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THE FIRST CHAFTER.

Peter Gets ihe Ink !

o HAT ass—"
“Btop him ¥
arry Whartion and Bob
Cherry uttered those exclama-
tions simulteneously.

They were sauntering wunder the old
Geeviriars elme, in morning break.
They sighted Peter Todd of the Remove
suddenly.

For a moment they wondered what

Toddy was up to.

His back was to them, and he was
peering round the trunk of a massive
alm. his hands was s large garden
squirt, about a foot and a half long.
Inky drips from i1t told that it was
filled, not with water, but with mk,

.ﬁ.piarentl:,r.t’eter was. taking aim at
something, or somebody, on the farther
side of the tree.

The next moment they understood.

There was & bench on the other side
of that elm. On the bench was zeated
the dnEper figure of Monsicur Charpen-
tier, the French master at Gresfriars
School.

Motsoo was reading a French news-
Eﬁr.rer. in the shade of the spreading
ranches of the elm.

He sat with his back to the tree,
and evidently had not the slightest
suspicion that there ‘was a Remove
junior behind that tree, with a big
squirt in his hands,

Peier Todd was taking aim when
Wharton and Bob, coming along,
epotted him.

His aim wag at the back of the Fronch
master's neck.

Frogey was booked, in a fow seconds
more, to get about a pint of ink in the
back of his neck—which undoubtedly
would have surprizsed him very much |
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Inevitably he would have got it—had
ngt Harry Wharten and Bob Cherry,
rushing forward ~together, grabbed
Peter in time.

They grabbed him guickly—Wharton
by the shoulder, Bob by the sar—and
dragged him bhack.

“(3h ! gasped Peter, stariled,

“¥ou ass "' breathed Wharton.

“¥ou fathead ™ pasped Bob.

"Leggo | hismed Peter. ¥ Yon «asses
—vyoun chumps—you fatheads—you swabs
—vonr silly cuckoos——"

Wharton and Bob did not let ga.

2till gripping Peter by the shoulder
and the car, they hooked him away,
und walked him off the spot.

Peter went. o had no choice about
ihat. Bul he breathed rage as he went.
Only one consideration prevented him
from dizcharging the inky squirt at the
twa juniors whe had collared him. He
wanted the contents of that squict for
Moesoo.

Wil you leggo 1 he hissed.

“No, ass M

“Wo, fathead '™

“You meddling fatheads!” Thissed
Peter. “I'm going to get Froggy in
the hack of tho neck! I'm going—-"

“This way!™ said Bob.

“Come on, you howling ass gaicd
Harry Wharton. :

They did not stop till they were at a
gafo distance from the ehn under which
Froggy sat—still peacefully’ perusing
his paper from Parvis, and happily un-
conscious of his narrow cscape.

Then DPeter was relecased. e glared
at them, half lifting the inky squirt

“Pve a jolly good mind—" he
hissed. * Look heve, you cheeky chumps,
vou're fot going to stop me, soo?
i-Im‘qn't we all apreed to keep om
ragging Frogegy to the end of the term
for petting old Wibley sacked ¥

“Yes—hut——" ga1d Harry.
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“Oh, blow your bhuls!™ enapped
Poter. *If you funk jt -ourselves, leave
it to mel If you're afraid of Freggy,
I'm I‘E{ﬂ-!"

“We're not afraid of I'roggy, fate
head ! said Bob Cherry. * But——*

“Well, mind your. own bimey!”
snapped Peter. “\What the dickens docs
it matter to you if I get Froggy with
this squirt? Have you taken tﬁ.:a little
beast under your protection? Like your
cheek ! ¥ou were as keen as anyhody;
at first, on ragging him for getting
Wibley turfed out of Greyfrinrs—"

“(h, yea! Buat—--H"

“If you want to keep on bulling, like
a billy-geat, I’ve no time to listen to
you! Gerrout of the way ™

"My dear ass——="" urged IHarry.

“Do you want what I've got in this
squirt, you cheeky sweep? I'd jolly
well let you have it, right in the chivey,
only I want it for Froggv! Will vou
got out of a fellow’s way " e

“No, fathead! You are not going
to squirt Froggy ! Why, ha would raise

Cain all over the school if he pot
that—?"

Lot him 1

“You'd be sacked, lLike poor old

Wihley, if you were spotted——>

“I'm chancing that. Besides, I'm
not gomg to bo spolicd.  The litle
heast hasn’t any eyes in the back of his
head, has he? If he has, I've never
noticed them. YWhen he gels this ink,
1t will keep him buzy, and T shall have
lotz of time to elear. Lot e pass '™

“Now look beve, Toddy—" urged
Bol.

“Looks to me as if. you've turned
funky 1” zaid DPeter seornfully. “ Van
can let Froggy off, if you Like! TI'm
not going to. If you've forgotten that
ho got Wibley sacked, I haven't. I'll
thow the little beast whether he can
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get a Remove man bunked, and nothing
said 1"

“*But——"" said Harry.

“ But—" said Bab.

“ Billy-goating againl” hooted DPefer.
“Bhut wp and let a chap carry on!
Break doesn't lnst for ever! The bell
will be going soon!™ ]

“Take that sguirt back to Crosling's
shed, fathead, and-chuck it!"” said the
captain of the Remove.

“You see, old cha * gald Bob.

1 don't !” contradicted Peter. * Mind
Tour own bizney ! Look here, if Froggy
doesn’t get this ink, you do! Want it-1"

Peter lifted the big pgarden squire,
and took aim,

“Hold on!” gasped Boli

“Btop it, you chump! exclaimed
wrkon. :
They jumped awsy. For cerlain

reasons, which Peter did not under-
stand, they did not want the Irench
master fto get the squirt-full of ink!
But still less did they want to get it
themselves.

Peter grinned.

As the two juniors jumped awar, he
made a rosh. In a split second he was
past them and cutting towards the tres
where  Mongieur Charpentier  sat.
Evidently Peter was going to carey on—
if he could. Peter Todd was a sticker

“ After him ! panted Wharton.

They tore in pursuit. Bob Cherry
shot nhead of his comrade and grabbed
at Peter before Toddy had covered half
the distance to his destination. e got
Toddy by the collar and jerked him
back.

“Stop | he panted.
Stop, 1 say!™

Peler had to siop! But as he stopped,
he turned, and the squirt let fly !

If Mossoo was not going to get it, Bob
was—that was Pefer's idea! Lle was
asking for it, and he was going to get
1t |

And Dob assuredly would have got
it had not Harry Whartton, in the rick
of time, grasped the squirt and twisted
it away from him.

He did not mean to twist the noszzle
at Poter Todd., He only meant to twist
it away from Bob. Dut he had to act
in haste; and in point of fuct, the
noizle of the sguirt twisted right into
Peter’'s face, as the inky contents shot
out in & stream.

Splash !

“ Dooooooch 17 epluttered Peter.

“0Oh crikey 1" gasped Bob.

“Oh my hat!” excleimed Wharton,
“Ha, ha!™ )

Peter Todd staggered. The squirk
dropped at his fect, Peior, with both
hands, e¢lawed at ink. Ink smobhered
him. His face was as black as the ave
of spades. His hair was drenched.  Ink
ran down his neck, and into hiz nose
and mouth. He seemed nearly all ink !

“Nrrggh!” he gurgled. “ Wurrggh!
Gurrggh :

“Ha, ha, ha " velled the two juniors.

Certainly they had not meant Peter
to get the ink. They were zorry, indced,
that he had got it. But they could not
help laughing. Peter suddenly trans-
formed inte a Dblack man, was comic
fo the view. They roared.

*“Ha, ha, ha!l”

“Ooooogh 1" spluttered Peter Todd.
"Oooch ! Look at me! Woooogh I

“Hao, ha, ha!”

“I—I—1'11—* gurgled the enraged
Peter. i

According to Bhakespeare, ’lis =port
to see the enginecr hoist by his own
petard ! But the engioeer, in such eir.
cumstances, could not bo expected to
enjoy the gport. Certainly Peter Todd
did not enjoy getting lis own squirt of
ink, He spluttered ink and fury, He

“¥ou ass, stop !
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clenched a pair of inky fists, and leaped
at the two yelling juniors

Taey jumped away and ran,

Ther did not fear Peter's fists—but
they did not want eny of the ink!
Pater was gltogether too inky to touch!

Still velling with laughter,- they cut

away into the quad.
_ Peter was left clawing and splutter-
ing ink. Peter was s determined fellow,
and absolutely determined to avenge the
sacking of Wibley of the Remove—but
probably, just then, he rather regretted
that he had had the bright idea of get-
bing Moszoo with a sguirt of ink|

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Te Fighl, or not to Fight!
R. QUELCH, the master of the
Remove, threw open the Form-
vroom door as the bell ceased

to ring for third school. :

The Remove took their places—with
onhe excoption, .

Mr. Quelch, noting that exception,
frowned. Quelch always looked grim if
a fellow was late for class.

Punetuality iz said to be the politeness
of princes. There was only one prince
in  the Greyfriars Remove—Hurree
Jamzet Ram  Singh, the Nabob of
Bhanipur. But Mr. Quelch exacted the
politeness of princes from all of them.
Or else there was trouble!

A A A A A A A A A N
RINGING THE CHANGES'?
One minute he's William Wibley,
the expelled junior. Next minute
he’s Archibald Popper, new boy !
No wonder he’s got Greyiriars
guessing !

A A A A A A A
Peter Todd was the absentes. Peter
really could not help being late. He
had some washing to do. A pint of
black 1wk required a good deal of
washing, before a fellow was in a fit

state to appear in class!

Peler, while hia  Form-fellows
gathered in the Form-room, was in a
Lath-rooim, ruhhiﬁg and scrubbing.
serubbing and rubhing, and breathing
fury, inﬁ, and steam ! Soap and hot
waler were what Peter necded at tl‘ll."'.
momentl more urgently than instruetion
in Latin grammar, ]

Mr. Quelch glanced over his Form
frowned, and stepped to the door and
looked down the corridor.

“1 say, vou fellows, where's Toddy ?"’

whispercd Billy Bunter. “1 say, Toddy
ain't bere! Quelch looks shirty 1

Archibald Popper, the new junior in
the Remove, chuckled.

“I think something's happencd to
Toddy!” he remarked. “1 saw him
cuttinig into the House as black as a
nigger.”’

“Ho did 1.” said Johnny Bull, "He
was smothered with ink——>-"

“Must have been larking with nk,”
said Frank Nugent. * What the dickens
was he doing with ink owt 1 the
q‘uﬂ-d ?Fi

Wharton and Bob Cherry exchanged
a2 glance, and grinned, They know
what Toddy had been deing with ink
in the guad.

“Poor old Toddy ! murmured Bob,
“I suppose he's washing it off 1™

“Yon fellows know anything about
it*"  asked Vernon-Smith, "1 saw
Toddy coming in—he was smothered

i

p—
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“Well, yes; we saw it happen ™
admitted Wharton, “Toaddy looked

rather inky! He had a—a sort of acei-
dent with & squirt of ink," .
ﬂ&ﬂﬂi}' ass "7 said Bn}mv% ma}l}l‘i
o was gomg to squirt Eroggy-—
helped him collect the ink for the
wirk ! Mean to say he got 1t over

hizself ™
“Baort of ! grinned Bob,
thing he did, then "

“ Jolly
said Archibald Popper. "“Why can't
a rest?"

the silly fathead give Fruggc?'

"You shut up, you new kid 1" growled
Bol:aver major. “We're not giving
Froggy a rest, after he got old Wibley
sacked. Wibley was a silly goat, but he
was a Hemove man——" .

Mr. Queleh stepped back into the
Form-room:.,

“8ilence in the eclass!” he rapped
“Wharton 1"

“¥es, gir!™ answered the head boy
of the Romove,

“"Todd is not here! Do you know
why Todd has not come into c¢lass,
Wharton?"

“I—I—-T think he had an—an acci-
dent with some ink, sir,” stammered
Harry. “He had to get a wash, sir,”

i) gaid Mr. Quelch. * Very
well 1"

Hiz look did not indicate that 1t was
very well, however.  Accidents  will
happen, eertainly; but the Remove
master did not approve of accidents
or anything else keeping a fellow away
from class,

Latin prose proceeded in the Remove
Form Room. That lesson was for an
hour; and a guarter of it had clapsed
when Peter Todd arrived.

All eyes turned on him as he entered.

Peter's face was red with rubbing and
scrubbing—alse with wrath., Generally
quite a good-tempered fellow, TPeter
loocked anything but good-tempered
now. He gave the captain of the
Remove an almost ferocious glare as he
came in,

“Todd ! rapped BMr. Quelch.

1A
L

MOh! Yes, sir! Sorry I'm late,
gl p—"

“You are fifteen minutes late for
clasz, Todd "

“I—I had an accident with some ink,
sir 1"

“¥ou should not have had an aeei-
dent with ink, Todd " said the Remaove
master coldly., “You will take a hun-

flmd lines for being fifteen minutes
ate.”
“Yes airl"” said Peter, breathing
hard.

He went to his place, giving the cap-
tain of the Reomove another ferocious
glare as he did so. )

Harry Wharton gave him a cheerful
smile in return—which did not zeem to
soothe the exasperated Peter,

“¥ou wait till after class, you swab !
he whispered as he passed.

Evidently Toddy’s thoughts were run-
Nning ©n vengeance.

Peter sat down, and the loszon was
resumed. There was some subdued
whispering in the Form,

The juniors knew that Peter had had
an aceident with ink—only Wharton and
Bob Cherry knew how. But in a few
minutes & good many fellows knew !
Toddy was simmering with wrath and
indignation, and his imli?mtmn WhS

enerally shared by the fellows who
sarncd what had happened.

Hurry Wharton glanced round at a
touch on his clhow, to meet the angry
and indignant glare of Bolsover major.

“You rotten cad!” said Dolsover.

Y Th—what " ejaculated Iarry.

“Measly rotter! DBarging in to pro-
tect  that little rheast Mossoo, ol
ought to be jolly well booted !"

Tue Macxer Lisnary.—No. 1,559.
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“0Oh, ro and eat coke 1" :

“Rotten trick I'* said Skinner. "Why
couldn’t you leave Toddy alonel”

*&ure, I'd punch your head if I was
Toddy !"* said Micky Deamond. " And,
faith, he's going to, after class.”

“Aore power to Ins elbow !
Tom Brown, prinn i 4

“If there ia any more whispering in
this class,” said Mr. Quelch, in a grind-
ing voice, “the whele Feorm will be
detained for one hour ! . )

Whispering in thae Remove immcdi-
ately ceased. .

TEEIE Wwas no more wh15permg; but
every now and then Peter Todd's eyes
turned on Harry Wharton with a gleam
in them. Once, when Mr. Quelch's
badk was turned, he shook his fist at
the captain of the Remove,

Tt was rather a worry to Wharton.
He did not want to row with Toddy.
But it was clear that there was going 1o
be & row after class, It was clear, too,
that the sympathy of the Remove was
on Toddy's side. ]

It was twe or ihrce weeks since
Willlam Wibley of the Remove had
heenn expelled from Greyiriars, Bub
William Wibley was not forgotten. The
Remove were keeping his  momory
green, so to speak, by ragging the
master who had caused him to
sacked. i

William  Wibley's  offence—serious
enough in the eyes of the beaks—was
not serious at all in the eyes of the
juniors. He had “guyed ” Mossoo—
and why should he not? Skinner had
remarked that if Fruggl}; didn’t want to
be guyed, he shouldn’t he a funny little
ass. The Removites agreed that he
shouldn’t.

Why Harry Wharton & Co., suddenly
and withoub explanation had
“ehucked " ragging
fellows did not know. Other fellows, at
all events, were not going to chuck it

And when it appeared that they had
not only chucked it themselves, hut
were barging in to make other fellows
chuck it, it was natural for the REemaov-
ites to ieel indignant.

Expressive looks were cast on the cap-
tain of the Form, from all sides. Alost
expressive of all were Peter’s looks,

learly, Peter Todd was only wait-
ing for the Remove to be dismissed to
get going on the trail of vengeance.

Dismissal came at last. The Hemove
marched out of the TForm-room, aud
the Famous Five went into the sunny

zaid

guad topether, :

Harry Wharton was not surprised
when Peter came culting across after
then.

“MNow, vou rotter!” smid Peter.

Harry Wharton backed away a pace
or twao, waving him off.

“Keep wyour temper, old chap!” he
gaid amicably, “What's the good of
rowing 7

“The rowfulness iz not the proper
caper, my esteemed and idiotic Toddy.”
remarked Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

“You see, old chap—" said Frank
Nugent.

“You see—" said Johnny Bull
it out, Toddy!” =axd Bob

fellows can shut wp ™ said
Peter. “I've come here for Wharton |
I'm going te lick him! He's mucked :u{;
my jape on Froggy, smothered me with
ink, and got me a hundred lines from
Quelch ! ink I'm going to stand 1t 7"

The Famous Five exchanged glances.
Really, they had to admit that Toddy
had reason on his side. A fellow could
not be expected to stand all that !

“1'l iu:r“;r woll mop up the school
with him I said Peter., * You cheek
cad | I'll mesh you like a potato! T’
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make your eyes as black as vou made

my face! Btep behind the elms——"
“Oh rot!" said Harry. “Look here,

Toddy, I'm not going te scrap with

vou |
“Aren't you?" yapped Peter. “Wrelh
veu're going to be licked; and you

ecan  pleasa vourself ahout the serap-
mng, of course. You get the licking,
anyhow. Put up your pawsi”

"My dear chap——"

“Oh, cut that out!” snapped Toddy.
“Here goes!"

He jumped at the raptain of the Re-
move, hitting out. There would have
becn a fight on the next moment; but
the Co. collared Peter on all sides,
Five pair of hands closed on him, and
jerked him off his feet,

“You rotters?’ roared Peler Todd,

struggling. “Leggo! Is this what
you call fair play? By gum—»"

“Make it pax, old man!” said
Harry.

“No!” roarcd Peter.

“I'm not ?:bing to fght youl™?

“You are -

“Oh, bump him ! said the captain
of the Remove,

Bump !

“0Oh, my hat! Oh crumbsl
hoop ! roarcd FPeter,

Yoo-

Bump !

“Owl Leggo! You cads—rotters—
worms—sweeps— Yarooop )"’

Bump !

1 "Frrrr:rggh 1" gasped Peter breath-
easly.

He sat and gasped for breath. And
the Famous Iive walked into the
House, and left him gasping.

m—— ——F

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Wibley Says No!
RCHIBALD POPPER, the mnew

junior in the G-ru}*%ria,rs Roe-
move, stood before the glass in
Btudy No. 1. ) 1
Standing there, watching his veflee
tton, he dabbed at his face, touching
up the complexion here and there,
Any fellow in the Remove who had
seen him then might have been aston-
ished, A Remove man touching up his
complexion in front of a lecking-glass
was rather a phenomenon.  HBut the
study door was clesed, and vo eye fell
on Archibald. ] _
Archibald had his ressons. His com-
plexion, as it happened, was not his
own, and required fouchimg up
oecasionally.  NWeither was lus thick,
wavy brown hair a natural adernment;
neither were his heavy dark eyebrowe,
Under that thick, wavy brown hair
was hidden the close crop of William
Wibley. Under those thick brows were
concealed Wib's light eyebrows. And
under that pastv complexion was Wib's
own natural colour. _
Archibald, as he dabbed, grinned.
The dizsguized schoolboy could not
help wondering, every now and then,
what Mr, Quelch would have thought
had he known that William Wibley,
expelled from Greyfriars, was still a
member of his Form? _
Of that extracydinary cireumstance,
Mr. Queclech had not the remotest idea,
Certainly he koew about Wibley's
wonderful skill in amateur theatriecals,
and his weird gift for impersonation.
He could not hiﬁp knowing about that,
as Wibley had been caught, made-up
as the French master, unpersonating
Mossoo, and guying him for the enter-
tainment of ihe Remove.
But that Wibley would even drcam
of staving on at the school after he
was sacked, and that he had the amaz-

ing nerve to tfurn up there az a new

boy, Mr. Quelch waz not likely to
fruess,
Mr. Quelch Lkoew that S Hilton

Popper, of Popper Court. had intended
to send his nephew Archibald to Grey-
friars. He did not know thet Sir
Hilton had changed his mind on that
.ﬂrul}gmt.; but, by a happy chanee,;
Wibley did. Hence his present siunt

Wibley, alias Popper, dabbed at his
fage, and grinned; but he ceased sud-
denly to dab and to grin as there was
s bang at the study door, and it flew
apen.

“Hallo, halle, hallo!
roared Bob Cherry, )

The Famous Five tramped m,

Archibald gave them.a glare,

“Fatheads! Vou made me jump "
he grunted. * What's up?”

He could see that something was up.
All the five were looking serions, and
Harry Wharton specially so. A look
of alavm came over Awchibald's face.

The game he was playing at Greys
friars School was rather a risky one,
as well as an extraordinary one, No
fewer than eight fellows in the Form
knew lis secrct—the Famous Five, the
Bounder, his chum Redwing, and Billy
Bunter. Seven of the eight were re-
liable the matter of keeping. a
secret,  Onpe—Bunter—was  cxtremely
unreligble.  Every day  Arclubald
dreaded that Billy Bunier's tongue
might have wagged a liftle too much.

“What's up?!” he repeated. “Any-
thing happened ¥

“Yes," grunted Harry Wharton,

“ Has that fai foozling freak DBunter
been babbling?”  hissed Archibald,
"By gum, Il burst him all over
Grevfriars if he has! 1 stand the fat
bounder tea every day in this study
to keep him gquiet, If he's been gab-
bling—"

* Blow Bunter!™

“Ian't that 147 Then what's up?
Has angthing come out?” demanded
Archibald.

“Not that I know of™

Here he is ™

in

“Ohl!*  Avchibald's faco cleared at
once. “That's all right then, Nothing

else matters very much, old beans!

“Doesn't 167 growled the captain
of the Remove, .
“Oh, no! Thizs stunt will furn out

all right, if only it's kept darlk,” said
Wibley cheerfullv. “Just wmt till I
catch Mossoo in a jolly good temper!
Only & word from him to the Head,
and the sack will be washed out, 16
would have worked before this all
right, if the silly esses hado’t been
keeping him hopping like a hen on
hot bricks with all that fatheaded
ragging. Yhat's the good of waiting
to cateh him In a specially good
temper, when every day he gots gum
in his inkpot. or soot in his armchair,
or rats in his desk, or scincthing or
other ¥

“Look herg—""

“You ought to put it down, as head
boy of the Form," s=aid Archibald
warmly—* specielly now you kunow how
much depends on it.”

“How can I put it down, fathead,
when all the fellows are shirty about
you being sacked, and they're making
Mossoo sit up for that very rcason®”
said Harry, “All the fellows in the
secret have chucked ragging Frogey.
But the other fellows are keeping on—
naturally. And they think we've
chucked it out of funk——" :

*“0Oh, never mind what they ihink I
said Avchibald airvily. “Just keep in
mind how important it iz for ma to
get back to the schoel,  This stunt
can't go on for ever, Ay futher gave
me leave to stay on, but, of eourze,



he doesn't know anything about this.
Ha must think I've got leave. Well,
suppose he wrote to the Hewd—"

“Oh, my hatt"

“Hea might,” said Wibley. *In fact,
anvthing might happen.  I've got to
get through, you know, This 15 no end
of a lark, but it's jolly risky. Suppose
I got spotted before I've got I'roggy
te come round. Is that what you
fellows are wortying about.”

The Famous Five grinned. .

Perhaps it was natural for William
Wibley, in the peculiar civewnstaneces,
to be chiefly concentrated on his own
affairs, and hiz own prospects, But,
reallv, other fellows had their own
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Wiblev, and that you want us to give
Froggy a rest. We understand, and
Toddy doesn’t. ' net going lo fight
him. “That’'s what we've come hers to
tell you. Toddy's got to be told”

Arvchibald leoked slarmed again.

“Maot a word[” he execlaimed.
“You've all promized to keep 1t dark.
I"fctt”a word to Teddy, or anybody
elue,

"hYﬂu're got to tell him | cxclaimed

G,

“T'l] wateh itl"™

“Toddy will keep it dark, same as
we're doing,” sald Nugent.

“The darkfulness will be terrific[™
assured Hurres Jamset Bam Singh.

3

—my hair came oftf! Suppose Toddy
punched my evebrows off u
“Well, then, let Taddy
spprofe———'
“Rata!”

“Youn can't leave me landed lika
this 1 roared Wharton. “Toddy's as
mad as a hatter now, and he has a
vight to be! But if he knews—"

“He's not going to Lkoow!™ said
Archibald determinediy. * Too many in
fthe secret already! That fat ass,
Bunter, heo]ia me on the jump! I'm
not having that bony ass, Toddy, keep-
ing me on the jump, too! Look here,
i1f you serap with him, you'll knock him
cut all right! It may keep him quiet

(ATt
S TTp L i
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into  the

Monsieur Charpentier sat with his back to the tree, reading a French newspaper, unconscious of the fact that there was a
Remove junlor behind that tree, with a big squirt in his hands. Peier Todd was taking aim, when Harry Wharion and Beb

Cherry, coming along, spotfed him.

affairs, too. Wib really was not the
only pebble on the beach, though he
often secmed to fanoy that he was.
“I' tell you what I'm worrying
shout, fathead!” said Harvy Wharton,
“T've got o row on with Toddy—"
“Oh, that ass P’ said Wibley. “From
what I hear, he was going to squirt

Froggy with ink, and you stopped him.
Jolly good thing you did.  Mind, 1
don’t mind Froggy being ragged.

Ones I'm safe back in the Remove, I'll
rag him as soon as anybody, but just
at present-—="

“LCould you possibly stop talking
about yourself for a minute or twol”
inquired the captain of the Remaoave.
“Twok here, we stopped Toddyv—and
he got thwe inlk instead of Froggy.”

“lood ' said Avchibald heartily.

“That's all very well, ass, but natur-
ally, he's wild!” enapped Wharton.
“He wants to Aght me for it

“yvell, let him. You can lick Toddy
all right.”

“1 dare say I could, but T don’t
want to, ass. Te's in the righl, Ie's
on Frogoyv's trail for getling a Remove
1A amﬁ:mj. So should we all be if
we dide't happen to know that you're

“t Acs 1" breathed Wharion.

