hefty swipe. It elicited a
terrific yell from IHugging and caunsed
the stick 1o Hy trom Mossoo’s hand.

“Strike me pirk and blue ' spluttered
Hugging, and he whirled at the French
master, like an enraged bull.

Mossco made ancither bound—and
another. He had to dmllg;e those huge,
iﬂ“‘ing fist:, or be knocked 1nto a cocked

at.

With hia dancing masder agility, the
little Frepeh gemleman svoirded clumsy
rush after rush. Huggin: panted and
perspired as he followed him uvp. For
two or three minutes Mossoo dodged
him suceessiully: but it could not last
longer than that.

Huggins got within hiting reach at
lazt, and a jolt on Mloszoo’s chest sent
him spinning.

EHe flew, and landed on his back in
the dust, dozed and dizey, and wuterly
at the merecy of the mu=calar raflian.

“IMNar then!™ pauted Huggins,

And he tramped after the fallen man,
his cyes glittering, and his heavy fises
clenched for the bashing process

It was at that moment that the cyclist,
hitherto unzecn, cane whizzing vound a
curve of the romd,

Peber Todd had lost sight of Mo-z0n
at 1he curve, but he kuew that L st
bu close¢ beliind lom now,
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There was still time to pass him, at
top speed, and jump off at the clump
of beeches, where the pond was, and get
the squirt into action.

But as e came whizzing round the
eurve, Petor forgot all about ambushes,
amd squirts, and making Mossoeo sit up !

He stared blankly at the unexpect
seeneg that dawped on him=—Monsieor
Charpentier sprawfing on his back in
the dust, and the broken-nosed ruffian
advancing on him with julting jaw and
clenched fsts,

Peter had no time to think.

Without thinking, he know that if he
tismounted to help Mossoo, that ruffian
could, and would, knock him out with a

single blow, and that he would not be
alile to help either Mossoo or himself.

noon specially to make Mosseo " sit up,”
Peter was not the man to leave him to

There was one thing that Peter could
do—and Deter ded 18! Instead of
and crashed right into Mr. Huoggins,
tah:u{g nim on he broadside, as it were,

Defar
was coming, ne had come!

The crash knocked him flying.
and the bike curled up over his qu;::r,
amd Peter landed in a heap on  his

It was a terrific crash.

O ﬁnspmi Peter, as he landed.
mg the tramp's head down on the road
wilh o fearful jolt.
catne from Huggins,

Peter sat up, dizzile—on his head!
jacket, clattering in the road. Peler
sat and blinked.
wnder Peter, )

He serambled to his feet. Ife clutched
weapon, if there was going to be further
trouble.
giving further trouble. He lay wrig-
gling in the dust, elasping his head, and
wnee and the hard, high-road that head
had been hurk. '

Monsienr Charpentier  tottered up.
e was dusty; he was gurgling for
scanty locks were ruffled and untidy.
He gasped and gurgled, and gurgled

But, though he had set oul that after-
this !
slackeming speed, he shot on full tilt,
¢ Hug:gins knew that the evelist
Hugging went full length on the carth,
neck.
His right knee jammed in an ear, bang-
An anguished gurgle was all that
The big squirt slipped from under his
¥ Doosoooocorh I came a moan from
up the squirt, as the only available
But AMr. Huggins did not legk like
moaning with anguish. Between Peter’s
“0Oh crikey!” gosped Peter.
vreath, His het had fallen off, and his

and gasped.

“Mon garcon!™ spluttered Mossoo,
“Mon cher Todd! Je vous re
wmercle, mon garcon!  Lat scelerat—zat
coquin—— Mon Dien!™

“Hivike me pink!™ meaned Mr.
Huggins.

Ho sat up, and gave a howl of pain.
Hiz legs zeemcd {o be damaged. which
waz not survprizing, after a bike had
crazhed into lam full Glt.

“hw! Qoooh! Strike me pink and
vlie! Wooogh!®

He picked him=clf up very carefully.
amd stood unsteadily on his damaged
Ieire,

T'vter, grasping the :quirvl, eved him
warlly.

AMonsieur Charpentior wade o dive
for his walking.stick, awd orabbed it
i1

*“ Alaintenant,
¥ xNaow, rascal—

“ire, vou keep off 1 gasped M
Huggins,  “Yonu leave o bleke slone,
vou blooming forvinee!  Ow!l?

Thera was not a punch left in My,
Iuggins—uwhich was rather fortunate
fur Linth Mozeoo and Peter. Tle Limped
anck tobiered away, ns Mossoo advanced

seckeral 1™ he

£ pantod.
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on him with brandished stck. His
damaged legs almost gave way under
lim as he staggered away across the
COM MO,

“Mon cher garcon |” Mossoo beamed
on Peter. * You knock over zat coguin,
viz ze bicvele, 1sn't 1t. You save me
from zgp scelerat! Mon cher Todd, [
rank vou frem ze heart! Mais oug
from ze heart I give you ze zanks! You
are one brave and good garconl Qui,
owd, oard !

Peter grinned.

He could not help wunduﬁng what
Mossoo would have thought, had he
kirown what had brought the Removite
along the road st that precise moment.

Still, there was no doubt that Peter's

rompt  intervention had saved tha

“rench masler from serious damage.
it was not ot all according to pro-
gramme ; but there it was!

“[zlad I came up, sir!"” gasped Peter.

He was rather bruised and shaken
from his tumble, and rather concerned
about his hike. The front wheel was
badly buckled from its crash on Mr.
Huggins, and Peter saw ahead of him
& long walk pushing e disabled jigger.
Still, he was glad he had weighed in,
Mossoo deserved all sorts of things for
gelting poor old Wibley sacked, but not
a hammering from a tramp,

Y Mais, vat is zat?” added Mossoo,
with a surprised stare at the garden

squirt. “Vat is zat, mon cher Todd
“Oh! A—p—a squirt, sir!” gasped
Peter. “J-j-j-ust a squirt1”

“You take zat squirt viz you, ven you
ko for ride on ze bicycle?™ said Mon-
sieur Charpentier, quite astonished.

Feter wondered, for a moment,

whether he would guess. Bat it did not
ceenr to Mossoo that Peter’s presence
there—with a squirt—had anything to
do with himself.
. Peter turned to his bike, and picked
it up. It clinked and jingled dismally,
Euekily, it drew Mossoo’s attention
away from the squirt,

“*Mais, cest dommoage he ex-
claimed. “Ye bicyele, he is damage!
Mon cher Todd, wyou walk viz me to
Courtficltd, for ze repair of ze bicvele,
and I pay at ze shop for repair zak
bieyele, nlestco-pas?  Alse I demand
ral ze r.FDIiEE go cliercher zat scelerat.
renez dono !

Monsicur Charpentier restarted afier
the nterval.  With him went Peter,
lr'.lnh:_rig a JNbbing bike, which i.‘El‘tEliHlH
was i want of considerabla repairs
before he could ride it agaim, Tt was
gurie an unexpected outcome of Toddy's
Jape on the Freneh master ]

!JII

il

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Painful for Popper !

RCHIBALD POPPER, alias
Wiltliain Wibley, was seated in
the grass, with a bag of cherries
on  his  kuees, watching the

cvicket, when four o'clock sounded from
ine clock-tower of Greviriars.
Archibald grinned as he heard it.

lle had told DPeter Todd that he
vonld return aml let him out of the
woodshed  ab four. By that  timwe,
Alo==on was oue at the Instiiole  ob
Counrtlichl, and all danger wonld be
over.  Shill,  fhere wns no hurery.
Acchibald staveed to Ooislh the cherries
before he beaved himself out of the
grass oimd  sauntered away  from  the

cricket geognd,

There was & checry {.:rin on hiz face
ns he approsched Goshing's woodshed,
He had po doubt that, by that time, tho
prisoner was in an almiost  homicicdal
siate,  Heally, there hod been no lielp
for if, f he was to prevent the inteled
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rag on Mowoo; but he conld imagine
vliat Peter's feelings would be like.

But that was all right. He was going
to talk through the door before he
cpened i, and Peter was nob going to
be Jot out till he agreed to make it
T x.."‘

Archibald did not want a scrap. The
disguised schoolboy was too semi-
detached, so te speak, to indulge in
scrapping, if he could help it. An
unlueky punch might have detached an
evebrow, or knocked off Archibald’s
brown wavy hair, and revealed Wibley's
tallow-coloured crop under it.

He tapped on the door of the wood-

ghied.

“Halle, old bean!” he called out
affably. “Tired of your quarters? D'l
let vou out now, if you hke! What?"

“You young rip!” came an un.
expected voice from the shed. “T'll
report ver!”

Archibald jumped.

He had expected to hear Ieter
Todd's voice in reply. It was enough
to make him jump, to hear Gosling's!|

*“Wha-a-t 1" stuttered Avchibald.

“You let me hout of this ere shed !”
roared Gosling. “I've heen ’ecre for

!mu}era aund howers, and I'll report
T’E‘r.."

" % Jg—ig—is that Gosling?” gasped
Archibald.

He blinked round at the litlle window.
Tramed in that window was the ved
and wrathful face of Gesling, glaring
at him.

“1 knows yer!"
“That's young Popper! I sec yer!
I'll report this to lI-'Ir. Quelch! You
mark my words! Locking of & man in
lis hown shed, and leaving him locked
in for howers and howers! Wot I savs
is this ’ere, young l’urpt-r, will you lct
ue hout of this 'erc shed ¥¥ !

“Oh gum ! gasped Archibald, staring
at him blankly., “How the thomp did
vou get in there, you old ass?”

“Hold hass, hay?" roarcd
“Wot 1 says i3 this ’ere, I'll
voar 1M

“Oh, my hat!” gasped Arclubald.

He noticed now that there was a key
already in the outside of the lock. Tt
dawned on him that Gosling must have
come fo his shed for something, and that
T'eter had found an opportunity to
cscape.

Teally, it was guite & probable oe-
eurretice, and Wibley might have fore-
seen it—only he hadn't.  Apparently
Ieter, having cscaped, had  locke
Gosling in, in his turn. Archibald had
arrimﬁ to let out quite an unexpected
prisoner |

He turned bock the key in the lock,
and opened the door.

Gosling tramped out snocting  with

roarcd  Gosling.

Cosling.
repork

wralh. :
“You young raskil!” he bawled.
“You gobt the huther key of this 'eve

shed | You 'and ever that huther keyv!”

Avchibald handed it over

“1—1 =ayv, did vou find & fellow in
ihat shed, Uﬂ-ﬁTing?" he stuttered. ™ Did
vou let him out®”

“Tlon't you try to gommon me. young
-!’l:-pfwr!” roared Goshng. " You was
i that shed, and you pushed me hover
fram be'ind and poppod out, and locked
me in! D've been waiting ‘ere howers
atd howers to be let out ™

“You silly ass!” hooted Archibald.
I wasn't in the shed. Look here, when
did vou let the follow oot 2

Archibald wasz  wondering  whether
Toddy had ezeaped in time to carry on
with the jape.

“Howers and howers I've hicen in (hat
there shed 1 hooted Gosling,  “ And it
was vou locked me in, voung epper!
‘Tding be'ind the door, and pushing of
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a man hover when he stepped into his
hown shed! You ‘ad the key! I'll
repork yer ™
“But I say——" gasped Archibald.
Gosling did not stay fo listen.
Breathing wrath, he tramped away to
the House, to lose no time m laying the
matter bofore Popper's [Morne-master.,
“Oh erumbs1” said Archibald, as he
walked back to the quad. Evidently
there was going to be a spot of troubla.
Gosling i‘md not seen the fellow whe
locked him in. He firmly believed that
it was Archibald, from what that youth
had said at the door, and from the fact
that he had the key. And Cosling was
going to Queleh !

Archibald, in dismay, watched the
ancient gentleman disappear into the
Houze, 1lc waited to be called into Mr.
Quelel’s study. That was the next item
on the progranune.

In a few ininutes, Trotter came out of
the House. He came to sumimon Popper
of the Remove to his Form-master's
study. )

Archibald prosented himself at that
apartment, net feeling happy. His
carefuly laid plans that afternoon had
been knoeked sky-high. The prisoner
of the woodshed had got away; and
Archibald was called on the carpet to
answer for that prisoner having left
another prisoner in his place! Really,
it was rough Tuek !

Ciosling was standing by Mr. Quelel’s
talile as the junior came m. The Remove
master was frowning portentously.

“Popper 1" he rapped. )

“Oh! Yes, siv!” mumbled the junior.

“(iosling informs me that you locked
him in hiz woodshed this afternoon,™
said Mre. Quelch sternly. “Fle was
there for a whole hour 1™

“Knacks on the door, and asks a man
if he's tired of it!" interjected Gosling.
“Howers and howers—at least, moren
& howepr———" , o

“I—I dido’t lock CGosling i, sicl
stamnmered Archibald., *I—" .

“tArk at im!? gasped Gosling.
“Comesz back with the key and asks a
man if he's tived of it, and then he says

he never——* :
“ Ba silent, Gosling, please! What do
Sxplain yourself 17

you mean, Popper?
rap ed Mr. Quelch. ]

'?—I locked another chap in, for a—
a—a lark, sirt” stammered the new
junior. “I suppose he must have locked
basling in when he got out.”

Snort, from Gosling.

Evidently the ancient porter of Crey-
friars did not believe & word of that
statement.

Mr. Quelch

Popper. .

Arc]uihu]d shifted uncasily under that
serutiny, William Wibley, secure as he
was in his disguise, never felt quite at
case when Mr. Quelch's gimlet eyes were
fixed on him, .

“In any case, Popper, it appears that
vou took the key of Gosling's shed, and
locked somcone else in that shed !

“Ye-p-e5, gir." 3

“* A very foolish and thoughtless action

logked werv hard at

—insensate, indecd 1 said Mr. Quelch,
sternly. “You will be caned for having
plaved such a trick, Popper.”

