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CORE 18 TOO FUNNY

4 A WFUL cheek I” grawled George Gore
of the Sell. Gore was not a pleasant
fellow, and was always one of the

first to raiss & complaint.

But on this occasion there were others who

agreed with him. ot .

“Blessed nerve!” said Ernest Levison of
the Fourth,

And half a dozen other fellows in the pas- -

sage muttered of & similar nature.
Tom Merry and his famous studymates,
Ha, Manners and Monty Lowther, came
intongchuo] House just in time to hear these
remarks. Tom Me: was swinging a foot-
ball in his h:ﬂg‘bdla !::: a_mm'g ehuzr:is hug
been punting al t in the quad, an
the footer and themselves were both pretty

muddy.
"H{l!ol What's bitten Gore?” asked Tom

G:‘rsrghnaxderl Listen Glu the
rman_pig " grot ore.
Tom Biarry bristled at that. It was true
that Herr Schneider, who taught German at
St. Jim's, was German born, but he was not &
Nazi; in fact, he had for years protested
inst the di bad name that
i had earned for his “Fatherland.”
- “Listen to him intoirely I said Reilly, the
Irish lad.
Herr Schueider, like many of his country-
men, was musical. It was not at all un-
common’ to hear snatches of German songs
booming from his study, and he was going it

now.
“Awfal cheek to yell that here in these
“'days!” sid Gore,
" Like his nerve intoirely I” echoed Reilly.
Tom Merry la: N
“Oh, ratrariyit’s & free country,” said Monty
Lowther. “Thank goodness it isn't Jike Nazi
Germany, where o chap can only sing what
the police will let him. Sc}mm'dir‘a making
an & row, but it's really an unsulieitoﬁ
testimonial to British freedam.”
But Gore didn't see it in that light. Gore
was indignant Perhaps the fact that he had
fifty German lines to write out for Herr

impudent

iseredit and

Schneider made his indignation all the
leener.
‘The unconscious herr went on sing'ng.
“Like 8 blessed megaphone, I'll admit,”
said Monty Lowther.  “There, he’s finishod
now. No iarm done.”

But Her- Bchneider wasn't finished, - He
started off on another German song.

“I'm not going to stand it,” said Gore.
“ Gt ruadsy to dodge, you chaps. I'm going
to talk to him.” -

He bent down to the keyhole of the study
door and called, h,

*“Put a sock in it 1"

“Ha, ha hal”- .

Herr Schneider broke off his song suddenly.

‘The juniors scuf | to ‘the nearcsi
corner.  Herr Schneider’s temper was not
always to be depended upon. 3
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Tho study deor opened, and Herr Schneiger
blinked oui throngh his big spectacles. ‘Thero
Was 0o one in the passage, .

“Ach!” murmured Herr Schneider, frown-

ing. “Ach!”
And he drew back into the room and closed
the door. -
Gore peered cautiously round the ecorner.
He grinne” uniil fron the study camo the
booming voice of the German master once
more.

“Blessed if he isn’t still ing it!” ex.
claimed Gore. “FIl talk to h?:: again.”

“ Better chuck it,” advised Levison. “Hc'll
spot Enu next time.”

bod rats [V

“Ass 1 said Tom Merry. “You're asking -

for trouble.”

“Rot1"” said Gore, .

And the Shell fellow crept cautiously back
down the passage towards the German
master’s study door. The other fellows
watched him from thie eormer. They pre-
ferred to keep at a distance. Herr Schneider
was 4 hari hitter when he was in a bad
temper. ; A

Gore put his mouth to the keyhole again.

“We don’t want to hear your rotten—>

The door open, and Herr Schneider
rushed out so suddenly that he callided with
Gore befare the Shell Tellow had time te flec.

Gore made 8 jump to escape, but Herr
Schneider’s hand closed npon his collar.

“Ach! Den 1 have caught you mit your-
self I exclaimed Herr Schneider, shaking the
junior till his teeth seemed to rattle,

“Ow!” cried Gore. “Leggo!”

“Too late, ho realised that Herr Schneider
had been waiting just inside the door, in the
hope that the practical jnhr would come
back. It was, as Gore said: afterwards, just
the sort of trick one might have expected of
8chneider, .

“You say put sock in_it, sin’t it, after?”
said Herr Behneider, ' You are vat you call
sheeky mit your master pefore.”