“Fe's gob to know,” declared Johnny
Bull. “ You can see that for your-
self, Wibley, vou asst¥

“There vou go ! snapped Archibald,
“Why can’t you l:mlfJ me Popper?
Toddy's a bigger fool than you arel”

“What ¥

“If possible, I mean—-"'

“Why, vou cheeky ass!”
Johnny DBull,

“*Every minute I expect one of you
fatheads to blab 1t out,” exclaimed
Wibley, “and now you want me to tell
another fathead. Too many fatheads in
the sceret already, if you ask me.”

“Look here, do vou think I'm goin
to fight Teddy for nothing ™ demandog
the captain of the Remove. “If you
told him, he'd understand at once, and
he would chuek ragping Froggy, same
as we did—"

*And very likely call me Wibley
hu[cr’m & dogen fﬁli’{:ws! Don's be an
ags 1

“Well, ook here, yvou can take on the
serap, then!™ zald Ilarry.

2o I would, only I ean’t zecap in this
outfit!  Loolk what happened when I
had a row with Smithy, before he knew

?

roared

* Fathead ! *' gasped Cherry.

for a bit, too—and keep him off rag-
ging ! Might be o good thing, really!™
The Co. grinned, but Harry Wharton
did not grin; he glared. He waa
booked for a fight with Peter Todd.
unless Peter was let into the seceret.
Lividently Wibley was not going to
agree to that. Eight fellows already
know that Archibald I'opper  was
William Wibley; and that, in Wil's
cpinipn, was exactly cight too many!
Nothing would induce lim to make ii
nine !
“Will vou tell luim ?” roared Wharion,
“No!™ retorted Arvchibald, *“1 jolly
well won't! And vou won't, either. as
you've promised not to! Bo shut up!™
“Well, I'm not going to break e
promise,” said Harry, “and if wyou
won't tell him, vou won't! But if vou're
ing to land me 1 & scrap with Taddy,
%Ti’l j1olly well bang vour silly heaed for
you, anyhow."
“Hear, hear ! grinned Bob Cherry.
“Might knoek a little sense into it "
remarked Johnny Ball.

“Herve, keep off, you slly chomp!”
exclaimed Archibald, as the caprain of
the Bemove grabbed him by the collac
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“Leggo! T'N mop you up—I'T—F1—
yaroop 1™

Bang !

Archibald’s head smote the siudy
t?h[ll{:, Frantic yells rang through the
study.

“Ow!l  Stoppit!” howled Archibald.

"?ﬁ}l blithering ass, iy bair's coming
“Ha, ha, ha'” roared ithe Co.
"Legpo! You dangerous maniac,

leggo | shricked the disguized junior.

He tore himsclf away from the captain

of tha Remove,

Harry Wharton stared at him, his
exasperation changing to moerriment.

Archibald’s wavy brewn hair was all
on one side of s head now! On the
other side was the close-cropped tallow-
coloured hair of William Wibley, visible
te all eyes! His aspeet, with hair of
two different colours on the two sides
of hia head, was extraordinary, and the

Famous Five velled,

“Ha, ha, ha!”
Wibley jumped to ihe glass, grabbed
at his wig, and proceeded to rearrango

i, And the Famous Five, chuckling,
left him to it
THE FOURTH CHAPTER,
Wrathy |

ETER TODD frowned. He was
angry ! He was very angry |

Had Peter been asked, like the

prophet of old, whether he did

well to he angry, Peter would have

answered like the prophet, that he did!

He was, in fact, intensely exasperated.

“The cheek of 1t!1” said Peter for the

umpteenth time.

Hly Bunter, on the other side of the
tea-table in Study No. 7, did not
answer.  Bunter was too busy for
specch.

THE MAGNET

Tam Dutton, the third member of
Study No, 7, was teaing out with Lord
Mauleverer up the passage. That was
s much to the geod, from Dilly Buntex's

oint of view. It lefi a larger supply
or Bunter.

Bunter was in a hurry to get through
that supply. Tea was due in Study
No, 1. Billy Bunter honoured that
?tur];.r every day with hiz fat presence at
o

Even Bunter conld not gquite  think
that his regular visits brought joy or
satisfaction to the fellows in that study |
Indeed, they often glared guite immic-
ally when the fat face and big spectacles
of the Owl of the Remove locked in.
Delightful as Bunter's company no
doubt was, they seemed to have had
enough of it there, il not a little too
much.

But Archibald Popper, at least, had
to stand it, unless he wanted Bunter to
address him as Wibley in publie—which
he did not! And Harry Wharton & Co.
stood it on Archibeld’s account.

Why they stond i1t did not maifer
much to Bunter—so long as they did
stand it | And, zo far, they did!

That was why Bunter was in a hurry
now. He was going to tea in Study
No. 1;: but it did not even oceur to him
to leave his tea in Study No. 7 for that
roason. He was parking one ies, in
haste, before he rolled off to bag the
other.

Peter Todd had had a eake from
horme that day. It graced the tea-table
it Btudy No. 7. It was disappearing
with great rapidity, When the last of
it had dizappea Bunter was booked
to disappear alse. Boat not till then!

_ “The cheek ! went on Peter. * Back-
ing out of it themselves—and barging
in to meke another fellow back out!
I'll jolly well show em! I'n going on

L LT T T T T T T R R T T I T R T T
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ragging Wroggy till his hair turns grey!
Sen ¥

* Mo 2 murmured Bunter
With his mouth {ull of Peter's cake, that
was all the veply Bunter could uticr at
tho moment.

“And T'll jolly well show Wharton
whether he can bargo in and stap me 1™
sald Peter, with gleaming oyes, *
can’'t make the chap out! Ifcen as any-
thing on ragging Mossoo when old
Wibley was sacked! Now he's changed
right over! Cheeky ass! T'll jolly well
show him !

Peter moved towards the of
Etud}y No, T.

Bitlly Bunter Llinked round at Lim in
alarm through s big speetacles.

*I say, Toddy, old chap!” Cake
rather impeded Bunter's nticrance,
“Groogh! Urrggh! I say, hold on—
I want te zay—

Jdoor

stop 0o minute, Peter |
oopoogh 1™

Bunter bholted a large mouthful of
cake, gurgled, and resumed :

“I say, where are vou going, Pefor®”

"Wharton will be in his study now.
I'm going there!™ grunted Peter, “I'm
going to mop up the study with him ¥

. “But—I say, hold on! D-d-dow't be
m a hurry, Peter] ¥ say, they'll all be

there, the whole five of them, and
Wibley—m»

“Wibley 2

“Oht No! Of—of course not!

Wibley isn't at Greyfriars now ! stam-
mwered Donter., “I—I womdler what
madI_w_a ne a4y h"ﬁ’ihley?”

* Potty, perhaps ! suggested Petev.

:ﬂh, really, Teodd e

Any more bosh to babble before I
go?" asked Peler politely.

“Hold on! Yook here, T'm going
there to tea!”™ gasped Bunter. “I1—1
can’t go there to tea while vou're kick-
mg up a shindy, old chap! Wihley’s
got a jam-roll for teg——-"

“Wibley 7" yelled Petor.

“Oh!  I=I den't mean Wibley, of
conrse——"

“Are vou right off your rocker?
acked Peter, staring at his fat study-
mate. “A dozen times at lenst vow've
gabbled some rat about Wibley the last
week, as If he were still m the schogl !
lHave you gob Wibley on the Lesin 3"

¥ JT—I—yon sec=—I mean—"

“Well, what do you mean ¥
I'ater.

“0h! Nothing, old chap!™

“You bletheving bloater—"

Oy yeally, Toddy ! What T ntean s,
I—1'm not thinking about the jam-
roli—I don’t care much for tuck, as you
know-—-what 1 mean is, they'll chock
vour ont—1 don’{ want you to be chucked
out on your neck, Peter! Leave it il
after tea.”

“And after tea, 1t won't matter 1if I'm
chucked ouf on my neek, what ¥’

“Thai'= 1t, old chap, exactly I-—I

T know what you iean!”

mean=-—-="

“Nos,
crowled Peier.  “You far, frahjous,
frowsy frog, I ean’t make out why those
chaps let you stick them for tea in Study
Mo, I every day. Anvhow, you can eut
it to-day.”

“"HBub I don't want o cutl i, old chap-—
I've: been Imvrving through my tea here,
because ' going to tea there!” ex-
clammed Bally Bunter warmly., “I zay,
Peter, don't go there kicking up a row
now. Wharton won't serap with you—
they’ll just boot you out on your neck—
and very likely ump you, log, like they
did i the quad—

“"Let “om fry it on!® said Deter
grimly. “I'll call up all the Remove to
s fair play if they do. We'll ship the
whole sindy 1™

“Yes, that’s all very well, after tea—
hut—1 =ax. Deter, leave it 1§11 after
fca, old fellow!l I tell yon they'vo

snapped




ot a lovely joam-rell —you Lnow
ra, Mimble’'s big jam-rolls.  Well,
Wibley-—»"
"Wiblev ! shricked Peter.
“I—I mean Popper—="
“You mean Popper ™ howled Peter.

. "¥es, Popper—Popper got a whole
jam-roll!” said Bunter, *I saw him
getting it, at the tuckshop. 1 made a

point_ of it, see? I told him plainly
that T expected it. Well, look here, if
you go kicking up a row A

“You told Popper vou expected a
jam-roll for tea? And why the thump
should that mug-heuded new kid stand
you & jam-roll

#0Oh! I—I mean—— I--I didn't tell
him! That's what I meant to sav,”
stammered  Bunter. “You  poe-—
Wibles 2

“Wibley again!” bawled Peter,

“I—I—I mean—"

“Has old Wibley been back to the
school, and have vou seen him 7 de-
manded Peter. “Theve was a yarn the
other day that Mossoo had scen him—
he fancied that he'd seen Wibley in his
study—"

“He, he, he 1™

“What are vou cackling at, you fat

chump

“0Oh, nothing! I—I haven't seen
Wibley, of course! He's not at Grey-
friars now, Peter! How could he be,
when he was sacked two or thres wecks
sgo? If vou think he's in Wharton's
study, vou're guite mistaken, old chap.”

“1 don’t think he's in Wharton's
study, you blithering bandersnateh, as
I know he isn't!™

“He, he, he ™

Peter gave his fat study-mate a plare,
and pulled the study door open.

Billy Bunter jumped up from the
table, and grabbed him by & bony arm,
“I sav, stop, old chap!” he gasped,
“Leave it till after tea! I say, Peter,
I forgot to tell yvou, but Et‘lllt]lj" sald
he wanted to see you in his study——"
"Lt go, fathead !1”

“I—1 mean, Wingate told me to tell
vou to come down to his study | You'd
better go at once, DPeterl ou can't
keep the captain of the schoal waiting 1

Evidently DBunter was anxious for
Toddy to keep thoe peace until the
jam-roll in Study Neo. 1 was safely
disposed of.

“Let go my arm,
Peter.

“But I eay, old chap, look here—ow !
Legeo ! velled Bunter, as Peter Todd,

wdiot I yapped

with his free hend, grippﬁd him by a
fat peck. “Oh! wl Oh crikey!
Stoppit !

Bump !

Billy Bunter let go Peter’s arm, as
he sat down on the floor of Study No. 7.
He sat hard and heavy, and roared
as ho sat.

Toddy tramped out, and marched
down the passage to Study No. 1!
Jam-roll or no jam-roll, Toddy was on
the warpath—and Billy Bunter's only
consolation was what remained of
Toddy's cakel

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
A Stariling Discovery !

ARRY WHARTON, at tho tea-
table in Study No. 1, was, like
Toddy in Study No, 7, frown-

ing. He was worried.

Three or four times that afterncon he
Lad dodged Poter Todd.

Peter was determined on a scrap—the
captain of the Removo was resolved that
there should be no scrap—if he could
help it

EVERY SATURDAY

But really, it was far from pleasant
to be dedging a fellow who was on the
warpath. And 1t was clear that he
could not dodge Peter permanently.

Tetting Peter into the seceret was the
only way out.of the difficulty, But that
rested with Archibald, And Archibald
was adamant on that point, .

At the present moment Avchibald, in
contrast to the captain of the Remorve,
was looking very cheerful

" Did you fellows notice Frogey in the
guad " he asked.

B‘f!i:‘,‘lh, blew Froggy !" grunted Johuny

il

“I mean, he was lmking morry and
bright,” said Archibald. *I faney the
time's gotiing ripe! I believe I should
have been able to talk him over the
other day when I tried it on: only a
silly fatheand had got him in & booby.
trap, and made him fearfully ratty. I
rather think——"

“It's all vot!” said Johnny Rull
“You always were an ass, Wiblev.
You'd never have got sacked at all, if
vou hadn't been a silly ass. You're an
ass to be sticking here, got up as a
new kid. You're the biggest ass of all
to think that you can cateh Froggy in
a good temper and talk him round.
The little fool hasn't got over your
guying himm—and he won't get over 1t.”

The Co. nodded assent to Johnmy's
remarks.

Archibald suiffed.

Archibald, at least, had confidenece in
his own stunt. Perhaps becausze it was
his only chance he clung to it all the
Nore,

But the Famous Five, though un-
doubtedly they wished Wibler luck, did
not believe that there was anything
in it. They could not help thinking
that Wibley was led away by his own
hopes; believing that he had & chance
of “getting back,” chiefly because he
wanted to believe it!

Tt was true that a word from Mossoo
to the Ilead would probably induce
that majestic gentleman to wash oul

‘ibley’s expulsion. But only Wibley
believed that Mossoo conld ever be
induced to utter that word, The little
French master was kind-hearted and
amiable enough; but he had been too
deeply wounded and offended by having
been *guved ® by the schoclboy actor.

Harry Wharton & Co. did not believe
that Froggy would “come round:”
though, for Wibley's sake, they hoped
sno.  Yriblev, on the other hand, was
convinced that, if only the ragging Ly
the Femovites: ceased, an 03500 WAas
left 1n peace, he would cafch him at o
favourable moment, and the trick would
be done.

“The best thing you can do,” went on
Johnny, “is fo chuck ig!™

Another smiff from Wikles.

“Well, U'm not chucking it 1" he sand.
“The pater thinks I've got a chance of
rotting back lhere—and I'm not going
home to tell him I haven't! I'm not
going to be sent to another school while
there's 8 dog's chance of giettm back to
It will be all right in the

CGreyiriars |
fong runl You'll see !
“1 hope so,” said Harry., " Buot—2?
s 2 - A F
The hopefulness iz torrifie,”  re-

marked Hurree Jamset Ham Singh,
“but the butfulness is also fnmt.”

*“1f those chumps would leave off
ragging brogev,” grunted Archibald,
“that ass Todad, and Skinner, and
Bolsover—and the whole sct of silly
fatheads. I've heard that that conjuring
asz, Kipps, has got some stunt on! I've
g Jolly goad mind to i}mmh his head {*

The door of Study No. 1 openead, and
Peter Todd stepped in.

The Famous Five all looked at him.
Evidently Peter had come for trouble |
Harry Wharton's frown deepened.

“Hallo halle, hallo!” said Beb
effably. " Come to tea, Toddy? Sguat
du:r;fn Wa've gobk a ripping jan-
o _"_J?

“I haven't come to fea ! said Peter.
“I've come to mop up this study with
Wharton! You fellows can stand round
and see fair play [

“Wash it out, old man!” said the
captain of the Remove, shaking his
head. “Nothing to scrap about !™

“With gloves or without?” asked,
Peter, unheeding.

“ Netther, old bean.”

The Famous Five all rose to their fect.
Peter Todd ceme round the table,
heading for the captain of the Remove.

“Oh, eollar him and chuck him out [
said Johnny Bull

“"Hands off ! roared Peter, as the Co.
closed round him. “ You can't get away
with this[ I'll call all the fellows here,
if you don't give me fair play "

"Fathead! Are vou gomng out on
vour feet, or on your neck?" asked
Frank Nugent. "“One or the other—
take your choice”

“Tm going to—vyaroooh!” roared
Peter as he was suddenly up-ended,
“Ow! Leggo! Oh crikeyl You
rotters—yow-ow-ow [

“Ha, ha, hat"

As Peter refused to travel on his
foet, he had to travel on his neck.
Upside down, with his lanky legs in
the grasp of the grinning five, he was
led to the door.

Ha yelled frantically as he went,

“VYarooh | Will you leggo! Call this
fair play! Look here, you rotters—
grooogh! Oh erikey ! Leggo!”

“Come on, old bean !

“Ha, he, ha!"

Peter's legs went doorward—and the
rest of Peter had to follow.

His arms thrashed ocut wildly, his
hands grabbing at anything he could hold
en to. Ho caught the leg of the table,
and it rocked. Cups and ssucers slid
off and crashed on the floor. The tea-
pot slid—and the jam-roll rolled—and
mixed with butter and milk on the
carpet.

“Let go that table, you fathead!”
yvelled Bob Cherry,

*Hook him away, Popper!” gasped
Harry Wharton,

Archibald Popper, grinning, leaned
over Toddy to unhook his grasp from
the table leg. Peler hiad to let go; but
he grabbed at Arclnbald instead, and
draig'ed him over. He got him by his
thick wavy hair i

“0Oh ! howled Archibald. *Let go!
Oh crumbs! Look oub, vou fellows!
ch.e , Todd, you mad idict! Oh
crikey I

But Toddy did not let go! He had
something to hold on to now, and he
held on. His fingers were twisted in
Archibald Popper’'s wavy brown hair,
and he held on hard and fast.

Dut the next moment, Peter gave
a how!l of ainazement.

Arvchibald, jerking his head hack,
jerked it back without his brown hair!
His hair was left in Peter's hand.

“0Oh erumbs ! That tears it " gazped
Boly Cherry.

“Wha-a-a-t—"" stuttercd Peoter,

He was released at once,

Frank Nugent jumped to the door and
shut 1t, hastily., The uprear from Study
No. 1 was already drawing fellows along
the passage. No eyves were wanted fo
fall on Archibald in his presest denuded
stale.
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Peter sat up on tha floor of the study,
the brown hair in his hand, and an
sxpression of almost idiotic bewilder-
ment on his face.

Fer an awful second he had the im-
pression that he had dragged Popper's
hiir out by the roots!

But 1t waz not so bad sz that!

Popper was uncommonly well-pro-
vided with hair. Tnder the crop he
hed lost he had another erop!

Peter blinked at him. dizzily,

“Wha-a-t—" he stuttered, “ What
the thump—what the dickens—what the
thinder—wha-a-at—"

“0Oh, you chump!® howled
bald. “Gimme my hair 17

" Your—your hair ' stuttered Deter.
“Oh crikey ! What the thump are you
doing with two heads of hair?

Archibald grabbed the brown wig
from his hand. :

Peter staggored o his feet. He
watched the new jumior, with dizay
eyes, as Archibald ‘proceeded to stick
the brown hair on again before the
glass. His jaw dropped—he fairly
E?DE& it his amazed bewilderment.

¢ stared round at the Famous Five.

“Wha-a-a-t ! he gasped. “Look
here, what's this game? Did wyou
fellows know-—yes, I can see you did!
What does it moean

“You'll have to tell him now, Archi-
bald I" grinned Dob Cherry.

“Bother the ally asst”
Archibald.

FPeter Todd gasped. Even without
the brown hair, Wibley was not
vecognisable ; but 1t was clear, at least,
that he was not what he seemed. It
was clear, too, that the Famous Five
Eknew that the new junior was in disguise.

Peter fairly goggled at Archibald aos
he replaced the wig before the looking-
glass, 51:1-::*];:1115' it on with the fxing-
gum used 1n theatricals.

Archi-

enaried

“Who—what—" stuttered Poter.
“Look here, what does this mean?
You'll jolly well have to explain thisl
W hat-ve=

“Tell him, Wib, you silly assl”
hooted Johnny Bull.

“Wib e gasped.  “Did

ib 1" he gasped. "“IMd vou sa
Wib 7 gasp ’ ¥

" Wibley, you silly fathead !” growled
Archibald. *Now you know! Keep
it dark! Thiz means nine silly idiots
in the secret! All the school will sogn
know, at this rate. Keep it dark,
Toddy 1*

“Wiblev 1" stattered Poter, bawil-
dered. “ You amn't Wibley ! Ain’t vou
Popper? How can you be Wibley
when you're Popper !

“I'm not Popper, fathead, as I'm
Wibley, ass! FPopper never came to
Greyfriars, after all—and 1 did!
See, idiot! Now shut up, and mind
vou keep it dask 1"

“Oh erikey " gasped Peter Todd.

He fell, rather than sat, into a
chair, gazing at William Wibley, alias
Archibald FPopper, with distended eyes.

Feter was generally quick on the up-
take; but he seemed to find it hard to
assimilate the fact that Archibald
Popper, the new fellow in the BEemove,
was William Wibley, who had been
sacked from the schoal.

But he got it at last, and the
bewildered amazement in his faco gave
place to a grin.

He understood now why the Famous
Co. hed crased ragging Mosson, and
why they had tried Lo geb other fellows
to follow their lead. He understood,
tog, why Harry Wharton had refused to

fight him,
“"What a

“0Oh crikey I said Peter.
lark 1¥
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THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Where Is Wikley ¢

R. LOCKE, the headmaster of
Greyfriars Bchool, stood at his
study window, looking out into
the sunny guadrangle.

It was morning break, and ¢rowds of
fellows in the quad were under the eyes
of their headmaster,

Idr. Locke's

There was a letter in
hand and & puzzied expression on his
face. Every now and then he glanced
at that letter, and every time he
glanced at it his expression grew
more pronounced.

here was a tap at the study door
and Mr. Quelch entered.

Dir. Locke turned from the window to
face the Rewove master 23 he came in.
I Mr. Quelch gave him an inguiring
ook,

“Trotter informed me that you de-
strent to see me, siv!™ he saild.
ba

“Quite so, Mr. Quelch! Pra
seated 1 said the Head, “I have
received a most extraordinary com-
munieation, relating to a member—a
former member—of your Form.”

“Indeed, sir! gaid Mr. Quelch, in
surprise.  “No boy haz left recently,
with thoe excopuion of Wibley, who was
expelled—-"

“It 1z Wibley to whom I allude,” said
Dr. Locke. “This letter, Mr. Quelch,
iz from his fatheyr.”

Mr. Quelch nodded,

“I understand, sir! My, Wibley
desires to reopen the matter? No doubt
it was a heavy blow to hip—>"

“It is not exactly that, Mr. %;\EIE]L
The amazing thing iz that Mr. Wihle
appears to have the impression that
hava reopened the mattepr—-"

“In what way, sir?"?
thﬂ He hwnitcahas tf his s-:n-n_wprelstill ac%

e =school, by my permussion!” sal
Dv. Locke.

Mr. Quelen raised his eyebrows.

"1t iz impossible, I presume, that
Wibley has returned here, Mr, Quelch 1

said the Head.

Mr. Quelch smiled faintly.

“It iz scarcely possible, sir, that he
can have done so, without being seen,”
he said, “ and certainly he has not been
seen here”

“¥You are, of course, sure of that?”

“Quite! Btay ¥ added Mr. Quelch.
“A few days ago, sir, Monsieur Char-
pentier  stated that Wible had
entered lus study to speak to him. Ie
stated that he found the boy in his
study, and that he was about to bring
htm to you, sir, when Wibley ran out
and escapetf rod

“Indeed I" zaid the Head.

“Inguiry was. made at the time, but
no onie else had seen tho boy, and it
appeared impossible that he could have
entered 1he school unseen and un-
noticed,” said Mr. Quelch. "I was
driven to the conclusion that Monsieur
Charpenticr had made some extraordi-
nary mistake. He was, at the time, in
& state of some disturbance and excite
ment, owing to a prank played by some

junior.’

Dr. Locke pursed his lips.

“ Listen to what Mr. Wibley says on
the subject ™ he said.

Ho adjusied his glasses and pro-
cecded (o read aloud from the letier in
his hand:

T was, of conrse, greatly relieved
and pleased when my son telephoned
fhat 1t had been decided for him to
remain for a time, while the French
master considered the matter further.
A3 more than a fortnight has sinee

elapsed, however, I should be very glad
to hear tho final decision.’
“ Amazing 1”

Mr. tel
blankly, h Rudlen

“Obvicously, sir, Mr., Wibley is under
the impression that hia son is  still
here,” zaid Dr. Locke. *“The boy can-
net have reached home.”

“Obviously 1" agreed Mr. Queleh.

“We neod not fear that anything has
happened to him,” said the Head. “ Ha
must have made up his mind not to
return home when he telephoned to his
father that it had been decided for him
to remain here.”

“Quita s0."

said

“But he is not here, Mr. Quelch—"
“ Certainly not.”

“Then where can he be?™?

Mr. Quelch shook his head.

“I cannot wnagine ! he said. “The

boy it dehberately staying sway from
home, that is clear, after having given
his father the impression that he waa
remainimg at the school.™

* An untruthful statement——"

“Um!™ said Mr, Quelch. “That is
somewhat perplexing, alse.  Wibley
was 8 very lhoughtless boy—very much
given to absurd practical jokes, cspeei-
ally in  connection with amateur
theatricals, Tut he was a truthiul boy.
I should be very surprised, and very
shocked, 1f it transpired that he had
made a false statement, and to his
father, too™

“But, atherwise, Mr. Quelch, if the
staternent was true, he must have
remained herg—"

“IHe cortamly did not, sir. Wingate
of the Sixth Form saw him off in his
train at Courtfield the day he was ex-
pelled  He has not been seen heve
since, unless indeed Monsicur Char-
pentier did see him that day in Lis
study, as he supposed. The explana-
tion may be that he is remaining 1n the
vieinity of the school.”

“In communication, perhaps, with
some of his friends an c}x'ﬂur Form, Mr.
Queleh,” said the Ilead.

“It is possible, gir. He was
Enpuiar in the Form, and there

as been very keen resentment at his

somewhat hard punishment.”

Mr. Quelech’s tone implied that he
rather agreed with the Remove boys
on that point.

Dr. Locke coughed.

“His actions are oufrageons, Mr.
Quelech. I had no choica but to send
him away at the French master's
demand.”

“0h, quite, sir ™

“I hardly know how to reply to Mr.
Wibley's letter. His son, certainly, is
not here, and thore 13 no guestion of
the boy being meinstated at Greyiriara
I should be glad, however, i possible,
to be able to tell him where the boy is
—and possibly you may learn more on
that ﬁu%?ﬂut. from your Form."

“I will certminly question
Remove on the subject, sin”

Mr. Queleh left the headmaster's
astudy with a very thoughtiul brow. So
far as he had thought of Wibley, sinca
he had left. he had supposed that the
expelled junior had gone straight home,
At the same time, it was clear that AMr.
Wibley supposed him to boe still at
Greyfriars.  William Wibley, appar-
ently, had disappeared into spaca
since the day he was sacked |

When the Remove emne in for third
sehool that morming, they found their
Form-masier looking extremely grave.

