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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Archibald Takes a Hand !

it H crumbs!™ breathed Bob
O Cherry.
“What a

“ Look 1™

The Famous Five of the Greyfriars
Remove were sauntering in the quad
after class. Archibalt Popper, the new
fellow in the Bemove, had just joined
them, comi along from the school
shap with a bag of apples.

Interest had been centred in that bag
of ripe, red apples, till Bob Cherey sud-
denly drew the attention of his comrades
to a peculiar scens at a little distance.

Then they all looked—or, rather,
starved |
At a little distance were the windows

of Masters’ Studies, most of them open
in the hot midsummer afternoon.

Under one of the windows, in a deck-
chair, was seated Monsieur Charpentier,
the French master.

Hia back was to the open window as
he sat, with a pile of French cxercizes
on hiz knees, which he was busy
correcting,

Not having eyes in the back of his
head, Mossoo could not, of course, see
the open window behind him.

But Harry Wharton & Co. conkl, and
they zaw a face looking out of that
window.

It waa the face of Dolsover major of
the Remove.

Bolsover was grinning, as he looked.

down at the top of the French master’s
head.

His right hand was raised.
In it was an inkpot,
borrowed from the study table.
It was plain o the view—and equally
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evidently

plain ewas Percy Bolsover's intention !
He was going to pour the contents of

that inkpot over the unconscious head
below.

Harry Whar*on & Co. stared at him.
Archibald Popper glared at him,
“The asa!” breathed Arclubald. “ The

fathead ! The chump! If Froggy gets
that ink—"

“He will be inky!" grinned Johnny
Bull.

“The inkfulness will be texrific !
mured Hurree Jamset Bam Singh.

"Can't stop  him,” sand  Frank
Nugent. “ Froggy will get if this thine !
After all, serve him jolly well rlght- for
retting o Bemove man sacked ™

“Fathend ™ yapped Archibald.

The Famous I'ive grinned.

Mossoo, evidently, was roing to get
the ink. Ever =zince Wibley of the
Eermove had been I‘:I'.r.lﬂ'“{"ii from Grey-
friars, Frogey, as the cause of it hadl
suffered rag after rag from Wibley's
Form-fellows. This was one more in an
innumerable list. HBolsover major had
spotted Mossco sitting under his win-
dow, gone guietly to his study, and now
was leaning gut azbove him, mi-.[mt in
hand, ready for action !

But Archiball Iopper, the new junior,
had his own reasons—excellent reasons—
for setling up _in oppesition o the
majority of the Form on the subject of
ragging Fropgy.

“That sillv fathead has got Lo be
stapped | he breathed,

“{an't stop him said Harry.

“ C—H,n't 19 snorted Archibald.

rabhed a large apple frem the
hag he Famous I'ive stared at kim as
he took aim wlrll it

“ Hold on—" gasped Bob.

Archibald did not heed. .
He took swift but accurate nim.

ey-

v

Bolsover major, reaching out with the

inkpot was just about Lo invert it over

]:'rvgn-:.f g head, when the apple Hew,
hiz !

Bang !

Bolsover major did not know for the
moment what hit him. He knew that
something banged on his rather pro-
minent nose. He gave a sudden, stariled
roar, and staggered back from the
window,

The inkpot drop E\Ed from his hand
inside the study., DMossco had had a
narrow escape—ihe narrowest of narrow
escapes ! A heavy humlp was heard as

olsover major stumbled over back-
wards and sat down.

“Got him ! gasped Archibald,

“Uh, my hat ™ ¢jaculated Bob.
ass, Alossoo's got him, foo!”

*Alon Dieuw, vat iz zat?” exclaimed
AMonzieur Charpentier. Ile jumped 1o
his feet, startled by Bolsover's sudden
voar angd the bump in the study.

He spun round to the window, French
exereises seattering round him.

He glared in at that window,

He glared at Bolsover major sitting
on the carpet, with an apple lying on
one gide of him, and a streaming inkpat
on the other ! y

“ Bolzsover, inouvais parcon ™
Mozzon.
study 17

“You

srpiealoed
“Vabis it zat you Jdo zere inmy

“Dwp ! Wow I pasped  Bolsover
major.  He was clasping his nose with
hoth hands,  There seemed to e a pain
m it “0w! Oh! Ow!®

“De l'encre 1" Monsieur Charpentier
spotted the inkpot and gucssed. " AMon
DBien! Bolsover, you go Lo zrow zal ink—
you take zat inkpot from ze toble, and
vou go to zrow zat ank, isn't in?”

“Jw !* Bolsover major, still clasping
hia nose, slaggered to his feet. e gave
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the French master an almost feracious
scowl through the window., He was
fairly caught, and there was no getting
out of it!

Archibald had not thought of that.
He had only thought of stopping the rag
in time. Ile had not thought of it—hut
e had done it. DBolsover was booked.

“Mauvais garcon!” DMonsieur Chax-
Eent-ze.r ?mticulat.ed abt him with both
ands. " Verree bad boy! You vould
zrow ze ink over ze head of ze master,
I zink! Mais oui! Je le sais!”

From an adjoining study window a
head emerged.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo, there's Quelel I
raurmured Bob Cherry.

BMre. Quelch, the master of the
Eemove, looked ovi of Lis window and
glanced at the excited French masier.

“What is 1it, Monsicur Chagpenticr?”
he inguired. “Has auything happened
tﬁ-ﬂ-'ﬂl-l-l,

“Maiz ol !” shwicked Moszco, "Aak
Bolsover—he make himszell (o enter my
study, to zrow ze ik over la tete—zo
head—"

“What " Mr. Quelch’s brow grew
thunderouz. Do vou mean to say that
there 15 a2 Bemove boy in your ztudy,
and le—"

“Mais out!
ho—>~"

“1 will go to vour study at once.™

Mre. Quelch  disappeared  Erom
window,

“Oh erombs!”
Harry Wharton.
for it now ¥

There was no doubt about
that !

In a matter of seconds the
juniors saw their Fovm-master

DBut ves! Zat Dolsover,

his

murhn "’-ld
 Bolsover's
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thiz study i3 jolly well poing to be
ragged! He, he, he!®

“h, shut up, fathcad”
Johnnv Bull,

Harry Wharton & Co. were already
aware that there was poing to be a
“row.” Iflence their worried looks.

Farther up the passage, the bull-voice
of Bolsover major could be heard, That
volce was alwarvs loud—now i was
louder than ever!

Thrilling with indignation, Bolsover
major was telling a crowd of Remove
fellows all about it

Bolsover, the bipgest and burliest
fellow in the Form, was a pood deal of
a bully, and neot at all popular in the
Boemove., DBut, on the present occasion,
it was clear that the feeling of the Form
wag on his side.

*That cad Popper!” came Bolzsover's
roar, audible in Study Neo. 1, now that
Dunter had the door open. * That mop-
headed new cad——"

“Shut that door, Dunter!” rapped
Havcry YWharton.

“He, he, he !

“Get on the other side of it, frst
said Franlk Nugent

“1 say, you fellows, what about fea?"
asked Billy Bunter. He blinked through
his hig spectacles at the study table,
which was bare. It was tea-time; but
nobody 1 Study No. 1, at the moment,
was thinking of tea.

Nobody answered DBunter’s question.

growled
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Wibley’s wonderful wheeze for
getting his expulsion from Grey-
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rather the colour of tallow. Ilis eye-

brows were slight and light,

Only the fellows who were in the
secrot  knew that Wiblev's clase-crop
was hidden under Archibald's wavy
brown hair, his almost imperceptible
evebrows under those thick dark ones

Wib, who had played many parts as
the leading spirit of the Remove
Dramatic Socioty, was now playing his
most cxtraordinary part—as a new boy
at CGreviriars |

Nine fellows were in the seeret. Tha
Famous Five knew. The Bounder and
Tom Redwing knew, DPeter Todd and
Billy Bunter knew, So far, however,
that seeret had been kept from the reet
of the Remove,

Still more carefully was it kept from
the rest of Greviriars.

Iiven Wib, with all the nerve for
which he was famous in his Form,
guaked at the idea of Mr. Quelch dis-
covering that an expelled fellow was
still in the Hemove under a new name
and n & new guise |

It was a risky game! Wibley's dis-
guise was perfect—he was a past-master
i that line. But fellows who knew
who he was sometimes called him by
his pame without thinking,

Billy Bunter had to be bribed with
tucks to keep his tongue from wagging.
{Once Mossoo had heard Wibley drop
unconsciously into his natural tones,
fnrgettm%‘ to use the high-pitched voice

1w had adopied as Archibald
Popper.

Koally, it scemed that only
by a reries of miracles had the
dizsguised schoolboy escaped de-
tection in twe or three weeks
at the school which he was sup-

entering Mossoo's study, He - " . w posed to have left for ever.
had o cane inl hils hin.}nd. dHEﬁ fl'lal's cancEllEd b}? dlsgulﬁlng “That ead Popper—"
voice, nob loud, Laut - deep, . Dolsover major's angry roar
reached the juniors through himself as the new buy, Pnpper, came through. the shut door.
the open window, Il d “That new cad [ 1 tell you, he
“ Bolsover | sSeems a set fﬂl‘ SucCcess—an ELI E-Id !in ﬂilj'ld got matﬁlx Irnmh
“Yo-g-ps, sirl” stammered » nelch m going to smas
Bolsover major, still rubbing tl’!Ell Pnpper 3 “ﬂﬂlﬁ turns up ! him. And if those cads in his
his nose. study stand by him, they're
“Wlat are you doing here in  [RNNRSSRSRRISSENISIIRI SR ITRNRTTRGIOMRNs%e  going to get a Form ragging 1™
“"Hear, hear !” came

the I'rench master’s Etle}'f"
e 13

ramas [ —

“Did vou drop that inkpot ¥

[ 11 I_“I 1¥ .

“What were you downg with it,
Bolsover?”

T __[— b

“That will do! Bend over that chair,
Bolsover! 1 have spolken to my Form
more than onea on the subject of thes
—this persecution of the French master.
I am determined to put a stop to 6! I
shall make an example of Fou,
Bolzover.”

Harry Wharton & Co. turned awav as
their E}Eﬂrm-master procecded to male
an example of Bolsover major. Ib was
too pamnful a scene to  witness
Bolsover's volee, however, followed them
as they went. It followed them on its

top note !
Wow! Obh

* Yow-ow-0w |
if Henrr Samuel

criliey !
Wow 17
Quelch was putting his beef into it ]

It sounded as

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
A Row in the Remove !

(1] SAY, you fellows!™

Billy Bunpter put a grinning
face i1nto Study No. 1 in the
Remove. He grioned still more
widely as he spotted the worried

expressions on the faces in that study.
I say, you fellows, there's going to
be o row!” squeaked Bunter, “I say,

In the prezent state of worry in that
study, Bunter, and tea, were both super-
fluous, Instead of answering, Johnny
Bull picked up a Latin dictionary from
the table, and took aim.

Whiz! Thudl

“QOooogh!” gasped Bunter, as the
dictionary landed eon his wellfilled
waistcoat,  “Beast! Look here—"

Johnny DBull picked up the inkpeot,
apparently to dispatch it after the
dictionary.

Bunicr did not wailt for the inkpot.

Slam | )

The study door closed hurviedly, and
Bunter disappeared.

“Beast 1" came a howl through the
kevhole. " You're going to get a jolly
good rafgmg, and serve you jolly well
vight! I'm jolly glad! Yaht"

CAfter which, the fat Owl of the Re-
move departed in haste, lest the deor
should open again!

In the study, the Famous Five looked
at one another, and then they all looked
at Archibald Popper, )

“Now, look here, Wibley——" gaid
Bob Cherry,

Avrchibald Popper glared at him,

“If you call ma Wibley again, you
silly nmss, I'll buzz the inkpot at wvour
silly head I’ he snapped.

Archibald FPopper, the new junior,
with his thick wavy brown hair, and his
heavy' dork cyebrows, looked nothing
at all like William Wibley, the Re-
movite who had been expelled frown
Cireviriars,

Wibley's hair was c¢lose-cropped, and

Skinner's voice. i

“Fat lot they care about old Wibley
being sacked !" went on Bolsover major.
“Thoey'va chipped in, more than once,
to stop & rag on Fmggfl Froggy got
» Remove man bunked, and they set u
to proteck him! Now that new ca
Popper—""

Archibald Erinned.

“Billy ass!"” he remarked,

“That's all very well!” said Harry
Wharton tartly., ““But Bolsover's in tha
right, for once. All the Remove agreed
to rag Froggy bald-headed, when he
got you sn.{:kw:f for guving lnm."”

“It's that fatheaded ragging that's
spoiled overything 1" snapped Archi-
bald, " DBut for that, szo0  would
have got over it, and I should have
been able to cateh him in a good temper
and persuade him to wash it out—"

* Rubbish I grunted Jehnny Bull,
“"Aossco hasn't got over your guyit
him, and he won’t get over it. And i
it depends on stopping the ragging,
vou'd better tell all the Remove who
vou are,”

“0h, don’t be an ass 1" snorted Archi-
bald. *If sll the Remove knew, how
long would it be before all the school
knew 1" .

“Better chanco that, Wibley [ said
ITarcy  Wharton quietly, " We've
siopped l‘a.%‘;gtng Frufgpl:_'_-'. to give you 8
chanece. The other fellows won't stop!
And if you barge in to stop them, what
the dickens do you think they'll dot"

“You can talk till you're black in
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the face, and It won't make any differ-
ence,’” retorted Archibald., "LD've gob
one chanca of pgetting back here, and
only one—and that’as catching Froggy
in a good temper, and getiing hon 1o
overlook what happened that evenming
in the laz. ile's a pood-tempeved Jitile
ass when he's left alone ™ ;
“Well, he won't be left alone,” said
Nugent, “The fellows won’t leave him
alene, after he's pot 8 llemove non
saekod—" _
“8illy goats 1’ growled  Archibald.
“ Anvhow, T jolly glad I stepped that
idiot Bolsover——-~ .
M You got him eix from Quelch !
bawled Johnny Bull )
*“Well, he asked for 1t! Perhaps ib
will warn him off ! If he comes here
kicking np a row, vou fellows can sling
him out on his neck, 1 caw’t zerap,
without danger of ny hair and eye-
hruwsﬂmming off, You s=ling bim ouk
l'-r ———
The Fumons Five glared at Wibley,
cxasperated. o -
They liked old Wik; they spmpathized
deeply with him in his disaster; they
were - prepared to do  anything  they

could to help carry him on. Bual
matters wore geiting  altogether too
anpleazant,

They did not helieve that there was
anything et all in Wibley's hope that
the French master might be persuaded
to forgive his offence, and speak to the
Head in his favour. But, to help hin
all they could, they had sct themszelves
against the ragging of Mossoo. TThat
had caused a lot of trouble, as well as
suspicions of *funk.” .

Now, clearly, thers was going fo be
a row in the Remove, with nearly all
the Form against them, Belsover majar,
generally in the wroug, was in the right
—in spite of which, they were called
apon to handle him ! . .

“Now, look here, you blithering fat-
head 1 said the capiain of the Hemove.
“The anly thing you can do, is to let
the fellows know, and chance it——"

“T'1F wakch 1t )" snapped Archibald,

“If you told them—"

-Ii-]' .III-'Dr..?ElE!.

“Well, look hare 7 i

Harry Wharten was interrupted,
Thera was a terrific bang at the study
doar, and 1t flew open.

Bolsover major apprearved jn the door-
way, Behind him were a crowd of the
ltemave,

Archibald backed prompily round the
study teble. _ .

Bolsover glared at him, acress ik

“Here he 15! he reoared. “"Now
watch ‘'me smash him !"

“Go 111" grinned Skinner.

And Bolsover major strode into the
study.

o

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
An Amazing Revelation !

ARRY WIIARTON & Co. ex-
chanped a gquick glance, and
lined up in the way of Bolsover
major as he stepped 1o,

“Hold anl™ szaid IHarry.

And as the burly Removite did not
hold on, he pushed him hack.

Bolsover major brandished his fists,
whieh rather rescmbled legs of mutton
i sizge and shape and weigat.

“Geb out of the way ! he roared.

“Fasy dees 1t, old kEcan ™ said Bob
Cherry zoothingly.

“Will you let me get at that cad
Popper i roared Dylsover.

“No "

That was cnough for the bally of the
Rrmove. JHe charged.

The I"amous Five grasped him all at

one,
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Burly as he was, Bolsover major was
not of mnch use in the grasp of five
patrs of hands., Spluttering with rage,
he was swong off his fect.

" Hband elear, you fellows I called out
Bol: Chery.

There was a hurried backing of the
fellows erowded at the doorway to give

olsover roem as he came, He canme—
wiizzing |

Dump !

Ile landed in the Remove passage

ontside Study Neo. 1, sprawling. He sat
by there, and spluttered for breath,
. There was an excited buzz from tho
mnlors in the passage, Morve than half
ihe Remove were there, and they were
all angry and indignant. It was clear
that Dolsover had the Form on his side
this Time.

Bolzover staggered breathlessly to his
fect. His rugged faee was red with
Tury., Clenching his fists, he charped
back into the stndv, He hik out with
Lboth big fists as he charged.

“Ow 1" aplutkered Bob Cherry, as he
received one of themn in s eye, and
staggerced apainst the table.

“Wow 1" gasped Frank Nugent, as the
ofher caught him under the chin, apd
he sat suddenly in the fender.

A moment more, and Wharlon,
Johkmny Bull, and Hurree Joamset Bam
Smgh had hold of Bolsover major, and
he travelled through the study doorway
again.
~ Apain there was & bump and & roar
in the passage.

“0Oh! My eye " gasped Dab.

He rybbed hiz damaged eve and
clured at Archibald with the other.
Arvchibald was keeping on the safe zide
of the study table,

‘That was not funk on Wibley's part.
In his disguised state, he had to keep
clear of scullling.  His cutht as Avchi-
bald Popper would net have stuck to
him long in a tussle with the envaged
Balsaver.,

e prinned cheerily at Bobh,

‘.'_I'l'hut’s the stuff to give ‘em!” he
LER1h.

“Look at my eye, you =illy assl¥
asped Dob,

“"Oh! Ow! Ooch!™ came splutiering
from Dolzover major, as he staggered
up in the passage with the help of
friendly hands. * Qoooh I

The Famous Five stood ready for
another charge. Bub Bolsover major did
net seely in a hurry to charge again,
Landing twice on tha passage floor
scemed Lo bhave domped s war-like
ardour a little.

* Look here, vou fellows you back me
up " he gasped. Those cads are stick-
ing up for that new swab! AMop up the
lot of them ™

“Ilear, hear ™

“io it 1™

“Bhip the study 1 shouled Skinner.

“Hold on!* Tom Brown pushed
forward to the doorway. Dehind him
surged an angry crowd. “Let’s have
this elear! Look here, Wharten, this
won't do! What are you sticking up
for that meddling cad for ¥

It was o difficull question to answer.
The Famous Five had promised tb kecp
Wibley's seeret. Without revealing ir,
thoy eould not explain why they wero
standing by Archibald Popper.

“Y can't maks you out!” went on
Browney. " When old Wib was sacked
through Lhat little beast Frogmy, you
were as keem on anybody on ragping
ald Charpentier for 1t. If you've
funked it, you can’t expect evervhady
else to funk it, too !

“It's not that, fathead I snapped the
captain of the Remove,

“Well, you've chucked it, anyhow.
You've chipped in io stop 1t more than

once. That cad Popper's done the same,
You know what he did thiz afterioon,
Five or six fellows szaw him buze an
apple at Bolzover at Frogegy’s window,
Bolsover got six from Quelch. Whas
bizney s it of Popper's if we vag
Mozsoo?  Think we're poing o loe o
new kKid dictate to us i
“Nuonno ! But—"

M Balsuver's going to whop him for i
You're nob going te stop him—soc?
Bland oul of the way 1Y Drownoey's eyves
gleamed., “You lift a2 fHuger fo ston
Bolzover agam, and we'li ship the

[FT]

stiedy |

“Hear, hear ™ roared ihe crowd in
the passagoe,

“Rag the rolters " shouled Skinney,

“Cio at, Bolsover !

Bolsover major stainped into the study
again. T'his time he did not come alone.
Tom Brown {ollowed him in, and Squid,
and Russell and Ogilvy, amd Micky
Dlesmond and Morgan.  Behind them
other fellows crowded. Dolsover major
had plenty of support.

Harry Wharton & Ce. stood up 1o it
They grasped at Dolsover as he cane
on, and then there was & rush.

_The study swarmed with excited
Junigrs, The Famous Five were simpdy
swept away by the rush,  They resistod
manfully, but they were hurled right
and left, struggling in the midst of an
cxcited maob,

The table went over with a erash;
chairs were knocked rvight and lefr,
Bolsover major, leaving his allics 1o
deal with the Famous Five, gave lus
attention to Arechihald Popper.

* Now, yvou meddling ezd 1™ said Bols-
over, as ho corncered lnm.

“Keep off, voun silly ass!® gazsped
Archibald, =1 arooh! (Oh
cribey ! Legpa! Oh, my hat ! Rescue!
Yarovoop ¥

He crumpled up in the burly Bols-
over's grasp. He struggled framicalls,
but he struggled in vain, Fis head went
intg  chancery, and Bolsover major
punched at his face—hard and fa=t |

“Got him 1" panied Bolsover.

!lﬂ | LI'."HE.'EI'1. ]

w! O eruinbs |
“Take thar—and that—and that !

“Yaroooh ' reaved Avchibald, as he
took themnm. “Owl You mad ass——
WQW I"

“Fa, ha, ha !

“Give him beans 1™

" Ciive i jip 1Y
M 0h erumbs [* gasped Bob Cherry, sit-
ting ap dizaily in a corner of the eludy,
wilh E'uhnn:,r Bl sprawling over lhis
feet. “ Oh erikey !

"Owl  Wow! Bloppit!” shricked
Avenibald.

“Talke that—and (hat [

Archibald had to take them, with bis
head under DBolzover’s left arm, held as
in a vice. e struggled and wrenched,
and jerked, and got his head away at
last, his nose strepmming orimso.

He jumped baek.

Bolsover was about te Jump afier
kim when lie stepped with a yell of
bowildered astomizshment,

Archibald’s hwead had gene under his
arm, with thick, wavy, brown hair on
i, matched by the thick eyevrows, Dut
it emerged, with a close erop of tallowy
hair. The wavy brown hair lay on the
floor along with the eycbrows. The
change in his lools was go ctaviling
that Bolsover wondered for a mionient
whether he was dreaming.

“Wha-a-ai—" stutlered Dolsover
“Who—what-—" _

“Qooooogh ¥ gasped Archibald, s
hand to his siveaming nose. ' Woooph

“Who—wlio—wieo's that I yelled Yo
Brown, .

“Who——" pazped Bquill.

“\What—>" yelled Cgiivy.



The riet in the study ecazed as if by
magic. The Remove raggers stood,
thunderstrucl, staring at the disguised
junior—now undisguised—with popping
eves, Then from Bkinner, in the door-
way, came an amazed howl:

“\Wibley I

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Alias Archibald !

i IBLEY t*
“{zreat pip ™
“{H scissors 1™

Wibley stood dabbing his
Bolsover's befty punches had
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“T'm now Popper, fathead! 1 never

was  Popper, idiot! I'm  Wibley,
cliamp 1™

“0Oh, my hat !” said Delsover. *You
gob yoursell up like that, and came back
as a new kid when you were sacked?
I5 that it "

“0f all
Skinner,

*(Of all the neck 1™ satd Russell,

“But where's Popper, if you ain't

the noerve!™ exclaimed

Popper 7 stuttered Bolzover ajor.
“Popper wa: coming to Greyfriars!
Fvervbody  knew that Sir Hilton

Popper's nephew was coming hera! If
vou ain't Popper, where's Popper

5

forgoiten in his Ferm. It was his
expulsion that had started the Remove
feud with the French master, which was
still poing strong., Wihley had, mn fact,
had more prominence in his Form after
his expulsion than he had ever had
before,

But though the Bemove fellows often
thought of Wibley, and talked of him,
they never dreamed that he was still in
their nridstt

That was an amazing revelation,

They knew all about his weird and
wonderful skill in  theatrical stunts,
Wib could umpersonate almost anybody.
It was for imp&rmnﬁ.tinf; the Irench
master and “puving? him before »

il
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¢ [ beg of you, sair, zat you pardon zis Vibley,** requested the litfle Frenchman in his shrill volce. ** Pardon Wibley ? ** exclaimed

the headmaster.

** Really, Monsieur Charpeniier, you have changed vour mind very suddenly.™ He did not guess that the

French master was really William Wibley in disguise !

rather damaged it. Tom Brown picked
up the wavy brown wig from the Hoor.
Sguiff picked up the eyebrows, They
guzed at them, and gazed at the Junlor
whose identity had been coneealed under
thein, .
“Wibley ! stuttered Tolzover major
Llankly., “It—it isn't!l It coan't be!
It's Popper ! It's that new ead Poppor!
But—but it—it—it's Wik 1" _
“It's Wib 1¥ gasped Harcldens, © Baot
—but—how—how——-"=
“Oh, you assesl

Ok, you fafheads !
azped Wibley, “Cimune that hair!
Gimme those evebrows ! Ub, blow vou !
Suppose & beak came up and saw me
without themn! liand them over, blow
you 1™

“Snre, this bates the band 1 gasped
Wlicky Desmond., *Wibley, you spal-
peon, if it's you intively, why didn’t you
tell ¥our old palzf” :
“Why didn't I tell evervhody at Groy-
friars ¥ snorted Wibley., “IDve told
nobody, but some &lly asses found it
out [

“But—but,” gasped Bolsover major,
“how—how can vou be Wibley wihoen—
vou're Popper "

“He never came, fathead ! Ow ! Aly
noze ! Wow "

Bolsover major grinned,

“Woell, T wounldn't have punched vour
nose if I'd kneewn whose nose it was, old
chap I he said. I you'd told me you
were Wibloy—-"

*“Ass 1™ granted Wibley, “Fathead !
You've nearly pushed it through the
back of wy head! Look at it 1™

“Well, scrve you jolty well right!”

said Bolsover, “You got e six from
Queleh,  whether youw're Wibley or
Popper,  What the dooce do you mean

by sticking up for Froggy? You ought
to be keenest of all en ragging him, as
he got you soacked 1

“lhuamp 1™

“Wibleyv ! It's Wibley !¥ The name
was repeated up and down the Remove
JHISsAZE, Baore and more fellows
crowded along to Study No, 1.