Herr Schneider had a cane in one hand, and
he procesded to whn}p the humorous Shell
fellow, who was not feeling at all humorous
now.

“Ow! Leggo!” Gore roared. * Leggo, you
rotten German pig 1

The _pain cau
receiving had cause
himself. .

““Vat, yon call me names mit myself ?” cried
Schneider, purpling with snger. “Then I
cane you again "

Whack! Whack! Whack!

Herr Schneider had lost his
was really hitting too hard.

Tom Merry was about to
attempt to calm the emraged
another master came on the scens.
the neweomer,
yelled  Gore.

It was Monsieur Morny, the French master

by the punishment he was
Gore to lose control of

temper, and

forward and
an, when

W
2

Holp iy
“Help Mossoo, stop
him ”
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—more familiarly known as *Mossoo *~who
was coming down the passage. : ;

Monsieur Morny was a -natured little
man, who hardly ever inflicted punishment,
and he now looked on at the scene with grim
disapprovel in his glance. Herr Schneider
was not & bad sort—except when snyone
voused his temper. 5

“Herr Schueider,” Monsienr Morny ex-
claimed, “I protest against zis! Zat 18 too
much zat you do.”

The German_ stopped his whacking and
glared up at the newcomer. n, seei
who it' was, he murmured “Ach!” and re-
samed the good work.

hack, whack !
. “If you shall strike zat boy vunee more, it
is zat I shall call the Housemaster!” ex-

claimed Monsieur Morny indignantly.
Herr Schueider paused. is temper was
passing. and he began to realise

5 o be was going
a little too far. Mr. Railton, the Honsemaster
of the School Honse, would certainly have dis-
approved.
err Schneider released Gore, but he
bestowed an angry frown napen the French
mgnr ;ns be strode back into his study.
am . £
Mousieur Morny coloured, Ho had been
about to follaw tge German master into the
study, and the deor had slammed fairly in his
, it camo near to disarranging
his beantiful little pointed black beard.
“Ma foil 1 sink—" began Monsicur
Morny, in great wrath. .
Then, controlling his indignation, he walked

away.
Geerge Core limped of and joined the
crowd round the corner of the passage,

groaning. 3

i Does it hurt 1* acked Blake of the Fourth.

*Does it hurt1” groaned Gore. “OFf conrse
it does, you mll{ ltﬁot P

“Ha, Fa ha ! ,

It was jolly decent of Mossoo to chip in,”
said Tom y. E

“Blow Mossoo! Blow everybody I” groaned

And he departed to nurse his 'j‘niurics and
his wrath. .

RACCING HERR SCHNEIDER
o HAT'S the giddy game, Gore?” %
Gore put a T to his li
W R e to bie lipe, b
son “sghushed.”
It was the day after Gore’s encounter with
o e ii;‘i.‘m-““M’ Tile,
s, a weal .
most of the scholars were on the foot;r ﬁelpd
Tom - Merry & Co. were playing
Fiy "balmH fromN:;lv!Hmsa. & N
ouse was -nigh deserted. Not
only were all the fellows out of doors, but so
Il the mssbers, with the exception of
in his stody, (

Seated Herr Bebneider looke
unhappy and depressed. Though ho hated t:e
811740




Nazi regnne, he loved his Fatherland, and it
hurt him to read of any Nasi defeat.

And the war news had been bad to-day—
from Germany's point of view. The Nazis had
launched a big attack against the Maginot
Line, and had suffered heavily for their
temerity, and had been forced to retreat with-
out huu\§l gained any’ ground.

Herr Schneider an!. staring mnodlly into the

s Whnl. was this H;ticr doing to his I‘alherr

Duls:d- the German -mastor’s study door
Gore was occupmd in an exceedingly active
manner,

He had a strong oord in his hand. Ho had
looped one end over the handle of the door and
drawh it tight. The other end he was fasten-
ing to & gimlet which be had driven into the
doorpost almost up to the handle,

Levison watched him with a grin.

When the' cord was tied securely from the
door-hendle to the gimlet, it was impessible
for the door to be opened from wlthlm

'I'Em German master was a [H.‘lSDIiE] in his
stu

“Bottimg him up, like the giddy Nazi
ficet ?* grinned Levison

“That isn't all,” said Goll‘, with a chuckle.
“I'm going to talk to him.”