Third lesson was geography ; ﬁuh Mr.
Queleh did not proeced inunediafely
wiih geographieal mstruection.
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As Billy Bunter raced up the box-room s

Wow 1™

. He fixed his eyes on his Form, search-
ing face after ‘f-gtﬂe; very Little doubt
exteting in his mind that some members
of the Form, at least, could have given
him news of Wibley,

He was assured that Wibley had not
made an untruthful statement fo his
father over the telephone. Therclore,
as he had stated that he was remaining
at Greyiriars, ho was remaining.

Az he could not=-go far as Mr. Quelch
knew—remain in the school, he must he
close at hand; putiing up in some lodg-
ing or other. In which cuse, it was very
probable that he was in touch with some
of lus old friends. In which case, again,
Mr. Quelch was going to know !

That kesn survey of the Remove by
Mr. Quelch's gimlet eyes cauvsed soino
uneasiness in the Form. Herbort
Vernon-Smith wondered whether Mr.
Quelel had heard anything of a Groy-
friars junior dropping in ab the Thres
Fishers. Bkinner and Snoop wonderod
uneasily il he knew anything of cigar-
cttes in a Rewnove study.,

Billy Bunter, in a state of great trepi-
dation, dreaded to hear that Coker of
the Fifth had made a comwplaint about a
pie being missing fromn his study. Bug
the mozt uncaszy of all was Avchibald
TPopper.  Archibald hardly  breathied
under the gimlet cyes of  his Form-

master.

“My boys!® DMe. Queleh broke a
silence that was growing painful.
% Before we cominenee the lesson, I have
an inguiry to make. ¥You have not for.
gotten that Wibley of this Form was
oxpelled from Greylfriars & shork time
pgo. 1t has now transpired that he did
not veturn home. I any boy in this
Forin ean give mo information regard-
ing Wibloy's present whereabouia, I
redquive him {o do so imenediately,”

There was a gencrsl gasp from the
CGroyfriars Remove,

“Down you come—ow !
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fairs', arr;.r Wharton grabbed at a fat ankle.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Nobody Knows Anything !
1 OH ™ pasped the Remove. )
“(3h erikey | breathed Bally
Bunter.
Archibald Popper sat with
an cxpressionless face.

Two or three fellows glanced at him.
Thoy could not help it, 8t the momendt.
Billy Bunter blinked at him, with his
little round eves almost popping throngl:
his big round speetacles.

The Bounder winked at Tom Redwing,
Redwing kept his eves on his deske.  BHob
Cherry’s eyes turncd on Archibald—but
e turned thew away again at once.

Nine fellows in the Bomove kuow, only
too well, Wiblev's present whereabouts,
He was sitting in his old place in the
Yorm=—if Mg, Queleh had only known.
But Quelel, keen as he was, was notb
likely to guess that one !

Fle did not, in fact, pay any ablention
in Popper. Popper was a new boy, and
Iiu}thad ot areived il after Wibley liad
LE.

Popper, therefore, was nob likely io
lenow anything about hio.

Quelel’s Jook was keenest atb Alicky
Diesinond ard David Morpan, who lad
breen Wibley's studyanates in SBtudy
No, B in the Remove,  They, Mr.
Quelch thought, were likelicst to know
it Wibley was  etill hauging  about
Gireylriars.

But Micky and Morgan only leoked
aslonished.  Arvclnbald had kept out of
their way as much a3 he could, because
they knew Wibkley so well, They had
hud bardly snrthing to say fo the now

fellow, aud 1qc1‘l;aml{|_ had mot  the
vemotest suspicion of his exbracidinary
seeret.

Mr., Queleh waited a long moment for
a reply.  He did not get one.  If any
Remove fellow kunew anything, that

B s res "
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“ Dw ! * yelled Bunter.
The captain of the Remove broke off suddenly as a heel eaughi him on the nose.

L1 Lﬂg-gﬂ ! p L]

fellow did not, apparently, intend to
confide it Lo his Forin-master,

* Desmond

“Oh! Yis, sire!” cjaculated Micke.

“I wnust ask you direetly, Doesmond,
whether yon have secen Wibley since the
day he was szent away from Urey-
friara?”

“WNo, zire " said Micky.

“You are suve of that, Desmond ¥

“¥is, sorr! I thought Le Lad gomne
hewne,  I'd be glad to sce him again
but I haven's seen him.?

“Morgan! lave yon seen anything
of Wibley since he left¥”

“Noy sir!" answered Morgin,

“I understand,™ said Mr. Queleh,
“that you two boys were very [riendly
with Wibkley, who shaved your study
v hen he was hore ¥

" 0h, vis,” suid Micky Desinond, * and
sure we'd weleoiae himm with  open
arruins, sorr, if he camn back, PBut b
Lhast't cotne back, that T know of.”

#Is 1t quite ecvltain, siv, thet he did
not return home ™ asked the Boundey
Ilandly, ns B3Ir. Quelch panzed.

“Tleat 13 quite coertain, Vernon-Smith.
I}, Locke has received a letter from his
father, from which it appesrs thet Mr.
Wibler supposcs him to be still at the
sehoni,”

“Oh erikey ! murmored Archibald,
whdder his breatl:.

“That he can be still at the sehiool s
of course, unpossible,”  went oo Mr.
Guelel. “ Tt would nob be possible for n
boy {o remain in concealment here, I
caunel suppose so for one moment, Vet
it appears that Wibley informed his
fatlicr thalt he wasz remaining here.
cannut believe that he made an untruth-
ful statement.  The only conclusion is
ihat he remaining ot hand.
Wiarion ¥

“Oh!” gasped Wharlon. “ Yea, sicl™

“As head boy of this Form, Wharton,

Tie Macser Lisnany.—-No. L5389,
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you must assist me in this matter, if you
can,” gaid Mr. Quelch.

“Qh " gasped Harry.

It was & fearfully difficult position for
the captain of the Remove. He had
promised Archibald to keep his seerch
A promise could not be broken like a pic-
crust. He had to keep Wibley's secret.
But how he was to answer his Form-
master was a problem,

“There can ba hittle doubk in fact, no
doubt, that the foolish boy has taken
some lodgings near the school 1" said Mr.
Quelch., “ As he has not gone home, and
as he is nmot in the scheool, that is the
only explanation. Are you aware of
this, Wharton #"

“Oh! No, sir1?

“You do not know of any lodging that
Wibley mavy have taken in the neigh-
bourheood of Greyfriara?”

“No, sir] Certainly not [*

“ Do you know whether Wibley enter-
tained any hope of being allowed to
return to the school, Wharton 1

“0Oh, yes, sir! I think—in—in fact,
I'm sure, that he hoped that Mossoo
would—would forgive him, sir, and—
and speak to the Head——"

“Did Wibley tell you tlas, Wharton 2"

“ Yes, siel”

“That accounts, then, for his extra-
ordinary action in remaining away from
hiz bame ! said Mr., Quelch. "Wera
vou aware, Wharton, when he left, that
he had such & scheme in his mind ¥

“He said something of the kind, sir,
the day he was'sacked—I mean, expelled,
but I thought it was only rot at the
time."’

“No doubt?! said Mr. Quelch.
*Wibley was an extremely unthimking
boy, and no doubt you did not take him
weriously at the time.”

“ Na, sir, not at the time,” stammered
Harry.

“PBut now, it transpires that he has
acteally carricd out that absurd
schemie,” said Mpe, Quelch, “I am
assurcd that he 43 not far from the
echool, and it appears to me yery pro-
bable that he would get in touch with
former friends here. 1f wyoun should
learn, Wharton, that he has taken a
lodging in Friardale or Courtfield, or
anywhere in this neighbourhood, it will
he your duty to apprise me of the fact
immediately.”

“Oh! Yes sir!” mormared Wharton.
“If—if I hear that Wibley is—is in any
sort of a—a lodging near the school,
Hir_.??‘

“Now,” said Mr. Quelch, "I must put
s question to the whole Form. Has any
oy here secn Wibley, cither in Friar-
dale or Courtfield, since the day he left
Greyiriars?"

“ No, sir I” answercd all the Remove.

Fortunately, they were able to answer
that guestion. Nobody had seen Wibley
in Friardale or Courtficld since he had
left the school. Mr. Quelch did not ask
them if they had seen him in the
Remove Form Boom. That question, if
asked, would have been muech more
difficult to answer.

“And now,” said Mr. Quelch, “a fow
days ago, Monsicur Charpentier stated
that he had seem Wibley in his study.
This was supnosed, at the time, to be
gome strange mistake. In view of what
iz now known, however, T have no doubt
that the feohish boy actually did call
upon the French master, no doubt with
the intention of making some zppeal to
mm. "

Mr. Queleh scanned hia Form keenly.

“He was not secn cither to enter, or
to leave,” ho said., *hbut he must, of
course, have done bolh, as 1t appears,
after all, that he was here. e must, I
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think, have had assistance in order {0 dao
so unseen. Did any boy in this Form
help Wibley to enter fhe school surrep-
titionsly on that oceasion, and help him
to leave afterwards i

“No, sie i”

The Remove answered as one man.

Again the answer was easy, Nobody,
certainly, had helped Wibley to enter or
to leave on the day ho had tried his [uck
with Froggy—as he had neither entered
nor left.

“Very well,” said Mr. Queleh; and,
with ﬂ'l.'l!:, the matter elosed, and
fecgraphy started in the Remove Foun
Room,

But most of the Eemovites gave little
heed to geography that morning.

The news that Wibley, sacked from
Greyiriars, had not gone home, and was
supposed to be =iill hanging about
near Greyfriars, came as a startling
surprise to the majority of the Form.

Nine fellows knew: but the rest of
the Hemove had not the slightest sus-
picion on the subjeet. They were sur-
prised, hkeenly interosted, and rather
thrilled, Where was Wiblev? Every
fellow wanted to know—theugh no
fellow had any intention, if he found
out, of passing on the news to Mr.
Queleh,

When the Remove wero dizmissed they
went out in a buzz of excited talk on the
subject.

0L Wib was always rather a card I
Y But favey sticking
Where the

chuckled Skinner.
on after he was sacked !
dickens can he bei" )
“Tcho answers where |V sald Hazel.
“The wherefulness iz terrifie!”
chuckled Hurrce Jamset Eam Singh.

“Wib was always a silly ass,™ re-
marked Bolsover major; *“but this 13
the limit, cven for Wib!”

“I guess it’s the bee's knee I* declared
Fisher T'. Fish, ;

“But whero * sald Sguiff.

“Oh where, Oh where can he be?”
sang Bob Cherry. *“Has anybody here
secn Wib?  You seen him, I?c:p;:_rer ik

“Popper wouldn't know him by
sight,” zaid Hazel. " He went before
Popper came. It was the same day,
but Wik went in the morning, and
Popper came in the aflerncon, I
remember.”’

“What was he like " asked Archibald,
with an air of casual interest.

Well, not much fo look at,”™ =aid
Skinner,
(1] E;_l ?II
“Rather an ugly mugy——"
* What 7

“Face a it like a haichet and his
hair the colour of tallow, light eye-
brows, as far as he had any at all, and
maoutl like a eoal-mine—>"

“Wou cheeky ass! Better leoking
than you, I'll bet you!” napped
Archibald. And he stalked away,
leaving Skinncr staring in surprise, and
Bob Cherry chortling.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
A New One for Froggy!

IPPS of the Rentove came oulb of
the Houze after dinner with
a cheery grin on his face.

Several  fellows came  out

with Kipps. y

More joined him in the quad.

It was romoured in the Hemove that
a fresh “rag” on Iroggy was bmpend-
ing, with the schoolboy conjurer taking
the lead in it. Bo, as Mossoo was in
the quad, Wipps, when he come out with
that grin on his face, became an objeet
of genecral, intorest

Monsicur Charpentier was talking to
Mr. Quelch. A good many fellows

could hear what Lo said. Mossoo's
gipiveaky  voice rose whem he  was
excited—and he was excited now. le
gestigulated with both hands as he
talked to the Hemove master.

“Zat  Vibley ™ he said. it Zat
mauvais garcon Vibley! Ze vorpes
baddest of all ze bad boys in zis école !
Smeet 13 bad, and Todd 1= bad, znd
Sherry is razzer bad-but Vibloy vas
ze verreo baddest! Ho make himself
up as ono Frenchman ze most ridienlous,

to make one mock of meo! WNest-co-
pas ¥t
"Wibloy was expelled for that

offence, Monsicur Charpentier, and the
matter 15 at an end |™ said the Remove

master coldiy.
not at one end!™

“But it s :
squeaked Mossoo, *“*Je wous dis, zat
bad boy come back viz himself after.

Is 1t not zat I see him in vy study 7

“It certainly appears now that he
called at the school that day,” said Mr.
Quelch. *“But he must have left again
immediately.”

“Is it zat he go chez son pire?” de-
manded Monsiour Charpentier, *Non!
He go not chez son pérel le have,
vat you call zo sheek, to stay, and zo
OZzers, zoy arc of assislance to zab bad

oy —

“The Hemove bovs know nolbing of
him, sir! I have questioned my Form
on the subject |

“I da not zink 1" squeaked Maossoo.
“1 zink zat zay know! Oh, yes! Mais
oui | Is it not zat zay rag, and rag, and
rag, and make me z¢ hair to turn grey
since zat bad boy Vibley he 13 expel?
zink so—yes | ?ey know! Zey can tell
1f zey vish, so zat ze bad boy he may
be dispatchod to his home—chez son
pera

“71 think not.”™

“ Mais jen suiz suri"

Mr. Quelch shrugged his shoulders
ﬁlight]‘;.r and walked into the Honse,
Mo did not as a matter of fact, like
being  buttonholed an  excited
IFrenchman in the quad, and he disliked
extramely having Moessoo’s hands waved
at him while Mossoo talked,

“Mon Dien! Mais, c'en est irop
bhreathed Monsicur Charpentier, as he
resumed his walk in the quad, without
the company of the Remove master.

Mossoo was angry and indignant.

All Creyfriars knew now that Wibley
had not goie home, and that he was
supposed to be hanging somewhere
ahout the school—apparently in the hope
of somchow getling back !

From the sensitive little Freoch gentle-
man’s point of view, Wibley had
insulted him 1n the most dire and deadly
manner. He had made himself up as
the French master, guyiulg{ him hefora
a laughing crowd in the Rag. Expul-
sion from Greyiriars was, in Mozzoo’s
opinion, quite a light punishment for
that dire offence ?

And he was not, after all, gone 1

Disregarding lits sonlence, he was
sticking on—no doubt in collusion with
the other young rascals in his Form,
who were turning Moszoo's hair grey
witl: ruthless ragging !

Mosz20's idea was that that " baddest ™
of all bad boys should bLe immediately
found, severcly cancd, and sent home
in charge of a prefect. 1lc had uo doubt
whatever that Remove fellows eould
have told where to lay hands on him.
Wibley's continued presence in  the
vicinily was,. to Mossoo's mind, another
insult to him personally. e fumed as
he walked in the guad afier Alr.
Queleh hiad left him.

* Kxeuse me, sirl”

“Val—vat 13 1f, Ieepst”
Alossoo.

He was in no mood to be paticnt with
any Hemove fellow just then,

pi2
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“You'll Tose that frog, eir!" said
Kipps meckly.

“Vati"

“That frog, sir!”

Monsieur Charpentier stared blankly
at Kipps. }

In his happy native land, Mossoo was
accustomed to frogs as an artivle of
diet, and he knew that there were many
jokes on the subject, and that he was
called “Froggy " by the juniors. But
at Greviviars frogs were never included
in the menn. ad ihey beon, Mozzoo
would hardly have earried them about
with him. Certainly, there was no frog
on his person, so far as he was aware,
So he could only mip::-se that Oliver
Kipps was being checky.

“Maiz, mauvaiz garcol,
mean " hooted.
frog——"' )

“There it is, sir?”

Kipps reached guickly io the French
master’s shoulder, and as: he jerked
away his hand, a frog was wriggling in
the palm.

“Mon Dieu!"” gpasped Monsicur Char-
pentter, staring at it in bewildermend.
“Vero zat frog he come from? I
nevair seo him before (™

“] sayv, wyou fellows, look!"™ yelled
Billy Bunter. *“I say, Mossoo had his
supper in his pocket, and it got out L

‘Ha, ha, ha !

HDu  tout!"

vak

_you
Hdoere iz

ho no

exclaimed DMonsicur
Charpentier., I sav zat I know nob zat
frog he is zere! I zank you, Kecps, for
taking it off my coat! I know not how
zat he jump on my eoat!”

“Ts that ancther, sir ! asked Kipps.

He made a motion of throwing the
frog awav under {he elms.  Remove
fellows, who knew that the schoolboy
conjurer was not likely to throw away
his mechanical frog, conld gness that he
slipped 1t into his sleeve, though so
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skilfully was it done that no eve could
follow 1t.

But to Mosso's eyes the wriggling
thing was  thrown away, and whoi
Kipps jerked another from the back of
his eoat collar, he gave a sgueal of
horrificd astonishment, never dreaming
for a moment that 1t was the same

frog!
el 1" gasped Mosson., Y Fal s
anpzzer ! Am I smoszered viz frogs!

Man Dicu, vere zose frogs zcy come
fram? It iz vun choke—somevun has
smozzered me viz frogs for one choke !

“There's another——"

“Mon Dicu!”

“Ha, ha, ha!"

A crowd was gathering round the spod
HOW,

Mr. Prout stared at Aossoo over the
heads of the grinning juniors.

“ Monstenr Charpentier!”  he ex-
claimed. *This is Really, sir, this
is—is cxtraordinary ! Is it possible, siv,
that vou have gono out catching frogs 1"

“Afals non !” shricked Mosson. “1 do
not cateh zem! I know not how zey
come viz me! Keeps, lovk if zere are
any more of zose frogs 17

* Behind vour ear, sir—"

“{Irrerggh 1

“I've got it—here it 1s, sir!

“ Mon Dieul Maiz o'ost affrouse——-

“ Disgusting I said Mr. Prout to Mr.
Hacker., Perhaps he did not intend
Mossoo to hear thal remark.,  But
Moszsoo did hear it.  *““Collecting frogs,
obviously for a meal—"

“His pockets full of {hem
apparently " said Hacker, with a sniff
of disgust. “They must have crawled
out—""

“Rovolting 1 said Prout.

“ Te vous dis T know nozzing of zis!”
ghricked Monsicur Charpentier, " Chez
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moi, je les mange—! eat zp h‘oi in
Vrance, mais ici—but here—non! Nom,
jamais ! Jamais de la viel I undey-
stand not——"

“ Thore's another !

“Ciel ! Vero from he come, gen?”

“Pockets full of them|” grunted
Prout. *"The boy has taken at lcast six
or seven oft hirm——"

** Horrible I"* said Hacker.

“Do not hurt those frogs, Kippe!”
cxclatined Mr, FProut. “The or
creatures have done no harm, Qi
ghould not throw them away carclessly
in that manncr, They should bo
dropped inte a pond—"

“Oh! Ves, sir!™ pasped Kipps, He
was not likely to drop an expensive
mechanical frog into a pond,

“1 gav, vou fellaws, Mossoo’s simply
crawling with frogg=—"*

“¥a, ha, ha!”

“I understand it nokt|
vere zose frogs zey coms from! Je n'en
sais rien! am smotler viz frogst
Somnevun smozzer me viz frogs for one
choke——"

“Ha, ha, ha !

“7 think that's the lot, sir!” said
Kipps demurely. ““Unless there's any
more inside vour clobber, sir——"

“ Uérrrggh ! gasped Monsicur Chay-
pentier. ¥rog after frog had—
apparently—been picked off him, and
he had a horrible, erawly fecling all
over him. “I go to change zc garments
—T see if zere 1w more frogs—"'

He rushed off to the Eouse.

Yells of laughter followed him.
However careful & scarch Mossoo made
of his garments he was not likely to
discover any more frogs—mnow that he
was out of rcach of the school conjurert
The juniors howled with merriment.

(Continved on nexd page.)
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Boys ! If you're out to get the last ounce of fun from
the most thrilling outdoor hobby a boy can have, geta
Hornby Speed Boat! Hornby Speed Boats and Racers
are the finest model craft of their kind in the world—
beautifully made and superbly finished, The Hornby
clockwork mechanisms are amazingly powerful ; they go
farther, drive faster, and last longer. Your local dealer
will show you all the models—from the out-and-out racers
to the smart limousines—and whichever you choose,
you can be sure that it will be a champion of the pond |

HORNBY SPEED BOAIS
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HORNBY SPEED BOATS
from 2/11d

HORNBY RACING BOATS
from 4/6d
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for the asking —a
F R E E fine new price list
in photogravure!
MECCANO LTD. (Dept. U),
Binns Road, LIYERPOOL 13
Please send me the new Hornby Spesd

Bowt price lst containing illustradions
and all detalls of tha Hornby flesat.
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Prout and Hacker
sniffing.

“Disgusting ! zaid Prout.

“Revolting 1" said Hacker.

“Ha, ha, ha " yelled the juniors.
And Kipps, with a cheery grin,
slipped his mechanical frog into his
; et.

walked away,

——

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Whose Ple?

i SAY, vou fellows!”
“* Shut, up, Bunter [
At tea-time William George
Bunter, as ueusal, rolled in at the
doorway of Study No, 1. The Famous
Five were there, and Archibald Popper.
The whole half-dozen answerced DBunter
together with the same injunction.

n the peculiar circumstances of the
caze- Bunter had to be tolerated. Bui
conversation from the fat Owl was
superfuous,

illy Bunter blinked st the half-dozen
with a lofty and indignant blink
through his big spectacles.

"1 was going to say——" he began,

“Well, don't !" said Archibald crossly,

Archibald was vather perturbed by
the announcement Mr., Quelch.-had made
in_the Form-room that morning. Ho
had dreaded that Mr, Wibley m;thl: got
into communication with the Head!
Now Mr, Wibley had done so. Even
the hopeful and confident Wib realised
that his difficeltics were much increased
therchy,

“Oh, really, Wibley—" said Bunter,

“Shut up, vyou fat =sss!”  hissed
Archibald. .

“Well, you shut up!” said Bunter.
“1 was going to say-—" .

“ Speech may be taken as read ! said
20h, seally, O "

1, really, Cherry—

“The jawfulness of the esteemed
Bunter is too terrific!” remarked the
Nabob of Bhanipur.

“0Oh, really, Inky—"

“"Buppose you go and fll the kettle,
Bunter F‘ suggested Nugent.

I don't gee why I should be asked to
do evervthing ! :aid Bunter. “Look
here, I was pgoing to say you fcllows
make cut that I never stand my whacl
in & spread ! You needn’t deny it—you
jolly well know you do! Well, what
ghout a pie?”

“ Nothing about a pie!” said Harry
YWharton. “Just shut up I

“I mean, I'm goiug to ztand the
pie I hooted Bunter. “I've tea'd in
this study s few times lately!  Well,
now I've got a pie I'm going to whack
it out—see? It's rather a decent pio—
steak-and-kidnex ! I had it from Bunter
Court this morning, Lots to go round.
How about that?™

“Oh!  Where's the pie?” asked
Johnny Bull.
“1 left it in the box-room! It's heen

there all day—quite safe,” said Bunter,
“I think one of you fellows might go
and feteh it. I've parked it in I'r%&ul_‘;‘a
sig trunk.™

"What the thump have vou parked a

sie¢ in the box-reom for?” demanded
Bob Cherry.
“And whosze pie 13 1t 7" asked Johinny

Bull sarcasticallv.

“Mine I'" roared Bunter. “I've told
vou it came specially from Bunter Cours
this morning. If Coker's lost a pic, or
anything, I know nothing about it. How
could 17"

“0Oh, my hat !

“It's all right! said Baunier re-
assuringly. "I thought Coker might
have said something to Qluﬁi-:h when ko
sterted jawing in tha Form-room in
third schoel. But it wes only about
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Wibley, after all. Notb that 1t's Coker's
pie, you know ! Bo far as I know Coker
never had a pie. I never heard him tell
Potter and Greene that they’d have it
for supper to-night! I'm not the fellow
i‘ﬂl ttﬂ-ti.‘%l"tjfﬂ chaps when they're talking,

1ope 1

“Ha, ha, ha ¥

“Oh, don't cackle whenever & fellow
opens his mouth'!™ yapped Bunter. I
thought I'd better park it in a safe
place, as Coker mig t think it was his
Em 1f he heard about it. It happens to

¢ a steak-and.-kidney pie, same as his—
one of those coincidences, you know,
And you know what a fool Coker is!
Bet you he would think I'd snaffled Lis
pre 1f he knew. ™

* Bafe bet I chuckled Bob Cherry.

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“Well, look here, you fellows, I'm
whacking out that pie!” said Bunter.
“¥ou make out that I never stand my
whack—well, that's a whopping pie, and
enough to go round for the whole party.
You. go and get it out of Mauly’s trunk,
Bob.?

“T1 don't think 1" grinned Bob,

“Will you go, Wibley 7"

_ #“I'll bang your silly head on the deor
if vou call me Wibley ™

“Well, look here, whe's going to fetch
that pie?” demanded Bunter. “TFor
%'oudnasa‘ sake don’t be such a set of
azy slackers. Anybody might think it
was & mile up the passage to the box-
room. Blessed if T ever saw such a lazy
lot! Will you go and get that pie,
Wharton 7"

“Yez!” said the eapiain of the
Remove. " And I shall take it back to
Coker's study.™

“What?" yolled Bunter. " You silly
chump, think you're going to give Coker
of the Fifth my pie?”

“No; Coker's pie,™
“I tell you 1t's my pie!” howled
Bunter, “It came specially from

Bunter Clourt. TI've got the label off it
in my p:}t:lmt now, "

“Let’s see the labe] 1

“0h! I think I left it in my study!
You can take my word for it, I sup-
pose,” zald Bunter warmly. “It ain's
overy fellow that would offer to whack
out a topping, whopping steak-and-
kidney pie! T can tell you it's a ripper

—you know those pies that Aunt Judy
sends Cokape——"

“"Hz, ha, ha !

“1 mean—I—I1—1 mean—-"

“You fat brigand,” s=aid Harry.

“You've pinched a pie from Coker's
study, anrf there’'ll be a row when he
mizzez it1 I'll po and get it and take it
back to him.”

Billy Bunter glared at the captain of
the Remove with a glare that might
have cracked his speciacles.