The study was erowded—the passage
ouiside swarmed, The name of Wibley
was on every tonguoe.

Fellows crowded and crammed and
craned to starve into the study,

It was wecks since Willinin Wibley
had been expelled; but he Lad not been

crowd in_the Rag that Le had been
gacked. But certainly they had never
dreamed of even ib carrying a
theatrical stunt to this extent.

But thera he was! There he wag—
dabbing & streaming nose with & hand-
kevchief in one hand, with Archibald
Popper’s wavy brown hair in the other!

erbert ernon - 3mith  elbowed
‘rhmugh the crowd in the passape and
locked inio the study. Tue Bounder
was prinning.

Y55 it's come oub!™ he remarked,
staring at Wibley.

“That fool Dolsover——" gnorted
Wibley. " 'The silly idiot got my head
in chancery, and so—"

“Ha, ha, ha"

“Oh, cackla!”  howled Wibley.
“Every sillv ass io the Remove will
know now ! Rlow Ir.mg is it going to be
kept dark after that?

“ Mot another minute if vou're seen
without your mop, old bean," chuckled
the Bounder, “Sfick it on again! If
a profect camo up to see what all that
row was about 12

“0h, my hat!” gasped Wibler.
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Hiz rose was still cozing erimson.
But he left off dabbing it and jumped
to the looking-glass,

Twenty pairs of eyes watched him as he
t*endjuatidp the brown wavy hair on his
head and fixed it there with fixing-gum.

They watched him spellbound.

Then the eyebrows were placed in

osition, and similarly secured. When

ibley turned from the glass he was
Archibeld Popper again.
Wide-eyed, the Removites gazed at

him.

“Well, this bates Banagher ' gasped
Micky Desmond.

o 'J?hn the dickens would think that

he was Wibley now?!” stuttered Bols-
over major. “Blessed if I half believe
he really is I* ;

“The sconer you forget it the
bettor 1 snapped Archibald, " Look

here, all vou fellows have got to keep
this dark!l Not a word outside the
Remove 1

“Oh, no! Of course not!” agreed
Bolsover major.  "“Dut what's the

ame? What are you deoing it for, you
?ﬂ.t-hﬂﬂ.d o _

“'EFm not going to leave Greyirary
ass |

“But youn're sacked——"

“ Fathead 1"

“But you can't stick on, calling your-
eelf by another fellow's name!™ ex-
claimed Skinner.

“I can—and I'm going to !

“ Buppose old Popper called to see his
nEPhc:w at the school I grinned Bquff,

‘He won't! Old Popper was going
to send his nephew here, but he
decided not, after all. Popper’s not
coming.” :

“How the dickens de you know

“If I didn't know, ass, do vou think
I should have barged in here aas Popper,
fathead? I did know! I was in the
IHead's study when old Popper tele-

honed that Archibald wasn't coming—

was waiting for the Head ! T took the
calll I knew, and the Head didn't |V
“Well, of all the cheek—""
“h, rats!”

“But -what's the game?!” demanded
Bolsover major. “ Think you can stick
here for ever, calling yourself Popper,
even if old Bir Hilton doesn’t know

THE MAGNET

Snort | from Wibley.

“I'm going to st,ic]i here till T eatel
Froggy in a good temper and get him
to wash it out " he snmapped, *“And if
you silly chumps leave off ragging him
it will be all right| You've spoiled it
ell with your fatheaded ragping 1

“Oh1" ejaculated Belsover. “8o
that's why—"

“That’s why, fethead 1™

“What utter rot!” esid Bolsover,
“Iroggy will never wash it eut! He
goes off at the deep end if even your
name's mentioned 1"

_ “It's the only chance Wibley's got—
if it is & chance |” said Ilarry Wharton.
“Now all yvou fellows know, you can
play up and give Froggy a rest! (Give
old Wib a chance—such as it ia 1™

“0Oh, all right 1" said Bolsover. *1°d
have played up i I'd knewn! Not that
there’s anything in it—there isn't !

“Oh, you'rs an ass!™ snapped
Wibley. ) PP

“Keep  your hair on!”  grinned
Bolsover,

“Ha, ha, ha "

The crowd in Study No. 1 broke up at
last, Fellows went to their studies, to
tea—and to breathless discussion of
Wibley's amazing stunt,

The scerot was going to be kept in
the Hemove—all the juniors agreed on
that. But bow long it was likely to be
kept, with two or three dozen fellows
discussing it breathlessly, was another
matter |

e m—

THE FIFTH CHAPTER,
Trying It On!

ONSIEUR CHARPENTIER
was astonizshed.

He was also pleased.

MNaver, in fect, sinees Henri
Adolphe Charpentier had been French
master at Creyifriara had he heon so
astonished and so pleased.

It was the day following the startling
revelation in Study No. 1. There was a
junior French class in  Class-room
No. 10. Mossoo was taking the Remove
in French.

At the bost of times there had always
been a little ragging in the junior
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French sefs. Fellows would drop hooks,
bang dosk-lids, push over the black-
board by accident, and so on,

But since the cxpulsion of Wibley of
the Remove ragging, when Mossoo was
taking that Form, had ‘not been playful
—it had been deternnned and rutbless

The Hemove resemted the “sacking ™
of a member of 1heir Form; and they
made that resentment clear—painfully
clear—to Monsicur Charpentier.,

More than once Mr., Quelch had had
to intervena, More than once he had
come down with a heavy hand, Never-
theless, Mossao’s life was made some-
thing like & burden to him, and his
nervous systemn almost shattered.

He had sat on gum in his study. Ho
had sat on drawing-pins in the class.
roonmy,  Hats had jumped out of hiz deslk
when he lifted the lid, Inky squirts had
caught him from round corners, Soot
had fallen on his head from hooby-
traps. FPickles had been introduced into
his Bunday topper. All sorts of thinga
had happened fo him in the past fow
weeks, and all of them distinetly un-

pleasant.

His good-temper and patience had
quite disappeared. He had become
nervy, irritable, and ferce—which

really wos not surprising. He showered
lings—and, if they were not shown up,
reported the delinguents to Mr. Quelen,
He handled the cane freely, And,
aware that all this worry and froubls
derived from tho expulsion of William
Wibley, his feelings towards that
offender naturally became ne kinder—
but much the reverse.

%o, on this particular ocecasion,
Monsieur Charpentier whisked into
Class-room No. 10 to take the Remove,
prepared for the usual trouble, and pre-
pared to go off at the deep end as scon
as it started.

But it did not start |

That was why Mossoo was so sur-
prised, and so pleased |

For = time he famcied {hat tha
Remove were Iying low, as it were—thab
they had something up their slecve Lo
spring on him later.

But he reahsed at last that sonme
change had come over the Formn. They
were as good as gold, They went on
being as good as gold.  Ib was sur-
prising—it was, in fact, amazing—hut
it was an immense relicf to the littlo
French gentleman, For Mossoo reallv
was a pood-lempered and kind-hearted
little man, and liked to be en genial
terms with his pupils.

Fven Bolsover major did not lmng 1
desk-lid. Even Skinner did not project
an ink-ball. Ogilvy, when asked to put
up tha blackhoard, did not drop it with
a crash. Tho chalk had not been
hidden, ©On the other hand, when
Moszoo dropped the chalk two or threo
fellows darted out to pick it up for him.
The fellow who picked it up presented
it to Mossoo wilh great politencss.

Most marvellons of all te relate tha
class  pave Mossoo  attention—real,
genwine  aftention, as if they found
something iteresting or entertaiting in
Y¥reneh grammar, and even in French
irregular verba, ]

There was no talking or whispering in
class. No shullling or stamping of feat.
Not a hook dropped en the floor all
through the lesson.

T'he Remove might, indeed, have heen
& maodel clasa that afternoon. lven A,
Queleh, who ruled in his Form-room
with an iron hand, never found thom
quite 20 good as this

Really, it was like magio
_Before that class came to an end Mon-
sieur  Charpentier was beaming.  He
was all smiles. He did not hand out a
single impot. 1lis cane remained un-
touched on his desk. He addressed tha



aniors as “mes enfants "—and cven as
his dear infants! For the firstk time in
history he actually found pleasure in
teaching the Greviriars Remove French.

o was, perhaps, a little puzzled to
upnderstand why tgﬂ Lowar Fanrth Form
hnd become so awlully good ell of a
sudden.

But he was not likely to guess,

It was, in fact, rather a strain on the
Remove. They were not accustomed to
all this poodness.

There were stondions fellows in the
YForm, like Mark Linley and IDuick
Penfold, who really wanted to learn
Frenelh. Dot this odd faste was not
generally sharod in the Lower Fourth.
In this elass, howewver, all the Form
seemed to woant to learn French, They
almost lapped it up like milk!

The fact—which Mossoo was not in the
feast likely to guess—waz that the
Remove were backing up old Wibley.

Few of them believed that Wibley hiad
any chance of talking Froggy vound, 1
e fried it on.  But Wibley, at least,
thought =0, and the whole Form rallied
round loyally to do their best to give
him a chanee,

Ona thing, at least, was certain—
ragging  Mossoo was not the way to
make him relent towards the expelled
junior. lMagging him only made mutters
worse for Wibley.

There was, perhaps, a sporting chanee
for old Vvib, 1f Blossoo wasz got into a
fearfully pood temper. During that
hiour of French the whole Remove vied
with one another to get him ioto the
best temper cver.

idlost of them were keen on it; they
would have done anything to help old
Wib get bacl, if there was the ghost of

a charce, Fellows who were less Loon
had been persuaded to  give their
support.

Skinner had stated that he did not
“geo” letting Vroggy off. But after
Rolsover major im{fnhanged his head
an the wall of the Remove passape,
Skinner “saw.” Two or thres other
fellows had been persuaded by similar
means to join in the general outburst of
excessive goodness,

Never had a class been so pood !

Now that the Remove knew whao
Archibald Popper was, and what his
game was, they were going to help him
all they counld.

Archibald had been regarded hitherto
as a checky, mop-headed new kid who
couldn't 1ind his own basiness.  Bat all
that was changed—now that the joniors
knew, And—severe stroun as ik was on
them—if they could help old Wib to get
back by being goond in Mossoo's class,
they were going to be good—awiully
good—fearfully good!

Henee DMossoa’s  astonishment
delight.

Perhaps it was just as well that that
elass lasted only an hour. Mode! good-
ness was a new thing in the Hemove,
and the strain might have been (oo great
had it lasted longer.

Az 1t was. 1t lasted right up to the
finish, and Alomoo was emiling swepily
whoen he disngezed his elnza,

1le was still smiling sweetly when he
n =
came away from Class-room No, 10; and
Me, Quelch, meeting him in the
corridor, planeed ot lnam. Tt was vory
annziial 1o see Moszoo looking so benign
afler dealing wilh Quelel’s Form,

1 fruslt that my boys have given yon
na  [rouble to-day, Alonsicur Char-
pentier,” said the Remove masier,

Maossoo beamed.

“Mais, pas du foub,” he answerod.
“Zoy have been verree good—rey are
sl verveo good garcons! To me 3t is

ar
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ong greand pleasure (o take a ciaszs zat
18 30 verree good,”

Which almost made Br. Quelch doult
whether he bhad heard aright !

When, a little later, Monsionr Char-
wntier, who was accustomed to taking a

ittle walk afier class, emerged into the
quad, certain members of the Remove
Lhad an eye on him,

They smiled at one another,

“Looks rather bucked, what?” mure-

mured Bob Cherry.

“Tha buckfulness is {errific !™ agroed
Hurres Jamset Haum Singh.

“The fact ia old Wib mav be right !
remarked  Harry  Wharion, " We're
giving him a chance to try it on, ot any
rafte.’

T'he captain of the Remove stepped in
the French master’s way, capping him
very politely.

“"Yon aro going out,
flarry.

Monsieur Charpentier gove lim o
smile and a nod.

“Mais oui, men garcon!”  he
answered, "1 make a little promenade
viz mysclf, in zese so beautiinl vezzers.™

“There's a 'rench boat 1n the bay at
Pope, sir!® said Harry, “I've heard
ithat it put in yesterdoy. It's rather o
nice walk throvgh the wooed to IPege™

Mossoo fairly beamed,

In his land of exile, far from his
beloved France, it was always a pleasiroe
to him to see a French crait 1hat put in
at l'egg, and {o hear his beautiful
language spoken. Wharton was well
aware of that.

“Zank wyou, Vharton!™ said Mossoo.
“One zousand zanks, mon bon garcon!
Zat I am verree glad to hear! I mnke
one vallk to Pegg to sece zak bateau, mats
oui, "

And he trotted happily out of gates.

Ilarry Wharton cut into the Ilouse,
and found Archibald in the Rng.

“"Now's your chanca!™  She  szxid.
U Mossoo's golng by the footpath through
Friardale Weood. Yen can cut ahead
casily on a bike. Btrike the iron while
it's hot, old bean.”

“Good epe!” said Archibald.

Three munuies later he was on a bike.

The Famons Five watched him go.
Archabald, evidently, was hopeful—and
they hoped that his hopefulness was well
founded., If Mossoo cver was going fo
be in & mood to listen patiently to a
plea from William Wibley, he was in
that mood now—and Archibald was

oing to strike the iron while 1t was
vot !

ITe shot past the Fronch mastar in the
lene, and vanished inla the wood ahead
of iiim. : )

Mosson, trotiing cheerfully on, little
dreamed whom he was to meet 1 hat
shaovy wood.

sit??  asked

iy —

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Nothing Doing !

s AT Vibley !
Monsieur Charpenticr camo
to a gudden halg

IMe was hali-way through the
wood when his eves fell on a schoolbay
leaning against the trunk of an old ol

Something familiar aboui thak school-
boy strock him g onee —and as he Jrew
nearer he cecogriized him,

Up te then Meoszzoo's face had boen
Lright and cheery, Now it darkened in
e ;ﬁ-vp Trowh,

It was Walliam Willey who had heen
sacleed [rom Greylriars, who was stand-
ing under the oak ahead of hun,

Mozsoo did not connect that youlh, in
iz mind, wiln the junior whoe had
passed lum on a bike in the lane, 1i was

7

Archibald Fopper who had pazsed Lim—
and Moszoo hod not the remolest idea
that Archibald had parked lus bike in
the wood, and his hair and eyebrows
along with 1f—and was now wating on
the footpath with guite another aspect!

Wibley watehod hirn coming, his heart
bBeating rather fast.

Cmee before he had tried his Inck in
an appeal Lo the I'ronel master, in the
latier's study at Greyiriars, 13ut on that
oceasion Mossoo hed Leen  fearfully
excited and enrazred at lbaving fallen
inte 2 boohy-trap. The appeal had
failed—and Wibley had had n narrow
ceeppe of being grabbed and marched
oft to the Head.

For which reason bhe had rsagelr
decided fo make his next appeal out of

atez. If it socceeded, all was well; if
i failed, escape was casy.

This was, os ho realized, the best
cliance e would ever get. The whole
Form had playved up as one man, and
Moszoo had boen put into his vory best
femper,  If Wibley's scheme was, as he
hoped, a winne:, 1t was going ta be all
right now, I it failed, poor Wib had o
admil that there was nothing in it—and
that his davas at Greviriars Bchool were
numbeved, Confident and hopeful az he
was, he felt his heart thwnp as the
I'rench master drew near.

He stepped from the eal into the
path. raising his cap. _

“So glad to meel your sie!” lie said.

“Vibley! Clest le mauvais Vibley!
It is zat bad Vibley—ze baddest of all ze
bad bova!™ zaid Monsieur Charpentier,
“Ze parcon zat make o mock of me!l
Allons | Je saiz bien—I know vell zat
voul go not home ven zat you are expel
—you go not chez votre pere—non.
Mauwvais garcon——"

“I'vo boen locking for a chance to
speak to you, sip!™ said Wibley meckly.
“I'm so sarry ) offended you, sit——"

“Poooal 1" eniffed Monsienr Char
penticr, “I zink vou are sorry zat vou
are expel, but I zink not zat vou arve
sorry zab you offend me, Non!"

“Jt was really only a joke, sir—

“Y zink nobt zat it i3 one choke, to
make yourself up like one IMrenchman
of ze mosk ridimﬁms. and make a mock
of your master, Vibley!l Vous, vous
moquez de mot ! Mais, aui!  Verree
bad and disrespectiul garcon—"

“If vou'll let me speak, sir—"

“Pas un mot! I vill not listen to
one bad bor zat make a mock of his
master | Allez-vous-on I

Wiblev's heart sank.

Thiz did not look very hopeful

1o had banked on it. All his hopes
were concentrated on calehing Mossoo
ina %l}{uj temper, and appealing to his
kina heart. .

The other fellows had not believed
that there was anything in it.  Wibley
had. Ile had clung to it as his only
hope. Now it was borne in on lis
mind that there was indeed nothing
in it.

“Tt waz onlv a lark, sir,”” he pleaded,
“U1—I was a bit thoughtless kuow,
I've alwavs been keen ont amaleur
iheatricals, and—and—"

“Amd vou malke a mock of me!"
“1 really didu't mean to, sir.”

Tt was diflicult for Wiblev, The fact
was fhat ho had made himself up as
ithe French master, and  given an
“Jmpersonation ' of Mossoo o fhe
tag, amid roars of laughter from haif
the Lower School i he had nol
thoreght of “making a mock?  of
MMozzen, the only explanation was that
ke had not thought at all.

“Vat you mean, zent” said Monsicur
Charpentier, with  sareasm., " Bule!
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You are ze baddest of had hoys,
Viblev ! ¥ou ave voree Lad, indeed !
If I sro vou in ze school again, I toke
you ta 2a Head to Le sond home lo
your pere. Here, 1 say, allez-vous-
en=—go your vay "

“H you'd give me a chanee, sir——
pleadod - Wibiloy.

“ Pouf "

“It only needs o oword from vou to
the [Tead, sir! smd Wibley eagerly.
“I, Locke wever weally wanted to
sack ne, but he could not refuse when
vou demanded 36 He waoanld Int ino
off, if you asked lum."”

“Jo vous dis, allez-vous-en 1™

“I'm sure that Mr. Quelch would o
Elﬂi!r to sce me boeck in the Roemove,
s

Wihloy breathed havd and deep.

There was, as the other fellows had
told him, nothing in it. Mossoo hed
been too de{rpl;r wounded and offendoed.

The lLittle French gentleman's dig-
nity was his most Erneiuus possession.
And hia digmity had been cruelly ant-
raged by being “made & mock of 7
before a laughing crowd,

Really, Wibley was coxpecting  too
much. Ng other master at Greyfoars
would, or e¢ould, have pardoned such
an offence. o had bheen banking on
tha amiable kind-heartedness  of
Mossno.

Ha realised now that his hopes had
led him astray. Mossoo had been in
thoe best temper ever—till he saw
Wibley. Now he wns hard as sicel

“Won't_vou listen te me, sir?” ex-
claimed Wibley, making a last effori,

“Non!” snapped  Monsieur Char-

entier, “Jamals! Jamaiz de la vie!

viil not hear one word from 80
verree had a boy, Vibley. Is it zat I,
Henri Charpentier, sall he made a
mock? Uo you your vays!"

And, with a scornful suilf, Monsionr
Charpentier walked past the junior,
and went on hia own way.

Wikley stared after him.

He plared after him.

He had failed !

It was useless to repeat the experi-
ment at another time—c¢ven the hopeful
Wibh realised that!

The gnme was up !

All hia hopes had been contred on
this—and thére was nothing in . It
was quite a knock-out for William
Wibloy.

He shook hia st after the disappear-
ing, dapper figure of the French
masier. The winding foolpath hid bthat
dapper figore from his cycz. Wibloy
Eavo an angry grunt.

ITe left the fooipath., to thread has
way ihrough the wond, Lo the spot
where he had left his bike and lis
Archibald outfit.

Patter, patter, patter!

Ho was at a little distance from
the path when the sound of vapidly
ruming fect came to his cars, from the
direction  Monsieur Charpentier  had
taken.

Ho glapeed round.,  Detween trees
ard bushes, he could see poart of tho
footpath he lad left a dozen yaords
away. Down the {ootpath camo AMon-
gieyr Charpentier, running hard, hia
hat on the back of his hend, panting
ag he flew.

He vamished in a fow scconds, leav-
ing Wibley staring.

[ &

“What the dickens—" exclaimed
Wibley.
Maoszsoeo  had  turned  back  beforn

reaching the Pegp road. Why, amd
why he was runming as if for lus life,
Wikley had no idea.
But a few momeniz later he knew,
There was o beat of heavy footsteps
THe dacuer LIBRART.—No. 1,540.
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an the Tootpaih, and another running
figrare s Before his oo,

“Oh Y pasped Wibley,

It was o stubbly chinned, battered-
looking man with 2 hroken nose,

Wibley knew that broken.nosed man,
e had =een Bill Huggins  before.
Now he saw him again; and was glad
that the ruflian was passing at a dis-
tanee, and did not look in s divection,

anting, ihe broken-nosed tramp
rasled by, obwiously in pursuit of Mon-
sicur Charpentior, and disappeared n
Big torn from Wiblex's sight,

Faotsteps, of pursued and pursaer,
diedd away, m the direction of Friar-
dale Lane.

“Oh, my hat!” murmured Wibley.

Fle whistled.

He knew that the gentleman with
the damaged nose had a gradge against
Monsieur Charvpentier. Mossoo  had
pitched into him with a walking-stick,
on an occasion when he had wanted fo
relieve  Billy Bunter of his  wateh.
Lackily help had been at hand on ihat
accasion, or Mossoo might be made to
fer) extremely sorry for himself.

But Mr., Huggins had not forgotten
Mossoo amd his walking-stick. He had
mot Mossoo later on Courtfield Com-
meont, amnd had been going to “bash
him, when PPeter Todd rushed into him
on a bike, and knocked him over.

Sinece then the police had been
looking for Mr. Hupggins,. They did
not seem to have found him, however,
for here he was—and clearly Mossoo
has met him on the fnbtpatg.

1t was no wonder that Mossoo was
runming. Me was a brave little pentle-
man, a3 ms first encounter with Bill
had shown. DBuot he had no chance
srainst the burly tramp, DBill Hupgins
could  easily have dealt with two
Mossoos=—one with either hand !

Wibley was decply annoyed with
Mossoo.  8fill, he rvather hoped that
Froggy would win that race. He was
booked for a high old time if Bill
IMuggins laid hands on him.

Both  wepe gone, anyvhow., And

Wibley resumed his way through the
wood 1o the zolitary spot whevre he
had parked his hike.

His face was clonded as he resumed
his Archihald onthit.

ITe was going to carry on as Archi-
bald. Ile had failed with AMos=oo; bat
hope sprimgs cternal i the human
hreast.,  Somelhing might veb turn up.
He might yet think of some new dodge,
soln new  sehwenmie, which  wounld  act
matters right.

But even the Lhopeful Wibley realizsed
how faint that hope waz And Just
then D would nel, perhaps, have heen
wholly sorry had he learned that Eill
Hugginsg had got hold of Mossoo and
" Lashed ** him.

s ey L.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
The Bounder's Big [dea!

ERBERT VERNON - BAMITIH
H strolled into Stedy No, 1 after
tea, and grinned as he looked

at Archibald Popper.

The FFamous Five had finished tea.
billy Bunter whoe had honoured the
stady  with  his  presence, had rolled
away in search of ancther tea in
anothor study. The five wore talking
abont the approaching ericket natch
at Rookwood—the last big Oxlure to
wind up the term.

Archibald sat silent. FEvery now and
then he gave the chmnz of the Remove
a morose look.

Harry Wharton & Co. wera not une-
sympathetic, ‘They eould feel for
poor old Wibley—all the maore now

that he had tried his Inck wilh Moszoo
and failed, Bull, cricket was ericket,
and the Rookwoeod mateh was the
Rookwood match., It was a malter of
decp import to them, though no doubt
matters of deepor bmport were on
William Wibley's mind.

“0h, here you are, Wib=I mean,
Popper ! grinned {he Bounder,

He slung the study deor shut.

“If yon mean Popper, ass, say
Popper, fathead ! prunted Archibald,
Clearly he was not i a good temper.

“ Popper, fathead ' sald Smithy
cheerily,

Wihley reached out for half a loaf
that remained on the ira-table,
~ Harry Wharton laughed, and pnzbed
it out of his reach.

“ Mustn't whip poor old Wibh now,
Swithy,” he =aid. " ITe's bad rotien

luck, syou know. Troggy's let hun
down,*

“Well, wo told him,” remarked
Johnny Bull,

“Don't tell me again, fathoad 1™

vapped Archibald,

“Well, we did =

“Shut up, Johnny, old man " mur-
mured Frank Nugent,

“Froggy's gone out again,” remarked
the Bounder casually. “I hear that
he dropped on that tramp Iluggins in
Friardale Woed, and the man got
after him. Now he's buzzed aver to
Courtfield 1n a taxa to Jaw to Inspector
Grimes at the police station about i

“1t's time that framp was ruan in ™
remuarked Bob Cherry. “Ho iried to
pet Bunter’s watch off him once—it
wanld have cost Bumier fourpence, ar
pechaps o tanner, to get another like
1—""

“Ha, ha, hal”

“That's what starfed the trouble,
from what I've heard.” =aid Vernon-
Smith.  ““Mossoo weighed in with his

walking-stick, and cracked it over
Hugging head., If Queleh hadn't come
up  Hugpinsg wonld have eaten him
alive, It looks as ¥ tho broto is
hanging  about there, locking for a
chanee to mop up poor old Frogey.
To-day’s the second time he's tried o
grab him.”

“ Let's hopa thirvd time wili be Tucky 1
growvled Archibald.

The Bounder chueklad,

“Well, he nearly got him to-day™
ho said, “and Aozsoo's fearfully exeited
abont it, and he's gone to the polmoe-
station to wake them up.  That takos
him safo ont of the way, see?’

“What about ?* asked Harry.

“While tha cat’s awaw, thae mice can

lay 1" said Smithy. “I've got an idea
or Wibley—I mean, ]""(:ppl:r i

“Make 1t away and boil 1" answered
Archibald, ungratefully.

“0h, don’t be an ass, Wib 1™ said Dob
Cherry, warmly. *Your own ideaa are
simply mouldy: and Smithy's as keen
as Sheffield steel! Smithy's got more
brains in his litile finger than youve
pot in your head. ™

Snort  from  Archibald | Wililoy's
faith in his own intellectual powers
was unlimited : though, really, he conld
not say that they had scrved him very
well, so far. .