Levison whistled softly.

“What again? Betier look out. Remember
what happened last time. i’rnl:ab!g he'll
know your voice now, and

“ He won't knaw my voice,” chuckled Gore.
“That's where the little joke comes in. Tve
bceu practising Mossoo's voico.”

“Enhance iy  earholes!”
Levison. -

“Keep watch at the end of the passage,”
said anm “Whistle if anybody comes along.”

“Right-ho 1" said Levison.

He took up his watch at the end of the
pass
« \ﬁeserene“’ he called out softly.

Gore knocked on the door. .

“Gum in!” came the German master’s
grumpy voice from \\ll,hlm i

Bang ! Gore kn

“Gum in!” roared Herr Snlmcldu
not you te door ppéni”

“Mon Dieu! Venez vous!” said Gore in an
excellent imitation n! the high-pitched tones
of Monsieur Morny. pen ze door yourself,
you Shermln peeg |

ejaculated

“Gan-

“Peeg|_Sherman pecg, zon !”

“Mein Gott I

“QOpen ze door, you Sherman roitair " went
on Gore. “T zink gat you ave vun peeg. I
zink zat you should be sent home to Shermany
wiz zo ozzer rottairs{”

*“Ach, himmel I

“Ven' zat you go to Shermany, you can tell
Hitler zat ze French Army come soon and
bottle him up in Berlin, like w Brn:sh Fleet
bottle up ze rotten Sherman

The door-handle raitled as Herr Schneider
dragged at it from within.

“Mein Gott ! You hold mein door wiz your-
sclf I” roared Herr Schneider. on gum
here nnr.,l fasten mein door and insult me, Herr

orny "
““Bah ! I speet upon youl
“French frog!” yolled l!m unpmoneﬂ

German master, drnggmg furiously at the
Joor, but dragging in vain.

“Sherman rot!mrl"

“ Mein Gott 1"

The door creaked and groancd as Herr
Schneidef dragged at the handle from inside.
But the_strong cord held it fast. It did not
yield half an inch,

t me ont!” roared Herr Schneider.
“How tare you fasten me up in mein study
mit memself you peastly French frog! Yah'!
Goward I”

“It is you zat is ze coward! You dare not
come out and face a Frenchman! Bah!”

“Tt is tat I gannot open der door! Ven tat
IAvlﬁ out, I preak every pone in your poddy !

“Ma foi 1" squeaked Gore. “You dare not,
peeg! Sherman sausage! Ven zat you dare
fo come out wiz you, I zrash you, isn't it?
Bah! Sherman sausage! Hun! Fat cochon!”

Gore, thinking he had done enough—walked
away, joining Levison at the end of the pass-
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age. Levison was nearly doubled up with
ln hter,

ation my rhapsody !” he murmured,
e Them'i] be squalls nver thls‘ 0ld Schneider
th.lnk! that was Mossoo!”

a, ha, ha ("

“He may go for Mnssm bald-headed when
*he meets him.”

“Thet's what I want,” said Gore coolly.

“ Mossoo’s _given -me lines,’ and Schncjders
given me lines. I'd like to sce "em Errappm’g
with one another, Let's get off, \\'L don’t
want to be seen around thesc parfs.”

“Ha, ha, ha
~The two srhoalhoys doparted, leaving Herr
Schneider snnpl\- raving in his study.

Gore, with e utmost coolness, strolled
vound - the quad under the German master's
window about ten minutes later. He saw an
mfuriated red face glaring from the window.

“Gore " called-out Herr Schneider.

“Yes, sir?” said Gore, taking off his cap
mspecifull\ and coming under the window.

“Mein door is fastened without: I vant von
to o, round and open it spluttered Herr

hn

"Wx(huul what; sir?”
cently.

“Vithout noddings. It Incked on the with-
out side—on the outside—is!” scivamed the
German master.

Gnm beamed with umlers!nmimg

asked Gore inno-

“QOh, sir, yes, sir] Yon're locked in, are
you? bhall g0 and get a locksmnich ¥
Neiu, nein !

“T don't think thore are nine locksmiths in
Rylcombe, sir,” said Gore. “1 Ihmk there's
only one; but he could manage it.”