“"Why, vou—you-vou beast!™ he
gaspecd. "I offer to whack out my pie,
and all vou can do 13 to make out that
I've pinched it from a Fifth Form man !
Coker never had a pte! It wasn't in his
study cupboard when I looked in break
this morning. Besides, T never went to
his studv., I wasz out of the Houso
all the tune. It's my pic! Specially
made by our French chef at Bunter
Court. I'll show you the lctler that
came with it if you like.”

“ Bhow up 1” grinned Bob.

“Ouly I'-2 lost if, es it happens. 1
think you might thank a ehap for offer-
ing to whack out a steak-and-kidnoey
pic ! said Bunter indignantly, * There's
such a thing as gratitude, though you
fellows don’t seem to have heard of it
d Bpokeshave—I mean, Shakespeara
—says that o thankless serpent is
shavper than a child's tooth! Talk
about beastly ingratitude——"

Billy Bunter broke off and backed

into the passage as the captain of the
Hemove came towards the doorway.
“Look herc, you beast, you're mnob

going to bag my pie!” lie hooted.
i —%.‘11 go and fetch it myself, if you
like! There!”

Harry Wharton laughed.

“It mightn't get back where it
belongs, if you did !” he answered. “I’ll
fetch 1t, old fat man [

* Beast ! roared Bunter.

He turned suddenly and cut up tle
Remove passape towards the box-room
stairs. Seldom did Billy Buonter move
swiftly. But now his feet seemed
scarcely to touch the passage floor. In
mements of danger Bunter could put on

gpeed; and this was & moment of
an%tr—-—ihn steak-ond-kidney pie was in
Pari !

“Btop, you fat as=s!7  exclaimed
Harry.

Bunter flew! Wharton rushed on his
track. Bunter reached the box-room

stair, at the vpper end of the passage,
just as Harry Wharton reached Bunter,
Tha captain of the Remove grabbed
at a fat ankle whisking up the stair,

“Ow! Leggo!™ yelled Bunter.

“Down you come—— Oh! Wow ™
roared Wharton, as Bunter's other foof
Kicked out.

A heel caught Wharton on his nose !

e gave & roar and staggered,
releasing the fat ankle he had grabbed,
Both his hands went to his nose,

Bunter did not delay.

Wharton, for a moment, was fully
occupied with his nose. That moment
was enough for Buniter. He flew up the
stair, dashed acrces the little landing at
the top, and shot inte the box-room.

lam !

Wharton heard ilie d
as he got going again. Ho careered up
the stair after Bunfer, h

“You fat rotter!” he roared., *I'l}
burst yvou! I'll bung the pie down the
back of yvour peck. I'l—*

Hick !

The key turned on the inside of the
door as he reached it

The captain of the Remove dragged
at the door handle.

“Beast " came o breathless howl
from within. “Yah! Rotter! Think
you're going Lo pinel my pic! Beast!”

“T'Il smash yvou!” roared Wharton.

“Yeah !

Thump, thump, thump! at the door.
But thumping had no effect on a locked
door !

“He, he, he! You can bang az lon
as you like, wou beast, but you ain't
going to have any of the pic! Yah!*

:‘ ) ?ﬁjhia door, you fat freak !

ah !

“T'11 burst you when sou come out!”

“Beast 1

Thump, thump!

“Hea, he, he!”

Harry Wharton gave it up. Ha
tramped down the box-room stair, with
a hand to his damaged nose. Bunter
awas left in possession of the box-room
—and the pie!

It was probalble that Bunter was not
going to leave the safe shelter of that
box-room until his cireumferenco was
safely wrapped round the pie.

Harry Wharton went back to Sludy
™Na, 1I—where he had, at al] events, the
consolation of not enjoving Bully
Bunter's company as usual at tea,

r slamy above

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Mossoo Makes a Discovery !

¢« 7 FAT Vibley!”
z Monsicur Charpentier

breathed the words,
Ho stopped—as if thunder-
struck ab Lis diseovery.
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stepped to the big trunk and lifted the lid.
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¢« Zat had boy Vibley,"* exclaimed Monsieur Charpentier, * he hide someveres viz himself.” Mr. Euetah, with a grim brow,
“QDoooh ! I—I'm not here '** There was a stariled squeak from within the

trunk and the fat face of the Owl of the Remove blinked up, with terrified eyes, at the two masters.

The door of Stady No. 1 in the
Rermove was shut.  But the cheery voices
from the study were quite audible in the
passage,

Certuinly no fellow in dhat stndy had
the remotes idea that Monsicur Char-
pentier Dad cowme up to the Hemove
A TLeErs.

The TFreswh masier had noe lusiness
there, and wa: scldon or never seen
there. It was quite unusual for Progzoy
i Lo there.

But Iioges had Nis ressons on this
oeeasion,

Mr. Quelch bad been satizficd with
the result of Lis questioniug of the Forg
that mornipg.  Monsicur  Chavpentics
had not been sabisfied,

Monzicur Charpenticr was convincod
that mnany, if not all, the Remose koew
more about the missing scioolboy than
they cared to {el! thor Torme-masler,

As a maller of facy, hie was righl, for
thera were ninge fellows i 1he Remnre
witn could have imparied information
had the spirit mosved them Lo do s

Dlossoo was in search of thal inlornnn-
Lion,

e conld not call Uhe Hemove togeilier
in their Voerm-room. Lle could nol seud
for Quelel’s bovs to his sludy Lo guestion
tietn,  Neovertheless. he was poing to
ruestion them, and thal was why he was
ilicre.

¢ teaslime the Tower Fourll wern
a1l or nearly all, in their studies; and
it was Mossoo's intention 1o o to siody
after study and guestion all the Removo
in turn,  And he had litile donht Lhat he
would succeed in eliciting information
regarding that baddest of had hoys,
Wiblev, who had 1he astounding chesls
to stick on semewhere near the school
nfter he had been expelled for giving
Frogey dire and deadly offence.

But, as it happened. Mossao did nol
reed Lo earry on with 1lail round of

visils up and down the Remove studies,
For, as he paused at the first study in
the passage, he heard Wibley's voico!

e stood rooted asz he heard 181

ile knew that voice !

ITn hnd heard it often enough when
Wibley was in the Groyiriars Remove
and a regular member of the junior
French sels. He had hoard it sinee then,
on oue oeeasion—ilie geeasion when the
disgpuised  jupior had  dizearded  his
disguise, to try diis luclk in a plea to the
Trench masler.  TE was umimstakablo—
and he knew il ab onee !

“ Moo Diea ! hreatlicd Mossoo, ™ Zat
Viblew "

It was really amazing.

That the expelled junior was sone-
where near the school e hoew, as M.
Queleh and  the Head koew,, That
Temove fellows bad Lelped him {o comao
and po, on ihe oecasion of his visit fo
Mosseo's study, bo was sure. Bub thak
Lhe young rascals dared o bring  an
cxnelled fellow inta il s=clwol  and
erteriain hite  an their  study  was
astounding.

Mossan: of eourze, never dreamed [hat
the expelled junior was a meiher of
that study wnder another name, Il
never  dreaincd  that  Wiblew, alias
Arclithald Popper. had turned vp in the
IFrench sets unsuspecled.

Wibley eonld dispuise his volce as
cazily as his face. As Archibald Topper
Le adopted a rather high-pilched voiee,
notiing Jilee Wibley's own,

Bul iu the safe seelusion of his sludy
it was natural thut the disguised school-
boy somelimes forgot the part he was
plaving, amd drapped uneonscionsly into
Lz natural tones,

That, though Mogioo knew Il not, was
wiak was happening feow

The chune of the Remave woern falk-
it erichel., Lrank Nogent was going
t e in the team lo play Jimay Silver

& Co. at Rookweood, This was ralber
caleh Tor 'rapnk, whe, theugh hc was tho
best chur of the captain of the Remove,
il not often got a chance of playing for
the senool. All the Co. werce ﬁ]::td that
he had shown uncommonly good form of
Inte, and justified his selection to play.
it Archibald had another opinion.

Wibley, when a Eemove fellow, bhard
Iwen a great gun at amatour tleatricals
bt not much wae In gpames. Like many
other fellows, however, he was not
wholly. satisfied to do what lhie counld da,
but fancied that he could do what he
couldn’t do. Now e was arguing hotly
on the s=ubject; and m his keenness
gquite forgot to wvse ihe voice he had
adapted as Archibald Popper’s!

Aund w1l came to pass that Mosson,
racter]  wath  astonizliment  onl=tde  thne
door of Btoady INe. 1, heard ithe old
familiar tones of Williom Wiblev from
v bl i

“Thier rob?™ Wibley was  saying
warnmly, I don’™ olaim o o a
cricketer like Bmithy or Bob, or you,
Wharvton ! Ov even that as: Toddy!
Bl 'Hw"']d ay Nugent's head off any-
cluy !

“IE T woere keeping wickef V" remarlked
Mugent,  “Yeu mizht do anvthing wilth
& bad, ofld chap!™

*“Ha, ha, ha ™

“0Oh, dou't e a Tunny ass ™ _ﬂ'alrp{"‘
the voien of William Wibley, “Lonk
here, Wharlon, 1f vou've gob the sense
of a bunny rabbit. svou’ll give me a
chanece in ihr Rookwood mmaleh.,.  Tho
fuestion iz, have yvou the sense of a
ralbat **

“Tin nel a rabhit, old chap!™ saud
Wharton mildly.  “You are—-="

"What t¥

“1 mean, in ericket——"

“10a, ha. ha

(Fantinued on page 16.)
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{Continued from page 13.)
“Zat  Vibley!" Dbreathed Mossoo.

“Clest la voix de Vibley—it iz zo volce
of Vibley! Vibley is zere! Mon Dieu!
Ziey brin? zat Vibley, who is cxpel, into
zo school viz zemselves, isn't it! e
sheek of zat! But now I zink zat I
catchesz zot Vibley I

Bonsieur Charpentier grabbed the
doorhandle, turned it, and hurled the
study door open.

He whisked into the open doorway,
his ¢ves glinting, his little pointed beasd
alrmost bristling.

Wibley, if he was thore, was fairly
caught., There was no escape from the
study, save by way of the door, and
Monsicur . Charpentier’s dapper figure
stood in the middle of the dosrway,

There was a general exclamation in
the study as the door burst open. All
the hall-dozen juniors jumped to their
feet in surprise.

They stared at Monsienr Charpentier,

Mossoo glared at them.
“Vibley I” he hooted. “Vere is
Vible¥? I see not Vibleyt Is it zat

he hide viz himself under ze table?
Vere is zat Vibley? demand to
know [

*Wibley I'” gasped Harry Wharton.

“Dh, my hat!” murmured Archibald.

Mossoo gesticulated in the doorway
with both hands. He did not =ee
Wibler in the study—as, naturvally, he
had fully expected to do when he hurled
open the door, Buot that Wibley was
there he could not doubt. ¥is glintin
cyves surveycd Whavton, Nugent, Do
Cherry, Johuny Bull, Hurree Singh,
and Archibald Popper. Wibley was
not to be seen,

“Je vous dis, je demande—I ask you,
vere 18 Vibley i roared Monsieor
Charpentier. “I demand to sce zat bad
boy! Zat verree baddest of bad boys!
Zat parcon zat make ze mock of me,
and 13 expel! He is here—and I de-
mand te see him! Vere is Vibley ¥”

[

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Wibley the Imvisible !

ARRY WHARTON & CO. stood
dumb.
They were guite laken by
Sl'tl'l'.lll‘l.SE-'.

It did not oceur to them for the
moment that Mossoe had heard Wib-
lex’s wvoice, and that the dispuised
junior, in the execitement of the argu-
mont about cricket, Lad dropped into
his natural fones,

For two or three weelks Archibald had
heen an inmate of Btudy No, 1 in the
Boemove, unsuspected.  So  this  was
startling. )

Mossoo gesticulated angrily in the
doorway. He kpoew chat Wibley was
theve. He'could only suppose that the
voung raseal had {lm{%&d quickly out of
sight when the door floew open. Under
the table, or behind the tattered sereen
in the ecorner—anvhow, he was in the
etudy ! Froggy was absolutely ceriain
of that.

“Feontez ! he hooted.,  ““Je vons dis,

Twe Maicxer Lisnanyv.-—=No. 1,539,
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Vibley iz here! Chez vous, Vharlon,
vou verree bad boyl I take him to za
Heacd ! Pas utile—useless zat he hide !
I know zat he is hore™

“ But, sir—" gacped Harry.

“Only uws in this tudy, se!” said
ob. *“Jus: us six, ir [

“The sizxfulness is the total, esteemed
gahth.”

“What—what makes you think
Wibley is lere, =ir?” asked Frank
Nugent.

£y

hear him  speak viz himself I''
shricked Mossoo. “ Zink you zat I know
not ze volee of zat bad boy? Mais out!
But yes! Parfaitement ! 8a voix est iet,
alors, Vibloy est iei! If his voice is
here, he is here. n'est-ce-pas? I de-
mand vers is zat bad boy Vibley."

“Oh 1" gasped Wharton. Ile under-
stood now.

The Famous Five glanced at Archi-
bald. 1t secmed fo them at the moment
that Wibley's game was up |

But it was not up, iz Wibley's own
opinion.

He realised that he had made a slip
—never, of course, dreaming that a
beak was within hearing. ﬁeally he
could not afford to make slips in his
peeeliar position; but the fat was not

i1 the fire yet,

“Did you say Wibley, sir?” asked
Archibald, and his voiee was now in the
high-pitched tones of Archibald Popper,
utterly unrecognisable as Wibley's,

“Mais  oui—Vibley—zat bad boy
¥iblay——"

“What is he like, sir?” asked Aveli-
bald.

“Yat

“I'm a new chap here,
Wibley left before 1 ecame,” explained
Archibald. “ 8o, vou seo=——"

“¥ou must know vat he is like,
Foppair, 2¢ same as ze ozzers, as he 13
m #15 study viz vo”

“ I this study, sir! There's nobody
in this study, except us——

" Zat 15 not true, Foppair.”

“0Dh, sir! On my word, there's us
six fellows in the study, and nobody
else, fill you eame in—"

“Vous osez—you dare to sav zak?”
shrieked Monsicur Charpentier. * Zink
vou gab you deceive me? Maizs non!

ibley is here—je le sais bien! He
hide viz himself under zo tab a

i Th}::'{:’-s nobody  under the table,
1]

“You ecan look
Bull.

“If there’s any other fellow in this
study I'1l jolly well eat him ! declared
Archibald.

“I will eall DMeester Queleh if znt
VYiblery do not comz out of vero he
hide!” roared Monsicur Charpentior.
“Here, Smeet "

Vernon-Smith and Redwing had come
out of Study WNeo. 4, with a dozen other
fellows from other studies, at the sound
of Mosseo's execited squeak. A crowd of
Eemovites were gathering round, won-
deving what was np.

“Yes, sie? zald Smithy,

“Go vou and eall Meester Queleh !
cxclaimed Mosseo. “You azk him to
come here toute de suite—at vonce zaf is
ta sav,™

“TIs anytling the matter, sic

“Alais our ! Zat Vibley, whao iz ecxpel,
is in zis study, and hide viz himseli,
and heed me not 1™

“Ohy, my  hat!”
Bounder.

“Wibley—here !* exclaimed Skinner.

“What rot!” said Dolsover major.
“ How ¢ould he he here 1

“"How, deed ¥ muovmured Doeter
Todd, with a wink af the Dounder.

“Is Wibley here®™’ exelanimed Lovd
Alauleverer., “Jollv glad to soe the old
chap again if he's here ! Whore is he ®

sir, and

—

LR+
"

snggested Johnny

LT
H

cjaculated  the

Archibald smiled out of the study.

" Monsieur Charpentier hasn't scen
him, but he thinks that he heard his
voice in this study,” he explained. “We
keep on telling him that there's only
the six of us here—"

“Taisez-vous, Poppair!’  vapped
Monsieur Charpeniier, ¥ 8meet, vill
you go at vunce and eall Meester
Uueleh 1

“ Only the six of vou ! murmured the
Bounder. “0h, my hat1”

:Bmeet VI tel]l your—"

‘“Go and call Quelch, Smithy,” said
Archibald cheerily. “ Mossoo won’t he
satizsfied fill Quelch has searched the
sl:.m:i};J and found that Wibley i3 nob
21,

The Bounder chuckled,
0Oh, all riﬁht!” he said.

He lounged away to the slairs,
laughing.
Eedwing  stared at  Archibald.

Wibley’s nerve, in the ecircumstanees,
amazed him. But William Wibley had
never been short of nerve.

More and more Remove fellows
gathered in the passage as the news
spread,  Most of them were laughing.

That the junior who had beon v
pelled from the school could possibly be
it o Remove study appeared impossible
to all the fellows who were not in the
seeret. The excitable Mossoo had mado
somae 1diotic mistake—that was  the
general impression.  For how could
Wibley be there?

But Mossoo, at all evenis, had no
doubts. Wibley was there in that study,
and he was going to be searched for
and rooted out by his Form-maszier
Mossoo was determined on that,

“Here comes Queleh!™ called out
Hazeldens, langhing.
~ Mr. Quelch's grim countenance roso
into view on fhe Remove staircase.

Monsieur Charpentier whisked down
the passage to meet him. On the Re-
move landing he gesticulated at the
Remove master.

“Bair, zat bad boy Vibley iz here ™
he howled. “He 15 in zat study, zn
siudy of Vharton, and all zose bad bLoys
know zat he is zerve, and—""

“Nonsense I said Mr. Quelch grimly.

“Vat? You say vat?”

“I said nonsenzo, Monsicur Chlar-
pentier ! said Mr. Queleh in the sump
grim tone. It is impossible for the Loy
to be here!™

shericked

" Alais je  vous
Mossoo.

“1 shall inquire inte ithe matler, sir,
a5 you request me to do so,” said M.
Quelch. *But I have not the slightest
belief that Wibley is here. Where did
you see him—or think vou zaw him %"

“1 see him not—>

“I imagined so!”

S But I hear him speak viz himself—
zink vou zat I kunoa not his voicc® 1
say zot Viblev hide in zat study o

“Very well, wo shall see,” said Mr.
(uelch coldlv, and he walked ifuto tha
Remove passage, the French  master
whisking after him like au  excifed
turkey.

Bix Juniors in Sludy No. 1 looked
rrave onough as their Formemaster
appeared in the doorway. Behind him
Mossoo waved excited hands.

“Wharton !

“Yes, =ir?"”

“TI= anvene coneesled in this sindy 2"

T -".";{'l‘. s

“Is apvoene lere. excepling the six
bhove I see before tue ™

“MNo. sir.”

"You saw no one in this <tudy, Mon-
sioul Chavpeniier, apavt from these six
boys—Wharton, Nugent. Cherry, Bull,
Hurree Singh. and Popper 1™
" Maois non ! But I hear—"

“If vou are not satizfied, siv, the study

digm—2>m"




thall be searched ! snapped Mr, Queleh,
“ My boys, please remove that table M

Il-é;'a.rr;,r Wharton & Co. lifted tha table
aside,

Monsienr Charpentier’s eyes glinted
at the revealed space. But there was no
hidden junior erouching there. Wibley,
certainly, was not under the table.

“Shall T move the screen, sir?” asked
Archibald meekly.

“ Please do so, Popper 1"

Archibald lifted the screen from the
COrnear. E

Again DMossoo™s eyes glinted at the

revealed apot. ain they drew blenk.
Wibley \'.Eus m.ig parked behind the
sereen 1

“Mon Dieul” murmured Froggy.

“Vere is zat bad boy 1" .
“ Puzzle=—find Wibley I came a vowce
from the passage,
"Ha, ha, hal" ‘ .
“What makes the old ass think Wibk’s
heve ! asked another voice.
“0h, he's drunk 1” answered another.
“Ha, ha, he 1*
Mr. Que'lch put his head out of the
he exclaimed.

doorway
“Bilence 1™ “Who
dared to make that remark?” y
Whoever had made that remark did
not mention the fact to Mr. Quelch.
Having silenced the grinming juniors
with & glare, the Remove master turned
back into the study, )
“Are yom satisflied now, Monsicur
Charpentier 1" he snapped. “You can
zeg that thera 12 no extrancous person
herve, I presumnae?” -
“Porhaps  Monsienr  Charpentrer
would like to look in the cupboard, sir?”
suggested Avchibeld.
Y Monzense, Popper IV
“Mais oui!” sgueaked Mossoo, I
vill ook, QOuvrez la porie, Poppawr I™
Archibald opened the cupboard door.
Mossoo glaved in, but the Eli}‘ilt!m_l.rd
was drawn blank., Nobody was hiding
there. .
" Echappe, done [ said Moszoo, “He
escape viz himself ! He run—he fly—he
dodge—he vat you call bunk—vhile zat

I speek to you om ze stair, Meester
CQuelch 1 3

“Wharton, did anyone leave this
study while Monsienr Charpentier’s

back was furned for a few moments?”

“No, sir.”™ .

“Mais jo crois—j'en snis sur—ze hoy
is not here, and zevefore it is certain zat
zat boy he B ; ]

“Nobady's left that study, sir,” said
Peter Todd, “We should all have seen
anybody who came out.”

“Of course we should ! said Hazel.
“ Nobody came out.”

* Nobody, sir,” said Lord Mauleverer,

“Ave vou salisfied now, Monsieur
Charpentier 2  asked the Remove
master, with growing impatience and
ANNOYAnco. _

“AMajs nenl Jamais! Zat Vibley
vas here, and now he is not here, Ha
iz run—he g fiy—=he is bunk ! I demand
zat he shall be founded and taken to ze
Head ! Zat bad boy zat maeke one m
of me—"

* He is not here I hooted Mr. Queleh,

“Et jo dis, jen suis sur!” shrieked
Monzienr Charpentier. I demand ze
search ! He hide viz him:elf in soma
pzzer study—pechaps up zat ozzer stair.
Je demande—" : o

“I will make s further investigation
if you wish,” said My, Quelch, breathing
very hard. “Follow me, please!”

With a {rowning brow, Mr. Quelch
marched u the Remove passage,
Mostoo whisking after him.

In Study No. 1, six juniors exchanged
n rather breathless grin. The danger
WHS OVEeER. z B

Study after sludy was looked into—im-
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patiently by Mr. Queleh, sngrily and
serutinisingly by Monsieur Charpentier,
But there was no sign of Wibley. The
Eemove passage was drawn blank, and
they stopped at the hox-room staiv at
the end, :

“Do rvou desive to scarch further,
Mornisiewr Charpentier I  asked Mr.
Quelch, very nearly at the end of his
patience, ] . .

“Mais oni—ee petit escalier—up zad
Etﬂ_il:'“‘_”

“Very well, " said Alr. Quelceh, breath-
ing harder than ever.

He rustled up the box-roomn stair,
Mossoo at his heels, a grinning crowd of
juniors watching them as they went.
Mr. Quelch gripped the door-handle of
the box-room.

To his surprise, the door was locked.
He shook the door-handle, but the door
did not open, Clearly it was locked

inside. And from inside came the sound
of a startled gasp and & hurried
movement.

“He iz zere!™ aquaa.ked Mossoo, in
great excitement. “He I3 zere!l Now
wa shall find him, n'est-ce-pas

“Upon my word " exclaimed M.
Quelch. He begpan to wonder whether
Mossoo was, after all, right, It was
plain, at least, that szomebody was
locked in that box-room.

Mr. Queleh rapped sharply on the
panels, i
115

“pen he
thun zﬁzred.

dear at oncel”

H‘q

THE TWELFTH CHAFTER.

Bunter in the Box !

ILLY BUNTER suppressed a
squeak of terror. .
ta that moment Billy
Bunter had heen having what
might really have been deseribed as ihe
timne of hia life. )

Standing on the top of the big trunk
belonging to Lord AMauleverer was a
large pie-dish, which had contained a
larga ple.

Now it contained the vomnant of a
lavge pie. 1

The greater part of that large pie was
sufely parked inside William George
Bunter. ;

Bunter had been busy for quite a con-
siderable time, but as the ple grew
smaller by degrees, and beautifully less,
the fat Owl's efforts slowed down.

He did not leave off eating. It was
against all Bunter’s principles to leave
uﬁ‘ eating while anything remained to
be eaten. But he slackened down; he
toyed with steak-and-kidney and lusciousz
crngt,

It was & ripping piel It was a
gorgeans pie! Coker's Aunt Judy knew
how to make and bake a piel It was
a dream of a pie ! Bunter was not sorry,
on the whole, that Study No. 1 had dis-
dained to share a purloined pie. He
was able to deal with it on his own,
though it began to look as if even
Buniter would have to leave a little.

But e was not going to leave any if
he could help it. Slowly, but surely, he
wenk on parkmg pie, till that sudden,
startling interruption eame at the deor
of the box-reom. i

He supposed, for a moment, that it
was that beast Wharton again, That
would not hove worried him very mueh,
ns the door was locked., Buf the thun-
derous voica of Mr, Quelch sent thrills
of torror through all his layers of fat,

It was Queleh banging at the dooy |

That meant only one thing to Bunter,
Coker had misted that pie, and sus-
pected the dirvection in which it had dis-
appeared, He had laid his complaint
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before the Remove master, and here was
Quelch—after that pie !

Bupter wars deeply thankful that the
door was locked. alch could not get
in through the keyhale.

With a chunk of kidney half-way to
his mouth, Billy Bunter sat and blinked
at the door in terror, and said no word,

Enock, knock |

“Bay, are you there 1" thundered Me.
Queleh,

“Oh lor’ |” breathed Bunter.

“ Open this door immediately !

Bunter gasped.

“Zat boy is zere!” came Monsieur
Charpentier’s voice, “Comme jo vous
ai dit, ;IJH-::nsleu: Quelch—like as I have

Ei

‘Deast I” breathed Bunter. “Aled-
dling little beast "

It was not surprising that Quelch had
taken up the matter. But it was no
business of Frogey's. What the dickens
did it matter to the French master if a

pie was missing from a Fifth Form
study, Bunter wonld have liked to know.

“ Homeone certainly is there,” said
Mr. Queleh. “Some boy has locked
himself in this box-room. Therse is no
doubt about that.”

Mr. Quelch glanced down the short
stair that led from the box-room landing
to the Remove passage. A dozen fellows
were staring ap.

[ Vernon-Bmith! Redwing] Todd!
Fisld1 Do you know what boy is locked
in this box-room 1" he ealled out.