“Give it a name, Sonthy ! said
Tlarry Wharton. “Goodness  Knows,
we'd all do anything to help poor old
Wib get back it there was a chance.”

“Wibk's a silly ass,” said the Dounder,
“ Abont the Hmit in that line, I think—
as everyvbody but Wib will agreel Dut
thers's one thing he can do—theatricals |
It was for making up as Mossao, amd
guying him, that he got sacked1l lle
can make up as AMossoo again—we vo

ot all the things in the Removo
Elrn.mat.in Mocinty's property-box—"
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Monsieur Charpentier rushed at the unfortunate Popper, brandishing his cane. ** You are one bad boy ! ** he shrilled.
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““ I shall

cane you, Poppair—ow ! ’* he yelled, as a heavy French grammar, accurately thrown, caught him in the back of the neck,

“What the dickeng——"' hE:!gan Bob.

“What the thump?? asked Johnny
Bull,

“TLet a fellow fnish, old beans!
When Wib was made up as DMossoo,
Queleh saw him, and took him for
Mossoo! o did Loder of the Sixthl
Wib's the kind of ass that ean do just
one thing—but that one thing he does
t a T. In his Frogegy rig, the Head
would take him for Mossoo, if he saw
him.”

“That's so!” said Ilarry Wharton.
“But what—and why—and how—"

“Blessed if I can sce what you're
driving at, Smithy 1" zaid Nugent,

Yo fellows dry up and let Smithy
get on ! zaid Awchibald. :

At tiie mere mention of theairieals,
Wibley's face had brightened, and he
sat up and teok notice, as it werel It
was only necessary for that subject to
be slarted to make Wibley bright and
CREEE,

“Well, Moszoo's sale out of the way,
and Wib could make up as Mossoo, 1n
thi= study. in a quarter of an hour!”
said Vernon-Smith.  “'Uhat’'s the big
ices ! If he's got the nerve to see {he
Head in his Yroggy outht——"

“I've got the nerve 1o see the Prime
Minizter, made up as the Chancellor
af the Excheguer!™ sapped Wibley.
“I conld do it on my head ! DBut how’s
that going fo help?™

“It only needs a word from Frogey
to the Heasd, to gel the sack \‘.'E].E-ECL'I
oiit,” said the Boouuder. © We all know
that Dr. Tocke wasn't keen on it, but
heo eonldn't refuse Mossoo, Kven Wib
hnow: now  that Froggy will never
speak that word,  Ihe—if he has the
nerve—Die ean zpeak it for him ™

S0k erikey ! gasped Lob.

“Oh, my estecwed bat!” pasped the
Nahob of Bllu::iynt‘.

The Famousz IFive stared at Vernon-
sSmith, They saw the idea now—and
it rather took tlwir broath awaw.

“You =rou—you mean Wib mokes up

as Mossoo, and calls ou the Head, and—
and asks him, as Mossoo, to let Wibley
off |” pasped Harry Wharton.

“That's the big ideal”
Bounder with a nod.

“Oh erumbs [ )

“I know 1t's risky ! But Wib's sacked
already, s=o the risk don't amouni to
maeh,” said Vernon-8mith.  “Lven if
the Big Beak smelled a rat, he can't
sack a chap twice over, and he can’t
eat him! It want's nerve, I knowl"”

“0Oh, Wib's got nerve ! But——7

“Yroggy, of course, won't know any-
thing a%-;;-ul: 1it.” said Vernon-Smith.
“He can’t butt in till it's too late. The
Head thinks that Froggy's begged him
to wash out the sack—he wriles to Wil's
pater that Wib ean rome back=—anl
after that, Mossao will have to lump i,
if he doesnt bike 3t !

“ But——" gasped Bob,

“IMurrah ! reared Archibald. Il
leaped to his feet and pivouctied rowtd
the stody table. " Bmithy, wyou're a
eonins! A pure genivs!  Why the
dickens didn't I think of thal myseii 1

“You haven'r the brains, old bean!l’
said the Bounder. o

“1athead ! Hurrah ! This i3 a
winner ! gasped Arclubald. ¥ By gum.
I could do it on the back of my neck!
BSure Mosson's out, Smithy ¥

“1 saw him go 1 a faxt

“Let the properiy-box here, old chap:
By gum, thi= 1+ going to work the
oracle 1 oxelaimed Archibald gleefuliz.
“T'm telling you fellows—tlia 13 &
winuer—this iz a prize-packet—this 1
the goods! "The geuuine geods, AL
at Llovd's '™

Iarey Wharten & Co.
alances,

Wibley, from the deplhs of glumness,
had bounded to the heights of hope--
which was rather a way 1l volatie
Wib had. Hiz confidence in himself was
great—and, so far as playivg a part
wag concerned, there was no doubt Ehat
it was justified, DBuf——

said the

*R

exchanmod

There was no doubt that he could
make up as a twin brother of Mossoo.
Ho had done it before, and he could
do 1t again. But—

Neither was there much doubt that a
plea from Mossoo would wash out the
sack for Wibley: the Ilead, in fact,
would, all the fellows believed, be glad
‘]J_?E the chance to let the cuiprit olf.

Ut

Wibley could do it! He could, as he
declared, do it on the back of his necl i

U e
There were, to the minds
Famous Five, innumerable
The barve idea of pulling the majostic
ler of their headmaster was rother
staggering ! They had plenty of nerve
—but their nerve stopped short of sucn
a poerferinance as that !
ut Wibley hiad no doubts!

In any  matter  commecled  wilh
theatrical skants Wiblev never had !

Lle was only keew and cager to get on
the go!

Dulpous as they were, the Famous
Five were willing to Lelp.  Anvhow,
there was ho stopping Wibley, now he
had got on to the big idea !

The R.IX3, properiy-box was opened
—ike study door was locked—garmenis
and padgets were sorted out—and thek
Archibald 1”:}11301‘ dizappeared as com-
pletely  as ‘lrt-'uﬂinm {'n thleyv—a1d an
exact reproduction of the French masteor
stoodd 1o his place, grinning at  the
refloction of a =allow face, with black
brows and a poivted beard, and diniy
tittle moustache, in the glasa!

“Ca va, je erois ! chuckled Wiblew.
“Yat® Vv for vou laff, baddest of all
zo bad bove? Vat?”

“Ha, ha, ha!” velled the juniors,

Wiblev had Dossoo's shrill squeak to
the last tone !

“1 sav, yvou
handle rattied,

of Lho
£ L'-‘LllE- 1}

i1

fellows ! The door-
“1I sav, wharrer vou got
the door locked for? You sald there
wazn't any more cake !”
"Tiue Magser Lismany.—No. 1540,
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*Ha, ha, hat”

Bob Cherry ned the door, and
Billy Bunter rolled in. He Dblinked
round suspiciouzly through his by
spectacles.

“Look here, if you've got & cakoe—"
* Buntaic 1" ,
“0Oh ertkey ! DBilly Bunter jumped,
and blinked in astonishment at the
dapper little frock-coated figure. “Oh!
I—I never ktew vou were here, sir—I
say vou fellows—what—what—"

‘“Take one zoussnd lines of
Henriade, Buntair 1 said Wibley.

“Oh, really, sir—wh-a-at for 1" gasped
Burter in dizmay. !

“Take ten zousand lines of
Henriade, Buntair I said Wibley.

*Wh-a-at T

“Ha, ha, ha!” .

The dapper little figure whisked ont
of the study, leaving Billy Bunter fairly
staggering with astonishment.

“]—I—1 gay, is he balmy?* gasped
Bunter. *“1I say, has Froggy gone mad?
What was he up here for? I zay, I
shan’t do those lines!”

“J shouldn't I'* gasped Bob Cherry.

“Ha, ha, hal” .

“Blossed if I can sea anything io
cackle at! I zay, you fellows, what are
you cockling at?'’ howled Bunter,

But the juniors in Study No. 1 did
not answer that question. They yelled.

Billy DBunter rolled out inte the
Remove passage to tell the fellows, in
tones of thrilling indignation, that that
mad little ass, Froggy, had given him
thousands of lines, for nothing ! He left
the chiums of the Remove velling,

1

8

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Monsieur Wibley Tries it On!

R. LOCKE carefully suppressed
an expression of 1mpatience.

Monsteur

“Pray come !
said cour-

1,
Charpentier | he
teously. .

Less than half an hour age Monsienr
Charpentier had been with the Head.
e fnad related, with many excited

estures, his perilous adventure In

‘riardale Wood.

The headmaster, of course, sym-
pathised. He advised Monsienr Chars
pentier to call at the police station at
Courtfieldd withont delay. And he was
greatly relieved when Mossoo set off to
do =o0.

Dr. Locke’s time was of value, and
excitement and gesticulations had no
appeal for him. He had been glad to
seo Moszoo go. e was not glad to see
him come back. Greatly he would have

referred Inspecior Grimes, at Court-
Elﬂd, to have the benefit of Mossoo’s ex-
citement and gesticulations.

But here he was agam—to ap-
pearance, at least!

For the dapper, slim, frock-coated
figure that presented itself at the Head’s
door was Mossoo to the life. Bo was
the sallow face, the black pointed beard,
the twirling little moustache, the dark
hair that looked dyed.

It was not surprising that Billy
Bunter had taken the schoclboy actor
for Mossoo—for the headmaster took
him for Mossoo without o shadew of a
doubt ! ]

Maonsieur Wibley steppod in, wilh the
whisking, mincing step of the French
master. He had it exactly—as he had
every other detail,

‘Where he found the nerve to do it, in
his headinaster’'s presence, might have
puzzled any other Remove man. But
Wibley, in these matters, had abso.
lutely unlimited nerve. When Wib
plaved a part, he not only played it,
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he lived it! Got up as Mossoo, he
almost believed that he was Mossoo!

“You have returned from Courthield
already, Monsicur Charpentier¥” asked
the Head. “Really, you have lost no
time.”

“ Maiz oul, sair!” said Wibley, in a
shrill voica that Henri Charpentier
night have supposed io be his own.
“"Yero is a mattair I vish to speak of,
if you vill be so good as to grant me one
few minutes,”

The Head glanced at the papers on
lis desk,

I3 there anything {urther to be ssid,
sir, with regard to the occurrence in
Friardale Wood this aficrnoont” he
murmured.

“It iz not zat, sair! It
mrattar [

“Oh!* The Head was glad to hear
that, at all events. He had already
heard all he wanted to hear about that
so terrible and ferocious ruffian, Bill
.E-!nggms, and a little over! *' Pray pro-
cend, Monsieur Charpentier.”

“It iz about zat Vibley, sair.”

“ Wibley ' repeated the Head
mentioned to me, sir, that you had met
the boy in Frisrdale Wood, before you
came on the tramp Huggins, I fail to
sea what can be done in the matter.
Mr. Wibley has already been informed
that hiz son iz staying somewhere in
the neighbourhood of the school, the
P;emm locality unknown., It is for
um____”

“Mais oui, bhut—>*

“I can_de nothing in the matter!™
said the IHead. “Tf he should venture
to enter tho school again, as I am in-
formed that he has done_more than
once since his expulsion, I shall deal
with him. He will in that case be sent
home in char,gi-: of a Sixth Form pre-
fect! But so long as he does not come
here, 1 am powerless.”

“I have zinked, sair—>"

“Wha-at ™

“I have zioked verree mmeh about
that boy, sair. He vas one mauvais

arcon, to go to make one mock of me,

ut I zink zat he can be pardon.”

Dr. Locke raised his eyebrows.

Cnly half an hour ago Monsieur Char-
pentrer had mentiened his mesting with

the expelled junier in the wood, in the
most acid and implacable of tones,

19 anozer

“You

I_T"It:]vw he was speaking of pardoning
im
“Heally, Monsieur Charpenticy—"

said Dr. Locke.

“I zink zat porhaps zot garcon he
reeant not g0 much disrcspect as at first
_have zinked!” explained Monsieur
Wibley. “Also zere is som pere—his
fazzer—who feel perhaps zat expulsion
as & blow ze most ernel. 1 zink, sair
zat I pardon zat boy, and I beg of vou,
sair, to pardon him also. If youo, aair,
vill pardon zat Vibley, and allow him
to be of return to zo school, to me zat
vill be one pleasure of 2e most grand.”

Prr. Locke pursed his lips.

He was glad to hear this. Ile was
surprised, but pleased!

Wibley had been a thonghtless voung
vascal, and he could not refuse the
French master’s demand for his expul-
sion in the circumstances. But he had
been szorry to inflict so extreme a sen-
tenee, He knew that My, Quelch did
nob like ik, amd he was sorry to displease
Quelch,

If Mossoo relented, and asked for the
hny'rs pavdon, that, so to szpeak, let him
out !

He smiled benignly, His expression,
no doubt, would have been vory
different had he known that it was
Willtarm Wibley who was asking for
William Wibley’s reinstatement at
Greyfriars.

Fartunately, the IHead had no idea
of that!

“My dear Monsieur Charpentier,” ha
sabd, “T am glad that you have made
’g.iaﬁ\ request! I am very glad fo grant
IE,

“1 zank you, sair!”

“Not at all,”™ said the Head., *“The
bhoy was thourhtless, foolish, disrespect-
ful in the absurd trick ha playved; but
his FForm-master has told me that n
other respects he is guite & good lad—
cquitc ! There 1s no real harm in him.
Thoughtless folly i3 certainly a serious
malter, but it is nob, after all, a erime ™

“Zoenn Vibley sall rveturn, sam I

“He shall return!” eaid the Ilead.

“Onie zovsand zanks, sair! Voules
vous avoir le bonte—would you have ze
ﬁcat goodness to write one Jettair to
Mecster Vibley, and tell him zat lus
son sall be of return to ze school, sair ¥

“1I will certainly write to Mr. Wihier,
and say—— Bless my soul I ejaculated
the Head.

Buzzeze !

It was the telephone-bell.

“Pray excuse me a moment, Monsicnr
Charpentier 1 said the Head, and he
turned to the instrument and picked up
the receiver,

Monsieur Wibley grinned at the back
of hiz head when it was turned away,
The schoolboy actor was in high feather,

Smithy's bip idea was o winner !

There was no doubt about that now !

Dy, Locke had net the slightest doubt
that it was Mossoo who was asking for
Wibley's pardon. He was glad to grant
it. And that was that!

Once a letter wes written to M.
Wibley, stating that bis sen would ho
permitted to return fo the school, the
thing was  settled,  Whatever view
Mossoo took of i, when he heavdd, the
Head could hardly go back on  lus
word.

The disguised junior sat in a state of
blissful satisfaction while he waited for
L. Locke to get through with ({hat
telephone eall.

* ¥ea; Dir, Locke speaking,” said the
Head into the transmitter, " what is it
Mr. Grimes?"

That call, evidenily, was [rom
police station at Courthield,

“I thought I'd better have a word
with you, sir!™ came the deep voico of
Inspector Grimes. “A gentloman from
the school has called here, siy—=2

“Ohl Quite!™

“Ha secms vory exeiied M

“Heoms Y repeated the Head, Ay,
Grimes was speaking just as if Mon-
sicur Charpentier was still at Courttield
poliee station,

“VYery, sir said the inspector
deyly. “I understand that he has had
trouble, several times, with that dis.
reputable tramp, Huggins, and ho stales
that the man ntiackeg bhun again to-day.,
Of course, I know it's very disagrecable
~—but we are doing ocur best, sir, to lay
the man by the heelg=e——

“1 am sure that yon have dona every-
thing in your power, Mr. Grimes,™ said
the Ilead soothingly.

“T quite understand the Irench
gentleman being rather alarmed, =iz,
Lut really, we can only search for the

the

'|:|'J

man, atd lay hands on him  at  the
earliost possible moment ¥ said Al
Grimes,

“Quite! Oh, quite ¥

“T1 have told him so, sir, several $hines
over. Really, sir, he scems a very ex-
citable gentleman!™ pgrupted the in-
gpector, “ Perhaps vyou, sir, wonkd
assure him that the matter 12 quile safe
in the hands of the police. Renlly, siv,
we are doing our best, and can Jdo no
more.”

“'Oh, guite! T am sure—

"YVery well, sir! 1 really

L |

da not



koow what more he expeects us to do,
utiless he desires me to call out the
railitary 1" zaid Inspeclor Grimes, with
heavy sarcasm,

LR Hf_'nl ::Jl

“Well, str, 1t's a bittle difltenlt to deal
witht 56 very excitable a  gentleman!
But if vou will speak to him when he
returns to the sehool, sir, and  agsure
Lam—"

“Iid wvou say when he returns lo the
school, My, Grimes?”  stuttered the
Head.

Wk Eh? 1!'?5."

“1 do not quite understand?
steur Charpentier has returned

“Wha-at*"
to stuticr !

“He is now in my stidy—

“In your study, sir! What can you
The Lrench

Mon-
ed here!”
It was Ay, Grimes' turn

menn ? gentleman s
bippe——"
“ Mousieur  Charpentier is  there !

gasped the Head,

“Cortanky v

*Then who—whaf—'

“Ohoerikex U came a startled pasp
behind the Iead.

Wibley had listened to that talk over
the telephone in growing dismay and
lhorror. Really, it was the rottenest of
rotten luck for the schoolboy acltor! A
few moments ago evervthing scemed to
be coming his way, and now

" Who—"  stuttered the
“What—-""

Ho turned, 1o almost dizey hewilder-
went,  If Monsieur Charpentier was
still at Courtficld Police Btation who
was in the Head's study

Whoever it was, he did not linger !

He jumuped to escape!

As: Dr. Locke turped his bewildered
head he did not sce “ Monsieur Char-
pentier V' sitbing in his ehair! He saw
a dapper frock-coated hgure leaping for
the door!

“Who—"" gasped the Head, " Whao
—what—="

The dapper ﬁ$u.re disappearcd
theough the doorway !

The door slammnmed !

Dre. Locke, with an expression of
almost idiotic bewilderment on his face,
was  left  helding  the receiver and
staring blankly at the slamned door!

Head.

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
A Mysterious Disappearance !

L SAY. vou fellows, what's up?"
MNobody answered Bunter.
Hacry Wharton & Co. were on
the Remove landing, locking
rather anxiously down over the
banisters.

They had been wailting  there for
Wibley to returu. When he came, they
were not wholly surprised to see him
come Aving,  He bolicd up the staw-
case, bolied past them on the landing.
and shot into Study Neo. 1. The slam
of the door rang back from the passage.
Fxactly what had happened the chums
of the Remove aid not know; but they
could guess that this hureried flight o
kizs lair did vot spell suceess!

“Alonzicur ¥ Wibler, in Study Ne. 1.
was getting off his (Gallic outfit as fast
as he could. They guessed that., And
they were ]m:hing over the banisfers,
for signs of pursul, when Bunter rolled
out of the Remove pazsage.

Bunter was surpriscd and enrious.
He itad seen Mossoo-—as he supposed—
hoalt indo Sindy Noo 1 and s]]am the
door.  Which eertainly was surprising !

Y1 osav, 15 Tromgy mad?®"  asked
ncoer, “"You know he gave moe
ihouwsands of lines in Ehe study ! Well,

tiat’s just poliy ! Now he's just cowe
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up here, and pgone info your siudr,
Wharton—-="

“Tatheacd 1" satd Harry.

“Oh, really, Wharton—""

YSomething's gone wrong!' re-
marked the Bounder, who was leaning
on the banisters, watching the stairvs

below., *The silly ass has mucked it up
sornehow [
“Oh, my bhat! There's Queleh!™

breathed Bob Cherry.

Un the lower atairs the angular
of the Renwove master appeared.
was a thundevous frown on Mr. Queleh's
face. After him  came Wmgate,
CGwynne, and Loder, three prefects ol
the Sixth. Evidently it was pursuoit!

“I say., »ou fellows, they're after
somepody ! sald Billy Bunter, blinking
over the  banisters through lis hig
spectacles. I sav, think thev're after
Mossoo? If he's gone mad, and it
looks like it——"

“Bhut up, vou fat
Harry Wharton, “1It
Fathead—it was Wibler,
when Queleh comes up™t™

“Oh 1 gasped Bunter. ¥ That
fathead—pulhng a fellow's log

" Quict 1M

*1 say, thev'l] jelly well cop hum
said Bouter. " He's in the study now,
ang they're ¢coming——"

“Bhut up. fathead !

Mr. Quelch was coming quickly up the
stairs. He reached the Hemove landonge
and gave the juniors there g sharp look.

“"Wharton! Wibley 15 in the Honse—
tlrat foolizh bov has dared to penetrate
inta the school agaig-——-—"

“Haz—has he?" stammoered Harry.

“Tiwere can be no doubt of 1,7 said
O, Queleh, " A preposterous trick has
been plaved on the iima.dnmswr, Thate
foolish Doy, who was expelled for
imitating and impersonating the French
master, has played the =ame foolish
trick over again. It can have been no
one clso—no one else here iz capable of
such  things. It must  have beon
Wibles. ™

“I: he really in the Mousze. siri"
asked Vernon-Smith blandlv. ** Has he
been seen, sir?”

“He had the asdacily to present him-
seli in Dr. Liocke's study ! =aid Mr.
Quelch. “The Ilead supposed him to
he Monsieur Charpentier, but, fortun-
ately, a telephone eall apprised lam
that Mounswur Charpentier was still at
Courtfield. He wasz secn to come in tlis
direction=—several persons saw hiln run
in this direction.™

“0Oh 1™

“These 1nniors must have seen him, tf
he came up here, sir!” said Wingate.

fizrnre
TT::- re
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ass ! breathied
wasn't Mossoo,
Not a word
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“And it scems certailn that e ran
upstairs. ™
“Have xroun seen him??  demanded

Mre. Queleh. His gimlet eves were very
keen on the group on the landing, “A
person  resemsbling  Monsieur  Chay-
pentier in appearance—ahnost exactly
resembling hinn I understand 5
Mr. Queleh was interrupted. The
bull voice of Bolsover major was heard
from the Remove passage.
“What's Froggy want up here, I'd
like to know? o're not having that
clweky little beast barging into our pas-
sare ! Dle went into Wharton's stucy.”
00, oms hat ! mopmored Bob,

Evidently Bolsaver majer had seen
hMonsicur Wibley, and taken b for the
pennine arficle.

lr. Quelch did nob stop to ask further
aunestions.  He whizked across the lanud-
g into {he Remose poassage. After
i went Wingate and Gwyone and

Loder, ]
The Famous Five and the Bounder
Haqd

followed—in dismay. _
Wibley had hacd a fevr minutes.

dtruthful fellow.

he had time to chauge back into
Avchibald ¥

If not, he was doene for!

“ Bolsover !  rapped  Mre.  Queleh.
“Have vou seen Monsteur Char-
pentier '

“Eh? Yes sir!” answered Bolsover
major. “FHe came up here a fow

nrinures agoe, ruaning like a hare. He
dodged into Wharten's study, sir!”

Ar. Quelehr {wrned the door-handle
of Btudy No. 1. The doov was locked |

A dozen Remove fellows, in the pas-
sage, pathered round. Thev had seen
Froggy, as they supposed, dedze into
that study, and were in a state of great
surprize and cueiosiv.

Mre. Quelch rapped sharply on the
patwels.

“Open  this door at onee!™ he
snappd. “You impectinent  youbg

rascal, admit me instanedy 17

“Oh crumbs ! gasped  DBolsover,
astonished to hear hiz Form-inaster
address Monzieur Charpeniier as an
impertinent voung rascal,

*Admit e ! hooted Mr. Quelch.
“Wiblev, I amn perfeect!y aware that vou
ara there! T am perfectly aware that it
i+ vou, VWibley, as no other person could
play such a triek! You were seen to
orter this study | Admit me at onee !

“Is anvthing ihe matter, sir?™ camo
a rather high-pitched voice from within
Study No. i—the well-known tones of
Archibald Popper.

“Blezz my soul! Are vou
Popper ¥ exelaimed Mr. Quelch.

* 0, ves, sir !

there,

Harry Wharton & Co. exchanged
glances, William Wibley could Lardly
have changed back inte  Archibald

Popper vet! DBub the lecked door con-
cealed the fact that Acchibald’s volce
procecded from Mossoo's double !

“Whe 15 in the study with
Popper ™ ealled out Br. Queleh.

¥ MNobody, sie.”

“What? Open the door at once,
Popper "' exclamed Mre. Quelch. ®1
cannot believe that you are alone in the
study ! A& bor who has had the temerity
to impersonate the French master was
secn b enter the study a few minutes
b

“(Oh- erikey 1" gasped Bolsover major.
He understood now,

“You are sure that vou saw & person,
whom vou took to be JMMonsienr Char-
pentier, enter this study, Dolsover?”

HOh! Ehf I—I—I thought so, sirl”
stanumered Bolsaver. ¥ I—1—I wouldn't
like to say for—for—for ecortain, sir l”

“Unlock this door, Popper, this
instant ! thundered Mr, Guelch, *1
can only conclude, Popper. that yvou are
sheltering the voung rascal whio has had
the audacity to enter the school from
winieh he was expelled ! I am convineed
that Wibley 15 in the study ™

“Who 1= Wiblewx, sur "

“What—what "

“ Popper cane after Wibley lelt, sir,™
remarked Vernon-Smith.

Okt That is true!  Neverilieless,
Popper, I command vou to open this
door ! This instant 1" :

“I've dropped the key, sir!
see it M

“Tind it at onee '™

“0h, certainly, sirl”?

Harrvy Wharton & Co.
bated breath.

Ne doubt Wibley lad dropped the
kev, and couldn't sce it—he was o
But they kunew that
Lis occupafion, at that moment, was
stuffing the Frenclemasier oullit back
into the property lLox and resunnn
ihe outward aspect of  Archibal
Popper. Wik was & guick-chan
ariiste; but even Wib required a little
tine |
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“Wingate—Gwynne—Loder! o up
the passage and look in the other
studies,” said Mr. Quelch. I will wait
here till the door is openad.”

The three prefects hurried up the
Remove passape,

Mr. Queleh waited impatiently at the
door of Study Neo, 1.

The key grated in the lock inside.

It was turned back,

Mr. Quelch pushed the door open and
stepped In. A crowd stared in after
him, in bhreathless excitement.

Archibald Popper stood i the study.

No one else was to bo scen there.

Mr. Quelch's ginlet eyes swept search-
ingly round the room. Archibald was
elone.