“Tlowers and howers—"  said

Gosling. ) )

Mr. Queleh roze and picked up his
Cand,

“Tend over that chair, Popper!” he
rapped.

He swished the cane.

Avciibald bent over the chair!

Wa doulbt Ar. Quelch would have
taken 4 more lenient view had he been
aware that Popper had barged in to
provent a jape on oa beal,  Bui Ale,
Queleh did not know that,  Ile took

the view that what Popper needed was

a severe lesson on the subject of playing
thoughtless, practical jokes—and he
gave him one!

Whop, whop, whop !

“Ow 1" howled Archibald.

Whop, whop!

1] .irl.'.l'l'.l -llﬂﬂp 1:-1-

Whop |

“Oh eriley 1™

Mr. Quelch laid dawn the cane.

“You may go, Popper ! If you should
ever play such an insensate trick again,
vour punishment will be more severe!
Leave my study M

Archibald wriggled oul of the study.
He had had a full *six,” and every one
of them a swipel e squirmed his way
to his study in the Remove—huot he did
not sib down theve., He moved about the
study wriigﬁljng!

It was hikely ta be some time before
Archibald wanted to sit down, In those
painful moments, William Wibley raiher
;_fifhed that he had left Frogey to s

a CE.

*Wow I

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.

Bump for Bunier!

i EEN that cad, Popper ¥
Harry Wharron & Co. were
going into the Howse to tea,
when Peter Todd joined themn,
and asked that question.

“Papper " repcated Harry.

“That ass—that cheeky worm—that
putrid rotter [* said Peter, forcibly.
“I'm going to smash him 1"

“What on earth has Popper done®”
asked Bob Cherry. _

“Barged in and mucked up the jﬂft&
of the ferm!” growled Peter. “The
cheeky fathead scems to have set him-
sell up to protect Froggy—blessed if I
know why. What are you grinning at **

The [Famous Five did not tell Peter
what they were grinning at. They just
grinned. They knew, if Peter did nat,
why Fopper of the Remove was anxious
to St\ﬁﬁ. the ragging of Froggy !

“Why not give Froggy a rest, old
chap ?” asked Frank Nugent, laughing.

“1'1 wateh it,” growled Peter. " You
fellows can back out and let poor old
Wibley down if you like—I'm not goin
to. Poor old Wibley's gone for good,
through Froggy—Dblessed if I can see
anything to snigger at in that, Tat lot
vou fellows cave about poor old Wib!”

“Oh, lots!” said Harry, laughing.
(£ ]31'[-_'-'"_" ] i
“The buifulness is  terrific, my

esteemed  Toddy 1
Jamset Ram Bingh

“Well, I'm gﬁir:ig to smash that cad,
for butting in!” declared Peter, as he
went up t0 the Remove passage with the
Famous Five.

“But what—and how—" asked
Johnny Bull.

Peter explained.

The chums of the Remove chuckled as
they listened fto his tale of the after-
noon's adventurea,

“And I had to leave my bike to be
repaired, and come back on the motor-
bus,” Peter wonnd wp. “And I nearly
put my knee out of joink, jamming it in
that tramp's ear! *

grinned Ilurree

And———*
“Looks to me ag if it's a jolly good
thing that Popper harged in,” satd Dob,
“You've been doing reseue stunts instead
of mopping muddy waler  over
Froggy——"
"%Eﬁ-as focked in that shed for an

il

hour——

“Ha, ha, ha1”

“ Oh, cackle I” hooted Peter. * Popper
wor't eackle when T begin on him, I can
tell vou that! Is b in the study ¥

“Tlaven't ecen him ! But—"

“yell, I'll jolly soon seo: and if he



head.

ie, vou can give him firsl-aid, affer I've
done with bam 17 snorled Peter.

He cut woross the REemove landing,
and up the passage 1o Study No. 1. The
Famous Iive exchanged & grinning
glanece amd cabt after b,

TPopner of the Remove, if e was
there, was no! o be handled by the
indignant Peter,

The bhalf-dozen jupiorz arrived at the
door of Study No. 1 together,

They were greeted by an wnexpected
sommcl,

“Ohw ! Wow! Oovo-cr ! Wooooeh !

“ Halle, halle, hallo 7 efaculated Bob,
#That sounds like somebody who's been
through 1t 1™

They looked into the study.

Avchibald  was  there He wae
urigﬁling painiully. EHe wriggled like
an cel, He glanced at the juniors in the
doorway with a glum eyve. He did not
heed Peter'zs indignant and wrathful
glare. He was loo decply and pamfully
coeoupicd with the after-offects of that
Yaix ™ from Quelch !

“Ow 1" he mnnnbled. "Wow !
Ooaook

* Licked #* a=ked. Hlarry.

“Ow! Yes! Wow

“ But what—-"

"8ix frem Queldh ™ groancd Areli-
bald. "“Wow! Ooocoli! {locer! All
the fault of that blithering 1diot, Todd !
Wow 1"

“Aly fault!” ejaculated Peter.

“Yes you ass! Yes, vou fathead!
Yes, you chump! What the thump did
vou lock Cosling in his shed for, you
benighted 1diet] Wow I

“1 had to get away with the squirt,”
gaid Peter. " Jolly lucky Gesling eane
to the shed, or I might still be there,
you checky fathead., Buat he's gob out
all right—he wasn’t theve when 1 took
the squiri back a few nminutes ago.”

“Nao, you as=! Ne, vou fathead! 1
let him out [ geoanecd Archibald, “Ow!
1 went 1o let you owt, you nlict, and it
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was—wow—Cosling ] And he went to
Gueleh, thinking—ow !—that it waz I
tnat locked him in—wow! And I've
hatl zix for t—yow-ow-ow 1"

“0Oh, my hat!” ejaculated Peter.
“Ha, ha, ha '™

“fhy I Wew ! Yow ! moaned Archi-
bald. " You smiggering idiot, I've had

sin—GQueleh laid it on as if he were

beating carpet! Wow 1#
“Ha, ha, ha 1" yelled DPoter.
“¥ou chortling chucklehead

“Ha, ha, hal Berve you jolly well
right 1" chortled Peter, " Ho you let
CGiosling out—ha, ha l=—and gob six for
having lockedd himm in! Ha, ha, hat
Poerhops you'll think twice before you
barge in again ! Ha, ha, ha ™

And Peter went on up the passage,
roaring with laughter.

Harry Wharton & Co. chuckled as
they caine inio the stady,

Archibaid gave them morose loaks,
Ile could sco nothing funny in the un-
expected outeome :}% his scheme that
afternoon,

“What are you gurgling at? hae
demandmd, “Thiok it's ﬁl"!l:{ for me to
got sax becawse that idiot Todd-——>*

“Ha, ha, hal”

3

“Oh, shut o up! roared  the
exazperated Avchibald.

“Cheer up, old chap!” said Bob
Cherry soathingly. Tt will wear off in
tune,  Woe're  feacfully  svmpatheric!
Ha, hat Sit down to 1ea—"

Yo silly eliing, T shan't be able to
sit down to sapper ! 1 feel az i 1 shan't
Le able to sit down for a week 1M

*“1a, ha, ha ™

"I zay, vou fellows=" A Fat [ace and
a large paiv of spectacles glimmered in
al thy door, "I =suv, tea ready§”

Tﬁiuj.r Banter rolled 1n.

He blinked at Avclubald throngh his
big spectacles andd grinned.

Archibald's nnl-ﬁkﬂ contortionas
seemed to amuse Bunter.,

“He, he, he ! Licked ¥ he asked. 1

H

L l;l:l” il T. I IJ

Up went Monsieur Charpentier’s walking-stick as Mr. Huggins charged, to come down with a crash on the footpad's fousled
“* Sirike me pink and blue ! ** spluitered Huggins, as he whirled at the French master like an enraged bull

iy

-
shouldn’t make o fuss schout it, old
chap! After all, whai's a licking

“You fat, frowsy frog—>"

“Bear it like a man, old fellow ™
advizged Bunter, *¥ou never see we
making o fuss about a licking I

“¥Fou frumplions fat freak—"

“That's enough ! said Bunter, with a
wave of a fat hand. “"Don’t bo cheeky !
I say, you fellows, T wish you wouldn't
stick so Jong at that mouldy cricket !
I've been waiting for you to come in to
tea, That asza Toddy was out, too, 50 1
couldn't have tea with him while I was
waiting. 1 ecan tell you I'm jolly
hungry. hope there's something
decent. T've had nothing, so far, except
tea in Hall "

The Famous Five gave Billy Dunter
exprossive Jooks.

junter’s look was also expressive as
he glanced at the foodstuffs that wero
placed on the table. It was not a very
ample supply.

*“I1a that the lot¥ ho inquired.

MThat's  the lot, fathead 1™  said
Nugent cheerfully, ¥ Shot up [
“"You're

Igu:l.ling preity mean in this
stuety,” zaid Bunter scornfully. “You
know 1 like a cake for tea, I've zaid
=,  What about a cake, Popperi™

"o and eat coke ! gmw?ﬂ! A rchi-
bald, In lis present wriggling and
painful siate he had ne paticnce to
waste on Billy Bunter,

Buounter blinked at him.

“What did you =zay, Wibley®™ he
askoed.

“Shut up, yon fat ass!? exclained
iTarry Wharton,

“4M, really, Wharton—>"

* E!.\Hpu&': somebody heard you., fat-
head ! snapfm{] the captain of tho
Remove. “The daoor's open, idiok !

"Well, what about a ecake?” asked
Bunier. "I was going to stand a cake
miyself, but I've been  disappeinted
about a postal order! DHd I tell vou
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fellows I was expecting & postal erder?
Well, it hasn't come | Mind, as soon as
it comes I'm going to stand you fellows
a topping spread, You can rely om
that!p But what about a ¢ake now?”

“Enthing about a cake nowl Shut
“Oh, all right! said Bunter, with
dignity. “I'm not a fcllow te buit in
wheve I'm not wanted, T hope! If
Wibley doesn't want me to tea here I'll

‘} |rl:|
& Bunter rolled to the door.

In the doorway he turned and blinked
at Archibald through his big spectacles,

“1 say, Wibley ¥ he sgueaked.

“Will you be guiet, you fat freaki”
hissed Archibald.

“No,” retorted Bunter. “I won'tl 1
suppose I can call & fellow by his name
if Pliha! If anybody hears me that's
not my faule! The fact is, 1 don't guite
approve of these syrupstitious proceed-
ings of yours, Wibley. 1 never could
stand syrupstitiousness 1™ )

Avchibald grabbed up a cushion from
the armchair, His temper had been
sorely tried, and now it failed him,

“You can put that down,” jeered
Bunter. *“ ¥You chuck that cushion at
me, Wibley, and T'll go straight to
Quelch and say—— Yoo-whooooooop !

Wizl

Bang |

Bump ! ) .

Billy Bunter fielded the cushion with
hiz third waisteoat buttont It swoept
him out of the doorway, and he landed
in the Remove passage hard and heavy.
The old oak planks fairly shook as he
landed.

“Dooooo I gurgled Bunter.  *Yoo-
hoo-hoop ! Woo-hooh ! Grogh ! Beast!
I'll jolly wWhlle—— Tlrrereggh 1

“Well bowled 1 chuckled Bob Cherry.

““Ha, ha, ha V"

T0w! ODooopgh! Wooogh!" gurgled
Bunter. “Yon checeky beast— Oogh !
Ieep off, you beast! Ch crikey I”

ﬂm'laih-uﬁ:i caime out at the doorway

it

and picked up the cushion. He swiped
with ik.
Dang !
“Yaroooh " rearcd Bunter. )
He stayed for only one swipe!

Serambling up, the fat Owl beolted up
the Remove passage, dodged info Study
No. 7, and slammed the door. .
For the first time since he had dis-
covered Wibley's secret Billy Bunter
was missing from tea in Study No. 1!

e r—

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
Archibald Asks for It I

1] E cher Todd!” beamed Mon-
sicur Charpentier,

“Oh!" gasped Peter.

It wos an unexpected meet-
ing, It scemed to afford Mossoo
pleasure. It afforded Peter Todd none !

Toddy was coming out of the doorwayv
of Mossoo's study when the IFrench
master arrived there., As Toddv had
Lbeen busy in that studye, filling Mossoo's
inkpot with gum, Mossoo was really the
very last person he desired to meet as
he left. ]

It was in break on Monday morning.
Peter's enterprise on Saturday had not
gone according  fo
drenching Froggy with mnddy  water
from o squirk he had reseued him from
a dangerous tramp ! He was, of course,

lnd {that he had done so: still, he was

con to get on wath the ™ foud.”

The Famous Five, and the Bounder,
had given up ragging Froggy. for
reasons unknown tp Peter.  All the
more, he felt that it was up to Study
No. 7 to avenge the wrongs of William
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Wiblevy ! Gum  in Mezzoo’s  inkpot
sectned roather a good thing to go on
with, ag 1t were!

But it was rather dismaying to meoet
Muosson foce to face as he was leaving
the study.  On the other hand, it was a
reliel to see him beaming with good
humour and amiability !

“Vous venez jei—you come here to
speak viz e Y asked Mossoo., It did
not sesm 1o oceur to him that Toddy
had had any nefarious motive for
coumting fo that study,

Messoo's  kind  heart  was  full  of
gratifude towards the junmior who had
rendeved him such a signal scrvice. But
for Peter he would have been fearfully
“bashed ¥ by that ruflfianly footpad on
Baturday afterncon. Mossoo was, 80 to
speak, overflowing with the milk of
human kiudness, He beamed on Peter.

“Oh! Yes!  Now!” stammered
Peter, * Je=]o—2

“Mon cher garcon, I nevair forget
vat it 15 zat you shall do, le samedi—
Saturday !  beamed Monsicur Char-
pentier, “Un gareon so brave—"

H0h, sirt” mumbled Peter.