Na, sir,” answered the Bounder.
“Never knew anybody was, sir,” zai
Peter Todd., LT SRR 1&
“Bomeone is there, and he refuses
either to open the doeor, or to answer,”
said Mr, Quelch. He turped to the
door again end rapped on it. “'Will
vou admit me this instant? Otherwise,

the door will be forced 1

“0Oh crikey 1” gasped Bunter,

“Do you hear me ¥

No reply.

Billy Bunier was blinking wildly
round the box-room, through his hig
spectacles, for a place of concealment.

The lock on the box-room door was by
no meens strong. It was easy to force
npen, if it came to that.

Quelch's voice sounded as if he meant
business.

Bunter blinked at the window. There
was a ]uttm% raof of & lower room
under it, and Remove fellows clambered
out that way on cecasion. But the fat
Owl had ne taste for roof-climbing
stunts, especially after rking an
CHOTMOUS e, 15 glance did not linger
on the window.

But in the room there was no hiding-
place, unless he squatted behind some
of the boxes and trunks, which did not
seem very useful.

Then suddenly Bunter's eyes gleamed
behind his spectacles, He lifted the
ie-dish fromm the lid of Tord

AMauleverer’a big trunk, Then he lifted
the lid of the trunk. :

That trunk was not merely large—it
was huge! Curled up, there was room
for a fellow inside.

Gasping for breath, Bunter packed
himself in the big trunk, and drew tha
1id shut over him. ]

IIe was safel;l' out of sight there.
Queleh was not likely to look inside a
trunk ! At least, Bunter hoped so.

At any rate, it was his only refuge.
The alternative was to be discovered in
possession of Coker’s pue.

Knook, knock, knock, came at the

door |

“Will you admit mef” roared M
Oneleh. ]

But his voice no longer teached

Tue dMaicyer Lismany.—Na, 1,539,
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Bunter, with the lid of ~sauly's trunk
clased dow.: over his fat head:i

Half suffocated inside the trunk,. the
fat Owl of the Remes~ cguatted and
trembled.

“Zat Vibley he is zere!” squealed
Monsieur Charpentier. *“IHe 1s zere,
and it is zat Vibley, ozzervise vy not he
open ze door

“I1 almost think you are right!”
exclaimed M. Quelel, At all events,
we shall ascertain. The lock shall be
forced ! Redwing, go and c¢ell Trotter
here at once, and tell him to bring some

tool to force a lock.” ;
“Oh! ¥es, sir!” Redwing scuttled
away.

The two masters waited st Ehe box-
room  door—Queleh fruwninﬂ' porten-
tously, Mozoo jumping with angry
excitement,

In the passage, at the foot of the box-
room stair, the crowd thickened. Nearly
all the Remove had gathered thero
befors Trotter, the House page, arrived
with hammer and chisel.

"It can't be Wibley—but who the
dickens can be locked in the box-room 1™
said Blinner.

“In the box-reom !” repeated Harry
Wharton., He had come along from
Study No. 1 with the Co. “Locked in
the box-room ! Oh, my hat!”

“MNot Wibley?” exclaimed Lord
Mauleverer.,

“Ha, ha, no!t”

“You know who it 137" asked the
Boynder.

Harry Wharton chuckled,

“I know 1 chased Bunter there, half
an hour ago, and he locked the ciunr,”
he answered.

“Bunter! Oh, my hat!"

“Ha, ha, ha '

Trotter went up the stair, hammer in
one hand, chisel in the other, and a
grin on his chubby face. The grin

igappeared as he met Mr. Queleh’s
stern glare.

"I{mdll_*;' open that lock, as quickly
a3 possible, Trotter! snapped the
Eemove master.

“Yeszie 1™

Bang! Clang, clang! Bang!

It was not much of a lock; and it
did not resist long. Three or four
clangs and bangs and it cracked open.

“Thank wyou, Trotter "

“Yessir I

My, Queleh threw the box-room door
open wide, He strode into the door-
way, and Mossoo pecred in past his
elbow,

“Zat Vibley—"

“No one iz here!”
Quelch in astonishment.

He stared round among boxes and
frunks, The window was shut and
fastened. Na one was to be seen among
the boxes. But on the floor, much to
My, Quelch's astonishment, stood a
large pie-dish, with a remnant of steak-
and-kidney pie in it.

“Someone has been here—he has—has
been cating e—a—a pie!” ejsculated
Mr. Queleh.

*Zat Vibleg—*"

“Ha, ha, ha 1" came a2 yell up the box-
room stair.

Remove fellows were crowding up
that staiv. Six or seven faces grinned
in at the box-room door.

“He i3 lerc—ze door wvas lock—he
hide someveres viz himself 1 exclaimed
Monsicur Charpenticr, *“Vere iz zat
bad boy*™

Quelch’'s gimlet eves scanned every
corner of the room. No one was parked
among the boxes and trunks, Obviously
gomeone had been there—and was there
gtill. But where 7

Mossoo hopped about the room like an
exeited hen.
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exclaimed Mr.

THE MAGNET

Mr. Quelch, with a grim brow.
stepped te Mauleverer's big trunk. If
was the only receptacle in the room
large enough to contain a hidden
jlll’t!ﬂ-l""'aﬂd as the unsesn one was no-
where else, he was there. The Remove
master lifted the lid.

There was a startled squeak from
within,

* Doogoh 17

“Boy " thundered Mr. Quelch.

“Oopoh ! I—I'm not here !

“Zat  Vibley ! squenled Monsieur
Charpentier. “Did I not say zat he is
zere | You find zat baddest of bad boys

acked viz himself 1n a trunk, isn't it!
Zat vicked Vibley—"

“It 135 not Wibley !® barked Mr.
Cuelel,

TH x’ﬂ!u?”

“It 12 Bunter—"

“Mon Dien ! i

Mossoo stared blankly into the g
trunk. He had been abzolutely assured
that William Wibley was run to earth.
But it was not Wibley in the trunk,
The fat figure squatted there was Billy
Bunter's—and it was the fat face and
big spectacles of the Owl of the Remove
that blinked up with a terrified blink
at Mr. Quelech.

“Buntair " gasped Mossoo. * Zat is
Buntair '™

And from ocutside the box-room caine
a vell :

FE Hﬂ., hﬂ., ha !l:l'

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Only Bunter !
ILLY BUNTER blinked up at Mr.
guelch. his eyes almost popping

rough his spectacles,
s Mr. Quelch glared down at
1.

“ Ol lox® 1M igaspr-d Bunter.
IHis last refuge had failed him. He
had hoped that Quelch would naot Lhink

of looking inside a trunk. Quelch had,
“Buntair ! gasped Mossco. " DBut
vere i3 Vibley ?#

Snort from Mr. Guelch.

“Wibley is not here!” he snapped.
“Wibley has not been here! Tt is this
absurd, this ridiculous boy who was
locked in the room! Bunter! Tell
me at onee what you mean by this
extraordinary conduct ¥

“0Oh ! Nothing, sir! gasped Bunter.

“Ciet put of that box at once 1

“Oh! ¥es, sic 1™

Bunter crawled out of the trunk.

" Now explain vourself, Bunter! Wh
did you not open the door when
knocked, and called to you®”

1r1_I_I bl

“Why did you hide vourself in that
trunk 1* thundered Mr, Cuelch,

1I:I_I_I_H

* Zat Vibley—»"

“I tell you, Monsieur Charpentier,
that Wiblev is not here!l Bunter, has
anyone else been in the box-room?™

“Oht! Neg, sir! gasped Bunter.

“Zen vy for he lock ze door?”
demanded Monsieur Charpentier. *Vy
for he keep zat door shut, sair ¥

“¥ou can sez for yourself, Monsieur
Charpentier, that no one 15 here but
Bunter! Buoler, explain yourself at
once | You—="

“It wasn't me, sivl” gasped DBunter.

“What" What was not vou?”

“1 mean, I never touched if, sip!™

“¥ou never touncned what?' roared

Mr. %lﬁ][‘]h : :
“Coker's pie, sir.”

“Kik-kik-Coker's pi p-p ip-piae!™
stuttered Mr. Quelch. “In the name of
all that is absurd, what 12 this boy
talking about?”

“Hn, ha, ha!™ ecame the
landing.

from

Mr. Quelch %Tared round.

“ Bilenco ! ilence, 1 =zay! Now,
Bunter, what do wvou mesn? Vou
locked yourself in thls room, and disre-
garded my order to open the doorl
You attempted o coneceal vourself in a
—a trunk! If you are in vour right
senses, tell me what vou mean by this
extraordinary conduect 1™

“I—I mean, I—1 didn't, =ir " pasped
Bunter. “It wasn't me, sir! ol
know what a fool Coker is,—the bi gcaﬂ
fool at Greviviars! J—I shmﬁ n't
wonder if—if he ate the pie himself, and

—and forgot all about 1t.”

“The pie!” gasped Mr. Quelch,

“Yes, sir! They always think it was
me, if there's a pie, or a cake, or any-
t{ung missing ! gasped Bunter, “As if
1'd touch a fellow’s piel I never knew
Coker had s pie! I never heard him
mention 1t to Potier and Greenc! If
Coker says 1 had his pie, sir, lhe's
meking a mistake—"

*“Oht” %aaped Mr. Quelch. e began
to sce light ! '

“One of hiz silly mistakes, sir,” said
Bunter eagwerl{r. “I never went near
his study in break this morning, and
the pie wasn't in the cupboard. T think
very likely he never had a Eic.- at all.
ﬂhj‘hn}v. it wasn't this piec—"

“This pie?” )

“Not this one, sirl It's rather like
Coker’s pie—but steak-and-Kidney pies

are very mmch alike! But this pio
wasn't Coker's pie, sir—and if Coker's
told you I had his pie—*

“Coker has said nothing to me,
Bunter.”

“0Oh! Hasn't he?” gasped Bunter.

“I—I thought—"

“Is it possible, Bunter, that vou were
g0 stupid, so obtuge, so crass, asz to
suppose fhat T was concerned about a-a-
a pre " exclaimed My, Quelch.

“Oh erikey. Yes, sir! I mean no,
sir ! gtammered Bunter. * Whae-a-t did
you want, sir, if—if it weasn't the pie?”

“You utterly absurd and stupid boy ¥
gaspoed Mr, 'liuelch. “X was searching
for Wibley, whom Monsienr Charpentier
supposes to have entered the House——"

“0Oh enkey 1Y

“T trust you realise, Monsieur Char-
pentier, that Wibley is not here, now
that you understand this absurd boy's
motive for locking the door!” snapped
Mr. Gueleh,

“1 zink zat bad bay is zomevere——"

“If you are not convinced, sir, you
may proceed with a further search
yourself: I wash my hands of the wholo

ridiculous matter ¥ exclaimed My
Quelch. " Bunier, follow me o my
study.”

“Wha-a-t for, sir®”
“1 shall eane you with the greatest
severity, Bunter, for having purloined
gomestibles from a senilor bov's study.”

“Oh lor’! But I never——"

“Follow me at once " thundered My
Guelch.

“0Oh lor 1"

Mr. Quelch rustlod out of the box-
room, and swept like & thunderstorm
down the stairs, the Hemoviie: scat-
tering before him. He swept away
down the Remove passape, with Billy
Bunter rolling dismally after him,

Mot till he was gone did the
Removites venture to chortle again.
Then they yvelled.

“Ha, ha, hal”

It was zome minutes before Monxieur
Chorpentier descended from the box-
roomi. He did not seem assured yeb
that Wibley was not there. He peered
inte everv box, and he pcered up the
chimney before he ﬁnulg left—and went
frowning down to the Remove passago.

A roar of laughter pgreecied

fuimn.
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chimney.

Quelch was not & man to be trifled with;
but Mostoo had no terrors for the
Remove,

“ Found Wibley vet 17 roared Bolsover
mejor. ““Fa, ha, ha "

“Billy abd asa!”

“o home and chew frogs!™

“Ha, ha, ha ™

“Mon Dieul I know zat zat Vibley
he have been here viz himself 1" ex-
claimed Mousteur Charpenticr, his eyes
flashing and his beard bustling with
wrath, “All you bad boys know zaf,
and you are in ze choke togezzer vis
yourselves! Jo lo sais bien 1™

11} RELE I?-.i

“What's that Froggy doing in our
passage

“Barge him out |*

“Hold on, you fellows!™ exclaimed
Harry Wharton hastily.

“Rot 1” roared Bolsover. “Barge him
out! He's no right to come up herel
Barge him down the stairs !”

Monsienr Charpentier whizked aloug
the passage to the stairs. A good many
of the %‘.emm‘ﬂ looked wery miuch
inclined to act on Bolsover's suggestion,
and barge him out. Ile had, as a
matter of fact, no right in the Removo
gquarters.

An apple whizzed along the passage
sz he went. It thudded on the back
of Mossoo's head.

“Ciel ™ gasped Mossoco. Lo spun
vound, twitterning with fury, and a
whizzing banana caught him undey the
chin.

“1Ia, ha, ha I™

“I've got some tomaioes in my study,”
exclaimed Bolsover major, “walt a
Lick I

Bolsover rushed into Biudy No.o 30,
But befere he reappearcd with the
tematoes  Maonsieur Charpenuier was
gone. He had woken up a hornets’ nest
in lhe REemove, angd he was anxious to

Z‘:- oty “‘H‘\_'H . g

“*Descendez ! ** reared Monsieur Charpentier, plaring at the dusky
Vibley ! Come down viz you, ozzervise I beal you viz zis cane
“ Go and eat frogs, Froggy 1 **
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get out of it. He whisked away down
the Remove stairease and vanished.

A few minutes later Billy Bunter
came rolling home, Ile wriggled spas-

modically as he rolled, Sounds of woe
preceded him.
“Ow!l Yew! Wow! Ow-wowawow ™

%ueich, evidently, had not spared the
rod !

“Had it bad, old fat man?* grinned
Bolb Cherry.

“Ow ™ groaned Buuter. “"Wowl 1
waonder where that bony old bean packs
all the mmecle! Wow! I told him 1
never had Coker’s pie—ow! Wow!
You fellows would hardly believe it
but he deubted my word=—wow 1"

“ Not really V" gasped Bab.

“Yes, really, old chap! Wow! 1
told nm there wasn't any pie in Cokel's
study this morming, and I gave hum my
ward that I left 1t there—wow ! But
do youn think he took my word? No
fear ! He said I was untruthful as well
gz unsernpions ! What do you fellows
think of that! That's the szort of
justice we geb heve! Ow ! Wow ¥

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Ow ! Beasiz! DBlessed if T zec any-
ithing lo cackle at! Wow ™

And Bunier volled on to his siudy,
wrigeling and groaning—guite wnable (o
see anyihing at which to cackle.

IR, old man——"
Poppwer, Fathead 1

“E2hnt up, idiet P
Perer Fodd grinned.

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER,
“I mean Poppeyr—"
Wibley, alias DPopper, did vot seem

Toddy Knows How |
“W
“H vou mean Popper, say
i a gomd temper that morning |

|
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above the fireplace.
“* Rats ! ** came—or appeared to come—I{rom the
‘‘ He, he, he ! ** cackled Bunter, the Greyfriars ventriloquist,

oL
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* You hear me—you vicked

Hopeful as Wibley was, the previous
day’s events had rather dashed his hope.
Eul]}':css.

Now that lus father was in commmuni-
cation with the Ilead, it locked ns if
trouble might blow along from tha
direction of home., But that was not
the worst.

Mossoo's procecding had shown, only
too clearly, that so far from having
forgiven or forgotten the offence of the
expelled junier, he was as wrathy as
ever on t?xa.t subjoct.

Hope springs eternal in the human
breast, as the poet has remarked. Dut
even Wibley realised that there did not
seem much to hope from Mossoo. His
scheme of catching the French master
i & good temper, and making an
eloguent appeal to him, had never
seemed, to the other fellows, to have
much ik it. Now Wib himself was be-
ginning to doubt whether there was
much in it. His mere name secmed to
be, to Mossoo, rather like a red rag to
a bull!

His only consolation was that he was
still able to earry on, unsuspccted, as
Archibald Popper. So long az ho was
£l nt Greviviars, the worst had not
come to the worst, at all events,

Taddy, now that he was in the secret,
was keen to help him in every possible
wny, Instead of scrapping with the
vaptain of the Remove, he was heartily
w agreement with ITarry Wharton to
hack up poor old Wib. Froggy had no
more ragging to come from Petey.

Insicad of thinking oub new rags on
Frogey, Poler had been thinking over
Wibley's peculiar problem, and trying
io find a solulion {o the same. And
Peter, who had a firm convietion that
he was the brainy man of the Hemove,
fancied that he had, so to speak, put
his finger on the spot.

THe dMacrxer Lipnary.—No. 1538
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“I'vie got an idea, old chap 1" he said.
%};m]t from Wibley, 5. 3L I
at grunt expressed, plainly, the
estimgation in which he held Peter
Todds ideas!

“Pash 1t all, Wib—I mean, Popper,”
said Peler, warmly, “when a chap's &
silly ass, he ought to be glad to get &
tip from a fellow with brains®

“Who's & 6illy ass?”  hooted
Archibald.

“You are, old fellow—the aill}iﬂeat a3
poing! Look how you guyed Froggy,
and got sacked ! ﬂmk at this pott
stunt of yours! Any fellow could tel
vou that there's nothing in it—but you
can’t see it! That's because you'ra &
silly asa!”

Archibald gave Peter a look.

“If a chap didn't have to keep clenr
of scrapping, Toddy, I'd mop up the
quad with you this minute ! he said.

“"Keep your hatr on ! grinned Peter.
“I tell you, I've got an idee, and it
might bring Froggy round. Like to
hear it?"”

“0h, earry on!” grunted Archibald.

“Thare's one thing about Frogey—
he's a grateful little beast,” said Peter.
“Do him a good turn, and he will feed
from your hand. You remember what
happencd last week, when he got mixed
“F in a row with that broken-nosed
blighter—that tramp that the police
are looking for. I buzzed into the brute
on my bike, and knocked him over, sand
gaved Mossoo from getting bashed. He
was frightfully grateful-—=>

“What about it, ass?” -

“It was all spoiled by that fat idiot
Bunter, getting him in a booby-trap,
and Frogey thinking I'd done it " said
Peter, “ But there it was—he was foar-
fully grateful, and telling all Greyiriars
what a splendid chap T was—until the
booby-trap happened. Well, suppose
vou worked something of the ssme sort?
Make him grateful, seo "

“You call that en idea?”
Archibald. ‘ .

“Yes, and a jolly good one!” said
Peter.

“You priceless ass, is that tramp
going for Froggy again, just when I
want him to, and am I likely to be on
the spot, on & bike

“Hardly! But there’s more ways of
killing a cat than choking it with
cream. Suppose Frogepy was attacked
again—here—"

“Herat” repeated Archibald blankly.

“Here—right in the school!™ =aid
Peter firmly. *“A couple of masked
ruffianz get him——"

%4  kik-kik-couple of mum-mum-
masked rulflians ! gasped Archibald.

4 Y ps, Eupgnsp they get him, say,
in the old Cloisters—that’'s a rather
solitary spot. You happen to be on the
aceneg, rush to the rescue, knock them
ont, and save Mossoo, just as I did
the other day—ses ™

“Poes 1t ran in your family ¥ asked
Avrchibald,

* Eh—what ?"

" Insaniby ™

“You cheeky ass!" zaid Poter. Y1z
that how wou thank a chap for try-
g to h-el},::l i'a:-u out of a scrape, when
vou can't help vourself for toffee? I
tell you, it's o winner. The litile ass
wollld be fearfully grateful, just as ho
was when [ did the trick—and how
could he refuse to let you off? He
conldn't

“Have you got a couple of maskoed
rufians in  your waisteoat pocket??
asked Archibald. “Niee, good-tem-
peved ruffians .that will let a Lower
Fourth chap koock them out?'™

“(th, dom’t be an ass{ I'm going to
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be one of them, and Wharton or
Smithy will be the other. We're both
bigger than Froggy; and with coats
and mufflers and masks on, we shall
be all right.”

“Oh 1" gaid Archibald,

He looked thoughtful.

“Wo pet him to the Cloisters, some-
how,"” zaid Peter, “That's a detail.
Two of us get up as masked bandits
You're on the spot—not as Popper, of
course, but as .riblﬁi'* Wibley rushes
in and saves him., How’s Mossoo to
know that the whole thing ain’t
genuine? It wad genuine enough with
that broken-nosed tramp that time.
We'll malke, him think we've friends of
that man, Huggins, coming to bash
him for setting the police after the
nosey sportsman. He will take that
down like milk™

“Oh!” repeated Archibald, still more
thoughtfully.

He was beginning to sce possibilitics
in this.

“We'll let you Lnock wus out, of
course,’’ went on Peter. “That's part
of the game. We run for it, and you
stick by DMossoo—the boyish hero—the
gallant lad who faced fearful odda to
help the heak who had got him
sacked.”

“0Oh crikey ™

“After that, I tell you, Froggy will
feed from your hand. Instead of want-
ing to scalp you, you will be his chor
Vibley. 1 was his cher petit Todd
till that idiot Bunter mopped the scot
over him. You'll be his cher petit
Vibley—see ¥’

Archibald chuekled.

“Ho won't want to turf you out
agrin—more likely to kiss you on both
cheeks. You can stand that, in the
circumstances ™

“Toddy, old man, this is & winner!"
breathed Archibald. “You're not b
any means the fathead vou look, old
chap. Why, the silly lLttle ass was
squeaking  gratitude sl over the
school that time you stopped the tramp
from bashing him, This will set him
snueaking again—with me as the happy
mat, JE this works, why, he will take
me by the hand and lead me to the
Head to be forgiven! It only needs a
word from  himi. Toddy, it's a
winner [

Peter Todd smiled complacently.

He had no doubt that it was a
winner, Toddy had great faith in his
own intellectual powers.

“Let's put it to Wharton,” he said.

“Let's,” agreed Archibald.

They found the captain of the Re-
move, and put 1t to him.

Harry Wharton stared ot them
blankly when he heard, His breath
seemed to be rather token away.

“Good wheeze—what?"’ asked Peter,

“*Oh fine!” gasped Wharton, “We
shall both get sacked for collaring
Frogey in the Cloisters—if we get him
there at all. I ﬁlt}ﬁpﬂﬁ[‘: that doesn't
matter? We can take the same train
as Wibley,"

"Now don’t be an ass!" admonished
Peter. “It's an absolute winner. We
simply can’t get spotted, Mossoo won't
have o suspish, He will be oozing
gratifude over Wib, same as he wasz
oozing it over me last week, He ean't
ooze gratitude over a chap and boot
him out at the same time. You'll play

u ?IJ
“Oh 1™ %as ed Idarrv. “Yes, Il
play up! Tl help, if there’s a chance

of sceing Wib through. Dut y
“Wash ouvut the buits. It's settled,”
said Feter, “We've got all the stuff
wa want in the propoerty-box of the
Remove Dramatic Sociciy, We sneak

the coats and mufflers and masks and
things into the Cloisters, and park
them thera. After class, we sort of
stroll off, and dizappear, and put on
the outht.”

i‘But__#l

“Wibley parks himself in some quiet
corner without his Popper outfit, Ha
wails till we've got Mossoo, and then
rushes 1in—"

"But i )
“Easy as falling off a form,"” said
Peter airily. “1 mean to say, you

know jolly well that you have to come
to SBtudy No. 7 for really brainy ideas.
This 13 ene of my best.”

“1 wonder what vour worst 15 like 7

“ Now, lock here—"

“Oh, all right ; I'll play ap ! said
Harry. “If it works, I've no doubt
that Froggy will be weeping with
gratitude all over Wibley. If it
doesn' te—"

“It will,” said Peter.

“{Chance it, anvhow,” said Archibald.

And Iarry Wharton, though with
many inward doubts, agreed to chance
1L,

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.

A Spot of Ventriloguism !

i SAY, you fellows!”

The Famous Five, just before
class that afrernoon, were talk-
ing 'in the gquad, when DBilly

Bunter rolled up with a fac grin on
his face. Immediately the five shut up
like oysters

They had been diseussing the remark-
able stunt that was to be carried ouk
aftor c¢lass that day. Wharton had
confided 1t to the Co.; but it was going
no farther, Such a stunt could not bo
kept too dark. The Co. were prepared
to lend all the aid they could, though
they certainly did not bank on sucecss
so confidently ns Peter, the originator
of the bigp idea. Bunier, least of all,
was to hear anything on the subject;
and sudden silence fell on the 1amous
Five as he rolled into the offing.

“1 say, leck out for some [un In
French  this  afternoon ™ grinned
Bunter., I say, it’s no end of &8 rag
on Froggy

“You fat ass!"™ said Harry.
“Haven't we all agreed to chuck rag-
ging Frogegy, to belp old Wibh oot ?

“Well, that's all very welll” said
Bunter., “Dut it was all through that
little beast that 1 was copped in tho
box-room yesterday, Quelch gave me
six. I don't =ee letting him off, Be.-
sides, Wib's idea iz all rot, and you

know it as well as I do. Froggy will
viever lot heom off. And Bolwover
by "

“Wever mingd what Bolsover says."

“Well, I do mind—seo!” unier
i‘-u}iutar] out. * DBolsover szays he will
end me five bob till my postal order
comes, 1f I get away with it."” )

“You " ejaculated the Fawmous Five,
staring at Bunter,

There were reckless raggers in the
Remove: but Willism George Bunter
was hardly the man b0 hgure as &
bold, bad ragger,

Bunter chuckled, a fat chuckle,

“Yes, me. You szee, I can do it
and nobody else can, You know what
a wonderful ventriloquist I arm-——'’

“1 know what a fat, frabjous, frowsy

frump you are, if that's what you
mean.” .
“Oh, really, Wharton[ You Roe,

that old ass, IFroggy, has got Wibley
an the brain now,” grinned DBunter.
“Ile fancied he had run him down
it: the Remove yvesterday, He scems to
(Continued on page 22.)
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A TOUR OF GREYFRIARS. (The Boathouse.)

{1). (2}

Boyond the playvivg fields is seen It's good io push off from the shove

The cool and placid river, In cricket shirts and flannels,
Which flows iheough woods of deepest To sit and wicld a heftv car

grean, ; Along the river's chaunels.

Where rushes bend and guiver; A crowd of Greyfriars men afloat
Amd here's the boathouse, with its raft,  Will greet vou when von're rowing,

Which flies the Greviriars colours And there 1z Coker's {empty) boat, ; ;
.Ah‘:‘\'ﬂ a ]it*]r.' Hﬂ‘nt- ﬂf 'Gl‘ﬁ-ft— But ‘:.:‘chl'_'_' '11]*‘:'113"3 1o kilﬂ\\;ing! AR ESFEFRTAREEREAANANENTRARIE RN R A dnnnn

The rvacing shells and scullers.