“I told
study with me, sic!” saad Avchibald.
“de locked the door to kecp fellows
from barging in——"

Mz, Quelch gave a snort, and stepped
out of the study again.

“You are & very stupid boy,
Bolsover,” he smapped. “You cer-
tainly could not have scen anvone enter
that study, as enly Popper is there.”

And Mr. Quelch rustled on after the
prefects,

“Oh gum!” murnmred Bolsover.

Ha stared at Archibald, who winked
in return. )

There was & chuckle among the juntors
in the passage.

“TI den't think they'll find Wihley
now ! murmured the Bounder.

“Hsa, ha, ha!”

Smithy was right—they didu't!

o there was no one in the

THE TENTH CHAPTER.,
Ragging Froggy !

" Q0R  old Wib!*  murmured
P Bob Cherry, in break the next
IMOCNing.
His comrades nodded,

They sympathized with poor old Wib.
All the Remove sympathised. Iven
follows like Skinner, and SBnoop, and
Fizher T. Fish wished him well. They
were all keeping tho seeret, and there
was huanr{i]{l g man in the Form who
would not have taken a lot of trouble to
help him through.

But any man in the Form could have
told Wibley that there was nothing
in it; and Wibley himself had to own
up now that there wasn'.

Certainly he had had no Inck.

His hopes had been founded on that
appeal to Messoo, when MMossoo was
caught in & good temper. The appeal
had been made, and it had failed.

The Bowder's big 1dea had given him
another glimpse ug hope. That had
failed, too !

Matters had been made worse, instead
of hetter.

In the Remove they knew, and outside
tha Kemove nobody doubted, that it
was Wibley who had played that trick
on the Head, calling on him in the guise
of the French master]

Hiz meotive, indecd, was obvigus!

Mossoo, when he heard of ib, was
natvrally more incensed than ever.
Wibley iad been sacked for impersonat-
ing and "guying *” him! Now he had
repeated that very offence !

opeful as he was, it was difficult for
William Wibley to sce a spot of hope
anywhere on i{he horizon.

At the present moment he was walk.
ing in the quad, with his hands driven
deep into Archibald's poclets, and
Archibald’'s thick eyebrows knitted n a
frown. Hence Bob Cherry’s remaxk,
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“Tue poorfulness of the esteemed old
Wib Zs  terrific ! rvemarked Hurree
Jamset Ham Singh.

Archibald joined the Famous Five.
His eyes were glinting under his thick
oyibrows,

“Third school’'s French ™ he  re-
marked. “We go up to Mossoo in
Mo, 10, We'll make the hittle beast
sit up

The Famous Five stared at him. This
was & complete change of view in
Archibald.

“Rag him—sce?” said Archibald.
“"¥You fellows are game 1

“Well, vou ass!” exclaimed Johmny
Bull. * ¥You've been set against ragging
Fmg%y ever since you've been playing
this fatheaded pame! You've rowed
with hall the Bemove about it,. Now
everybedy's chucked ragping him, just
to oblige you! And now—="

* Haas it dove any good, chucking it 7"
snorted Aychibald,

“No; and any fellow could have told
vou that 1t wouldn't, only you're such
a silly ass, old chap ¥

"1 thought it would fturn out all
right if I caught the little beast 1n &
good temper. You know that. Well,
it didn't. Mo reasen mow why he
shouldo™t be ragged--and ragged bald-
headed ! Seg ™

Harry Wharton laughed.

“I gea!” he said. " Well, you'll find
most of the fellows keener on rapging
than on being awfully, fearfully good.
It was rather a strain yesterday.”

“The strainfulness was  tervific 17
grinned Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

“Make the little heast sit up, any-
how 1" zaid  Archibald,  * Goodness
knows how long this stunt can [ast now,
with all the fellows knowing that T'm
Wibley. It's bound to come out sooner
or later, I suppose. #till, something
may turn up ! Wibley, evidenily, had
not quite lost all his hopefulness, * Any-
how, so long as I'm here I can make
Froggy corry he got ime sacked.
Sea

“Iear, hear!” said Bab.

“"We'll back up,™ said Frank Nugent,
langhing, “and so will all the fel%:wz,
cld chap I

They did!

Tho previpus day the Remove had
played up as one mian, and they had
been as good as pold in the French
class, to give Wib hia chance. But
there was no doubt that they playved up
more enthusiastically when i1t was a
guestion of rogging, Ieally, it was
more in their line |
_If Monsicur Charpentier, that morn-
g, cxpected the l;{r:mm'e te repeat
thewr uncotpnon and surprising  out-
burst of goodiess, he was woelully dis-
appolnted.

When he lek the juniors inte Class-
room Ne. 10, Skinner dvopped a book,
Bolsover wmwajor stumbled over it and
caught at Mlossoo for =apport. There
was 2 bump as Mosseo sat down, with
the burly Bolsover sprawling over him.

“Qaooogh !™ pazped Mosson.  “Aon
Dieu! Bolsover, you verrce clumsy hoy
—aoogh 1

“HBorry, zir ! grinned Baolsover, as ho
picked himself up. "1 stumbled over
something, siv!”

“Help Mossoo up!” cxelalmed Peter
Todd.

Five or six juniors  jrushed Lo
Mossoo’s help. No doubt by acecident,
they got in one another’s way, and
stumbled over him.

“ Hore, look out!™ exclaimed Toddy.
“You're pushing me over AMassoo—
there, I told you so ™

Bump !

“Ciel ] Zat you fall not o me, Todd !
EE'LEIMLI Monsicyr Charpentier.  “Mon

1eu, I am erush—I am squash—>"

“Somebody pushed me, sir—"

* Here;, ot out of the way, Todd,
when I'm trying to help Mossoo 1”
exclaimed DBob Cherry. " Now then,
don’t barge—phew

Bob fell aver Toddy !

“Yoooooocogh!” came in a gurgle
from the unfortunate Mossoo. * Zat you
get off—zat you stop zis—I vant not zo

help—go ‘'vay—go ‘vay viz youl Je
vous dis, go ‘vay !

Mossoo  struggled up, dusty and
breathless.

“"Take you ze lines!” he gasped.
“Todd, you take one hundred lines of
20 Henriade. Sherry, you take one
hundred lines.  Smeet, you take one
hundred lines ! Mon Dhien, who zrow zat
book ¥ shricked Dosseo, as a class-beok
sailed through the air end landed under
his ear.

“Ha, ha, hal®?

“Poppair, I zink you zrow zat
book ! T zink zat I see you! ¥You have
tonjours—alvays—been one good boy,
Poppair, and now you are ons of ze
most bad! I sall cane you, Poppair ¥

Monsiour Charpentier mshncg to his
desk and caught up his cane. He rushed
at Archibald, swishing the cane.

Whaek, whaeclk, whack !

The new junior, hitherto an exmmple
of orderly behaviour in the French class,
felt tho weight of Mossoo's cane for the
first timwe. Threo swipea landed, and
Archibald roared. Then a French
grammar whizzed across the classoroom
and canght Moszo0 on the back of the
head.

e whirled like
turkey.

“Who zrow zabt book?” he howled.

“Ha, ha, ha!™

“Bilence ! Taisez-vous! I vill not
have zis class one garden of ze bear!
I demand io know who crow zat hook !
shrieked DMossoo.

Nobody was likely to give lhim the
required information.

Mossoo stooped, picked up the boaolk,
and planced at the name on ithe title-
age—"W, (. Bunter.” He glarved ot
the Owl of the Remove.

“Buniwr! Zat i3 your grammaire!
You zrow ib, hein? Take zat, and zaf,
and zatl”

“"Yaroooh ! roared Bunter, in in-
ol glmm anguish. 1 never—1 wasn't—
I didn't=—varoocop ¥

“And zat—and zat—"

“Ow! Steppit! I never—" yelled
Bunter.

“Ha, ha, ha [®

“It wasn't Bunter, =ir!™ sa03d Lord
Mauleverer. * Another fellow grabbed
his bheok, s !”

“Oh1” gasped Mossoo.  1Te vealized
that he was Ilaund'ing punizhment in the

rottd an oxcited

wrong quarter—naot Lk LRI NNGT
grenrrence with AMeossao when he got
excited, Y Zen whe zrow  DBuniair’s
bool ¥

"Faroogh! Ow! Wow!” proared
Bunier.

“asez-vous, Duntair!  BSilence viz
youl*

“Ow ! I'm hurt! Ow! Wow!

Yow!” yelled DBunter.

“lat vou be silent ! howled Alossco.
et wern s silepee o oze class! Talie
you e |]‘.IIEILE_"$! Bilence ! Ze next boy
zat speak, 1 frappe him verree hard!
Take zo places, zenl”

The Removites tock their places.

Mozsoo faced bhis elass wiuh glinting
eyes, breathing harvd., It was only wo
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“ I zm told that there is a boy in the Remove calling himself Archibald Popper,”™ thundered Sir Hilton Popper.
young impostor has dared, by jove, to call himsell by my nephew’s name.
* He went in to see the Head, sir,” he replied.

clear that the Trench eclasa was not
going to be good that morning !

Not only were they not good, but they
were, as Mossoo would have expressed
it, badder than they had ever been
before.

Archibald Pepper, the fellow who had
hitherto been so very, very pood, was
the worst of the lat. But the rest bhacked
Lhim up with great heartiness.

When the Remove were dismissed at
the end of the hour they had almost
more lines than they could count; but
they marched out grinning, with a
happy  feeling that they had given
Froggy the time of his life !

Mossoo was left pervspiving and won.
dering, a3 he had often wondered,
whether the life of a French master was
worth living,

Tenn minutes later he went to lis
study; and az he pushed the door open
1o enter something fell from the top of
the door.

It landed on Mossoo's head—and burst
there. It was a bag of Hour!

Maosson sat in lus study doorwas,
crowned with flonr.

He no longer wondered whether a
French master's life was worth living.
ITe decided delinitely that it wasn't!

e

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Cochon !

RCHIBALD grinaed.

“Watch ! he murmured.

“Ile. hLe, Dhe!” {from Billy
Bunter. _ ‘

A group of Hemovites were standing
outside the House after class. One of
them—Archibald Popper—had his hand
in his pockel.
They were

wailling for Alonsicur
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Charpentier to come out—and there was
a meneral grin as the dapper figure of
the French master was spotied in the
doorway.

Moszoo came out, neat and dapper as
usual, with his mincing steps. As he
passed the group of juniors, Archibald
stepped towards lum, stumbled, and
bumped inte his back.

k! Borry, sir!” pasped Archibald.

Monsieur Charpentier whisked round.

A few days ago he would have taken
that stumble as an accident. Now he
knew his Archibald better. Why the
best boy in the junior French class had
suddenly turned into the worst Mossoo
did not know. DBut he knew that it was
so. Even the Dounder in his most reck-
lezz moods. was nob such & ragger as
Arvchibald had becorme.

“You Poppair!” snapped Mozzoo.
“You push me, isn't 1t? Ef'ml are one
verree bad boy, Poppair; as bad as zat
Vibler zat was expel! You take zree
hundred lines of ze Henriade for {o have
push me, nest-ce-pas.”’

And Mossoo, frowning. walked on.

A purgle of merriment followed him.
Mossoo knew that that stumble was
no accident. But he did not know that
Archibald, in stumbling against him.
had fixed a card fo the back of his coat
with a fish-hools !
Archibald had !
The white cacd showed up to advan-
tage against the black coat. On it was
writlen, in large capital lotrers;

“COCHON!"

Cochon, in I'rencl. meant merely a
pig—the harmless and necessary porker.
But, as all the young raseals of the
Remove knew. it was a fearfully insult.
ing word in that langvage. No French-
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** Some rascally

here is he ? * Archibald Popper stepped forward.

man could possibly be called a cochon
without going off at the deep end.

U'nconseious of being labelled with
that awfully insulting nawne. Monsieur
Charpenticr walked on, taking his usual
trot 1n the guad before {ea.

“Ol, my hat!” gasped Dob Cherry.
“Ha, ha, lia!”

“"Ha, ha, ha ! velled the Reomovites.

blonsicur Charpentier glanced round
at that sound of merry lavghter. He
gave ihe Hemovites a suspicious stare,

As he turned, his back was brought
into view of a bunch of Fourth Formers
in the guad, and thev pave a vell.

“Oh pad!” gasped Temple of the
Fourth, “lLook!™

“Cochon '™ stuttered Dabney, staring,
“That means pig! What the dickens
15 ropey labelling himsell pig for®”

“Ha, ha, ha ™

Mossoo, ab the burst of laughter
behind him, spun round again., He
glared at the hilarious Fourth Formers.

“u'est-gue-ceost —vatb i3 iEYY heo
snapped. “Vv for vou laff? Pouf!”

He stalked on, leaving Temple & Clo.
Iaughing,

Coker of the I'ifth. in the guad with
Potter and Greene. starved round at the
chortling Fourth Formers, and then st
the chortling Remaovites.

“What are those fags cackling
about?” he asked. “What's up?
Oh, mv hat! he added., as Ilon-

“HH.
vielled DPofter and

steur Charpentier walked past.
ha, ha "
“ Ha,
Cireenc.
Monsieur Charpentier {urned his head
and gave them a glare. Then he walked
on, with frowning brow and burning
ears., As he passed some Shell fellows

(Continued on page 16.)
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there was a lowl from Hobsen of the
Ahell :

“ILool! Ila, ha, ha!”

“Ha, ha, ha!™ wvelled Stewart and
Ilosking and Carr. .

Muoszsoo walked on, his face red, his
cars ¢rimson !

He could not doubt that he was the
canse of these extraordinary outbreaks
of merriment, though he did not know
why. It looked like o “ rag "—bug it was
not only the Remove this time—Fourth
and Shell wers in it, even Fifth Form
seniors, Indeed, glancing round with
flashing eyes, Mossoo spotted Walker
and Loder of the Sixth yelling with
laughter, Tiven Sixth TFoarm prefects
seemed to be in the joke—whatever it
was |

“AMon Dien!” murmured Monsienr
Charpentier, breathing hard, “One
makes a mock of me—of me is made o
mock | Clest trop !

“Ha, ha, ha!” came & vell.

Dicky Nugent of the Second and a
crowd of fags spotted the card on
Mossoo's back and velled.

Monsicur Charpentier gave them a
withering glare. But the hieroes of the
Second only yelled the more.

Under the spreading elms, across the
quad, Mr. Quelch and Mr. Prount were

acing and talking. Both of them
ooked at Monsicur Charpentier as he
catne  towards them—surprized by the
howls of laughter that followed him,
They could not see Mossoo's back,

“What ever does this mean, Quelch
exclaimed Mr, Prout, staring at about
a hundred laughing faces hehind the
French master,

“Really, T cannot say I answered Mr.
Quelel,  “Homething seems to have
caused a very extraordinary outbreak of
mirth——"

 Mleoster Quelch—Aeester Prout—yvat
1a it zat all zis moean, zen?" exelaimed
fMonsicur Charpeniior, as he reached the
two maslers. " Vy for all zose garcons
zev laff viz zemselves like zaty It i= a
choke! It is one choke! s it zat I
zall be made one choke?”

Tubb of the Third, coming along by
the elms, spotted the cord, and gave a
howl :

“Ia, ha, hal” :

Monsieur Charpentier whiskoed round
at him with an expression on his face
that made Tubb shoot off like an srrrow
from a bow.

But in whisking he revealed the back
of hizs coat to the surprised cves of
Quelch and Prout, They steved akb the
cartl. _

“Upon my word!"™ exclaimed Mr,
Quelch.

“Yxtraordinary ! exclaimed  Alr.
Prout. “Monzieur Charpentier, what 1s
vour object in this?"

“Vat*" yappod Mossoo, whisking
round again. “Vat you say, sair®”

“ Cochon—=" exclaimed Mr. Prout.

“Vatt? DMossoo jumped. " Vab vou
sav? You say cochon to me, sair? Mai,
Ilenri  Charpeniter, cochonlt  WYous
m’insullez, n'est-ce-pas Y

Tue Macwer Lisrany.—No. 1,540,

THE MAGNET

Mr. Prout made a backwards step as
the ¥rench master gesiiculated uwnder
his nose.

“(Oalm vourself, sir !? snapped Prout.

“Mais non ' spluttered Alossoo. Dt
tout! Vous dites cochon—on m'appelle
cochor.. Cfest un mensenge, monsicar!
Vous m'insulice—sumis-jo cochon n

“I did net eall you a cochon, sip!”
gasped Mr, Prout,

“Mais je vous entends!™ shrielked
Monzieur Charpentier. * I hear you viz
my own ears, zat vou say cochon !

“No!” gasped Mr. Prout. I merely
repeated the word labelled on the back
of vour eoat, mir”

" Comment

“1 fail to understand vour object in
thiz, sir! Burely you must cxpect the
Lbovs to lavgh if you walk the guad-
rangle with a label on your back!™
snapped Prout. * No wonder, sir, that
they are laaghing 1™

“Ha, ha, ha!” came a vell from all
over the guad.

“Zere iz somoezing on my baek?”
gasped Monsieur Charpentier. * Mais
qu-cst-gue-c'est, zen, vat iz it on ze
back? 1 know mnot zaf zere 13 anyzing
on my back 1"

He twisted round to look at the back

‘of s coat. That was rather a difficult

performance.  Mossoo revelved com-
pletely on his axis, in hiz endeavour to
look at the back of his coat.

Mr. Quelch, compressing his lips to
keep them from twitching, reached out
and jerked the card from bossoo's back.

Prout stared disapprovingly. FProut
could not imagine why Mossoo had
pinned that card on his coat. It did
not seem to ocour to Prout’s poweriul
brain that Mossoo hadn’t.

“ Look, sir ! gasped Mr. Quelcl.

IHe held up the card.

Monsigur  Charpentier
revolve, "and stared at it.
splutter of fury.

“ Cochion 1" he gasped. “On m'appelle
cochon, n'est-ce-pas?  One me calls
cochon, isn't it? Yes! Zoy stick zat on
ga back ! - Mai foi! Who do zat? Is it
zat T am one cochon—one peegi Difes
done! Who do zat?”

“Oh ! ejoaculated Prout. “You did
not place it there yourself, Monsieur

ceased  to
He gave &

Charpentier ¥ ]
“Comment?  Allons, done! DMoil
MNon! Bome mauvals EArCon-—gose bad

boys in ze Renwove, je erols—I zink !
Mais ouw1! Cest affrense—it iz of ze
too bad! LEb pourquol ¢  sourire,
Meezter Quelch—you smmile, sn't it ¥7

“Ol, no! Not at all ! gasped My,
Quelel, I eertainly did not intend to
smile, sir! This 13—is—is most dis-
rvespeetfoal—"

“Ha, ha, ha ! came a yell.

“(Fest trop! Je dis, ¢'en est trop 1”
hooted Monsiewr Charpentier; and, in
a burst of fury, he tore the card into
fragments—rather forgetting the fish-
hook attached to it in his excitement.
Ilowever, he was guickly reminded of
the fish-hook., “Ow! Wow ! Qoooooh!
I am sticked viz a pin! I am looked 1

ze finger ! Qoooococh !

“Ia, ha, hat”

Prout and Quelch Larped awaey, io
hide their faces—though probably
fossoo was quite aware that ihey

were smiling.

Crimzon with weath, Frogevy whisked
back to the Ilouse and dizappeared
within, & roar of laughter following him
as he disappeared.

As for the two masters, they continned
their walk, deciding, doubtless wisely;
that it was betier to ignore the whole
incident, sinee the culprit, whoever he
T.'::sL could hardly now be brought tfo
laln]

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Astonishing !

1 LE3S my soul 1
B Dr. Locke uttered that ejacu-

lation several times in tones of
the greatest astonishment,

Life 15 full of zurprises, and no doubt
the Head of CGreyiriars had had his
share of them in his long carcer as a
schoolmaster,

But never had Dr. Locke Lecn so
utterly astonished, amazed, and be-
wildered as he was now.

He sat in his study, with a letter in
his hand. He gazed at it with dizzy
eyes., That letter seemed to flabbergast
the headmaster of Groviriara,

Ho roze at last and toucled the bel.

Trotter, the House page, appeared.

“ Request Mr. Quelch to come here as
quickly as pessible 1" said the Head.

11 Q25T 1.1;

Trotter hurried away,

Dr. Locke sat down again. He gazed
st the letter—gazed at it as if he
doubted whether his eyes deceived him.
He had already perused it three times;
now he perused it a fourth fimue, with
undiminished astonishment.

That letter was written in the well-
known hand of Sir Hilton Fopper, of
Popper Court, s member of the
Governing Board. Dr. Locke had had
letters from Bir Iilton before, never
much to his gratification. But certainly
no letter from the lord of Popper Court
had ever astonished him before as this
one did. Even at the fourth perusal, he
seemed unable to believe what be saw.

Mr. Quelch entered the study in a
few minutes,

Heo started a little as he saw the
expression of almost dazed bewilder
ment on the headmaster's face,

“Mr. Quelch, this—this letter—"
stuttered the Head.

“From Blr. Wibley, sir?” asked the
Remove master. * I agree, sir, that the
matier is growing quite intolerable 1

There had been considerable corre-
spondence of late from Wibley's pater.
Mr. Wibley, who had auppnmﬂ that hia
son had been permitted to stay on ab
the school after being “sacked,” had
naturally been wvery much surprised
when he was informed that William,
who had not gone home, was not at
Greyfriars, but apgegrpd to be staving
somewhere in the vicinity.

“(0h, no! gasped the Head. *This
letter is not from Mr. Wiblev; 1t has
nothing to do with that matter, Mr.
Queleh, This letter is from Sir Hilton
Popper.”

“ Indeed, sir!” : i

# Jte—it=—il iz amazing—incoimprehens
sible, Mr. Queleh ! Bir %'liﬁi:-n's nephew
i3 in your orm !”

“Certainly, =ir!” answered DMr.
Quelch, in wonder. “Popper has been
in the Remove several weeks now.™

“Preciselv so?” said the Head.
“Then what, Mr. Quelch, can this letter
from his uncle and guardian possibly
mean "

Me. Quelch was auite unable to
answer that one, as he had not the
faintest 1dea what was in the lebter.

“Vou will remember, Mr. Queclch.
that there was some doubt on Bir
IMilton's part whether he would finally
decide to send his nephew here.” said
ithe Head. *“The maticr was arran
in the middle of the term, but Sir
Hilton telephoned that, owing to cerbain
cireumstances, he was undecided.”

“1 remember perfectly, sic™

“But he must have decided finally Lo
sendd the boy here, Br. Queleh, as the
boy came.”

“Certainly, sir! The boy
now."”

i3 here



“Quite so! It iz scarccly possible
that =ir Llilton Popper can have for-
gotten scending hiz vephew o Grey-
iriars?”

Mr. Quelch ziared.

“ Bearcely, ir,” he eaid. T He
appeared to be undeeided for some time,
and to be thinking of other views for
the boy—he is, in fact, if I may say so,
& somewhat fusay and undecided man.
But 1t certainly i1s not possible that he
cati have forgotten the decision to which
he eame.”

“Then what can thiz letter mean®”
gasped the ITead.

Again Mre. Quelel failed to supply
the answer. Bat he wondered very
curiouzly what could pozsibly be in the
lattar,

1t 12 an answer to a leiter from me,”
explained the Head, ™ but—but—but 1t
is a4 mosk amazing answor.  As the boy
Popper has now been lere a month, Mr,

ueleh, and as the term s near its end,

was—ahem *—a little surprised that
Sir Hilton had made no reference to
his nophew’s school fees.”

“He has made none, sir ™ asked M.
Quelch.

“Nene! Asa governor of the school,
he Is, of conrse, aware that it is ous-
tomary for fees to he pald in advance
of the term. The halftcrm’s fees for
his neplew should have been paid when
ha came in the middle of the term.
Mearing that Sir Hilton had refurned
from Lendon, I instrucred my secrotary
to send him & fote to Paopper Court to
draw his attention to the matter.™

“Quite 20, =ip”

*“He has wriktfen to me in answer, He
has written this lelter,”  Dr, Locke held
1t up.  “lIle staics, AMr. Quelch—he
aclually states that he has not sent his
nephew to Greyfriars 17

Mre, Queleh jumped.

Y He=he—he states what, 10 7" almost
babbled the Remove master.

“That he has not sent s hephew
Archibald te Greyfriars at all; that he
iclophoned  1we,  before leaving for
Loudon in =ome haste, to the effect that
the boy weould not ke coming here, and
that he thercfore eniirely fails {o under-
stand 1y seerctary’s reference 1o the
half-tern’s fces,”

Mr, Quelch gazed Blankly at the
ITead.
The Ilead gazed blankly at AMr.
Quelch.

“ Upon my word !” gasped the Remove

niaster.
*Look at ithe letter, Mr. Quelch!
Read 1t Can—do you think—ecan Sir

1iilton be wandeving in his mind i

“It would ecertainly sppear =o, sir,
fromm this ! =aid the amazed Remove
master, * His nephew has been here for
weeks in mi Form. 1 must say that
1his is quite hevond my compreliension.”

Mr. Quelen took the letter and read
it. It was bricf, but quite to the point.
1t stated, as the IIead had saud, that
Archibald Popper had not heen sent to
Greyfriars, and that 8ir Hilton Pepper
had phoned Dr. Locke to apprise him of
the change of plan before leaving for
Fondon with his nephew. Tt stated
further, in quite an unpleasant wav,
that Sir Hilton entirely failed to undoer-
stand the reference to fees.

" You dul not receive such a telephone
call from Bie Hilton, sir#*
- “Obviously pot, dMr. Queleh, I have
no rocollecuon whatever of any such
teleplione call.  Moreover, the boy is
here”

“Certainly he i3z lere, sy, in my
Form."

“Then ¢an you understand this, Alr.
Qo leh ¥

“ 1 canped, aire®

“Unless Biv Ihlton 12 sulTering from
some peculiar amental Tailare®

EVERY SATURDAY

“It ceriainly looks like it, =ir. But,
as Sir Hilton is now back at Popper
Court, vou might ring him up and ask
for an explanation,” suggested Mr.
Queleh, 1t srems absolutely impossiblo
that he can have farﬁ&tt&n sending his
nephew here; yet in thia letter he states
explicitly that he left for Lendon and
tock hizs nephew with himn The whele
affair 15 inexplicable,”

“Tltterly z0," zand the Head.