“1 did not say nine—I said nein, yon mlpld
poy! Go round and open my door. t is
l's:taned outside by a cowardly i

it me with 3 hul;stone " ejaculated
Gore. “I'll try, sir.”

Gore went into the lmuse and unfastened the
cord at the German master’s door. The door
was dragged open, and Herr Schneider came
u:\t furiously.

“There you are, sir,” said Gore. *Someons
had fastened you m with this cord. One of
the fags, I suppose.”

“Tt vas not a fag. It was tat French frog !
roared Herr Schneider. “But I vill talk to
him—ja, ja! I vill Ialk fo him! Have you
seen Monsieur Morny ?

“Maossoo, sir? Ho's just gone out !”

Monsieur Morns had bnon out for more'than
an hour, as a matier of fact; but, of course, it
did not suit Gore to give that :nfnrmn.uon

Herr Schneider ground his te

"

“Gono out! Te coward ! 10u do not know
vere ‘he is gone, Gore!”
“Yes, sir. I believe he’s gone to the post-
"

offica for his French newspapers.
"”lJ gif him French-newspapers! You may

Gore walked away chec\'ful.ly A few minutes
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-to be o the scene,” he said.

i CH!

_not calm: far from itl

3

later the stout German left School House with

his overcoat on, and-a stick in nis. hsnd. Gore
and Levison watched him with great
“He's  after Mossoo,”  whisper (xnre.

“Ie’'ll meet him coming bnak from’the post

office. My only hat, this is gmng lu be rich 17
Levison whistled:

*“I say, if they’re going to scmp. we ought

“We'll take

Don't want to make our-

or the ﬂeunmder bird

th a chuckle.

some of the fellows.
selves ~ conspicuous,
nxl$ht smell & rat,”
What-ho I” said Gore,

They strolled down to the footer field, w ere
a cmnd of fellows were watching the junior
mate

H H.allo’ What's the joke?” asked Bernard
Glyn, one of the onlookers, as he uught sight
of Gore’s grinning fspc

“Bomething’s up,” -xPltuled Goro “Tve
just seen Schneider——

“Oh, blow Behneider 1

“He's been calling Mossoo names, and he’s
gone lhn Icnk for him with a stick,” said Gore.

“Tt’s *faﬂ It'll be \\urlh seeing, too,”
said_Gore. Who's oumlllg"
“ But; fa.nh. he can’t be going for Mossoo "
exel-umx'l Reilly.
“You're spnoﬁu Gore "
bnre shrugged his shoulders.,
Well, T only know what I've seen and
heard" be said, “and I'm off lo see the fun,
You ellows can please yourselves.” g
“Be jal T'm coming !” said Reilly.
“Same heu-. 1 guess,” said Lumley-Lumley.
Quite- an™army of Jumors started for the
Futes, headed by Gore and Levison. The
othall match went on. but it was almost
deprived of spectators, A House match was a
House match, but a scrap between masters
was still more worth secing.

“SLICHT LOCAL ACTIVITY AT ST. JIW'S”
Stop mit y u‘

Monsieur Morr pped,

He had been \\x]kmg back from Rsl-
combe post office, where he had bought a batch
of newspapers from his beloved Irance.

Like all true Parisians, Monsieur Morny
felt himself in exile when he was not able to
tread the boulevards of “ gay Parce.”

The French papers he bounght regularly
came as a sort of whiff of his boloved home-
land, and with his “Figaro” and “Matin,"
e promised himself an enjoyable afternoon.

ut he had almost reached the gates of St.
Jim's when the portly form of Herr Schuoeider
loomed up in his path, cyes gleaming furiously
behind his spectacles.

1 Herr Schneider had been calmer. he
wonld have complained to the Head of the
shocking insults he had received, as ho sup-
posed, from the French master. But he was

He had been fastened up in his studs and
insulted. He had been called a German pig
and a coward—and a coward he cerfainly was
uot !

And he was bent on taking summary ver-
geance for the insults that bad been heaped
on him.

“Bon jour!” said Monsienr Morny, sur-
prmed but polite.

Ach! Irench peeg!"