A WEEKLY BUDGET
OF FACT AND FUN

By
THE GREYFRIARS
RHYMESTER
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THE GREYFRIARS  GRevERIA
ALPHAB ET JUDGE WA WT]?DS—EIE HE!%mm-a

have & vacancy for a fellow to judge a

JOHNHY BULL contest to pick the ngliest fellow in the

school. Free feecd offered to the jud
(The Yorkshire member of the Famous if Le survives the interview with ﬁ

(3},
The boathouze stands on wooden piles
Above the heaving billows;
You'll see its roof with cheerful tiles
Half-hidden in the willows,
The River Sark is sheer delight
To all the fellows present;
To us the haathouse is a sight
Worth thinking of as * pleasant.”
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Five.) winney |
AFTER SCHOOL HOURS % iai fox EEILL_E ;E'E:‘”}Ji“mﬂ g”h“’!‘}' ’ ﬂagui;i:ﬂn? : tiﬁi:.rsh Qgﬁﬁﬁmﬁmtal:ﬂg
= * 144 g Lﬂlt- an ELY an OIEINIE § P ¥
Tea at H!ghcl:ffa ?nr%him g::__;it hawﬁad?.' Piilniiﬂiamﬂus%p don't come to too much |

{1}, We admire him. 2 AR A Y- ALY Mr. Prout recently called Greviriars
At Highcliffe 8chool they have a lot E'?"ﬂ j“'. little I;'E‘E':"J"hﬁ“d'“?? did: “a temple of Ieamfng." Mr. Capper
OF queerly sorted types, chnf hlE.]*?E-EIEl':gSI' ;ﬁl.:;; ;?:I;c'éiﬁeh ; has offered to show him a Temple of

Fﬁn?ﬁ?mfit?ﬂmﬂ? :ﬁ?;j:;:m not Where a tactful werd was needed, the other kind.

The people of Wermouth were glad
to hear that Coker 13 going there for a
heliday. It gives them another excuse
to use their Coronation flags.

While one or two of them are said

To be a lot of— (CENSORED '—ED.).

(2]
Frank Courtenay is a decent palj
The Caterpillar, too.
But Ponsonby & Co, arc—well,
Porhaps it wouldn't da.
The Editor is looking grim,
And T must not fall foul of him!

I
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PUZZLE PAR £

A water lily in the pond in
the Head's garden grew so fast
that it doubled itz size every davy,

(3. and in 20 days it had entirely

We're somefimes asked to lea, You covered the pond.  How long

know, ' did 1t take to cover half the
With Courtenay and his chums; pond ?

Anawer at fool of column 2.
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But Bunter isn't asked, although
EHe nearly always comes.

Heo takes a chair, he takes a look,

He takes a lot—and takes his hook ]

=llll IR NERERERTERRNEY
CEjasnEFFesiiami i i EnEsana

Why ia Ogilvy like a donkey?

2 3 z Becanse when he goes home to Scotland
,{" 3 . But he's stanneh and true in action, lie gtands on biz banks and braes,
When Ponsouby is round about And hig pluck’s a great atiraction, : ]
We try o ,l:ua polite ; : Johnny =zometimes blows the cornet, How was it that Bunter’s ﬂt"‘il'-’]'-"' Die
Although we'd rather punch his snout,  'Till Kis schoohnates ery, “That's torn had a right side, but no left side? Tt
It would not do te fight it1”? ‘ was all right, so there was none left!
J_!_IE- El_lq_‘lFlﬁ. |1'- 5 11r.|‘ t“ LLI,‘!, ':lf {“ﬂl.l::"ﬂ?,. _:\"d u]E}F S:_i[ﬂaﬂ 1115 I]r'-u.q_l :]1“1 I_]“]]'“'r_i Itl ; e
Ta treat the roiter with rescurce. Til he puts away his trumpet. What's ihe differcnee Letween Coker
So to Johuny, brave and clever— and his studymate?  One’s potty, and
. (2}, Tlail! And may he live for ever} the other’s Lelter.
Wo all ﬂrl;ﬂ_t: the study teas . ] .
At Ii.iigmlilfufwith uuriigmnﬁls, ll’:mm:zi}s;mnﬁr 1;;;;;%] of 1Ih'ﬂ Third
And pleasant afternoons like these claims wve blue blood n his veins,
Do much 1o make amenids ANSWER TO Pl:iEEI._.E ‘That makes it difficult to know whether
FFop all the vowa we've had with Pon 19 days. It doubled its size cvery le's been trying to cut his head off, ov
For frying his low dodgez on. day. just spilling ink on his collar.

——

ANOTHER TOUR NEXT SATURDAY—MAKE A NOTE OF THE DAY
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expect o ses  Wibley rru:qﬂ:mll:l _svery
corner now, Well, we'rg gowng to

make him believe that Wib's in the
class-room.”

“Wha-a-oi?"

“With my wonderful ventriloguism,
vou know M

“You fat chump! Wib will be in
the class-roorn—at least, Popper will,”
exclaiimed Nugent.

“I know that, fathead | Dt suppose
Alossoo hears o voice chesking him,
and thinks that Wib iz hidden in the
[-Iasjs.-rtmm somewhere—whatt He, he,

1 ¥

Harry Wharton laughed.

“Jolly funny, and I dare say you
econld do it with vour putrid ventirilo-
quisin,” he said: * But chuck it, all the
same. No more ragging for Frogey."”

“Rot 1 said Bunter independently.
* After all, the litile beast did get a
Remove man sacked. He ought to
have it. ¥'m not going to do this
because Bolsover's offered to cash iy
postal order, of course. T hope I'm
above such considerations. But it's up
to 1nm to make that little beast sit
up

“ Hallo, hallo, hallo! There goes the
bell 1

“Look here, Bunter—""

“Rats [" said Bunter,

And he rolled away for Class-room
™o. 10, where the Remavoe were taking
French with Monsieur Charpentier that
afternoon. .

A good many of the Form were grin-
ning as they went in.  Most of the
Form were as keen as ever on avenging
Wibley's disaster by ragging Froggy.
And they were looking forward to
what was going to happen in the
French class that afterncon,

Mossoo's extraordinary idea—as it
seemed to most of the fellows—that the
expelled junior had ventured to enter
the school, had coused Bolsover and
his pals to think of -this wheeze. It
was easy to enlist the services of the
fat ventriloguist.  Cashing his cele-
brated postal order was an indugement
that Billy Bunter could not possibly
rosist,. Moreover, the Greyfriars ven-
triloguist was always keen and eager
to show off his wonderful powers in

that line. o
Archibald gave the fat junior & glare
az he took his place in class. But Billy

Bunter did not heed Archibald.

Monsieur Charpentier was not looking
amiable that afterncon, He did not
geem to have recovered from the hap.
penings in the Remove passage the
previous day.

The Famous Five received & very
black glanee from him., It was those
cheery youths, as Mossoo believed, who
had brought Wibley into the school the
day before to tea in their study. IHow
Wibley had got away undiscovered, he
did not khow; but he was certain that
the sacked junior had been there.
Which wasz & dmg offence to Iroggy,
and placed the Famous Five in nis
black books i

Mossoo did not fail to spot the grins
reflected from face to face in his ¢loss,
and to snspect that another rag was on.
He was in no mood to tolerate o rag
patiently,

“Bilence in ze class ho ra;-ped.
“Bherry, you shuffle ze fect! Take
fopfty lines] Buall, you spoal to Smeer !
Take feefty linea! Vharton, 1 zink zat
vou vhizper to Buntair! Take feefty
lines . DBuntair, you vill also take feefty
lines.™

*Oh, really, sir—"

“You vill not answar ze master back,
Luntair! Take one hundred lines!”

Billy Bunter's eyes gleamed behind his
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speetacles.  Really, he could not help
Wharton whispering 4o him,

Wharton had whispered to him to
chuck up the intended ventriloguial
rag. Fi%ty lines was hiz reward. He
did not whisper again,

“I vill keep ordair in zis clasal"
ghapped Monsicur Charpentier. * &is
class shall not be one garden of ze bear !
No! Je vous dis, I say to you, if zere
13 disorder in zis class, I call ze head-
master to speak viz you! Already szere
is one Remove boy expel—perhaps zere
will be oczzers, 1f you do not behave!
Zerefore, prenez garde—take you 2ze
care !*’

Billy Bunter gave a little fat cough.
The Remove grinned with anticipa
tron.

“Cheese it, Froggy!” came a voice
that did not seem to come from the
class,

Monsieur Charpentier gave 2 bound.

He know—or fancied he knew—that
volcn |

o had-—or fancied he had—hesrd it
gt the door of Study Neo. 1 in the
Remove the previous day.

“Vibley !" he gasped.  “Is zat Vibley
heve 7'

He stared round the class-room,

Billy Bunter winked a fat wink at the
Erinning junioers

Bunter, who could de nothing else,
could ventriloquise in the most remark-
able manner. If a voice had nn}'thing
at all distinctive about it, Bunter coul
reproduce it with wonderful exackitude,

Wihley's natural voice was a little dis-
tinetive. It was pitched in a much
lower key than Archibald’s, Tt waz not
musical—zome of the Bemove fellows, in
fact, had compared it to the filhng of &
paw, while others thought that it sounded
like a frog in distress. Anyhow, what-
pver it was like, it was easily recog-
nisable—and so exact was the fat ven-
triloguist’s imitation of it, that some of
the juniors wondered whether William
‘lr’-—'ﬂ:rlley really was in the room.

Monsieur Charpentier grabbed a cane
from his desk,  and his eyes fairly
glinted round the class-room.

Wiblev, he was assured, had visited
the Hemove studies the day befare.
Now, it zeemed, he was visihing
Mosson's own clazs-reom.  Such unex-
ampled impudence called for the direst
punishiment. .

“Vere iz zab Vibley " exclaimed
Moszoo. * Zat bad, sheeky boy is hoere—
but vere is he viz himself "

“TFind out, Froggy !" came the voice.

“Ha, ha, hal” .

“Silence I'" roared Mossoo. “Zis is
not for to Iaf! Vere iz zat Vibley?¥
I «ill zrach him viz zis cane, and take
him to zo headmasier after, I demand
to know vere iz zat Vibley."

“{(io home and c¢hew frogs !’ came the
voice,

“Ta, ha, ha!” yelled the Remove,

This time the voice seemed to come
from the back of the eclass. DWossoo,
breathing fury, rushed round the class
brandishing the cane.

ile peered among the desks. In-
numerable legs of desks, and legs of
juniors, met his view—but no hidden
junior crouching out of sight. Crimson

with wrath and [}l‘!l;:!]]{'s}.'.i!,}‘, Mossoo
eored and peered, while the Removites
owled with laughter. This, in the

general opinion, was better than French
irregular verbs—much betier !
”]%mimm:lm] old Froggy!” came the
voice again. It was “F'l% C
this timoe it seemed to proceed
behind the master’s desk.
“Mon Dieat” gasped Monsieur Char-
ntier. He rushed back fo hiz desk,
randishing the cane.
““Ha, ha, hat'"

v's to the life,
from

“Shut up., Bunler, vou fat idiot!™
hissed Avechibald.

“He, he, he 1" cackled Bunter.

“You shut up, Popper!” sunapped

Bolsover major. "Mind your own
bizney, you cheeky ass!”
“Frowsy old roggy ! came the

mysterions voice, “How many frogs
have you got in your pockets to-dayf

“Ma for ! gasped Mossoo,

“Ha. ha, hal"

“*Yere is zat Vibley? Vore iz zat
sheeky parcon? T zrash him wven zat
I find him! Vere is he?” shricked
Monsieur Charpentier,

Heo pranced round his desk. But no
one was hidden behind the desk. In
amazement and fury, DMossoo glared
round the class-room.

“Vere are you, rascal?’” roared
Mossoo, “"You vicked Vibley, wvere
you vas "

"o home and chew frogs, old Trench
bean ! came the voiee, and this time it
seemned to proceed from the fireplace.

Mossoo cut across to the fireplace. In
the summer there was, of courso, no
fire there; and the big, old-fashioned
chimney was casy enough to climb—for
and this time it seemed to proceed from
no other imaginable hiding-place in
No. 10 class-room—and Moszzoo did not
doubt, now, that he had cornered the
unsecn one.

“Ah'! You are zere, rascall” he
roared.  “Dans la chemince—n'est-ce-
as! You are in & chimney, iso't 1t¥

iow I find vou, petit scelerat!”

“Ha, ha, ha!” yelled the Remove, as
Mossoo bent his head and glared into
the dusky spoce above the hreplace.
Even Archibald chuekled.

* Descendez 1™ roared Monsieur
Charpentier. “Y¥ou hear me--vous
ceoutez ] T knew verree vell zat yon hide
in one chimney, Descend ! Come down
viz you, vicked sheeky garcon! Ozzer
vize I beat you viz zis cane !

“Rats 1" cume—or népcared to come
—from the chinmey, “Go and cat frogs,
Fro gyt

“Clen est tropl"” gasped Mossoo:
and, leaning under the chimney, he
lashed up with the cane—nothing doubt-
ing that the hidden junior was there to
take the swipe,

In his wrath and excitement, he
rather overlooked the fact that a swip-
ing eane was liable to have a disturb-
|11§[-3E&¢t an the eoot.

¢ was reminded of that the next
moment, however,

There was a rush of disturbed soot
from the chimney as the cane swipoed=—
and a black cloud descended on Mossoo
as he leancd below. He popped back
with a gasping howl, smothered with
soot, mu%’hm and sneezing wildly;
and from his class came & yell that reng
fur beyond Class-room o, 10.

“Ha, ha, hal"

[

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.
Haunted !

e H crikey 1V
“Oh crumbs M
“Ha, ha, hal”

The door of Class-room Ne. 10
opened, and Mr. Quelch stepped in.
Iis first grim glance was cast at

the hilarious Remove, Then, as he saw
Monsicur  Charpentier, he  started
violently.

AMuossoo was clawing soot and snorting
and gasping. ) )
Mr. Quelch gazed at him, almost like
a man in 8 dreani. ]
* Monsieur Charpentier,
happened 1™ he exc aimed,
P{a, ha, ha!” yelled the juniors.
Even the Form-

what has

arrival of their
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For a split second Billy Bunter blinked at the two masked rufflans, then, with a terrified yell that woke all the echoes of the
old Clolsters, he furned and fled. " Ow ! Help ! Yow ! Help ! ** he yelled frantically. Terror seemed io lend the fat junior

wings.

master could not restrain thetr merri-
ment at the sight of the IFrench master
grappling with the soot,

Y Bilence 1" exelaimed M. Quelch.
“Monsieur, what |has  Thappened?
Surely no boy of my Form has dared
0 ¥}

“(Petait Vibley ! shrieked MAloszoo.

“It was Wibley ¥ repeated Mr.
Queleh. " Wibley ! What can you
possibly mean ! Wibley is not here 1™

“Dana la chiminee e

“In the chimoey '™ repeaied the Re-
move master. " Did—did—did vou say
in  tho—the—the chimney, Monsieur
Charpentier ¥"’

“*Alais ouni!” gaszped Aozoo. “He
hide in ze chimmney, and he speak vords
of ze most sheeky, and he zrow down ze
goot on me ven zat I look for huim! -1
am smeozer! Bepardez moin !

“Ila, ha, hal"” howled the Removites,
Aloszoo’s Impression was that Wibley,
hidden i the chimney, had pitched that
oot down on hitm |

*Oh erikey " mazped Billy DBuntor.
“He, he, hel I =ay, yvou fellows—he,
he, let™

“Will you he stlent 27 thundered Mr.
(f._—._nlq:h. “Monzieur, it iz impossibla
thiat o hn;}:,r can be hiodden in the ehim-
ney—aquite impozible! Tt s extra-
ordinary that you zhould fancy, re-
peatodly, that Wibley has entered the

:l-_'.r::hﬁu-l.” The tlung iz quile mpo:sible
ol
“Pui he is zeve ! shricked dMossoo.

“I go io beat him viz ze cane, becanse
Lo do not descend, and he zrow down
zis suot ! Look at me, sair! b oam black
—1 am verreo dirty—rogavdes 17

"Wharton 7

O Yes, svl” gasped Harry,

“ Tz anyvono hidden i thae chimney 79

*“I—1 think not, sie!  T—I'm sure
not I I—I think Moessoo dizinrbed the
soot with his ecawe, sirl™ pasped the
captain of the Remove.

“That is much more probable!™ said
AMr, Queleh. " For what reasen, mon-
sienr, do vou puppose that Wibley is
here 7"

“T hear him speak viz himself—I hear
zalk voice zat T know verreé vell—he call
ma names—he call mae Froggy—"

“It i3 some cxtraordinary ervor, sic!
Yesterday you supposed that vou heard
Wibley's voica in the Remove studies—
now you suppose that you have heard

it here!  Really, Monsteur Char-
pentier——"
“But I hear!” shricked Mossoo. “All

ze garcons, zey hear him speak from
ze chimney | Demandez, donc!™

“Did any of you hear anyone speak
from the chimney?” demanded Mr.
Gueleh, looking at the Form.

“From the chimnoy—ne, sir!” gasped
Doly Cherry.

“Oht No, sirl®

“Wa never heard a sound fromn tho
chimney 1"

ot a sound, sir!”?

“You see, Monsicur Charpentier, thai
there iz o mistake ! said Ae. Quelch
soothingly. " Obviously it iz impos.
siblg---"

“He ia zere! T zay @=ab he is zere!
You zink 2ot I mistake iyself—zat I me
deceive? Non, monsicur!  Zal vicked
Vibley hide in zat chunney, for to
sheek me, and call me Froggy—he tell
me to go and chew ze frog——"

Mr. Quelch cumﬁmssad hiz lips . and
steppod acroszs to the fireplace.

The Removites walehed b breath-
lessly as e stooped. They wore rather
interesicd to soe whether he wonld get
any =o0t 1n his turn.

But Mr. Quelch prudently did not put
iz head under the chimney., He did
not. want a shower of soot.

“Is anyono there?” he called. *If
someone 13 hidden there, answer me at
onee 1™

Thero was no sound from the chimney.

‘but zat Vibley he is zere, j'en

His fect seemed scarcely to touch the mossy flagstones as he headed for the guad.

The Greyfviara ventriloguist sat tight.
He was not likely to ecarry on in the
presence of Mr., Quelch.

“No one ig there, Monsicur——"

“Zat Vibley is zere!” roared Mom.
sieur Charpentier, and he rushed to the
chimney, bent, and put his head under
QERlm, .

‘This time, however, he did not lazh
with the cune. No doubt oneo bitten,
he was twice shy., He glared into the
dueky space.

“Well?”  spapped Mr. Quelch, as
Mossco, after s long and carnest survey
of the dim interior, gove an angry
sirort,

“It iz too dark zere to sce an;rz.ing.

. SuIS
SHr—"’

“Wharten, kindly feteh a {lazh-lamp
from iy study! You will find one on
the book-shelf,”

“0Oh! Yes, sir!?

Harry Wharton hurried out.

Under Mr. Quelch’s grim eye, ths
juniors strove to suppress their mervi-
ment while he was gono.  But it was
not easy., Gurgles and giggles cscaped
continually.

The captain of the Remeve returned
with the flash-lamp. At a gesture from
Afr. Queleh he handed it to Mossoo,

“Now, sir, you may satizly yourself
that there ia no one in the chimney !
zaid the Remove master,

“Mais jen suis sur, and T tefl vou,
sair, zat I will now see zat vicked
¥ibley, now zat zere is lhight!”

Monsieur Charpentier turned on tha
flash-lamp, and bent under the chimmey
sgain. He Aashed the light up into the
spoty recesses. Ancient  brick-work,
eanked with ancient soot, met liz view!
But there wasz nothing in the shape of
a hidden schoolboyl

“Weoll i rapped Mr., Quelch,

Toe Macwer LiBRaRY.—N0. 1,539,
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Mossoo withdrew his head at last with
utter perplexity in his sooty face.

“He 18 not zeral” iasped Mossgo. “I
gink T am haunt! I hear ze voico of zat
Vibley, but he is not zere| Peutetre—
perhaps he climb out of ze top, on zeo
chirnney-pot——"'

“ Absurd !” snapped Mr. Quelch.

“ %en 1 am havut—"

“Monsieur Charpenticr, you are in a
ehocking state, with—with soot—I1 sug-
gest that you leave your class to me for
the present, and——" 1

“Mais out! ¥ zink I go vash!” said
Mossoo. “But 1 zink zat zat vicked
Vibley get out of ze chimney-pot,
parceque—because zat I know =zat he
vas in #e cheminee | Of zat I am verree
certain! Ozzervise I am haunt ¥

Mr, Quelch barely repressed a snork
of impatience. ]

Monsieur Charpentier left the class-
room—he really was in need of & wash.
There was no more hilarity in that
class-room. Mr. Queleli's expression did
not encourage hilarity.

Neither were there any more mys-
terious  voices! Whether William
Wibley was, or was not, within the walls
of Greyfriars School, hia voice was
heard no more!

e S

THE SEVENTEENTH CHAPTER.
Getting Going !

b HARTON, old chap—"
“Buzz off [V
“¥ say, Toddy—"
“ Hook it 1"

“ Look here, vou beasts—" ‘

*“Get  out!” snapped  Archibald
Yopper. ] )

Billy Bunter blinked indignantly at
the three.

He was unaware of the matter of
deep import on the minds of those three
members of the Remove. They were
ubout to proceed with carrying out
Toddy's wonderful wheeze for getling
Wibley righted.

But there was, in point of fact, s
matter of deep import on Billy Bunter's
fat mind, He was thinking of tea.

At tea-time, what should a fellow

THE MAGNET

think of but tea? It was difficult for
Billy Bunter to comprehend that any
fellow could possibly be thinking of any-
thing else. uch a fellow, in Bunter's
opinion, could hardly be guite in his
epnses | : 3 e

Deeply concerned with this important
matter, Billy Bunter did not buzz off,
hook it, or get out. Tea was tea!

“Look here, don't be silly asses,” he

said. “I'll come, If you've got shop-
ping to do, I'll help. What are you
gelting for tea?™

As the three were going away from
the Hounse, Bunter's natural conclusion
was that they were heading for the
school shop, to get something for tea.
What other destination could they pos-
sibly have at such a time?

“ Buzz off, you fat bluebottle ! hooted
T'eter Todd.

“Oh, really, Toddy——"

“Boot him ! grunted Archibald.

“0Oh, really, Wibley--—"

“Shut up, you fat wns;i.- e

“Well, vou jolly well boot a chap,
end I'l jolly well yell Wibley all over
the shop ! declared Bunter. “1 don't
want any cheek from you, see? I
wonder what Froggy would say, if he
Lhnew——"

“Quiet, ass!™ said Harry Wharton.

“Well, what about tea?” asked
Bunter. "“I'd rather tea in the study,
but if you're going out, I'll come. Is 1t
a picnic ¥

“Ma, mgs!

“Well, if
sl M
"q”u"e"re not! Buzz off 1V

“Where are you going, thén " asked
Bunter. "™ Look here, what's on®™

The threce were not likely to tell
DBunter where they were gﬁiné:. or what
was on. DBunter weas superfluous. It
was necessary for Dunter to disappear.
Peter was equal to the oceasion.

“Lopk here, Bunter, if you'd like to
dao some shopping=—" he said.

*Certainly, old chap!” said Bunter
at once, o

Not always an obliging fellow,
Bunter was always prepared fo oblige
in that' way.

“Well, cat up to the study—I've left

rJl.l

vouw'ra poing to the

High-Speed Thrill-Story of the Speedway!

-

*Bluey " Wilkinson, the daring Austrahan
rider of West Ham Speedway, has joined
The PILOT'S team of celebrities. You
can be certain of getting all the thrills and
spills of speedway racing in the grand,
f.st-action yarn entitled :

‘s BLUEY' WILKINSON—
the Bush Broadsider!

Other aliractiorn of The
PILOT include : Will Hay,
the World's Funniest Form-
master; Houdini, Magic-
Maker o1 ; Tarzanof the
Apes picture-story 3 Stainlen 4
Stephen; Leonard Henry.
Mest them all tedaw in

a note in the table drawer,™ said Peter.
" Get anything you like so far as 1t will
ﬂ'l:l'.”

*Right-ho, old fellow! Leave it to
me,” said Bunter. “You don't wank
any change out of the note?”

L] N'ﬂ 1."1

“CGood !

Eilly Bunter rolled into the House at
oLLee,

The three juniors resumed their way
—two of them rather in a state of sur-
prize. Peter Todd was not a wealth
fellow, neither was he careless with
cash. Leaving notes in a table drawer,
and giving Bunter a free hand for ex-
penditure, was guite unlike him.

“That will keep Bunter busy for a
few minutes!” remarked Peter. “Come
on, and let's get out of sight.”

“Blowing & ten-shilling note on tuck
will keep even Bunter busy for more
than a few minutes, I should think,”
said Flarry.

“MTain’t & ten-shilling note.”

“Well, you ass! Are vou poing to
let Bunter blow a pound nnte?"gex-
claimed the captain of the Remove in
astonishment.

“*ain't a ind note

“Not 8 banknote I gasped Wharton,

“No; not a banknoie.”

“Then what the dickens iz 63"

“It's a note from the bootmaker in
Enur}ﬁe!d,” answered Poter cheerfully.

He's got my boots to repair, and he's
scnt me a note to say they're ready.™

Wharton and Archibald staved
Peoter; then they roared.

“Ha, ha, ha [

_“Bunter can blow that note, if he
likes—and if he can get anybody to take
11" gaid Peter. 1 don't want any
change out of it! I've told him to get
anything he likes, as far as it will go
I don't think it will go very far.”

“Ha, ha, ha !

Unaware of the natare of the “note *
that Toddy had left in the table deawer
in Study No. 7, Billy Bunter lost no
time in getting to that study.
_Meanwhile, the three juniors lost no
time in getting to the nlcf] Cloisters,

The ancient Cloisters of Greyfriars
were Earﬂ:.r in ruins, The spol was a
good distance from the aﬂhuulphuildinga
and little frequented.