“A bov so gallont=-so courapeouns!™
said Mossoo. “You come to my help
and you zink not of ze danger, isn't it?
I %nn:-. vou zousand zanks, mon petit
Todd "

“Mon petit ? from Mossoo made
Peter grin. The lanky Peter was about
an inch teller than the littla French
gentleman.,

“Zousand and zousand =anks, mw
little one ! beamed Mdssoo effusively.
“I tell zo good Quelch, I tell overyvuon,
vab it 15 zat you shall do so brave. Mais
oul ! Lt je vous dis—I say to you, some
time if zere is anyzing zat I can do to
show ze zanks you say vun vord, and it
is done! Comprenesz 3™

“Oh!  Thank you, sirl” gasped
Peter,
“Du tont ! beamed MMossoo.  “Com-

mand me, ven zab zere is anyzing., You
ke one verrce good garcon, mon cher
petit Todd [

_ Peter got away at last. DMossoo went
into_his study, and Peter hoped that he
v-m:l;ci not discover the gum on the
spol !

Peter's conseience was worrving him
a little, Tt was rather awkward to be at
war with an effusive little gentleman
who was beaming with gratitude and
good will.  Own the other hand, Wibkley
was sacked, and all the Remove agreed
that old Wib had to be avenged!

*Hallo, hallo, hallol Here's the
jolly old hevo ! ejaculated Bob Cherry,
as Peter came out into the quad.
Toddy gave him a glare,

" Bhut up, ass!™ he snapped.

ALy dear chap, it’s all over the
sehool now!™ said Harry Wharton,
langhing, “Froggy ha= been telling the
world 1™

“Bother him ™ grunied Peter.

“Well, it was rather placky, old
mun [ saud Johnny Bull. “That tramp
might have made a hospital case of
you !

“The pluckinlness was  terrifie, my
absurd Toddy,” declaved Hurree Jamset
Ram Singh,

“It's  beastly  awkward!™  grunted
Peter. “I've just met the little ass
coming ont of Lie study after Alling up
beis 1nkpot with pum——"'

L von fathead ! interjected Archi-

bald Lopper.

“You shut up. Popper!™ hooted
Poter, * You've got too much to say for
a now kud, Look here, vou fellows, I
dov’t know why vou'ie letting Froggy
off, bttt I'm not letting him off. See?
But it’s rather beastly. He stopped me
to sav that he would do anvthing he
cotld 1o =how his thanks—-1 mean his
ranks—"

1la, ha, Lat”

“And the little ass means i, I think,"
went on Poter. “He's a grateful little
1diot, UE course, that tramp would
have smashed Lim like a potate if 1
hadn’t butted in. But I dot’t want his
dashed zanks; 1 want to make him it
up for getting old Wibley sacked 1

“ Wibley would rather you didn't, you
asz 1" snapped Archibald.

“What do you koew about Wibley,
vou checky chump? You've never even
seen the chap; ron came after he
lefe—"

“Ha, ha, ha!” roaved the Famous
Five,

“Well, what iz therve to cackle at in
that?” demanded Peter, and he gave an
exasperated snort and walked away.

“Look here, Wib——" began Bob
Cherry.

“Cheeso it, fafhead!”

“1 mean, look here, Popper, why not
let Toddy into the secret?”

“Why not let all Greviriars into it ¥
snorted  Archibald,  “Why not  tell
Quelch and the Head and the board of
governors ! Don't be an ass 1™

“Toddy would Lkeep it dark—"

“And very likely call me Wibley in
front of a dozen fellows! IHe's as big
amn asg as you are—and that's saying a
fot 1"

“Well, I think—"

“You don't! ¥ou can’t! If you can
think, try to think out how to get that
gum out of Froggy's inkpot before he
dips a pen into it.”

*I give that otie up,” said Bob. “ You
can think that one out !”

Archibald grunted and walked inte
the House.

Mossoo was looking so beaming and
good-tempered that morning that once
more the disguised junior was thinking
that the time was getting ripe for earry-
m% out his plan.

ut once more ever:,rlhing waz going
to be spoiled by a fatheaded jape on
meggv.

I +f‘u'fu-:~suu dipped a pen into that
gumn 1t was certan that s good temper
would evaporate on the spat.  Archi-
bald was going to stop it if he could.

In Masters’ Passage, Monsicur Char-
pentier was standing in eonversation
with Mr. Queleh. Hg{ﬂ cheery, smiling
face was a suflicient indication ithat he
had not yet discovered that his ink had
beon tampered with.

There was a chance for Archibald to
weigh in.

“If wou please, Monsieur Charpen-
tier " he began meekly.

Mossoo glanced at him quile kindly,
This new junior had never taken park
e the vags i the Freoch elass, and he
was—to that exienl—in Mossoo's good
ErACes.

*Yat is i, Poppaic?” asked Monsieuy
Clinrpenlicr,

“Aight T borrow vour Fronch dig-
tionary for a few minutes, sir?  I've
lent mine ond—-"

“Mais certainement, meon garcon!
He s on ze table in re study,” answered
Maossoo unsuspiciously.

“Thank vou., sir!"

Archibald woent
mazter's shudy,

The dictionzry lav on the table, but
he did not heed t; he gave his alien-
tion to the inkpot, :

Lo pour out the gum nlo the waste.
paper-basket, wipe the inkpot round
with a dusier, and vefill it from the
bottle on the shelf would not have faken
him more than a couple of minutes,

He grabbed up the inkpot.

As he did zo there was o voiee [rom
ihe doorway.

“Popper "

{Continned on geige 22}

into  1he  Trench
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A TOUR OF THE SCHOOL.

(1)

ITere 15 ihe greem and sunny court
UF our old friend, King Cricket,
And here the mighty men of sport
Do wonders at the wicket.
We cheer when Gwynne and Wingate
wield
The bat in Sixth Form matches;
Or when our fellows in the field
Take wickets and make catches.

AFTER SCHOOL HOQURS
The Picnic Party

(1}

Tmir‘s go for a picnic to-day,

No day could be possibly fairer;
We'll call at Clif House on the way

For Marjorie, Dolly, and Clara.
Then out on the river we'll go,

And ghde along shadewy channels;
Itls just the right day for a row,

Bo get out your spotless white flannels,

{2)

Of course. we knew Bunter would scent
The trail of our well-hidden hamper;
Ile knows which direction we went,
And follows us ont in a scamper.
Our eiforts to dodge him are vain,
And girls are too jolly soft-hearted;
We'll brain himn (if he has a brain 1)
As soon as the girls have departed.

(3)

Upon Popper’s Istand we land,

Though careful to open our pecpers,
In caze the old bean’s near at hand,

We don't want a row with his keepers.
(.. There iz no one in sipht,

And goon we are merrily eating;
And this we agree with delight—

A nies summer picnic wants heating !

When someone told Quelchy the worst,
That Bunter had suddenly burst,
Said Quelchy, quite grim:
* It was thoughtless of him,
e might hu:e a&kn:d my E:h‘im fief [
How do we know Bunter is sad after
dinner §
By his sighs (sizc).

{The Playing Fields.)
(2)

And it was hers, the other nipht,
I dreamed | scored a million;
I banged the leather out of sight,
Clean over the pavilion !
Next day I got my usual duck,
A rotten fluke, I thought it:
I hanged the ball, and—just my luck !—
Some silly blighter caught it !

(3

One plaving feld is large and wide,
The other rather smaller;

They're known as Big and Little Side
To every pay stonewaller,

On Big Side senior games are played,
The junicrs have the ather;

And we, beneath the elm-trees’ zhade,
Cheer cither—we don’t hother |

THE GREYFRIARS
ALPHABET

TOM BROWN
(The New Zealander of the Hemove.)

B is for Brown—Now Zealand's zon,
And really quite o decent one!
Becayse s right-hand hook would stun,
I smile on Browney like the sun !

At boxing Browney takes the bun;
Ie's champion of the half-mile run,
And almost from the starter’s gun
You'ro pretty sure that Brown has won,

ITe'a keen on every sport and fun,

It cads like Loder (beastly son !L

Tom Brown 15 guite content to shun.

Small postal orders hy the ton

He's eashed for Bunter—geiting none !—

WYWhen ﬂt}i‘tl‘- fat fraud his “sarn® has
Hspun,

If you'll excuse my litHa pun—

And now—booray [—these ryhymes are
done |

ANSWER TO PUZZLE

The hill was for £2. By payving a
peany less the man would not have te
put a 2d. veceipt slamp on it, so he
wonld make a penny, and Fishy would
make a penny=—or, rather, two cenis,

2
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A WEEKLY BUDGET
OF FACT AND FUN

By
THE GREYFRIARS
RHYMESTER

RN AN NN B

GREYFRIARS GRINS

When Mauly was on holiday, he told
his doctor he suffered from peneral
fatigue, and the dootor treated him to
all the modern medicines at » cost of
about £20, which made Mauly so tired
he ecould hardly crawl back to school.
When he got there, Mr, Quelch cured
him completely in five minutes with the
aid of a single cane, which just shows
that the simple old-fashioned remedies
are aften the best.

-
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Guests arriving at Ogilvy's hirthday
party, the other evening, were surprised
to see Bunter sitting uneasily in the
centre of the table., Oggy explained

FLLLEL LT L L Py TR LTI T T T AT

PUZZLE PAR

Fisher T. Fish went into 1he
tchool outfitters to pay his bill,
and suggested to the man that if
ha prid him a penny less than
the tetal, each of them would
make a penny. How was thisi

Answer at foot of col. 2

| ]
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that he thouglt he would like lo have
his birthdey cake an the table, even
though he was too late to cut it

Here's a riddle for Peter Todd, When
15 & lawyer Like an ass?

When he draws a conveyance !

Why iz the sun like Quelchy'’s temper?

Becanze when it's hot we're oflen
tanned.

Why is Virgil like a erocked tunnel?

Becavse it's a roften hore.

The worst thunderstorm for many
vears shook Greyfriavs to itz founda-
iions the other night. Tom Dutton says
he wizhes fellows wouldn't congh when
he iz trying to slecp.

It is unfair to zay ihat 1-'|'nli1|_-.;e1:l_ﬂE
yellow on Bunter's face are the yemains
of hiz breakfast epg this morming. They
aro the remains of his breakfast cgyg
three weeks ago.
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THE GREYFRIARS GUIDE WILL BE ON PARA

—— .
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DEAGAIN NEXT SATURDAY !
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“Oh1” gasped Archibald.

e spun vound, inkpoet in hand.

Mr. Quelch was looking in at the
doorway with a grim eye. .

Mossoo was an  unsuspicious little

entleman. He had not doubted that
‘spper wanted to lock at his dietion.
ary, but it seemed that Mr. Quelch had.

“What are you doing with that ink-
pot, Popper ' asked Mr. Queleh, in an
icy voieo. " e 2

“Oh " gasped Archibald., " ID—-I—

“Mais, mon cher Queleh.” Mossoo
looked in, at the Remove master’s side,
“Fat iz all right; Poppaire desire to
gee zo dictionary—" .

“He appears to me to be mere in-
terested in the inkpot than the diction-
ary, Monsicur Charpentier!” said M.
Queleh, *“Have you come here to play
some foolish prank, Popper 1

“{h, no, sir '’

“J trust not 1" said Mr. ?ueich dryly.
“Hand that inkpot to me _‘nfg}cr.”

ith deep feelings Archibald handed

{he inkpot to his Form-master.

Mr. Oueleh examined it, then his Jaw
aet Jike a viee.

“Ciam ™ he ejaculated.

“Mon DHeu!  exclaimed Monsieur
Charpentier. “Zabt mauveis garcon
I'eppair—'

“{Go to my study, Popper I" _
Alr. Quelch followed Archibald to his
siudy; in that study he picked up a

CRIN 3

“ Popper,” said Mr. Quelch gquietly
and grimly, it appears to me that you
have m propensity for foolish practical
joles, which it is my duty, as your
TForm-master, to eradicate. On Satur-
day I had to punish you for locking
the porter in 8 shed; now I have to
puniszh you for placing guom in 8
master’s inkpot shall on this occa-
gion trake the punishment maore scvere,

Popper, in the hope that it will be &
wagﬁfng to you. Bend over that chair,
FPopper 1

In third school that morning there was
one follow in the Remove who was qguite
unable to keep still.  All through a
painful hour the most active ecl haa
nothing on Archibald of the Remove.

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
The Worm Turns !

'] JOLLY well won't !" roared Billy
I Bunter. :
“You jolly well willl” said
Peter Todd

“Look hero, you heast h

“You belong to this study, Bunter,”
gaid Peter. “This study ain't proud of
vol, but there it fa. This is a fighting
study. Thiz study is on the wurpath!
You've got to play up. Sce?”

“Think I want to be whopped?®”
roarcd DBunter,

“IF you don't want to be whopped.
- old fat man, you'd better play up!™
Potor gmnpmi a ericket stump from the
ghelf 11 Btudy No. 7 and flourished it
“Where will you have it?"

Billy Bunter dedged round the study
table: he did not scem 1o want ot
anvwhere. <

On the table in Study No. 7 lay &
large flab cardboard box, Once it had
contained shirts; now it contained soot,
For guite & long time Peter had been
busy after elass, extracting soot from
the study chimney. The box was full
of 1t

“You fatr, frowsy funk!” went on
Peter indignantly. “ You're getting the
casiest part of the job., Dluiton and I
are going fo fix up that box of snot over
the door in Mossoo’s study.  All you've
got to do 1= to keep cave in the passage
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and whistle if he blows along, so fthat
we can drop out of the window in
time, "’ )

“And suppese I'm spotted hanging
about the passage !

oy Sugpnsn we're
stuely ?

