“THE BOUNDER'S LUCK!” ™“&& cerivars isme.

Ho. 1,264. Yol XLL EVERY SATURDAY, Week Ending May Tih, 1932,




Always glad to hear from you, chums, sg drop me a
The Editor, The " Magnet” Libvaryg. The Amalgamaled Press, Lid,, The Fleefway

LIEKE A POW-POW ? THEN,—

‘L 6 / i
Hore,
’ m ii I'ib--tliﬂklﬂl" LE]
splendid Sheffield . ateel

line to the following address ;

House Farringdomn Siveel, London, E.C A,

Y way of & choange we'll kick off
B thin week with a CGreyfiriars lim.
erick for which Erneat Clarke, of

34, University Avenue, Belfast,
Ireland, will receive one of our handsome

prizes. Here it is:

Mieky Desmond Is Olrish, bedad !
And, faith, he’s a decont ould lad.

At erickel he's great—

Hls bowllng’s so siralght—
He mows down the wickets ke mad }

On several occasions I have passed along
to you some good dog stories which have
been told to me, and here is a yarn of o
dog's intelligence which certainly

TAKES THE DOG BISCUIT I

Shortly after the outbreak of the Great
War s Canadian regiment left their caTRp
for France. With them went " Woll,"
their mascot—ea magnificent dog that was
half-wolf, as its name implies. Bome of
the officers who were lelt behind imagined
that this was the laat they would over see
of Wolf. Nearly three months Iater,
however, a half-starved and weary do
crept into the camp-—which waa situa
in one of the wildest districta of Canadna,
It looked like Wolf, but the majority of
the men in the camp Wore NeWoONlers,
and did not know the old mascot, which,
by this time, was supposed to be in

anee with the regiment. The stray Egﬁ
was given food and s place to sloep,
no ona thought any more about it.

Next day, however, when the soldiers
fell in, the stray dog fell in with them!
Attempts were ma.gﬂ te “shoo" the
animal off, but it refused to go. Just then
along came an officer, who recognised it
as the dog which hod left so long ago, and
which was supposzed to be in France. The
firat time the soldiers moved off with the
hand at their head, Wolf took up his old
position, with the result that inguiries
were made.

Beliove it or not, the dog was Wolf |
The authoritiea had refused to allow the
animal to land in Franece, and it had been

taken back io Quebec. There it had
sprung ashore, and no one knew what hed
become of it. And here i the most
amazing thing: The camp was no less
them two thousand miles away from
Quebec |
_ Woli had made that twe thousand mile
Journoy to his old camp, across all sorts of
country, barren mountain land and vast
prairies !  But he had got home !

I think Wol deserves the silver-
mounted biscuit for long-distance wander-
ing, don't you ?

Hopa in
ANOTHER GOOD DOG STORY

which was told me by the same officer
who recognised Wolf. This time the do

was o mongrel which had attached itse

to a body of British troops during the
South African War. Ten British troopers
were out sgcouting, and the dog had
accompanied them. T tethered their
horses, pre tory to going over rough
country. nknown to them, a body of
four or five hundred Boers were lying in
smbush, and before the ten Britighers
knew what was happening, a hail of bullsta
was poured upon them, while the Boers
rode all out to encircle them.

There wag just one chance of escaping
certain death. If they could reach their
horaes, mount, and ride away before the
Boers could encircle them, all would be
well., But the buollets had  already
caused terror amongst the horses. One of
them broke locse and headed acrcss the
veld. That meant that one man, at least,
could not escape.  But the dog was on the
spot !

He streaked after that horse like
lightning ! The reins were trailing in the
dust, and the dog gave a leap, gripped the
reing, and hung on like prim death !
What with the weight of the dog, and the
ateady pull on the reins, the runaway was
¢hec1:mlp sufficiently to allow it to be
caught, and the ton troopers rode the
gauntlet of the Boers' fire, and escaped—
with the dog rasing olongside therm!
Needleas to-say, that mongrel dog found a
home for the rest of his days with the

HURRAH'!

10,000 TOPPING GIFTS
FOR READERS!

See next week's MAGNET for full details, and then
make up your mind to win one of these fine prizes.
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trooper whoge life he had
saved | S
F any of you fellows have

a dog who has done any-
thing out of the ordinary
I'll be pleased to hear
alboat 1t |
If, however, you can’t epin
a dog varn, just send along
a Gregiriars limerick, or a
joke, and szee if you can win
one of the topping prizes 1
hand ouf, w E;l:r_r,' woalk,
matance, 18 4
which wing a
: 2 pen-
knife for Joo Tunmington, of
&, Edgware Mount, Bayswater
Road, Leeds.

“Garn! Fightyon? Why,l
could eat you!l ™

Small Boy:
* Yes, and then
you'd boast that
you had more
brains io . your
astomaeh than
you have in your head 1 *

One of my Manchester readers tells me
that he is cutting out all the titbits of
information regarding

WONDERS OF THE WORLD,

which I give you at odd intervals, He i®
pasting them all in & book which ha?
al reached large pro ions, and is
now & veritable enc in of interesti
and almost unbelieva things. Well,
here areafow more items of interest that you
would hardly believe—but they are true!
Fish That Carry Lanterns! No light
trates the sea below a depth of 1,350
eet, but there is a family of fish who
actually carry lanterns in their heads to
enable them to see at great ths !
Known as * Lantern Figh,"” they are found
in the Java Seas, and have | lightin
organs below cach oye. These * lanterns *
throw a beam of light ahead, and enable
them to see their ]maﬁ' and pursue it !
They can “switch ofl ” these curious
lantorns whenever they wish to do so !
Fish That Talk To Each Other 1 Another
fish that carries its own light is the Indian
Wide.mouthed Fiah, which is supplied
with two lamps behind the eyes. Une
shows a red light, and the other green—
similar to the hghts carried by ships. By
flashing first one and them the other of
their curions lampa, it s balwved that
these fish cRn onrry on a conversation with
each other by means of light sign-language !
And hero is another * fishy tale.’
Underseas Fairy Lanterns! The Deep
Bea Squid is not content with two lanterns.
It is & veritable underwater DBrook’s
Benefit, for it carries no less than twenty.
four coloured lampe upon it |
Many other fish

lights, including
the Hatchet Fizh and t.i;a ﬁng’l‘ar Fish !

AM airaid that ia all the space I have
to spare this week. Look out for
g0 answers to queries n next week’a
MagueT. In the same issne, you

will also find

" BILLY BUNTER'S VENGEANCE ! "'
By Frank Richards,

It ia the Intest amcd greateat yarn Mror
the versatilo pen 6f this clever author, and
it will hold wour interest {romn stard to
finigh, Therc is o treat in store for vou
whon you eommence this Brat-class. yam,
and you'll fecl like kicking yonresell i you
roiss it.

There'll also be further ralthing  fing
chapters of Hedley Scott's air war yamn,
“ ings of War ' V'—and the usial shorter
fraaonres,

Toke my tip, chums, aml order your
copy in advance from your newsagent. [}
will save you from going from one news
agent tn another, and being told they . s
all * sold out 1™ YOUR EDITOR.

for

Tall Boy :




A SPLENDID SCHOOL STORY OF HARRY WHARTON & C0.—BY FRANK RICHARDS.

Greyiriars without Vernon-Smith would be like the Fifth of November without fireworks, . . But only
by the narrowest of margins does the Bounder escape saying *‘ good-hye ** to Greyiriars for all time !

THE FIRST CHAPTER,
A Little Rag!

ANG!
B It was the lid of a desk shut-
ting suddenly with o report like

a piztol-shot.

Monsicnr Charvpentier, the
master at Greyfriars Junped.

& sorey, sir!” sawd Skinner blandly.
Y Quite an accident, siz”

The juniors grinned,

“ Accidents ™ of that Kimd were of
freguent oceurrence in the junior French
sets,

Nobody at Greyfriars disliked DMou-
sicur Charpontier. Ivervbody, in fact,
likee him more or less. Nevertheless, he
was the most thoroughly “ragged ™
master in the school.

EBemove fellows mever ventured to
rug their own Ferm master, Mr. Quelch,
They would almost as soon have twisted
u liger's tail.  But they found * Mossoo ™
casy game.

That accident with the lid of Skinner's
desk, which had made the sensitive and
pervy  little French  gentleman  jump
almost clear of the floor, would have
carned Skinner 2 hundred lines from
Quelely,

13yl Mozzoo nover punished o fellow if
ho ¢could help it, It was always easy o
pull Mossoo’s leg.

“Ekinnair!  You should be more care-
ful viz you!” spid Monsieur Charpentier,
“dat uoise, he moke mwe $:r1'it‘1_l_.:',"

Bung !

It was the lid of
desk this time.

“Mon Dicu!" ejoculaled Monsicur
Charpentier, " Bolsover, zat you be
more careful I

Fronch

Linlsover major's

“Quite an accident, gir ™ zgaid Dolsover
I jor.

Bang ! .

“Snoop! Vy yon make zat terrible
noise I shricked Monsieur Charpentier,

“An accident, sir!” said Snoop,
grinning. _
“He, he, he!” came from Billy

DBunter, at the back of the class.

Bang, bang, bang, bang!

Lid after licd banged down on the desks
with a din like machine-gun fire.

“ollence 1" exelaimed Monsieur Char-

pentier. “Taisez-vous! Zat you stop!
Mon Dieu! Onena assez! Zat you be
silent [

Bang, bang, bang ! )

The Removites were quite enjoying
themselves. They had had first school
that morming with Mr. Queleh, and had
been as good as gold.  Sceond school
being Freneh with Mossoo, they were
“taking it out®™ of him, as 1t were.
There was no doubt that Mossop waus a
rolief after Quelch,

Lids of desks banged right and lefi.

Thouglitful fellows, who could feel for
o kindhearted and timid iitile gentleman
who did not know how to manage boys,
forbore to join in the rap. Dut these
thoughiful fellows were in o minoriiy n
the Lower Fourth Form at Greyirars.
Quite a snall minority, in- fact.

Quite nice fellows, who meant no hiarm
in the world, enjoyed o rag. Aund o rag
was ever so much more entertaining than
Froench.

lven Bob Cherry, the kindest hoeariod
fullow in the Form, lifted the lid of his
desk for a terrific erash.

Harry Wharton caught his arm.

“Chuck it, Bob, you asz!" he whis-
pered.

“Only keeping the pot boiling old
bean 1 prinned Bol.

“Don't, fathead |
wild 1"

“Well, he's jolly funny, dancing about
like a hen on hot bricks!”

“Chuck it, I tell you !

“0Oh, all right !” said Bob resignedly.
And that crash, which would have been
the loudest of all, was omitted from the
programme,

“ Mot the thing, old fellow I’ murmured
Frank Nugent. “Poor old Moszoo will
be weeping soon. ™

“Ha, ha, ha!™

Bang, bang, bang!

Monsieur Uharpentior was not exaetly
dancing like a hen en hot bricks, as Bols
described it. But he was undoubtedly
potting into o state of high excitement.

Fven Mossoo could not believe that !l
this banging of desks was aceidental.
Morcover, he had been through ik
before.

“Zat vou be silent viz you!™ hooted
Aloston. * Ze next garcon zat make oue
noise viz one desk, I punish him !

Bang !

“Peaeled !
Fodd I

S0, sir!™ said Peter Todd.

“You hear vat I say! I punish you,

Mossoo's getling

You are one bad garconm,

Jodd !

YO, =ir. is that fair?" asked Peler.
“You didn't punish Skinner and Bol-
gover and Russell and Ogilvy and—="

o Assez " pasped Mossoo.

Peter's argument would have earned
Lim “six ™ with Quelch—if Peter had
ventured to argue with Queleh! Quelch
knew how to handlas bovs, and he know
thiat if a master admitted argument, thay
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masler might as well say [arewell 1o
authority.

But poor Mossoo was open to argu-
ment, He was terribly afraid of being
unjust, " y

“But, sir,” persisted Peter, with an
injured, martyr-like expression. “¥You
tl_sidltll't punish Snoop and Wibley and
Bu [N

* Azszoz ! shrieked Mossoo. :

“ My, Quelch never calls us names 1n
claszs, sir!” seid Peter.

“Yat! Wab you say, Todd "

Peter Todd was perfectly well aware
that * assez * was Freach for. “enough.”
But he chose to misunderstand. Fellows
often did ehoose to misunderstand when
they were dealing with the hapless
Mossoo. . 1

“] think I ought to point out, sir, {hat
Mr. Queleh never calls us names,” said
Peter. “He never calis a fellow an ass,
sir,”

 Naver, sir |* said Johnny Bull, shak-
ing his head. “I don't think the Head
would like'1t, sir.”

“Tha likefulness would not be ter-
rific, esteemed sahib1” declared Hurrce
Jamsot Ram Bingh. “It' iz not tho
proper caper to call a person an csteemed
wes,  8ir | . .

:;;-é?;ﬂﬂur Charpentier waved his hands
Wi ]

“'laisez-vous! I do not call you one
0s3!  Zut is a zing 1 nevair say!
Jamais! I say to you, aszezl”

“Yery well, sir, if you choose to call
wie an ase, 1 ean’. help it, sie,” said
Peter. * But Mr. Quelch never uges such
words in class, siz.”

“He never calls a fcllow a donkey,
eir,” said Bob Cherry. .

“1 do not say donkey I"* shricked Mon-
sicur Charpentier. “Ven 1 say szscz, X
sy 05502, 1 do not say one ass!

gl I.Iﬂu'. hi. ]'Hi !”‘

“ ¥ill you not understand, Todd 1V

“Ygs, sir. 1 understand that you're
calling me names, sip—"

“I call you nozzing! I say o you,
assez, which is enoff!¥ shrieked Mou-
sienr Charpentier. “Todd, I do not
zink zat you do not understand. I zink
you choke viz me—you pull me ze jambe
—zat ig, ze lep. You zay vun more vord,
and 1 EEI‘Id&MU to Mr. Quelch !

Peter di ]

Peter was a past-master in the art of
mggilng, and he knew when he lad
reached danger-point.

“H%at you keep ordair in ziz classl”
gasped Mossoo. “You are hore to learn
yiz me ze Franch—" ‘

# I don’t think !” murmured Skinuer.

“ Vat—vat you say, Skinnaip?”

“% maid it's so nice to learn French
with you, sir.” .

“I do not zink zat iz vat you say,
Skinnair I

*Oh, yes, sir! Sncop heard me—"*

“ Oh, yes, sir 1"’ said Snoop. * Skinner
gaid it was so nice to learn French with
you, sir—" .

“f heard him, gir!"” said Bolsover
major. “He said it's go nice to learn
French with you, sir——" _

“ His very words, sir,” chimed in Stolt.
“1lo said—"

“Qilence! Taisez-vons!” roared Mon-
siour Charpentier, “You talk to vaste
¢ time. On en a assez! Zat zove i no
more of zis! Za next boy zat speak, or
mnke one noise, I send him to AMr.
Queleh ta be beat viz a cane !

Bang| ' ]

It was Billy Bunpter's desk-hid that
banged this time.

That was like Bunfer,

Every other follow in the French set
scalised that Mossco had now been
ritggod into a siate of fury, and that it
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not say one more word.

was time o give him a rest, lest worse
should befall.

But it was said of old that fools rush
in_ where angels fear to tread.

Bunter, with a fat grin, banged bhis

desk. It was the last straw; and the
hapless Owl of the Remove had to pay
scot-and-lot for all.

“Buntair! Stand out before ze class,
Duntairl Aftair zat I say, you make ono
fearful noise viz a desk ! Zat you stand
out, Buntair!”

“Obh, really, sir—" gasped Dunter,

“Yenez!" shricked Mossoo. *Come!”

“J—1 ncver banged my desk, sir—I
mean, it was an accident, I—I wasn't

ragging, sit. I say——"
nﬁ’ﬂur Charpentier whisked round
{o Bunter. He grasped the fat Owl by

the collar, and jerked him out of the
class, There wazs a yell from Billy
Buntor. . :
“Yarooooh |
“Tan't it like that fat chump to beg
for it * murmured Bob Cherry.

“J—] say, sir—I—1 dido't—I—I
wasn't——  Ow! Leggo!” bLowled
Bunter.

Mousicur Charpentier hooked the [at
Owl to the door. With his free hand,
ho threw the door open. Mossoo was
going to make an example; and Bunier
was going to bo the cxample, Therc was
no doubt that he had asked for ir.

“ Zore 1" gasped Mossoo. ' You allez
—vou go to Mr. Queleh, and you say I
send you for ze cans | Allez-vous-en I

“0Oh erikey! Owl” _

Billy Bunter was pushed into the
passage. 'The door banged after him.

Mensieur Charpentier rcturned to bis
¢lass, breathing hard and deep, lis ¢yus
glinting, | .

He was ready for more trouble. Dut
he certainly was not pre red for the
shock thet greeted himn when he opened
his own desk for the fist time that
morning.

“Mon dieu!” The French mastcr
gasped with amazement, and jumped
back aubout two feet; for as he raised the
lid of his own desk, & large toad sprang
out.

“ Ha, ha, ha

A roar of laughier echoed round ihe
Remove FForm at the unexpected sight,
but Mossoo, now thoroug enraged,
subdued it with an imperious wave of
his- pointer.

o Silence with you, you bad garcons ™
he almost shrieked. * Zis is what yon
call ze practical joke! I vill have no
more of zis, garcons! Do you hear ma¥
Zo next garcon who causes apy more
trouble will follow DBuntair to Mr.
Quelch's study 1™

But there was no more irouble. No-

wanted to follow Bunter to
Queleh's study. Skinnmer, in particular,
was a model pupil now, for he had

placed the toad in Mossoo's desk, but he
was anxious that that fazct should remain
undiscovered now that the joke was
over. It was ten minutes, &t least,
before a fellbw ventured to drop o
¥rench grammar with a erash to the
Aoor, and two or three other fellows fell
over one another in their haste to pick
1k ap.

e —

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Bunter Takes the Call!

4 EART!" murmured Eilly Bun-
B ter disconsolately., :
Bunter was standing in {he
study of his Form wasler,
IHenry Bamuel Quelch.
Ieh was not there. .
t was a rclief, in a way, to find Queleh
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absent. Billy Bunler did not want to
“bend over.” Ha hated bending over.
- 8till, it bad to come! The zooner it
was over the better, if it had to come.
F: was distinctly rotten to have io waik
or 1it.

But thaot had its advanta {oo. The
longer Dunter had te wait for Quelch,
the moro he would miss of the IFrench
lesson | . i

Looking at it from that point of view,
Bunter. found conszolation. He hatad
French, of coursc. Not so much as he
hated Latin, and not nearly so much zs
he loathed “maths” Sull, it was =
branch of knowledge; and Billy Eunter
had a rooted objcction to the acquisition
of any kind of ']:lmwlm:lge. Bunter had
pever tuken the view that fellows came
to school to lewrn things. Certainly
Bunter was not at school for that pur-
pose—if he could help it -

On tha whole, Bunter was glad that
Quelch wasn’t there. Tha licking would
he no worse when it came later; and il}
the meanwhile he was ing out ©
French. He took 2 cmmf;-ﬁ]l:ﬁ: seat in
Mr. Quelel’s armchair—with a watehiul
¢ye on the door, ready to jump up if his
Formn master appeared.

He wondered where Quelch was.

Not being occupied with his Form, he
had expeeted to find Quelch in his study,
where Monsicur Uharﬁntmr suppoted
Lhim to be.  Geltin tin papors, or
some other forin of torture, ready for
the Remove in third school, most likely.
But he was not there; and Buntor sut
and waited. J

He remembered having heard that Mr.
Quelch was expecting o friend to wisic
him—a gentleman wgum he had known
in France in the ancient days before tho
War. Billy Bunter, who heard many
tlnin%s thet did not comcern him, hadd
heard Quelch speaking to Mr. Prous
about it. He rcmembered Quelch had
suid something about soeing the House-
dame thet morning about preparing a
room for the visitor, who was to stay
iwo or three days. No doubt that was
Iow Quelch was now engaged, being free
from his Form for an hour,

The longer Mr. Quelch was thus en-
gaged, the belter William George Bun-
ter would be pleased. Ho found M.

elch’s study armchair more comfort-
able than tho hard osk form in th
Yreuch closs-room, :

Punter was prepared io wait till the
ond of the French lesson if necessary.
In f he was rather keen to wait Gl
the end of the Freuch lesson,

Minute followed minute. Quelch did
not arrive. Possibly he was sti]l in con-
suftation with the House-dame; givip
coreful attention to the selection o
quarters for his expecled guest. Any-
Liow, ho did not come to the study.

Buzrzzzzzzl

It was the telephone bell.

Billy Bunter started. o

Mr. Queleh’s telephone was nnging
almost at his fut ear.

Buzzzz | .

Bunter grabbed the recciver from the
hooks without stopping to think. Quelch
would hear that rancovs buzz, or some-
hody would hear it and tell him, and.
iiat would -hri:ﬁ him to the study..
Ohviounsly, from Buntor's point of view,
it was better to stop the telephone bell
at once,

After all, it was casy cnough to tell
ihe caller that Queleh wasn’t theve, and
wasn't cxpected back. This might eause
some trouble for Queleh, if it happened
to be an important call. But it woull
nob causé trouble for Buntor; and that,
of course, was all that matiered.
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“Hallo 1 said Bunter, into the tnsicu-
nenk. .

“*Allo 1" came back over the wires.
“J5 zat mon ami Quelch?"

“0Oh, my hat [ murmured Bunter,

_ The voice on the telephone was speak-
ing English that had a strong family
resemblance to Monsicur Charpentier's.

Evidently it was the visitor whom Mr.
Quelch was expecting that day. Dunter
already knew that the cxpected visitor
was & FFrench gentleman,

“Who—who's speaking ¥ stammered
Bunter.

“est mol—CGaston Parrail, mon
vieux," came the reply. " Mon bon
Queleh, it vill be one large pleasuro to
sCe VOUu Oonce more, apres 'rmgt ang=—

is verree comfortable! ¥Yes! I make
some verree bice Eoglish  fricnds
already! Ze English, I find zem verree
amiable.” :

“Billy ass I”’ murmured Bunter.

Evidently it was a rcather effusive
IFrench gentlemnn,

“I look out ze trains,” went on Mon.
sisur Sarrail. **A fricnd I make in =zis
hotel—a friend very amiable—he help
me to understand zem. So it is all right,
Quelch. I zink I reach ze ccole—ze
school—in time to lunch viz my old
friend. Vat?"

Mongieur Sarrail had rung up fo tell
Mr. Quelch that he would arrive at the
school in time for lunch. BSome chance
acquaintance at the hotel had put him

= \R%’: b Tl
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speals, Queleh, Zis is vab vou call a eall
of ze trunk, and soon I am out off.”

“The—the fact 15— said Bunter,
speaking into tho transmitter at last.

“Is zat my old fricnd Quelch zat
spealk?”

“MNo! Oh, no! Mr. Queleh has gone
oput " stammered Bunfor.

“Mon Dien 2

“"He—he's been—been called away,
and—and won't be back till—till the
afternoon.”

Bunter considered {his safe. If the
beast supposed that Queleh would nok
be back till the afternoon, he would
not ring up again while Bunier was in
the study, at all events,

: 2ot |
“Helas 1 came Monsieur Sarrail’s
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£ You are not bound to give me away, sir,’”” said Vernon-Smith coolly. **It’s nof ericket ! ** *° Zaf is verree (rue,*

assented the French gentleman.

* But let zere be none of zis loolishness.

Zrow zat silly cigaretie avay, mon garcon, and

make up ze brain to aclt in zeé sensible manner, n'est-ce-pas? *’

afier twenty years, mon ami! Enfno, I
have mado zat journey zat I so often
gink of, and now have oross La
Manche! I spesk from Londres—from
zo hotel where I sleep one might.”

“* Beast 1" muroured Billy Bunter.

Billy Bunter had never, of course,
seen Monsieur Gaston Sarrail; nobodw
at Oreyifriars had ever seen rhil:ﬁ, ox-
cept Mr. Queleh, who apparently had
not seen him for twenty years. DBut
Bunter had no doubt that he was a
beast. His experionces with Monszieur
Charpentier that morning  had  fed
Bunter up with Froggices.

This beast had to ring up from Lon-
don, at & moment when it was mos:
inconvenient for Billy Bunter! Just as
if he was doing it to annoy Dunter!

“Yous ccoutez?" went on the voice.
*“You hear me, Quelch? I have one
good  crossing of La Mancho—ze
Chanoel—hier—yvesterday. #e holel, ke

wize 1o the mysterious meanings of
Elifush railway time-tables
unter hesitated over the telephone.

He was well aware that he ought to
have asked the French gontleman to
hold the line while he called Mr. Quelch.

But between what Bunter ought to
Lhave done, and what he gencrally dud,
there was a great pull fixed. ;

He did not want to call Mr. Queleh.
He did not want to see M, Quelch Lill
{lwr latest possible moment.

What Bunter wanted was the only
thing that mattered. DBilly Dunter had
no doubt about that.

It was useloss to ring off. The beast
would only suppose that he was cut off,
and would ring again.

Dunter had to “shoo  him off some-
how.