Fellows like Skinner and Snoop some-
times snecaked along there for a quiet
smoke unobserved 'Ez.r masters or pre-
fecta, But interruption was not pro-
bable—and, anyhow, it was the best spot
that could be selected, within the pre-
cinets of the school, for carrving out
Peler's scheme.

hallo |

“Hallo, hallg,
are ¥

Bob Cherry was already on the spot,
Ha was waiting there; nobody elsc was
anJFWIm”: at hand,

*Here wo are ! grinned Peter, “Get
gomng, you men |[Y

Behind & mass of ancient ivy a bag
had been parked earlier in the day, Bob
pulled it out and opened it

Harry Wharton and Peter Todd pro-
ceeded to drees for their part. The Pbﬂg

properties " of the

Remove Dramatic Society.

was packed with

They put on shabby coats that reached
nearly to their knees and crammed
rough eloth caps on their heads. Then
two black masks were alfixed over their
features.

When that fransformation wasz com-
pleted they locked like anything but
Bemove fellows of Greyiriars.

Anyone who had spotted them might
have wondered who nodd what they were,
but certainly never would have puessed
that they were members of Mye. Quelclis
Form!

They Inoked, in fact, two oxiremely

at

Hore wou



dangerous ruflians; which was exactly
how they wanted to look.

Bob Cherry chuckled as he gazed at
them.

“You'll dol” he remarked. “By
gaum ! It will make Froggy jump when
you pounce on him,”

“Make him frightfully grateful to be
1'4:52213{:1]. I s.‘rmulg thin{!” said Poeler

add,

“Mind ho doesn't yell, thought If
anybody got here——-"

““That’s all rifhti We bag him and
dab a paw over his mouth ! said Peter.
“Then wo hiss into his ear that wo're
going to bhash him for setling the polico
after our pal Huggins. He will take 1t
down like milk."”

“Then I rush in just in time to stop
the bashing ! =aid Avchibald. *“I'd
better punch you fellows o bit hard to
mako it look natural—"

“You'd betler not punch me hard,
vou fathead,” said Harry Wharton—
“unless you want some unrehearsed
effects Lo follow.™

* Look here, vou asy, I shall have to
knock you dewn—="

3 "‘!E’nu’ll gob knocked down if you
0

“If you're going lo spoil the whole
thing=—" snorted Archibald.

“I am—if you start knocking me
down ! said the captain of the Remove
emphatically. *“We'll take the alarm
and bolt—that will be near enough.”

“It would lock more convincing if I
knocked you spinming—"

“We'll chance it without that 1"

“ Look here—-" ]

"Shut %P’ Wik, old man ! said
Peter, * You talk too much, old c¢hap!
Get that Popper outfit of—you've got to
be Wibley !

Archibald's wavy brown hair and
thick, dark eyebrows were packed into
the bag. In a few minutes William
Wibley was himself again. He changed
his school jacket for a light tweed onc
from the hag, and made a fow other
little changea.  Archibald Popper
vanished, leaving William Wibley in his
place.

“All ready now " asked Bob.

" Yeg—we've only got to park our-
selves in cover I™ said Peter. " Your bit
is to pet Mossoo here! He'll jump at
it when you go and tell him you've scen
Wibley here. He's got Wibley on his
nervous system now, and he will simply
leap at a chance of mnailing “him and
lugging him off to the Head.”

“Dead cert!” grinned Bob. "“He's
in the quad now—I saw him talking
with old Prout before T came here——"

“Don’t speak to him before Prout, of
course | You've got to catch him alone
—he's got to come alonge—"'

“I understand, fathead! Think I'm
going to call all Greyiriars here? I'll
gob Froggy on his own.”

“Thig m};{qug to boe a winner;” said
Peter,  “Wibley's supposed to have
hiked along, taking a look ab the dear
old school and all that, you know. As
ho wouldn't be admitted at the gates he
hiked in this way., That accounts for
Wibley being on the spot. They can
take all that for granted. By a co-
incidence, two pals of that broken-nosed
johuny are mooching about, looking for
a chance to get at Mossoo. They get
him—and then Wibley, regardlesz of
da:]mfr,_rruahca in with rnailesa pluck
arf———

“IIa, ha, ha t**

“Drives ihem off—reoscues Mossoo——
and there you are!” said Petor.
“Froggy nearly wept with gratitude
aver e the other day--he will quite
weep over Wi, T ean szee him leading
hiz cher Vibley off w the Head Lo be
pardoned 1™
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“1f it works——"" said Harry.

“It will work, fathead 1™

“Oh, all right1 Get going, Bob 1™

Wibley parked himsclf behind one of
the old stone pillars. The two masked
ruffians  parked themselves  behind
another at a little distance. Bob
Cherry, prinning, walked away, leaving
the spot apparontly solitary.

He sauntered into the quad, with an
eve open for Monsieur Charpentier. All

thiat remained was for Bob to do his bit

—and send Mossoo, so to speak, like a
laml to the slaughter. That Mossoo
would jump, with both feet, at a chance
of collaring Wibley was certain, It was
an absolutely eertain inducement to got
him where he was wanted.

Mossoo was still in the guad, in con-
versation with Mr. Prouwt—or, to bo
more exact, the IFifth Form master was
i conversation with him. Prout, as
usual, was doing all the talking,

Bob loefed at a little distance, waiting
for his chance, He conld not give
Mossoo the news in Prout’s presence—-it
was only too probable that Prout would
have gono with Mossoo, which would, of
course, have spoiled the whole thing.
He had to wait till Prout left o
talking.,

Waiting for Prout to leave off talking
with rather like waiting for & river io
flow by.

Monsienr Cherpentier was suppressing
yawns and shifting from one leg to the
other, and from the other to the one,
and still Mr. Prout went on talking.
Prout, in fact, reldom left off talking to
qne:‘l victim till another appeared in
sight !

‘ortunately for everybody concerned,
Mr. Quelch came out of the House, and
Prout, bestowing & friendly nod on
Mossgo, rolled away to give Queleh the
benefit of his still unexhausted cou-
versation,

Monsieur Charpentier turned to walk
towards the House.

Bob eut in! Now was his chance !

“If you please, sir—-"

Masgoo glanced at hirh,

“Vat ig it, Sherry " he asked,

“I thought you might like to know,
sir, that I've seen Wible "

. The name was enough!
Jumped like a startled turf:e;e !

“Vibley | he exclaimed. “You have
gee zat Vibley? Mon Dien! VYou have
see zat Vibley in zo0 school, Bherry ¢

“Yes, six1™

“Vere you sce him, Sherry?” ox-
claimed Mossoo, * Ditesmoi—tell mo
at vunce vere you zee zab bad boy——"

“In the Clmsters, sir! Right at the
other end, near the old tower——

“Zat bad boy! He climb in over ze
vall, zen! Mais oui! T zink! Ma fol,
zis time ¥ catches him, i=n’t it! I
zink 1"

It worked like a charm. Mossoo faivly
flew, His coat-tails whisked behind him
as he rushed off in the direction of the
Cloisiers,

Bob Cherry chuckled. He had done
hiz bit—and it had worked! All was
Eumgl well—as far, at least, as TDob

new

Moszoo

——

THE EIGHTEENTH CHAPTER,

A Shock for Bunter!

i EART 1" hissed Billy Bunior.
Standing at the table drawey
in 3tudy No. 7, the fat Owl of
the Remova blinked at the noto
i the drawer,

Toddy had spoken the truth; he had
left & note in that table drawer. But a
note from the Courtheld bookmaker had
little interest or nse for Billy Bunter, 1le
blinked ab 18 with a devastating blink,
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J'Beast!  Pulling 2 fellow's leg 1
hissed Bunier.  “Geiting  shut ﬂ% 3
fellow just because they don’t want a
fellow to teal Cads!”

It was too thick, in RBunicr's apinion.
Jie had treated that fellow Wihley woll
—uobk only keeping his secret for L,
but giving him tho pleasurn of his
colnpany every day te tea o hiz stady.
Thiz was Lis roward,

Bunter saw it all, of conrse !

IHis fat leg had been pulled, simply fo
got shut of him, They were tea-ing out,
and were going to leave himy behind.
That was why he had been sent up to the
siudica on a fool's errand.

It was all clear to Bunter. 'That fel.
lows could be thinking of mwything but
tea st fea-time, naturally did not ocour
to himm. They were going to tea at the
shop, or out of gates, and leave him out
—after all he had (fﬂnﬂ for iliem. But
'_Tiw they? Not if Bunter eould help
it !

1e rolled out of Study Na. 7, amd lr-
ried down the stairs, In tlwe quad he
blinked to uand fro through lis big
spectac]ow,

Wharton and Teddy and Popper were
not to bo seen.  But he had cxpectod
that. They had eleared Lim off, while
he went.

Ho rolled across to the schoel shap.

They were not there,

Hc rolled out again,

NI say, Shinner,” le said,
Wharton ¥

" Lots of times I’ answered Skinner.

“Beast! I mean, do you know where
Ire i3 mow, old chap?”

“Certainly 1" answered Skinmer.

“Well, where is he%" pslked Bunter
cagerly,

“In his clobber I” answered Skinner
affahly.

“ Beast 1™

Bunter rolled on in scarch of more
accurate information, leaving Skimer
grinning.

No member of the Famous Five was lo
ba seen.  Johnny Bull, Nugend, aml
Iurrec Singh, as a matter of fact, wore
at the nets, putting in some ericket proc-
tico with a view to the Rookwaod mafeir.
Bob Cherry, at that moment, was 1n 1he
Cloisters, wilh his friends. Billy Bunter
blinked to and fro with an exasperated
Llink, If it was a picenie, and the beasts

o

had gone out of gates, ho was dune. 1l
feared it
He rolled down to the gairs.  Thore

e found comfort—Gozling Lad ot seen
them go out.

He rolled back.

By that time Bob Cherry had eomn
away from the Cloisters, and was stand-
mg leaning on an elm, waring for the
terminadion of Mr. Proul's conversation
with Mossoo.

But the short-sighted Ouwl of the
Remove did not see hime ihere—peithier
did Bob give Bunter any heed. 1o was
not mterested 1 Dunter,

Dunter, more and more exasperalal,
rolled back lo the House, Only tan
vlcarly, the beasts were dodgiug hun:
aigd that meant a spread [vor winch hn
wasg (o be left out.  He was jolly well
roing to show them |

Lord Mauleverer was loafing in ile
doorway of lhe House, and Bunter pave
hitm an gnxious squeak.

Y1 zay, Mauly i

“Yaas?®”

*1lave those beasts gone in ¥

“Haven't scen eny beasls, ald fal man.
—I mean, only one 1” sand Mauly.

“ Which one ¥ asked Buuter eagerly.

*¥oul”

“You slly ass?” lwoled Bunler,
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“Look hera! Has Wharton, or Toddy,
or Popper gone in?”

“Haven't seen them I

Bunter turned baek from the doorway.
They were still out of the Heouse—hbut

where? Ho blinkoed to and fro, and
sril.i.e.-a.kﬂd again, as Hazeldene ecame
along.

“Been Wharton, Hagel 3"

“Eh? I saw him about a guarter of
an hour ago,” answered Hazel. *He
was with Toddy and that new chap.™

“ Where did they go "

“Didn't notice! I think they wore
going towards the Cloisters when I saw
them,” answered Hazel carelessly, and
he went into the House.

That was enough for Bunter, The old
Cloisters, of course—that was where HLH.":'_-‘
ware going to have the spread, leaving
Bunter out | : :

Bunter rolled off to the Cloisters.
Like Iser in the poem, he rolled rapidly.
e prinned ds he rolled. He had run
the beasts down ot last.

The old Cloistors looked as lonely as
usual, as the fat Owl rolled along under
the ancient arches. Buat Billy Bunter
was not to be deluded by an a of
solitude, It would be like the beasts to
dnd%u him, if they heard.him coming.

“1 say, you fellows, where are you?”

elled Bunter.

now you're here! I se

A suppressed exclamation behind one
of the pillars caught his fat ear.

Grinning, he blinked round that
pillar, ~

The next moment the grin left his fat
face, az if wiped off by a duster. Ho
nttered a  yell of consternation and
terror, ;

His cyes almost bulged throngh his
epectacles at the sudden, startling sight
of two masked ruflians behind the stono
pillar.

For o split sccond hie hlinked at them
—then. with a terrified yell that wolie all
the cchoes, he turned and fled.

“Ow! Help! Yow! Help! Wow!
Help ¥ yelled Bunter frantically, as he
ramn.

“Oh erumbs!™ gasped one of the
masked rufMfiaps. * That fat 1diof ——-"

“Oh erikey 1™ stattered the other
“Blop hun '

Thoy rushed after Runker,

The fat Owl gave one terrified blink
over a fat shounlder. Terror lent him
wings, a5 ho saw the two masked ruflians
in pursnit.  He fairly flew, His foet
seotnod searcely to touch the old mossy
flags, as he headed for the guad. FHoe
racod | He whizzed! And as  he
whizzed, he let out ear-splitting yell
after yell:

#(Ow ! Help! Yarooh! Help! Have
me ! Yoo-hoop! Help !” .

He burst headlong oub of the Cloistiers.
Ho did uot see a rupning fignre coming
from the opposite divection.  Tle waa
guite unaware of Monsienr Charpentier,
till he crashed !

*“1 say, I jolly well

L]

bronght

THE NINETEENTH CHAPTER.
Hard Pressed !
T
“What on earih
him here "
Two masked ruffians pecred oul from
the Cloisters. They had hoped lo bag

HAT ass—"
"That duramy !”
" Goodness knows ™
“The pame’s up!”
Bunter and keep him guict—but the ter-
rificd fat Owl had been too quick for
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them. Peering out, they saw him mix
up with Mossoo.

Moraco had been moving fast. So had
Bunter. They had niet with a terrific
impact. Harry Wharton and Toddy had
only just tune to leap for cover.

Bunter was the heavier of the two.
Mossoo had the worst of the collision,
1o went over backwards, as if a cannon-
hall had hit him. Owver him went
Bunter, sprawling,

Under Bunter, Mossoo squirmad and

shriekod, Owver Mossoo, Bunter rolled
aml roared.

_—I
STOP PRESS.

As this issue goes to press
startling news reaches us that
Archibald Popper, now at
Greyfriars, may be an im-
postor. Sir Hilton Popper,
well known to all Greyfriars
fellows, declares: "M
nephew has gone to sea. {
know nothing about a boy
of the name at Greyfriars. |
am coming to the school 1m-
mediately to clear the matter
up 1"

It 15 understood that the
Headmaster, Doctor Locke,
and Mr. Horace Quelch, |
M.A., are taking no definite

steps until he arrives.

Interviewed by our repre-
sentative, Form-captain Whar-
ton stated on behalf of the
Famous Five : ** We're stand-
ing by Wib—I mean Popper
—whatever happens. [ don't
think I'd better say any more.”

Added Archibald Popper:
“ Sir Hilton is barmy. He
doesn't know what he's talking
about ! "

The next issue of the
MacneT, with full details of
these amazing allegations, is
eagerly awaited.

Look Out For FRANK
RICHARDS' Great New
Story, " WIBLEY WINS
THROUGH 1™

Twa or three dozen fellows were
already heading for the spot, startled by
the wild uproar. Mr. Cillelch’s lon lgﬁs
came  striding=—after him rolled the
portly 1'rout. Wingate of the Bixth eut
ahead of them. Coker, Potfer, and
Ciroene of the Ififth came on at a run.
A ecvowd of other fellows popped up
from all sides.

Swiftly the two masked ruffians backed
mio cover.

The game, obviously, was up. ©ossoo
had besa coming—but that unspeakalbido

Londogn,

wee, Farclopdon SRirost,
for six monthe.

PeT LB 3

idiot, Bunter, had bareed in frst and
spoiled everything,

The programme, so carcfully mapped
out, eould not be got on with now—with
a swarm of Greviviars fellows heading
for the spot—among them two masters|

That wonderful seheme had to
scrapped-—and serapped gquick !
“Ow! Help! Look out? Thoy're

after me I velled Bunter, as My, Quelch
grasped him by the collar and dragged
him up.

Monsieur Charpentier stagreved to his

feet,

“Urgh! Nom dun nom! TUrgh!™
he spluttered.

“What has happened?” Loomed
Prout. “What—>"

“Burglars!” howled PBuntor.
“Durglars, or—or bandits! Thev—they

got after me! Oh crikey I*
“ Monsense, Bunter 1

“Ow ! They did! Ther had knives,
and—and revolvers! Yarooh |*

“ Monsieur Charpentier, what—*"

 Zat Vibley 1*

“Wibley I gasped Mr. Queleh.

“Zat Viblay, he is here! 1 lmow not
vy for Buntair he ron like one fou, but
zat Vibley——"

“Absurd ¥

“On verra ™ vapped Mousicur Char-
pentier, and he rushed on—amid a
couple of dozen Greviriars fellows of all
Forms,

Two alarmed ruffians in masks were
cuthing back through the Cloisters, as
fast os they could go'!

Not only was the game obviously up,

but no time had to be lost. if Whartou
and Toddy were not to be caught in
their remarkable get-up.
. Thoy tore off the masks and eaps, and
japuned them into their coat-pockets as
they ran; then, still ruuning, they tore
off the conts,

Thevy were heading for the obseure
corner whete the bag was parked behind
the 1vy, Bnt.thev quickly realised that
there would be no time to pack theic
outfit away in the bag. ]

Footsteps already echoed Lekind them
anmong the old pillars and arches.

“*What's up?”" Wibley, with o stariled
face, met them.  “Whoat-—"

“Hook it'” panted Peter. "The
game’s up ! They're coming——"

*But whag—" )

“Cut!” gasped Wharton, “For good-
ness’ sake get out of sight, you ass!
Hunt cover somewhere, you fathead !

“I've got to get to the bag! T've got
to change back ! I've got to make up as

Pn!]pl::r—”

“INo time, ass! No time, idiet! No
time, fathead! Cut!” shricked YWhar-
kon. “You'll be spotted 1n & tick!
Quelch—and Prout—anl Wingate—half
Giveyfriars o

“Bunk !” hiszed Pefer Todd.

Wibley stood blinking at them. Ile
realised that the game was up—but his
ides was o make a swift change back
into Archibald Popper.

It would have taken the schoolboy
actor only minates! Bl he had not
even one minnte! — ;

Hiz friends realized that, if Wil did
not!  They grasped bhim, spun hin
round, and started him off.

“Tun 1 hizsed Wharton.

“Ilide ! hizsed Peter,

“0Oh, all right ! Just like you fellows Lo
mucle up the whole thing!” yapped
Wibley. And he ran. - ;

So far from there being Lime for the
sclioolboy actor to make a change, there
wos not even time for Wharton and
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Peter lo ged atb the bar a:d vack in
their cuths. Thev cruapled the coars
nuickly and shoved them oue of sight in
the thick ivy.

It was zll they could do. Then thex
tuyned lo face the crowd that came
whiaaping up ihe Clolter.

“Vharton! Todd ! Menzieur Char-
pentier squeaked on his top note. “Vat
you do hiere? Vers is zat Viblev 1

“TIs Wibloy here?” exclaimed Wingate
of the Sixth, staring at the two flushed,
breathless juniors.  “What hazs hap-
imu-:*_{l here, Wharton? Have von been
arking with that voung ass, Bunter?”

“Veve i3 zat Viblev ™

“Is anvome here, Wharton®” QAlr.
Queleh came up, “DBunter has been
frightened by someone—some trespasser,
perhaps—a tramp, possibly—"

“I=I haven't seen anyihing of a
tramp, sri” gasped Harry.

ot Vibley——"

“ Monsieur Charpentier thinks that
Wibley i1s here, Wharton! For what
reason I cannot imagine——"

“Sherry he sav so!* shrieked 3Mossoo.

Sherry say zab Vibley is here, sud zat
he zea him,”

“Oh! That alters the case ™™ eaid Ao,
Quelch. ”‘Il"lr’ing:ata-Gw:;nne—'f.!uker—
please search——"

Wharton and Peter exchanged a
siekly look.

Bob had carried aut 'his part of the

ame. News of Wibley had brought
Mossoo rushing to the =pot. But, as ii
had furned out, that was the very worst
thing that could have happened'! For
there was no denying now that Wibley
Jiad been there.

- The name of Wibley was repeated on
all sides. Nobody believed that Billy
Bunter had seen burglars or bandits in
the Cloisters. Burglars and bandits
were altogether too improbable. But if
Baob Cherry had said that he had seen
‘u‘;.?ihle:r there, there was no doubt about
that.

"Wibley ! exclaimed Coker. *That
voung ass whe was sacked—"

“Tind him at once, if ke is here P
exelatmed AMr. Queleh.

“What effrontery!” boomed Alr
I'rout. “ What uwnparalleled effrontery
io enter a school from which he has been

expelled s .
“1allo!™ roared Wingate of the
Sixth, “Wha's this "

A figuro darted from behind a stone
pillavy and ran. A dorzen pairs of eyes
trned on it as it went.

“Wibley ™ yelled a dozen fellows,

“Wibley ! gasped My, Quelch,

“Xat Wibley I squealed AMoscon,

“Upon my word!” gasped Proul.
“Unparalleled effrontery —"

“Seewres  that boy '™ shouted My
Queleh.  “ Wingate, secuve him 1™

Wingate was hot 10 pursme,

Wibley had been vooted out, and he
was running. Iard on bis wack ran
the caplbam of Greviviars. '

Fast after Wingate came ¢ oswarm of
other  fellows—=loss0o  among them,
waving both hands in frante gestienla-
Linns,

Harry Wharton amd Peter Todil stood
starving,  They counld nor help Wibley
now.  In his own proper person, known
to all eyes that fell on lamny, there was
the expelled  junior—ruiming, with a
|JJ'ﬂfr.-n::L swonping on hrs track !

“h crumbs ™ morminred Peter.

“hio it, Wib![" yvelled the Bounder.

“Hilence, Vernon-Sinith ! thundered
AMe. Queletr. “Take a hundred lines!
Wingate, secure ihat Loy ——"7

Wihley, hardly a vanrd ahead of the
prefeck, made o bound at the ivied wall
that gave on fhe lare antside. Lo
serambled up in frantie haste, .

(Cantinved ox wrad porge}

| Rivhards has to say about it.

EVERY SATURDAY

of the

to say how anxiously he looks

forward to the MaAcXET every
Saturday, asks which member of the
Famous  Five was the first to join
Greyfriars, Evidently Maurice i3 not
aware of the fact.that our companion
paper—the * Gem "—is at  present
runting a series of yarng dealing with
the eavly adventures of Harry Wharton
& Co.,, otherwize he would not have
raized the question. Frank Nuogent can
rlaim to be Lhe oldest junior at Greyiriars
a3 he was alrcady at the school in the
very first yarn which, incidentally, dealt
with the © coming ** of Harry Wharton,
Next came Bob Cherry, then Hurree
Hingh, and fnally Johnny DBull.

MﬁURI{‘:E SHARMAN, who writes

The above paragraph will ne doubg
interest ** Flight-Sergeant,” of the Royal
Air-Foree, who informs me that he finds
it impossible to secure the “ Gem ™ and
asks if yvarna featuring Tom Merry & Co.,
of St Jim's, are still appearing therein.
Certainly they are, my R.AF. chun—
and going strong, too! I cannor under-
atan¢l why yon should have any difficulty
in obtaining a copy of the “ Gem " aa
thiz all-achool-story paper iz on <ale at all
newsapgents and  bookstalla, Maybe I
shall hear from you again, later ?

A lmg and most interesting leiter
comes from Alexander Jack, of Falkirk,
Seotland, who in his hbumorous way says
that as Scots have the reputation of being
mean, he is lving up to it by fillivg up
every inch of his notepaper. Would 1
congider & man of 24 years of ace as being
childish for reading the Maioxer Y—nsks
my Scolzs chum, Not at all, * Jock.”
I have had hundreds of letters from

| readera who have been reading the
| MaeNET sinee the very first number

which appeared over 29 years ago,  Jock

.13 looking tather ahead, for he suggests
fthat Harry Wharton & Co. should spend

nest Christmas in Scotland. Not a bad
irlea, either. I will gee what Mr. Frank
No, Jock,
as L have already stated previously, there
1% 1o room for & ** Pen Pals ” column in
the Macxer. The special cover-to-cover
stories and our shorter features take n
all the available =pace. A column of this
nature is a feature of our Companion
Paper, the © Gem.”

Now for a few
REPLIES IN BRIEF
Lo readers’ inguiries ;

D. Clark (Bradford).—Sorry T ran’
oblize, There is no room for this feature
in the MAGXET owing to our cover-to-
cover stovies,

“ Magnet,”’
Press, Ltd., Fleetway House, Farringdon
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Your Editor is always pleased to hear
from his readers.

Write to him : Editor
The Amalgamated

Street, London, E.C.4.

Ronald Mason (Oxford).—Were I o
betting man my money would be on
Bulstrede and Bob Cherry. The answer
tn your second question is Billy Bunter.
And by a big margin, too |

Harcld Baldwyn {B'ham).—I agree
with what yow-say. But, then again,
it wouldn't do for us all to think alike,
would ‘18 % :

Willlam Ho {Sussex).—You are
certainly right about Boh Cherry heading
the list of *fighting™ men in the
Iemove, Next in order of merit come
Harry Wharton, Mark Linley, Richard
Russell, Peter Todd, and Tom Redwing.

Miss Lilian Wingfleld (Henfield) and
R, Clark (Tonbridge).—IFrank Richards is
no relation to the person vou mention.

Derek Luckin (Balham, S.W.).—There
are more than two hundred scholars at
Greyfriars, The Forms are as follows :
First Form {more commonly known as
the “babes™), Becond Form, Third
TForm, Remove or Lower Fourth, Upper
Fourth Form, Shell Form, Fifth Form,
and Sixth Form, There are eleven
masters—including the headmaster.

** Magnetite ** (Oxiord).—Owing to
the extra-long school stories of %ir -
friars, there is no room for any new
features in the Macxzr,

Faul Coling (Purley),—Back numbers
of the Mac®¥ET aa far back as 1933 are
unobtainable {rom our Back Number
D?Eu,rtment, Sorry and all that, Paul.

lec Kitroeft (Alexandria)—The
characters and place names you mention
are fictitious,

Having got that littls lot off my chest,
I puess 1'd better put yvou wise as to
what is in storé for next Saturday. The
cover-to-cover story of Harry Wharton &
Clo., entitled :

“ WIBLEY WINS THROUGH !"
By Frank Richards

i3 the real goods. Only by a series of
iracles hag William Wibley, in the guise
and name of Archibald Popper, cacaped
detection ab Gueyfriars, which he is
supposed to have left for ever. In his
peculiar position there is danger, every
day and every hour, of something coming

out. Ulnless he can get  AMonsienr
Charpentier to  overlook what has
happened his goose will be cooked !