“Well, I shouldn't mind that,” said
Bunter, “But I don't want to be
whopped, Peter. There'll be a fearful
row if Alossoo walks into a booby-trap
like thet. I'd rather keep elear of it
I say, Peter, kecp that cricket stumyp
away, you beast]”

Whack !

“ Yaroooh " )

Bunter dodged round the table again,

“Look here, yvou beast, you leave me
out of it ' he howled. “I'm not going
to heve anything to do with ra.gginf;
Froggey, I told Wibley I wouldn't——"

“Y¥ou told Wibley ! repeated Peter.
“Why, you fat, frowsy fibber, you
haven't scon Wibley for weeks.”

“I—I—I mean I told Popper——"

“Blow Popper ! hooted Peter. “I'm
fod-up with Popper! If you say Popper
again I'll wallop you 1”

“But Popper— Yarocooh! Keep
that stump away, you beast!” Bunter
circumnavigated the study table once
more, ond then darted behind the arm-
chair, gasping for breath, “I tell
Tou—

“Playing up?’ grinned Pelor.

“No!” reared Bunter. “I1 tell youn
vou're not going to land me into a fear-
ful row! E’i’h:.r, it would be a Head's
flogging all round for mopping that
soot over a beal's napper ! psicdes, 1
don't want to rag Mosson, and I told
Wibley—I mean I told Popper—=2

Whacl: !

“ ¥ aroooh

“T'll keep thiz wp as long as vou do,”
saicl Peter gemally. “ If you don't want
to back up this study you can change
info another—if anybody will take you
in! Bo long as you're in this siudy
vou back up the study—if ¥ have to
wear out a ericket stump on youl Are
you going to play up?"

“No! howled Bunter,

Whael !

Billy Bunter flew round the armchair
and round the table.

After him flew Peter.

There was a succession of reports like
pistol-shotz as the cricket stump
whacked on the tightest trousers at
Greviriars.

Bunter rushed for the door,

Peter headed him off, and he went
round the table again.

Whack, whack, whack !

“ Yow-ow-ow ! Stoppik 1
Bunter. “I—I'm lphg.-m
I—1 want to hep!
thing ! Oh crik&;,n”

“Good man!” zaid Ieter approv-
mgly. * Btick to that, Bunty ! Bure you
foel keen on it 3"

“Ow! Yes! Wow!" gasped DBunter.
“Keep off you beast!™

“All right thenlt” DPeter laid down
the cricket stump. *I'll cut down and
s whether Iroggy's gone out yvet.
Must make sura he's clear of his
guarters. I won't be long Bunty.”

“ Beast !"

Peter, grinning, left the study.

Bunicr-—not grinning—remained.

He shook a fat fist after the disappear-
ing Tanky fizure of Toddy.

“Beast [ hissed Dunter.

The Owl af the Remove did not hike
the ericket stump! Peter had rather a
heavy hand with it DBut, little az he
liked the hat, Bunter liked the prospect
of a Head's flog ing still less.

Peter was o ﬁ:ﬁuw to run risks. Billy
Bunter was not. The bare thought of
what might follow that reckless jape
made Bunter eringe.

spotted in  the

ELE]

roared
up, old chap!
itke—like any-

It was true (hat Peter and Duiton
were going to take most of the rizk.
Tunter was going to take least. DBut
Bunter did not want to take any. Ho
had a strong objection to taking risks.

Under the persuasion of the cricket
stump Bunter had agreed to play up.
But nothing, as a matter of fact, was
further from his intentions. It was said
of old that the worm will turn. Bunter
was going to turnl

His oyes gleamed beliind his spectacles
as he wriggled from the painful effects
of the ericket stump

There was more batting to come, if
he did not play up. The study-leader
in Study No. T had no use for funks.
But Bunter was not going to take part
in that reckless jape. Mot if Peter had
wiglded & cericlet bat instead of =
e Beast! T jolly well

' Beast 11 jolly well show him!™
breathed Eunmr‘l )

Feter would be coming back to the
study soon—as soon az he had ascer-
tained that the coast wasz clear, When
he came back, he would discover that
the worm had turned. Bunter was
going to jolly well show him 1

The fat junior blinked out into the
Remove passage. Nobody was to be
seen there.

He lifted a chair into the passage.
Then he lifted the cardboard box of oot
from the table, and stﬂl}]md on the chair.

Standing on the chair outside the
doorway, the fat Owl lifted the long,
fat box to the top of the door.

He drew the door under it, till it was
only a foot open.

The box lodged micely on the top of
the door, and on the lintel over the
doorway.

It was perfectly safe there—till the
door was pushed open!  When that
oceurred, whoever I{J!IE}E’E&& it open was
certain to meet with a sudden surprise,
Inevitably, the box of
descend on his head.

Baunter grinned—a vengeful grin |

Peter had gathored that soot for &
booby-trap. He was going te get the
booby-trap when he came back for
Bunter. After that boxful of soot had
descended on his head, Peter was likely
to be too busy for some tine to think of
japes on I'roggy and batting Bunter
into taking a hand in the same!

The fat Owl stepped down from the
chair. He could not put it back in the
study without moving the door. He put
it in the next study, out of sight.

hen, grinning, he rolled away.

_ If there was going to be more stump-
ing, that stumping was: going to be
avenged in advance!

Billy Bunter chortled., a fat chortle,
a3 he rolled off the scene. In Btudy
No. T the sooty boohy-trap waited for
Peter, and when it landed on his head,
he would learn—tco late—that the worm
had turned!

soot  would

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.
The Big Idea !

e ALLO, halle, hallo!
for Fﬂtl, Teoddy [
The Famous TFive joined
Pelor Todd, as he same away
from the stairs.
Peter waved them off.

“Go and look for somebody else 1™ he

Looking

suggested. " I'm busy just now !

“If that means that you're on
Frogey's trail again—" began Harry
Wharton.

“ Tt means Just that !

“Then vou can wash 1t out I™ saied the
captain of the Remove., * We've got an
idea, Toddy—-="

“MWhose?” asked DPefer,
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Mr. Huggins advanced on Monsieur Charpentier with jutting jaw and clenched fisis. Next momenf Peter Todd ¢ame whizzing
along on his bieycle and crashed right into the broken-nosed rufMian sending him crashing backwards. The bike landed on

“0Oh, don't he an ass! Come out inte
the guad, and we'll tell youl"

“Seen Fropgy ¥ asked Peter,

“Yes: he's trotbhing in the quad,”
answercd Nugent.

“Then 've got important business in
hia study o

“You haven't!” grinned Bob Cherry,
“You've got important business with us,

old bean!t Come on ™

"Rot! DI've got fo find Dutton,
and—-"

“Mover mind Dutton now 1" inters

rupted Johnny Bull. “ e along,
Toddy 1™

The Famous Five surronnded Toddy
and walked him into the quad. Peter
had not much choiee about geing; but
ha looked very rostive,

“Look here, what's this rame?” he

demanded, *“I've got it all cut and
dried. T've got a box of soot in my
study for Yroggy—"

“Leave it there!” =aid Bob

“I've just been batting Bunter to
make him play up——"

“ Probably he'd rather nob!™ grinned
Bob, “Never mind Bunter! Now,
Toddy, we've got an idea—a top-
noteher ! SBomething better than rag-
ving Froggy! Look here, how wouid
vou like to geb old Wibley back to
Greyfriavs T

Poeter stared, :

“Id dike it all right! Think I can
wet a fellow back when the Ilead's
sacked him?  What are you talking
about, fathead?™

“ We think yon can do it, Toddy, and
you're the only fellow at Greyiriars whe
can ! said Hlarvey Wharten,

“What the thump——-::=

“You reniemboer what you told us this
mprning | Frogey’s fearfully graicful
for what you did for himi on Satur-
day—

*Chuck thati”

“That's the point! Ile's overflowing

top of Huggins and Peter Todd went fying,

with gratitude. MNow, why let all that
gratitude run to waste?™

“Bheer waste !” said Bob, grinnming.
“"Waste not, want not, Toddy !

“If you mean anything,"” saul Peter,
“would you mind telling me what you
meat ' Vve no bime now for Gnding ong
riddles™

2 Suplmse vou asked Frogey a
favour ¥ said Harry., * He—"

“I'll wateh it I" grunted DPoter.

“Shut uvp a minute and listen! Ile
couldn't refuse, after telling the whele
school what a splendid chap you nve,
and s¢ on and so forth. Buppese you
asked him to go casy with Wilbley "

“Oh 1" ejaculated Poter.

“You told us he said he would do
anything to show his thanks—"

“Not guitea! He zaid he would do
anyzing to show his zanks.™

YTFathead ! Mossoo's a good little
ass, and he's a man of his word., Wibley
thinks that a word from him wonld be
enough {o make the Head wash our the
expulsion—"

“How the thowmp do you know what
Wibley thinls?"

“0hl Akl Well, I'm sure of it!
Look here, you can see it's jolly likely,”
nrged Wharton, " Froggy was upect by
Wib guying him.  He went to the Head
and demanded hiz expulsion, and got
it.  But the Head wasn't keen on il—
and we know that Queleh didn’t Like it
o bit! It ail hanzs on Mossoo! Now,
if Alossoo poes to Dr. Locke and azks
him to let Wib off, thore’s a jolly gomd
sporting chance for Wib—see ¥

T 1 eaid DPeter.

“You're in Froggy's good graces,
owing to your hereic rescue siunts”
eeinped Bob.  “And he sald he would
do anything——"

“1 don't sce how he could refusel”
catd Frank Nuogent, “(f course. you
will have to put it tactinlly 1| He's gob
Lis back up with old Wib. Cet him

tatking, and bring up the subject in a
tactful way—-"

“Thae tactfulness of the esteemed
Toddy 15 tervilic amd ridiculous,” said
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh solenmnly.

Yot him to lea in your study,™
sald Harey, *That will pleaze him!
He likes teamng in o fellow’s study—it
makes him feel popular——"

“And we'll oall conimbute to e
spread, of course 1" said Nugent, “We'll
make it the spread of the term.”

Y Get revervthing we think he Lkes—
exeent frogs, of course,” said DBolb.
“YWeo can't stand him frogs[”

“11a, ha, ha!”

“Ile iikes being made moch of 1Y
nrgedd Harey, " You get him lo your
studdy, Toddy, to tea. We roll mn for
the party with lois of stulfl Soeed
We a !”La.‘ll-: te him nicely—best manners
on—

“We can ask him about his relationg
i Franee,” z2aid Johony Bull.  * He

Yores the other Leoaka to weeping by

telling thom about little Gustave, and
Hitle Adolphe, aod liitle Heor, and
Iittle  Henriette, and the rest.  Well,
we'll jolly well et hiin bore us.”

“In a good cause, we can stand ihe
forriie bovefualnees 19 deelaied e
Nabnob of Bhanipur,

“And when he's {olked himself into
a first-class temper, you bring up the
subject of Wibley in o tactfol way 1™
wenk on Whaclon., “We all tell b
how sanely woe miss old Wik——"

“"And how Wib never really meant
rdiotic

any harm  with  that guying
<t unt ** eaigd Johnny Bull .
“And vou jolly well ask him to

1+

speak to the Head and get Wibley ofl
sitid T, “He can’t say no.”
Peter Todd nadded thoughtfally,
le-had to admat that 1t was a brighs
ielea.
Mossoo's coffusive gratitude for the
Tue Magwer Lismany,—No. 1,538,
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service Peter had rendered him, was,
sn to speak, runpning to waste,  This
was & uso {0 which it could be put.
And to what better use could it be puk,

than in fprevaiiing on Mossoo to put in
a word for poor old Wib?
Ragging Froggy was all very well;

but it would not help Wibley, 'This
might have the effect of reinstating
Wib in his old place at Greyfriars!
Indeed, it looked a “cert.” For how
could Mossoo, after all his effusive
eloquence on the subject of what Peter

had done, refuse the first request the
junior made to him? He simply could
nok

“By gum!” said Peter. “I's a
winner I

“Not go funny as ragging Froggy
with & box of soot,” grinned Bob. "' Dut
a good deal more use to old Wib,
what ** :

“Yes, rather! It's rather a pity fo
cut out that j:spe—’l had it all cut and
dried. Bup—"

“It's up to you, Toddy. Nobody else
ecan do 1t—Fmglﬁ.f ian't bursting with
gratitude to anybody else. And good-
ness knows how long it will last, too.
Strike the iron while it’s hot 1"

“Go and ask him now, old chap.”

*Get him to the study, and we'll go
and do the shopping, and blow in with
the stuff—"

“Right-ho 1" said Poter. “It's a go!
Looks to me like & winner. The little
ass simply can’t refuse, when it’s put
to him i!'Ie said that he'd do sonytlung
for me—and he ecan't eat hiz own
wards, hefore half a dozen fellows, too,
By gum, it would be ripping to get old
Wibk's expulsion washed out. Leave it
to me, yvou chaps,™

“Good man !

“Bravo, Toddy 1"

“Go and sunﬂlrlc him mow, helore ha
goeg in to tea, Toddy !™

“Go it, old chap!™

Peter nodded, and walked off towards
the ¢lms, where the French master was
taking his trot before tea.

The Famous Five exchanged glances
of satisfaction.

Wibley, in his guise of Archibald
Popper, had been back & couple of
weeks without being able fo solve his

roblem, It looked as if the Fuamous
five had solved it for hun! If this
stunt was & success, Archibald would
disappear—and William Wibley would
be Lack in his old place. That was a
vory happy prospect,

“It's a winner!™
Wlharton.

“PBank on 1! said Bob confidently.

And the Famous Five walked away
to the school shop, to lay in supplies for
tea in Toddy's study on & generous
scale, Lvervthing they fancied that
Aossoo liked was going lo be on the
festive bLoard—excopt, of course, frogs
Frogs, as Bob had remarked, were
beyond their resources. The chuns of
the Remove did gquite extensive shop-
ping in a mood cf cheery aunticipation,

declared Iarry

el w—

THE SEVENTEENTH CHAPTER.
An Unexpecled Welcome !

i OT the soot ready ¥
“Shut up!” hissed Peter
Todd,

“Eh? asked Dutton.