“Mais, I do not hear you mon ami.”
went on Gaston Barrail. “Please to

voice, “Zen I canool speak Lo my old
friend Queleh telephoniquement. Is it
zat he will not return until ze apres-
midi 17

“That's if,” said Bunter cheerfully,
“He's expected back early in tho after-
noon, -

“Verrce well! Zen I vill not come zia
morninz to lunch if my old friend ia
absent viz himself. You will please tell
Monsieur Queleh zat I come in ze after-
noon. " : ;

“Oh, cortainly 1" grinned Bunter,

Bunter was not likely -to mention thak
fclephone call to Ar., d'uc-lch. but he did
not intend to tell the French gontle-
HIATN £0.

“*Jo vous remercie—I zank yon,” cama
the wvoice, and the I'rench gentleman in
the London hotel rang off. 4

Billy Bunter replaced the receiver om
the hooks.
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There was a fat grin on his podgy
visage as he gettled down in EIr.Fr.
Quelch’s armchaic again.

Bunter considered that he had handled
thie matter rather well. Possibly Mr.
Quelch might have liked his old pal
from Paris te arriva for lunch, but
Bunter could not help that. Bunter had
shut him off, and he was not likely to
start the telephone-bell burzing again.
And that was that |

And as the minntes paszed Bunter had
mora and more reason to be satisfied
with his masterly strategy. ‘

There was a tramping of feet in the
and a buzz of voices in the

passages,
quadrangle.

Sccond  lesson was over, and the
fellows were going out for break.

Bunter detached himesclf from Mr,
Queleh's armchair,

The Remove master had not come to
his study, and Bunter felt that a fellow
could not be expected to wait for him
longer. Now t second lesson was
ovor there was, indeed, no reason for
longer waiting, With luck, the fat Owl
might be able to miss the interview
enzrely.

He rvolled out of his Form master’s
study, and rolled away cheerily into
the quad.

THE THIRD CHAFTER.
A Moving Joh !
1 ALLD, halle, hallo!™

H Bob Cherry, us he came

swinging along the Remove
assape, stopped and stared
in ut the door of Study Na, 4.

Ever sinca the beginning of term that
door had been elosed and locked ; now it
wag open.

Study No. 4 in the Remove belonged
to. Herbert Vornon-Smith, the Bounder

of Greylriars, and his chum Tom Red-
wing, They had not come back yet for
the new term, Redwing having been laid
up, and the Bounder having had leave
te stay with ham, Mr. Quelch, having
discovered that the descrted study was
used 23 o rendezvous for surréptitious
smokers, had locked it and taken away
the key., Now the door stood wide open

and the study had a newly swept an

tidied look.

Bob romemberced that the Bounder
was coming back that day, but he was
not expected till the afterncon, so the
atL;rdj should not have been occupied
yet.

But it was occcupied. A fat figure
occupied it. Billy Bunter blinked ot Bob
through his big spectacles,

“Hallo, halle, hallo!” repeated Bob.
He had come up to the Remove passage
to fetch something from his study, but
he paused to store in at Bunter, wonder-
ing what the fat Owl was up to in
Smithy’s room. When the bounder was
there, Study No. 4 was a land flowing
with milk and honey, so to speak, but
in Smithy's absence there was nothing
to attract Bunter. " What are youn up
to in Smithy's study, you fat sweep T"

“0Oh, really, Cherry! I say, you've
come up just when 1 want somebody,”
said the fat Owl. “Will you lend me
a hand moving my tlnnga?

“Eh? What things? 3

“IFrom Study No. 7, you Lnow, int
my new study I answered Bunter, with
dignil'.:,r.

“(Oh, my hat !’ ejaculated Bob.

"Smithy's coming back lo-day,” ox-
plained Bunter. “He will be in class
with the Romove this afternoon. From
what I hear, Redwing isn’t coming back
for a few days yet. He's going home,
or something. e's been ill, or some-
thing—or something or other. - But

T =

| The CALL
of the
RING!

To resist the call of the Ring, or
yield to the temptation and risk
|| e ulsion from Greyfriars? It is
a Iifﬁcult problem ti: Game Kid,
a one-time prize-hghter, has to
face when he is offered a fight
against the Banbury Pet, a Bruiser,
ou'll enjoy immensely the advena
tures of the Kid at Greylriars
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Smithy will be back to-day. That’s why
the study has been opened. He will be
rather pleased to find me jn the study,
what ¥

“Ha, ha, ha1” roared Bob.

If Billy Bunter fancied that any fellow
would be pleased to find him in his
study, it showed that Billy Bunter had
a fertile fanoy. .

“Blessed if I sec anything to cackle
at,” said Bunter, blinking at him. *I
suppose Smithy would rather have me
than Redwing.”

“0Oh, my hat [?

“I'm fm;'i-u% with Toddy in Study
No, 7,” said Bunter. *“Toddy'z mean.
Y¥on'd hardly believe, old chap, that
Toddy tea’'d out yesteday, and there was
nothing for tea in the Etudi. He never

a

thinks of a fellow when teas out.
After all I've done for him, you know |
Well, I'm done with Tﬂd[i]l' now. He

can seo how he gets on without me [
B ‘LHnrﬂ cheeso on Toddy!” grinped
oy,

“Well, serve him right 1™ zaid Bunter.
“He's ungrateful, I've told him a good
many times I'd change out, and he made
out that he didn't care. Now he can
jolly well make the best of 1t !™

“If he has tears, hc had better pre-
pare to shed them now [ chuckled Bob.
“But hadn't you better wait and ask
Smithy before you cross the jolly old
Rubicon? It's barely possible  that
Smithy mayn't want you in his study.”

Billy Bunter winked—a fat wink.

“That's all right,” he said. " A fellow
can pick any study at the beginning of

torm, You know that, I'm within my
rights. Smithy's bound to like it, of
course. But if he dossn't like it he can

lump it, sea? He, he, ha ™

“¥You fat bounder—"

“1 should have taken this study
earlier, oniy—"

“Only it was no use without Smithy
here t{o stand tea in 61" sugoesied
Daoh.

“(h, really, UhErrly—"

“ Look here, you fat ass,” said Bob,
“SBmithy isn't the man to stand 6. He's
captain of the Remove now, too. DBetter
think again before you {vy to land your-
self on Smithy. ™

“J don't know what you mean ahout
londing mysclf on Smithy," suid Bunter,
with dignity. “A chap like you might
do it, because Smithy's rich—="

“Eht”

“But not a fellow like me, I hope,
I'm taking this study becauss a fellow
has a right to; and if Smuthy cuts up
rusty, I shall speak to Quelch, of course,
House rules are House rules,” said
Bunter. " A fellow's rights are o fellow’s
vights. . Besides, Smithy will be glad to
have me, especially as Redwing izn't
coming back yek. When BRedwing comes
back % shall suggest to him to go to
Htudy No. 7. Toddy 15 welcome to him,
and he's welcoine 1o Toddy: Smithy and
I will get on all right. Two wealthy
fellows, you know.”

“Ha, ha, ha

“Oh, don’t ecackle!™ said DBunler
crossly., *Look here, help me get my,
things along from Study Ne. 7. Smithy

mayn't beliove that it's really my study
if my things aren’t in 1t.*

“1t isn't your study, you fat villain [
said Bob., “IHouse rules don't mean
thot you can bag a man's study becauzo

he's kept away through his pal being
ill, Get out of it1”

“Yah _ _

Billy Bunter evidently had no inter-

tion of getting out. So far as the House
rulea went e was within hia righ!e
Fellows gencrally bagged their ol
studiez for a new torm 1f they wanted
{hem, but it was an undoubted fact that
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an emply study eould be bagped by any
iuilmvaim took. a faney to it. Al
Quelch, if up[;en]-&d to, could hardly
refuse to uphold the rule, and in this
case, a3 Bunter was aware, he was little
likely to favour the Bounder unduly.
More than a week of the new term had
elapsed, and Smithy had not come_buek,
um{ that kind of thing was irritating to
the Remove master. Redwing, of course,
had to stay away, as he was laid up
with u severe and lingering cold. DBut
there was no reason, in Mr, Queleh’s
opinion, why Smithy should stay away,

too,

The Head had given leave for Smithy
to stay by the bedside of & sick friend,
Neo doubt it was rather meritorious of
Smithy, in a way, to want to do so. But

haps Mr. Quelch had a suspicion that
gl;:ith;; had more than one motive for
Lis devotion o hiz chum. It was barely
ossible that Smithy was giad to pro-
ong his Easter holidays and keep away
from lessons till the latest possible date.

Mr. Quelch knew only too well that
lessons did not have that attraction for
;:mdnj follows that they ought to have

rd.

All the emove knew that Quelch was
not pleased by Vernon-Smith's absence.

In the circumstances, Billy Bunter
sagely considered that Quelch was far
from likely to stretch a point in the
Bounder's favour. He was ma}]y more
fikely to stretch one in Bunier's favour
—in the circumstances, ]

Bob Cherry understood -ihat quite
well. Instead of passing mlong up the
passaze, he came into Study No. 4.

“You wanl me to help you move,
Bunter ! he asked, o

“Yes, old chap,” said Bunler, ‘I've
ashed Toddy, and he was simply ill-
Lbred on the subject.” 1

“yWoll, I'm & good-natured chap,™
said Bobh. *T'll help you to move.”

F{iood "

Bob grinned. He intended {o help
Bunter to move. But he did nol mean
what Dunfer meant.

“1 dare say Smilhy would help you to
move same as I'm going to, il vou lelt
it 1ill he got back,” he remarked.

“Um! I'm not sure about that,” said
Bunter. “Smithy’s got rather =
beastly {emper, you know; and if le's
in one of his tantrums he might eut up
rusty. Yon never know with Smithy !
Bettor have it what the French eall o
fatal company, you know.™ _

“A—a what? Oh, a fait accompli—a
jolly old sccomplished fact! I see!
smithy’s to Bnd “you fixed in the study—
and if he cuts up rusty, you're Enmf to
bring Quelch into it—and as Quelel i
rather huffy with the Bounder for keep-
ing away #o long, you think it's a sure
thing! It docsn't occur to you that
vou're a caleulating little fat beast?”
ashed Bob,

“0h, really, Clierry—"

“ All the same, I'm sura Smiihy wonld
help you to move, if be found you here,”
said Bob, with a chuckle. “*But if you'd
rather not wait for Bmithy, we'll get on
with the moving jeb at once.™

“1'm waiting——" -

“T won't keep you waiting, old lat
bean! I'll help you to movia™ :

“I say—yaroooh<legpo my ear!”
yolled Bunter, in surprise and wrath.
* What the thump are you up to?”

“Helping you lo move!” explained
Bob.

“You silly ass!™ shricked Bunter. ™1
meanf—"

i Never mind what you meant—it's
what I mean that matters. I'm jolly
woll poing fo help you 1o move,”

Bunter moved! ) ‘
_He moved quite guickly, with a
like & steel vice on his fat ear.

ip
ol

L]

Cherry jerked his ear to the door. Bun.
fer did not want to go to the door. Bu
his ear went: and Bunter had to go with
his ear—or e’lsn:n part with it, which was
not 1o be thought of. Ile went.

Still with o vice-like grip on his ear,
Bob slewed him round in the doorway.
Billy Bunter gave & how! of appre-
henzion,. i

He guessed what was coming noxt.

He guessed right!

Thud !

“Yarcoooh ! T )
“One of the lapgest sizes in boots in
the Remove landed on the fightest
trouzers at Grayicviars Behool.

RBilly Bunter Hew.

“Oh ecrumbsl ©Oh ecrikeyt! O
pminy ™ Billy Bunier rolled and roared.
“Owl Deast! Wowl!| Rottexr! I say—
yaroooh 1"

“What on earth’s that game?” asked
Harry Wharton, coming up the Remove
passage. :

“I'm haIElng Bunter to move!” ex-
plained Bob Cherry. “He'a ba.ghged
Smithy's study, and he asked me to help
him move, I'm helping him.”

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Move on, Bunter—"

“Ow! Beast! Yarocooh! Leave off
kicking me!” yelled Bunfer. “I'm
jolly well going to have that study—1'll
go to Quelch—I'l—yarooch !” :

“Ha, ha, ha ™

“Whooop! If you kick me again, yon
beast, I'll—yarrroooh I

“Better move, Bunter!” chuckled
Wharton,

“Ow!| Oh erikey! Ow! Wow!”

Billy Bunter moved! He scrambled
up on his fat little legs and fairly raced
along the Remove passage. Bob Cherry
bawled after him.

“Call on me next time you want help
in mnvinE. Bunter! I'll help you any

old time,

“Beast!”. floated back from the
Remove stairease.

“Hsa, ha, hal”

Billy Bunter waz gone. If he was

still thinking of moving into Smithy's
study, he was leaving ib 1ill Bob Cherry
was no longer on the spot to help him in
the moving job.

S ——————

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.

Trouble [
i LD Popper!” murmured Frank
Hu%ﬁnt.
L1 hJ Illj" h&t- 1!!
1 BIDW IJ.I L 3
The gentleman to whom  Frank

Mugent alluded rether irreverently as
“old Popper " was striding along tho
lowpath by the Sark, Although com-
monly he was referred to as “old
Popper ™ his full style and title was Sir
Hilton Popper, of Popper Courl,
Baronot of the United Kingdom,

Harry Wharton & Co. came to o halt.

The Famous Five had rambled out
after dinner for o harmless and neces-
gaty trot along the river till the bell
rang for school, .

Rambling nlﬂngh't-ha towpath was cor-
tainly a wvery harmless occupation:
nevertholess, the sudden sight of Sir
Hilton Papper, of Lopper Court, was
disconcerting, :

Sic Hilten was a governor of Crey-
friars Bchool; and bLe took his dulics as
i 8
seriousness. o had the advontage of
hving quite near Greviriars—which was
not an advantage in the opinion of Dr.
Locke. Nake most hcadmasters, Dr.
Locke ﬁmfﬂmﬂ governors ab a distance.

The chums of the Remove had fambled
rather fer, and they were, ms a matier
of fact, out of school bounds: They had

vornor of the school with awlul -

7

reached the part of the towpath which

ran under the fenco of the Three
Fislicrs; a far from deleclable resort ou
the river, frequented by company that
was very far from d?:ib:-mble. Cer-
tainly, the juniors Lad no infention of
entering the place, which was strietly
out of bounds for all Greyiriars
fellows, both junior and senior. It was
a place well known to Horbert Vernon-
Bmith and Bkinner and other fellows
who found amusement in “blagging * on
the strict Q. T, But the tastes of the
Famous Five did not run in that
divection,

Btill, they were outside school bounds;
and the eye of Bir Hilton P-:rplpar.
gleaming through Bir Hilton's eveglacs
wes upon them. Johany Bull gave an
angry grunt.

“This means a riﬂurt to Quelch!” he .
said. “Why can't that old asa mind hia
own business?”

“Echoe answers why?' said Bob
it i e & d the
¢ whylulness is terrific,’ 1
Mabob of Bhibtiou, - o RIS

" Bother him | said Harry Wharton,

" Blow him!" said Nugeat,

The Famous Five waited for 8ir
Hilton to como up. They knew that he
knew that they were out of bounds, In
their opinion, "old Popper ” bhad no
right to know anything about schoof
bounds; it really was no business of his.
Neither, in their opinion, had he any
right to butt in, soyhow. Unluckily, it
was not their opimion, but Sir Hiltou

P‘_ r];’%ﬂ}&g“; mﬁt‘tﬁlrﬂd.h E h
u ir Hilton began, with a
bark, “Greyfriars boys, I%hink gy

Sir Hilton knew perfectly well that
they were Greyfriars boys; ia had seen
the Famous Five a good many times,
Indeed, it was said thgat he knew every
Greyfriars fellow by wsight. In the
opinion of Greyfriars men generally, he
took an altogether undue interest in the
school of which he was one of the
ZOVErnors.

The Famous Five capped him politely.
They had a faint hope of * getting by *
with . politeness. tainly, wandering
out of bounds along the river was not
an awful offence; but & report to their
Form. master meant trouble. Quelch
loathed interferonce 'from Sir Hilion
Popper, of which he had head toe much.
It was probable, therefore, that he
might give the schoolboys what he
would casily have pmftrﬂ.“‘.i to give Bir
Hilton, had it been practicable.

" Yes, sir!” said Harry Wharton, with
his {mlitest smile.

“What are you doing here?”

; Just qu}:lng along the river, sir!
It's a—a nico day for a walk, sirl
Beautiful weather—*

Grune, from Sir Hilton, Evidently he
did not intend to discuss the weather;
aud he scemed to have no use [or
politeness, X

“You are ont
rapped.

“Weo're allowed to come as far as this
on a half-holiday, sir!” said Bob.,

“Is this & hali-holiday " '

5 }iinanna!; {1 ; I

“Then what do you mean?” rap
Sir Hilton. : e

Bob made no reply to that, He could
not explain that he meant ‘that he ho
Sir Hilton would shut up dod mind his
own business.

“1 find you here,” sald Bir Hilton,
“alinost at the gato of & low resort—a
disreputable resort ™

“Oh, my hat!” cjaculated Bob. i

The juniors had hardly noticed that
they were passing the Three Fishers.
Certainly they had given tho place no
attention, and wore not thinking of it.
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of schiool bounds!” he
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But it dawned op_them that 3ir Hilton
was suspicious. He scanped them with
his gharp eyes from under his shaggy,

grey browa. - j

“Wa were passing the place, Bir
Hilton," said Harry YWharton, compress-
ing his lips o littls, “I suppose ou
don’t imagine that we were going 1n,

" Do not be impertinent, boy I’ _
%Yt is you that ere impertinent, sir,
if you suggest that we were geing into
that den " answered Wharton coolly.

“0Oh, my hat I’ murmured Bob.

gir Hilton Popper glared at Wharton.

“What I"" he ejaculated. “What did
you say? How dare you! I shall
report this to your Form master | ]

ir Hilton looked for & moment as if
he would take the matter into his own
hands. The juniors backed away &
little as ha grasped his stick. e
would have been gquite pleased to rol
gir Hilton down the bank into the SBark.
But ragging & governor of the school
was not practical polities; 1t was ona of
those happy things that might be
dreamed c:f? but could never be done.

«Y think it very likely,” barked Bir
Hilton, *“that I have canght you as you
were about to enter that disreputablo
ly last week I saw a boy In

place. On :
iars cop leavi that wvery
& fireyle I was too

] though, unfortunately :
?aii'méﬁ fuugre:mgniﬁﬁ him. : A boy of
about your a h? ﬁmyfnum junior—

of, you probably
1m':al}‘. Fl" sEh_:l Johnny Bull.
Sir Hilton jumped.
“ What 1" he roared.

“RotI”* repeated Jobony  Bull

Sl oy |
Tt was rather & new oXperience for
is remarks

8ir Hilton Popper to hear
d::l;nrilged as ‘?m‘h.“ There wers fow

eople who ventured to tell the lord of
E’nppper Court these dlmgrealf.;la l:mthsh

His fiery eye almost po throug
his eyeglass as he glareg at Johnny
Bull. %is grip fastened harder on his
stick. .

“The ruﬂu]nﬁt: i%in teinﬁn," added
Hurres Jamset Ham :

“ Hoar, hear 1" grinm:c% Bob Cherry.

The Famous Five had guite given up
the idea of “getting by " with polite-
ness. Politeness was wasted on the lord
of Popper Court.

As a matter of fact, they were aware
of the identity of the Greyfriars junior
whom Sir Hilton had nearly spotted at
tho Three Fishers. &kinner of the Re-
move had told of his narrow escape in
the Rag. Certainly the delinquent had
not been & member of the Famous Five,

ir Hilton breathed hard.

“80 that—that is how you address a
governor of the school!” he exchimed,
“Wa shall see—wa shall seol I shall
now take you back to the school—I shall
take you personally—=""

“You won't | answered Wharton.

0 Whﬂ.-ﬂ-ﬁ.t'i”

“Come on, you men!” said Ilarry.
“It's time we got back, Trot I

The Famous Fiva swung round and
sturted back along the towpath. They
went at a trot. They had no intention
whatever of being marched back to
Greyfriars under the personal supor-
vision of Sir Hilton Yopper,

“Btop!" roared Fir Hilton.

*The stopfulness will not be terrific,”
grinned the Nabob of Bhanipur., “Put
it onfully, my csteemed an
chums."

Bir Hilton's long lops whisked at a
rapid rate as he strode after the juniors,
He covered the ground gquickly. But
he was altogether too digoified o gentle-
man to run—and the fastest walker
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ridiculous

could not have kept race with the trot-
ting schoolboys. Iast as he strode, Sir
Hilton Popper was left behind.

His brow was thunderous as he strode
on, Merely a vague suspicion of the
Junicrs been in his mind when he
spoited the Famous Five cleso to the
goto of the Three Fishers, Now it had
torned into a certainty. His angry
irritation madé him certain, It was
not logicsl, but it was like Sir Hilton
Popper., Ho strode on to Greyfriars,
determined to lose no time in bringing
those reckless young rascals to account,

But he was out of sight behind when
Hearry Wharton & Co. trotted in at the
school gates. Ten minutes later they
saw him ¢ome in and stride across to the
House. :

* Now the jolly old fat's in the fire |
growled Bob Cherry.

* Bother bim | growled Johnny Bull,

Billy Buntsr :qlﬁad out of the Houso
and blinked round through his big
5 les. He grinned at the Famous
Fiva and rolled over to them.

“I say, you fellows, you're wanted!”
grinned Bunter.

* Br-r-r-r I

“Quelch sent me to tell youl 1 say,
better put some exercise books in your
bags 1" chuckled Bunter. “Old Popper's
there, and he looks guite wild, 2AY,
it's going to be a licking! He, he, hel”

“You fat Owl I

“0Oh, really, Cherry! Berve you jolly
wall right I’* said Bunter, * Kicking a
chap out of his own study! I'm jolly

lad you're going to be whopped, and I
fmn +gﬂj" w&ﬁumg—--- Whooooop 1

Billy Bunter sat down suddenly in
Leaving him

the guad and roared.
; the Famous Five went rather

roari

‘dismally into the House and repaired

to their Form master's study.

THE FIFTH CHAFPTER.
All Clear |
UELCH was frowning.

Rl
ir Hilton Po gtandin
M by the Form rﬁﬁ’:—ér’s tnhlg

was frowning still more
pﬂrtﬂ]ltﬂ'll%{?'. \

Harry Wharton & Co., as they cama
into the study, felt rather like five
Daniels entering the lion's den.

“Here are tho boys!” rapped Sir

Hilton before Mr. Quelch could speak.

“Thesa are the insolent young rascals "
o H.nail]y dir Hilton—"' expostulated

Mr. Quelch. * Buch expressions—"

“1 have described these boys as in-
golent young rascals, sir, and 1 repeat
the words—insolent ung rascals!”
hooted Sir Hilton, "1 report them to
you, sir, as their Form master, for fre-
quenting & disreputable plece out of
school bounds, and for insolence to a
governor of the school.”

“Rubbish 1" said Johnny Bull.

“Bull I" gasped My, Queleh.

“¥ou héar him, sir?’ gurgled Sir
Hilton. " ¥You hear him, sir, with your
own ears|”

Really Mr. Queleh could scarcely have
heard him with anybody else’s.

“Bull, be silent " exclaimed the Ee-
move master. * How dare youl” :
“8ir Hilton Pol;;:er has no right to
sny thing of tho sort, sirl"”
answered Johnny Bull. 1 gaid it’s
yubbish—and it is rubbish |

“Bir Hilton is quite mistaken, sir”™
said Wharton, “We never oven looked
at tho place wo were passing—""

“Never even noticed it, sirl" saud
Nugent. BT WHR

“1 enught them, sir, within a fow
yards of the gato!” boomed Bir Hilton,
“Within a few yards, sir—""

THE MAGNET

" Anyone who passes along the fow-
ath, Sir Hilton, must pass within a
ew vards of the gate of the Three
Fishers,” said Mr, Quelch acidly. "I
see no reason whatever for supposing
that 'these juniors intended entering
such. & place. I accept their assuratce
on that point without the slightest
dounbt,
C'What|
EI.].' Ei ]

“Nothing of the kind, Bir Hilton!
Pray be reasonable! You saw these
boys on the towpath. You did not see
them, I presume, within the procinets of
the pr]ana you mention "

“I did not! But in a few minutes

¥

thoy—""

“1 am. afreid, sir, ithat you jumped
to a conclusion—a hasty conclusion—an
unjustifiable  conclusion I said  Alr.
Quelch tartly. *“I shall certainly not
con these jumiors for what you
suppose they might heve donc in a few
minutes if you had not spoken to them,
I do not believe for ons moment that
thﬁ:r had any such inlention.”
H Thank you, sir!” eaid Wharlon.
e e e i

coeph 1 esilatingly,” zai

Mh_ ufflﬂh- k. gr

E'-lr ilton Popper almost foamed.

* Then, sir, these young rascols—these
young b acliﬁuu.rda.—*-”

Mr. Quelch rose to his feet.

"1 decline to hear any such expros-
sions apphied to bo Fbe]‘:auging to my
Form, sir 1" he mdy:nth great dignity.
“And if you brought any I accusa-
tlf:rn_afmnai_:- them, sir, without a jot
or tittle of evidence, sir, it is not sur-
prizing that they answered with what
you are pleased to describe as inﬂnienr:e;
mrfﬁui;ndu had no right to insult them 1"

= ad I gas Sir Hilton.
“Good gl waped

Harry Wharton & Co. suppressed =
desire to smile. Even o ggama::-r of
the school was not monarch of all he
surveyed at Greyfriars; a discovery Sir
Hilton Popper had made before, and
was now inaking again. The irascible
old gentleman was growing purple.