Monsmm Morn} jumped. He doubted if he
had heard en§

“Monsieur I he exclaimed,

“Dere is now no locked door petween us,
vou French frog!” roared Herr "Behneider.
M anl vou repeat vat tat you have said,
den 7

“But I have said nozzing 17 exclaimed the
astounded French master. “You call me
names. I zink zat jou are very excited. [
br-g]you to bc calm.”

vill -not be calm!”
Schneider: "S:ou haf :nsulted me !
ullcd me pecg md goward !”

“Zat is vun lie!”

“It is not a lic, peeg-dog!”

“\Imasxe\ll, I endure zat language from
nobody I exclaimed” Monsieur Morny indig-
uantly. “1It is zat you are s [1d

“French frog and goward [" roared Herr
Schoeider, shaking his umbrella at the Freoch
master.

rnmcd Herr
You haf
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Bmack'{
Monsienr Morny’s open hand came across
Herr Schueider’s fa.;:l zed cheek with a cracg

like a pistol-shot. losmoo was, as he woul
have described ‘it, “au bout de la patience.”
He had no patience left.

Herr Schneider staggered back for a

6 s n, with a roar like a bull, he
fairly hurled himself upon Monsieur Morny.
His umbrella came down with a resounding
thwack adross the-French master’s shoulders.

Mossoo gave a yell of rage. He was not
much more than half the size of the stout
German, especially sideways. But he was as
full of a3 & Scotch terrier. He rushed
tpon the German master, hitting out right
and left.

There was a roar of voices as a crowd of
8t. Jim’s fellows came tearing up.
“ Go it, Mossoo I

“"Suppress his satisfaction 1”

"“Lemme hold your hat, sir|”

“Vive la France!”

‘' Hurrah 1"

{Tho seriousniess of the matter was quite lost
on the juniors,' It was, as Digby semarked,
as as the movies,

lossoo, though the smaller of the ‘two,
;eempd to.be getting the better of it. He was

t his bulky anu:ﬁomsf like & fiery bantam,
lanting puneh after punch upon the con-
wted” and bewildered German.

“TPaks zat viz you !” shrieked Mossoo in his
high-pitched voice. “And zat! And zat! Is
it pot sat I have held my tongue so long and
never said vab it is zat I zink of you? T zink
zat you are & cochon! Bahl Take zat and

b

“Mein Gott 1"

Monsieur Morny’s beautiful silk hat fell off
in his excitement, and Gorerfzicked it up for
him. Bernard Glyn rescued his bundle of
papers from the mud. The juniors stood round

ina «eheerin rmg.l“

it, Mossoo . :
“Pile in, be jabers! Pile inl Give the
sp n_socks |

“Hurrsh 1" -

“ Aeh 1” flspsd H®r Schoeider, rolling
round in wild endeavours to get atshis more
nimble antagonist. * Himmel |”_I preaks every
ma i your I Ach! Vait till T gefs

d of , you French frog! Ach!"

“Bahi Prenez done! Take zat!”
“Ach! ‘Mein Gott1”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Two to one on Froggy!” yelled Gore.
“Ha, ha I” >

Herr ider, driven to fury by the rain
of blows fram the active Frenchman, made
wild rushes at his foe, and succeeded at last in
getting i a blow.

The blow had the weight of fourteen stone
behind it, and it doubled poor Mossoo up like
a penknife. He landed on Ins back in the
muddy lane and gnsped. .

“Qet up mit you!” roared Herr Schneider,
prancing round the fallen Frenchman,

But poor Mdssoo could not get up. He was
not an athlete, and the terrific blow had
completely knocked bim out,

o German, his rage calming somewhat,
and feeling he had had some satisfaction for
the insults hurled at him, turned away at last
and stalked off towards 8t. Jim's.

He bad had the best of the encounter, any-

way.
gliﬂnn Dane, a Canadian
beside' poor Mossoo, and helpe
sittin, ition,
Mn%sm Morny blinked at him dazedly.
“I zank you, mon garcon. Helas! T feel
veree bad. It is like zat I have ze punch of
20 mule’s foot. Mon Dien! Zat Sherman is
mad, I zink! I do not know vy for he shall
come and quarrel wiz me,”
Monsieur Morny got to his feet, leaning
heavily on the Canadian junior. He was still
asping, and he was huri, but more than the
,gmn to his body was the hurt to his pride.
Ho had been huocked down—in tho 1o
of onlaokers | ‘His face was crimson wi& shame
and rage. e ¢ 5
Gore handed him his hat.. He put it on in
silence, and walked slowly towards the schecl,
followed w7 the juniors, ~ "
When they reached St. Jim's, he went into