“Bir Hilton may be able to make
some explanation——"

1 *n.--irl, at all cvents, speak te him,”
zaid the Head. *It appears to me a
cage of an extracrdinary delusion—hbut
I will see, at least, what he has to say.™

He turned o the telephone, lifted the
recelver, and gave the number of
Popper Clourt,

A manservant’s voice came through.

“Dir. Locke speaking from  Grey-
irtars !” =aid the Head, “ Kindly e=k
Sir Hilion Popper to come Lo the
telephone. ™

" Very good, sir.”

The Head waited. Mr. Quelch
waited. Both of them waited in & state
of bewildered amazement till the gruff
bark of the lord of Popper Court came
over the wires.

THE THIRTEENTH CHAFTER.
Not Archibald !

G ENIR LILTON POPPER—"
“Bpeaking [Y came the bark,

“Your letter, sin” murmured

the Head, 1 should he very

glad M you covld give me some
explanation—>"

The bark from Popper Court inter-
rupted i,

“Aly letter reauires no explanation,
Dr, Locke. Tt is vour leiter o mo that
requires explanation, [ shonld like to
koow what it means, by Jove !

“Your nephew, sir—"

“"Hove I not made it clear, Dr
Locke, that my plans were allered with
regard to my nephew Archibald

“* But—-"

“It was my intention to place him al
Greyfriars. The boy preferred the
sea, but that, of course, did not weigh
with me, But, as 1t fortunately
happened, an  cxcellent  opportunity
offered for placing him in a training-
ship. As the cost was considerably less
I paturally clozed with &, As 1 in-
formed vou of my change of plan at the
time—"

“ But—"" gasped the Head.

“¥Your letter to me, sir, was
absolutely  inexplicahble. Foar what
imaginable veason, siv, am I asked to

pay the bov's fees when he had never
cven entered the school in his life?”

The Head and Mr., Quelch exchanged

lances  over  the  telephone, The

emove master was standmg close to
Lear what was said.

To both of them ihis sounded like
insanity ]  They knew, 1f Bir Hilion
Popper did not, that Archibald Poppor
was in the Greyfriars Reomove |

Yostraordinary 1" murmured
Head,

“ Amazing " breathed Mr. Queleh,

“Is that all. sir?" barked Sir IiHon,

ihe

“ Mo, nol Pray be patient, siv " saiul

3 - i TR
the llead 1n a ecothing voice. ' You—
vou=—you_ stated 1hat  your nepliew

Archibald had never entered the school
i his life M

“Cervtainly he has not ! T should have
brought  kim  there,  according io
arrangement, but Jor my chaoge of
plan, of wlich I ]'u”i; mlormed you™

“1 received no such infonmation from
you, Sir Hilion,”

“What? Am I to supposc that you
have lozt your memory, sir? 1 had 1o

17
leave for London in haste with my
nephew, or I should have written, As

it wag, I telephoned to youn that evening
—youi answersd the call siv ™ -
“1 cortainly did not, Sir Hilton !
“What? Somcone certainly did-—1

supposed that it was you, as I supposcd
that I was speaking to youl ut if
soaneone clse took the call no doubt it

was reported to you i
“Tt was not, sir "
Then  someone et Greyfriars s
guilly of negligence, sir, and 1 recom-
mend you to find out whe it i1a "

snorted the lord of Fopper Court,
“Good gad! Do you mean to tell me,
Dr. Locke, that you remained in

ignorance of my cheange of plan and
supposced that my nephew wag coming
to the school ¥

“ Certainly, sipl”

“Good gad! But that makes litile
difference, as I suppose vou must have
realised that the boy was not coming

when he pever came!” barked Sir
Hilton.

“ But ho came, sir—"

I-F“?h&t. ]!I

“Your nephew Archibald Popper is
here——"

“ Ave you jesting, Dy, Locke "

“Jesting, sirl" gasped the Ilead
“Cortainly not 1™

“Then what do_you mean? Explain
what you mean. My nephew Archibald
is neot at Greyicrars! took him to
Londoen a maonth agpo and left him there.
What de you mean, then?''

“I mean, sir, that your nephew
Archibald arrived at the school on the

day he was expected here, and has been
here ever since.”

“ Nonsense [
“Wha-a-at? What Jdid you say, Sir
sir!  Rubhish |

Hilton "
"1 said nonsense,

Nonsense! Is that Dr. Locke speaking

or some young rascal playing a trick ¥

“Bless my soull It is Dr. Locke
speaking——"

“Then what do you mean, =iri”
hooted Sir Hilton Popper. "I doubt

wlel ior you arve in your right senses,
by gad! What do yon mean by saying
that my nephew Archibald is at the
sehool, when he is not within a hundred
mileg of Greyfriars?”

Dr. Locke looked at Mr. Quelch
again.

Mr. Queleh looked st Dr. Locke
exprosaively,

The bark from Popper Court camo
rapping through:

“PDr. Locke !

“Yeg, Sir Hilton 1" pasped the Head.

“Am I to understand that a boy has
arrvived at Greyiriars, calling hinself by
the name of Archibald Popper, and
claiming to be my nephow ¥

“Cortainly 1™

“Then ha is impostor, sir 1"
voared Bir Hilton, “He 13 a rascally
impostor, and vou have been deccived
and deluded 1

“Bir Hilion 1™

“1 repeat, sir. that if there is a boy
at Greyfriars calling himself Archibald
'opper he i= an imposior ! Is be at the
schonl now T

“Yesz, yes! He is in the Bemove—"

* Detan him [

“Wha-a-t 3"

“Let him be seeured! I will come
over at onecel It may be necessary to
give him inte custody |7

“Bless my soul 17

“An impostor, sir, if you are speak-
ing seriously, and if there veally is such
a boy at Greyfriars——"

“I am cortainly speaking seriously,
=iy Hillon 1™ rapped the Head tartly.
“And I find it difficult to believe that—
that—-" Heao turned to Mr. Queleh.
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“Mr. Quakl 3 j= surely impossible
that—that-—-

“I can hardly think it possible, sir.
The boy arrived here on the day that
Popper was expected. His box had his
nanwe on it, and his hinen and clothes
must have been marked with the name
or initials, or the House dame certainly
would have ohserved 1. So far as I am
aware, s5ir, the boy's hona fides can be
taken as unguestionable.”

HAn  ampostor, sir!"  came Sir
Hilton's hoot, “What iz the bov like
in appearance, sir? Hasz he red hair?™

“Has he vod hair, Mr, Queleh 7™

“Certainly not! He has rather thick
and wavy brown hair !

“He has brown hair, Sir Hilton.”

“My nephew Archibald, sir, has red
haw—very conspicuous red hair!  He
has been nicknamed for that reason—he
has been called * Ginger,” sir!  1f the
boy vou speak of has brown hair he can
be nothing like my nephew Archibald
to look at. I repeat, sir, that Archibald
has red hair!”

“Blesz my sonl!"”

Mr, Quelch looked startled. That
detail hiad rather a convincing effect.
And Siv Hilton, though he spoke like a
very angry man, cerfainly did not speak
like one who was wandering in his
mind,

“Mr., Quelch, can it be possible—"
gas‘%ﬁl the Head.

“If it 15 correct that Sir Hilton's
nephew has red hair, sir, certainly the
boy in my Form cannot be his nephew, "

“But — who — what—""  stammered
the Head.

“Detain that boy ill T arvive " came
Sir Hilton's angry hoot, “ Some rascally
voung impastor, by Jove! I will come
over ot once! 1 will order my car
mstantiv!  The voung zcoundrel! To
dare to use the name of P'opper for his
sconndrelly  imposture ! rood  gad!
Take care to keep him ak the school,
sir, till I arrive! I will question him
angd hand him over to the police if he
cannot give an account of himself!
Take care that he dees not escape, sic!
Cood gad!”

The I?ngr}f baronet at Popper Court
I'a 0L,

“"Upon my word!” sald the Head
faintly, as he put up the receiver. * This
js—is—is most exfraordinary—it is
quite unnerving, Mr. Queleh! Ts it
imaginable that we have been decoived
by soine impostor ™

Mr. Quelch knitted his browa,

“It bogina to look possible, sir,
amazing az it i21” he said, * Perhaps it
woulid ba beet to send for Popper, sir,
and guestion him.”

“Tmmediavely, Mr, Queleh ™
The Head touched the bell, and
Trotter appeaved again, He was dis-

patched to call Arcnbald Popper of the
Remove to the headmaster's study——and
the two masters waited, m o state of
doubt mingled with bewilderment and
nmazement, for Archibald Popper to
Rppear !

L

THE FOURTEENTH CHAFTER.

Before the Beak !

i Fr——" snid Avchibald.

l “If  which®"'  asked Bob

Cherry,

The Famous Five and Archi-
beld were in the gquad after tea. 1lap-
pily unaware of the storm that was
about to buest on him, William Wibloy
was it 4 thoughtful mood, and appar-
ontly f('{"].illﬁ hopeful.

“If & fellow had s chianee—" he
said. “You see, there's one thing
about that lirtle beast Froggy—he's &
gratoful little beast!{ You remember
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how he oopzed pratitude over Toddy—
that time when Toddy knocked over
the tramp with his bike. And that
stunt we tried on—two of you fellows
getting up in costs and masks aud
grabbing him, and me rushing to the
!'in_:-ﬁc'ul.-. would have been a winner, if-
j et

“If it hadn't been a frost!” grinned

ob,
“I don't scem te have any luck,”
sighed Wibley, “I got jolly good

ideas, but they slwavs seem to work
out the wrong way, somehow.”

Whereat the Famous Five smiled.

Wibley, it was true, was the fellow
for ideas. He had originel ideas,
bright ideas, not to ﬁn% amazing and
extraovdinary 1deas. ut there was
no deubt that something seemed always
to go snuss in the carrying out of those
wonderful ideas.

“Bit of a haudicap being a silly
aes 1" remarked Johnny Bull

Grunt from Wibley.

ITe did not think himself that that
was the explenation.

“If that stunt had come off, Froggy
would have wept gratitude over me,
same as he did over Toddy,” said
Archibald. *But—but it went wonky:
1 don’t seem fo get much luck. i
course, 1t's a comfort to rag the little
beast—that's all right. But it won't
cot me back to Greviriars.™

“Hardly ! agreed Wharton,

“Tf~—" ropeated Archibald,

“The if-fulvess is  terrifie!”
nered Hurree Jamset Ram Bingh,

“If I'd chipped in the other day,
you know, I told you I saw that nosey
blighter Huggins chasing Mossoo
through Friardale Wood, If TI'd
chipped in and knocked him down, it
nught have done the trick. Mossoo's
fearfully nervy of that brute. He went
along to Courtficld end badgered old
Grimey for not arresting thet tramp.
Now if I'd weighed in and knocked
him dewn—"

Wibley sighed over lost opportunities,

The Famous Five gazed at him.

mur-

“*You—you think you could have
knocked him downi” gasped Bob
Cherry,

“ Jollv lucky von never thought of it
at the time " grinned Nugeut, “That
tramp could uﬁmp vou with his little
finger, old beant”

Another grunt from Wibler,

It was rather his way to overlook
difficulties,  Certainly Bill Huggins
would have made remackably short
work of him had Wibley chipped in
on that occasion.

“Now it's too lale,” sald Archibald.
“I've no doubt that Huoggins has
cleared out of the neighbourhood, with
the police honting for him. No chance
of catching him bashing Fropggy, and
weighing in, and making the little
beast grateful.

“Just as well for you, old bean,”
grinned Dab. “Tf vou got one punch
from thal man IHwggins you wouldn't
be  bothering  about getbing  back to
Grevfriars. You'd have to book a bed
in a hospiial.”

“Oh, rats!” vapped Wibley,

“Master Popper!” Trotber came out
of the House, looked round, and came
over to the group of juniors. “ You'ro
wanted., sir, 1n the "Lad’s study.”

“IHalle, hallo, halle! What's up?®”
urked DBob Cherey,

The clhums of the BEemove looked
serious. Generally it meant trouble, if
a junior waa sent for to the head-
master’'s study.

“What does the Big Beak
Trotter?”? asked Nugent.

Trotter grinned,

“He didn't say, sir,

want,

Ile jest says,

find Moster Popper, and send him in,
sir. Mr, Quelch is with him,” added
Trotter.

And he went back into the Ilouse,

Archibald gave a grunt,

“A row, I expect,” he said. " Per-
haps Froggy's found glue in his hat,
I don’t see why they should jump on
me, if he has, I didn't leave my card
with the glye.™

He went iuto the House.

Harry Wharton & Clo.
glances,

In Archibald's peculiar position there
was danger, every day and every hour,
of am:mt}nn% coming out—especially
now that all the Remove knew tho
seeret, It was, indeed, surprising that
he had been able to carry on so loug
utdetected. They could not help won-
dering whether that summons to the
Head's study meant that something had
come out,

Archibald seemed to have no doubt,
however, He made his way cheerfully
enough to the Head's study. and tapped
on the door,

*Come inl™
voice,

Archibald stepped in.

He breathed rather quickly as he saw
the portentous gravity in the faces of
the two masters.

Lvidently something was = up.”  And
Archibald conld not help feeling that
if. logked like something more seriouns
Lha.n glue in Monsieur Charpentiec’s

ab.

“You sent for me, sir® he asked.

“Yes, I}nm;mr," said Dr. Locke. *1
sant for you.’

_ He fixed his eves keenly on the new
junior.

The gimlet eves of Quelch fixed on
him at the same moment, and never
had they seomed so like ghinlets, They
almost secrmed to bore into Archibald,

His heart beat a liitle faster,

But he was quite cocl-headed,
William Wibley needed a lot of nerve
for the part he was plaving at Grey-
friars School; but he had all the nerve
he needed.

There was a long moment of silence
while the two masters scanned him.
Then Mr. Quelch rose, and crossed to-
wards the door.

Archibald supposed for a moment
that he was going to leave the study.
But he did not leave the studv.  Ho
stood with his back to the door, be-
tween the junior and the door, his eves
still on Archibald.

Wibley's heart gave a thump,

Mr., Quelch's action was significant.
Had he placed himself there to pro-
vent a sudden bolt from the study?
Certainly it looked like it,

Y Now, Mopper,” said the Head.

“%¥es, sir,” breathed Archibald,

“1 have reccived a communication
from vour uwele and guardian, Sir
Hilton Popper,” said Dr. Locke, *“Ha
has just spoken to me on the iele-
phone.”

With all his nerve, Wibley quaked.

Ho that was il

The game was up i

Wibley, in borrowing the name of Sir
Ililton's nephew, had had to take that
risk. It had not seemed to him much
of a risk as Sir Hilton did not know
that his nephew was supposed, by tha
Head, to be at Greviriars. Anyvhow,
he had had to take 15, And now that
old ass st Popper Court had weighed

cxchanged

said the Head's deep

i
Wibley's heart was in his boots. But
he was still cnol, nis part,

1f pi:t:riilgi_
without the flicker of an eyelid, or the
quiver of a nerve, could see Lhim
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throuzh, he was going to met through
oll vight.

“Indeed, sir!™ he sawd. “Has Sir
Hilton sent me a message, sir?~

He knew, of course, that 3ir Hilton
hadn’t, and couldn't have., But it
seemed the rvight thing to say,

The HMead gazed at him very
earncstly, He hardly knew whether he
suspected this boy of imposture, or Bir
Hilton of wandering in his nund. That
cusual reply disarmed him,

“No, Popper,’® he said, after 8 long
pause. S Hilton has made a very
surprising  and  oxtraordinery  state-
ment. MHe states fhat his  nephew
Avchibald was not sent to Greyfriars

ant all’” i )
“Dacs he, siv?” asked Archibald,
" That is

Ilis face registered surprize.
very surprising, sir.”

“Ile states,” said the Head, *that
any boy who has presented himself
here, calling imsclf Avchibald Popper,
is an impostor,”

“Oh, sir !

“Have you anvihing to zay on tho
subjeef, 'apper ™

"“"’“rc:”, sir, this is rather startling”
said Archibald, *I1—T think, =r that
you have met Hir IlLilton—"

“T1 have mnalurally met 3Sir Ililton
Popper a good many times, as he is a
governor of the zchool, Popper. YWhat
do you nrean

“1 mean, sir, 25 von have mct him,
you may have noticed—aliem '—that he
1=—13 o little eecentrie at times,™ sug-
pested  Avehibalkd,

“Foeend ric 7 cand the Headl,

“1 hardlv litke 1o mention it, =ir, hut
—but a bittle—jot a  litfle—gueer,”
said  Arehibald calbimly, “He mght
say anything, =i, Plhere are times, s,
when nobody knows what he s going
Lo say nexe”

EVERY SATURDAY

Dr. Locke and My, Queleh exchanged
a quick, signficant glanee. They knew
Sy Hilton FPopper as a fussy, hasty,
peppery old gentleman, far from bright
i the intellectual line. It was possible
that the old gentleman was suffering
from some delusion.

Archiboald understeod that quick ex-
change of glanees between ithe two
masters, His hopes rose,

“If I may say so, sir, I chouldn’t
take much notice of anvthing Sir
Eilton may say on the telephone,” said
Archibald. “"He has fanecics, sir.'’

" Bless my soul ' sabkd the Head,

" Fawncies ¥ repeated Mr, Quelch.

“¥eory queer fanecles sometimes, sty
It's ;-:encrulﬂy considered best to humour

ki ™
“PBless my  scul ! =aid the Head
again.
“Ta bhwrsuar him!” breathed 3Alr
CGueleh.
“That's the hest way, =ir,”™ said
Archibald, " S0 long as he 15 not con-

tradicted, he is roally all right. Contea-
diciion makes him very exciled.”

The two masters looked at one another
agaitl.

There was a long pausze. The Ilead
br?ljhg tke silence at I?sl.

“You may go, ior
Popper,™ he sald.

“Yoez, nr”

Mr. Quelch stopped az:ide, and Archi-
bald left the study.

My, Quelch shut the door after him
and looked ab the Head.

“What do youn think, Mr. Quelch
asked Dr. Locke slowly.

“I fear, sir, that this is =ome strange
abereation on the part of Siv llilion
Popper. [ can scarcely think anything
elze,” said thoe Remove master. ™ 'The

the present,

19

= ra

-

““How do I look ? ™ inquired Bolsover, when Wibley had finished with his make-up box. Ha?e a squint ! ** smfled Hari'g
Wharton, holding up 2 mirror for the junior {o see himself, Bolsaver Jooked—and gasped. Staring baek at him was the face of
Bill Huggins, the tramp who had sworn to revenge himsell on Monsienr Charpentier,

boy is apparently well acquainted with
th?s—-this Eilifirmif.:,r'!”

“My own opinton,” =zaid the Ilead.
A very sad case, Mr. Quelch, but I can
have little doubt that Bir Hilton was
wandering a little. I zuppose he will
call, as he has ssid that he will do, =0
please bs present when he comes, M.
?u&lch. In—in the circumstances, I
should prefer not to interview Siv Hilton
Fuplpm alona.”

: Euite understand, siv.”

And the two masters waited, not very
comfortably, for the arrival of the lord
of Popper Court, who—unless Archibald
was 8 particalarly coel and astute
young rascal—was evidenily nob quite
right in the head |

——

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
Bolted !

b ALLO, hallo, halle !
* All serene I®
Archibald chuckled.
It was a relief the
Famous Five to sea him come sway
from that interview with the Head, look-
mg so merry and bright.  They hed
fearcd  that ik meant trouble=-bad
trowhle. Apparently, however, the
titerview had bucked Archibeld.
“Right as rain!” said Archibald
vheevfully,.  “Lucky I've got a cool
,}:ﬂad en my shoulders, though., 1Ia,

al”

“Tut whkat «id the Ilead
asked Harry Whavton,

Archibald ehuekled again.

“0ld Popper's been on the plione 1*
he cxplaingd.

“What " exclaimed the captoin of

Tie Maagser LipRary.—No, 1540,
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the Remeve, aghast.
Hasz he heard—"

“Yes ™

“He's heard  that
stuttercd, Nugent.

L Just that [

“And You say that it's
raind" gasped Johnny Bull

*Quite I

“ But—but—but he must have told
thoe Head that you're not his nephew
Archibald, if he's heard of you at all!”
exclaimed Wharton.

“Ile hast” said Archibald, with a
nod.

“{Oh crikey ! Then yonr game’s ap

LR

“The upfulness is tervific !
“Forget it!” said Archibald cheer-

“0Oh crumbs!t
vou're herei”

right as

l??

fally. “The game would have been
up if I'd lost my head. No doubt
about that. But I didn't. T've stuffed

the beaks all right!” Ee chortled
“¥ou see, I conld spot at once that
they didn't know what to make of it
—and it was easy to put them on the
trock "

“0n the track "

“Yez. At the first suggestion that
-a}'ld1 Poppe. was cranky, they lapped it
u |.”
he Cranky | gasped Wharton.

“ Beeentric — queer — eranky — balmy

—batchy=—potty—— Sec? After all,
what did it look like?” grinned
Archibald “A man sends his nephew

to Groyfriars—then he says ho mnever

sent him! INaturally, old Locke must
have wondered whether he was
batty——""

“{Hh cramba” .

“It only needed a hint from me,”
suid Archibald brightly, “They've got
it right into their heads now that old
Popper's wonky in the crumpet, and
has to be humoured. Next time he
rings up, I've no doubt tho Head will
talk 1o him soothingly—humouring
himy, you know. You have to humour
people who have bats in the belfry 1™

The Famous Five fairly blinked at
Archibald. Certainly, they had re-
garded his game as uiterly up as soon
as Sir Hilton Popper heard of him.
But Wibley had not becn at the end
of his rvesources—though this amazing
resouree  was enough to take their
breath away.

“You—vou—ryou funny idiet !V stuk-
tered DBob Cherry. " ¥ou've really
made the Head and Queleh think that
old Popper’s batty——"

“They half-thought so already. I
only had to give the fimshing touch,”
saied the cheery Archibald,  “It's all
right pow.” : )

“Vou don't think that it's
thick 7" pazped Harry Wharton.

“Eht Nol™ .

“You don’t think that il's rother
rotten and unscrupulous, vou silly fal-
head " growled Johnny DBull.  “ Do
vou ever fhink at all?”

T " The tlhinkiulness of the esteemed
Wibley is not great!” grinned llurreo
Jamset Ram Singh. " But what will
happen, my absurd Wib, if the excel-
lent and execrable baronet blows in at
the school B

“Teat’s hope ha won'L1* said Wibley.

“fer: to ona he will. now he's back
at Popper Court,” said Harry, ™ Why,
vou fethead, he's sure to come over

too

specially, if he’s heard that there's a
fellow nere  ealling  bumself has
nephew !

“Oh1™ zaid Archibald., and he

ceased to grin. Leg-pulling was one
matter, but facing the lord of Iopper
Conrt in his wrath was guite another.
“Oh! That would be a bit of a dilli-
Trs Manwer Lianary.—No. 1540.
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culty ! Still, he mayn't comel”
added hopefully,

“If he does—"

“Fm not going to meot troubles hali-
way. [—*

“Hallo, halle, hallo!” ejaculated
Bob. " Look—"

A ear whisked 1 at the gates, shot
up the drive, and slopped at the
House. From it descended a tall, bony,
white-moustached gentleman, with an
eyeglass gleaming 1n a fiery eve.

“Dh! gasped Archibald.

“I say, you fellows1” Billy Bunter

rolled up in great excitement. "I say,
that's old Popper! 1 say——"
A good many fellows were looking at
Sir Hilton. Never an amisble-looking
gentlemnan, he now had a thunderous
frown on his brow. He stared round,
with the aid of his eyeglass, and then
called to the group of juniors who were
standing near the door.

“ere, Wharton 1"

“Yes, sir!™ igaspf.-:i Harry.

“You are a Hemove boy, I thinkl I
am teld that thers is a boy in the

e

Reomove calling himself  Archibald
Poppee! Where is he?”
i igricp-plpaPa:-pper, gir [ stuttered

Harry.

Archioa!d wos standing there, look-
ing at the old baronet. Obviously, the
lord of Popper Court did not know that
nephew by sightl

“Yes!” roared Sir Hilton. “Soma
rascally young impostor has dared, by
Jove, to call himself by my nephew’s
name! Where 13 he? If he i3 here,
point him out to,me! I have a riding-

whip here to lay round him, by
Jove "

“0Oh 1™ pasped Harry.

Archibald, with perfect coolness,
made a utep forward.

“Did you say Archibald Popper,

sir? he asked. )

“1 did,!” hooted Bir Hilton.

“He went in to see the Head, sir,
about a quarter of an hour ago,” said
Archibald—a statement that made the
Co. gasp-

Certainly, it was--brue -enoughl Tt
was a quarfer of an hour since Archi-
bald lag been sent for by the Iead.

“0Oh, very well!” snorted Bir Hilton,
undonubtedly deriving the 1mpression,
froon  Axchibald's  statement,  that
Archibald was still with the ITcad.

He stalked inlo the Hounse.

“Oh, wmy only hat!” murmuored
Archubald.

“Ile, hr, he!” cackled Billy Bunter.
“Y say, you fellows, Wibley's for it
now! He, he, he! Tow-ow! Stop
kicking me, Bob Cherry, you beast!”

“VWihat are vou going to do, Wib, old
man ??  asked HMHarry Wharion hur-
viedly. “¥ou'll be senb for in a minute
or two—"

Archibald whistled.

“(oing to tell the Head that old
Popper's  batty, in  his  presence?”
asked Johnny Bull sarcnstically.,  “Or

ing to tell old Popper so himself?

e might belicve yuu—gurhnps g

“Shut vp, Johnny, old manl Look
heve, Wib, what are you going to
do*” asked Bob Cherry.

“A  bunk!” answered Archibald
briefly.

“And the sooner, the bettec!” said
Nugent anxiously., “The old bean
meant that bit about the riding-whip!”

“Don't I  know himi"  growled
Wibley. “The old asz—of coursé he
had to barge in asnd spoill the best
slunt that ever was! To think that
I'va carricd on here for weeks, and
now that blithering old donkey——"

“MNover mind that, ald chap ! said

Harry. “TFos goodness' sake get out
of sight, before they send a prefect to
walk you in—"

*Cut down to Courtficld, and take
the train home, old fellow [ snid Dob.

Snort !—from Wibley.

“I'll watch it!* he smapped.

“The game's up here, old chap, and
there'll be a terrific row if you'ra
snaffled—-

“I know that. But I'm not going
home. Y've told my father that I've

ot & chance of getting back at Grey-
riars, and I'm not going to own up
beaten.”