If you doubt wmy word,

“Mr. Quelch! Only the other day I
saw & Greyiriars leaving that very
ELacm and re the faot to Dr.

ke, The boy was not identified.
But—" :

“If the boy can be identified ho will
be dealt with very severaly,” said Mr.
Quelch. *“If you have any reason to
believe that it was one of these boys—""

“I eaught them at the very gate—"

**That, sir, as I have already pointed
gut, smounts to nothing. I have very
frequently passed that gate myself, when
teking a walk along the river I" enapped
Mr. Quelch. *' But you would not sus-
pect me, I presume, of frequenting dis-
reputable resorta.”

“Really, Mr. Quelch—"

“Really, 8ir Hiltop—""

“My firm belief, sir, is that these boys
were about to enter that—that disgrace-
ful resort| 1 regret now that I did not
wait & few minutes, and give them fime
to condemn ves by their own
actions,” -

“If you had weited a few minutes I
have no doubt whatever that you would
havo seen these boys pass the placo in
perfect innocence.”

“Bo that is your view, Mr. Quelch{™

“That is view, Sir Hilton."

“Ciood gad 1” zaid the lord of Popper
Conrt. i

“Ona fact ugpe:m clear,” szaid Mr.
Quelch, “and that is thab the boys were
out of bounds.” - ; .

“They do not deny that, I imegine |
gaid Sir Hilton, bitterly.
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“We shiould not deny anything that
was true, sir!’ said Harry.

Girunt | ]

“That offence, however, 18 vory
slight,” continued Mr. Quelch, " as, on
half-holidars, school bounds  are
cxtended. It is, however, an offence,
and 1t will be punished. These boys
will take an imposition of one hundred
Iines each.™

HAnd that 1z all 1" gasped Sir Hilion.

“That is all,” said Mr. Quelch quietly.
Ay boys, you mav leave the study,”

“Phank you, sir.”

The I"'amous Five leflt the study. Br,
Quelel was not alwayvs popular in his
Form; but just then the chums of the
Remove were feeling quite proud of
their Form master.

Sir ITilton's eye. and cyeglass, walched

the siudy, closing the door after him
with a bang. :

“Upon my word "' said Ar. Quelch,
addressing space. 3

A good many Greyirinrs fellows
glanced curiously at Sir Hilton Popper's
purple face as he strodo gwuz to the
gates. The Famous Five, in the quad,
capped hLim  with great  respeet—
receiving & glare in _return.  Even
Ciozling, the porter, touching his ancient
hat wory deferentially to a governor of
the school, was glared ak, and he stood
blinking .after Sir  lMHilton as the
baronet’s long legs whisked away down
the road. : : _

“My eye!” said Gosling. “Wot I
savs 1s this ‘ero—my eye !”

2y Flilton was gone—grimly resolved
thiat the next time he canght those young

9

that had been thie Bounder's {ault. He
made no reply. 4 :

The itrain was rapidly approaching
Lantham Junction.

Besides the two Greyiviars juniors
there was another passengor in the
carringe whoe had made the run from
London. ]

He =at in the farther corner. and the
schoolbovs had taken no heed of hiin,
only noticing that he lgohed like &
foreigner,

He was a rather slim. szallow rontlo-
man of middle-age, with a pointed. durk
beard, dressed with extreme neotness.
He was reading a Frenclh newspapor
most of the tmme, throuzh a paiv of
pold-rimmed pince-nez. Every now and
then, as tho. schoolboys talked, he
glanced over the top of hiz paper at

As Sir Hilton Popper stared into the billiards-room he saw Herbert Vernon-Smith leaning over the table, cue in hand, taking
a shot. Mr. Banks, the bookmaker, was standing by the iable, and a potman was bringing in some liguid refreshment.
** Vernon-Smith ! ** Sir Hilton fairly barked oui the name.

thom go. He really looked rather like a
tigm‘ whose prey was escaping.
The door closed after the juniors.

“And the matter ends Imre:,' Mr.
guclch?” gasped the lord of Popper
ourt.

“The matter ends here, =ir 1" said Br.
Queleh firmly. *“You may, of course,

lace it before the headmaster if you

esire. I think, however, that upon
reflection you will realise that you have
done these boys an injustice.”

“1 shall realise, sir, nothing of the
kind I” boomed Sir Hilton. “And I
warn. you, sir, that I shall keep this
rmatter in mind. I see, sir, that there
is slacknoss—oulpable slackness—in the
schpol of which I am a governor,
soe that disgraceful conduet 15 allowed 1o
pass  undetected—that = insolence s
allowed to pass wopumshed!” I shall
Lear it in mind, siel”

With that, the barcoet strode out of

rugeals up te mischicl there should be
no mistake about the matter. 1i was
rather fortunate for Harry Wharton &
Co. that they were not the young
rascals Sir Hilton supposed.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Back to Greylfriars !

ERBERT VERNON-SMITH,
H the Dounder of Greyiriars,
glanced out of the carriage
window and grunted.
Redwing, seated in  the
coriner, emiled aoross at him.
“Lantham next!” he said.
“Rotten 17 grunted the Bounder.
“We'vo had a rather long holiday,
Smiuthy ' :
“It was mucked
Smithy. :
Tom Redwing did not point out that

Tom
opposite

np ! growled

them, as if e found some interest inm
their remarks. . But they gave their
fellow pussconger no attenlion,

The Bounder was in a discontented
mood. :
_'I'he Easter holidays had not been
quile a guccess. Smithy was on his way
back to school now, nearly a fortnight
late for term, Redwing had been luid
up, at the boliday bungalow in Surrey,
aml when he was better he had been
taken to Mr. Vernon-Smith's house in
London, and the Bounder had obtained
leave to remain away from school and
stay with him there. Ho long as Tom
was ill, Smithy had been a devoted
chuin—showing. a thoughtful kindness
aud tenderncss whieh few Greylviavs
follows would have suspected in the
hard, cynical Bounder. _

gtill, the “hols ™ had been * mucked
up,” as tho Bounder expressed it. Now

Tie Muigxer Lmcany.~—No. 1,264
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that hia clum was well, Smithy was the
“old Bounder again, hatdly recognisable
ns the fellow who had been unweary-
ing at a sick badside.

e was rother keen to get back to
Greyfriars. He was captain of the
Remove now, and eager to exercise his
new powers. Also, he was keen to “get
on' with his feud against Harr
Wharton, whose place he had captur
as captain’ of the Form. But the holi-
days had been a frost, and S8mithy had
not had the imr.l time he had mapped
out, Also, his chum was not coming
back to the school with him. :

“It's rotten!” repeated the Bounder.
“ Rottenest hols I've ever had—and now
the dashed Form-rcom agnin, and
*Yes, sir,” and * No, sir,” and ° Please,
air,’ and 'Oh, sirl' Pah1”

“The cricket will be coming om,
Bmithy—"

“Yes, there's that. I fancy I'll rather
make Wharton sit up over the cricket I
assented the Bounder.

Redwing’s face clouded.

“I wish you'd chuck that, Smithy, and
begin the new term, letting bygones be
brygones,’” ha said.

“"Likely 1" sneered the Bounder.

He glanced from the window again.
Lantham could be seen in the distance.
At Lantham, Tom was to lcave him,
while he went on in the train for Court-
field and Greviriars.

“1 wish you were coming on, Reddy 1™
he grunted,

“Well, my father's home f{rom ses
now, and he naturally wants to see me,"”
gaid Tom—""after I've been ill, too, old
chap. I'm putting in three days at
Hawkseliff, that's all.”

“Classes for me this afterncon!”
growled the Bounder. *Quelch will
expect me in time for classzes, of course,
YWell, he won't see me.” -

“You'll be in lots of time, Smithy:
this train goes right on to Courtheld.”

“The train does!” assented the
Bounder. “I don’t, though."

“Your father wrote to Quelch, you
know———"

“1 know ¥

“TFor goodness’ =zake, Smithy, don’t
begin the term with a row with your
Form master " said Tom anxiously.
“There's geing to be trouble in the
Remove, quite enongh withont that.
Quelch doesn’t like & follow coming back
late for term, anyhow. You were a
good chap to stick to me as_you did;
but Quelch—"'

* Bother Quelch I

The slim, sallow Frenchman on the
other side of the carriage was gazing
at the two juniors over the top «f his
paper. There was a faint smile on his
face, The juniors did not noticoe him,

however,

“ Blow nelch I*  repeated  the
Bounder., “I'm not going in for clusses
this afternoon, Reddy., To-morrow's

goon enough.™

“Buk what can you say to Quelch if -

vou get in too late for classes, old
chap, when he expects—-=>*

“0hb, any old thing " vawned the
Bounder. * Missed the train in London
will do. Or o delay on the line. Any
old thing.”

“But look here, old chap, there's no
fun in hanging about by yourself even if
you cut classes,” said wing. “Give
1t o miss, Smithy,"”

‘MThe Bounder laughed,

“1 zhan’t bs hanging about by myseclf,”
be answered coolly. I ghall be sceing

somo friends. Having a good time, in
© faet. You needn't worry about me, old
bean. I can always dig up some fun,”

“That's rather rolten, Smithy! If
you mean that iuu’ra going to play the
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‘the blackguerdly 6y was on

m

goat, and Ll Quelels Jivs when you got
in late—" '

T Exactly il

“Well, fthiuk it's rolten |7 said Red-
wing warmly. -

“You would !"” grinned the Bounder.

" Have alittle senso, old chap, 1f you
geot spotted—" ' :

“Who's goin’ to spot me? It's not a
hali-holiday, when the _julhr old prefects
are on the watch!™ chuckled the
Bounder. " The prefects will be doin’
Greek with the Beak. You needn’t jaw,
Reddy. I've had rotten hols, sud Fm
gown’ to kick a loose leg for the last time
before 1 get under old Queleh’s eye
agein. - Chuck it, old bean.”

The Bounder’s eyes glistenad.  The
part he bad lately played, of the de-
voted pal of a sick friend, bad been a
strain on him. The uproarious time he
had planned for the hols had not come
off. The blackguard'y Lkink in the
Bounder was well to the fore now.
Deeply as he was attached to his chum,
Redwing's company wa® a restraint on
him. Had Tom been going on to the
school, no doubt Smithy would have
“ given it a miss,” and gone on with him.
But, left to his own devices, the Bounder
was thinking only of kicking over the
traces—and logking forward to the pro-
spect with keen ::fprecmtmn. 7,

Redwing sighed.

That shady kink in his chum was irk-
some epough to bim, though it made no
difference to his friendship.

But it was useless to argue with the
Bounder. Tom could only hope that, if
Smithy persisted in “playing the goat
instead of going on to the school, where
he was expected, he would carry off his
recklessness with safety. It was likely
enough. There could be no official eyes
on the Bounder on o day that was not a
hali-holiday. And the Bounder's luck
had always been phenomenal. He
hardly knew how many times he had
been within measurable distance of the
“pack,” but the chopper had never come
down. And constant luck encouraged
the- Bounder to take risks that would
have made another fellow pruse.

Nothing more was zaid till the train
stopped at Lantham, There Tom Red-
wing got out of the carriage. He had a
walk of some miles before him. There
was no railway station near Hawkscliff.

He shook hands with the Boundar, and
paused,

“ Bmithy, old man, I wish——"

“Rats, old bean !I” said Smithy.

And Redwing had to leave it at that.
with a cloud on his face, as ho watched
the train steam out of the station again.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.

Advice Not Taken !

HE Bounder lecaned back in his
corner, slipped a hand into his
pocket, and drew out a cigarekte-
case, Seldom, or never, did the

Tlounder indulge his bad habits in Red-
wing's company; but they refurned in
full foreo as soon as his chum was gona.
Indeed, much as he liked Redwing, and
regretted that Tom was not coming back
that day, it was rather a relief to the
Boundor that they bad parted company
[or a fime.

More than once he had said, in
mockery, that Tom was hiz guardian
angel, and though #aid in jest, it was
irue enough. ut the company of a
puardian angel was sometimes irksomo
to the wayward Bounder, especially when
him. He
selected a cigarette, and lighted . it,

taking no notice of the stere over the

’ . THE MAGNET

top of the French gentleman's news-
puper across ihe carviege, If the Froggy
did not like his smokiag, -he could lump
it, was the Bounder's opinion,

“Mon jeung amii }™ :

Vernon-Smith started, and staréd’ at
the Frenchman through o little haze of
smoke, . : ;

* Did you speak " he ejaculated.

“Mais ouil” The French gentleman
Jaid down his paper, and turned his gold-
rimmed glasses on the Bounder, with o
very grave expression. ' Excusez zat I
speak in my own tongue. I am verree
recont from Paris, and I forget. But I
speak zo English verree fine and large.”

The Bounder grinned. This strango
gentleman’s English reminded him of
AMonsieur Charpentier’s at Greyfriars,

“Go i, sir!™ gaid Vernon-Smith.
""&'ﬂu epeak English remarkably well,
311"-

The Frenchman smiled.

*“%at is verree Flﬂaﬂnut to hear,” he
said. “A friend I mdke in zo hotel in
Londres, he tell mea ze same zing. But I
speak him, I zink, not so well as vunce

. anozzer time. Vunce I speak ze

inglish- very moock viz my ancient
friend Queﬁ.” o By '

“Quelch 7 “repeated the ~ Bounder,
starting, : { :

“¥ou mention zat name when yon
speak viz your young f[riend who is
parted,” said the French gentleman, “I
cannot help to hear, you observe. You
speak vizin sound of m oars, isn't it}
Yes! You speak of Monsieur Queleh,
you speak of ze achoo! of ze Greyiriars,
and it 18 to zat place zat I travel viz

myzelf, to gee my ancient [riend
Quelch,*”
“0Oh, my hat!® ejaculated the
Bounder.
He had given his fellow-traveller no

attention whatever, Dertainli;; it had
not occurred to him that he had been
speaking within hearing of anyone con-
nected with Grevfriars

He removed the cigarette from his
mouth, But the next moment he re-
placed it there! He was not going to
be scared by this Frogzy, who happened
to be a friend of his Form master’s. If
the fellow liked toe mention it to Quelch,
let him !

“It 1s twonty years,” resumed the
French gentleman, “zat I have not seo
my ancient friend. Alvays I zink zat T
will cross over z¢ Channel to Angleterre
—but zat La Manche—he is o terrible !
Now, before I see my ancient friond, I
see one garcon zat to him belong.™

“GGlad to meet you, sir!” said the
Bounder cheerfully. Tha French gentle-
man. was plainly au effusive and talka-
tive gentleman, given to telling his per-
sonal affairg to chance acquaintances.
Probably he had left a lot of peopls in
the London hotel fully apprised of his
history, of his experiences and emotions
in crogsing the terrible Channel, and of
his intention fo vizsit his ancient friend.
Quelch at Grayiriars School in Kent,

“1 am verree pleased to see one garcon
zat beleng to ze ecole of my ancient
iriend,” said the French gentleman.
“But zat is not vy I speak! I am tied
to spcak to you, mon jeune ami.”

“Tied ?” repeated Smithy, “0h,
bound! I—I seal Youn feal bound to
speak to me? Tire away, eir ”

“Bound and tied, is he not ze same
zing " asked the Frenchman. “Yes! I
zink gzo0! Mon parcon, I am tied to
speak to you! I hear vat you szay to
your young friend. You return to
school viz yourself, and mon ami Quelch
he expect to see you Yes? you
zink you give yourself one more vacanco
—holiday, isn't it? Yesl Zat 18 verree
wrong, oy young friend.”
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The French tleman shook Lis head
gravely at the gﬁgunden :

Smithy understood now. Evidently,
from the talk of the two juniors, the
Frenchman was in  possession of the
Dounder’s intontions. He felt it bis
duty to weigh in with & word in scason—
all the more because ho was a friend of
iho reckless junioc’s Form mastcr.

The Bounder compressed his lips.

It was rather unfortunate that a man
wlo knew Quelch had heard him_talk-
ing to Redwing. But it made no differ-
cnes to the Bounder’s intentions.

“1 advise you, my young friend, to
give up zis foolishness, and po to yvour
school, where =e bon Quelch expect you,
Czzervise, I am place in verree awkward
jrosition, isn't it? Am I not tied—zat 13
to say bound—to tell ze bon Queleh 7

“Not at all, sir,” said the Bounder
coolly, “You are bound not to give me
away; ¥ou can't ropeat what vou over-
lieard by chance. Neot cricket, sir!”

“Zat iz werree true,” assented the
French gontleman. “ But ze position i2
awkward., ‘Tako ze advies of Gaston
Sarrail, my young friend. It iz good
advice—verren pood advice. Let zere ho
none of zis foolishness. Zrow zat silly
cigarctie avay, mon garcon, and make
vy ze brain to act in ze sensible manner,
n eat-ce-pas ¥

"Tlie French gentleman's manner was
kind and ecarnest. i it had no effedd
ou the Bounder. His mind was already
winde up, '

Neither did he think it likely that
Monsieur Gaston Sarvail would mention
the matter to Mr. Quelch. All he knew
waz that the junior intended to “ploy
truant,” which was ne doubt wrong, but
not an awfully serious matter. Smithy
w2z glad 1hat he had not mentioned the
"Threo Fizhers, his intended destinntion.
Had Monsieur Sarrail been aware of hiz
procise plans, he would hardly have had
unyv choice about intervening.

“You tako zat advice, isn't it 7" asked
Monsicur Sarrail. “J'espere-—TI hope zat
von take him, mon jeune ami.”

“You're awfully kind fo give me
advice. sir, especially as T haven't asked
for 11.” zaid the Bounder, "Of eourse, T
sionll tuke it. I donm’t think ! he added,
under his breath.

Bonsieur Sarrail smiled menially.

T Zat 13 good,” he said. " Von vill not
regret zat you take zat good advice, my
voung friend.”

“I'm sgure nol, sir!” agreed the
Founder.  Ho was hardly likely to
regret taliing the adviee whieh he did
not intend to take at all.

Apparently satisfied in his miud, the
!:EP:J French gentleman returned to his
DA,

The Bounder threw away the half-
smgked cigareite and  watehed him
covertly. It waa rotten luck that
Quelch’s pal from Paris should have
keon travelling in the same train.
Apparently he was poing to stay at
Cireyiriars, for thers was a suitease on
thn rack, with the initials "G, 5.” on
1, The Bounder had never heard of
(iaston Barrail before, and wished that
Lo hod net heard of him now. He
realized that it would be judicious to
pall the wool, so far as possible, over
Dlonsieur Sarrail’'s eves. He was quite
determined to carry on with his reckless
plans, but he did not want to be called
gver the coals by Queleh when he turned
up late at the school. It was no use
Leginning the term by getting Quelch’s
“rag " out. -

He rose to his feet as the train slowed
down at clyfTe,

Monzieur Sarrail glanced up.

# s parc—ze station—he 13 not yeb
E'nurffieﬁl " he asked.

“Na, @ir,” answered the Bounder.
“This is Redelyffe. We gencrally take
the short cut through the woods from
here to the school. I hope I shall see
you again, sir, if you're staying at Grey-
friars.”

“I stay some days viz my ancient
friend Queleh,” said Monsieur Sarrail
“It will be pleasure to see you, mon
garcon. You are vun good boy to take
0 good advice.”

“It was very kind of you to speak to
me, sirl” said Vernon-Smith solemnly.
“I can’t tell you how much I am
obliged. Boanjour, monsicur!”

i our, mon gareon ! ;

The Bounder stepped from the train.
He grinned as ho waktched it winding
down the line towards Courifield. He
had “bottled up® the fussy Froggy.
Monsieur Sarrail would say nothing to
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Quelch now about the reckless talk Le
had overheard in the railway carriage.

Satisfied on that point, the Dounder
left the station—not to walk through the
woods to Greyiviars, but to follow the
river in the direction of the ‘I'hree
T'ishers.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
“Bend Over, Bunter [ **

r 7ARE beaks! murmured
Aad  Bkinner.

Bomoe of the Remove
fellows grinned.

“I'm geing to be good this afterncon,”
said Skinner. “I'm going to be ‘very,
very good. When Quelchy loaks like
that 1t's enough te make any [ellow
very, vory good indeed.”

It was timne for class, and the Remove
were waiting at their Form-room door
for Mr. Quclch. :

He appeared in the offing, in the
distance, and as soon as he was secn
it was noticeable that he looked very
grim.

I

Harry Wharton & Co. had no doubt
that that was the effeet the interview
with &ir Hilton Popper had left on
their Form master. -

8ir Hilton was gone, and 1n a tower-
ing temper, and he had left Mr. Quelch
decidedly cross.

As a matter of fact, Mr, Quelch had
had several annoyances that day. They
had a eumulative efect, as it were.

He Liad been expecting a telaphone eall
from his friend Dbonsieur Sarrail to
state at what time the French gentle-
minn would arrive. He had not received
it, though he was happiii,' unaware that
Williom George Bunter had received ir |
for him. He had rather cxpected the
T'rench gentloman to lunch, but he had
not arrived for lunch. Now le was
likely to butt in during the afterncon
while Mr. Quelch was engaged with his
Form, which was rather awkward.

Mr. Quelch was guite pleased at the
idea of secing his old friend again,
whom he had known in Fronce before
the War and had net seen for tweniy
vears, though they had corresponded
rﬂgularlf. gtill. the uncertainty on the
subject was annoying.

" Then there was the Bounder. He
should have arrived before this. Hia
father's letter had stated at what time
he would arrive, but he had not come.
Mr. Queleh .could not help suspecting
that, having already had an-extra couple
of weeks away from school, Vernon-
SQmith was bagging an oxtra half-holiday
on his own account. No doubt he wonld
arrive, too late for classes, with some
plausible explanation, Mr, Quelel had
resolved fo examine that explanation
very closely indeed when Smithy eame.

Then there was that disagreeable eall
from Sir Hilton Popper—disagreeable
in iteelf beeanse the lord of Popper
Court wag a disagreeable old gentle-
man—still more disagrecable from the
wifounded sugpicions he entertained of
certain members of Alr. Queleh’s Form.
‘I'hose unfounded suspicions roused Mr.
Quelel’s ire very seriously.

Last of all there was Bunter. Mr.
Quelch had just learncd from Monsiour
Charpenticr that he had sont Bunter up
for punishment in second lessen, and
that Runter had not returned te the
Trench set. Tt was the last straw, and

.it made BMr. Quelch very cross indeed.

Ho looked as if the cane was going o
e featured that nofternoon in the
Remove Form. He did not want to
cane lis old friend Sarrail for failing
ta phone, and he conld not cane the
Bounder—yeot. at all events. And, of
course, Sir Hilton Popper could not be
caned, so only Bunter was left. Bunter
waz booked for moro than his share.

Skinner was well advised to decide
to bo vory good that afterncon, after ono
glance at I'Er. Quelch’s speaking counte-
nanca. Al the Remove made up their
minds on the spot to be a model Form.
Not for a moment did the most reckless
follow dream of banging o desk-lid or
dropping & book on the floor with &
bump. i

As Mr. Quelch came up, the Removifes
tried to look aa if butter would not niels
in their moutha.

The Remove master opencd the door,
and the juniors took their places, even
Bob Cherry taking eare not to barge
anything cver or to shuffle his feet.

“ Bunter | )
“ Oh lor 1" gasped Bunter, in alarm.

Billy Bunter had hoped from the
bottom of his fat henrt not to_catch
Quelch's eye that aftcrnoon. He was
oven propared to take ns much interest
as pnsabl? Eln Latin mﬂs r*qther 1;33
draw Quelch’s wial attention. n
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E:w t]}m beast was jumping on him first
i

“ Bunter, stand out before the Form 1"
u"]'!j'i'l crikey ! squeaked the slarmed

wl.

“Bunter, if rou utter such ridiculous
vjaculations in the Form-room I zhall
coang you I

“Oh dear! I1—1I say, sir, it—it wasn't
me ! rgroaned Bunter.

“What? What was not youi”

" Anything, sir. I—I mean, nothing ™
stammered Bunter.

“Btand out at once !

if ﬂw !J.I

Bunter rolled out dismally.

The other fellows felt a little more at
case, L[f Bunier was going to get i,
that, they considered, would take the
cdge off Queleh’s temper. But Bunter
di& not feel at ease. Tar {rom it
Which of his many delinquencies he
was to be called to account for the fat
Uwl did not know, but it was clear that
he was for it .

*“ Bunter, the French master states that
he sent you to my study in second

on this morning.”

“Qh, yes, sir! You—you weren't
there, sir, and I—I waited—=2

“ Monsieur Charpentier states that you
did nct retarn for the remainder of the
lesson. ™ Vi i

* I=—=I couldn’t, sir, when I was waiting
for you, sir!” gasped Bunter. “I—I
thought it my duty to wait, sir1”

“And why,” said Mr. Quelch in a
deep voice, “as you did net see me
during second lesson, why did you not
como to me afterwards?”

Bunter blinked at him, T

Bunter thonght that a simply idictic
guestion, He wondered whether Quelch
really thought a fellow would come to
hiam ?nr a licking if he could possibly gi::»b
out of it. Still, he could not put it like
that to Quelch.

“ Answer me, Bunler 1™ i

“T1—1I was afraid of wasting your fime,
sir,” stammered Bunter, “knowing you
i0 be such & busy man, sir, es em’f.ll;r,r
a5 you'ra cxpecting a visitor fo-day.

*“What can vou possibly know about
that, Bunter?” exclaimed Mr. Quelch,
in surprise.