Peter was heading for the Elm Wall,
where Massoo  was  laking hils  brot
before tea.

Tom Dutton met him on his way.
Dutton had been hanging about for
some time, waiting for Toddy ta give
the word. Iie was, so far, unaware
that ihe rag in DMossoo’s study was
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washed out. The last he had seen of
Poter, Peter had been gathering soot
for the rag, and so far as Tom knew,
the soot was still featured in the pre-
gramme,

“I've been waiting for you, Toddy,”
he went on, "I say, have you scen
the old bean?”

“Shut up !" roared Pefer

He could not see Monsicur Char.
pentier at the moment, but he knew
that Moszoo was somewhere at hand.

“Eh, why!" asked Dutton, “You're
%umg on  with the rag, ain’t you,
*ater? Haven't wyou got the soot
ready [

Peter breathed hard.

Circumstances were changed, but he
could not tell Dutton, without telling
everybody else within a considerable
distance. And DMossoo was somewhere
near the spot.

“Wharion wants to speak to rou,
Dutton !** he shouted.”

“Eht Neover mind Wharton now!
TIi vou haven’t got the soot—""

“He's in the tuckshop.”

“¥You bet,” said Dutton.  “It will

make him hop oll right! Make him
bound, if yvou ask me."”

“0Oh erikey ! Go and see Wharton I
velled Poter. “It's important ! Whar-
ton will explain.”

“Oh, that's rot!” said Dutton, "I
don't think it & shame. DBesides, it'a
yvour idea, Peter--you plapned the

whole thing! What do you mean by
gaying it's & shame?”

1 didn't "' shricked Peter.
Wharton will explain.™

“Eh! He looked all right when I
saw him in the gquad ten manuies agoe!
What sort of a pain?

“Go and zee Wharton in the shop ™
roared Peter,

“1 wish you wouldn't yell at a chap,
Tm:h_Hl I can heer all right when
ot dlon't mumble! What am [ to sec
Vharton for?"

“It's important 1"

“I don't see what the porter’s got to
do with it. Do vou mean that Gosling s
there, or whati”

“ N)u—yes—anything you like——"

“Whose bitke?"”

“"Dh erumbs! Just
Peler.

“Do you mean because Wharton's got
a pain? I don't see how I can do hun
any pood if he has! Buat U'll go, 1f you
hke,” saud Dutton,

And he went—mueh to Peier's relief,

Peter pursued his way—bui he had
not far to go. He spoited Monsicur
Cliarpentier,  sitting on one of the
benehes under an elm. That elm had
hidden him from view hitherlo.

There was a smile on Mossoo's face,
Tvidently he had heard Petee's talk wilh
Tom Dutton, and was rather amused
Liy the difficulties of conversation wnh
the deaf Removite.

That smile, however, showed that
Mosson suspeeted nothing from  what
he hod heard. It had not oceurred fa
him that the oot mentioned by Duttoun
had been destined for his own Gallic
napper !

ater folt a2 momentary gualm: bot
the French master’s genial nod, and his
Lkind, beaming smile, reassured hun.,

e pood Diutton, he is a leatle difli-
enle for ze falk, n'est-ce pas?"” smiled
Mosson, as Peter stopped by the bench.
“You vish o speak viz me, mon cher
Todd *" he added.

“Yee, sir!” saild Peler. 1 was won-
dering, sir, if yon'd be so good as to
honour me by coming to tea In wmy
study.™ s

Monsieur Charpentier beamed.

“2faiz ouwi, mon cher Todd!"™ he
pnswered at once. " You arc one verres
good boy, Todd; I zink ze most best in

“1 zaid

gol"  roared

ze Remoyve! Je viens—I come viz
pleasure—I snll be please—I sall be
enchante [

“"You're very good, sir!" said Peter
meekly.  “It would be such a pleasure
1o us, sir, if you would."”

“ Mais certainement,” beamed
Mossoo. He rose from the bench, “Ib
is as you vish, bon cher Todd ™

“Thank you, sir! My friends will
be so delighted 1™ said Peter, ass he
walked toward: the House with the
I'rench master,

“Anyzing zat vill please you, mon
hrave garcon, zat vill pleass ma ("
declared Monsieur Charpentier.

Two or three fellows on the Remove
landing, stared at Peter as he arrived
there with Monsieur Charpentier.

‘T'he Remove being at eadly feud
with Froggy, they were surprised to
see  Peter, hitherto one of the most
determined raggers, in such company.

“What's up?” whispered Skinner, as
Toddy passed,

"I‘-’hihmg}_ ass I

“1 mean, is it a rag?" asked Skinner,
mystified.

“Bhut up, fathead 1" hissed Peter,

e walked up the passage with his
distinguished uwest.  The Remove
lellows: stared after them.

“What's Toddy's game?” asked Bol-
EOVCY IIAJOT.

“DBlessed if T know 1 Mugt be a rag, I
suppose,” sald Skinner, *“He's got &
lot of nerve, though, if he's taking
Frogay to lus study for » rag.”

“Oh, Toddy's got tons of nerve™
remarked Hazeldene.

“Yos, but—"

“Well, it must
Bolsover. * Let’s watch

They stood on the landing, watching—
and theee or four fellows looked out of
v siundies, equally  surprized and
it erested.

LUnheeding them, Peter Todd walked
his distingmshed guest up the passage,
i Study No. 7.

‘There he politely stood aside for the
French iaster to enler fivst.

Aonsicur  Charpentier  pushed  the
door, which was already about a foot
open, sid stepped in.

Woat bappened next was a surprise to
Mossgo — and to DPeterl  Something
crashed down on the Little Freach gentle-

be a said

LH
ra
|8 &

mign's head from the top of the deoor.
Tleere was o gasping howl.

*Mon IDheu!  Vat—=  Urrrrgegh!
Ooach 7

Monsicur Charpentior staggered in the
doorway, grabbing at soot. Boob clothed
bime like & garment. It smothered him
from head to foot. He was a pillar of
soot,  Clowds of it Hew on all sidas, as
he staggered and tottered and gasped
and splutfered.

'eter stood fransfixed.

“Lih oerikey ! ke gpasped.

From the fellows in the passape came
a roar. They had no doubt that this
waz why Peter had brought Frogey
there.

=5 ]h'l,., hin, ha

“Ureggh ™ guorgled Mossoo,
“Wuorrgh ! Oocoogh! Vat 13 it?
Vat? 1 am smozzer! I am choketl [
am smozser viz—viz soob! Mon Dieul
LLE

Channooonoagh !

(e

THE EIGHTEENTH CHAPTER.

Sooty !
"H

A, ha. ha!” came a yell along
ihe passage.
“{h, my hat! Look!”
“What a nerve!l” gasped
=kinner.
“*He, ha, ha I
ST'errgh ! Yurreeh 1

enluttored the



unhappy Mosso0, stagpering and claw.
ing soot. "1 am smozeer! Todd, veu
bad boy—you baddest of all e bad boys
~—proopgh 17

“Oh erumbs ™ gasped Peter. “I-—I
e&y, sir—I—I never—"

“Qoogogh ] Mauvais pareon !” splut-
tered Mossoo through the scot. " Verree
bad and vicked boy ! I am smozeor——"

“I—I—1 never—" stultered Peter.
“1—1 say, sir—I say—— Whoooop !”

Smack !

Peter staggered, as the French master
smacked, wilh a sooty hand.  That
snack made Peter's head sing, and lefs
all extensive sooty smudge.

Smack, smack ]

“ I say-——" yelled Peter. * Here, you
keep off ! I never—  Yooooop IV

Smack, =mack, smack!

Bretey dodged wildly.

Mosson, with a face as black as the
ace of spades, and his eyes glewming
through the blackness, followed him up,
splutlering with soot and {ury.

All hizs kind and grateful feelings
fonwards Toddy had vanished on the
spot. He had no doubt—how could he
have any?—that ‘Loddy had led him
there, specially to put his head into that
broaby-Lrap |

The voung rascal had planned all this,
Mossoo nm?m-sw-c-d now the mention of
sgob by Dutton in the quad. 'This was
the soot.

Ile had no doubls. Neither had lhe
Roemove fellows yelling with langhter i
the passage.  'Uhey wondered at Toddy’s
antazing nerve; but they had no doubt
that he bad planned the whole thing.
Certainly it looked as if he had. .

FPoeter could not have explained, if
Mao=zoe had given him time. Ile did
not know how it had happened.

But Mozsoo did not give him time.
He smacked Toter's head vight and left.
He smacked hard, and he smacked
often,

Mohody would hove puessed, jost then,
that, & few mnnules apgo, Mossoo T
regarded Toddy with effusive gratitude
anid  admiration. He smachked and
siacked, transferring guite a lot of the
soolb to Toddy in the progess.

“Ohw ! Btoppit ! howled Peter, dodg-
ing frantically. * erikevr! Oh
crumbs ! Keep off] 1 tell you 1 nover
did— Yarooocoh I*

Smack, smack, smack |

Peter flew down the passage.
him flew Mossoo, scatiering sout.

After
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study deorwars juniors looked out, yell-
ing with Janghter.

The fellows on the landing dodged out
of the way as Pefor flew past, with
Mosson in fieree pursuit.  Soot svattered
on all sides, and left a trail behind
Mossoo as he vushed.

“Zat you stop 1" shricked Monszieur
Charpentier. “leoutez, mauvaia
garcon ! Zat you stop viz yourself, and
I sinack vou zo head 1™

That did not induce Peter to stop,

He flew across the landing, and
dodged into the Fifth Form passage.
Hcidid that passage like the cinder-
pati.

Coker of the Fifth, in his stwdy door-
way, gave lilm an angry stare as e flew

azt, <
e Lock herel!” roaved Coler angrily.
“Yon cheeky fug, what do you wiean by
rucing about heve?  Stop ¥

Coker stepped out of his doorway,
glaving after the flecing Peter.

Mot having any eyes in the back of
his head, Coker did not sce the scoty
French master come whipping round the
corncy from the landing., Neither did
Mossoo, in bis haste, sre Coker, till he
crashed into the small of Coker's back.

“Oh 1" gasped Coker, as he gspun over
on his hands and kneos. * Who—what—
oh! Here, pervoff ! Where did that
nigger come from? Gerroff, you cheeky
nigger |

Massoo eprawled over the sprawling
Coker,

{"oker twisted round, staring in angry
astonizshment ot a black face.

“Urrerggh 1* spluttered  Monszieur
Charpenticor.

“iereoff 1 roared Coker. Ile (}JUE]IEEI
the black man roughly off, and stag-

gered to his feet. You checkyv nigger!
Where did you spring from? What—"

“Mon Diea! spluttered Monsiour
Charpentier. “Nom d'un nom d'un
notn du chien! Name of & name of a

name of a dog! Oooogh 17

“(Oh crikey 1 guspeg Coker. *ls—is
—is that Dlossoo ?™

*Ha, ha, ha 1™

Mossoo tottercd to Tos feef.  He gave

a sooty rlare up tho passage—hbut 'eter
Todd had \'a,nirﬁmr] into space. )
Gasping for breath, and spluitering
soot, Monsicr Charpentier  toltered
away. He was not satisfied wiih the
mnber of smacks he had landed on
Peter: but he realised that what he
chiclly recded was a wazh and a changoe.

£2

ITe tollered away down the stairs,
leaving & erowd of fellows shrieking
with Jaughter. IFive fellowe, with
parcels tn their hands, were coming up,
and they stared blankly at the sooty
gentleman, as lie flew past,

“Who——" ejaculated
Wharton.

“ What——" rraaped Bob Cherry,

“What tho thump—"stultercd
Johunuy Bull.

“Ha, ha, ha!” came & vell from the
landing. * That's Mossoo !”

“ Mossoo ! exelaimed Nugent.
“Ha, ha ! yelled Bkinner,
walked him inio a booby-trap ¥

“Toddy did?*” yvelled Wharion.

“Ha, hal Yes! lle had it fixed up
al s study door, and walked Froggy
right into 1t! What n nerve! 1le will
get a flogzing for ihis1"

*The esteomed and idiotio Toldy—"
exclaimed Hurvee Jaweset Rame Singh.

“devver hear of such & nervel”
pasped the Bounder., ™ Walked the man
right into it at his study door 1™ »

*Ha, ha, ha

The blithering owl ! exclaimed Bob
Cherey. * But—but—but e was bring-
g Mroggy up heve to tea in his stady 17

“h cfumbal Did he have the nerve
fo oek a beak {o ten, to get him into a
booby-trap®” yelled Veruon-Smith.

“Ha, ha, ha

“He must be potty [ exclaimed Red-
wing, *“He will get into an awful row
for this

“"What o nerve ! geeped Hazel.

T guess it's the bee's knee 7 chortled
Iizher P, ¥Fish, “I'll zay this is the
grazshopper's whizkers, vou guys |

“What & mneck!” gurgled Bolsover
IHLOF.

“1la, ha, ha ™

“Well, that feara it!” said Dobh
Chervy. “Toddy must have gone olf
his chump, I think! Mossoo won't come
to tea after that, what i

“Ha, ha, ha ™

“I =ay, you fellows!” Billy Bunter
camg ralling up the Remove staircace,
hi= fat face wreathed with grins. "1
zay, did you see Toddy? A moment
ago, I mean. I say, I've just scon him
iovwnstairs—smothered with soot. e,
he, hee ] I say, fancy Toddy going down
in that statel He, he, he !

“*Fathead ! What on earth makes you
think it was Toddy? It was Mossoo IV

Bunter gasped,

{(Contivucd an nexd page.)
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of exercise as well.
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“* Mossoo " he gasped. “What rot!
It was Toddy, wasu't it? Didn't Toddy
go to the study and get the soot?”