# But——" gasped Nugent.

“T'm getting back to Greyfriars,
somehow! 1 don’t know how, yet! Butg
somehow ! If that old ass hadn’t butted
1 like this—"

“But he has, old ¢hap! He has!
For goodness’ sake, feb a move on,
before you're grabbed by the back of
tha neck " urged Bob.

“I say, you fellows—"

* Shut up, Bunter 1

“]1 gay, here comes Loder—"

“Oh, my hat!”

Loder of the Bixth came out of the
House. He came across to the group of
Removites.

“Come with me, Popper,” he said,
“vyou're wanted.”

“Tea in your study, Loder?” asked
Archibald affably. LEven at that ex-
tremity, William Wibley had not lost
his cool cheek.

Loder stared at him.

“Pion’t be a young asa! I'm to take
you to the Headl Come on!" le
snapped.

Archibald stepped back.

“(Give the Head a message from me,
instead, Loder!” he said cheerfully.
“Tell the old bean I'd Le pleased to
eall, but I don't want to see old Popper |
Tell the Head I like him all right, but
1 don’t like the company he keepst”

“Wha-a-at?" stubttered the BSisth
Form prefect! ; ;

He stared at Archibald rather like a
fellow in & dream. Loder of the Sixth
was not likely to carry a message like
that to hiz headmaster ! 1

“ Here—stop=—where are vou going?
You're to come with me. Popper!
What the dickens—stop !*

Archibald was cutting for the gates.

Loder pazed after him. Then he
rushed in pursuit.

“(Oh, my hat!” breathed Bob Cherry.

“Stop him 1" roared Loder.

He tore on Archibald’'s track.

A fellow sent for by the Head was
seldom, or never, keen on the interview.
But this was the first timo that such a
fellow had bolted, instead of cbeying
the dread sunmons.

Gerald Loder was more astonished
than angry; bubt he was very usngry
indeed, as he cut in chaso of the fecing
junior.

“Etop him !” he roared as he rushed.

A dozen fellows could have barged
into Archibald's way awd stopped him
—hut they did not. He flew on towards
the gates—and after him flew Loder.

Crowds of Greviriars fellows watchiod
tlie echase in breathless excitement,

Arclitbald was gelling ahead,  Prols-
ably the thought of Sir Iilton Popper’s
riding-wlip helped fo lend him specd.
He flew! He whizzed! He was ueor
the gates, when Loder yelled to Mon
sieur Charpentier, who was coming i,

“Btop bim! Please stop him, sirl”

Mozzoo stared at Archibald—stared at
Loder—and then jumped in the junior's
wayl

A junior running from a prefect had
lo '!.m stopped—moreover, this was tle
junior whom Moszoo suspecied of haviug

(Cantinued an mrge 22.)
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A TOUR OF GREYFRIARS. (No. 6. The Old Tower.)

(1]
Away from the river we siroil
To-zee the old ruins in grey,
A wower, once 1mpressive and whole,
Now moulderimg =lowly away.
It stood 1in the eren%th. of itz sione,
Unchanged by Old Time on the wing,
With Henry the Eighth on the throne

2)
Then Greyfriars waz powerful—but
The wonks were approaching their

end ;
The monasteries Henry =oon shut,
And pinched all their treasure to
spemil.

And so the poor monhs went awayw,
And monkeys came here to be taught,

(They ecalled him *"The Bachelor

King ). The tower has been left lo decay,

Amtd never been piven a thought.

AFTER SCHOOL HOURS

Naow vy is thick on its walls,

Pillow Fights ET:L nf:;:!s build their nests in its
(1) Where fags climb with light-hearted
calls,

When we lay us down at night

Wa o 1oy Llurnss fd to Hleem, And tumble with delorous groans.
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A WEEKLY BUDGET
OF FACT AND FUN
By
THE GREYFRIARS
RHYMESTER

; : i d 8 in th T -
For sometimes there’s a pillow-fight; Hﬂg&“;;ﬁﬁ;; *:ig't;?gﬂﬁ_sﬂ; tﬂ;ﬁ},, H
Then t]:ll‘ﬂl'lgll the silent sehool we <) “'H}IIHII ity ald :'-:tﬂﬂ;!ﬂ- may hﬂ-'\";‘: L T Ll

ey
To zet ahont the Upper Fourth
And buff old Temple on the ncse.
We pillow them for all wo've werth;
They eringe hencath onr hefiy blows

(2]
Then Temple stands to hizs defence
Like What's-it on the hridee of Rome,
And loudly crying “Get thee hence 1™
ile bashes Wharten on the dome !
Ah, fatal move! For vengeance swift
1a on the war-like Temple's track;
He's bashed and bolstered, banged and
it e,
And left Jamenting on ins back.

(3}
Then comes a rally neatly nlanied
Vo snquazh the rest of "Powmple’s arm,
Till Alr. Capper, cane in linawl,
Appears inside the tronbled dorm.
Then lines and Jickinegs by the ton
Arve handed out to all concerned ;
But everybody says is fun.
Despite the punishment tley earned,

S IEL M H T e P
il iedb e s f
I e i
' .!‘”!ihl' "I- _.:' I

elipped, )
The place is =till uscful to-day !l

THE GREYFRIARS

WILLIAM GEORGE BUNTER
{The Owl of the Remgve)

B iz for BUNTER—Willir George!
(We ought Lo spell L “Will he porge ™)
He surely will, T'H tell & man—

And does so every time he can.

Crurzle, guzzle, gurele, puzzle—

Where he puls ik i3 a puzale.

Al aur Luek thas prince of glattons
Crets away with="Toddy’s, Dution’s,
Whavton's, Colier’s, Newland's, Moaorzan's,
Al in his digestive organs |

OUne dav, as we all acknowledere,
He'll be in another * college,”

Where the seholars wear hrond-arrow.
(Mo, you're wrong; it isn't Harvow 1)
Then perhiaps be'll tell the warder

All abour Jos postal crvder !

i

At foothall ene moviing the ref
Usedd all his availahble breaf
In blowme * offside,
Then Tay down and died-—
For he iried to stop Dutton, whe's deafl |

ANSWER TO FUZZLE

Fisher 1% Fish
shiliing.

woulidl make one

GREYFRIARS GRINS

A well-known proverb tells us that
" A little learning is a dangerous thing.”
The writer of it must have had experi-
ence of Quelchy’s cane.

The HBecond Form visited the swim-
ming bath the other day. After they
left, the water was 'EE.I'Ef'ﬂH:.I' poured inte
bottles, and will be used as ink.

A baby jackdaw was secn on the roof

esterday, having a fiutter on the tiles.
[he look in Loder's eyve showed that
}r_na had touched a familiar chord inside
Vi,

Mr. Preut is going fo shoot gronse
this autumn. Now we know what makes
the grouse cackle,

Fisher T. Fish has struek a gilt-edged
proposition for making his fortune. He
15 going to get the contract for supply-
ing notice-boards to Sir Hilion Popper t

What Remaovite suffers severely when
he has a eold *—-Hurree Singh, because
he 15 black in the face every Lime ho
coughs.

ciisnEEsadsiinnrFe e RN FE R RN EAN RGN R

PUZZLE PAR

If TFisher T. TFish bought a
hook fram DBunter for a shalling,
and sold it for the same sam (!}
to Desmondd, who =old it back to
IFishy when he was broke for six-
pence, and Wishy then sold it to
Temple for one-and-six ~— how
much did Be make on the deal?

Answer al foot of column 2.
EAEFEENEFERENEETEEAd R RS R RRNEEEAREEEERERERERE

(LI I ERLEL LR LE L LT L)

Ll Bl

How can Billy Bunier be the brather
of a child who 13 not his father’s son ¥
He iz broiher to Bessie, who's Al

Bunter's daughier.

A writer in a paper asks: *What
happens to snails at ihe end of e
sunmner ¥ Wun Lung, our Chincse

cook, can give him the recipe,

———
—— i v —— e 2z

i T ] et T —————

The GREYFRIARS GUIDE will be on duty again NEXT WEEK!
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hoolied a certain eard to the back of his
coat. :

He jumped at Archibald and
grabbed.

Had that grab fastened on Archibald,
Toder would have added s grasp the
next moment. But as Fmggy g;rahhad
Archibald lowered  his ead, and
butted !

Hiz head smote the I'rench master on
his third waisteoat button! Monsieur
Charpentier went over, as if Archibald’s
head had been a cannon-ball.  He
siucaled and sprawled—and Archibald
tore on—leaving him squealing and
sprawling.

A second more, and Loder, going oo
fast to stop, was stumbling over Mossoo;
and, in another second, he looked as 1
he was trying to dig up the quadrangle
with his nose,

“Urrracoogh! Mon Digu! Urrggh !
spluttered Mossoo.
*Ow! Oh gad! Ow!” gurgled

oder.
Archibald shot out of the gotes!

I Loder of the SBixth shot out a minute
ater.

But Archibald had disappeared, and
Loder could only tramp breathlessly
bacl: to the House, and report that
L'opper of the Remove had bolted!

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.

Some Person Unknown !
T BLEEE. my soul!” said the Head

faintly. ’ ;
“Huh!” grunted 3Sir Hailton
Popper.
“Upen my word!” murmured DMr.

Quelch. : -
They had a view—a startling vipw--
* from the window of the Head's study.
dtanding at that window, they Egied
al, Archibald, as he bolted, with er
of the Hixth in pursuit,
“That is the boy?*" snorted Sir
Hiltomn.
“That—that ecertainly is the boy!”
stammered the IHead.

“?Iﬂ“ is—is Popper!™ stuttered Mr.
uelth.
QHH-D 13 not my nephew! He bears no
resemblance whataver to my nephew !
15 that stupid fellow poing to let him
escape? By Jove! hy was not the
boy detained—secured? I asked yom to
have him detained and secured, sir,
Ef'?di“g my arrivel!” snorted Sir
ilton,

Dr. Locke made no reply to  that.
MNeither did Mr. Quelech, They did not
caro to oxplain why it was that they
had atteched so little importance fo Sir
Hilion’s remarks over the telephone.

Archibald’s flight could mean only
one thing—hoth the masters realised
that. He was not the genuine Archibald
Fopper! .

With amazing coolness and nerve, he
had pulied their leg in that interview in
the study. and left them doubting, not
whether he was Archibald, but whether
Yir Hilten was suffering from de-
lusions. Dut for the bavonet calling at
the school, it acemed that he had mcant
to carry ofl.

Sir Hilton's arrival Course,
knocked that on the head. He counld
not sland in the old baronet's presence
and keep up that amazing imposture.

Who he was, why he had done this,
neither the Head nor the Remove
master had an idea—for they did not
even thinlk of Wibley in connection with
Archibald—neither did it ocour to them
that Avchibald was in disguise.

But they knew now, who ever he was,
he was not Sir Hilton Popper's nephew

Tue Magxer Lisnant.—No, 1,540
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Avchibald Popper. His flight was a
proof of thak.

Loder came back to the Houze—alone,
Archibald of the Remove had got out
of pates—ovidently intending to siay
cut. He was not likely to be scen at
Greviriars Sehwool arain, in the peculiar
circumel ances.

Sir Hilten Popper snorted with
anger, He was fearfully keen to handlo
hig riding-whip on the woung rascal
who had had the nerve to borrow the
nama of Popper.

TAn—an—an imposior”  murmured
the IMead, almost dazedly.,  * Ii—it
seems quite ineredible ! Bat—but there
is no doubt now, Mr. Cuelch!”

“None, apparently, " gaud  the

sip !

“Doubti” hooted 8Bir Hilton. *1I
presume that there was no doubt, after
what I said toe vou on the telephone,
Dr. Locke ™

“0Oh, nol Quile!” stammered the

fead

f Romove master.

*The boy should have been detained—
selzgad—arrested I snorted Sir Hiiton.
“It 15 amazing. sir, that yow should
have beon imposed on like this, after
I had informed vou that Archibald was
not coming to the school—"

“I received no snoh mformation from
you, Sir Hilton—"

“1 repeat, sir, that I telephoned the
evening I left for London—="

“And I repeat, sir, that I did not
take the call, and waz not informed of
1t."

Tap!

The door opened, and Loder of the
Sixth Jooked in.

* Popprer, sit—" he began.

“I saw what ocourred from my
window, FLeoder!"™ said the Head.
"Kindly notify the other prefects that
if the boy is seen again, he is to be
secured immediately.”

“I{—if—if he is scen apain
tered Loder. “ 1 suppose
for ecalling-aver, sic”

“The boy is an impostor, Loder! His
name iz not P‘:‘EE'M at all, and he is not
the nephew of Sir Hilton Popper! We
nave all been deceived by some extra-
ordinary young adventurer!”

“0Oh, my hat 1* gasped Loder, ®I1—1
mean——"

“Please inform the other prefects,

Loder, and let the boy be secured if

possible ! said the Ilead.

“Oh!l Yes. siv]” gasped the amazed
Loder. " Certatnly 1"

He went sway, blinking with amaze-
ment—with astonishing news for the
rest of the school.

The Remove did not share in  the
general  astontshment—knowing  more
about Archibald than Loder could have
told them. But all the other Forms
buzzed with the strange storsy,

Sir Hilton Popper went back fo his
car—yiding-whip, nnused, under This
arm.  He wos deeply and intensely an-
noyed by the escape of the young 1m-
posior, unpunished. He was imwnig
more blackly than ever as his car roll
away from the gates of CGreyiriars,

FHis deparvture, at least, was a relief
to the Head., When he was gone. Dr.
Locke fell, rather than sat, 1in his chair.

“This js—iz—iz o most exirsordinary
occurrence, Mre Queleh !™ he said.

“Most extragrdinary, sir!” agrecd
Mr. Queleh.

“That bov, ecrtainly. is not Popper.”

“ MosL eortainly not,”

“Who ean he be, 3r. Queleh ™™

“I have not the remokest idea, sir.
He was a complele =trangor to me
when he arrived st ihe school.™

“And to me” said the Head, “1
have, of course. seen him  about the
schopl several times, but have taken no
gpecial nelice of him. Dut as he is in

- ! stut-
e will return

rour Form, AMr. aneich, and vou have
come into daily, almost hourly, contaet
with hing—"

“The bovy has done pedhing, sir,
noething whatever to awaken suspicion v
sald DMr. Quelch. *“His  bona-fides
appeared unquestionable, and 1 never
suspected for o moment that he was
other than what he scemed.”

He paused a momont.

“Onee or twice, I admit,’” he added,
“in dealing with Popper, it seemed Lo
me that there was o certain fomiliarily
about him—indeed, I remomber asking
him, on the day he arrived, whether L
had ever seen lum before. I had a kind
of vague 1mpression to that cfect,”

“ But nothing definita ?7

“ Nothing, sir! I cannot make a guess
at the boy’s real name and dentity.
But T do not think, as Sir Hilton Popper
appears to do, that he 15 a young rogus
or rascal. His conduet has boen

rfectly above board while he has been
wre. He laz done no harm of any
kind, bevend ecarvryving ont this extra-
ordinary imposture. I think i will
prove that the whole thing was o most
extraordinary practical joko—"

" A—a practical jokel DBubt—such an
unheard-of thing—-="

“T ihink that will prove to Le tha
truth, sir. There are persons who have
an unfortunale propensily to practical
joking, and sometimes carey 0L Lo
inordinate lengths, Wibley, of my ormn,
was snch a bov—and I have little doubt
that this extraordinary lad is another
of the same kind."

“Presumably, we shall never sce the
boy again—="

Mr. Quelch smiled slightls.

“Mow that he has been found out, sir,
T have no doubt ihat he will take the
greatest care to keep at a safe distance
from Greviriars ! he anawered.

“ No doubt—no doubt " said the Head,

Br., Quelch’s view was  gencrally
shared in the school. -

But there were some fellows in the
Remove who did not share ik, They
did not, certainky, expect fo sco any-
thing more of Archibald—but they
doubted very much whether they had
scen the lost of William Wibley,

THE SEVENTEENTH CHAPTER.
Wibley’s Latest Winner !

i O0OR old Wib!” said TFrank
P Mugent. =

“ Poor old chap!
Harry Wharton.

It was iwo or three days laler, and
the twa had come up to their study ior
prep, on Froday evenlng. .

Avehibald had shared that study with
them, and they rather missed Archibald.
And they were sorvy and concerncd for
poor old ¥Wib.

From the first, they had doubled
whether there was anything 1n s
hopeful and extraordinary schemo for
retting  back te  Greyfriars.  Their
doubts had been justified. There had
been nothing in i, Even after it had
been demonstrated fo be a hopeless
failure. Wibley had refused bo be beatén
—he had carricd on in the hope of
something turning up in his faveur.
And it was Sir Hilten Popper who had
turned up ! Wib's ideas were original
and remarkable—but it was indubitsble
that he did not have mupeh Juck wish
Liveen.

“Ii's rolten ™ wenk on larey, as ho
sorted out his books for prep. * loer
ald "r‘l::il:r was o fathead, but a jolly good
gort |

“Phe silliest ass ever—bnt a deeenk
sort !* agreed Frank. “I wish he could
have pot back somchow I

agreed
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Dizzy and half insensikle from the battering he had received atthe hands of the tramp, Wibley rose unsieadily to his feet. The

little French master was
be would come off badly.

“Samne here! 'd give a good desl to
goe him back in the Ilemove 1T 1 suppose
he'sr gone home now Y added Harry
doubtfully.

“ Blessed 1f I half think sal Il¢'s ass
cnough to stick on sorhewhere, and work
;:mt ?mnc new scheme as [atheaded as the
ast 1’

Harry Wharton laughed.

“IEven Wib couldn’'t think of turming
up here as a new kid again!™ he
remarked. * FEven Wib isn't ass enouga
for that

“Blessed if I feel sure. After
all, the poor old chap 13 ass enouglh
for anything!™ saul Nogeol, " Tiwe
biggest fathead cver !

“Somo bo yvou with koobs on!
an uncxpected volen.

The two juniors jumped. They had,
natarally, supposed (hemselves o L
alona in the siudy, as the Remove wore
at prep.

But it was not only ilie inexpectedness:
nf the voice—it was the voieo itself
that made them jump! For that voes
waos familiarl

“Wibley I stuilered the captain of
the Remova.

“Wib 1* zaid Nugent, quite faintly.

They starcd round the =tudy.

The tattered old screen that stood in
1l eovner shivved, and a figure conergod
from belnd 1t )

Wharten and Nuogent  gazoed, with
jmiipi.r:g eyes, at William Wibley,

Ho was net in g Archibald outfit !
Archibald had played lis part, and
played b out, It was Wibley, 1n ks own,
praper person, who siood grioang ab
them in Btudy No. 1.

“Burprised 17 asked Wibley.

“(Oh! Sort of 17 pasped flarsy.
is—is that really yon, voun assi”

“L fhink so, Fither me ov my twin,”
snid Wibley, cheerfully. "1 think 103
) [ .

* said

L1 IE-_'

I!aispless In the Eggwer!u! grasp ol Bill Huggins, and there was no doubt that, without the junlor’s ald,
ummoning

rematning sirength, the sehoolboy gracped his stick and brought it crashing down

onn the ruffian’s head.

“What on carth are you deing hero?'?

Y Waiting . behind that sereen, ull you
fellows cama up to prep”

“Then—you haven't gone home "

“Do I look as if T had 7

“Fathead! IHHow did you get in?”
exclaimed Wharton, “If anybody’s
sten you—"

" Easy enough | grinned Wibley, X
gobt over a back wall, lay doggo in the
kitchen gavden till the coast was clear,
¢limbed up to the leads under the box-
room window, and got in thoere—and
I'va been here an hour or more, waiting
for vou fellows.”’

They could only stare at himn.

“Not glad to see me ™ asked Wildey,
“T should have thonght, from  ihn
reinarks I heard you make, that yoe'd
have given me the glad eye and the
bratherly hand.”

“We're glad to'see you, of conrze, yon
old asal” sald Haerry., " But what—-"

“I'va lhmuﬁm of a new stunt !

“0Oh dear ! said Nuogent.

“{th my hat 7 said Harvey.

Wiblay snilfed.

Those e¢jaculalions from the chions of
ihe Remove revealed what they thouglit
of his stunts. Wib had always thought
himzelf the brainy man of the Hemove.
Dut he had always been the only [ellow
i the Form who thought se.

“It's a wmner ! ha said impressively.

“Your stunis aro always winners, till
you try theme on 1 sand Havey, ™ Then
they gencrally turn oot quite the other
thing [
“You romarked
Nugent.

"%}h, can it said Wibley, T tail
v this one is-gilt-edged! I want somne
Iae]E. That's why I'm here. 1 haven't
lnoked i whelly and sclely fuor the
pleasure of hearing two follows talk out
of thaie hats "'

“"Well, carry on,'

HI®

mean  always!

eaid  Wharlon.

“¥You know we'd do anything to help
you get back, old man| Bo would any
man in the Form 1

“Think Heolsover major wounld

“"IT'm sura he would] But what the
cickens can Bolsaver do that we couldn’t
Jdo ' acked llarry, puzzled.

“He's the biggest chap in tho Form !

"What on ecarth has that gof to do
with it?" oxclaimed Harry blankly,

“Lotal Bolsover's an outsize, and be
could easily pass as a fairly big man,
if he were made up for the part.™

Wharton and Nugent exchanged a
look. Wibley’s mind, evidently, was
running on something in the theatrical
line! It was scldom, indeed, that it
ran on anylhing else.

“ et Bolsover here ” went on Wililey,
“Never mind prep—you can chance it
with Quelch for oncel This is more
important than prep.”

Harry Wharton smiled, Wibley's
own affairs were always more important
than anvbedy clse’s, But he nodded.

Al vight '

Wibley dodged back behind the screen
a5 the captain of the Remove left the
study, In a few minutes he came back
witlh Bolsover major., whe had an
ixpreszion of astorishment on his rugged
face.

Whavton closed the door carvefully
after they were i,

“Wibk hore—"
THA O,

CAdsam ™ chuckled Wibley, and he
reappeared from behind the sereen and
gave Bolzover a grin and a nod.

The burly Bemovite stared at lnm.

“*'Well, this tokes the cako I he said,
“Thero'll be a fearful row if you' re
capped here, Wib, old man, You can't
play Archibald now, you know.”

“I'm not going to be copped, old
bean! I shall clear off, after prep,

Tne Mscxer LipraRT.—No. 1540,

murmurcd Bolsover
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more cazily than I pot inl T want you
to help me, old chap.” S

* Anything I can do—"" said Bolsover
haartily.

“ Good man [

Wibley took a seat on the corner of
the study table—ready, however, Ilo
dodge out of sight behind the sereen in

the corncr if footsteps approach the

door.

“Now, I'll put it in a nutshell,” he
said. " That little beast, Froggy, 15 o

rateful little beast—you remember#diow
ﬁa vozed pratitude over Toddy, that
time? Well, we tried on a stunt that
ought to have beon & winner, lhnuﬁh 1k
wasn't. Wharton and Toddy got them-
selves up in masks to collar Moszos, and
1 was going to rescue him, see—"

Bolsover grinned.

'f:i'I:I'f all the fatheaded stunts—" he
said.

“0Oh, my het!” gasped Harey
Wharton. “Yeu're not thinking of that
idiotic stunt over again. Wib!”

“With improvements!” said Wibley.

“Lot's hear the improvements!”
sighod Wharton.

‘Mossoo poez to the lecture at the
Courifield Institute every Saturday
aftervoon. That tramp Hupggina get
after him: once, on Courtfield Common.
He might get after him again—suppose
he did, and started bashing Froggy, and
I rushed in with & stick—what?"

“Oh seissors! Tirst of all, he won't,
as he's cleared ouk of the place—at least,
the police can’t find him. SBecond, he
could mash you like & potato with his
little finger.”

“Buppose it happened, and I reseucd
Moszsoo, wouldn’'t he be fearfully
grateful, and let bygones be bygonest™

“I've no doubt he would. DBut as 1t
conldn't happen—=~-

“That's where DBolsover comes 1n.

THE MAGNET

IHe's biz encugh—the only fellow in {he
Bemove who is, 1 can fix him up with o
new complexion, & stubbly beard, and a
dummy nose—we've got all the stulf in
the property-box. 1le makes up as
Hugging—-"

“Oh erumbs ! gazped Bolsover.

“And pounces on Moszoo to-morrow
afterncon. I rush in and save Dlossoo!
Amd—and there you are [” )

The three Removites blinked at
William Wibley, Evidently Wib was
not a fellow to be discouraged by
failure—or by one failure after another,
Fiis faith in himself and his wonderkul
stunts was still unlimited. That faith
was not shared by the other fellows,
I'ar from it. _

“Kasy as falling off a form!™” said
Wibley., “Bolsover can give him a
punch or two=it will make it look more
natural, and serve the little beast right
for petting me sacked——"

’*l%n., ha, ha!”

“Then I hop in with a big stick and
drive him off I Mossoo falls on my neck
and weaeps tears of gratitude, and every-
thing in the garden is lovely! Whal do
vou fellows think of that?”

“ Batter not tell you, old chap!”
gnsped Harry, “You'd be offended.”

“You silly ass!” howled Wibley. *I
tell you this is a real winner| BSafe as
houses! You'll play up, I suppose?”

“I'm game!” zaid Bolsover, “1'd
like to punch Frogey without seeing the
Head about it afterwards !™

“fla, ha, ha!”

“#“The harder he's punched, the moro
grateful he will be for being rescued—
so give him a few pretty bard ones!”
snid Wibley. “I can tell you, this is a
winner !

“Well,
* But——=" —

“Bub 1t won't work " said Nugent.

we'll  help,”  said  ITarry.
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“Why  shouldn't
demanded Wibley.

" Becanse you're
in it, old chap.
work P '

“You footling ass—"

“Anyhow, I'roggy will pget the
punches!™ zaid Dolsover major. *That's
sa much to the good IV

“Ha, ha, ha 1"

“It will work like a charm!™ said
Wikley,

Wibley had no doubts about that.
Thoe other fellows had., But they wers
fzﬂing to stand by the exile [rom QGrey-

viars, all the same! And, dubious as
they were of the result, they wore going
to back Wibley's latest winner!

it, faihead?
aing to have a hand
our stunts never do

N

THE EIGHTEENTH CHAPTER.
In Ambush !

i HAT ass—"
“That fathead '™

“That chump !