“ Oh, notling, sir! I—I never heard
you speaking to Mr. Prout about it.
Not & word, sir. You can ask Skinner,
gir. Ho knows. I told him.”

“ Upon my word [ said Mr. %Lrl-alch.

He picked up the cane from his desk.
Billy Bunter eyed it very uneasily.

“(.¢-can | go back to my place now,
s.h:_?u

“No, Bunter, you may not go back
to your place. You should not have
waited during a whole lesson i1n my
study, as you know very well. And as
you did not sce me there you should
have come to me later with the French
master’s moessage, as you are also
aware,

“ J—I—I forgot, zir !’ gasped Bunier.
*“I—1 never knew Mossoo would men-
tign it to you, siv, or—or 1'd have come.
As it was, I—T forgot.”

“Ha, ha, hal” :

#2ilopee ! DBunter, you will bend over
that chair.™

“Oh erikey '™

In the lowest spirits, Billy Bunter
bent his podgy form over the chair. He
had had a hapﬁy escapa that morning;
and having had a hnfppy escape, he had
Jizmissed the malter from bis mind. The
fat Owl had not foreseen that the
French master would mention the
matter to his Form master—though
really ho might have foreseen it, after
cutting the French cless.  DBut Billy
Bunter never foresaw anything. The
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lif:.’!uiu he had so happily escaped bad
only n postponed, after all,
Whock | ‘Whack 1’ Whack |

Probably it would have been better
for Bunter had he taken his lickinF
before Bir Ililton Popper made his call.
It might have been laid on more lightly
before that autoeratie old gentleman ex-
asperated Mr. Quelch, Now it was not
laid on lightly.  The - cone rang on
Bunter,

“Whaoooop !” roared Bunter., “0Oh
jiminy ! Yaroooop!™

“Silence !” hooted Mr, Quelelh, “Go
to your place, Buntar——"

" ¥ oooo-hooooooop

* Angther gound and I will cane you
again, Bunter.”

Billy Bunter suppressed his emolions.
He crawled back to his place, e sat
squirming on the form. After those
three hefty swipes, Bunter would have
preferred to stand,

Mr, Queleh’s glittering eye swept over
the Remove. Every fellow tried to look
not only as if butter, but as if Devon-
ghire cream, would not melt in his
mouth. It was evident that Quelch was
not to be trifled with that afterncon. Ha

laid down the cane; and Latin prose
began in a rather electric atmosphere.
And every man in the Remove felt a

sense of deep relief when o tap came at
the Form-room door, and Trotter, the

g2, locked in with a message for M,
5’:121-:11. Mr. Quelch did not like beamng
called away from his Form during class,
His Form, on the other hand, liked it
very much. And they had never liked it
s0 much as now.

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Caught in the Act!

IR HILTON POPPER could
searcély believe his eyves—and his
eyeglasa, -

He stared.

“(zood gad!” he ejaculated.

Sir Hilton had left Greyfriars School
in a-state of boiling wrath. He walked
back in the direction of Popper Court
by the towpath along the Bark. And hLe
fumed as he walked.

A Greyiriars Form master—a mero
nﬂbﬂdf, in the lofty estimation of the
lord of Popper Court—had rebuffed him.
Instead of accepting the opinion of Sir
Hilton as confirmation strong as d:_:rmni
of holy writ, that Form mastor bad had
an opinion of his own—and had acted on
it, instead of acting upon Sir Hilton’s
much more important opinion.:

The autocrat of Popper Court was not
used to rebuffs. He did not like them at
all. Ha was inclined to call upon the
headmaster of Greylriars and suggest
that Quelel should be discharged from
the staff. But he could not help feoling
that that might ounly lead to anocther
rebuff, Dr, Locke was o mild old
gentleman; but not an old gentleman
to ho dictated to, even by so great a
man as & member of the Governing
Board. ‘Deepll:f ennoyed, intcnsely
angry, Sir Hilton saw nothing for it
but to swallow his own smoke, as it

were; only resolving to keep  the
sharpest of sharp eyes on the Three
Fishers, and caich the next young

rascals who frequented that deplorable
place, and prove beyond the shadow of
a doubt that he was right, and that Mr.
Quelch was wrong,  And with these
angry thoughts in his mind, tt-l'llfll_ng up
the towpath towards the Three Fishers,
ha sighted a Greyiriars junior turning
into the pate shead of him.

“Good gad!” repeated Sir Hilton.

His eye glittored th.rquh his oyeglass.

There was no mistake this time!
Thete Lad been no mistake last time, in

8ir Hilton, naturally,
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Sir Hillon’s opinion. But this time,
even that impertinent Form master,

ueleh, could not affect to think that
therg was o mistake,

With his own cyes—not to mention his
cyeglass—Sir Hilton saw_it.

A Greyfriars junior—a Remove boy—a
boy whom the old baronect recognized,
as his profile was turned in entering the

ate. He had seen Herbert Vernon-
snith of the Remove a good many
times, and knew him Ipert‘mtl:,r well,

. Sir Hilton stared, almost blunkly. He
nad oxpected to mako a catch, sooner
or later; he had hoped to make o catch
—lie had been determined to make a
catch ! But cortainly he had not antici-
pated making a catch that very after
noon, not half an hour after Jeaving

ch. He was justified much sooner
than he could have imagined would be
tho case.

Vernon-Smith—undoubtedly it was
Vernon-Smith—disappeared in at the

ate of the Threo Fishors, and vanished

rom sight. .

Sir Hilton smiled—a ;

There was no doubt this time. Had
he hurried on and grabbed Vernon-
Smith before he entered the place, no
doubt the young rascal would have
denied his intention, and Quelch would
have: believed him! Vernon-8mith
could hardly deny it now; and Quelch
could hardly believe him if he did.

The old baronet strode on.

A Remove boy—one of Mr, Quelch’s
boys—was now within the precincts of
the most disreputable resort in the
county ! Sir® Hilton grimly wondered
what Quelch would say to that!

A reckless young rascal—an extremely
reckless young rascal, there was no
doubt about that. It was class-time at
Greyiriars now—it had been cloze on
class when Sir Hilton left Mr. Quelch.
This boy—this Vernon-Smith—was not
cnly out of bounds, not only freguent-

rim smile,

‘g o disorderly resort—but he +was

playin truant—st;:]ppin out from class!
w nothing of
the fact that Vernon-Smith had not yet
relurned to school—that he was return-
ing that day. Even the Bounder, reckless
as he was, would hardly have ventured
to cut clags, had he been back at tho
school, and under his Form master's eve.
But so far as Sir Hilton could see, tiia
boy was a member of the Lower Fourth
Form who chose to stay out of school—
this, then, was how Quelch conducted
hia Form!
Grimly the lord of Popper Court
sirode om, and stopped at the gate by

which the Bounder had vanished a few
npnutes. Ago.

Then he paused.

The boy was within the place—that

was certain, DBut the river-side inn was
a rambling old place, with extensive
grounds, bordcered by the towpath on
ong side and a shady lane on the other.
It was a place full of nooks and crannies,
where a fellow could casily dodgo

out of sight, with a dozen avenucs

of escape. If this young rascal sue-
ceeded 1n evading capture, no doubt he
would deny the whole thing at Groy-
feiars—and it might mean another rebuoft
for Sir Hilton! Queleh, it was true,
could scarcely refuse to accept his
positive  statement.  Btill, 1 wvas
obviously best to catch the young
scoundral in the act, and march him
back to Greyliiars with a. hand on his
shoulder. It would be quite a pleasure
to Sir Hilten to ropeat hiz visit to the

schoal, with the culprit in his grasp.

After &J-auﬁiug for reflection, SBir Hil-
ton strode in, .

He did not entor the inn at the front
—havipg a strong suspicion that, while
he {]il}l g0, the young rascal might be
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lcaving il at the back? The lery old
sentleman was “stalking 7 the Downder,
Ee walked ronnd the Luilding, to look
in at the billiards-room. 'That was a
hikely spot to draw the badger, asz it
wera,

Sir Hilton appeared to know his wav
ahout the Three Vishers, deplorable as
the place was! As a matter of absolute
fact, Bir Hilton had known the place
well in his younger davs; when he had
not boen quite so parvticular abfut his
own condnct, as be now was about the
conduct of others. He had, in thoze far-
off days, known the Three Fishers guite
well; indeed, on some snch occasions
there had been sounds of revelry by

night ! But Sir Hilion was not think-
ing of that now; he was thinking of his
riehteonus wrath and indignolion, and of
hiz coming triumph over AMe. Quelel.
Thore waz a somnd of a ¢licking ball

I
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Bedwing to the beery, smoky habitues of
the A'hree Fishiers, conld hardly be con-
sidered a change for the better, even
b the Bounder. But good behaviour
for two or three weeks had tired Smithy.
and he was enjoying the temporary
lapse into his old dinpy pursuits. It
was only temporary—3mithy had ne in-
tention of “plaving the pgoat™ thai
term; his intention was to devote him-
zelf chiefly to cricket, and prove to the
Remove that they had a captain whe
could win matchea, Thiz was, indeed,
hia last free kicl:y, as he would have ex-
pressed  it, befove ting back into
school wavs, Bub Sir Hilton Poppor
was not to guess all that; not that it
wonld have made any differenee, had he
puessed it.

He stared in af the scene.

Vernon-Smith picked up his cigar
otta from the ashtray, to take a pull at
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B3ir Hilton fairly barked.

The Bounder drew o dee
Mr. Buanks stored at Sir Hilton—ihe
matker winked at the potman. The
Bopnder paled a little.

Coapght—Dby that meddling old fool—
caught ! That was his thought, If h
lia listened to Tom wing's
carnest expostulations—if he had acted
on the kind and good-natured advice of
that French gentleman in the train—
But it was too late to think of that now.

What was it going to mean to him?
A floggring from the Head—  If it
was only that he econld stand it. It
would be a rotten beginning to the
term; but he could stand it, %ad to get
off so cheap. But he felt, with a eink-
ing of the heart, that it would be worse
than that! It was not as if thero was
nothing against him. There was many
& black mark against the Bounder—only

breath,

bonsieur Sarrail’s sfartled eyes almost popped through his gold-rimmed glasses as Mr. Brown levelled a revolver at him.
*“ Please step down,” sald the Gentleman Plnecher, ** and accompany me | **

w: be veached the open french windows
of tho billiards-room. A voice came
{rom within:

“1Anpy to see you back, Master Ver-
ugn-B8mith!  Mister Ponsonby, of "Igh.
cliffe, was asking about you the olher
(1:'.‘-‘.”

It was the marker spraking. Evidently
the Dounder of Greviriars was well
known there,

Sir Hilton starcd into the room.

Herbert Vernon-Swmiih, leaning over
Lthe table, cue in hand, was ta ini.'[“
shot. A fat man—rccognisable as Mr.
Vunks, tho bockmaker—was standimg by
th tni-}le, hiz hand resting on his cue,
A potman was bringing in some liquid
ceireshment for Mr. Donks. That red-
foced gentleman was smoking a big
cizar, Bmoke was curling from a
cigaretio on an ashtray, apparently laid
ihere by the Bonnder. Bmithy potted
the rod as Sir Hilton Popper leoked in.

Vernon Smith's fece was very clger-
fil, The change of company from Tom

it before taking iz next shot., At the

seme moment Mr. Banks sighted the
tall, angular Ggure in the french
windows.

“Oly, holy smoke!" ejaculated Bir.
Banls,

Vernon-3mith glanced round.

Tha cigaretta dropped from his
fingers.

e stared at Sir IHilton Popper.

“Oh gad [ breathed the Bounder.

He was caught—fairly caught in the
act! He had calculated well—there
had seemed absolutely no risk of being
“snaffled * that afterncon. Masters at
Greylriars were with their Forms; pre-
Eeita WET ul;hl'}lr:ack_ with t.}ée ilfead;
not an eyve belonging to reyfriars
could pessibly have fallen on the
Bounder. Ie had never given a thought
te 8ir Hilton Popper, having, indeed,
completely forgotten the imporiant
oxigtence of that important personage.
He had to remember it now,

“Yernon-Smith 1"

his phenomenal Tuelk had saved lum
from the “sack ¥ alrcady. This would
Lbe the last straw !

He knew it!

On his first day back at school—eaught
smoking and playing billiards with u
disreputable racing man, in a rowdy
resort | It was the finish—tho culmina-
tion of his many reckless offences.

The Bounder’s thoughts raced.

The game was up!

But if the Bounder was going down,
he was going down with a cool head and
o stout henrt. For & long moment he
stared at the menacing Lgure in the
doorway, and his checrs paled. Then
he was the cool, reckless Bounder again,
ke nodded to Bir Hilton Popper. His
associates at the Three Fishers should
not, at all events, see him cringe like a
scared schoolboy. He smiled.

“Did you speak, sir "' he asked coolly.

“What| Vernon-Smith | Leave

(Continued on page 16.)
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(Continued fram pase 13.)

this place instanily! Come with mel
I shall take you back to the school 1"

“Awlully kind of you to eall in for
me. sie 7 said the Bounder, “I'll walk
with youn with pleasure.”

“What? What*"

“Where's my hat, Tommy ¥ Borry, but
T :hall have to love yvou and leave vou,
said the Bounder lightly., “Can’t stop—
v friend’s rother impatient [

*0h, my eyce!™ said My, Banks.

The Bounder put on hiz huat and
lounged  over te  the door. He
winked at the mavker ns he went out,
aonding thot beery gentleman inte a fit
of merriment,

Sir Halton's face was like thunder.

“You—you impudent young raseal!
Comeo 1" he hooted.

And ithe Bounder eame,

— — e

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Taking the Stranger In!
GNSIEUR SARRAIL puathered

W up an umbreella, n rag. and a
P18 znitcase, and stepped i‘mu the
train at Courtficld Btation.

Mr. Queleh’s old pal from Paris did
not cxpeet to be met at Courtfield
Siation: Queleh did not know by what
train he was arriving—also, Quelch
would be -engaged in his dulics as
waster of the Remove,

With his embrella, his rog. and hLis
suitraze, the dapper French gentloman
ambled slong the platform, with tho
intention of taking a taxi 1o the school
1 the High Bircet ontside. He started
sidldenty, then a pleased smile flickered
over his sallow face as he felt a light
touch on his arm, and turned his gpold-
ritamed glasses on a man who had been
loafing on the platform, watching the
train come in.

“Ih, Dbien! Mistair Brown cx-
claimed Monsteur Sarrail, in surprise.

|1

Me. Brown nodded and smiled.
“lere we are again!” he said
gonially.

My, Brown was s young man, about
thirty or thirtv-five, with a clean-
sliaven, rather hard face, and very sharp
eves, FHe was a well-dressed young
vran, and had a pleasant manner.

Good clothes and a good manner were
essential to Mr. Drown, in his peculiar
ling of business, a line of bumness of
which the innocent French gentleman
hiad not the slightfsb suspicion.

(iaston Barrail beamed on him.

. " But_you are here, and I leave you
in Londen, sair!” he exclaimed. “You
pon up like one john-in-a-box, 13n't 167"

Mr. Brown 1nughed pleasantly.

“I had to run down into Kent in the
eor,” he explained, “and rememberin
thie time vour train would be in here,
thought I'd deop in”

“ Yot is a verrce great pleasure to
2, said the Frenchman, " But now 1
go Lo iy ancient friend at zo school.™

“Exactly I Let me run you there in
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the car.” zald Me. Brown., “T have lo

go lo Canterbury, and shall pass the
ates of Greyfriars School. Let me
rop vou there, whatt"

“Zat is wverree Lind,
Brown.™

“Not at all. It will save the {faxi,
tan,” remarked AIr. Brown, * and it will
be a pleasure to me, Monsieur SBarrail,”

“Mon ami,® said Gaston Sarrail,
Leaming. “ Zo kindness, 7o politeness, I
meet in ziz country, since I have cross
La Mnnche, is verreo greaf;, and I am
overwhelm. Monsieur, I zank youl”

“Here's a porter to take your bag.”
said Mr. Brown. “This way, Monsicur
Sarrail.”’

Mr. Brown walked with the Fronch
Eentlﬁman down the platform, followed
v o porter with the suitcase.

It was an unexpected meeting on
Mongicur Sarrail's part, but a very
agreeable one to him. Apart from the

casure of sceing the agreeable Mr.

rown, there was the saving on the
taxi, which appealed to o gentleman
who, lika most Frenchimen, was very
careful with his money.

Meonsienr Sarrail had had some doubts
about the manners and customs of the
natives of unknown Angleterre when
he had made up his mind to eross the
gn terrible “La Manche ™ and visib his
old friend Queleh, Now that ho was in
Angleterre, however, he realised that at
least some of the inhabitanis were as
polite and cordial as any native of la
Belle Frapee., Mg, Brown, whom he
had met at his hotel in London, had
Jgnade o very favourable impression on
the French gentloman.

It was Mr. Brown who had lwelped
himn elucidate the mystories of the rail-
way time-tables; Mr. Brown who had
been helpful in every way to a etranger
i a strange land=—and it had never
eccurred to him that the kind and polile
Mr. Brown had any designs on his suit-
case or ljis pocket-book.

That Mr. Brown, if his name was
Brown, was a sharper who hung about
good hotels in goodp clothes, rather like
a lion secking what he might devour,
was quite unsuspected by the lnnocent
old gentléman,

With hiz natural effuziveneszs, Mon-
sieur Sareail had met Mre. Brown more
than half-way, when the well-dressed
erook sought to strike up an aeguaml-
ance at the Lendon hetel. In the
lonnge he had talked with AMr, Brown,
and told him his whole history ; to which
AMr. Brown—with an eye to business—
had listened with the kecnest interest.

Never, in fact, had Gaston Barrail.
who was a wvery talkative gentleman,
found a listener so polile and keenly
interested.  His opinion of the manners
of the natives of Angleterre had greatly
improaved. :

Mr. Brown had not helped himself to
the French gentleman'’s pocket-book—
having learned, fromn that long and
interesting conversation, that it was not
worth hiz while,

But otlier idcas had worked in Ar.
Brown's active mind, since he had heard
all about Monsieur Sarrail’s eld friend
Quoleh, at Greyiriars School, who had
not seen him for twenty years!

Monsieur Sarrail was thinking that
Mr. Brown was the politest and most
pleasant young man he had met for a
long fime, Mr. DBrown—who was
known in his own select cirele of fricnds
as ths “Gentleman Pincher "—was
thinking that Monsicur Sarrail was the
most innocent old bird he had ever
neited. ;

Botl, therefore, were in a pleased and
gatisfiied frame of mind as they walked
out of Courtheld Station.

Monsieur
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Afr. Brown's car"qnilc! A nico car—
was waiting thero. The suitoase was
placed in it, Monsieur Sarrail took his
seat, Mp. Brown sat beside him, and
the chawffeur—a very neat and respeet-
able-looking chanffeur—tooled the car
away down Courtfield High Street.

It was Gaston Sarrnil’s first visit to

qrﬂ_‘l‘rl.‘i{ll'ﬁ; indeed, hiz first visit to
England. He was naturally uvnawars

that the car took the oppesite direction
from Groyfriars when it whizzed out
of Courtficld at a spanking pace.

“He dud not, indecd, give much atten-
fron  to his sueroundings; he was
talking, and hLe talked incessantly as
the car buzzed om.

It was not till six or seven miles had
been covered that Monsicur Sarrail
hogan to feel a little surprised that
Greyiriars School was not in sight. 1lis
ancient friend Quelelh, in his letters.
had told him that the school was only
two or three miles from Courtfield.

The car was speediug along a road
through open country. without a build-
mg in sight:  AMonsicur Sarrail glanesd

onl.

wde school, we zeon him soon?' he
naku-:_l. ' .

“The rvoad s np” explained  WMr.

Brown; e elinaffenr las bud to make

i detowr.™ “Ten  minetes wore,  por-

Lhaps—-" ]
“de comprondst"  And the talkative

French gentlemun rattled on again,

~ The car turned from the road at last

into & track that ran through a wood-

land. It bumped. and. rocked over
;-m;gh ground. It came fo a Lalr at
-] !

Monsienr Savrail stared round.

There waz o building in sight now—
a shed that siood at n distance From
the track ameng. the trees, almost
hidden by them.  That was all. But
My, Brown threw open the door of the
car as i they had reached  their
destination—as indeed they had.,

“Wo get down here, monsicar.” said
alr. Brown.

“Dut zis is not Crevfriars ™ exclaimed
the bewildeved Freneh goutleman.
“Hardly '* agreed Ar. Brown, with a

smile. “But we gor down, all the
same, Jump to it!”

“Mon Dicu! But wval, zen--expli-
quoz 12

Mr. Brown made o gesture towards
the distant shod. -

“Maiz—je ne comprends
rasped Monsieur Soarrail.

“Probably not.,” agreed Mr. Drown
wteably. " But very likely sou will
comprehend  before morning, if  you
think it over all the time.”

Mr. Brown slid & hand to the back
of his elegant trousers. Monsicur
Sarrail's startled eyes almost popped
through his gold-rimmed glasses as tho
hand rcappeared with something in ir.
He fairly gnfgled at the bluish glimmer
of the barrel of an automatic.

* Please step down,” said Mr, Brown,
siill polite. The Gentleman Dinclick
was always polite,

In a dazed and dizzy stato Moosicur
Sarrail stepped down.  His brain was in
a whirl, He wondeéred vagucly whether
ho was dreaming this. tterly bewil-
dered, he allo the polite Mr., Brown
to take his arm and lead him towards
the lonely shed in the wood., And when
lic was safely landed in that shed, with
the door safely locked on him, Monsicur
Sarrail remained in a state of bewilder-
mentk, from which hoe locked as if he
would never really recover,

P ge——
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THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.

Rough on Quelchy !

It QUELCH glanced round at
the Form-voom door s
Trotter, the page, tapped and
openogd i, with a balefnl eye,

“Well?*  Ile rapped out the word
like a bullet. . )
“1f you please, sir——" zaid Troiter,

* Bo brief I”

“¥essir,” said Trotler.
Popper's called, siv—"

“What 1" It was anather bullet.

“3ir 'Ilton Popper, sir, wishes to see
you, sir, and I've took lam to your
study, sip—m>"m=" o

Mr. Quelch compressed his lips,

Not an hour ago he hed scen Sir
Hilton Popper; aud now, it scemed, Sir
Hilton had popped in again—an
extremely persistent Popper |

o Bir Irgi]mn Popper 7 he repeated,

“Veesir, and Master Vernon-Swith
with ‘im, sir—"

T Yernon-Smith "

i 'Ilion

Yessir,™!
@Y fail te see——" Mr. Quelch
checked himsclf, “EKindly tell Sir

Hilton Popper that I will come at
onee.”
* Yessir,”

Trotter disappeared.

The Remove fcllows looked at one
another. They looked at their Form
ninster. :

Mr. Queclch, as before stated, did no:
liko interruptions in class. But the
least wolcoms of all interruptions was
an interruption hi the lord of Popper
Court. Mr. Quelch breathed hard and
‘deep.

Less than an hour ago he had zecn
the man—almost had “words” with
him., He had imade an accusation—a
most unjustifiable nnd irritating accusa-
tion—against boys in Mr.  Quelch’s
IForm. He had been very properly re-
huffed. Now ho was back again—for
what? Governor of the school as Sir
ITilton was, this was top much. If Sir
Hilton thought that Lecause he was a
member of the Governing Board he
could perseeute a Greyiriars Form
master in this way, Sir Hilton was
poing to find out lus mistake. If Sir
Ililton was meddling again—meddling
was the word—Sir Hilton was going lo
hear some plain English. On that Mr.
(uelch was resolved,

“Wharton I

Yoz, sir ™

“T have to leave the class for o feow
minutee. You will keep order lere
while I am gone.”

“* Yes, sic!”

AMr. Quelch whisked out of the Form-
FOOI. :
“Upon my word!™ the Remeviles

heard him say, as ho vamshed.

“Oh, my hat !” said Bob Cherry, when
tha door had closed=—or, rather, banged
—after Henry Samuel Quelch,  * What's
the row now, you men®’ )

“What does the old ass want this
time®™ asked Johnny DBull, " He can’t
bo after us aguin; Queleh put the
stopper on him.” ;
“MPyrotter said ihat Smithy was wilh
him,” said Harry Wharton in wonder.
" Smithy was oxpecled back for class, I
Lelieve, YWhat the thump 1z he doing
with old Popper
- 1 don’t envy Iopper if he choeks
Quelch again ™ grinned DBob.  “Queleh
looks like miliu!; hin to bend over.™ |

“Ha, ha, hal'

The Remove were left in a state of
wonder, and there was a busz of inter-
estod  discussion in the Forme-room.
Vornou-Smith, apparently, had c¢ome

back to school, and he had arrived in
company with Sir Hilten Pepper. The
Removites were very curious to know
what it all meant.

AMr, Queleh was not only curicus to
know what it meant; he was deeply,
intense}ﬁ;.r angry. If this was somge more
unjustifiable meddling on the part of
Sir Hilton Popper, Mr, Quelch was pre-
pared to speak in a way to which Sir
1ilton's august cars woéra very un-
acoustomed.

Mr, Quelch was calm, very calm, when
ha arvived in Lis study, Dut ik was o
deadly calmmess. It was the calm
bofora the storm.

Sir Hilton Popper stood in the study
like o ramrod. His shaggy, groy brows
ware contracted; his oyes glinted under
them. IHevbert Vernon-Smath stood by
the window—or, rather, lounged there—
with his hands 1n his pockets. His face
expressed cool indifference, much to the
ireitation of the lord of Popper Court.
The Bounder kuew that he was " for it,”
but he was the fellow to face the musie
without flinching.