Ancd this W"ih]ﬂjl" procecds to do, Al-
though his method of bringing this about
doesn’t go according to programme—
it peiz there just the same. You'll
enjoy this tip-top yarn, chums, just as
vou will the shorter features, all of which
are bang up to standard ! - Bo wise and
order your copy of next Saturday's
Maexer richt now.

YOUR EDITOR.
Toe Magxer Lisnany.—No. 1,530,
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“Stop!” panted Wingate,

He %rabh-ed s whisking lﬂ%;

“He's got him!” gasped Peler.

But Wingato had not guite 5?1; him.
Wibley, with his_freo foot, kicked ouk
backwards, and Wingate canght the beel
an his waistcoak: o stoggered—and
Wibley serambled over the ivied wall
out of reach. Tor & moment he sabt
astride there, panting, in full view of a
swarm of eyes—then he dropped on the
puter side, and was gone!

THE TWENTIETH CHAFTER.
Bumps for Bunter!
L SAY, you fellows !

I Tive ferocious glares were con-
centrated on Billy Bunter as ho
blinked into Study No. 1 in the

R :

eTnﬂng?amuua Five had gathered there

for & rather late tea. "They had not,

rhaps, expected (oo much from
Rf}dﬂyl_: stunt—having no ver'_rh; l
opinion of ideas from Study No.

Still, it was a sad-sell! There had been
s happy prospect of success—but for the
barging in of Dilly Bunter! '

The only solace was that Wibley had

ot clear. Otherwise, he eertainly woul

ve becn sent homo 1n cim?c of a
Rixth Form prefect, and handed over to
the keeping of Mr. Wibley |

Where ho was now they did not know
—somewhere outside Groyfriars. His
‘name, of course, was on every tongue in
the school. i 1

Even Mr. Quelch hed to admit that it
was not a delusion of Mossoo's this time
—the expelled junior was not only han?
ing on in the vicinity, but he actually
had penetrated into the school, and had
been seen there by scores of eyesl

Which was very annoying to Mr

Quelch—though no doubt he would have
been much more anrnoyed had he been
awire of certain circumstances, which
certain meEnbiers of hiis F'E?'rm had no
intention of mentioning 6 mm.
;TI'I'H chumsa of the Remove had no
doubt that, beforve calling-over, Wibley
would elimb back into the Cloisters, un.
pack the bag in tho ivy, and resume
the identity of Amhibald—and turn up
to answer, in Hall, to the pame
Popper.

Had all gone well, 8s planned by the
hopeful Peter, he might have answered
thers, in a reinstated state, to the name
of &E’ihk-}n ‘But all had not gone well.
All had pono wrong—owing to the fat
and fatuous Owl, wlio was now h!mklpﬁ
in at the study deorway. For whie
reason, the Famows Tive glared ab
Billy Bunter as if they could have bitten
Rim.

““So you're here I said Bunter. “If
you haven’t had tea yet, all right!
gay; you fellows, I was lopking for you
everywhere]! I sey, I went to the
Cloisters to look for you, and I can tell
you I had a jolly survow escape!”

“You benighted -bandersnatch—"
bogan the captain of the Hemove. )

“ You preposterols ggl'pmsc--*" said
Hurrea Jamset Ram Bingh,

“Oh, really, you know ! 1 say, Quelch

d indignation.

of shirty about,

THE MAGNET—EVERY SATURDAY

doesn't believe that I saw two masked
villains in the Cloisters,” said Bunter.
“ Nobody else saw them, so far as I can
hear—but I jolly well did1 They were
crouching there you know and they
sprang abt me like tigers—"

“You potty, Eerniniaus pifflep——s"

“A pair of the most awful ruffians,”
said Bunter. “One of them had a knife
—J think it was a bowie knifo——"

Hﬂh, m hﬂ-fr I:r:

“The athor had a revalver—'

“Fa, ha, ha1"

“Blessed if I see anything to cackls
atl They rushed at me, and I barely
cscaped with my life 1" gaid Bunter. “1
don't know why they were there, or
what they were up to, but I jolly well
saw them [” .

“What did you butt in at all for, you
piffling purlpoma " demanded Wharon.

“Eht was looking for you, of
I knew that it was a spread

L

course |
YO

“A spresd "

“Yes, I jﬂ-iliv well knew why you were
dodging a fellow, and—"

“0Oh, bump him!" exclaimed the
captain of the Remove.

“I say, vou fellows—— Here, you
leggo 1" yelled Bunter, in wrath and
“1I say Yarooooop !

Bump |

Wun Lung Kidnapped
From Greyfriars!

You simply musn't miss the

thrilling early adventures of the

Chinese boy -Ef t:i'le Remaove |
£a

“The GREYFRIARS CHINEE!"

It's in the

GEM

On Sale Now = - -

“Why, you beasts——"

Bump !

“Ow! Leggo! Wharrer you getting

‘d like to know? % jolly

well wasn't going to be left out ﬂg the

spread, and if you think I was, I can

j-ﬂ%}" welll say—— Yaroop ! Oh crikey 1™
nmp !

*Ow ! Beasta! Wow ! Rotters! I

5
wmp i

"' ¥oo-hooop "

Billy Bunter sat and roared in the
doorway of Biudy No, 1. The cele
brated Bull of Bashan, famed for his
roaring, had nothing on DBilly Bunter
at that moment.

“Now,” said Bob Cherry, drawing
back his foot, *all kick together, and
sea if we can lift him right acrose the
passage "

“Go it!"

Billyr Bunter did not wait for the
Famous Five to “go it.” He squirmed
out of the doorway, boundad
feet,  and tore up the passage.

to  his fi

The door of Btudy No. 7 opened, and
ghpt with & slam !

Peter Todd, in that study, locked at
Bunter. Ho looked at him expressively.
He had been waiting to see Bunter |
He waz anxious to sce him! He had a
cricket sturnp on the table, all ready !

“Qoooogh I gasped Bunter breath-

lessly. *“Oogh! 1 =av, Toddy—
Qoogh! I say, those beasts in Study
No. 1 ﬂnngh] Fve been bumped

- Gooogh I’
“Thoy bumped you, did they?"” asked
Feoter. ;

“Ih? . Yes! I say—2"
“Hardly enough—what? asked
Peter, picking up the stump. " What

vou really want 15 scalping, and then
something ling_erinﬁ, with boiling oil in
it] You ought to be slaughtered, slain,
and spiflicated | But I'll do the best I
can with this stump !”

u Wh);é you beast——— [Keep off I”
}rellad unter, in surpriso and alarm.
‘1 say, Toddy—— Oh crikey! Help!™

swipa |

“Beast! I say—"

Swipe |

“Oh lor' | Oh crumbs! Keep off, you
mﬂ-{i AEE |:1-

Swipe |

Billy Bunter dodged wildly round the
study table. After him rushed Peter,
swiping. He leaped for the door. After
him leaped Pefor, still awiping.” He tore
the door open, catching another swipo.
Hs bounded into the passage, & last
swipe catching him as he bounded |

{o 'did the Remove passage to the
sfairs at a' good 60 m.p.h.

“That's not the lot!” roared Peter.
“Thére's more to come! Come back
when you want the rest|"™

Bunter vanished.

It was past {ea-time—long past. DBut
Billy Bunicr, for oncs, was not bother.

ing about tea. Not for a dozen teas,
one after another, would he have
ventured back into the Remove dpassngn
just then. DBunter vanished—and stayed
vanished |
] - " 4 L F 3 [ ]
4k PUPFH:!I .‘[l:l
“f Adsuh 1"

Mr. Quelch was calling the pames in
Hall. When he came to the namo of
Popper, Archibald's high-pitched voice
answered, as usual, from the ranks of
the Remove |

Harry Whartoen & Co. glanced round
at Archibald. There he was—Axchibald
onzce more, and baaring no resemblance
té the junior who had been hunted over
‘the Cloister wall He closed one eye
at them.,

They grinned.

They could not help wunﬂe-ﬁng what
Mr. Quelech wonld have thought and
done could he have guessed that William

Wibley, whom he had last seen scooting
over' a wall, was there in Hall under
his gimlot éves!
___Fi.:&rtunateh', Mr. Quuleh was not
likely L6 guiess!

TIIE ERD,

(Next week brings this great series fo
o pmoshing. climazx in 'a story you will
nd il difieult to forget. ft's colled:
“WIHBLEY ‘WINS THROUGH !
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THE SHIPWRECKED z& =
TRIPPERS!

Another Instalment of
“ DOCTOR BIRCHEMALL'S BOARDING-

HOUSE 1™

—Dicky Nugeni's Ten-Smiles-a-Minute Serial,

o Ahog there, me hur}iiilzf lh”
rasped Maptin Saltspray w @
joined -:ra.nﬁ Jolly & gu. on the

rch of Bella Vista & cupple of
ﬁg; later. ** Anything wrong this
morning T  You're looking mitey
'h!“ 1 L

Jecek Jolly & Co. turned red.

The sun was shining brightly on
Bandyville-on-Sea. But gloom
rained smongst the chume of St.
Bam’s.

The cost of staving at Doclor
Birchemall’'s boarding-house had
%a up every day, and now that
the end of the week had comse it
had got them down! But they
coulda’t very well eggsplain that to
their nawtical fellow-boarder, so
they tried to muster up an air of
cheerfulness for the old sea-salt's
bennyfit.

“ Nunno, sir, therp’s nothing
wrong ! " said Jack Jolly. ** We're
2B h”ﬁﬂ’” as sandboys ! ™

o n join me on the beach at
eleven this morning, and weo'll go
for o eail ! " beamned Kaptin Salt-
spray. * * See you later, you yung
lubbers !

* Half a minnit, sire——""

But the kaptin had rolled away.
And Jack Joliy, who had been
going to tell him that they hadn’t
the price of a hoat trip hetween
them, grinned rewlally.

“It'a all very well talking about
oing for a #ail,” he said, ** but we
appen to be already on the rocks !

“Perhaps he means to pay for
us,” said Frank Fearlesa hoapfully.
“ Of corse, we don't want to sponge,
but if there’s a chance of putting
em?thini on the slate———""

* Nothing doing, Fearless, as far
as I'm concerned, anyway | ** broke
in & voice from the hall at that
ipstant. ' Mie I remind wyon that
you haven’'t paid thia morning's
bills yet 1 "

“(h crums ! M

It was Doctor Birchemall who

stood in the
doorway. To the —
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H. SKINNER Answers the Question , « .
WHERE DO BEAKS GO

IN THE SUMMER TIME?

Where do beaks go in vacation time t

Probably you thi.n%: thoy put on their best Sunday
toppers and retire to solenn and secluded country
houses to read the classics and play an occasional game
of croquet. i

You're miles out?! I've bumped into several old

fossila during vae time and I know |
Qur one - and - only Quelchy spends his days

fellows who were

usedtoseeinghim
in the somber cap and gown he
wore during term-time, he looked
rather a funny site now, for he was
dressed in & white apron and duat-
cap and carried a broom in his
hand. Jack Jolly & Co. couldn’t
help larfing as they looked at him.

“He, ha! Eggscuse our larfter,
sir, but you don’t half look
commical ! "' grinmed Jack Jolly.
“ About the bills, sip——"

“Well, what about them 1"
wrapped out the Head.

“1'm afraid you'll have to wait

a little, sir. The fakt is—ahem —

we're broke to the wide ! ™

The Head's eyes narrowed.

“1 have told you before, Jolly,
and I now repeet, that I do not
understand salang eggapressions. Do
vou, by any chance, intend to
convey to me that you are short
of cof 1 ¥ )

" ! Bhort " duzzent dederibe 16!
sighed the kaptin of the Fourth.
* We haven’t a bean between us
gir! "

There was a dull thud as Doctor
Birchemell’s broom dropped from
his nerveless handa. ith arme
akimbo, he plared wolfishly at his
youthful guesata.

“* Well, of all the ordassity 1 "' he
eried in a wvoice that shook with
emotion, “ Hore have I been
working my fingers to the bone to
keep you in luxury and idleness—
and now you éan't pay your bills !
You—you bilkers !’

“ Bilker wourself, sir!" cried
Frank Fearless hotly. *“If you
hadn't wacked on so many extras
we'd have had munny to spare.
Tt's all your fanit for being such a
swindler | ™

“ Hear, hear !

“Silenco!"” roared Doctor
Birchemall as Jolly and Merry and

Bright supported their psl's pro-
test. ' How dare you add mnsalt to
injury ? For two pins I would send
for the perlice and have you all
clﬂ]?'pied into gaol ! ™
Then a crafty, cunning egggs
reszion ceme into the Hc%s'ﬂ
skollarly face.

“ But a better plan than that
gujjests itself to me,” he added,
stroking his beard thoughtfully.
“1I know what I'll do. I'll make
yvou work for your keep. You shall
beeome the eservants of DBella
Vieta ! '

" Wha.g-at ? 7

“ The eservant problean has
hitherto been my great diffieuntty,"
grinned the Head. * Try as I may,
I cannot pet good domestick ser-
vants for half-a-crown a week. You
shall solve the problem for me ! "

* Grate pi¥ o

“ Joliy 1 You will do the break-
fast washing-up ! JIearless! You
will serub the steps! Merry and
Bright ! You will do ¢out the bed-
rooms ! Get bizey, boya "

With these words, the Head tore
off his cap and apron and picked up
a comic paper and cheertully flung
himself into an armchair in the
porch.

Jack Jolly & Co. stared at him
elmost epecchlessly. 'They could
hardly beleeve that the man who
had been rooking them right and
left from the moment they armved
at Sandyville would turn them into
meenials at a minnit's notiss like
thia 1

But Doctor Birchemall meant
what he gaid right enuff ; and the
Fourth Formers® first feelings of
revolt soon changed when they saw
him preparing to wave his paper
to a perliccman on beat who had
just come mto site,

COKER TO THE RESCUE!

Exciting Scene on Cornish Coast

News reaches us of an exeiting
rescus om the Cornish coast,
where Coker has 'been staying
in the same seaside village as his
fellow Fifth Former, Blundell,

Descnibing the incident to a
“ Greyfriars Herald "  reporter,
Coker said that if it hadn't heen
for him, Blundell would have
been killed for a cert. He found
him eclinging perilously to a narrow
ledge of rock half.way down the clifis
—a position from which it was obvi-
ously impozsible to move either up
or down without slipping and heing
dashed to death en the rocks below!!

How he had got there, Coler
didn't know. All Colker knew
waa that he raided a coastguard's
hut near hy and toock some rope,
then Potter and Greene to

lower him down the cliff face to

the rescue of
Blundell ! What {8
happened exactly WSS
after that Coker Y
can't quite re-
member; the
huﬂ.‘ating he ro-
eeived from the
elemonts and the
rugged rocks over
w-hich he wase
lowered must have
slightly affected
his consclousness.
Butonething
about whrh he is

uite ecertain. ia

him. But he
doesn’t E[u.itﬁ
agree that Coker
roseued Inm.

What he says
—by tha way,
Pobtter and
Lireene say i, too
—ig that he was
perfectly safe
where he stood.
The ledge hap-
pened to be the
end of & cave
that led back
ihrough the rock
1 to tho to
ol the cliff, And
he could geot
back whenever he
wished !

Blundell quite
agrees that there

that ho rescued Blundell from & |was an cxciting reseue. BUT IT
position fraught with fearful peril | | WASN'T COKER RESCUING
Blundell's wersion is shightly | BLUNDELL — IT WAS BLUN-

different., He admits {that Cokey
ecame down the chff face to rescue

DELL RESCUING COKER!:
So that's that |

“ All right, sir ! You win ! * gagd
Jolly, grimly. “ 'We came drwa to
Sandyville for a rest—noy for
arrezt ! We'll work for our koery ! "

“And I'll keep yvou at wori|”
retorted the Head, with & eer.
“Get bizzy, you lezy yung
raskalz 1 **

It was o bit thick ! There wajino
mistake about that., Jack Joliv &
Co. had brought away with tiem
quite cnulf munny to provide tjem
with a ripping hollerday. Budthe
Twister of Bella Vista had taken
the lot before they were half-way
throngh—and now, to comfete
his fowl work, he had turned £ em
mnto domestick sorvanta !

No wonder Jack Jolly & Co.
went about the work allotted twem
with grim, rebellious fares! No
wonder their thm\%hts turned to
weighs and moeans of egeaping from
the Head's klutches!

It waa Fearleas whao sPutrt.&d the | p

way to freedom. Stopping in the

haﬁ' for a minnit, as hgphl:-fa a pail

of stoaming water towarde the

ﬂ’rieps, he told the reat of the ' |iis
arn.

Fearless bad no intention of
letting Doctor Birchemall makgean
ass of him ; and he spoke to his
chums in a horse wisper.

' Let's do a bunle, you fellow 1"
he said, * Let's get away from this
boolving boarding-house bounder 1

dy E‘dgli]m to, for one,” said . sck
Jolly readily. ** But whers car wo
bunk ¥ We shan't bo able to ge far
without munny 1 "

** That's just where you're wrong,
old fellow!™ wispered Fear ess,
“1f wa do a bunk in a boat, there's
nothing to stop us sailing reun “gha
world m 1t ! "

““ (Irate pip !

“But where do we get D
boat 1" asked Merry.

Trank’s answer caused his 'mls
eyes to gleem with interest.

“ From Kaptin Saltspray ! ™ he
said. *f* Haven't we pobt: an ap-
pointment to meet him at eleven 1

* Right enuff,old chap !"" grin med
Jack Jolly. ** If we turn up on the
beach, it’s ten to one in doenatts
he'll have a hired hoat wabing
for us! And if he eggspectz w to
pay, he'll just be unlueky 1%

“ Eggsactly ! " nodded Fearsss.
* In that caze, we shall have {c tum
ourasclves into pirates—and sail
away under the ﬁ!::ullvand-uﬁ*ﬁ;s-
bones! "

“ Oh crums ! 2

The ordessity of the gkeem s, "eltg

P ltoolkk the IFourth Formera® -

L=
away ; but it made a grate appeal
to their advencherous spirits .and
nong of them hesitated for a rno-
ment when Jolly asked whe was in
{aver.

Their hearts beating with re.
newed hoap and their eyes gleamn ing
with eggsitement, Jack Jolly & Co,
veturned to their meenial tadki

At five minnits to eleven, Jhik
Jolly gave the sipnal for revelt. He

threw away his tea-towel and strode
boldly into the hall,
the rebbels!™ he cried,
foercely.

Immejately, there was an anawer-
ing clatter of footprinta, as Merry
and Bright came galloping down the
stairs to join him.

Imroejately after, there was a
loud hellowing from the direction of
Rushing out on to
the step, the chums of the Fourth
were just in tima to sea Fearless
emptying & pail of dirty water over
Doctor Birchemall's head.

“Well done,
Fearless 1 "' larfed
Jack Jolly.
** Britons
shall be slavea ] ™

‘Hear, hear! "

Legving the
Henad to extricate
himeelf from the
the Co.
rushed down the
pae of Bella
Vista. Like cham-

the front door.

cinder-traclk, they
tore down the
satreet on their
way to the golden sands of Sandy-
ville—and [reedom !

SHIPWRECKED !

‘Ii All abn&r!d, e Emrtim H "
{aptin Saltspray gree

re-hiae]I;L with that cheery remark.
pointed his hormny
hand to a trim little sailing-boat
that was waiting st the water's

"
o ¢chums drew up brethlessly
and eysd the beat with cager
imterest, .
“ Anything to pay, sir 1!l in-
kwired Jack Jolly.
“ SBhiver me timbers!
you 1 ** rasped

m uests, aren’t
&5 “I hired the

the old sea salt,
' Bawey Bue' to give you boys a

treat—free, prattis and for no-
thing | All aboard I ™

Jack Jolly & Co. wasted no more
time. Jolly galloped up the plank
leading to the deck of the * Sawey
Sue,” and Merry and Bright and
Fearless followed cloze on hig heels.

W Hold fast, lads!? Thawled

Kaptin Saltepray.,

He gave tho boat a mitcy push
that Egnt- it gliding into t!m}mitu}r
deep, and followed it up with o

dizegy cartwheel thet landed him
lon the boat feet first and drew a

wissle of admiration from the
chums of the Fourth.

Jack Jolly & Co. began to breethe
freoly again, t-hinkinitthat they had
escaped the Head's kiutches.

But they breethed freely too
soon ! Before they hod tune to
hoist the mainsail and get clear
of the shore, s bearded figger came

ing across the sands, making
& B.lina for the * Sawey Sue ™ !

“ Full steam sheadl’™ yelled
Jack Jolly.

But he swas too late. Another
instant, and Doctor Birchemall
reached the water’s edge and took
a flying leap.

SPLASH 1

* Yaroooo ! H-‘:I;El ! Teskew !
Lawnch & Lifeboat 122

it comcs to ecarnivel
contests on the pier, Greylriars
is peerless !

'wo colleeted news of Greyiriers
guccesses all round the coast and,
believe me, Greyfrinrs chaps have
seooped prizes in all
mstance,
walked away with the prize for
the most athletic-locking figure
in a bathing costume. The booby
prizs, of course |

On another occasion Bob Cherry
was an casy first in the DBiggest
Feot competition (junior sectiom).
I am told that thero wore many

ising entrants, so Bob's was
no mean feat ¢
opular resort in Seotland,
ent, all comers ab pillow.

directions,

GREYFRIARS TOP DOG  Says
IN PIER CONTESTS!

Tom Brown

fghting on a greasy pole over the
bathing-pool. Shrewd eritics who
were present predieted that he
will win national honours at (his
exeiting sport.

Mark Linley won a tap-dancing
contest  at Blackpool,  Dicky
Nugent won & second for balloon-
bursting on the Margate jetiy.
Temple was singled out as the
%pau Brummel of Bournemouth

ier.

Finally, Bolsover gained full
honours in »  competition at
Torquay to find out who could
pull the ugliest face.

But perhaps that eshouldn't
count. He cntered under the
delusion theat it was a Male Beauty
contest.

poaddling in the brin

Doctor Birchemall had failed to | —¥ith his gown tie
reach his objecktive completely. ]I::.’“nd hig .Eﬁt' h‘m'i
Instead, he had landed in the water t."‘& ﬂPrmE{i“‘ b “gi“
with a splash that farely swamped lrfd-him"‘ 8 etk
the ' Sawey Sue ' ; but, unfor. | ® h.ﬂﬁm“‘;"“‘hmrﬂ Bet
chunitly for cur horees’ hoaps of | °% IE:H ead at & jaunty
escape, his beard had caught in | 080
the painter and he was towed along |  Froub tries to reduce
in the wake of the boat! his weight by donkey-

“ Splice me mainbrace ! Tt's our | Tding and beach-tennia,
landlord ! yeliled Kaptin Salt. | Hacker—helieve it or

ay. “All honds on deck! | hot—goes to race-meet-
ﬁ’;-:l him in, thera! " mngs, digguised n a

“I I, kap'n! ™ bowler hat and & loud

Jolly and Fearless leaned owver check suit.
the gunwale end ‘grabbed the Capper goes for chara.
Head’s beard. They %m'a a long | banc trips, wearing a
pull and & strong pull and sux- | comic paper hat and
xeeded in hawling him up out of | & curdboard nose.
the water on to the dock of tho Wiggins and Twigg,
seiling-hoat, wearing Lkhaki  shorts

Doctor Birchemall was in the | 8and open-neck chirts,
very dickens of s temper. His | pedal wildly through
oves rolled and his face worked tho countryside on a
eonvulsively as he stood up to | tandem.
allow the sea-water to pore off Lﬂﬂ?ﬂuﬂﬂhﬂ-ﬂg%ﬂmﬂﬂﬂ
him. A grate nottid vein stood | fun faire, going for ocen.
out from his forrid, siomal rides in dodgem

“You infarnus yuog raskels! | c¢ers and playing pin.
How dare you try to ezcape t " he | table with frenzied
cried., *° irark my words, I'm enthusiasm.

oing to make you rue thia day! There ! T was almost

in Seltepray ! To enable me | forgetting the Head—
to hand these bilkera over | that grave and dignified
to the perlice, I order you to return | scholar who guides the
to the shore | destinies of ocur Almae

It was Kaptin Saltspray's turn | Mater: (Excuse me
to plara now. while I gulp!) The

““Sink me! Who's giving orders | Head, if you want to
cn my ship 1 he roared. * You | know, spends his wvae,
may be the hoss of Bella Vista, | building sand castles—
but let me tell you that I'm the | neatly disguised ss an
kap’n of the * Bawey Sue'! Hoist | infant in & little sailor
the mainsail ! ** suit so that he won't be

“I, I, kepm!™ grinned Jack | diagualified from win.
Jolly & Co. ning kids’ sand castle

TE&F gladly obeyed the com- | contests! ;
mand. The mainsail was hoisted | It all sounds inered-
and the * Sawcy Sue ™ begun to |ible, doemm™ it? Bub
move 1hrough the water at &’ youre quite safa im
spanking pace. Daoctor Birchem- | believing it. Anybeod
all Twrely danced with rage. He | whe knows me wi
made a dash for the wheel, which | tell you what a repute.
Kaptin Saltspray was handling. tion I've got for telling

“We'r going back !™ he cried the truth !
fen]rrinusly, giving the wheel & (Quite  right  there,
vishus 1 wist. Skinny ! We know you

“ Wi o not ! 3 rﬂtﬂ[ttd thﬂ kﬂ-P- _..m‘d, Loe COTE ESIEI‘*?*E
tin, tuining it back again. anybody that your repu
_In the eggsitement nobody no- | farion 12 that you've never
tissed that they were drawing near | even  sfarfed felling the
the dredded =andbanks theat lay | truth syet I—Ed.)

a cupplo of miles off the beach at
Eam‘ﬂwilﬂ&. Hl;_lt. they Wﬂkﬂh up
to it at lasgt——when 1t was too late ! .

There wag a sudden grinding gound HOBNOB with NOBS!
and the ship gave a violent, spas-. Bociety Jentleman
moddick lurch that nocked them | with time on his handa
all spinning. will introduce welthy

An instant later the * Sawey | outsiders into excluaive
Sue ' settled down on her side | ociety circles, Fash-
and the waves started rolling over | unable hollerdays
her. And an apgernined howl of | planned. Advice given
fear went up from Doctor Birchem- | on  running bankwets,
all. Tarms arranjement.

“Helpt We'ro shipwrocked !™ | —Write The Hon. W.

(Don't miss the last thrilling in- | 3. BUNTER, Bunter
stalment of this loughable serial in | Court, clo, GREY.
next week's nwmber ) FRIARS HERALD,