Jupior, Kt
him into a

§T. JIM'S

the schooi and up to his room without another
word, B

‘The juniors dispersed, grinning over the
scrap, but at the same time cancerned for
?oor Mossoo. They felt that it wasn’t quite
air that he should have been licked when he

doue nothing, apparently, to deserve it

‘“ Mossoo means to go for him again,” said
Clifton Dane. “I could see the gleam in his
eye. And, if ydu ask me, he hasn't an
earthly.”

Tom Merry & Co. came off the footer field,
and simply gaped when they heard the news.
Gore and vison could have enlightened
them as to the cause of the quarrel, but they
did not do so.

“But what was the wow about, deah boys1”
exclaimed Arthur Augustus D’Arcy, the

dmd{ junior,

“ Al} Schneider’s fault,” said Clifton Dane.
“Gore saw him start out after poor old
Froggy, and fetched us to see the fun.”

“Uore?"” said Tom M suspiciously, and
turned to_that junior. “Did you have any-
thing to do with it, Gorei”

“Me¢7 Why should 17" said Gore,

“1 don’t see how he could,” remarked Glyn.
“Wa all saw it. Schneider stopped Mossoo in
the lane and picked a quarrel with him. He
called him names, and Mossoo smacked him,
smacked him several times—but Schneider got
in a blow &t last, and Mossoo went down for
ten,

MO0SS00 ON THE WARPATH
MONS!EUB MORNY was not seen again
that day. He stayed in his room.
Levison declared that he saw him,
from the quad, striding to and fro in his study,
and gesticulating,
ut when two or three fellows went to look,
they found that the French master had drawn
his blind, perhaps having spotted Levison in
the quad.

But the shadow of the little Frenchman
could be scen, crosing and re-crossing the
blind of the lighted room, for quite a long
time.

. Mossoo was evidently thinking ever the
insult that had been put upon him, and the
juniors wondéred what was to come of it.

Howaever, dormitory time came, and nothin,
was seen of Monsieur Morny outside his study,
and the juniors went up to their beds,

Shortly afterwards, Herr Schneider was in
his study when there came a tap at his door.

“Gum in!” growled Herr chneider.

Monsieur Morny entered,

Herr Schneider stared at the French master.
Monsieur Morny was the very last person he

expected to visit him, under the circum-
stanoes.

Mossoo's face was very pale, and his eyes
were Inurning. The stout (g rman rose te his
feet, in anticipation of hostilities. But Mossoo
had not come there for fisticuffs!

He closed the door ‘carefully behind him,
and, folding his arms across his chest, stood
looking at Herr Schneider for some moments.

“Waa denn 7 said Herr Schneider.

““ Monsieur “—Monsieur Morny’s voice was
trembling with suppressed emotion—“zis day
you have insult me—a Frenchman

“It is tat you insult me first, Herr Morny I”

“Zat is a lie, and ze insults you to me give
cannot be forgiven nevair! I demand ze
satisfaction 1

“Ze vat?” .

“Ze  satisfaction!” repeated  Monsieur
Morny, his eyes glittering. ““We ‘Frenchmen
do not fight viz ze feest. Zere is vun vay zat
a gentleman he shall fight! Zat insult shall
be viped out in bleod I

“In plood 7 repeated Herr Schneider,

“Mazs oui.”

“ Mein Gott 1”

“Zat you are mooch pigger as me, zat is
irue,” said Monsieur Morny; “also, I cannot
fight like ze bully viz ze bands. T offer you
2o choice of ze rapier or ze pistol I”

Heorr Schneider blinked over his
at the furious litile Frenchman.
hardly believe his ears at first.

But there was no doubt about it. Monsieur
Morny. was challenging - him to settle the
matter in Parision fashion—in a duel.

tacles
b could

And, w‘zudze by Mossoo’s deadly looks, the
duel would not be & mere eomielligy. Messoo
was Boub for blood !

“But tat is against te law,” said Herr
Schneider. !

“In zis country, oui; but in France—"

“But ve are not in i"mme, mein herr.”

“Zat is no mattair.”