Mr, Queleh rustled in.

He gove VYernon-Smith a passing
glance, and fixed his eyes inimically on
the tall figure of the baronct,

“Sir Hilton Popper, no doubt you
areé aware that I should boe at this
moment engaged with my Form——"
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“ XNa doabt, sir?” rumbled Sir Hilton.
“Aml apparenily, sir, you have taken
no note of the fact that one member of
your Form is, or was, absent. This
boy—=""

“Vernon-Smith lLas had leave [rom
soheol, sir, and was cxpected to return
to-day,” said AMr, Quelch. “He was not
expected in the Formeroom until he
arrived at the school, sir. I fail—I
chtively fail—to =zee why he has arrived
in your company, sie,”

“1 will explain, sipy—-"

“Please do so, Siv Hilton, without loss
of fime™ _

-“I have hrought thiz boy to the
school—"

T am already aware of that, sir!™

“Will you allow e to speak, Mr.
Quelch #2

1 am waiting for you to speak, eiv,
and fo explain what appears to me an
unwarrantable interference——"

“I found this boy—" boomed Sir
Hilion. .

" If you found this boy on hiz way o
scheol, sir, I entirely fail to apprehend
why you have accompanicd him——=2

“I found tlis boy—""

“If you were under the impression,
sir, that Vernon-Smith was out of school
without leave, you were under an

(Continued on next page.)

!
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2, UR high and mighty Editor

i Bequested me to write g vérsoe
On Dotton’s hero, and before
Hiz awful frown grow any

Wworso,
I thought I'd better fade away
And see to it without delay.

A taxi took me down io Kent,
To Dutton’s «en was but a siep;
1 asked the way, and up 1 wont
And found Tom Duilton doing prep;
That he was deaf I could not doubt;
'l'hqu}?‘ht I: “This means I'll have to
shout.=

“Hi, Dutton! Wake up!
du ?JI
I shouted in {remendous fashion:
“You've got a hero, haven't you ¥
{My woico was like yeo Dull
Bashan},
*1 will not stop vou if you'ro busy,
S0 tell mo quickly then—who is he ™

Ilo answered: “Go lo Jevicho!”
iz rugged face had grown quite
red ;
Cried he: “"You think I'm deaf, 1
know,
But I heard plainly what you zaid:
You said I'm dizzy-—yes, you did "
I yelled: “I wouldn't for a gmad ™

ITow d'ye

of

Then Dulton's face grew dork and
grim, )
And slowly he pushed back his eufi;
I took one startled glance at him,
And] E\Tlfl?_"f added: “That's enovgh |

GREYFRIARS HEROES.

No. 27.

The Greyiriars Rhymesier admiis
himsel! hard put to it to And the
hero of Tom Dution, the deaf junior
of the Remove. Buft his effort, none
ihe less, is well worth reading.

I've come here for an interview;
Don't mﬂkﬂ me wipe the floor with
you 2

“You'll swipe my jaw [" I heard him
roar
In what was quite an awlul tone;

I sodly sighed: My kingdom for
An extra-powerful megaphone [¥
He vaized his fist and brought it down

With stunning force upon my crown.

“Keep off 1" 1 yelled with all my
might ;!
Alaz] Too late! As I said this,
e landed a lervifie right
Upoen my nasal orifics;
I woke up with an achin
In pain, a hozpital, and

head,
el

Next day upon the telephone

I heard the Editor say: “ Well,
Who 15 his hero?! With a groan

1 answered him: “1 cannot tell;
Tiut somchow I have got 2 hunch
That Duatton’s hevo must be Punch I®
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en_i;imlylmistnkm impression, sir! As [
have said—"

“1 found this boy,” roared Sir Hilton
Popper, “at a disrcputable resort, out
of school bounds! No other place, sir,
than the Three Fishers—"

“Jf this iz anocther nrivecxmuu, gir, of
baseless and unjustifiable suspicion on

your part—'"
Eund this boy—""

-I‘II

“You have already made the same
statement, sir, with regard to five other
boye in my Form—a statement, sir, that
T refused to consider for one momeni—
a statemcnt, sir, that I rﬂi]ﬂ:d:ﬁﬂ with
the contempt it deserved—"

“Mz, Quelch ™

“Bir Hilton Popper "

“I found this Lo i .

“As you found the others, sir, I pre-
sume—and jumped, sir, to a hesty, an
unjust, a totdlly unjustifiable conclu-
sion—" -

“I found thia boy in_ the billiards-
room &t the Three Fishers, sirt"”
bawled Sir Hilten FPopper. *“I found
Lim playing billiards wifth a bookmaker,
sir—a well-known disreputable charae-
ter! And smoking, sir—smoking cigar-
eittes, girl And a potman bringing in
intoxicating liquoers, sir—which may or
mav not have been for this boy, sir!”

“Oh, draw it mild!™ seid the
Bounder.

8ir Hilton spue round at him.

“What—what? What did you say?”

“1 said draw it mild, sir!"” answered
the Bounder with perfect coolness, ™
was smoking a cigarette and playing a
hindred up with ﬁ nks. But vou know
jolly well that tho whisky-and-soda
wasn't for me—or if you don’t know it
you're a priceless old ass!”

&ir Hilton Popper gurgled.

Mr. Quelch almost staggered. He had
taken it for granted that the interfering
old gentloman hed discovered another
mare's-nest. He was quite prepared to
hear that Bir Hilton had found Vernon-
Smith in what eppeared—to him—sus-
picious cironmstances. He realised now
that he had taken too much for granted.

It was not & case of suspicion; it was
o case of certainty. Bir Hilton had not
canght the Bounder outside the ce,
ho had cawught him in it. Mr. Quelch
felt rather caught himself.

viously, in such a case, 1t was the
duty of & governor of the school to
collar the young rascal, march him in,
and hand him over to his Form master.
On this occasion, at least, Mr., Quelch
had no right to be a with Bir
Hilton Popper. Nevertheless, he was
angry-—all the more angry becnuse he
had to admit that the nterfering old
Laronet was completely in the right.

It was a “facer” for Mr. Quelch.

In the circnmstances, he really ought
to have thanked Bir Hilton for bringing
this matter to hLis notice. He did not
fecl like thanking him.

Sir Hilton gave the cool Bounder &
glare and turned back to the dismayed
Yorm master.

“Mr. Quelch, an hour ago

I made &

report fo you—a very eerious ort |
You chose to disregard it! ¥You chose,
gir, to treat my opinion—my fixed
opinion, sir—with contempt | Now, sir,

I have found another boy of your Form
—ihis boy Vernon-S8mith—not merely
hanging round the precincts of o dis-
reputable resort, but actually in the
place  itself—in low company, sir—
emoking and gambling, sirl And I
desire to know, szir, what you have to
sav to this{"

Mr. Quelch, for the moment, had
nothing to say. He was g0 dismayed
and taken aback that he could only
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stare. Even the Bounder felt rather
sorry for his Form master at that
moment.

Sir Hilton bad the advantage now—
and he was the man to rub. it in, This
schoolmaster—thiz usher, as Sir Hilton
mentally termed him—eould not pass
this matter off as he bad passed the
other matter off. He could not aficct
E.th:nk that there was any doubt in
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“I am waiting, sir, to hear you
boomed Sir Hilton, “As a governor of
this school, sir, I desire to know—I
require to know—how you propose to
act in this matter, sic?”

Mr. Quelch found his voice. He gave
the Bounder one deadly look and spoke
as calmly as he could.

“This boy, sir, will be taken before
his headmaster after classes, and I shall
demand his immediate expulsion from
the school.”

“Oh I'" gaid 8ir Hilton Popper.

“This 'y BLE will be sent away
from Greyfriars to-morrow morning At
the latest! He will be expelled, sir,
with ignominy I’

!!I‘

“Very good I" said Sir Hilton Popper. £0

“That is very right and proper, Mr.
Quelch! I will Eﬁe my laal.:::&,pueir, “n
leave the matter in your hands.*

And the lord of Popper Court took
his leave, and the Bounder of Grey-
friars was left alone with his ineenscd

Form master.

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.

. The Finish I
ERBERT VERNON - SMITH
H looked at Mr. Quelch,
Mr. Quelch looked at Her.

bert Vernon-8mith. .

There was o long minute of silence
after Sir Hilton Popper had gone. i

In the baronet's presence Bmithy's
manner had hecn cool, indifferent, vorg-
ing on insclence. But he threw that
aside now,

At heart the Bounder was ashamed
of himself, He¢ had played the goal
and taken one chance too many, and
he knew that he had been a fool to do
it. And, oddly enough, the Bounder felt
the position | hag placed his Form
master in _with regard to Sir Hilton
Popper. Never had a man been so dis-
concerted, wc utterly confounded and
overwhelmed, ns Mr. Quelch had becn
in the prescnce of thiat disagreeable and
interfering governor of the school. Bir
Hilton had almost glosted—and it was
Vernon-Bmith who had placed his Form
master in that deflcated and discon-
certed position. Tor once in & way, the
Bounder was really sorry for his
misdeeds. 2

The silence was rather painful. It
was the Bounder who broke it.

“J—1 suppose it's no good asking vou
to overlook this, sir?” His tone was

respectful. L
“Certainly  not, VYernon-Smith 1"
rap ed Mr. Quelch.

'm awfully sorry, sir.”

Mr. Queleh’s lip curled.

“Indeed I he zaid, “Do you mean
you are sorry that your dmre]futnhle
cor.duct has been exposed, and that you
aro to leave the school ¥

The Bounder stood silent.

He had rather expected an outburst.
He realised that this cold, quiet wrath
wag more to be feared. He realised
that Henry Samuel Quelch was

implacable,

I]; there had been a chance for the
Bounder—a remote chance—Sir Hilton
Popper had “queerad ™ it. Mr. Quelch
could not forgive his humiliation o the
presence of that dictatorial gentleman,

d line!

THE MAGNET

“This," said Mr. Quelch, his wvoice
still quiet, “is the cnd, Vernon-Smith !
More than once I have consulted conm-
cernitng  you with your headmaster.
Moro than once it has seemed to me
that it was inevitable that you should
leave this school, Again and again you
haveo given another opporfunity to
do better. But this is the end! On
vour l'i;mt day—your very ﬁrsl:‘ day—at
Groyfriars this term you are discovered
acting in a disgracéful way with black-
guar associates. You have placed
me, your Form master, in an intolerable

position.’’
“I'm sorry, gir,” muttered the
Hea really was

Bounder awkwardly,
sorry for that, at ell events,

“Pogsibly I” said Mr. Quelch, *#I
shdll say nothing more to you, Vernon-
Smith! Therse is nothing mora to be
said. When Dr. Locke is at leimre 1
ghall place the matter bafore him.”

He turned to the study door.

Vernon-Bmith caught his breath.

What & fool—what an utter fool—lo
had been! Captain of the Remove that
term, everything in his honds—it was
ing to be his best form at Greviriars—
it was going to be iriumph all slong the
And he had thrown it all away
—for what? :

“One moment, zir!" exclaimed the
Bounder. :

The Remove master turned Dback,

“Well?” he rapped. I vou have
anything to saw, Ee brrief."”

CYIE you'd give me another chance.
Mr_._-___..ll

“8ay no more "

"“Omne moment, ic!" All wos at stake
now for the Bounder, and he had quite
dropped his indifference, his insolence.
Hizs manncer was carnest, and as con-
trite as he ‘conld make it.  “Please
lisien to me, gir! I--I know the Head
will be angry. But—but you are ey
Form master, sir, and if—if youn were
satisfied with any other punishment—a
Aogging, sir—he would—"

No doubt!"” =2id Mr. Quclch Dbit-
terly. “Dr. Locke is kind enough to
leave such mattors, except in very ex-
treme cases, in the hands of his staff. I
have no doubt that he would take a
lenient view if I requested him to do so.
It is not my duoty, Vernon-Smith, to
make such o request. It is my duty not
to make it It 1s my intention, Vernon-
Smith, to request your headmaster io
cxpel you from Creviriars.”

With that Mr. Quelch rustled to thoe
door agsin.

The Bounder gave him a bitter look.

There was no chence—hns know that
there was no chance—and he Lod
humbled himself for nothing |

“Very well, sirl I ghan't ask you
twice I he said. The Bounder'z old
manner came back with a rush, ss it
WOTE.

“That will do, Vernon-8mith! No
insolence 1"

:Am"! to go inlo elass, sir?”

Mr. %l::llch swept out of the study.

The nder whistled softly.

He was left to his own devicea, IHia
Form master, apparently, did not care
what he did! Not only had he not been
ordered to the Form-room, but ho was
rofused admission there. Nothing counld

‘hare shown more clearly the view of the

Remove master. He no longer regarded
Herbert Vernon-Smith a3 a member of
his Form! The Bounder was simply
there till the headmaster had time to
deal with him, and send him away.

“By gad!” muttered the Bounder.
“Brgad] You've done it this time, old
man—yoir've done it with a bang !

e walked out of the study., In the
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“ Mr. Quelch,’® said Sir Hilton Popper, ** an hour ago I made a se
sir, 1 have found Vernon-Smith in low company, smoking and gambling,
Mr. Quelch had nothing to say.

distance he heard the door of the
Remove Form room shut.  Mr. Quelch
fad gone back to his Form—leaving the
outcast to do as he liked, evidently not
caring a straw if he walked out of the
school and returned home! He was
done with him! )

Ounly a couple of hours age, in the
train with Tom Redwing, Smithy had
been thinking of class in the Form-room
with discontent and disgust. Ife had
jibbed at the prospect, and resolved,
recklessly, on one more *iree kick ™ be-
fore he knuckled down for the term.

Wow he would have been glad to take
his place in class in the Form-room, glad
and joyful to be grinding Latin with
Qualeh ! He would have asked nothing
better! IF only he could have been
sitting in his place in the Remove with
the other fellows, like the other fellows,
with the same prospects as the other
fellows! What a fool—what an absolute
ass—he had been !

It was too late ta think of that, What
was done, was done—and he was going
to be “bunked.” The Head micht have
given him another chanco—would have

iven him another chanee, if Queleh
iked—but Queleh was as hard as a rock.
Smithy was not gurprized at that; but
his heart was heavy az he walked out
into the sunny quad.

All the fellows were in the Iorm-
rooms; ha had the quadrangle to him-
salf. Ho walked with downeast face, his
hands driven deep into his poekats,

What a fool he had been—1that was his
tormenting thought! It was going to be
such a glorious tevm—the hn]Igw::-.a at his
feet! Captain of the Remave—the
ericket matches coming on—Wharton, his
defeated rival, down and cut! His eyes
glittered savapely as he thought of it

i
: I_:": .I' '.; ?{}"l’

a'w
¥
"
’ Felder

'

Wharton, of course, would got the cop-
tainey back when he was turfed out of
the school—that was as good as a Cer-
{ainty. Plenty of Remove men wanted
him back already—and with the Bounder
off the scene, it was a foregone conclu-
sion. 1o go—in disgrace—leaving his
rival to triumph——

Black and bitter grew the Dounder’s
hard fuce. Bunked—cn his lirst dﬂ]?
back st school! All he had done, zll
that he had won, going for nothing—his
rival left in possession |

Then another thought came into his
mind that banished the black scowl from
his brow—the thought of a friend, not
of an enemy! Tomw Redwing would be
back in & few days—and he would not
tind his chum at Greyfriare! The
Bounder's lip quivered. Redwing would
miss him—poor old Redwing, who had
tried so hard to keep him siraight!
TFool, thrice fool and blackguard that he
had been! If only he had another

chianeg—
There was no other ehance. He had

tempted Fate tow often.  Aguin and
again he had tempted it, and his luck
had been phenomenal  Dut at long last
his luck had failed him,

It was dismal enough, I:L:mF'n'ig ubout
the deserted quad by himzelf, with no
company but bitter thoughts. 1le was
tempted to walk out of the schoaol, and
tako the train home, without waiting fo
sen the Head, without waiting for the
formal sentence of expulsion, Put he
did not entertain that thought. Perhaps
some lingering hope remained—some
last glimmer of belief in hiz own luck.
He was not the fellow to knuckle under,
anyhow, till the Jast vestige of hope had
vanizhed. .

He strolled about with a dark brow,
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ripus reperi 1o you, and you chose to disregard it. Now,
and I desire 10 know what you have to say ! "
Ha was so laken aback that he conld only stare.

ihinking—tlinking ! Several times old
(osling stared out of his lodge at the
pimlessly wandering junior, no doubt
wondering what he waa doing gut of
class. :

It was nearing time now for the
fellows to come out of the Form-rooms.
The Bounder hardly Lknew whether he
wanted to ses them or not, But at the
thought of eomning under their eyes, he
drew himself up a little, and squared
his shoulders. When they saw him, they
were not going to see him looking as if
he had taken the *lnock.” He would
carry it off with a cool and smiling face,
even with the hittorness of despair mn
his heart. ;

There was a whir of wheels, as o laxt
drove in.

The Bounder glanced carelessly at it,
glad of anything to distract his troubling
thoughtas. .

A mon sat in the taxi —a foreign-look-
ing man, with a sallow face, gold-
rimmed glasses, and a small, peinted
black beard.

The Bounder remembered the French-
man in the train, who had given him the
good advice he had been too foolish to
aet upon, and he concluded that this was
\onsienr Sarrail, Quelch’s old pal from
Paris. )

But & sccond glance showed him that
it was not Monsieur Sarrail.

The man looked like a Frenchman.
Ho looked abiout Sarrail's size and age.
ITe had the same little, pointed beard
and gold-rimmed glazses, and his eame,
or very similar, clothes. But he was not
the same man. There was a superficial
rasemblanes, that was all.

The Bounder stared after the taxi
siter it had possed him,

Tre Mucxer Liprarr.—No. 1,204,
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It was odd enough that a Frenchman
should bo arriving at Greyfriars School
on the same day that snother Irencl-
man was expected there! 1t seemed to
be roining Frogries that day !

But he forgot the foreigner in the taxi
the mext minufe. Lo turned away and
resumod his solitary trawmping.  The
men was nothing to him, apd he wus
busy with hiz own bittor thoughts.

With o bluck brow and a heavy heart
Herbert Vernon-Smith tmm]f}cd under
the old elms, fill & rush of feet and o
buze of wvoices apprised him that the
follows were coming out of the Form-
rooms. Then—his heart still heavy, but
cool indifference in his face—be wulked
iowards the House,

i S—

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Nice for Bunter !

= ALLO, halle, hallo 1™

Bob Cherry's pqwerful

voice had a chesry ring.
] Harry Wharton and his
fricnds were not, perhaps, very keen to
see the Bounder. 'They had been on
rather hostile terms with him before the
school broke up for Easter. They had
met him in the holidays, and therve had
been trouble,

If Smithy had come back to school
grnpued to forget old quarrels, and let

ygones be bygones, the Famous Five
ware ready to meet him half-way. But
they doubted it very much. They knew
the Bounder’s unforgiving mature only
too well.

But a= they came on him in the guad,
after Mr. Quelch had dismissed the
Lemove, Bob hailed him cheerily, and
the rest of the Co. nodded.

“Back again, Smithy 1" said Nugent.

“With all the largefulnesm of life!”
remarked the Nabob of Bhanipur. -

Herbert Vernon-Smith gave the Co. a
nod. They did not know—could not
lg1m:-:as—t-lmt he was there for only a few

ours—that he was under sentence of the
e wondered what they would
known. He did not
them.

saclk.
have said had the
feel disposed te h‘!ﬁ

f":IYes, back again, as large as life 1" ha
.

“HRedwing all right " asked Harry
Wharton., * Weo heard that he had been
laid up in the hols,™

“Right as rain! He came back with
me as far as Lantham, and left me
there to go up to HawksclifE, ™

“We lieard that you cume in with
Sir Hilton Popper,” said Bob, with o
rather curious look at the Dounder.

Vornon-Smith was Jooking his usuol
soll, and scemed geniul; but all the Co,
senecd something unusual in the atmo-
sprheve, E-muetﬁlng was “up™ with
Bmithy, though they did not guess what.

"That's =0, assented Vernon-Smith.
“0Old Popper dropped on me, and was
klutIl; enough to walk to the schoeol with
e,

“The old bean's been on the warpath
to-day,” said Johnny Bull. “Ilec had the
cheek to stop us on the towpeth, and
told Quelch he believed we were heading
for that putrid den, the Three Fishers.
E‘uul;:h jolly well put the stopper on

Im +IJ

“The stopperiulness was terrific I

“Ah! I fancied that something had
come between the wind and his
nobility,” drawled the Bounder. “I
dido’t find him what you'd eall really
exhilaratin® ¢ompany.™ -

" But why didn't you come into class ¥

agked Bob. *“We expocted to see you in
Eamk Form-room when Quelch came
P 'Jl

“¥ou know how kind and considerate
ueloh ia, Fle let me off lessons my fivst
ay back.”

“Oh!” said DBab, the
Bounder,

“Honest Injun!” said Smithy, “I
offered to come into class, and Quelch
said * No.' ¥

*That's not like Queleh. I thought he
was rather ratty at your staying away
so lore. ™

“0Oh, vou don't know, Quelch " smiled
the Dounder. “He's o frightfully nice
man, réally, We had quite a pleasant
chot in hiz study. Wasn't he lookin’
merey .and bright when he got back to
the Form-room "

staring at
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¥No fear! He was a jolly old
Tartar !" :

:‘ That tartfuloess was preposterous '™

‘“Then I was lucky to cut cluss,”
vawned the Bounder,

=1 5%‘, you fellows, is that Smithy
Billy Bunter rolled up and gave the
Bounder an ingratiating blink through
his big glasses. “Joliv glad to sce
vouw'ra back, Bwithy 1™

*Good [ said the Bounder. “And I
be jolly ¢lad to see your buck, Bunler ™

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“Oh, really, Smilhy ! I sax, come up
to our studyv, old chap!™ ' :

“Qur study 3" repeated Smithy,

Bunter nodded cheerfally,

“Yes, old fellow, .I'm in Study No. 4
now, ¥ou know. I changed this term,
out of Study No. 7. It will b rather
ripping, won't it ¥"

Hprry Wharton & Co. grinned, 'They
did not expeot Herberr Vernon-Smith
to regard that new arrangement as
vipping.

Probably Billy Bunier had hiz donbiz,
He blinked rather nnxiﬂulsi; ::tmﬁnﬁli]th;

“You'll be readr for tea, old chap, "
said Bunmter hurriedly. “I'm standing
tea in the study, Sort of house-warm-
ng‘. you know. Welcome home, and all

AT.

“You're standing tea in my study—>"

“QOur study, old fellow.” i !

The Bounder looked at Billy Dunier.
To the surprise of the Vamous Five,
and perhaps to Bunter's surprise, he
showed no sign of annoyance. He Luss
into a laugh, )

“Well, get on with it, Bunter,” he
said, “Tﬁe fact is, I'm ready for tea,
Let on with it h‘? all means.”

* You—you don't mind me coming into
the study, Smithyi”

“Why should I?2

“Of—of - course | -It—it will be rip-

ing, won't i1t, old chap? Some of the
ellows thought you mightn't like it.”

“What rot!” said the Bounder.

He laughed again. As he was booked
never to cceupy Study No. 4 in the
Remove nﬁam, Billy Bunter was wel-
come to fthat study so far as ho wus
coneorned,

Bunter, guite unaware of the Bounder's
thoughts, was relieved. He wuas deter.
mined to stick to his new study, whether
Smithy liked it or lumped it, But it
was undoubtedly a relief for Smithy
to take it in this agreeable and good-
tempered waoy. 1

“I—1 say, Bmithy, it—it's all right
then, old chap?”

“Right as rain|”

“Oh, goodl Now, about ica,” said
Bunter brightly. “I'm standing the
ten, as I said. It's up to me. Bui—but,
1 say, Smithy, old chap, I—I've been
disappointed shout 3 postal order—*

“Not really 1 asked Smithy.

“Yes, really, old follow., I—I supposa
yngd wouldn's mind Isnding mo the

ugd-—-"

d “T would 1"

“I—I mean, the ten bob. I'm expoct.
ing a postal order by the first post
to-morrow, vou know——'

“Ha, ha, bha!”

“Blessed if 1 see anything to cacklo
et1 Smithy, old chap, if vou wiil lend
ma the hve bobh—""

“Tell mo  ahother
suggested the Bounder.

“]1—I sar, old chap, I—I'm actually
stony to-dav.” said Bunier, “I—TI've
spent all the mongy T bronght back this
term——~"

“That's right!” said Smathy,. " It's
good for trade fo put huge sums of
money in civculation.”

“Eh? Oh! Yes! Bu'—but I can’t
stand tea in the study without a few

funoy  story I®
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bob,
gﬂu}'u not going to be mean, are you,
mnithy, old chapl2

“ Yes, frigihtfully.2

“Well, look bere, old {cllow, you stand
ten in thﬁ study to-day, and 1'll stand
it to-morrow out of my postal erder,”
said the fat Owl. “Take it in turns,
vou know, whati2 :

“Ha, ha, hal” roared the Bounder,

There was something rather enter-
taining in Billy Bunter landing himself
in S!-u%j Mo. 4 in the happy expectation
of picking up the crumbs that fell from
the rich man's table. "There were going
to be no erumbs for Duiter.