“No; Mossoo did ¥

“Oh crikey ¥

Billy Bunter's little: round eyas almost
popped through his big round spectacles
at that startling information. He had
glimpsed & sooty figure, and had no
doubt that Peter had walked into the
Lbooby-trap, as per programne.

“Oh 1o 1 gasped Bunter, “ Wha-a-t

did Maossoo come up here for?  He
never comes up here! I thought
Todd y=—"

“QOh, my hal " roared Bob. “Was it
vou, you fat frabjous freak? Iid you
put up that booby-trap for Toddy ¥

“0Oh, no!” gasped Bunter. “Not if

a beak pot it oy

“Ha, ha, hal® .

“ I—I never knew anything about it 17
gasped Bunter, “ Why, a fellow would
he flogged for getting a beak like that!
Oh crikey ! I meant it for Toddy, of
course, because the beast whacked me
with & stump—I mean, I never did it
at all! 1 havew't been in the study
since claza, and thera wasn't & box of
soot there, and—="

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“QOh, vou fat chump!” gasped Bob.
“You h’iith&ring bandersnateh I You
priceless pifffer ! You—yon—you—-=>"

“(Oh, really, Cherry——-217"

“Oh, bump bhim ! exclaimed Harry

ron fellows—leggo ! yelled
Bunter. 1 never did it, and I meant
it for that beast Toddy, and—yarcooh 1V

Bump, bump, bump !

“Hallo, hallo, 'l%'nlla ! IIare'ﬁﬁTﬁdﬂi‘: '.:;

“That pott ro one " aske
Peter Tﬂﬁd. Fns hgg{lrﬁved on the

“] say. it's been & ghastly
Some mad ass fixed up 8 booby-
trap in my study, and Froggy got 11,
ol ———"

“Yarooh! Leggo! I say, you fellows
—leggo ¥

Bump |

THE MAGNET

“"Dw! Beast! Ow!”

“What are you ragging Bunier for?”
demanded Peter. “Let my prize por-
poise alove! Look here—"

“He's the mad ass that bxed up the
booby-trap 1" gribmed Dob.

“What? roared Ieter.

“Owl I wasn't! I never! I didn't!™
yelled Bunter. “J never put it up for
rou, Toddy because you whacked me!
—I wouldn't! Desides, how was [ io
know that I'rogpy would come to the
study ? I say-—yarcooop !™

i get me gerrat him " gasped Peler.

Bunter flew. After him fHew Poter.

They disappeared up the Remove
passage, both going strong; leaving the
crowd on the landing shrieking with
laughter.

THE NINETEENTH CHAPTER.
Wibley Tries It On!

ILLIAM WIBLEY put his
head out of Mr. Capper's
study, in Masters' Passage,

and looked both ways

Wib was very cautious

He needed to be, for two reasons;
he was in a3 master’s study, which he
had been using as a dressing-room ; and
he had discarded the guise of Archibald
Popper, and was in_ his own proper
person, well known, if he was seen, to
every eve ab Greyiriaye.

Wib had resolved, at long last, to take
his chanco with Mossoo.

Everything looked favourable.

It was a difficult matter certainly.
Wibley, when he interviewed Mossoo,
had, of course, {o interview him in his
awn person, never letting the Frene
master dream that he had been at the
school in disguise.

To do that, he had to discard the
Popper outfit; and at the smine Hime. he
had to take care that no cye fell on
him till Mozzoo's did.

should make a special
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That was where Capper’s study cams
in useful.

ABr. Capper, the Fourth Form-master,
had gone to tea at the vicarage at
Friardalo that afterncon. He was safo
out of the way {iill near calling-over.
A fellow with nerve enough, could uso
his study while he was gone. William
Wibley had nerve enough.

S0 there he wazx. He had taken an
attache-case with him to Capper's study.
From that attache-case, ho extracted a
suit of clothes, and 8 pair of shoes,

sufficiently  unlike those worn by
Archibald.
Intn the attache-rase he packed

Archibald's clothes, Archibald’s brown
hair, Archibald’s thick cyebrows.

He was William Wibley again as he
peered cautiously out from Capper's
doorway.

Ha had to wait till the coast was
elear, to whip along to Mossoo's study,
and whip 1n.

Once safely there, he was pgoing to
wait for Moszoo. .

If the interview was successful, if
Mossoo consented to pardon him, and
speak to the Head in his favour, Wibley
was going to remain Wibley. If he
failed, he was going to change back
into Archibaid, and wait for another
chance. .

In the former case, Archibald would
dicapprar—asd no doubt his disappear-
ance would czuse a lot of surprise.
Thet did not worry Wibley howover.

In the latter case, Archibald was
going to carry omn.

But Wibley hoped for success. Ha
thought he had reason to hope Dhlossoo,
that dav, was in the wvery best of
tempers. Even the gam in his inkpot

h that morning had not perturbed him

very muel. Since class, Archibald had
seonn him  walking under the elms,
smiling and amiable, Then he had scen
him walking fowards the House with
Peter Todd, obviously in the very boest
of tempers. IF Arclubald's chance was
ever conrg, it looked asz if it had come
nOowW.

Wib was going to try it om.

Mozsoo, he supposed, would be going to
iea in Commor-room. After that, ha
wonld ecome to his studv—where he
would find Wibley, rrepared fo turn on
his  utmost cloguence.  Ten to one,
Wibley thought, it would be all right.
Certainly, Wibley had no knowledge of

what had happened in the Remova
passage. It happened  while he was
making  his  preparalions  in Mr.

Capper’s study, and Masters’ Passage
was far from the junior quartcrs.

Had Wibley Lkoown abont the sooly
hoobe-trav at the door of HStudy No, 7
in the Remove he would Lardly have
thought ihis a favourable cccasion for
malking hiz appeal to Mossoo.

But Wib did not know. _

He had last seen Afozsco beaming with
good-temper, and had no reason o
suppose that fhere nad been s chango
Bince.

AMossoo, he supposed, was now af tea.
He had no mean: of knowing fthat
Mossoo was not at tea, but was rubling
and scrubbing at scof, in (e worst
tomper ever. .

Slipping from Mpr Capper’s sindy,
attache-case in hand, Wibley cut alnng
the passage to the French master’s slady
door. ] )

Swiftly he reached it, opened it, and
whipped 1.

e breathed mare frecly when the
door was closed again, Nobody had
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seen him—nobedy was golng to see him,
till- Aloszsoo did.

He warted.

Moosco, of course, would be surprised
to see him there. He would sippose
that Wibley had come to 'the school
specially that afterncon te make an
appeal to him. He could seppose what
he liked, so far as Wib was concerned.
Cortainly, he was never likely to sup-
pose that Wibley had heen at Gregfriars
ever sinte hé was sacked, under the
name of a new junior!

Wibley waited as patiently as he
could,

While he waited, he turned over in
his mind the form, his appeal was o
take. He was prepared to express decp
sorrow and  contrition for  having
guyed DMosson. He was prepared to
hsten to any length of “jaw” with
exemplary meekness, Ii only AMosszoo
was still in a beaming, amiable good-
temper, he folt sure that it would be
all right. -And why should he ndt be?

Footsteps in the passage, at last,
stc-‘l}ped at the door.

ibley’s hearl beat.

The hour was at hand.

Then he heard Monsienr Charpentier’s
voice. He started a little, as he heard
it. It did not sound amiable,

“Go avay viz yon, Todd! Veu vas
one .mauvals garcon—one bad boy! I
tesirve not to speak viz youl®

“But, sir, if you'll let me explain—
It was Peter Todd's voice. '

“Je wvous dis, go avay ! Meosaoo's
squeaky voice rose shrilly. . 1 -sa
nozzings of vat you have done, Todd,
hacause of ze service you rendair la

xr
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of it. It had wanted a lot of cleaning
off. Traces of it lingered in his hair
and his beard and behind his ears. His
brows wore contracted ; his eyes glinted,
He locked thoroughly cross .and  dis-
grantled; which, 1 the circumstances,
was not surprising. MNever, indeed, had
the French master of Greyfriara been
seen to look so utterly unamiable.

Poor Wib's spirits sank as he saw
him. If, with Mossoo in the best of
terpers, his chance had been doubtiul,
it was clear that with Mossoo in this
mood, he had no chance at all.

“ Mauvais garcon!™ the TFrench
master was mutlering as he came in,
evidently referving to Peier. “Tres
mauvais garcon! Moei, je cvois—"
He broke off with a jump at the sight
of the junior in hiz study,

“If—if you please, sir!” stanunered
Wibley.

“YVous ™ exclaimed Monsicur Chai-
pentier, “ Vous, Vibley [ Clest vous,
n-est-ce-pas! You zat make a mack of
me, and zat are expel, you come back
viz yourself——"

“Yes, sirl May I speak to you,
gy §°

“Non!® reared Donsiewr Char-
pentier, “Mon Dienl I am rag—I am
perseente—I amn smozzer viz soot—and
now ze garcon zat make one mock of
me, he 15 here vunce more—parblen,
mais <¢'en  est  trop! Je vous
fr&lﬂpe_u.

He jumped to the study table, and
clutched up a cane,

“Oh erikey ! gasped Wibley, *I
—I say, sir, if you'll let me speak—
just a minonte=— h crumbs 1™
- He dodged o swipe.

21

Moassoo whisked along the passage.
The. key turned in Capper's lock
Anothiér moment, and Moksoo was drag-
ging at the door-handle,

“Ouvrez 1" he  roaveid.  * Vibley,
young rascal, ouvrez la porte—open ze
door ! T know zat you are zere—je le
sais bien ! Ouerez, done!”

Wibley did not answer, Wibley was
busy. The attache-case was open, on
Mr, Capper’s table, and Wibléy was
swiftli transforming himself into Avchi.
hald Popper again, '

Wil had no tine to waste on Mosroo.
To make a lightning ::Iw.;:gn, and drop
from Capper's study window into the
auad, was all that remained for
Wibley—and he lost no timel
THE TWENTIETH CHAPTER.
Was It Wibley ?

“ SAY. you fellows! yelled Billy

I Bunter. “ They've got him 1"

“Fathead! Who's got whol"
*Wibley ¥ gasped Bunter,

“What 1 exclanned the Famnons Five,
with one voice.

“They've got hin!” gasped Bunter.
“1 say, Mossoo’s zpotted him! He's
hooting it all over the House. T say,
Wibley's game's up! He's locked in
w beak's study, and they've got him.”

The Famous Five had been going
down to the nets after tea. Dot they
forgot all sbout cricket at this start-
ling news, _

“But how P* exclaimed Bob Cherry.

“Let's go and see,” said Hearry
Wharton hastily.

The Famous Five found 5 crowd
heading for Masters’ Passage. And a

.-,—.__.—_.—-—————-—-——-——-—n————_'—-—
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samedi ] I report vou not to AMeester
uelch ! Non! ¥You shall noet be punish !
ut you Are one mauvais gaveon, and
1 hike you not !

“ But I nevey

“ Asanz 1

“I really never—7?

“Taisez-vous I  vapped Monsicur
Charpentier. I have say zat you shall
not be punish; Todd, becauze I owe you
somezing for vat you do Saturday. But
z2at ix enoff. Also deja I smack you zo
head ! But if you go not avay, I cane
you——""

“Buk, sir—"

* Allez-vous-en, done!™ snapped Mon-
sient Charpentier, so sharply that Peter
Todd gave it up, and departed.

Wibley knitted his brows.

He "had heatd every word, through
the door. That ass, Todd, had,
seemingly, been up to something, or
‘Mossoe believed that hie had. The good-
temper on which Wib had been relying,
hatl failed Mossoo. It was borne in
on Wibley's mind that this was nof,
after all, a Ffavonrable occasion for
putting liz case to Alossoo.

But it was too late to retreal now.
He was in the French master’s study,
and the French master was at the door.

Favourable or unfaveurable, Wible
had to through with it now, amt
chance s luck |

The door opened.

Monsieur Charpenticr stepped in,

e had cleared off 1he soot—or most

“Name of a name]” spluttered Mon.-
sieny  Charpentier. " Felit  coquin—
voung rascal | T take you te ze Head!
1 demand zat you go——m 1—7

Wibley dodged again as Mossoo
grabbed at hiz collar, |

“T say, sir—" he gasped.

He dodged anoiher swipe.

Wibley had a hopeful natnre, But
even Wib could not hope that there
was any chance now. Only too clearly,
there was nothing doing. He cut for
the door.

Aftoy him cut Mossoo, grabbing at
his collar. {

He grabbed and held.

“ Now, young rascal, I take you to
ze¢ Head——" he spluttered,

“Oh, my hat!"”

Wibley was desperate.

He was not going to be taken to the
Head, :

He swung round the attache-casze. It
Langed in Mossoo’s ribs, and Mossoo
slide-slipped, his grasp relaxing.

Instantly Wibley tore himself away,
and tore the door open. He heard a
buwmp in the study as he fed.

Moszsoo stumbling over, bumped on
his carvpet, :

1t was & moment’s respite for Wibley,
He flew. e reached Mr. Capper's
study, darted in, and shut the door.

At the same moment, Mossoo’s cn-
raged face pped out of his study
daorway, ango he had a glimpse of a
disappearing leg st Capper’s door,

erewd was alveady there. Excitersent
reigned, Monsieur Charpentier’s shrill
squesk was heard above a buzz of
excited voices, P e

“Maia je vous dis, c'etait Vibley!
You zink zat [ know now zat garcon .
zat make one mock of mel Viz my
own eyes I see him 1M ;

“Tt seems impossible, sie,” said Mp
Quelch.  “No one else has scen the
hoy. How counld he have arrived hers
and entered tho House, Unscen?’

“ Jettrpordinary | boomed Mr. Prout,
“ A boy who has been expelled—return-
ing to the school! Imcredible!”