On Saturday afternoon threa
Hemove fellows made those remarks at
the same time,

After dinner the threo had walked out
of the school, one of them carrying an
attache-caze, and taken the road over
Courtheld Common.

Half-way to the town, in the loneliest
part of a rather loncly road, there was
a clump of beeches and willows by the
wayside. Into that clump the three
juniors disappeared,

Bolzover major set down the altache-

case.  Harry Wharton and Frank
Nugent looked round—for Wibley, and
faiiés':d to spot him. Henca their
remarks.

The previons avening, in Study No. 1,
the plan had been discnssed in all ate
dotails, and evervthing was cub and
dried.

Bolsover major, who was to play the
part of Bill Huggins, was to make-up
as the broken-nosed tramp in that way-
gside clump. According to arrangement,
Wibley was fo be there to meet them, to
lend his unequalled artistic assistance
in the make-up business.

But Wibley was not there.

“Late, of course!” said Nugewt.
“atill, there's lots of time=—we're early.
Fmgg:..r won't be along for an hour yet.”

“The silly fathead!” said Bolzover
major. “He ought to be herel Wibley
always was an ass !” ;

“Bigpost ass going ! sighed Wharton,

Ile locked out of the thicket and
scanned the road towards Courtficld. A
car buzzod by, but there was no pedes-
trian to be scen,

Since Archibald had belted from Grey-
friars. Wibloy had been putting up
somewhere 1n the neighbourhood—
where, the juniors did not know, There
was no reason, so far as they could see,
why he should not have turned up to
izeep the appointment. But ©ie was not
theve, and he was not to be seen on the
road—and thev had to wait.

“May az well get on with ib!™ szaid

Bolsover, “Think wyou fellows can
maonare without Wib ™ ]
“Wall, we'll try,” said Harry. “I

dare say the ass will turn up at Lhe last
minute 1"

Decp in the clump the attache-caso
was unpacked. If contained all the
articles necossary for the transforma-
tion, salected from the property-box of
the Itemove Dramatic Society.

Bolsover major drew on a poair of
tatterad chock trousers over his own,
and a pair of large, raggml boots, alza
over his own., A shabby coat was
added, and a spotted muffler. Dolsover
was & big fellow—bigger than some



fellows in Fifth Form—and in that out-
fit he looked az burly as Bill Hupggins,

A stubbly beard fixed to hiz chin, and
o mop of untidy hair fastened over his
own, altered hiz aspeet very consider
ably., Then the juniors set to work with
the artificial nose, which was to {rans-
form Dolsover’s nose inte ihe damaged
proboscis of Bill Huggins

“Betler leave that fo me!™ sawmdl a
cheery voice, ““You fellows are rathor
nigs at this game ™

Wibley, grinning, cmwve throongh the
willows,

“(h, here you are ! grunicd Dol:aver

majar.

“You had to be late!” remarked
Nugent.

“Not my fault,” said Wibley. “I've

had lo dodge! Quelch amd Hacker are
taking a walk this afternoon, and I ran
right into them.™
“"You would!™
Wharton, with a nod,
“You siily ass, did I know that Quelch
and Hacker wonld be going to Courtfield

remarked  Harry

this afternoon ¥ hooted Wibley, * How
wans I to know? I met them faicly face
to face, and had 1o dodge. duelc-h

rushed after me. If he'd copped me, he
would have bapged me for keeps! I
was lucky to get away ! Like his cheek,
o got aflter me, now I don't belong to
Groviriars—hut I suppose the old ass
thinks I ought to be sent home—"

“Bo you ought!” grinned Nugent,

“Oh rats!™

“Are they after vou now?” ashked
Larry. “If they follow vou here—"

*That's all right—I tell you I dodged
thern on the common! Right as rain [
said Wibley, * Lots of time yet! Leave
that to me ¥ ) .

Wharton and Nugent willingly relin-
guizhed the task of make-up to Wibkley.
Whether William Wibley was the brainy
man he believed himself to be, or the
ass that other fellows thoughs him,
there was no doubt that he waz a past-
master in that line,

The falso nose, added to Dolsover’s
own, was an exact reproduction of Bill
Hupprins' when Wibley had done with
it. The stubbly beard, after a touch or
two from Wibley, looked as if it grew.
dmudges of mud helped the disguise,
and were gquite in keeping with Mr.
Hugrinsg aspect—23lr. Hugging' washes
being few and far between. A tatlered
vap was ceammcd over the untidy hair.
Artistio touches, added by Wib's skilful
hand, furtned the dizguized Belsaver
imnto an absolute twin of Mr. uggins.
Wibley had seen the tramp at close
quarters, and there was hardiy a detail
in Bill’s unpleasant appearance that he
dJid not reproduce on Holsover major.

“Tow do I loak?” aszhed Bolzover,
when Wibley had Gimishedd.

“T wouldn't like to meet yvou on a
dark night ! chuckled Nugent.

Harry Wharton held up a glaszs, and
Holsover gave a jump, as he stared into
it at a stubbly, }]Jrukml-nomd rofloction.

“Oh erikey ! he gasped.

“Iugzing to the lLifet” said Wibley
complacently. “Froggy won't have a
suspish ! Now, you've got it clear? You
walt in thiz elmop till Frogegy coues
trotling along. Keep out of sight—you'd
ot run i i{?, vou were seen—IIngoins
descpiption 1z posted up all over the
place—"

*Oh erumbs 17
“¥You fellows geb iulo thiz beech and
watch the road for Frogey ! wond on
Wibdey.,  * Whistle when you spot him,
and warn Dolsover—soe "

* Riglt-ho 1

YA you don't make a muck of
it 1" added Wildey anziouslv.  “Now
Ull et olff amd leave you to ir. '
going to watch for Meowsoo ot ihe

EVERY SATURDAY

corner—see—and
road |
in a few pooad punchesg—""

“I'll put tn the punches all right!”
grinned Bolsover.

fallow him up

“Then I rush in with ihiz stick and

. . drive
Bolsover will have time to put elear®”

the

disappeared down the road.
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him off ! You've pgot it all

“ Quite 1

Wibley slipped out of the clump and
There was
(Continued on next page.)

of the

HEW ! Who'd be an aditor ¥ I've
P just been reading through my mail,
and now I'm nob sure whethor
I'm standing on my head or on

my feef.,

' Let's have somes more of the Bounder.
He's my favourite charactor,” writes
Jack  Martin, " Aha, more Bouwmwler
wanbed,"” I murmur to myself and opon
tho next letter. It'a from Brian Morlew,
& Burnhamita, and he starta off : ** Fronk
Richerds gets better and better, but why
ean't ho give us more of Lord Mauleverce
and less “of Smithy."” Letter number
threo informms me that Ted Oulton, of
HBexlevheath prefers Tom Redwing to
any other character, and gives a list in
order of preference. Last is Lord
Mauleveror |

5o thera vou are,

The Great Barnum is reputed to have
sabd : " You can deceive all of the people
some of the time, or some of the people
all of the time ! Dut not all of the people
all the time !’ He might just as truly
have said : " You can please all of the
people some of the time, or some of the
peopls all of the time. DBut not all tho
people all of the time.” Substitute
“readers ” for * people " and you can
understand just what a bewilderinz job
being an editor is! Dut I must just go
on aiming to please sll of my readers all
of the time !

One thing I'm fairly confident about
falthough I shan't be a bit surprised if

veral readers write and tell me how
wrong I am) iz that stories featuring
Wun Lung, the httle Chinese junior,
appeal to practically everybody. 1'in
guite certain that :

“*THE SINISTER DOCTOR SIN™

which begins an exeiting new sories in
aoxt week's dssue will make even the
douliters enfhuosinstic,

Fronk Richards slips right into  his
striclo from Lhe  ficst paragraph  and
Lawghsy and thrills tumble over cach other
vight o the last word,

Who 13 Doctor Sin, tho man who visits
Greyivines to bring Wun Lung greotings
{ronn hiz wnele in Paris ¥ And was the
kidnapper who dared to ontor tho Hemove
dormitory of midnight the same man 7
The Chinese junior will not hear of i,
but Holy Cherry cannot rid his mind of
doubta, and Billy Bunter, at sny rate, ia
quite sure,

The shadow of the East hanga over the
famous old school, and the Famous Five
are determined to proteet Wun Lung from
tha peril which threatens him. Take my
tip, here's o story you will not ensily
lorgot.

BEUNTER *“ WEIGHS IN!*

“* Magnet Fan ' (Toerquay) wanis to
know how much Billy Buntor weighs,

“ Magnet,"
Press, Ltd., Fleetway IHouse, Farringdon

A{Come Into #.()rrcr,
& Bovs ~anp Gris./

Your Editor is always pleased to hear
from his readers.

Write to him : Editor
The Amalgamated

Street, London, E.C.4.

According to Bob Cherry the answer is
just over a ton and o half, but this, we
thinik, may be a little bit exappovated,

Troth is that last time the lamous
porpoise  etepped on to a  weighing
muchine tho top shot off. Tt was a sad
day for Eilly, beeawso, after that, the
owners of the machino refused to give him
his penny  back., They seemed quito
crosa about it, instead of apolopetic aa
Bunter considered they should have baen,

When we asked Bunter what he weighed,
he roplied that he waa definitely under
weight. In fact wasting away, The truth,
he declared, was that he wasn’t getting
cnough food to keep a eanary alive, but
since he was expecting & postal order
porhape wo would advance———

We can't tell you the rest hecavnse at
this stage we succeeded in petling vut of
corshot, If anyone knowz of a canary
which could pot away the same amouni of
tuck as Bunter, we'd like to hear about it !

And here are some
FEPLIES IN BRIEF.

Miss M, Phillips (Stamford).—Ves, this
year the Famous Five arp off to Paris for
:!:mir holidaye, 'This is advance nforma-

ion,

B. W. Barrelt (Ilford).—The Greyfriars
Herald has ssveral steady eontributors,
but I agrec it would be & good idea to
persuads Trevor, Vivian, ete., to weigh in
with some articles. Must rememhber to
speak to Jditor Wharton about this.

Ivor Hudson (Christchurch).—Greyfriars
colours, blue and white. Number of
pupils varies, but the figure is over 200,
dome fellows naturally come inte more
stories than others, Yes, there 15 a First
Form ; the " inmates ™ have very liitle
deaking with the middle and upper schools,
howover., HRemove studics vary in sizo
a good deal ;5 none of them aro very big.
Best wishes for the club.

James MecDermott (Glasgow).—On the
classic oeeasion when Coker tried to fght
Wingate, he let fly a torrifie upper cut,
hit himaself on the chin, ond knocked
himsell out—at least so Kipps telle us.
He adds that this was just as well, since
Wingate was laughing too hard to defend
himazell.

John Hastings (Plymouth).—Poter Todd
arnd Vernon-Smith, both 13 years 10
monkhs, are the eoldest fellows in the
Femove, Oldest in the school, George
Wingate, 17 years 11 months, Yes,
write to mo apgain. X liko it

Hilary Waebster {King's Lynn).—You
may tall your chum that you were quite
right, Hilary. Thers is o lft inside the
torch which the State of Liberty in New
York Harbour holds in her hand.

YOUR EDITOI,
Tue Micuer Lisrany.—No. 1510,
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a turning at a little distance, in the
direction of the school, and at that
corner Wib was going to wait for
Mosseo and f{ollow him when he had
assad—ready to rush in at the psycho-
ogical moment.

Wharton and Hugmnt exchanged a
grin, So far everything scemed to be
going well, and thoy wondered whether
there might not, after all, be sumethmg
in this remarkable stunt, They climbe
into a tall, thick beech, to watch the
road for Froggy when he came. Bol-
sover major, below, waited in deep
cover—ready to act as soon as he heard
t}l:a signal whistle from the beech., And
thep—

It was said of old that it is the un-
expected that happens !

And the unexpected did!

THE NINETEENTH CHAPTER.
A Hot Chase!

b I reckless young rascal ! sand
Mr. €uelch, with a frown.

“We are not likely to see

him again "™ said My, Hacker,

“1 should be very plad to secure him,
if possible, acker ! This  reckless
conduct ust be causing his  father
anxiety.”

“No doubt!” agreed the masier of
the Shell, *PBut—" ;

The two Greyfriars masters halted n
the shade of & wide-spreading beech by
the roadside. They were glad to get
out of the glare of the sun,

They were taking a walk that after-
noon, and had nearly reached Conrtficld
when Wibley, as he had told his friends,
had almost walked inte them coming
out of the town, He had, a3 he stated,
dodged and escaped; and he had no
doubt that the two beaks had continued
on their way alter losing him.

But, as a matter of fact, they hadn’t.

Nr. Liu-eich was extremely anxious to
secure that former member of his Form
and to put a stop to his extraordinary
procecdings. Mr. Hacker was willing to

ive Limp cvery possible assistance.

'hey had not the slightest idea that
Wibler had passed the [ast fow weeks at
Greyfriars undor the name of Archubald
Popper; but they knew that he was
somewhere near the school, and there
had been uneeasing correspondence on
the subject from Mr. ibley, Mr,
Wikley took the view, nob anreasonably,
that 1f the school authorities sent a
fellows away it was up to them to see
that he arrived home.

TFor the last half-hour the two masters
had been looking for Wibley., They had
no doubt that he was somewhere on the
common, and they hoped to spot him
again, Meanwhile, they were glad to
get a rest in the shade from the sun.

1 am sure,” said Mr. Quelch, ' that
he came in this direction 1

“I think so," agreed Mr. Hacker.
“But lbe is certainly keeping oub of
our sight intentionally, Quelch.” He
glanced round at the thick clump of
becches and willows,  “Did you hear
something, Quelch "

“T did '™ said Mr, Quelch, staring at
the thickels.

“1f the young rascal has hidden him-
gelf hero—"

“Tt is quite probable 1"

The two masters left the road and
walked into the clump,

They had both heard a rustle there,
which told of & movement, and they
wore not likely to guess that the move-
ment had been made by a Remove
fellow, disguised as o broken-nosed
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tramp, and startled by the sudden sound
of hizs Form-master’s voice only a few
yards away.

“Someone iz here ! exclaimed Me.
q.ue]{rh, as there was another rustle in
the willows—the dismayed Bolsover
backing away in a hurry.

He ran forward. ﬁackct followed

him.
“ Look out, Quelch 1" shouted Hacker
suddenlv, as he %‘]impﬂ:d a burly,

stubblv-bearded, broken-nosed ruffian 1n
the willows, * It iz not & boy; it is——"

“Upon my word!"” goasped DMy,
Guelch.

He came to a sudden halt, staring at
the broken-nosed ruffian, He knew Bill
Huggins by sight.

“That is the man Huggins " he ex.
claimed. “The ruffian who attacked
Monsieur Charpentier, Hacker,"

“That scoundrel who is wanted by
the police!™ exclaimed Mr, Hacker.
“It 15 our duty to secure him, Quelch !’

“ Most decidedly | Biop, you rascal !
cexclaimed Mr. Quelel, as the ruflian cut
throngh the thickets, “Stop at once!
Cuick, Hacker [

They rushed 1in pursait.

Wibley, for the moment, was for-
gotten,  They were not losing  this
chance of securing the dangerous ruthan
who had twice attacked the French
master.  Both ithe masters had stont
walking-sticks, and they uplifted them
o5 they rushed in chase.

“Oh  crumbs ! breathed DBolsover
major, in utter dismay.

“Oh eriker ! murmured Frank
Nugent 1 the high branches of the

beech, “I—1 say, that—that's Quelch "
“(h, my hat!” breathed Harry
VWharton.

They could see nothing through the
thick branches below, but they could
hear | They listened in dismay., They
had had a forecboding that something
would go wrong wilh Wihlr:%*'s stunf—as
something generally did with his stunts,
That foreboding was justified. Sorne-
ihing was going awfully wrong with it!

They heard Bolsover major seattling
throuzh the thickelz, Obviounsly he
could not wait there for Mossoo now,
That garme was up.  Bolsover’s cue was
swift flight before he was collared 1n
liis dizpuise-—and he lost no time about
it. He flew, with a crashing of twigs
and branches.

After him rushed Mr. Quelel, with
brandished walking-stick; after DMy,
Quelch rushed Hacker.

“Stop!" shouted the Remove masier
again, as fthat dangerous-locking
character darted out of the treca into
ihe road.

Bill Hoggins' double did not stop!
Whar would happen to him if his orm-
master collared him in that remavkable
get-up on & public road Bolsover major
did not koow=but ho knew that it
would be something unpleasantt  He
flew acrozs the road and took to the
open conanon on the other side.

“Follow him, Hacker!”™ shouted DIr.
Quelch,

“1 am here [ panted Hackor.

They cdashed across the road on fhe
track of the fleeing ruffian,  Neither
il{m:.'htg:d fcéi an instant that it w‘i?uﬁlill

UEgins ey were pursuing—winley
had done his work too well for that.

The genuine Bill, probably, would
have turned on them with punching
fists, In ihat case they were ready to
use their sticks, and no doubt Bill would
have had the worst of it. . .

But as it was nol the genuine DBill,
but a Remove fellow in his guise, he did
not think of tnrning on them !

He flaw aeross the grassy common in
the direction of the river. and his hoota
eﬁmmed hardly to touch the grass as he

W,

After him flew Queleh and Hackor,

And after them, from the top of a
high hecch, stared two juniors with
popping eyes,

S0k, my  hat!” asped  Harry
Wharton, “If they get him—"
They watched with keen anxziety,

From the top of the beech they had an

extensive view BOrO=s H'IE: COIENO0,
Pursued and purswers spod on  till
Wharton and Nugent could hardly

follow them with their eves. Then they
dezcennded from the tree and followed
Olk,

Bolsover major kept ahead. He was
running the vace of Lis life. He tore off
the coat amd threw it away to freo his
movemenis,  Then he stopped for a
moment to kick off the big boots, After
that he ran rather more easily, and
l::nt‘*fan to gain ground,

fanting, breathless he reached the
hank of the Sark. He glanced back.
Queleir and Hacker, still miore pantin
and breathless, were & hundred :rardgn
belind.

“.Dll
mif jor.

He dodged into a thicket of haw-
thorns by the towpath, There he tore
off the mop of hair, the eap. the broken
nose, the stubidy beard, and the check
trouzers, Leaving those appurtenances
in the hawthorns, be ran down to the
waier, dipped his handkerchiof i it
ani rubbed the mud from his face.

Theee was a patter of hurried foot-
steps. Dolsover major-—forlunately in
his own proper person now—turned a
newlv cleaned face towards Mre. Queleh
and Alv. Hacker as they came pant.
ing up.

“Here iz someone '™ exclaimed Are
Hacler, *A Greviriars Loy o

“Bolsover,”™  gasped Mr.  Quelch,
" v YOU SeCn auyone pass

“MNo, sir!” gasped Bolsover major.

“I think lie went through those
busghes ! sald Mr. Hacker. *Come 1"

The two masters hurried on,

Bolsover major, gasping for breaih,
staved after them,

“Oh erumbs ™ he breathed.

Mr. Hacker and Mr. Quelch dis-
appeared down the river—still looking
for Bill Hugginz, They were not likely
to find him now,

Bolsover major, grinning, starvted to
walle bacl, In a few minutes hoe met
VWharton and Nugent, coming on at &
run. They staved at hun.

“You got away ! gasped Harry.

“Just 1 answered DBolsover. “1 got
that outfit off before they ran me down,
Jolly Jueky I dig—whatt”

“0Oh, my hat! Yes, rather!™ gasped
Nugent. " If they'd snaffled you in that

crifkev ! gurgled Bolsover

got-up—-=>=" ;
“Glad they dido't!” grinned Bolsover
major. But, 1 say, what about

Wiblev? I supposze he's slill on the
road, walching for Froggy——"

“Frozgy must have passed by this
time,” said Harry. “Let's go back and
see, anvhow!  Poor old Wib!  His
stunts alwavs go wonky, like {his"

“1 tald him s0,” breathed Nugent.
“MNobody but Wib would expect such
have-brained schemes to come off. Not
that I'm not serey for him. He's o good
seout—even if he's & DLit loony.”

And the three juniors walked back
across the common towards the road,
little dreaming what had been happen-
ing there in the meantime !
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THE TWENTIETH CHAFTER.
Noi As Per Programme !
ILLIAM WIBLEY prinned.
W It was o grin of trivmphant
satisfaction.

From the direction of the
school a dapper figure appeared on the
road=that of Henr Adolphe
Uharpentier, French master at Grey-
frinrs.

Mossoo was coming,

Wibley watched that dapper figure
a5 it oapproached. He kept deep in
cover of a bunch of young firs, near the
corncr of the road. Mossno, of course,
was not scheduled to =zee hunm—yet!

Mossoo was to walk round that corner
pndl onward--to the amhush., Wibley
was to follow on, to rush in at the vight
moment |

Thoe ecorner was a couple of hundred
yards from the ambuzh. Wib, of course,
could not see round corners; neither was
he looking in that direction at all. He
was watching the road from Greyfriars.

0f what was happening behind him,
round that corner towards Courtfield,
Wik had, therefore, not the slightest
knowledge or idea.

That Messrs. CQuelech and Hacker,
ecarching for him, had found Bolsover
major—that they had chased him oway
towards the river, and that Wharton
arnd Nugent had followed on to see what
had happened to him—of all  this
William Wibley was happily unaware |

S0 far as he knew, the ambush was
gtill in apple-pie order, as he had left
it, and he had only to fallow the French
master to the spot and rush in to resene
hiin from * bashing "—and the rest was,
g0 to speak, happincss ever after—
Frogey, weeping with gratitude, forgiv-
ing all offences, leading him back 1o the
schoo! to be forgiven by the Head!

No wonder he grinmed with i
umphant salisfaction azs he watched the
dapper ligure come whisking along.

But the grin suddenly died from his
face as he saw something ¢lse,

*“The idiot ! hissed Wibley.

Across the road, from a fringe of
blackborry bushes, a face looked out—
g foce with a stubbly Leard, o broken
nose, and a ragred cap on oan untidy,
tousled head,

That [ace stared at Mossoo as he
appvoached.

Wibley breathed fury.

“The dummy ! he hissed.

Bolsover major had had the clearest,
geverest immsEtructions to Yomain i cover
of the beeches, where the other fellows
watched frem a tree-top. Rournd ihe
corner, the road was move solitary,
and Wibley had sclected the spot for
the ambush with great care.

Yet heve the fathwad was. He must
have come along to the corner, for hore
he was, staving at Mossoo from the
hlackherry bushes. It was nothing like
w0 good a spet.  Mossoo might bave seen
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him, amd vun for it, and in that ecase,
what woulil bremine of the resorre seene?

“Iih]i,‘._:,' gh‘i.rl,'r_l acrpes 1he road ol the
broken-noscd man !

i did not oecur o b, for a moment,
that this was the real Huggins, and not
Bolsover major at all !

Bo skilfal waes Wib's makeup of the
burly Hemovite that there was not o
an to ehoose beiween them, so far as
L:mkﬂ went.

And Wib had heen too fearfully keen
on his own siunt to hestow o zinglo
thought on the genuine Bill

Besides, Iuggins was sopposed o
have ¢leared out of the vicimiy since
Mossoo had badgoved Inspector Girimes
on the =ubjeet, and the police had been
looking for him up and down and round
abonLt.

In point of fact, Bill Huggins had
not yet cleared offl ! lle had a strong
tezive fo fall in with the foroign cove
who bad banged a walking-stick on his
head, and bash that foreign cove belore
he cleared.

Bill, in faet, had been sleeping, n

the heat of the swmmer’s day, in the

shade of those bushes, and when he pot
up, after los snooze, he naturally locked
out to =oe whether the coast was clear
before he made a move.

But 1o Wikley's eves he was the dis-
guised  Hemovite--he  was  DBolsover
magaor, failing to carvry out his instroc-
tions, apd Wilk trembled for the success
of his =cheme.

Wik plared from the firs, across the
road, hut he dared not call, lest Mosson
shonld hear !

But, to hiz inunenze relief, the tonsled
head sank out of shyght in the blackberry
bushes on the other side of the road.

Having spotted Moszoo coming, Il
Huggins did not want the foragn cove
toe spot him and belt, as he had dene
in Friardale Wood. This was Bill's
chance to get away with the “ bashing,”
and then to depart from a dangerous
district; and Bill was not losing the
chance.

‘|."I;F.::IT]‘G blithering fathead ! breathed

i,

Jle rave Aosson an anxicus squint.

Mos=soo had seen nothing; he was

coming on, with s goick, mineing
!';."_"]15.
It was all right, so far as that went!
“Bodwr the silly ass!" muatiered

Wib.

It would have been ever so much
hetter for hizs instractions to bave been
eavried out exactly; but it could not be
helped now. The reseus seone bhad te
be staged here, at the corner, instead
of farther on, at o =afer spot. For-
tunately, there was no one but Mosgsoo
ill ﬁiﬂllll Lar thl'! P'Uﬂ.l]-

Maonzienr Chavpentier came on, and
had alinost reaclsd the corner when the
Idackberey beshos rostled aaad a0 for-
mviedalsle Bonve leaped oot
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Hight ot him, the broken-nozed ruffian

ruskied,
“{iaolcher this  time!” bRs:ed Bill
Tuggins,

He had )

Mossoo was riven no time to run, no
time to dedge —no time io 1if% his walk-
ing-stick in defence. The ruffian waa
upoen hwm in a seeond, and a leg-of-
ruttan fist hit him like a cannon-shod
and fairly ‘Jifted him off his fect

“Coid 1" spluttered AMossoo,

He spun, and crashed, and rolled.
Ilis hat Mew in one direction, him stick
mn ancther, amd he spravled in the dust
at the mercy of thoe ruflian.

Wibley gasped,

He had instrueted Bolsover major to
give Frogpy o punch or two., He had
never dreanwd of a frighitfu]l punch
like this. It made him wonder whether
Bolsover waa out of his senses |

“Mon  Dhew!™  shricked Alonsieur
Charpentier wildly. “'Elp! A moi!
An secouvs | Beelerat ! Aon Dicu [

The rutlian closed in on him as he
sprawled, The leg-of-mutlon fist went
upy, atd came thumpiog down,

Wibloy leaped from the firs, greaping
hizs =tick. He rushed on the zcene, as
Per programme,

A mo="elp—au seconrs 1 shrieked
Moszoo as be writhed amd struggled
under the thumping fst of Bill Huggins,

T coming 1™ shouted Wilkdey, " Get
away, you sconndrel !

e rushed ot
brandished stick.