“1 say, Smithy, old fellow—— Look
here, you beast, don't walk away whon
a fellow’s talking to you! 1 sow, old
{:h%p—-a- Yah! Beast!”

erpon-Smith strolled on towards the
House. Billy Bunter blinked after him
with o devastating bliok.

Harry Wharton & Co. strolled away,
smiling, but & little puzzled, The
Bounder pu them,

* Bmithy's coma back a bit changed,”
' “Blessed if I expected him
to take Bunter like that.”

“"Well, he can't kick Bunter out of
Study No. 4. The fat sweep would put
it ug to Quelel,” remarked Nugent.

T Smithy

you know,” urged Bunter. "1 say,

's the man to kick, all the
same,””

“ Well, yes, that's s0.”

“Glad to szee him so jolly good-
tempered, anyhow,” said Bob. "We
may not have trouble this term, after
rll.  With Smithy Form captain and the
cricket matches coming on, we don't
want trouble,

“ Hear, hear 1" :

“ Well, what about some cricket before
tea$” asked Bob. And the Famous Five
went down to Little Bide, while Herbert
Vornon-Smith strolled into the House.

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
An Amagzing Discovery !

w ERE we are again, Smithy ™

H “Back again, old bean1”

Bkinner & Co. greeted the

Bounder cordially as he came

into the House. The black sheep of

tha Remove at least were glad to sce
him again.

The Dounder nodded and smiled.
Nothing in his indifferent face betrayed
the leaden weight that was at hiz heart,

“Feel jolly at getting back, old
Tulip "

“What-ho ! said Smthy.

“We've missed you, old man,” said
Skinner. “We're poing fo haove zome
high old times this term, Smithy. His
Magnificence the mighty Wharton will
liave to sing small, %ﬁmt?"_

The Bounder did not answer that, DBy
his own act, by hiz own crass folly, he
hnd washed out that prospect of =
triumphant term. He winced at
Skinner's words,

“Tea in our study, old bean,” said
Slkinner cheeorily.  “ We've been rather
Lkillin* the fatted ecalf, wyou know.
We've pot a gpread for you,”

“Good man 1" said the Bounder. * But
I rather think Queleh will be wantin’
me now the Head’'s throungh with the
Sixth.”

“You've got lo eee the Head 7Y asked
Enoop.

The Dounder emiled—a rather
emile. ;

*Cmelel mentioned 1L,” he answered.
“Tn fact, ho made a point of it.”

“Well, Quelch won't bofher yon yet
awhile,” said Skinper. “He's got o
giddy visitor here to-day. Some Fropgy
that he knew in France about a hundred

Wy

ears ago before the War. He'll be busy
:lfnr a bit. I believe he's taken him to
hiz rooms now,”

“Qb, has that Froggy blown ini”
asked thoe Bounder. “"AMan named
Sarrail 1" ' :

“Lhat's it. But how the thump did
you know 7* asked Skinner, in surprise.
“You haven't been here—2-

- The Bounder laughed. :

“We travolled down in the same train
from London,” ho explained. *The
Froggy found I was a Greyiriars man,
and introduced himself. A jolly old
bean. He gave me some advice, which
I didn't take,” )

“Must have been good advice, then |*
grinned Skinner,

“Exactly., That was why I didn't take
it, though I rather wish now thay I
had,” drawled the Bounder.

“Well, como up to the study,” said
Bhkinner. *Quelch won’t want you yet.
He's got his Froggy on hie hands. The
man's only just come.™

“Only just come? It must have
taken him o jolly long time to get here
from Courtfield, then. He went on in
the train when I got out at Redelyfe,
hours ago.™

*Waell, he's only just blown in,” said
Skinner. “l'rotter came to the Form-
room to tell Quelch that Monsieur
Sarrail had come, and Queleh let us
off a few minutes early. Why, you must
have seen him come . We heard the
taxi—" :

Vernon-8mith stared at Skinner,

“I saw the taxi. The man in it wasn't
Sarrail.” ]

Skinner stared in s turn,

“It jolly well was,” he asnswered.
“Didn't you know him again after
mecting him in the train ¥

“ It wasn't the same man.” ;

“ Must have been if it was Sarrail you
met. Qu&:fjhnw,“!:lgéﬁ wg{,h u_elchmﬂnl:,
and eleh wi taking him o
in Commaon-room with the other beaks,
so he won't want you till afterwards.
Clome up to the study, old bean,” said
Skinner. “I tell you Quelch is looking
after his Froggy, and he won't want
ou till after tea, anyhow. Blessed if
}' seo what he wants you at all for.
Ha knows you're here.” .

“I fanoy he's rather kecn on secing
me,” smiled the Bounder. “ Hallo!
Here he 181"

Mr, Quelch came from the staircase,
with a sallow, bearded gentleman, in
gold-rimmed  glasses, walking by his
side. As Skinner had surmised, Quelch
was taking hia visitor to Common-room
for tea with tho other beaks, Mr,
Quelch was speaking to his companion
in very pleasant tones, with a very
agrecablo smile on his severe counten-
ance, But as he saw the Bounder, Mr.
Iﬂiuel:ih‘s su[;iln vauished all of a sudden.

o stopped.

i ‘u’ar?mnaﬂmith i

“%es, sirl” answered the Dounder.

“1 have no time to deal with you
now, Yernon-Smith,” said the Remove
master.  * You will come to my study
in an hour, and I shall then {ake you
to your headmaster |”

i leased, sir 1" drawled the Bounder.

Mr. Quelch’s eyes glinted at him for
a sccond, Dut he dfﬁ not speak aguain,
and he passed on with the IFrench
gentleman,

The Bounder's glance followed them
curiously. ‘The man with My, Queleh
was o Frenchiman—or, at least, looked
liko o Frenchman, But he waz not tho
Frenchman who had spoken to Vernon-
Amith in the train. On that point there
was no doubt—na shadow of donbt.

“That's old Sarrail, Bmithy,” aaid
Skinnar,

2l

“What the dickens do you meani?”
asked the Bounder.

“Ehl What I say, of courset”
answered Bkinner, puzzled. *That’s
Quelch’s jolly old pal from Paris.”

“Par ici, 3arraill” said Mr Quelch,
a3 he turned the corner into the passags
that led to Masters’ O1L-FOO.
Apparently, Quelch was speaking in
French as a compliment to his French
visitor,

The Bounder fmre & violent stark.

Skinner had told him that the French-
man with Quelch was Monsicur Sarrail.
But, as the man was certainly not tho
Frenchman 8mithy had met in the train,
he supposed that Skinner was mistaken,
without fecling wuch interest in the
matter,

But, as Mr. Quelch addressed his com-
gznmn hﬂ the name of Barrail, tho

under had rather o shock.

He stared after the Form master and

his companion blenkly as they turned
the corner and disappeared in the direc-
tion of Common-room,

“What the thump—" muttered

\?-Ergznaﬂmith. 1 4
“"Come up to the study, old man,”
said t_Ekiqum g uﬂugf Joea :LI’tr wa;’».f
you for an hour, hme lor Wa.,

The Bounder did not move.

“Is that man with Quelch Gaston
Sarrail ¥ he asked,

E‘ha Buum:fer spoke very quictly.

Eb—yes!” Bkinner stared. “Didn't
you hear Quelch call him Sarrail? I
suppose you know the man again if you
Eleruh:m in the train he came down

¥

“I've a rather good memory for
faces,” snid the Bounder, with a nod,
= Dui'_ that johnny bring Sarrail’a suit-
cage in with him, do you know "

“¥Yes. I zaw Trotter c&rrgiﬁ it in
about ten minutes ago,” sai inner,
maore aud more puzzled. " What are you
driving at, Smithy?! What the dickens
do you care about the mant™

The Bounder amiled.

“Buitcase with the initisls 'G, 8*
and & lot of foreign labels on it1™” he
asked. .

“I dido't notice the inmitials, but I
T;}::Ed the foreign labels. What about
i

“Tea—" said Stott,

“Never mind tea for a minute ™
yawned the Bounder. *The fact 1s, I'm
rather interested in that Froggy. Youn
see, we had quite a pleasant chat in tho
train, and he rather jawed about him-

L
self. I gathered that Quelch hadn’t seen
him for twenty years.”
He laughed. '
*Might be a bit difficult to recognise

& man after twenty years—what?” le

added.

“ Well, I suppose Quelch knows him,”

snid the perplexed Skinncr, .
"PDear old Quelek!® =aid the
DBounder, “Do you happen to know

's roont, old beanl™

“ Next room to Quelch’s; they've been
gelting it ready for him tu—dug,”
answercd Bkinner., “Look here, what
about tea? Queleh said he would want
you in an hour.”

“Let's go an’ look at Frﬂﬁg '8 room.
Tho coast’s clear, now Quelch has taken
Lim to tea with the beaks. ™

“Whut og earth fori” ojaculated
Skinner. . :

* Oh, let'al™ said the Bounder.

He walked away -to the stairs, and
Skinner & Co. followed him, quite
bewildered.  They exchanged puzzled
ylances as they went up the stairs after
the Bounder. Juoniora were not sup-
posed to butt into Masters’ quarters,
and why Vernon-Smith wanted to bulb
in thore wus o complcte mystery -to
Skinner & Co.
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As the Bounder hiad seid, the enask
.was clear. llo opened: the door of the
room next to ‘Mr, Quelch's, stepped in,
and looked round. : ¥

The suitcase was there, and his eves
fixed on it at once, Thore were the
initials “G. B." and the French labels:
It was the same suitcase he "had seen
on the rack over Monsieur Sarrail’s head
in the railway earviage. He knew it
at a8 glance. i

That_was all the Bounder wished to
gee, He turned back and rejoined
Skinner & Co., and walked awar with
thera to the Remove passage.

Thers was quite a spread in Study
No. 11 in the Remove., Skinmer & Co,
were  celebrating  the return of the
Bounder—captain of the Remove, and a
fellow worth cullivating—little  dream-
ing of what Mr, Quelech wanted him for
after tea,

And the Bounder was not thinking so
rouch of that now; the Bounder had
other food for thought,

He was in a cheery humour at lea,
quite the old Bounder, end Skioner &
Co, found him good company,

_But his thoughts were racing all the
Lime,

A man—apparently, a Frenchman—
had arrived at Greyiviars, ealling him-
self Giaston HSarrail, and i;rmgm€
(iaston Sarrail’s baggage with him—anc
that man was not Enstn-u Sarrail.

It was startling, amazing, almost in-
credible; but it was the indubitable
faot, and only Bmithy knew it

The man hoe had met in the train and
talked with was Gaston Sarrail. Where
was ho now !

He had not come on io the school
A man using his name—a man whom
the Bounder had mever seen till he zaw
him in the taxi—had arrived in his
place. '

What had happened to Barrail 7

He had gone on to Courtficld in the
train—that was certain. At Courtfield
something had happened to him—some-
thing that hed prevented him from
coming on to the school, and allowed

- an  impostor, using his name and
baggage, to come on in his place!

&uc c¢h had not seen Gaston Sarrail
for twenty years. After twenty years
his remembrance would be a little dim :
moreover, & man would naturally change
a great deal in such o length of time.
Any change he noticed in him he would
put down to the lapse of years.

Quelch, obviously, had no suspicion.
Ho called the man Sarrail; he received
him as Sarrail; indeed, it would have
been strange if any suspicion of snch a
deception had entered the Form master's
mind. How could it?

And yet there was a deception.  This
man was not Sarrail, and he must have
got rid of Sarrail somchow in order to
take his place.

And his object? Some sort of
roguery, that was clear; the man would
not take the risk of kidnapping and
imposture for nothing. Some London
rogue, to whom the effusive French
goetitleman had talked too freely—that
was ib; some swindler, confidence-man,
or hotel thiof—and Queleh  had taken
him in without & glimmering of sus-
picion! A rogue, a crook, a thicl, was
sitting at that moment tea-ing with the
beaks under Quelch's wing, and Queleh
did not know-—and the Euundl’.‘l‘ did !
Nobody knew, except the fellow who
was under sentence of expulsion, and
who, 1n a short time, was to be taken
before his headmaster to be expelled—
turfed out of Greyfriars|
nf‘I:fa Bounder grinned as he thought

It.

Skinncr & Co. little dreamed of what
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was passing in the Bounder's mind. Dut
they found him very merty and thht,,
and he was still merry and bright when
they strolled out of study after tea,

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
[E Gentleman Dincher was {eel-
ing pood.

Ho had reason Lo feel good.
fortable armchair in Mr, Queleh’s study,
with an excellent cigar betwcen his
teeth, he listened to Mr., Quelch with

Mr, Quelch, not a talkative gentle-
man as & rule, was talking very freely
uow, in the company of his old friend

He had corresponded regularly with
Gaston Barrail; but as he had not seen
him for twenty years, he naturally had

The ' French " gentleman was more
than willing to leave as much of the
talking as possible to Mr. Quelch.
gentleman he was impersonating ab
Gireyiriars, Mr. Brown had learned
quite enough to carry out his dari
guard. ]

Mr. Quelch, though unsuspicious, was
no fool! The Gentleman Pincher had

But he fancied he was carrying om
quile well,

Quelch had noted certrin  litile
fact, remarked on some of ihem; but
the lapse of twenty years since he had
seen Gaston Sarrail fully accounted for
_ In compliment to his friend, he had
mteaded to talk French; but Ay,
Brown,.though well up in Freoch, was
native of France, and he had cut that
short. He had made the cxtremely
natural  explanation that while in
English, in order to impreve his know-
ledge of the tongue.

There were difficuliies, of course.
cduu&t}unal matters in France; a lopic
on which he might lJ_a.'re been expected
to tulk, and a ftopic on which Mr.

But when Mr, Quelch raised that
topic, his guest dismissed it.

“To-day I vill not talk ze shop, mon
tell me of yourself and zis so interest.
g school?

r. Brown, if he could not have
taini talked Monsieur Barrail's
English quite well.

It was not, in fact, the first time that
@ part.

‘he Gentleman Pincher had played
many parts in his time! It was no new
lvis age by artistio linez added to his
fuce, or to sport a false bheard that
looked as natural as the genuine arlicle,
lenses.

Tlis lillle game, indeed, seemed to
the CGentleman Pincher one of the

In False Colours !
T
Leaning back in & very com-
a smile on his face.
from France.
plenty to say when they met.

From the effusive and loquacious
trickery. Still, he had to be on Ius
seen that at a glance,
changes in his old friend, and had, in
them,
aware that he did not speak like o
England, he desired to speak only
Monsieur Sarrail * was engaged in
Brown was certainly not well-informed.
ami:" hLe declared. *“To-day you sall
talked DMlonsieur Barrail's French, cer-
the Gentleman Pincher had played such
experience for him to add ten vears to
or to wear glasses—with plain-glass
easiest he had ever plaved; and he en-

| m|
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tectained not tho slightest doubt of get-
tine away wibl ik,
- What was io slop him?

. INobody at Greyfriars School had ever
scen Barrail, except one man, who had
not scen bim for twenty years! FHe
arrived when Sarrail was cxpected, with
Sarrail's baggage; Sarrail's papers and

longings, using Sarrail’s name.
had not known Mr. Quelch sight—
but, knowing all he did, he could not
have had any doult of the identity of
the Form master who met him with
smiling face and ouvtstrefched hand.
The Gentleman Pincher wished that all
ilﬁg IIIHIE enterprises had been as easy us
-his

Besides, he was not keeping it up long !
Monsieur Sarrail was locked up in the
lonely shed ten miles away, with the
Gentleman Pincher's chauffeur-confeder-
ate looking after him. But the poor
gentleman would be set free om the
morrow, Mr. Brown required only one
night at Greylriars School! An expert
hotel thief, & crook to whom locks
presented wo diffioulties, needed no more
than that, Mr. Quelch had already
shown him over {he school; end the
Gentleman Pincher had been taking
mental notes. Quite & comfortable bed
had been prepared for Gaston Sarrail;
but the Gentleman Pivoher was not go-
ing to sleep in it. When Greyfriars slepr,
the Gentleman Pincher wes going to get

busy; and he was going to take a
gilent leave before dawn. It was ell
cut and dried. 1: was only for one even-
ing that be had to keep up the
imposture,

With rinzs of smoke curling (rom
his cigar, the Uentleman f;inchar
listened and wodded o Mr., Quelch’s

remarks. :

He was feeling good—very good! He
had tea’d with the “beaks ” in Masters'
Common-room—speaking  only  "ze
English ” there. Fle had heen invited to
dine with the Head; bui had excused
himself on the ground of [atigue after
his journey. Sccurc.as he felt, he did
not want to pass under observation that
could be eluded. 'The fewer eyes that
scanned Lim, the better,

Hea would bave been glad, in fact, to
got away to his room without delay; but
he could hardly do that yet. But he had
told Mr. Queich that, on this his first

evenmﬁ, he would relire very early.
Only the previous day, he explained, he
had crossed *zat g0 dierrible La

Manche ”: and he was not so “verrce
yourng ™ as he once had been.

Mr. Queleh remembered Gaston Sar-
rail as a talkative gentleman, and now
found him rather laciturn. But it was
natural to put that down lo the fatigue
of journeying.

. The honoured gucst scemed satisfied,
indeed pleased, to leave the greater part

of the conversation to Mr. Quelch: and

if it Bagged, he started it again with
some question concerning Greyiriars,
which set Mr. Quelch's cﬂgm in motion

once maore.
Indeed, in Lhe flow of talk, Mr.
Quelch almost forgot & very serious mai-

ter ‘that he had on hLis miond; that of
the Bounder.

That, however, was not a matter that
the Remove master could dismiss; Ver-
non-Smith had to be taken to the Hﬂld,
to receive his senlence; a very disagree-
able matter that Mr. Quelch was
anxious to get over.and done with,

He had told Vernon-Smith to come to
hiz study In an hour. He chatted with
“Monsicur Sarrail ” while he waited for
him to come. :

The Bouander did not come: tlmu%l} ik
was now ncarly an hour since the time
bhe should have put iu an appearance.
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“ This,'* said Mr. Queleh, * is the end, Vernon-Smith ! On your very first day at Greylriars, you are dis::m:e‘r@ acling
in a disgraceinl way, with blackguardly associates, and I am compelled to place the matier before Dr. Locke.’ I'm sorry,

1t was like the young rvascal’s i
pudence, of coursc; no doubt, knowing
that he had lo go, it gratitied him o
treat his Form master with disrespect.

But Ar. Quelch rang for Trotter at
last, and told him to find Vernon-
Smith and send him to the study.

Trotter returned in about fen nnnutes
—alone! Mr. Queleh, breaking off his
conversation with his honourced guest,
gave Trotter a severe glance.

“1f you please, sir, 1 ean’t find Alaster
Veornon-Smith in the House, sir!” said
'rotter,

“ Nonsense I said Mr. Queleh.

“I've asked Master Wharton, sir, and
ho says that he's gone out of gates, sir,”
said %I‘ut-h}[‘. i

Mr. Quelch compressed his lips,

“ Very well, Trotter ! he said briefly.

Trotier retired.

The Remove master wondered whether
Vernon-Smith, without waiting for thoe
“cack,” had left tho school and gone
back home. It would be like Lis im-
pudenece to go without a word, without
waiting to sce the Head., It mattered
little ; but Mr. Quelch, of course, had to
kiow whether Vernon-Snith was gone
or not. It was a little diflicult to give
his polite attention to his guest, while at
the same time wondering what that
andacious young rasval was doing,

However, Mr. Quelch dismizzed 1he
Tionuder from Lis mind for the timne;
and resumed his iniecrapted conversas
tion with * Monsicur Sarrail.”

That conversation was destined lo bo
intervupled againg M. CQuelch  litilo
dreamed how. 21l less did ihe Gentle-
man Pincher. When a heavy read was
heard in the corcidor without, Litthe, 10-
deed, did tho Gentleman Iincher guess
what it boded to him.  The Centloman
Pincher was [celing good—bul that [ccl-
ing of roodness was not to last!

sir 1

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.
Smithy Causes A Surprise!
it BAY, you follows——"
H * Bow-wow ™
“But I say, where is e’ de-
manded Billy Dunter.

“*Whe, [athead (™

“Smithy—my study-mate, you know.”

The Famous Five chuckled.

Billy Bunter had seen very liltle of his
new study-mate, since Herbert Vernon-
Smith had been back. There had been
no tea in Smithy's study—that study,
which the fat Owl had hoped would be
like unto a land flowing with milk and
honey when the Bounder came—was as
baro as Mother ITubbard’s celcbrated
cupboard. .

After tea Swithy had disappeared.
Several fellows had seen him go out of
gates, by himself. IIe had not come
hack yet; though it was now close on
lock-up. Bunter was getting anxious
about his new study-mate, Tea bhad been
a frost; and after tea, Dunker's
thoughts naturally turned to supper,
that being the next meal, Ho was not
thinking of suppor in Hall. Surcly
Smithy, on his first night back, would
be having a study sopper! If go, his
now study-mate could scarcely ox-
cluded—especially as the DBounder had
taken  Bunter's invasion so  good-
teuperealy ! Bub Bunter wanted fo
know! It was an important matter, and
o fellow naturally wanted to  know
where he stood in a matter of such
impartance, :

The Famous Five were adorning the
Tlouse steps with their persons when the
fat Owl rolled up to inguire for Smithy.
1t was not yet lock-up; but it waa near,
and Greyiriars fellows were coming in
ok the gates and crossing to tho House.
Smithy was not to be seen among them.

muttered the RBounder awkwardly.

“1 say, you fcllows, Skinner says he
went out,” sald Bunter. * He says he
asked Smithy what he was going down
to Clourlficld for, and Smithy told him
he was preparing a pleasant surprise for
Queleh, What do you think he meant
by that, vou fellows!"

“ Blessed if I know,' answered Harry
Wharton. ;

“The knowfulness is terrific,”
eaid  Llurreo  Jamset Singl,
shaking his dusky head.

“Well, I suppose he must be gone out,
as I can't find him anywhere,™ saild
Bunter, with a discontented grunt.

“He's gono out, old fat man,”
answered Harry, “1 saw him  go.
Quelch seems to want him; ho sent
Trotter afier hun half an hour age”

“ Has he said anything to vou fellows
about a study supper o

“Ha, ha, ha!

“Blessed if I sco anything to cackle
at! Of course, ho wouldn't ask you
fellows—you're not Smithy's pals, like 1
am. T wish tho zilly ass would come
in " said Bunter peavishly. *The tuck-
gshop will ba shut pretty scon—he's not
leaving himself a lot of timo.'”

““Hallo, halle, hallol Here's some-
lody 1 exclaimed Bob Cherry. * Why,
1t's Smithy "

A taxi turned in at the school pales
and came up the drive towards the
Iouse. Seated in it was Herhert
Vernon-Smith, and by his sido sat a
portly gentleman in uniform, whom tho
surpriscd juniors recognised as Inspector
Grintes, of Courtfield Police Station. |

Mr, Grimes' plump, ruddy face had a
very grave, and, st the same time,
dublons expression on it. On t1he
Bounder's face wos a faintly mocking
smila. .

The juniors stared at the taxi.

Tug Magxer Lisrany.—No. 1,264,
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Why tho Bounder had come back
from Courtfield accompanied by a police-
inspector was a mystery to them.

The taxi stopped at the steps, and
the iportly inspector got out, followed
by the Bounder. He passed the juniors
on the stops, Many eyes were on
Vernon-Bmith, and he paused, with a

sinile on his faco.

“What's this gpame, Smithy "’ asked
Bob Cherry., *“What the thump have
¥ou brought 2 bobby to the school for 1

The Bounder grinned.

“Pleasant surprise for Quelch,” he
anawered. “I thought Grimey might
like to meet his pal from Paris.”

Harry Wharton & Co. stared at him.
So did a good many other fellows. The
Bounder's eyes were glimmering. He
seemed to be enjoying himself.

“*Where's the man now 1’ ho asked.

“What man—Monsieur  Sarrail?
With Quelch in his study, I believe,'”
answered Harry Wharton. “Have you
geen him A

“Bmithy travelled in the same train
with him to-day,” said SBkinner. “He
told us g0, You haven't bronght that
bobby to sce Sarrail, Smithy$”

“ Just that ’* answered Bmithy.

“What on earth fori"” exclaimed
Harry Wharton. ; _

X fancied Grimey might like to meet
him,” drawled the Bounder. “I had
to pitch it to him pretiy hord to maoke
him come: but he's come.”

“But why—" -

Bmithy laughed. The juniors could
see that he was in a state of great, sup-
pressed excitcment—why, was & mystery
to them. But the Bounder affected a
coal nenchalance.

“I fancy the gpan’s a rather interestin’
character! I'mn jolly glad Queleh’s
I'rench pal eame down in my train this
afternoon.’

“He, he, hel” came from Billy
Bunter, “He wouldn’t have, but for
ma, Smithy.”

“What do you mean by that, you fat
idiot 17 ]

“Oh, really, 8mithy! You see, he
phoned Queleh this morning, and said
he was coming to lunch, and I was in
the study waiting for Quelch, and I
:B:tlljr well shut him  off 1 chyckled

unter. ““So he said he'd coma in the
afternoon—ses? He, he, he " '

Vernon-S8mith stared at the fat Owl.

“My hat!” he ejaculated. * Well, if
that's so, you fat ass, yon've been more
vseful than you'll ever be ornamental.
If ho'd come this morning I should

never have seen him, and then—"

“ And then what?'" asked Bob Cherry.