“ Quite I"" said Mr. Hacker.:

“RBat I sce him!” shrieked Monsieur
Chaypentier. “He vas in my study
vhen zat I go zere, nnd he run—he fly
~—he rush—he lock himself in ze study
of Monsicur Cappair—je vous dis—7"

“The door is locked, sir,” said Win-
gate of the Sixth, turning the door-
handle of Mr. Capper's study.

“Mr, Capper, I believe, is absent,”
said Mr. Quelch eoldly. “ Probably he
locked "hiz study deor befors he went
out.”

“Aais je vons dis—'" howled the
excited Mossng, “Viz my own cves I
soe zat boy—in ze study—-"

“(talm  yourself, DMonsiour Char-
peatier, pi]EEEE 1*. said the Remove
master, in his iciest tone. "*If the boy
has indeed dared to return to the school
from which he was expelled—" .

THE MaGcNeEr LiBRARY.—No. 1,538,
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vous dis, he 13 loes Im zat

LH

Il‘l"|=
study-——— )

“In that case, the fact will =oon be
aseevtained. “Mr. Quelch rapp.d on
ihe door of Capper’s study. “lIs any-
one heret Answer mel™

There was no answer from the Fourth
Form-master's study, Thoere was no
sound,

The crowd in the passage exchanged

lances.  That DMossoo could have
ancicd that he had seen Wibler,
scemed  improbable;  but  really, it
seemed more imprebable, that the ex-
pelled  junior could have appeared
there, withont any ere but Mossoo's
Imvm[., fallen on him.

MNobody had seen him in the gquad,
nobody had seen him about the House,
and it was practically impossible for
Wibley to have walked into the school
without & single eye having fallen on
him. And not & single eye had !

“l1s that old ass off hiz chump, you
fellows t" murmured Peter Todd to the
Famous Five. *He thinks he¢’s seen
old Wib here.”

“Must be potty I murmured Skinner,

“Wibley can't be here,” esaid Lord
Mauleverer. * How the dosce could he
get inlo the school without bein’ seen?™

“ I, be, he!” chortled Billy Bunter,

Harry Wharton gave the fat Owl a
warning glare.

As Aossoo had seen Wibley in his
study, the Co, could guess what had
happened. They knew Willey's plans,
and it was clear to them that he had
tried lis luck with Mossoo—at an un-
fortunate time.

They,. at least, had no douht thak
Wibley had been there. and that he
had bolted into Capper's study, and
locked the door.

Rap, rap, rap!

My, Quieleh wis knocking at tke door.

“Irs anyone there?” Loomed Prout.

“ Answer, if vou are there!™ rapped

Mr. Quelch.

“Ile is zere—je wonz dis, he is
gere-—""  squecaked Monsieur  Char-
pentier.

Rap, rap, rap!

Silence from the study!

“Is anything wp, you fellows?”
ill'ﬂ.'ﬁ’ll‘.’d a voice behind the Famous
‘Ive

They fairly jumped round, to staroe

at Avchibald Popper!

Az Wibley was lacked in Mr. Capper's
efudy, -it_was rather astonishing to seo
Archibald Popper join the crowd in the
PHESREC,

e gave them a cheery grin.

Oh “crikey ! gasped Billy Bunier, his

L
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eves popping at Popper. “I—I say,
hh&rﬂp dlﬁ ffr::u mmep FIIf'J.-:.'.mL"" Did wou

ot out of the window—— ¥Yow-ow-ow !

fop stam?mg on my foot, Bob Cherry,
you beast! “IWow-ow! “Wharrer you
stamping on & fellow's foot

wavow 1%

“Oh!” gasped Harry  Wharton,

Muasm} thinks that J.m—rfhat Lhe saw
Wibley in his study—"

“And that he I:u::lted inte Capper's
study ! grinned Bob Cherry.

W :blc-tr 1 pepeated Archibald. * That
cliap who was sackoed before I came?”

The Famous IFive stared at bhim, and
grinned.

Wibley was  Archibald again—evi-
denily he had changed back, in Capper’s

for?

?l‘l.:d{ escaped by the wmdm-.- and
strollod into the House, to jein the
crowd  outzide the studry. Willinm

Wibley was not likely to be discovered
in Clapper's study now |

Rnp, rap, rapl

“No one js there!” boomed - Prout.
“A mistake, Monszieur Ehnrp&nt:er-—&

very e:r.t.ramdmmv mistpke———"

“ Mais, vous dis, I see hlml”
sueaked !riﬂﬂﬁﬂﬂ. “He run, he he
rush, inlo zat study. He locl‘z
doop—->»

“If any Doy locked himself in thab

stndy, he has probably left itk by the
window before now!” romarked Mr.
Tincker. “But it can searcely have been

a boy who was {‘J{pellﬁd from the school

a forinight ago.

(1]

Je vous dis—"

Archibald pushed cheerfully forward.

* Mr. Capper's study mnflmv iz open,
sir,” he said. "I mnoticed it a few
minutes ago, when I was in the quad.”

“Oh ! gaid Me. Quelch. “Thank vou,
onper! Wingate, perhaps vou will gQ
round to the study window——"

* Certainly, sir 1* said the Greyfriars
captain.

{e left thoe erowded pacssape.

Archibald closed one eye at the Famous
Five. They grinned.

In & couple of minutes, sounds were
heard in the study, Wingate was
clambering in at the windew, which was
easy of aceess from the quad.

His footsteps were heard crossing the
reom to the door.

Then the key was turned back in the
lock !

The door opened.

Wingate ‘was there, but no onec else
was in the study. If a junior had been
there, evidently he had made hia
esCape,

“No one here, sir!' said, Wingate.
“But the door was locked on the inside
—sormeone sk hE."r"-E!

“He po from ze vindow "' exelaimed
Monsicur Charpentier. “.'E.Et % ibley—
e go from ze vindow—

“"Whoover it was, no doubk left the
slidy by the window | zaid Mr, Quelch
coldly, ~ * But it appears to me very 1o
probable that it was Wibley—

" Mais jo vous dis, gee  him—'
Monsieur  Charpentier  gesticulated
wildly, “You zink zat I dreom—zat I
geo zings M

“If Wibley is in the school, he shall
Le found immediately, and sent home in
charge of a prefect!” said BMr. Quelch.
*But I eertanly shall not be persuaded
that he is here until I see him!
Wingate, will you speak to the other
prefects, and have a search made—>*"

“ Very well, sic!”

The buzsing crowd in Master's Pas-
saign broke up. In a few minutes, the

wle body of prefects were engaged in
a search for the expelled junior, whom
Mossop had seen—or fancied he had
acen—in hig study !

They did net End him!

They did not, as a matter of fact
expect to find hlm. They did not
believe that he was there, or that he
had been there, And really, it looked
ng 1f Mossoo hid been under some ex-
traordinary delusion. Gosling  was
questioned, but he had not seen Wibley
como_in; dozens of fellows were gues-
tioned, but they had not seen Wibley.
That o fellow known by sight to everv-
body at Grevfriars could have walked
about the school unseen, really seemed
impossiblot

mebod, appamnﬂ had . locked
himself in Capper’s stu ;,.r and dropped
from the window! But not Wibleyl
I'or how could it have been Wil_:-luyi'

[ - - -

“Rotten luck I* Archibald romarked
later to the Famous Five. "It looked
godd to me, but while I was getting
ready to sea DMosson, some silly  ass
seeims to have bagged Troggy in a
booby-trap—and gent him off et the
deep end again! Just rotten luck! Dut
one swallow don't make & summer !

“*You're going to carry on? asked

ab,

“Eh? Yes of courzol®

“¥ou think you've still got a chance?”

“Lots I” zaid Archibald,

Evidently, Wibley had & hopeful
nature !

e

(William TWibley Yo down—dul very
far from eunl, And in next week's yarn
fe is up and doing more actively than
ever. Make a note of the title—"The
Boy Dehind the Scenes!™)
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THE TWISTER OF

BELLA

Chock-full of chuckles is this second instalment
of Dicky Nugent's Great Seaside Serial :

“DOCTOR BIRCHEMALL'S
BOARDING-HOUSE I'"

BREAKFAST WITH EBIRCHY !

Clang, elanr, ¢itmg 1

“ Hooray ! That's the brekker-
bell 1 ¥ eried Frank Fearless, jump-
ing up from hia seat in the porch
of Bella Vista at Sandyville-on-
Hew, " Thank goodness it's gone
at last ! M

“ Hear—hear! I'm na hunory
as a hunter ! " grinned Jack Joliy.
“ This way, you fellows 1™

There was o rush of guests for
the dining-room.

Jack Jolly & Co. had spent their
first nite at Bella Viata ; and now
that they had got over the first
shock of finding that the “landlady”
wis their own headmaster, Doctor
Bircheinall, thoy weore feeling a
littlea happier about their seuside
hollerday again.

"There wera several other boarders
besides the chums of the Fourth,
but Jack Jolly & Co. beat the lot
in the race to breakfast.

* Good-morning, siv ! they
corussed cheerily, os they gallopec
inte the dining-room.

Doctor  Birchemall, who was
gitting in state at the hoad of the
tabls, looked up with a frown and
hurcicdly put lns Angers to his lips.

#r5.sh ! Cut out  the *air,’
you yung idjuts !” he hist, "I
don't want anyone to gruess thag
the proprictor of DBella Vista i
the headmaster of St Sam's—-
YER, IT IS A BEWTIFUL DAY,
AR YOU SAY, YUNG JENTLI.
MEN 1" he anid, in a louder voiees,
for tho hnmg'ﬁt of the rest of the
gucsts. " Good-morning, every-
body ! "

The pgrinning gueatz all took
their places round the big dining-
table, their mouths farely watering
in antissipation of & big breakfast.

Doctor Birchemall, with a beain-
ing smile, promptly started ladliog
out porridge on Lo their plates,

* Idon’t be alraid to ask for move
if T don't give yon ennff 1" he

eried, wacking down a mneer hall-§

gpoonlul on to each plate. 10
there's one tlung we do pride our-
aelves on abt Bella Vista, it's our
junnerous meals. Dut, of corse,
thet's not to say we like poesis
to mnke hops of themeelves '™ he
eonclooded with a leor,

My hat!
chanee of that on o helping like
thia 1" pagped Frank Fearleas, as
the Head served hitn up o portion
uf"pnrrid pe na bigrer than a machle,

" Another feature of which we
aree justly prowd at DBella Vista
i our u]uﬂ:l}illHEB,” said thw Head
as he wiped his sticky fingers on
tho edge of the tablecloth., * Yet
another iz oup hthpglhy knack of
making sure that all pgnests are

Pelly  sattigfied before the pro-
prictor gets a look-in 1
With these words, the Head

porcd  out the remainder of he
porvidge  for  himescll and started |
feeding his face with it for all Jw
wus worth !

Doctor Birchemall's guests pave
hon rather eggspressive looks, It
ikt toke any of them lonpger
than o eupplo of seconds to polish
oll Lhie: reasly helping he bad seeved

There's ol el |

tharty “*Hear,
hese Y

octor hirehe

ekl prazed at

For il amel ot the end of that

VISTA!

tims they had
to apend five
minnits watch-

ing him wolfing
enuft for six!

But Doctor Birchemall earvied
on with prate cheerfulness, without
seaming to notiss the slitely stramed
ntinaspitero.

When ho had finished off the
tagt acvap, be jumped up from
his seat and rubbed hiz hands
gleafully.

" That was only the first corse,
ladies and jentilemen ! " he grinned.
“ Now for a sccond corse you are
going to have egps-and-bacon,
cooked to o turn! L cooled it
mysclf, s I Lknow it's pgood!
Shan’t be a jiffy 17

The boarders Lrightened  up
when the Head reappeoved carrying
a steaming dish of eges.and-bacon,
dut another disuppointment was
in store for them. When it came to
serving i out, he ecalmly gave
each of the gmocsts half a rasher
of bacon and a small picee of egg,
auck then placed the vest of the elisghy
m front of himselt and started
wading in at epespress speed !

This was too much for one of
the puests—an okl sca-kaptin
naned Kaptin Saltspray.

“Bhiver me {imbers! " cried
Kaptin  Baltapray. " If this is
eppe.and-bacon, then my eap of
colfy is the Atlantic Qcean! I
demand more breakfast 17

The Head pawsed and gave the

old sea-dog o look of pained ser.
prize.
" Really, Raptin Saltspray ! I
hoap yon realise that }I;fou are
PAYITIE e 6 mneer 1pnulf;rj.r viy gin-
nies & woek for {ull board and
fodging 1"

“And I hoap vou realise that
at this rute L shan't get morve than

cand served it up ; and everybody

tivepennyworth of food for my
live rinnies!”
retortcd Kapiin
Seltapray. "1
waunt more
breakfast 'Y

* Bame hero 'V
chimed: In Jack
Jolly ; and Merry
el Braght and
Fenrless alded o

hia rebellious
boaviders o sheer
dLpement., Hies
secin:dd hardly
ahle 1o bheleeyve
his ears.

llless IRy
sole " Ll ertead, U Is o possibul
that I am making a mistake 7 Is
it poasibol that the FLAEIRE & [ {00k
ik ]1]'{" }E"\".'II'I."IH h!'irlgﬁ ELper _:r't"'“-luilu
clephants ¥ 11 their appetites are
auything to go on, it certainly
wed s sttt

=L wand more  breeaklaet
epected Kaplin Saltspray, grimly,
W Rt abonk NRLELE JI.E.“IEEJEIE U el
of yveurs Y

“ MHear, heart!™

Fraictpr Biveliemail

has=tiy ¢

my prophets, you would even
descend to taking the pifling little
pound of bacon amd half-duzzen
eges I reserved for myself ! Jentle-
men ! I ain shocked and greeved
beyond mezzure to  sce such
greedinesa ! T reluse 17 .
“And I refuss to remain

bungry ! snorted  Kaptin Salt-
spray, jumping to his feet.  U'm
going out to pet myv breakfast in
a restaurong—sand [intend to nock
the cozt of it off my all! Dean.
while, I hoap yuu enjoy the
remginder of your meal !V

S0 saying, the kaptin scczed
Doctor Birchemall by the baclk of
the neck wnd pushed his face into
his plate, And thers was & howl
from the Head and an even lounder
howl from the Head’s boarders.