The broken-nosed rufhian started, and
stared at him.

Wibley's sudden appearance, ap-
parently from nowhere, startled him.
But as he saw that the newcomer waa
only a schoolboy he disrcgarded him
and contaiued to *bash ** DMessoo.

Wihley rushéed might at hun, grabbed
him by his frowsy collar, and dragged
him back.

Instantly a grasp that was like that
of & gorilla c¢losed on Wibley., TLeaving
Mozzog for the moment, Bill gave his
attention 1o the schoolboy., Wibley
struggled frantically.

“¥ou fooll! You fool! he gasped,
still in the belief that he was dealing
with Balsover major. “Legge! You
mad fool, vou're spoiling everything |
Cut and run, you mad idiot " 3

“Git out ef L1 snarled the trasp,
and a huge fist crashed in Wibley's face,
felling him like an ox.

“Uooogh 1™ gasped he
dropped.

Then he koew !

It was not Bolsover major, disguised
as Iluggins; 1t was Huggins himsslf,
and Wibley understood it, as he lay
half-stunnod in the road, both his eyes
blaclening amd his senses spinning.

FHugeing turned from him and jumped
back to Monsiewr Charpentier, who
was stenppling to his feek.

Huggins, with

Wibilley as

IR A

IN THE DARK

“Blinking with terror, Bunter watched the dark figure glide to the side of Wun Lung’s bed. The

unmistakable smell of chloroform drifted across the Remove dormitor

and then, suddenly, the beam of

a flash-lamp cut through the darkness, disclosing the malignant face, the crafty, slanting eyes of—"’

WHOM ?

Mystery, adventure, spine-chilling thrills combine in next week's story to hold you spell-bound, It’s a

school-story and a thriller in one,
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The little Frenchman, whose courage
was in excess of his muscular powers,
struck ab him, and struck again; and
then he was swept off his fcet in the
gorilla-grasp of the broken-nosed
ruffan. :

Down he went in the dust, on his
back, and a sinewy knee was planted
on him, pinbing him thers. Up went
Huggins' brutal fist to *bash.”

Wibley sat up dizzily, two or three
yards away. i

He blinked, with blackening eyes, at
the sprawling French master and the
brute kneeling on him with uplifted
fist. .

Hugging, after that smashing blow,
had no doubt that he bad done with
the schoolboy. But he had not done
with hitn, Wibley's brain was spinning,
his eyes half-closed, he could hardly
keep his feet. RBut, grasping his stic
with both lands, he brought it down
with all his strength on the back of the
ruflian’s head.

Crash! ;

It was a terrific whop.

Bill Huggina' head was hard, but that
terrific crash did it

Stunned, the ruffian rolled off Mossoo,
hiz descending- fist missing as it came
down, He wriggled for a moment in
the dust, and then lay still, senseless.

Wibley stood swaying.

Mossoo bounced to his feet,

Ho gave the fallen ruffian a glance,
and saw that he was senselesa. Then he
blinked at the junior.

“Vibley 1” he gasped. )

The stick dropped from Wib's hands
He lurched, and would have fallen had
not Monsieur Charpentier ¢aught him.

Had not that single blow koocked the
tramp out, Wibley would not have been
able to deliver another. Fortunately, it
had. Bill Hugging was safe for ten
minutes at least.

“Vibley 1” repeated Mossoo, " Zat
Vibley? Mon pauvre garcon, you are
hurt ! Ceill Les yeuz—ze eyes, zey are
blatk | Poor boy—pauvre garcon ! BMon
cher Vibley ! Bon garcon, you suffair ze
injury of ze most kearful to help me—
brave garcon ! _

“ Doooooh ¥ moaned. Wibley.

“Brave gnmﬂn—mnnl chehr vible:i-'h!_"

asped Mogsoo, as Wibley hung on his
Erm. "Dh!ﬁ%ﬁt to do? Que faire?
Come viz me, pauvre garcon! Lean on
ze arm—allons I _

Wibley leaned on Mossoo’s arm as he
hurried back towards Greyiriars as fast
as Wibley could go. With two black
eves, a streaming nose, and s dizzy
brain, Wibley needed care, and Mossoo
was only thinking of getting himi the
care he needed. :

Wib's stunt had not gone according to
%mg'r&mme—w]b's stunts seldom did.

ut, as it happened, he had “ got there,”
all the same.

He might have reflected, as he tot-
terad awav with Mossoo's assisiance, on
his success—on the fact that Mossoo,
whe had caused bim to be cxpelled
from Gresfriars, was now leading him
back to the school, almost weeping with
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gratitude for heroic services rendered—
which, at least, was according to pro-
Eramme,

But poor Wib was not in a stale to
reflect on that measure of success—or
anything else. He was only conscious
of aching cyes, anguished nose, and a
splitting headache as he tottered, and
he hardly knew what was happening.
Before they reached the school, he hung
a dead weight on Mossoo's arm; but
near the school Greyfriars fellows were
sighted, and willing hands helped to
carry Wibley 1in.

. - " - &

“I say, you fellows,” gasped Billy
Bunter. " Heard ¥

Harry Wharton, Frank Nugent, and
Bolsover tnajor came in at the %’&_tes of
Greyfriara. They had seen neothing of
Wibley on the road, or of Bill Huggins,
who had recovered consciousness and
crawled away before they came along.
They walked back to the school at last,
wondering what had become of Wibley.
They found a buzzing crowd of fellows
in the quad.

“Heard 7" squeaked Dilly Bunter.

Strange Dragon-Like
I Monster Causes Big
Scare At Greyfriars

There's not a dull moment in

“THE JOKER OF THE
REMOVE!"

—telling of the most amazin
and amusing jape ever played !

Read all about it in our com-
I panion paper

On Sale Now « -

- 2d. l

“Isay, heard? Willey's back 1"

H 1hf-r::.,1 * pxelaimed Wharton.

“Here ¥ ejaculated Nugent,

“Wibley here!” pgasped Bolsover
inajor.

1 say, Mossoo brought him in—fear-
fully knocked about; both eyes blacked;
nose like & strawberry—all in!” ac_:_ueal::eé
Bunter.

“What !” gas

d the three together.
“Hallo, hallo,

hallel Here vyou
are {” Bob Cherry came up. “I say,
how on earth did it come about.
Wibley's been put in sanny; they've got
the doctor to him, and Mossoo's squeak-
ing &ll over the place that the pauvre
¥grmn got knocked about rescuing him
rom that tramp Huggins 1”

“Oh crikey ! gasped Bolsover major.

* Huggins!” stuttered Harry Wharton,
“Oh, my hat! Was the real Huggins
banﬁ%ng about, then "

“ Must have been!” gasped Nugent.
“Wib never thought of that, Of ccurze,
he wouldn’t [

The three stared at one ancther. A
fake rescue had been plaoned, and had
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-the word stunt again in our hearing—

ﬁﬁfﬂ come off, A real rescue, it seemed,
ad.

“Well," said Harry Wharton, with &
deep breath, “this beats the jolly old

band! Buat it may turn out = jolly
good thing for ofld Wibh ¥
It did.

Whether the [ake rescue, had it gone
according to programme, would hove
worked tie- oracle was perhaps doubtful.

But the genuine rescue had done 1it.

Wibley was in the school sanatorimm.
Ie ]:lacf to stay there till Monday.
Meanwhile, his name Wwas on every
tongue, especially Monsieur Charpen-
tier's. !

Mossoo sang his praises far and wide,
Mosson was grateful, and, really, he had
reason to be, He had had some hard
knocks from Mr. Huggins, and there
was no doubt that be would have been
most fearfully and awfully *bashed
by that unpleasant character but for
‘%ibiﬂ}f. And Wibley, who had saved
him, was in a dreadfully bashed state.

Long before Wibley emerged irom
ganny, it was lknown that Mossoo had
%ﬂea od hiz cause with the Head, that
Vibley was pardoned, that he was to
stay at Greyfriars, and that bygones
were to be bygenes. .

_ Wibley, on Monday morning, went
into Ferm with the Bemove.

He was once more Wibley of the
Remove, much to the satisfaction of the
Form and to his own satisfaction. His
eves were as black as the ace of spades,
and his nose looked. like a disused
tomato; and it was clear that he was
going to take away a lighly decorated
visage for the summer holidays. But he
was a Greyfriars man again., All his
wonderful stunis had gone wrong, none
efter another, and he had worked the
oracle at last by happy chance, Btill,
there it was.

The “sack  was washed out. Ee was
ance more Wibley of the Greyfriars
Remove—and that was that !

“Listen, you fellows,”™ he said, after
morning class, “T've got an idea. It's a
ripping stunt—I thought it out during
maths.”

“Ha, ha, ha " i

“Hanged if I can see what there is to
cackle at. First of all, we wait until——"

“Stop him I howled Bob Cherry.

“Gag him 1"

“Bmother him "

Harry Wharton grinned.

“Forget it, Wib,” he said. “We're
glad you're back. Bot if you mention

nF

He did not finish the sentence. Doubt-
less Wibley's imagination could fill in
the details quite adequately., It was
brought home to the irrepressible Wib
that stunts were, for the time, at any

rate, taboo! .

(Remember * Valentine Compton™?
Remember . the " DBragilian™ | series?
Remember ' The Man With the Glaring
Ewyea 1 Prank Richards' new series has,
gof them all beaten., Don't miss “The
Sinister Pr. 8" next week's grand
apening story.)
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JACK JOLLY’S
KARNIVAL

The Final Side-shatiering Spasm of Dicky
Nugent's Amazing Holiday Serial :

“DOCTOR BIRCHEMALL'S BOARDING.

HOUSE!™

“Help! Reskew! Save me!"

Doctor Birchemall’s voice rang
out peercingly, as the good ship
“BSawey Sue ' heeled over on the
tretcherous sandbanks.

Kaptin Saltspray larfed grimly
a8 he heard it

“You mite aa woll save your
broth ! " he yelled, above the
deffening din of the breakers
“Who do you think there i3 to
reskew us @

A pgaratly pallor apread acrosa the
He-uti:' s feetchers. He eggsperienced
an awful sinking feeling.

* Burely someone will come to our
sucker ! he cried. " What about
the Sandyville lifeboat 7

“ Bhiver me binnacle! You're
the right one to ask that question,
I must say ! " bellowed the kaptin,
“ Didn't I tell you that lifvbosat
wes on its beam ends T And didn't
you refuse to give & penny towards
repairing it T

Deetor Birchemall farely winniuwd
with fear.

“I was only joaking, kaptin—
honner bright ! he wined. *' 1F
only they'll come and reskew us
now, I'll disgporge my prophets
willingly | ™

“It's a bit late in the day to
think of that, sir!” cricd Jock
Jolly, as he clung despritly to the
side of the shuddering ship. " I'm
afraid we shall have to mannidge
withount the lifeboat. Forchunitly,
the kaptin and Merry and Bright
and Fearless can do the two-mile
swim back to the beach.”

* But what about me ? " yelled
the Head. “ 1 can’t swim two
yards—let alone two milea!™

“Well, then, it's ruff luck on
you—that's all ! But never mind,
gir,” added Jack Jolly eonsolingly.

“We'll keep you
company till

o
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August 21st, 1937,

After going to sce n
variety show with
Ogilvy, I've finnly
mucle up my mind not
to do it again.

Mind yon, I'm not
saying there's anything

belors we swim
back. Waon't we, you fellows ? "
“ Yeg, rather |
* You—you callous yung
brools ! " shrecked the Head, "1
reluse to o drowned ! I won't be
sunk ! Feteh that lifeboat, some-
body ! Send up a rocket !

* sorry, sir—bub I haven't n
rocket in my pocket!™ said
Fearless. * Pity it's not dark. If
it was, we could use yvour nose as
a bencon, couldn't we, sir? "

“Ha, ha, ha !

The trippers larfed-—but ther
larfter was cut short as snother
grate wave broke deffeningly over
tho stranded wessel. The Head,
who was clinging to the tiller, gave
& yelp of sheer terror. He was
only a few inches from the sea
level now.  Already his beard was
almost submerged. His oves
furely bulged out of their sockits,
aa he staved down at his reflection
in the eddying woters benecth him.

“ Whoa is me ! ** he cried horsely.
" Oh, to think that one se yung
should meet o garstly fate like this !
T'm only ninety-nine—in the very
Enma of life, with my best yeara

efere me! Am I to perish at this
tender aco without a sole Lifting a
hand to belp me ¥ Am I 2

“ Wazzat 7 ¥ rasped Kaptin Salt-
spray at that moment, breaking in
rudely on the Head's scliloguy.

The shipwrecked trippers hissened.
Fresh hoap came into their harts
a3 they hesrd feintly above the
erashing of the waves the distant
droning of a motor-boat,

A spil—a sal!’ gasped the
Head., * We're saved, boys ! We're

savod !
helt?

“ Pon't be too sure about being
saved yet, sir,” said Bright, who
was inclined to look on the dark
side of things. * No boat will dare
ventcher wvervy elose to  these
dredded sandbanks! ™

But Bright's pessimism proved
ill-founded, for the next moment a
horse voics was bellowing at them
through a meggafone with news
that sounded like sweet mewsick
to the Head’s ears.

* Ahoy, theoe!
Sandyviile lifehoat !
a lifeling t **

“1, It" yelled back the ship-
wrecked trippers in cheeriul corus.

Bang !

A rocket,

Bags me for the first lifo-

We're the
Stamd by for

fived withh deadly

aceuracy, sailed through the air, |P

trailing a lifeline behind it.  Im-
mejataly alter, Doctor Birchernall's
cheering changed into howling, as
the rocket caught him amidships
and dented his weskit.

Wallop !

* Yaroooog 1 ¥

" Grab that difeline ! " gasped
Fearless, fearful that tho lifeline
was gpoing to slip buck wito the
water.

Mervry reached forward and scezed
it just in the nick of time.

ome stirring scenes wero wit-

nessed in the corse of the next five
minmts.  First the lifeline was
fustened to the tiller with o safety
pin; then a single reoller-skate,
kept in reddiness for the ynmimpose,
was  sent over by the lifchoat
crew. It had grooved rollers in

Says WINGATE MINOR
MY MAJOR MAKES ME LAUGH

My major's a funny oll fogey
when he's on holiday,

Ho has n comic habit of giving
me what he thinks is a good time.

Everybody thinks it's frightiully
sporty of him.

It's taken for granted that if
the old buifer went out to amuse
himself he would have a game of
golf with a bearded professor
johnny or put in & morning mooch-
mg ronmd a museum or po galli-
vanting round an wrt gallery,

S0 they think it’s simply mar-
vellous of him to condescend to
accompany me an my  infuntile
amusements !

How noble and sclf-sacrificing
he must be, they szay, to lower
himszelf to go to a seaside wax-
works show or & bench concert-
party or a fun-fair or a pin-table
saloon ! What aponies s sensi-
tive soul must suffer in these vulgar
places |

If he heppens fo hear people
talking like this, my major puts

on his best look of patient resigna-
tion and nods quictly to himself.
Ho carries on with the good work
regardless |

What tickles me is the enihu-
sissm he manages to put into 1t—
all tor my henelit, of courso !

To seo him listening to a picrrot
show, you'd think he was actually
enjoying it ! But nobody doubts,
of eourze, that if he had hiz way
ho'd be watching the performance
of a Greek tragedy.

T'o watch him earcering round in
8 dodgem car or going down in a
water-chuta you ecould ensily mis-
take himn for & common or garden
holiday -maloer,

His fricnds hknew differently.
1i’s all doue to give me o thrill !

Nobody who happencd to come
across him playing o pame of pin-
table would dream for a moment
that ho wasn't having a high old
time. They'd be quite mistaken.
All the time he's sternly repressing
a longing for o battle with a mastors
player over a chessboard |

The odd thing about it is that
I'm not so jolly kecn on these
stunts as he seems io imagine.
Matter of fact, 1'd sooner Fo swim-
ming or shrimping or exploring
witly my pals!

But I Iet him deo it all the same.
I know he's only deing it to give
mo a pood time.

I DON'T THINIK!

the middle that fitted owver the
lifeline eggsactly : so all thie a
shipwrecked mariner had to do was
fit the skato on to the rope end
hold on to it.

If the other end of the lifiline
happencd to be lower than the
wreck, the force of grovity alone
wasd sulfishant to cwury him’ to
safoty. Otherwise, he had to vork
himesell alonr as best he could with
the aid of his fect, L

Doctor Birchemall was tho™firat
to use the life-saving apparatus.
He found that by obzervingy the
law of gravity he was earried Hack
to the lifeboat casily.

He arrived at the lifchoat with
a proper rush and landed or, his
neek in tho bottom of the boat
with a roar of aggerny that
romptly upset the law of grivity
of Jack Joliv & Co.

* Ha, ha, ha ™

One by ons the shipwreked
trippers made the jerney to the
lifebboat till at last they wern ol
sofely aboarvd ; and after t' 3 it
wag not long before thoy were
being landed on Sandyvilla Pier.
They returned to clla ¥ itn
hoarding-house and & feed oif™oe-
nutts and hot coffy soon put ihem
right agam and lefe them feding
none the worse for their thrilling
adventcher.

THI HEAD LETARNS HIS
LESSON!

“You reeka !

Jack Jolly made that (pps.
elumation after tec at Bella Vista
that alternpon; and his pals
looked at him in serprize.

“ What do you mean, old chap
—" you regk o’ 7" asked Fearless,
misunderstanding. ' Who ks,
anyway 77

* You recka ! ¥

“I reck o what 7 If von 1wean
those spring cnions we had last
T e e

“Ass! I samd "you reeka '™
grinned Jack Jolly. “Paat’s
Yrench for %1 have Jound it " 1 ©

“Why not say it in I2nglish,
then ¥ ' asked Fearless. * V/hat
have you found, anyway ?

* The very idea L've been locking
lor ever sinee that lifebont reske.ged
ug ihiz moruing !? was Jelly's
reply. ' I've thought of the uust
possibul way of repaying  thom.
We'll  raise the munny Llhey
want to bring their equipioent
up-to-dato '

Merry and Dright and I aposs
farely blinked.-

* How the thump are wo going
to do that ¥ ' demanded ¥ealess,
* The Head’s talen our last panny

for his swindling boarding-houze
chargesd. How can we raise munny
for the lifeboat 7 2
“ By running a karpival m%- the
iep ' T
“ Grate pip 1 2
Jack Tolly's chums stared at

himn brethiessly for a few seconds.
Then they wissled,

“ Few ! You mean a fansy-dress
affpir, with sports and games and
competitions et settera ¥ askod
Bright.

The kaptin of the Fourth nodded
coolly.

“That’s the idea ! Tt ought to
b a prate suxxess. OF corse, I
know old Kaptin Saltspray’s sup-
posed to be organising something
of the kind already. But an old
logey hike the kaptin conld never
epuspect to make it go with a bang
liko we could!
Weean join
forees with him
and put yung
ideas into  the
thing. We can
cive Bandy-
ville a karnival
that'll make
people open
their cyes—and
thelr pursos,
too. What do
von  say, you
lellows ¥ ™

“ What-ho !t ™

“"Ripping

whoesze, by
Jove ! ™

Jack Jolly grinned, as his pals
all jeined in an  enthewsiastick
OIS,

“Glad you like it," he szaid,

* We'll trot off and find the kaptin.”
The chuma of 5t. Sam’s went off
ta look for the old sea-salk.

Somowhat to  their serprize,
they lound him in the lounge of
Bella Vista, talking to Duoctor
Birchemall,

They had a bigger serprize still
when they found that the Head
had undergonoe a complets trans.
formation since the morning. In-
stead of the crafly, cunning cggs.
pression e hagd alweays worn on
hiz faco since he had become the
“landlady * of Bella Vista, ihere
was an open, honest look about
him now. HMiz eyes, which had
been so shifly in the post, now
cleemed with a virtuous light and
the ugly leer round his lips had
been replaced by a jentle zmile.

The fellows simply stared at him,

“8ir! What on earth has hap-
pened to you " asked Jack Jolly,
* That ecrool, avarishus lool you
always had on your fizz—whers
hag it gone? Have wyou furned
’!wrllnst, gir 7 Or is there a cateh
b 1

There was a catch in the Head's
voive, 45 he answered that question,

“Jolly, T will tell you the
trath,” Lo sabd. **The fakt i, I
have relormed ! 22

* Gammon [ 2

* You're spooling us ! 1

*lukt ! ™ sabd the Head, '* My
eggsperivnce on that boat, hoys,
has changed me completely. Haw-
ing been so near to a walery grave,
my desivo to indulge in furthor

swindling has dvicd up entirely !

“ My hatt
" As a first step towards redeem-
ing my evil past, boys, [ am pgoing
fo pay you for hoelping me with the
houseworl this mernmg,'” went on
Doetor Birchemall, earnestly.

And, with a flourizh, the Fead
distributed munny round the little
eirele ; and, when Jack Jolly &
Co. eggsamined what he had put
into their palms, they found that
he had given them tuppence each !

But the Head didn't stop at
that. He insizted on retwning

them several shillings ecach which
they had paid for extras they had

negver received! Of corse, Jack
Jolly & Co. knew jolly well that
they should never have boeen
charged up in the first place. 1ut
it was a stoggering serprize to lind
that Doctor Birchemall agreed
with them !

“ Well, that's that ! remarked
Jack Jolly quite feintly, when the
Heoad had finished paying  ont,
“* Now for more bhizziness, sir!
What we really eame in for was
to have a talk with Kaptin Salt-
spray aboubt running a karnival
on the pier—in aid of the lifeboat.”

* That's & topping idea,"Jolly 1 7
beamed the Hewd, * Would you
like me to help 7 2

* Plezzure, sir, if you wank to
help 1 ¥

“ Then prey let me pay for the
preliminary egospenses, Jolly 1"

And tha Head then give them
the biggest shouk of all—hy plank.
ing down two erisp, russling five-
pound notes on the table !

With a ripping start like that to
seb the thing going, it was not
serprizing that tho Sandyville-on
Sea Lileboat Karnival went along
hko & house ¢n lire !

From tho 8t. Sam's fellows

pint of view, as Fearless remnrkod,
it was a topping end to their sea-
gide hollerday at Delln Vista.

Az for Doctor DBicvchomnall, it
could be safely assumed that he
would now keep to tho struicht
and narrow path—I[or at least a
week !

(Anotlier inimitabis story by Divky
Nugent, ** Doctor Birchemall's Engs-
perivent I starts next Saturday.)

rwdicelly  wrong  witly
Ogilvy, He's o decent

chap ancd all that sort of thing.
The emly drawback albout him
1 {hat he's so slow on the
upiake.

it the averagze, it takes
him three minutes {o get the
hang of things. He'll hear a
sereamingly  funny  joke in
dumb silence. Three minutes
Inter, he'll burst into a rony
of laughter and wvou Lknow
he's seen it ! I'robably vou've
noticed that about him during
the torm,

Well, of course, it doesn’t
matier much in the study or
m the Rag, Lut # was
jolly  embarrossing  in the
theatre, 1 ean tell you!

Right at the beginning of
the programme, one of the
comediang eracked something
really bright in the wav of a
joke. The aswdience yelled.
Opilvy sat in Jus seab with o
[rozen face and lips Light set.

Three minuies later, when
we wers all listening  with
lomps in our throats to o
feariully cmotional  singer,
singing a sentimental ballad,
Ogilvy uttered a louwd roor
ol lavghter !

OGILVY AMAZES
THEATRE AUDIENCE

DICK RUSSELL Reports

After the sentimental singer
had gone, and anothor comie
turn started, Ogilvy began to
solv. The song had just
penetrated his consciousness |

I begon to get wncemfort.
able. I gaw that il Ogilvy
way 1throe minutes Lehind in
hiz reactions all through the
cvening, 1 was poing to have
;..-::_:mc awkward moments witl
1,

And I did !

Throughout  the  yperfor.
mance b Iauphed in the sad
pirts and mosned in  the
comte purta. Worso still, he
cven tpied to join in tho
popular choruses long aficr
everybody elso had  finished
the community singing,.

His crownine achievemeont
wad to laugh immoderotely
whilo some trapeze artistes
were  doing o breathlessly
exciting act on o Hying trapozo
during the last act ; but, just
to ghow he had been thrilled
by their show, he grabbed
tho back of & seat and went
white Lo the lips three minutes
after the bund had played
“God Save tho King ™1

Alter that, I snppose it was
only fitting that we should
loge our last train homo by
thiree minutes,

And it will be a jolly lons

time before I go to a show with
Ogilvy sgain |

BE AIR-MINDED THIS

HOLIDAY
Advises REGINALD TEMPLE

“ Bic alr-minded on holiday
—ihat's my tip ! " sud Tem-
ple, of the Fourth, in his most
lolty way Lo our reporter this
weenk.

*We maoderna spend more
and more of our leisure time
above the clowuds. It's natoral,
Why should a chappie lhinit
hnnscll o bally roads and
whab-not, when he can wander
throuzh the stratosphery § 7

“You can have ull your
carg and motor-boats,  Give
moe o plane ! The thrill of
loopin’ the loop an® divin® !
taacd, 1t's smnain’ 17

“A chappie doesn't bhave
the chance of fyvin® at schaool,

of  course. Al the morwe

reason for makin® the most
of the opportunities he gela
i the vac! When 1 leave
Greyfriars, I make silraight
fur 1he fivst acrodrome an’ it's
me for the high spota] Take
my tip, kid, an' do likewisc—
that i3, of course, if you've
ot the cash and the courago.
You need both 1

And Temple Inughed ele-
gantly. While ocur reporter
erawled  away, fecling  less
Lthan thoe dust.

He learned o little later tho
reason for Temple's advoeacy
of airmindednesz on holiday.

Temple had just had o five-
bob  thght—ond it was his
first trip in the airl

1

IMPORTANT NOTICES

We have been ashed to state that the large, bulbous
object observed floating over Greyiriara at an altitudo of
1,000 fect, last Tuesduy, was an esceped ILAF. observa.
tion balloon, and noet, as rumoured at the time, Willinm
icorge Bunter alter an exeess ol gassy ginger-pop.

It is not vet known who

phoned the Courtfield Fire

Lirigado to bring their longest escapoe.

] L ]

If the anomymous contributer who left a moanuseripb ens

titled  ** Contemplations on

Badiation in Relation to

S}Entmsmpic Anualy=is ” at this office for publication in the
“ Herald ' will call at Study No, 1 he can have it baclz,