“Then Grimey wouldn't be here, and
wa should be missing this little excite-
ment we're just going to enjoy.”

“What little excitement, you ass?”

“Follow on and seal”

The Bounder went into the House.
The Remove fellows, exchanging aston-
ished looks, followed him in. That
something wazs “on ** was plain enough;
but they could not begin to guess what
it was., But thers was quite an arm
of curious fellows at the Bounder’s
heels as he followad Inspector Grimes to
Mr. Quelch's study.

THE SEVENTEENTH CHAPTER.
Luek !
e OME in "

C . Mr. Quelch rose to his feet
In surprisc as his study door
opened and Inspector Grimes

of Eﬂu%ﬁeld. entared in:*ith his mdini
tread. rotter was in the passa ut
the inspector had not waited Ei? the
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page to announce him: he had coms
direct to the study.

CMr. Grimes! What—*"

“You will excuze me, sir,” said Mr.
Grimes. “I have reccived a statement
—a very remarkable statement—irom a
Greyfriars boy, and I felt it my duty
to call and ascertain whether there was

thing in it.” Mr. Quelch

15 glance passed Mr. Quelch to the
French-looking gentleman in the other
armchair.

. Monsieur Sarrail ** watched him over
lu?l‘ﬁ:ld-rimmed glasses,

he Gentleman Pincher was not
alarmed. Hesaw no occasion for alarm.
But in the presence of a man in blue the
Gentleman Pincher was wary.

“Indeed | said Mr, Quelch. ** But—"

“I understand that you have a visitor
here, sir—a gentleman from Paris,
named Sarrail—'*

“This is Monsicur Sarrail,” said the
astonished Remove master.

Mr. Quelch’s guest rose, and bowed
to, the inspector with Gallic grace.

Zat is my name, sair,” he said.

The Courtfield inspector’s keen e
searched him. - Perhaps he noted that
Monsieur Barrail wos II.fr'me:[:lnil: his face
turned from the light. The Gentleman
Pincher had not expected to come under
the keen observation of a police-officer,
much more searching than a school-
master's, 3

“The boy, Vornon-Smith, has stated
that he trayelled in the same train as
Monsieur Sarrail, sir, who spoke with
him,” said Inspector Grimes.

“Very possibly,” snid Mr., Quelch.
“But 11-";Ir\m|t.—”lEr b

" Ha has stated that he has seen your
visitor since the gentleman arrived in
the school, sir—*"

“Well 7

“And that he is not the same man 1®

" Wha-a-t | ;

The Gentleman Pincher breathed
hard and decp. A chance like this—tho
merest  chanco—that the cunningest
rogue could not have foreseom or
guarded aﬁmmt—

Mr. Quelch stared blankly at the

inapactnr.
“I—I fail to understand you, Mr

Grimes! If wou have allowed that
young rascal, Vernon-Smith, to play a
foolish practical joke on you—"

“Master Vernon-Smith's statement,
sir, was so positive, that I felt it my
duty to call,” said Mr., Grimes. *If he
has deceived me, no punishment can be
too severe for him. Ifignu are abso-
lutely satisfied as to the identity of this
Fe:ntleman, whom, I understand, you
1ave not seen for twenty years—"

*“Of course I am nbsuluiﬂu‘ﬂ' satisfied |™
barked Mr. Quelch, amazed, but more
angry than amazed, “The boy's impu-
dence in making such & statement

asees all bounds. Ah, he is here!”

is eyes turned, glinting, on the
Bounder, who appeared in the study
doorway, with a swarm of fellows behind
him. * Vernon-Bmith! You—you have
ﬂ.ﬂl'l:‘.-li_" * *

“Oh, quite, sir!” The Bounder
stapped coolly in, his eves on the French-
leoking man. “I thought I'd better
chip in, sir—I'm sure you'd like Mon-
sicur Barrail found—"

“Monsicur Sarrail 15 here!"™ almost
shricked Mr. Quelch. . i

* Monsicur Sarrail is not here, sir,”
said the Bounder calmly. "That man
15 not Monsieur Barrail I

7] Bﬂ}’ [ :

“¥ou have not scen Monsieur Sarrail
for twenty years, sir. I sow him this
afternoon. I say that that is not the
man |* ' :

The Bounder's voice was cool, clear,

sharp. He lifted his hand and pointed
to the French-looking man.
_ “That man is an impostor, gir! He
is not Gaston Sarrail! He looks like
him. He's got up to look like him—
near enough to deceive you, sir, after
you've not seen him for so long. But
he's not the man! Redwing will tell
you the same, sir, if you send for him,
Ho saw Monsicur Barreil in the train,
and he will know that this is not the
man.™

Mr. Queleh stood dumbfounded.

There was a breatbless hush in the
crowded passage outside. The fellows
almost held their breath as they stared
in.

“Monsieur Sarrail talked with me in
the traim, sir,” continued the Bounder.

I got out at Redclyfle, and Monsieur
Sarrail went on to Courtfield in the
train. The train got in there soon after
two. This man did not get here till
after four. He had time to get rid of
Monsieur Sarrail and come on here in

his place.”
ﬁ. Quelch gasped.

“ Yernon-Smith, if vou are not out of
your senseg——"'

The Gentleman Pincher found his
voloe. .

** Zat garcon—he has not zo bon sense,
Mon ami Queleh, I zink zat you vill not
allow.zat boy to insult vour friend——"

“You do it well!™ grinned the
Bounder,  “But the game's up, my
pippin. . You've got Mounsieur Sarrail
parked somowherg——*" -

gasped  Mr.

“¥Vernon-8mith—"
Geleh.

Inspector Grimes stood with his eyes
fixed on “Monsicur Sarrail,” 'Zghu
Bounder nudged his elbow,

*Mr. Grimes, that man looks like Mr.
Sarrail, but he's not Sarrail. It would
be a jolly big coincidence if he hap-
pened to resemble him in reol life—
what? He's got up to -look like him.

That beard—" .

Without finjshing the Bounder made
a sudden spring. fore the impostor
could raise a hand Vernon-Smith had
caught at the little pointed black beard
and jerked hard.

It come off in his hand.

There was a vell from the fellows in
the Emng&, a ga% from Mr. Quelch,
another from Mr, Grimes, and a Serce
oath from the *“(Gentleman Pincher.”

‘What happened next came like light-
ning. Up to that moment, doubtless,
the impostor had hoped to carry it off,
But he knew now that the game was up,
and he made & sudden bound for t
door. 8o swift was his rush that the
Courthield inspocior was shoved aside
and the Bounder sent reeling, and the
Gentleman Piocher leaped through the
doorway.

“Collar him !” roared Bob Cherry.
- But for the swarm of Remove fellows
in the pﬂ-ﬂ.‘!lgﬁ the man would have got
olear. But hands closed on him on all
sides, and he was dragged down with a
heavy bump on the floor,

He struggled sn?z.gely.

“By gum!” gasped Inspector Grimes.
He plunged into the struggling swarm
in the passage, and his grasp closed on
the desperate raseal. There was a

- motallic elick,

The man who had ealled himself
(zaston Barrail was lifted to his feet
with the handeuffs on his wrists.

“Got him!” inned the Bounder
breathlossly, “ Now ask him what he's
done with Mr. Sarrail.”™

“f2o00d heavens! breathed Mpe. -
Quelch. He could hardly doubt now,
and his brain was in a whirl.

(Continued on page 28.)



YOU’LL BE THRILLED BY THIS POWERFUL FLYING STORY !

An Unpardonable Crime |

HIS deciston Jim Daniels en-

E deaveured to convey to the

crestfallen German hy headin

him off as the Ilalberstadt Eudg-:
Jenly dived, without engine power, in
the direction of the German lines. A
Burst of bullets, purposcly aimed wide
of the pilot, drove hiome Jim's inten-
iions,

It was madness far the German io
attempt to escape.  He would mercly
bo throwing away his life. The Haupt-
mian Marx was o quick thinker. Perhaps
if ha landed and was taken prisoner a
chance of escapa might come his way;
pechaps he might live to fight these
wtrepid, chivalrous Englanders agoan.
1Ie decided that discretion was the
hetter part of valour.

Tha nose of the Halberstadt was turned
regretfully towards the distant stretch
af country which marked 256 uerodrome.
By carveful gliding he would just make
vhe landing, Close in his wake forged
the Bristol, ready for any “monkey
iricks,” as Ron remarked. But tho
battle was over.

The Hauptman Marx, keeping his
control-stick belween his knees, pushed
liis arms above his head in token of
=arrender

The Halberstadt just reached ithe
aerodrome on the far szide. Bumping

like a rubber ball, it landed and tinally
came to rest, Not two vards away from
its port wing the Bristol also came o
pisb.

Tearing towards the Halberstadt came
the Familiar fignre of Sergeant Wilkins,
BEven as the Hauptman Marx elimbed

HEDLEY

{See Introduction on next page.)

wearily aut of his cockpit and stagpered
towards the two trivmphant Britishers in
the Brisicl plane the sergeant reached
ihat side of the German plane farthest
away from the view of Jim and Ron, _nnul
wade a hurried search of the cockpit.

Menntime, Jim and Ron were jumping
down lo the ground and advancing npon
their defeated foo.

The German halted exaclly three paces
from them, clicked his heeols, and saluted
smartly.

* Gentlemen,”
IEnglish, *“'tis an honour to have been
heaten by so chivalrous foes. May tho
Hauptman Marx of Douai establishment
e permitted to know the nemes of his
gallant conquerors

He recled slightly, Lut kepi at the
salute,

And Jim and Ron, relurning that
soldier’s galule, gave the required in-
formation.

“Aly thanks, genitlemen,” replicd the
ITauptiman Marx. I camo 10 lay a
wreath m memory of your gallant com-
vades whe fell in yesterday's engage-
ment, You will find it, with the con-
dolences of my comrades, i my plane”

S0k gasped Ron and Jim, somewlat
taken aback, *We didn't know——"

The German smiiled wanly.

“The fortunce of war,” he said simplv.
“Perhaps wo meet again; pechaps—"

He recled and collapsed in o dead
faint, right at the feet of the two who
had vanguished him.

“Ho's

“Poor devil]” breathed Jim,
wounded ™

While the two chums Jdid wlhat they
conld to make the Cerman comfortabile

he =aid

imn broken’

Hergeant Wilking pocketed the messapes
in code, taken from the artificial blogd-
red tulip, and then carried the wreaih
to theni.

< . ‘e 7 i E L

Aajor Locke frowned.

Baofore him, “on the carpet,” ztood (o
penitent members of lhis squadron—
penitent if looks were anything to go by.

And !:;_)' the time Aajor Locke had zanl
most of what he had wanted to sy
Jim apd Ron really began to think
that they had indeed commifted an un-
pardenable crime.

“Burely you yvoungsters koow {hal it
i5 strictly against all rules and regula-
tions to take a machine into the air
and to go off on a joy-ride without your
commanding  oflicer's permission ¥ Lo
barked.

“T'n alraid it was entively my faulh.”
said ‘Juulajmiagehr:nﬂau 1 dragpged
Rom mito it

“That's not true!” burst out Yis
chum wrathfully. “I didn't need any
dragging.”

o Edun’t doubt that,” zaid Locke dryely,
“3till, it was o stupid, reckless thing

{o do. Haven't we had euongh
cosnaltics? Dido't {‘gatt!rday‘s terribia
ullpir teach you anything "

“We'ro sorry, sir,” said Jim, shiflirg

from ono foot to the other.

“I should think so!™ barked Loche,
frowning. *“TFortunately for you, (ho
ending of (his silly, outrageous csecapasdn
illl‘lll:ﬁ ont as favourably as it did. I
accept your apologies, Conszlder the
mairer finished 1"
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The two chums saluted, and were abouk
to depart from the squadron office when
Locke bade them stay, On the trestle
table before him lay the wreath, which
Jim had taken from Sergeant Wilkins.
The message, taken from the black-
hnbri'iered envelope was spread upon the
wable.

“¥ou can read that,” said Locke
“and then post i1t on the notice-board.”

The message, wriiten in copperplate
LEnglish, read;

“Douai Establishment salute the
galiant encmy from 256 Squadron, and
offer their condolences to the comrades
that survive.

Captain Cakley, Licutengnt Wallace,
Freutenant Bradley and Sergeant-
abserver Bharp are in hospilal.

Remainder fly no more ¢ »

laddened and

Jim's and Ron's face
a5 quickly saddened as they read that
message, 1t was good to learn that
Oakley, Wallace Bradley, and Sharp
wero alive; it was disquieting to know
that siztcen other comrades who had
made the ﬂiﬁhb to Douai the previous
day would " fly ne more,” which meant,
delicately, that they were dead. ]

“Keep a stilf upper lip,” said Major
Locke. *War—" ]

“Ig war!” finished Jim, with a gulp.

“And as a consolation,” said Locke
kindly, “you can plage on your record
that you fought one of Germany’s erack
airmen in the person of Captain Marx,
and bested him. For that piece of work,
unorthodox as it was, we will sy no
more about this morning's business”

His eyes strayed to the wreath on the
table ond fastened grimly on the bulbous
flower of the blood-red tulip; once moro
ho beckomed the two chums to stop as
they started for the door.

“Pid you take this wreath from tho
cockpit of the Halberstadt yourself 17 he
asked Jim. i

The youngster shook lis head.

“No, major, Sergeant Wilkina saw
the plane come down and rushed out to
moet it. While we were looking after
the German fellow the sergeant brought
ug the wieath.”

Locke’s eyes narrowed.

“Thapk youl” he said. * Bergecant
Wilkins is indeed an early riscr, The
old provert of the carly bird catehing
the worm seems to bo justiied in bhas
case, at least.” ; :
With which somewhat enigmatical
remark he finally dizsmissed the tweo
chims. ) .

When the sound of their deparling
footsteps had died away Major Locke
pickéd up the wreath, detached the
artificial tulip from it, and cxamibed
it, with serupulous care. R

Hiz keen eyes noted the faint pricks
mado by the necedle in the process of
sewing tho petals together, and a tiny
fragment of thin red silk thread.

“Hum1” he murmured. “The ono
flower in the wreath which is not genunm
bears ample signs of having bLeen sewn
up. For what purpose? And wiy
should Sergeant Wilkins be the fiest to
handle the wreath? Was he cxpecting
it? Wus thero some sort of message
concealed in that fower®” o

And while Maojor Locke was giving
himsclf much thought to find a fair
answer to  these guestions Sergeunt
Wilkins, aliag “R. One,” was seated in
his hut reading the code messago the
kommandant had so cunningly sent him.

The return of the carricr pigeon, to
Pierre Marmot, the pravious day, had

warned him to expeot an_important
mestage just after dawn. He was to
lock for an artificial blood-red tulip,
which would contain his latest orders.
The wreath bearing the message would
be dropped on thke aerodrome just after
dawn, the petals would be sewn together
50 that there would be no p-n!sihiﬁt of
the coded message _-.'lmplping out uF its
lace of concealment when the wreath
ropped to the ground. :

A perfect piece of “intelligence ™
work, the traitorous sergeant told hirm-
self. No one knew of its receipt, no ono
knew of the part he was play
assist the Fatherland. Truly the
a spy was absurdly easy. _

But that's where Sergeant Wilkins did
those who followed his us calling,
and those on the other side whose jo
it was to detect them, & grave injustice.
Somebody did know, The game of spy-
ing was anything but ahsurcF
at that moment Major
reached a definite conclusion. He had a
spy in the sguadron, a dangerous spy,
and in his opinion the name of that spy
was Sergeant Wilkins !

ey —d ——

“ Gooly [ ™
& AY I come in 1"

M Thorburn's usually cheery
face was solemnity itself a
he stood in the doorway of

the squadron office.

Major Locke’s face was equally solemn
a3 ho nodded an affirmative,

The youngster carefully closed the
door, paused a moment, and then
blushed in his confusion,

“Well, young 'un, and what's the bad
news i .

“Look_here, sir,” blurted out Thor-
burn, "I'm not a suspicious t;rrﬁe of
chap, but ever since that raid on Douai
I'vo been—"

“Buspicious of someons in  the
squadron—eh i” put in Locke i‘;uu:ﬂ:r.
“Well, to be ‘quite frank, have
apuell” ,

‘You know my gun éammed twice in
that show,” went on Thorburn,
Locke nodded, and pursed hLis lips.
“Tt had Dbeen tampercd wilh,” said
Thorburn. uncomfortably, %I spent
nearly an lhowr overhauling that gun
before the raid, and yet everything that
could possibly go wrong with it went
wrong when we were in a tight corner.’
He paused, and Locke waited for him
to rezume. 3 2
“I've been making ecarélul inguiries
of thoe men in fhe armoury, major, an
the only .:h:rE whe could have got at the
gun was )

"
WHAT HAS

In coneequence of plang having leaked oul fo
the enemy through an unknown source, Ferrers
I.ﬂc.l'ac—_farmaﬂ}g a Secrel Service agent, but now
Major Locks, D.8.0.—i2 appoi to take orer
eonimand of 230 Squadron, R.F.C., a Briatol
Yighter squadron_ of greal nie* slationed
Hogomewhers tn France  Locke's gugpicions
are orowsed by the slrange :ﬂﬂdvct u_f“.ﬁ'emmnt
Wilkins, who 45, tn reality, * Il One "—one of
the spize i the service of Germany.
Later, when twenty plance from 250 el oul on G
pecrel raid they are trapped by an oveérchelming
sisember of enemy plones and only ten suceeed in
limping home to the aerodrome. Shorliy after
thiz, Jim Daniels and Ron Glynn, inlent on doing
w litile early morning siraffing, contrary to orders,
picad @ lone German girman whose Jurpose i o
drop o wreath over 256 serodrome. A long and
thrilling fohkt enpues, Ll of
Britishers, r that their enemy has
owl of peirol, to make him land on
dromne and lake him prisonsr,

{Now Read On.)

—
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“Bergeant Wilkins 1™

There was & positivencas abou$
Locke’s interruption that made T
burn jump. _

‘W-why, yes, major!” ha stuttered.
“But how did you knowi"

Lock smiled grimly.

“I'm beginming to know guite a lot,
young ‘um. But we must kecp our sus-
picions to ourselves. I trust you to keep
quiet about this, even to your closest
pels.” His lips tightened. " There's an
old saying which suggests that if you
ive o rogue enough rope to play with
e'll put a noose round his neck and
ang himself, I think we can apply
that to Bergeant Wilkins.”

“Are you suggesting that he ia a

ﬂp],-im ,
“I bhar suggested 1t,” smiled
I can see you have made

Locke; “bu
up your own mind abo Wilkins'
Quite frankly,

yalty to Britain,
young *un, he is a menace to us—to the
But his days are

Allied cause,
numbered "

The arrival of the adjutant put a
stop to this private discussion, and
Thorburn made some excuse and de-
parted. He joined Ron and Jim, who
at once noticed his unusual quietness.

“What's biting you,: Bruce!” de-
manded Jim, giviog his chum a playful
:ag nn?t’ha back,. *“Foot giving. you a
winge i’

Thorburn shook his head, snd assumed
a forced gaiety.

“The jolly old foot is practically
sound now. I was just doing a bit of
quict thinking."

“Not in vour line, old son ™ prinned

. “Leave that part of the War to
the brass hats, Meantime, join us in &
stroll down to the village.”™

Thorburn grinned, e koew the
reason of that suggested stroll down to
the village. In a certzin perfumery
ehop, almost opposite the cstaminet kept
by Pierre Marmot, was a particularly
voung and beautiful damsel. -smile
from her was sufficient to bring a blush
to the ;.*outhful face of Bon Glynn.
Really, it was remarkable how often
Ron ran out of scap and hair-oil these
days, and how many visits he paid in

‘conscquonce to the perfumery stores,

“Sure, I'll join you, Ron!" said Thor-
burn, with a sly wink ot Jim. “Run
out of soap, old beant" )

“Matter of fact, I wont some haie-

rease,” explained Ron, in some con-

usion. “Come on! Elo goes off duty
ut t."ﬁ't'];-‘-ﬂ—ttllm'l‘i""l mean—that is to
sa !

“©Oh, wo knpow what yon mean, old
Frait ™ cliuckled Jim, running a critical
eyo over Nen's spick-and-span - appear-
ance. “ Those Bond Streel breeches anud
new jackbools are veul lody-killers 1

“Really——"" began Hon; but he re-
lapsed into eilence aw his two chums
took him by the arm and headed hiun in
the direction of the village,

It was not a long journey {o dMadume
Stephanic’s perfumery shop, and ilon's
face assumed the wusual criwi=on ow-
barrassment when madame’s pretly
daughtor smiled upon him,

It took Ron, strangely enough, nearly
twenty minutes to purchase his botlle
of hair-oil, and then, as ho gazed ance
more at the vision of loveliness bchind
the counter, his confusion was so at
that he dropped tho bottle on the foor.
There were apologics in broken French
from Hon, subdueslg'gggles from lis two
chums, and much excited concern on the
part of madame'’s daughter. The out.
come of it all was the purchase of
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another bottle of hair-oil, which Jim
took charge of, and a reluctant retreat
from the shop—reluctant, so far sz Ron
waAsS concerned, anyway. :

His two chums were laughing up-
roariously as they stood u the pave-
ment outside the shop. On Ron’s face
was an expression of far-away adorstion
that was comicality itself.

; ';Isn’t she a stunner?” he gesped at
ash.

“ Bhe's stunned you, at any rate, old
fruit I chuckled Jim. “You lock posi-
tively ' goofy ' 1"

In his indignant denials, Ron looked
mora “ goofy ” than ever, and fnally be
suggested o visit to the estaminet on the
opposite side of the road.

“"Comae on, then!” gaid Jim.

Aud the three entered Pierre
Marmot's somewhat dingy establish-
ment,

Kon carefully selected a corner table
by the side of a window, which gave a
full view of the perfumery eho
opposite—and &n  occesional view o©
inadame’s preity daughter. And 20
engrossed was in the view from
the window that he put tho lighted end
of his cigarette in hizs mouth by some
mistake, and drank a liberal quantity
of the hair-oil Jim had playfully poured

into his glass.

" Gugruwug—gugl You benighted
idiot 1" gasped HRon. “0Oh dearl
Groooooh 1 : ‘

While his chums Jaughed at the joke,
Ron spluttered and coughed and voiced
torrible threats on the heads of hi
devoted pals, and jn the midst of 1b
Bergeant Wilkina entered the cstaminet.

In the shadowy recess ho did not seo
tho threa officers, but s sly caution from
Pierre Marmot as he shuffled forward
warned him that the estarmnct was nob

em]?t:.r. _
ruce Thorburn stiffened at the ser-
eant'a entry, noted the warni look
Marmot gﬁwa the scrgeant, and won-
dered mightily. He could not hear what
assed botween them, but he bhad a
fueling that Marmot was playing a part.
The next mmoment, however, Sergeant
Wilkinz bellowed for a packet of cigar-
ettes and a glase of liquor. Pierre
Marmot shufled away to oblige. Out
of the corner of hia eyo Wilkina saw
the three officers from his squadron,
started almost impercoptibly, recovered
on the instant, ond atu.rlteé to abuse
the estaminet keeper for his slowness.
*Coming. monsgieur " wheczed Plerre
Marmotl, dumping the required drnk
and the cigarottes on the small counter.
“My legs are not so young as yours.”
Tﬁu sergeant threw a five-franc note
on the table, drained his glass at & gulp,
gathered up his cigarettes, and then
tramped out into the sunshine,

There was nothing out of the ordinary
in the wholo incident, really, yet Thor-
burn had an instinetive feeling that it
would pay lim to k a close ove on
Piovre ?‘.ﬁrnmt. Of this, however, ho
~aid nothing to hia chums, although on
his return 1o the aerodrome he men-
tionod it to Major Locke, -

“Pieree Marmot1” was tho major's
remark. " Oh, he's all vight! T've had
n close inspection made of all the papers
of ihe villegers. They ave all in
order, with the exception of Madame
Stephanie aod hor danghter—"

“ What ¥

Bruce Thorburn leoked skarilod.

My, there's npthing fishiy nhout those
twer goad ladies,” smled Locke. " Dut
ey ore Pavisisny, and i theie cager-
©oness Fay st a perfamery shop Bere they
averlooked  ihe  formnlities with  the
poticn, and {ravolied hore without get-
vt - Aheiv papers  stamped by the
and it ies, "

his -

“ What does that mean, major "
“It means that they will have to

return to Paris,” said ke. * But you
look concerned. Have you fallen a
victim to the charms of madame’s

pretty daughter 1"’

Thorburn grinned.

“1 haven't, sir,”” he anawered truth-
fully. " But some of the boys have.
There will be weeping and wailing and
gnashing of teeth when they get to know
about it.”

“Just as well the good ladies are
returning to Paris,”” was Locke's com-
ment. " I've noticed that young Glynn
is walking about like a nha;il n &
dream. e'll be trying his hand ak
writing sonnets next.”

And in that Major Locke was very
near the truth, for when Jim and Bruce
looked for their chum they found him 1
his hut, with & writing-pad on his knees
and a far-away look 1n his eyes.

“Writing home " asked Jim.

Ron blushed. .

* Br—yes—that ig to say—no—

“"Very explicit!” chuckled Jim.
“Why, I do believe the goofy ass 18
writing doggerel I*

He snatched the pad from Ron’s
knees and bolted with it.

s

e

WANTED
GREYFRIARS LIMERICKSI |

- ]
.. I yours is a good un, youre
on a

LEATHER POCKET WALLET!