“ ¥Yarvooooo !

“Ha, ha, hat”

That little insident mnade thinga
a lot better. The Head reluck-
tantly-cooked some more brealifast

had enuff to cat at last.

Jack Jolly & Co. were grinning
as they left the dining.-room.

But they didn’t grin for long,

As they camc oubt on to the
porch, Dwoctor DBirchemall came
hurrying after them. He was
holding in his grimy paw Tour slips
of paper.

“ Epgscuse me, boys I he said,
blandly. * Your hilla!™"

Jack Jolly & Ca. stared.
“"YWe haven't been with vou o
week yet, sir

erivd Juck Jellv.

“Trew, Jolly ;
but you've been
here o dav. In
the cuse of yong
ad irresponsible
boarders, the bl
is pavable daily,
Y00 see, No
ohjection ¥ '

*Duxzent
motrer  mech, 1
suppose, sir”
sail Jolly, evelng
the Head rather
suapishusly, i
shonld hawve
thought yvou could
hove troated s
for o week ;  but
il you can't wait,
we'll pay daily.™

“Good 1" prinned  the Head ;
S1l he dealt out the bills with the
specd ol o cord-shurper.

The  chums of  the Fourth
glanecd  at their mespecktive
acegunts,  The next moment, they

gave a vetl,

*It's »oswindle !

“Youve charged ug a ginny a
ey instewd  of five ginnica a
wirl P

it eorreeek, my dear Fear-

| PO e bl I '41{]1_ Falan "l.lijl? "

Irmy !

morning cup ol tea—amnd L oaever
h:—l:l :it- 1 r

“ Naturally  vou wnever hed it
Jollv ! Decawsze why ! Beeawag
vou never onderod it ! Dt e was
all peaedy lor you iF you had or liaed
1% S

“late pip ! M i

" The same applies to e in
bed-rooms and hot baths and ginger.
pop. ewtspuamed Doetor Birchem-
all,  ** They™ve all theve if whated
20 Wwe have to c‘}m:'_g.r_:‘: B 1,1]_:!
Better

r o eoff up. boys—uahen !'—
yung jenbe, T should say 17
“YWhat if we den't ¥ sked

Fearleas, defiantly,

Fhe Head siniled sinnieally,

“Well, perhuops T had better not
say, Fearlesa, il it would rither
spoll your hollerdey if you pent
the rest ob it hehmd prisen bars,
wortldn'f g ¥

“Oh erums!

Poctor Birchemall's dark  ceat
was ennil, Jack Jolly & Co.
coffed up.

And as they wourwl Ehei ‘urav
down to the sands, they redised
rewlully that when they camw to
Bella Vista they had fallen into the
klutches of & ternbul twister |

A VISHY BIZZINESS !

* Caught anything, kaptin 1"

Jack Jolly asked that guostion.
He and hiz pals had eome seross
haptin Saltspray fishing off the
eril  of

the  pier.  Thev - had
gtopped to ecpgsehangoe fGweery

widetimes with the ol old sea-
clogr,

Says

Seeing thoe Navy atb
Portamouth Dockyard
iz a jolly fine adven-
ture. Bub it can also
be a bil of an ordeal
when  you'ro]) aecom-
ypanied by o chap like

= I
’ -
== ad
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crammed some eges-and-bacon iuto [ Daily  terms are alwayva aore Several days hoad pas:ed and
hiz mouth. capspensive than weekly 17 the chums of the Fourth were
“ 8o that’s it, i3 it 1" he cricd. “Hut  the oxteas ! haoted | having o really ripping hollerdsy | the
“ Not content with eating away all | Jolly. A shilling for an carly | ot Sandyville-on-Sca.,

The only fly in the ointment
was the Pwisier of Bella Vista.
He was properly feathering  his
nest 3 and, not content  with
rovking his puests, he crowed over
the way he did it, tuo !

dack Jolly & Co. were beginning
to Feel the pinch, As  Mery
vemarked, (he Hesd was always
boasting about
providing
pillows of * soft
down®”; but
his cheef feature
seemed to bo
that he muade
his *wnests
“Dhard up ™!

But it took o
lot to up=et
Jack Jolly &
Co. on holler-
diwv, amd they
were  all grm-
ning cheerfully,
o8 they erowded
round  kaptin
Sultspray on the pier. . :

“Caught anvthing, kaptin 7
repeeted Jack Jolly, es the kaplin
tuwrned hig beamiog luce on them,

“ Not vet, my harty 1" replied
Koptin Saltzpray. " They're a
slippery Jot of eels in these waters
—thengh not gquite =0 shppery as

the lundlerd of our boarding.
housae 17
“4Ha, hn ! That's trew, sir ! "
“He's the meanest lubber 1
ever met!?”  declared  Kaptin
Saltspray. “1t =0 happens,

‘isto
of

boys, that I stay ot Della
overy year [or the purpose

. 1 Al e
HOW TO MAKE HOLIDAY MONEY!
By DICK RAKE

How 1o rnake money {o spead at
the seaside ¥

Fasy ! No Remove chap vorth
hig salt oupht to tind the shiglest
difficulty in doimge it !

The iden 3 to turn whnt-, you
alveady possoss into what youraeed.

RUppose you possess sixpence and
you need five pounds. IL°s just a
(uestion  then  of turning? the
nimble toanner mto  the  orisp,
rustling liver. 2

Here nve o few ways of dewn~ ik !

1. Buy a sixpenny tin cf * oB-
Porisu and Llock your face, then
do o turn on the sands as a pigger
minstrel, One day’s work will
bring you in the five quid easily !

2. DBuy o sixpenny tin of Fioog-
Porisu and polish the end o the
pier juet befora a wealthy holday.
maker romes girolling along. 'l
elile on your polish, and fallluto
the sea, and you can then resews
himn. Reward—a fiver !

3. Bny a btin of Merar-Porism
and sct up on the beach ws o
restorer of rusty bulfons on blazers.
You'll do five pounds’ worth of
buginess in no time !

4. Buy a sixpenmy tin of
Fuerritere-Porisn,  Then crash
in on the pierrots’ perlormance and
offer to polish their piano for them.
Their efforts to stop you will lead
to roars of langhter and increaszed
business ; and the pierrots will ask
you to do it again at every per-
formance for the rest of the weel.

Salary : Five pounds !

There are plenly mote  adeay
where these come from ; but these
will do for the moment.

By the way, 1've shown my
idens to Wharton and Nupgent, and
they think them rather erade : but
they're quile mistaken.

Ab any rate, ':'mhl‘_:l!y' TR R
my idvas lack polizh?

penny—and you get the fish

prganising Lifchoat Day.  Now,
Misg Bivehemall, who uzually vuns
boarding-house,  has  paid
the cost of overbawling the life-
boat ont of the prophets of the
house Jor years. DBun ihis swab
hasz refewsed Lo give as much as n
peany

" Good-maoining, kaptin
broke im o fumilinr voiese—and
the kaptin breoke off, nsg Doctor
LBirchernall himnsell werived on the
HOUHR.

] ®¥

1] I
yungsters what a sii:fgy
swab you are—refewsing to carry
on Miss Birehemall’s annual gitlt

wad  jush these

ol

Lelling

ta  the Sandyville Jilehoat!™
kontinued the kaptin unabashed.

* Hu, ha, ha! ™

The Head bit his lips with
vexation.

“ Dashed if I see anything to
cackle at! The fakt is that I'm
2 most jennerous, open-havted
follow. Just to prove it, L'll give
the magnificent suin ol one penuy
to the Lifchoat Fund for every
fish you eatch—so long as 1 pet
the fsh!™

“Done ! erked Kaptin Salt-
spray who hwd saddenly got a
bite. ** The Lifvboat Fund gots the
1 1F

And a Jew sceonds luter the
ITead got the fish., Hob he pot it
where he ddidon’es waot it. The
kaptim swung & back over his
shoulder on the ol of his hine
il the Head got it Dall in bis faee !

rrLop!

Y weowpw ! My faeg!
Yaoooep P sheeekio ] the Hed,

AP o phiv ! Yo bhaven't
givenr m the penny ! poacd
KWaptin Saltspray,

Lt Doclor Birchemail callopned
away as though o sfwal Gl osen-
gerpents were alter b, aael e
dido't stop publopine vl he was
salely Lthroowh  the durns=tile
leswding ol te the prom.

Biut all that followed Lo, in
actund falt, waz o rowr of laelter
from the t'n.

“Ela, ha, ha !t ™

ll:;l tether  Fall ;u*.i';ugl Fiesdeed reveaid
l'er Wl kictar .l'falr'r‘.l"ii'i‘iJ ﬁ!'liil-'; Fhaird -
Loonigafiense U pend weelde | Lien’t

[FEIN S

Fisher I'. Fish.

I was—uuel T herchy pive
o wiining to those who are
thinking of going to Navy
Week., Take my tip-—and
don't take Fish !

OF eourse, I knew belore we
began that Fishy has & pro-
found contempt for all British
institutions ; but in my
cheorful innocence I imoginod
that o glimpse of the lritish
Navy would rather take the
wind out ol his sails.

It didn't !

On  the contrary, ishiv's
nasad jeerzs had never hbeen
more pronounced than they
were on this cceasion !

YWo had a very jolly yvoung
Naval rating to take 1s round,
and it made me blush to think
ho should have to listen io
Fishy's bosh and probably
sdgocate me with it !

“Coll that o baitleship ¥
Fishy yelped, when we stepped
aboard one of the groatestg
men-o'-war in  the world,
“ Bay, we use things like this
for ferry boats in Noo York !

“ What is it T " he yawped,

BRITISH TAR QUEERED
FISH'S PITCH!

SQUIFF

when we stood in the turret
of o gigantie Olteen.inch

un. " Is it a pan—OIL A

HASHOOTER 1

" Bubmarine 7' he yowled,
when we descended into a
fine big submarine.  * Waal,
ain't that jest funny 7 1
thought it was only a diving-
aulk !

"Il eny I scen toy fish in
aunto-lishing pames at Coney
[aland bigger than that, Yes,
sir P

It went on just lke that!
[ can tell you, I felt like
bashing Tizh. All our =sailor
guide did, however, was ta
keep on grinning  cheerfully,

Vot he was ouly wailking
for his chance ; and he got 1t
before we went, A small
Army airship happenwd to
Fﬂﬂs over the dockvard and
‘ishy let out another eackle.

“ Whoopee! I puesa it's
Carnival Iay, and they’ro
giving out toy balloons!™
Then ho pretended to peer
ab 1t and jump with surprise.
“Horry, you guys!'™  be
chuekled., " My mistake, I
guewz ; [ can see, now, it'a
one of your airships 1"

*“ All serene, sir ! ' grinned
our sailor. " It’s not really
big enough to be called an

sirship. I ecall it a windbag
myselt—euite a small one,
too. Like to aseo a

SPORTSMEN ON

HOLIDAY!

Wae are happy
Gireyirinrs  aporismen ave not
ull likely to get rusty during
SUIMIMEr VAC.

Skinner will (o plenty of apr
ing—whenever he's likely to
galledd on to pay for o round
iges |

Lavd Mauleverer s hounil to be

seen  diving-—into  Jus
when he sees Bunter,
Bunter hinsell will be wieestlin

pockel

with the problem of getting a non-

stop holiday [ree ot charge.

And, of course, Coker will keep

pn throwmg his weight about

to state Lhat

bigﬁar one 1"

Now, really, 1'm sur-
prised at a smart guy
from Noo Yerk falling

for an easy one like
that, But Fishy fell
for it like o lamb., He
At fpnid :** I guess  thero
thelain’t a  bigger one.
: Everything’s midgoet
Int- fin this onc-howso little

be

iglamed 1"
of

"'l show you one,
anyway," inned  the
rating, Igﬁ- ghiow you
thea biggest  windbag
ithat's been seem  In
Portsmouily for years.
Come over herp 1 Y

Fishy adjusted his
1 hoyn-rionmed specs. and
fullowed his leader. And

H—I—

=

I'm pliul to be able te

WHAT

Bax-treyvele and bool on & T
lo Make leo-cream ™ Tor sale.

anil

|
Fizher

pranst LTI

p[u!ii ubsly heli
T. Bish,

Mo, 1234, Greyfriovs Herald,

OFFERS?

Just
right for ambitious guy sceking

Bax

sy that that jolly Jack
Tur tocok him to the
neparest mirror  ond
showed himw his own
vefleetbon 1

“Phere, [adies  and
rpntlemen,””  announead
the Naval rating, before
Skinner  could  escape,
“ iz something of which

low

tlay

3F
'

the ritish Navy hog

GOING ON THE

CONTINENT?

I 20, don't Fil to lake
Hpociing  Schoolboy’s  Guide

Cimbling with you ! Tips aud snips
far all wamea of chance ranging
leoan ronlette to anakesaoud-ladders.
HEINYER
”h."{

Seod PO0 1s fo ML
lrr!ue Hl".'l'!-iill-ﬁ H|'i'.|||r“-1.'|:l.']_
Mo 3RS, 7 Geeylesws B 11 {1

no coguat ! ’

Was Fishyv's fuco red 7

Ile  spluttered ond
choked but it wasn't
sy pood him trying to
sy anythinpg, 'The
erowd  wers  langhing
too loudly lor him to
be heard,

Alter which, PFishy'a
Imectious  eriticisims of
the Beiti=h XNavy dni
to w linish !

the
Lo