One of this week's prizewinners

i3 John Roy, of 168, Weston Park,
Hornsey, lg!.ﬂ, who has submitted [
the following effort :

Billy Bunter, one night, had =
draam :

He wans lord of all tuck and loe-
Cream,

But his snores gqulokiyv ceanaed 3

For hig fat nose was squeezed,

When the rising-bell clanged out

auprame. I

Get busy on a Greyfriars
Limerick to-day, chum!

“You rotter!"” howled Ron.
me that pad [V

“Give

“He, ha, hal” roared Jim, reading
Ehﬁ sﬂrlﬂ.wl -on the pad. * Listen to this,
fellow E1]

“Zive me that pad(”

“!Her . eyes are like the stars
niFllt—’ 5

*You blighter I hooted Ron.

“‘Her lips are ﬂugid‘a own,
bright—"" continued Jim,

“Why, I'll—"

*“* Mor hair is roven—"'"

*“8hut pp " roared Ron, meking a
frantic grab at the pad. “¥li smash
you 1

But Jim was relentless. Holding off
Ron's furions sttempts to regain posses.
gion of the pad, he continued reading :

of

and

“'Her hair is raven—silken thread.
Crowning the glory of her head!" "

“Ha, ha, ha!” Thorburn laughed
1ifl the water sprang to his ryves,

“¢ I'n adoration, at her feet,” ™ went:

1 rF

on Jim, 1 lay my hewrt
“HMHa. ha, ha ! roared Thorburn.
“You blighier " yelled Ron, his face

erimeon with roge and the humiliation

of Jim's discovery. “T'H-—-T'Il—"
“That's as for as the goofy nss has

‘returned to IParis.

27
gat I shuckled Jim. * But I'll finish it
off for him ™

"¥ou rotter—"

“‘In adoration, at her feet,""
repeated Jim, ‘T lay wy heart—now
aw’b that oeat ¥

He throw the pad at Ron and bolied
for the deor, while Thorburn, choking
with laughter, limped after him., But
the worst blow fell when the " smitten ™
Ron learned that madoine and her
daughter had shut up their shop nnd
. Perhaps it was just
ag well. Tt certainly saved Ron reams
of }?E‘!Hﬂﬁuﬂér and hours of thought,
trying to hnd a suitable rhyme to * feet
—ag Jim philosophically, although tact-
lessly, remarked.

Cramp !

n AKE Jim with you,”

Major Locke made that his
final order. Thorburn, who
eince his wound had not been

allowed bE} the medical officer to fly o
plane “solo,” had repeatedly asked I
ruissicn to take up a Bristol. ach
time, until now, hiz request had been

used.

“I shall be all right, sir,” he bhad said
to Lﬁke, “My foot 1a absolutely O.K.
now
2 But the major was a believer in safety

T&t.

“Take it up by all means, young "un.
But take Jim with you in the back
seat—in case of accidents.”

Out on the tarma® stood a Bristol
Fighter, & couple of mechanics giving
the engine a final look over. n the
back scat was a duplicate set of controls.
Thorbnrn waved s hand to Jim Daniels.
who strolled across in helmet and
goggles. .

“My son, you travel in the back zeat
on thiz journey,” he grinned. “I'm
tnking you for a ride.”

“And I'm playing the purse, what "
said Jim. “'Well, baby, don't try any
tricks I"

Therburn grimaced, and climbed up
into the pilot’s cockpit. It was some-
thing like a month since he had hgndled
the control-stick, and this flight was
nothing more than a test to sec whether
he had lost his nerve, or whether his
damaged foot would be equal to manipu-
i;_nﬂg the rudder-bar of a plane in

ight. :

he s::n’%irre thrummed a reverberating
note as Thorburn gave it full throttle,
and the noise was ke music in his ears.
He waved a gloved hand to the
mechanics, saw the wooden chocks
whipped away from the undercarriage
wheels, and started to taxi across the
drome. )

Three minutea later he was nhﬂwmﬁ
Major Locke that he was still us goo
a pilot as ever by diving perilously
close to that distinguished individual's
head, and zooming up agein in a climb-
ing turn thut made Jim's heart turn
over.

“Steady on, you maniaci” he roared
from the back seat. “1 only hod my
dinper ten minutes ago ™

For the first time Jim realised the
sensations of the “back seat” man-—
totally different from those of a pilot,
who, of course, knew in advance every
movement his plane was likely to per-
form. Every known stunt, and some of
his own original stunts as well, Thorburn
deseribed in the next quarter of an hour,
which clearly proved that, whatever
damage his wounded foot had suffered,
his nerve was atill as good as ever.

Yet that damaged foot was far from
well. Thorburn grunted several times as

Tue Maaxer Lismany.—No. 1,264,
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THE BOUNDER'S LUCK!

(Continued from page 24.)

For & sccond the captured raseal
glared round him like 4 wild animal.
Then the Gentleman Pincher's accus-
tomed -::u::u:-inem returned. It was not
the first time’ I.w many a one that the
bracelets had clicked on his wrista,

“A fair cop!” he drawled, with no
trace of a French accent now. *That's
8 sharp lad—a very sharp lad. I hope
I shall meet him agan, alone, in some
quiet spot when 1 come out of the
slone jug.’

I'll watch it 1" chuckled the Bounder.

“You "—Mr. Quelch gazed at the im-
postor—" you — you — bless my soul—
you——"

“I owe you an apology. my good old
friend Quelch.” The Gentleman Pincher

was  always polite. “When vou seo
Sarrail coution -him not to talk too
much to strangers in strange hotels, Ik
leads to trouble. If my official friend
here will give me a lift, I will take
him ta where T left Sarrail. I'm sure
the poor old fellow will bhe glad to peb
out of the shed. I parked hin in a far
from comfortable place. But you will
rcalise, I am sure, that I had not a lot
of time for :nu.kmg arrangements,”

“Bless my soul I

“¥ou will come with me, my man,
said Inspector Grimes, with a faint grin.

“Quite !  assented the Centleman
Pincher., I am sorry to lose your
excellent company, Mr. Quelch, so very
soon. My friend here insists, as you
see.  And you will give Monsieur
Sarrail my tip abouat talking to
strangers m hotels. It may be uselul to
him in the future™

‘Bless my soul ™

“And before I go I must thank you
for your hespitality; your kind and un-
suspecting hospitality,  Believe me, you
are the kind u?mau I have always liked
to meeb "

“That will de ! zaid Mr. Grimes.

A buzzing crowd of Greyiriars fellowa
walched the taxi depart, with the hand-
ouffed raseal sitting by the side of the
inspector. It was a sensation for Grey-

ax
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friars, and the school fairly buzzed with
it. Mr. Quelch remained shut up in his
study in a dismayed and overwhelmed
state. His feelings were hardly to be
deseribed, though they ecould be
1magmed He was not seen again until
another taxi drove up to the House, a
couple of hours later, with the genuinﬁ
Monsieur Barrail in 1t.

Monsieur S8arrail—the genuine artu::le
of that name—occupied hiz room at
Greyfriars that night. The Gentleman
Pincher was accommoddted—at Court-
field Police Station—in much less
comfortable quarters.

L] - L] " - -

“Luck ! said the Bounder.

The Bounder’s luck had always becn
phenomenal.

It had belriended him again.

The next day Monsieur Sarrail was
seen about the school; many ecurious
eyes turning on the French gentleman
who had had so0 strange an adventure.

And the Bounder was there, too!

Willing or unwilling, Mr. Quelch felt
that it was inevitable.

Vernon-8mith's intervention had ex-
posed the impostor, prevented a robbery
at the school, and saved Gaston Sarrail
from_ his jmprisonment. After that, it
was out of the question to proceed with
“bunking  the Bounder. Mr. Quelch
did not even think of it. There was not
even o Hr:niggmg There was only a
“royal jaw "—to which Bmithy listened,
with humility and respect, though
probably with his tongne in his cheek.

“Luck !” “said the Bounder in the
Bag. *“If you ecan't be good, my
beloved ’Earnrs, the next best thing is
to be lucky

But the B-nunﬂcr had had a narrow
escape, and he resolved that for that
term ot least, he would be © g'md Sl |-
remained to h& seen how it wounld turn
out.

THE END.

(Next week's issne will contain.another
ripping yern of Harry Wharton & Co.,
entitled : “BILLY RUNTER'S. FEN-
GEANCE ! Mind you read it, chumes,
for thiz i3 @ story that 18 too {.F-ﬂﬂ-r,;! to be
meiased )

WINGS OF WAR!

{Continued from page 27.)
twinges of cramp attacked him from
the tendons of the foot to the more
solid muscles of his calf,

And it was in the middle of a “roll ™
that the damaged foot let him down
badly. In an effort to straighten up the
Bristol, Thorburn pushcd fnrd on the
ruﬂder-har with his right foot, ued
gasped in pain as the muscles of the leg
seemed to twine round each other,

The youngster’s face went as pale as
death., Cramp in the leg at any time
i5 bad enough, but in the narrow con-
fines of an ﬂ.em lane cockpit it is a
hundred times Wu-rm With the |.]ﬁ
almeost doubled up, Thorburn ye
through the connecting telephone :

“Jim! Jim! Take over! Cramp!

At the moment of the *roll " Jim had
gripped the sliding rails of
observer’s seat with both hands, but he
knew that something was amiss o split
second before Thorburn’s troubled voice
came through to ham. Half of the
movement known as the roll had been
completed in a flash, but ' instead
coming out of the roll and levelling to
an even keel, the Bristol had fallen nto
a spiral’ dive. JAt a speed of a hundred
and eighty miles an hour the planc was
tearing towards the earth!

Jim gasped, grabbed hold of the
duplicate w_n.trnl-stick between s
knees, and juggled with it tenderly.
Slowly that headlong dive was arrested.

“Fathead 1" roared Jim angrily., “Arve
you trying to break my neck?”

Thorburn turned a face lined with
pam towards him., His foot was throb-
bing, the agony of cramp had him help-
less in its gu]l?|

“Cramp ! he managed to bawl out.
Then Jim undefstood.

Locking out of the cockpit, he saw
that the aen:ulmm¢ was about five mtles
distant. Putting ' the nose down, he
dived the Ermi%- for it, anxious o get
home as quickly as he could.

(Faeky for Ron that he's got Jim with
him. Don't miss next week's chapters of
this powerful serial—ihey feem with
thrills and surprises, boys/)

rIt.& nr |:|:| r
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T0 POULTRY FARMERS
AND OTHERS !

H vou want to see the finest eollection
ol ducks'-efgs exhibited this seasop,
turn up next Wednesday on Little Side _
‘and watch the Fourth bat ! !
Mo tickets reguired,
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LAUGH AND GROW FAT.

— { The Fourth’s Opponents,)

BOLSOVER'S UNBALANCED
BUDGET

What He Should Do . ..

By Our Financial Wizard.

Bolsover major writes as followa :

“ 1 find it muqﬂ_nm?m_w« dificult to balance my badget.
Can you advise me ¥ I have out my expenditure down
te the mininum, &8 you will see from the following
statoment of my weekly expenditure, yet my pocket-
money of ten shillings & week £till seema insuficient :

STATEMENT,

Clubae .. « Wil.  (Paid by Eﬂw@EE_:EﬁE" Vivian)
Travellin .« Nil. (Paid by Vivian)
Tipe to Btaff.. Nil. (Faid by Vivian)
Recreation ., NWil. (Paid by Vivian)
Migcellaneous Nil. (Paid by Vivian)
Tuck ., ve 158,
Tolal 4. 15s.

Weakly Deficit, 54,

*What on carth am I to do ¥ At this rate T shall go
bankrupt 1 "

Thia is a problem that might well daunt the heart of
the stoutest financial expert. Here wo see one of those
little-acdvertised heroes of overyday life, straepling
bravely and uncomplainingly against the adversity
of an msafficient allowanee., Every item of his budget,
na renders will seo for thoemeelves, has been eut down to
the barcst minimum ; yeb still he can’t balanco it.
What is he to do {

Impossible as the posilion scems, there is one ray

of hope. If Vivian ean be induced to contribute five

mr..___:m@m__ weok towards the tuck item, the balsnce will

WM......&_HW n struck, and everything in the garden will be
voly.

There's no earthly reason why he shouldn't do zo.
Dash it all, Vivian ought to be only too jolly pleased to
get the chanco to help such a deserving case! We
strongly advise our correspondent to approach Vivian
without delay and put it to him plainly. Our frank
opinton ig that Vivian shouldnt need asking ; but there
you ara !

Glad if we've helped, Bolsover !

Always bring your
little troubles to us | ek

ANSWERS TO CORRESPONDENTS

“ Inguieen."—" Snoop told me he rubs something
rn his palms and never fecls the cane.”—Good | When he
finiglhics m__m_::_m from the licking Quelehy has just given
Lim, wo'll ask him about it |

Y Worrign,"'—" Whenever T cat more than o dozen
doughnuta before dinner I find I've no appetite left.
What is wrong ¥ "—We should think it must be tho
doughnuts. No healthy fellow's appetite should ho
wfected by a mero dogen doughnuis. Try eating

twenty or thirty rock-cakes instead, and see jf your

appetite returns |

“ FEp-Ur."—'* The blessed Sehool House scems full §

of dormitories."—There must bo somothing in Fish's
complaint that Greyiriars is a sleepy old place |

* FricRTexeDp Fac"—'" Some chaps sny ilat the
School is only held together by the ivy."—Wonderful
the way people still cling to old delugions, isn’t it ?

" Herarorre."—" Loder gave me an awlul black
jook, "It must have happened soon after we told him
to go and eat coke !

Concealed
Joke

Bob Cherry rushed in-
to the editorial office just
mow, and asked : * Why
ig o wobt boot like the
* History of Greyfriara’?"
When we admitted we
couldn’t tell him he
gurgled ont  between
acute spasms of mirth
that the answor was—
* Bacauss it ggquelohes |

Chap must be potty |
That i#, unless there's a
hidden meaning some-
where that we haven't

away wrath."

the story :

seemed ever so much
average of two lickings a day. 8o he tried it out.
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SWOOSH!

THE PERFECT BOOBY-TRAP MIXTURE

Buy the Raoby-Trap mixture that has been
1esied by Echeraligns of schogtboys ! Made
from the old ¢riginal rocipa of Grandfather
Ghunkley ! Gonaposed only of the fineat soot,
treacle, liguld giue, varnish, and mud ! Why
be contenrt with inferior substitutes? Buy
from the Firm wilh a Century of Experience !

SWOOSH!

Made only by CHUNKLEY'S, COURTFIELD.
In Pint, Quart, and Gallon Jars,

AFFECTING SCENE IN FORM-ROOM

Turni
ter than putting u

EPISODE ONE.

Me. QueELce : * Skinner | Wrefched boy ! You have
not prepared your Virgil. What have you to say 1" n...m“
H_mﬂmzﬂuw H mm&ﬂt : Mﬂﬂﬁ?m.__uw hrm "__ﬁ.“_.._ rnﬂﬁmaﬂ.

10 fact ia, timo night studying certain - F
mmw..aiu of Greyfriars history in the bope that I E_.m_ﬁ.,mmw..mww.
help .

£,

spotted ! We loave it you with that wonderiul book you're wriling.” » :and bend over ! (Curtain.)
to our readers, No| Mz, Quercn: “"Bah! BStond out, sir! And bend.:
prizes offered | over !l (Curtain,) ) EPISODE THREE.
= .+ Mp. Quercem: * Bkinner! Depraved youth !

REMOVITES MADE
TO WALK THE
PLANK

Pirates on Mystery Yacht

Pirates, complete with skull and crosa-
bones, invading the peacelul reaches of

EEmE..—:
Incredible, of course! Ttterly
ridiculoua! Yet it's only too true!

Bunter was the first vietim of these
twentieth-century followers of Captain
Kidd. The jolly old Porpoise rolled
through the gates one doy last week
fairly streaming with water.

“Ow! Beasts! Rotlers! ™ he gasped,
in reply to inguirica. Y I say, you
fellowa, thoe police ought te pub a atop
to it! Piratos omn a giddy river, in
broad __.._m%__.m_u.p. vou know !

(13 m.—H 4 h]

" Pirates 1" hooted Bunter indignantly.
* The beasts came sailing up the river,
where I was haviog o guiet pienie—in o
giddy meotoer-yacht, you know! Thes
took me prisoner and made me wallk the
plank ! *

* Wha-a-at 7"

“Fact 1" said Bunfer. " Of course,

.nwn.u% finally overpowersd me 1"
* Burs it wasn't two dozen,

of fact, I didn
‘om ! M

“Ha, ha, hal?

It sounded a bit too stecp.

in—ithe rest being merely a dream.

Later,
Shell,

of Rernovites were attacked by the river:

to roalise that the
indead.—and what's moro,
of the Sark.

Whoever the pirates may be, they
mean to preserye the peeret of their

of the sea, draws up alongside tho first
lonely Greyiriars boat to bo scen, and
attacks. Lasscas aro flung, the unhappy
victima hauvled aboard and o worecd:
and after that the piratea makes thon.
ong by ono wallke the plank !

Qroyfrinrs at tho moment is almosb
specchless with indignation. Notwith.
atnnding that fuet, 8 nomber of very
bBellicose specchos were made at the
mass meeling held in the Rag last night
m_Woer_u were unanimously of opinie,
that some scheme should be devised
by which tho river-bandits could ha
tracked to their lair and broaght to book:

A committee undoer the chairmanshiy
of Wharton has now been appeinted,
and is E._.H,..__m in conclave as wo go to
press.  Here's hoping that they'll get
right down to their task and round up
the villainouws band before thoy have the

on 1d }

away wrath with soft answars |
with an
Here's |

I am, mir

I put up o desperate rosistance ! I must
have laid out a round dozen of "em bélome |

fatty 1. Yorgivenesa

" Well, it Emmrn have been—muatie
t have time to ecount

ﬁnﬁ%:iﬂamm. and it came uppormost now. :
2 Between his shoulders, Mr, Quelch staggered to his desk.

fellows thought Bunter must have gona |
to sleop on the river.bank, and mn:.num _

When Bulstrode and Ogilvy and Rus-

soll came in acaked to the skin next day,
and said they had been forced to walk
the plank by a crew of masked pirates, |’
howaver, opiniona had to be rewised.: 9,
obzom and Hoskina of tha:
and ona or two Fourth Form.'
fellows as well na Wharton and a orowd

pirates ; and sinee then we have begun
.Hu.:ﬁﬁm are vory real’

that thoys
conatitute o real menace to the safety

identity, for they are heavily masked to
a man. Their ceaft is a small, but very
nu.ﬁuﬂﬂ motor-yacht. It races up like
a fl of lightning [rom the direction

chance to heap any more indignities

MASTER IN TEARS—THEN SKINNER WOKE UP

Skinner's new motto is, “ The soft answer {urncth

| EFPISODE TWO.

the woodshoed, Skinner |
in your defenco 1'%

I feel that I can nover hold my head
Nevertheless, 1 feel you sghould know that
¥ sole object waa to experience for myself the feel
depgradation that smokers must suffer, so that I Gon
well other fellowe and help you in your anti-smoking

up again !

nln

Come ount ! "

Y 8ir, I cannot hope ever Lo

roem !
* HEINNER :

weepl this bunch of flowers from me ! "
Hia lips quiversd and a ‘mist appeaved in
pmewhere deep down in Quelch lay

A moment later he bad buried his faco in
iiatd burat inlo & torrent of teara.

kinner.
“ Hened oper 1" ho roared.
And Skinner duly bent !

-

zive it up a8 hopeless now !

_ Mr, QuercH : " 8o I have eaught you emoking behind
Have you anything to say

. - BEmvxER: " My grief at my respected Form master
+ & leteoting wme in such abominable behaviour, sir, 18
Hnﬁﬁﬁmmﬁﬁ.

vELCE 1 ¥ Pah | Qo tomy study at onee, Bkinner,

tinatly saw you throw an ink-pellet aeross the Form-

but wnworthy a2 1 am, will you please
The cane dropped from the Form master’s hand.

the milk of human
His head bowed

' At least, that’s what should have happened ! W
‘getually happened was that Quelch took a determined
ip on his cane and strade forward to meet the cheery

. Thig eoft answer bisney doean't scem to work with
dverybody. We shouldn't bo surprised to see Skinner

FISH'S

GENEROUS DONATION

Em_.muwhﬁm Emﬂa_ﬂ.
govers pat-back
voluntary giit to
Haospital.

ahout him in tho paet.

wirg migtakon. The Jlad from

TR

g b s -
|

I dia. :

SArn  your

his oyes,

hiz hands
What

of pald, if over there was one.

B

—

Correction

Henile Idecay. This i3 incorrect.
have said, was that Mr. Irout proposed to
holidays in Egypt, studying erumblin

With profound regrata,

Weo recently stated that Mr. Prout was going into
. What we should

ruing—in other
wards, that he was going in to gee Nile decay |

H. Wuarron., (Editor)

When Bob n:_aﬂ.ﬁ

he fully expected to
ness,
anticipations wera not roalised.
spend his
Boh asled.

nodded.
“Yep!* he answered.

We have always| 3 ;
thought that Fishy was a bit of s skin- ship.t - gaped_Bok

flint, and in the past we haven*t hesitated
to say s0. Hub wo can sse now, that we

York is true blue—a chap wilth a heart
went to Fish with a
Ty e
We aro pleased to say that his
# Give something to the hospilal ¥ "

Fish looked at the collecting-box, and

HOSPITAL APPEAL TRANSFORMS
SKINFLINT

The nolion {hat Fishor T, Fish is
has just received a

Fighy making &
o Courtfinld Cottage

o hasten to talke hacle all we've said

“Thonks very much,” said Dob.
“ It's very good of you, Fighy 11

“I'll say it in!" agreed Fish., * Nothin
unugual, though, 1 guess, Gencrous an
free to a fault—that's me ! "

“ M.m-moy hat !'—I mean, just so, old
“ What about
giving now, then? I've got a lot of others
to see.

“Buita me all right!" Fishy said.
* The sooner the hospital get what I'm
gonnp give 'em, the better it'll be for
everyhody.'!
U Nem. con [ " grinned Bob., ® What

Noo

ol |are you going to give, then, Fishy 7 2

Fisher T'. Fish smiled, s
“I guess I'm gonna give "ermn suthing
worth having, baby! Tt’s o bit of

advica 17
" Ad-ad-advico 1 . )
“You gaid it! Real, good advice

from a guy that's pot his eye-testh eut |
This is it : Don't send round silly gools
with eollecting-boxes worrying business.
men like me | " 1

" And—and iz that what you're going
te give to the hospital 7%

* Just that!"™

“ And nothing in the box 11

* Wot a Continental red cent | I guesa
they cught to he ._,,E.M. *._E._.FEE to get
freo advice from an American business
man | ;

“ Well—my hat ! 2*

For unfathomable reasons Bob Cherry
chose the moment alter to give the Noo
York philanthropist o-dot on the nose,

Wao rcally think Bob ought to have
been more careful. When Fisher T,
Fish starts giving things to hospitals,
the proper thing to do is to encourage
L.

It will be an awiul thing if Bob's
action has rvesulted in the drying-up of
Figh's fountain of munificenco, Won't
it T

COKER’S “FAN” MAIL

“t Famous Fifth-Former’s
Posthag

-
| Just as a special treat for this week only,
wo are giving our readers o fow extracts from
lotters received by Coker of the Fifth,

It ig not generally realised thot a chap like
Coker pota letiers fvom admivers by every
poet, Coker has told us himself that he
sometimes has ag many as half a dozon
waiting for him in the post-rack of a morning !

Ho takes it all with beeoming modesty.
A he snys, Erwﬁda._r_waami areé heaped on
u_.:.ap. they can’t equal tho praises he descrves !

4. Hore are o low extracts, chosen at random,
wwith Coker’s kind permission : -
*You are far and away the best fellow o

the Fifth. Can you lend me a pound }V'—
Gerarn LoDER.

“ There's no mistake about if, Coker, old
chap, wou're the finest cricketer in ihe
Upper Hchool, and why Wingate docan’t put
yon in the First Eleven, we can't make out |
By the way, what about the pietures and tea
in Courtfield next Wednesday ! "—FOTIER
and GrEEXE.

* AL ClMf House, we all think you're awlully
pood-looking, and we'd like you to help us
in our fortheoming play. e part you'll
bo expeeted to tako is thet of o human ape.”—
I'myrris HowELL,

“1 always have said thoy ought to make
you kaptin of the Skool, While I remember
it, if any begst tells you I sneaked your
eake while you were out this afternoon, he's
?:% well fbbing, so there ! "—W. G. BusTER.

“ 1 quite agree with everything you say.-
—Perer Pormie (Courtfic]ld Mental Home).

OUR * SMALL ADS.” CORNER

CAN YOU READ THIS ¥
If you ean, your oyesighl’s O.K. Il you
can't, you're none the wiser—and who eares,
anyway *—Issued for the benefit of the
public by the Society for the Preservation of
Juvenile Eyesight.

TMPORTANT TO SINGERS.

Yodelling taught by an expert. Learn to
yodel like they do it across the Swiss
mountaing !—Apply, Birr Froaz Milkman,
Friardale. .

FOR BALE.

Solid mahogany False Eyebrow Cabinet.
Slightly blogdstained and bullet-riddled.
Fine picce of furniture for Private Detective’a
Consulting Room.  Best offer securts.—

GmLET STEELE, Criminclogist, London, Wy