Herr Schnoider sat down again.
gO““E, days, at & German university, Herr

chneider had fought - in  duels, o was
excoedingly proud of a little scar on his face
which was a souvenir of it.

Students’ duels, in which the combatants ave
caréfully giarded against possible damage,
had been part of the German university
education when Herr Schnaider had been
qualifying for his degree, and the trifling
scars were highly prized by the youths of s
college days.

But though Herr Schneider had heen
through the harmless and necessary duel of
his student days, many long years ago, he was
not in the least inclined to go through a more
serious one now.

“1 tink tat you are silly” he remarked.
“1 vill do nottg of te sort! It is verboten
—forbidden—in dis country ¥ -

Monsieur Morny drew l'gunsell’ up.

“You refusei”

“Ja, jal?

"Ze.ﬂ& call you & coward I* i

“I haf alretty galled you a goward,” zaid
Herr Schneider; “and you may gall me a
goward as long as you like, mein herr I”

Monsieur Morny tremhled with rage,

“Zen after you have insult me, you refuse
to gIn'e me satisfaction " £

“1 do notting tat is against te law,” said
Herr Schneider.

“Zen I strike you viz my feest 1

“Den I trows you out of te room !

Monsieur Morny unfolded his arms, and
strode towards the German master and shook
a furious fist within s foot of his nose. Herr
Schneider pushed his chair back a little and
blinked at Elm. i

“Vill you give me ze satisfaction, you
Sherman rottair1”

“Nein I

In his

“y have in my room 2e swords zat are all
ready. Zere is a moon, ve can_ fight
behind ze chapel vizout fear of interruption.”

“Vill you go avay, and not be so. ridicu-
lous?” said Herr Schneider calmly. “Vat
;pu;_t_l te headmaster say if he should hear of
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“Zat is nozzing to me. 1
zat ] have ze satisfaction.”

Nonsense !” said Herr Schneider scorn-
fully. “And now, if you not go out of mein
study, I dakes you py te neck and trows you

t P

'y honour demand

The stout German rose to his feet, towering
over Monsieur Morny, who backed away.

“T go,” he said, “but 2at is not ze finish!
You refuse ze satisfaction! Zen I force you!
If you not fight like za gentleman, I keel you

like E]
“All tat

ze dog !

“Rubbish ! said Herr Schneider.
is against te law ”

“I care nozzing for zat! Zae honour demand
zat I have ze satisfaction | You will see|”

With that thrgat, Monsieur Morny bounded
out of the stully, and Herr Schneider sat
down, infinitely relieved.

Monsieur Morny rushed up to his room, pale
with rage. He had to pass thd door of the
German master’s bed-reom, and.tite light in
the passage had been turned out.

As the little Frenchman rushed along in the
dark, there was a sudden collision, and & gasp
from some unseen person he had run into.

“Oh, my hat I

Monsieur Morny staggered back.

“Mon Dieu! Vat—who is tat?”

Bui only the sound of rapidly receding foot-
steps came in reply.

“Who is zat, I say?”

Silence.

Monsieur Morny could guess easily enough
that it was some junior out of his dormitory,
but he had no time to waste on juniors just
then. He rushed on to hia own room..

The little Frenchman was in deadly earncat,
He had been insulted. Whatever the result,
8/1/40



whatever the scandal, that insult had to be
wiped out. ”

Herr Schneider would probably not have sat
so peacefully if he had seen how the French
aster was occupied in his room just now.

Monsieur Morny had unlocked a big trunk
end taken out of it a long leathern case.

He opened the case, and a couple of thin,
long blades glimmered in the light. The case
contained a pair of duelling swords—a relic of
Mossoo's youthful Parisian days. Mossoo was
on the warpath !

THE JAPERS
" HAT luck?”
Half a dogen voices in the Shell
dormitory asked that question as the
door opened, and Bernard Glyn, the amateur
inventor, came in, breathing kard. _

Glyn closed the door behind him and
Eanted Tom Merry & Co. sat up in bed, and

linked at him in the gloom.

*“Rotten!” said Glyn.

“Have you fixéd up the bell "

“You've been jole quick ¥ said Monty
Lowther.

"b;qputted 7" asked [Kangaroo, i

0,” said Glyn. “I was just going into
Schneider's bed-room when Mossoq came
charging along tho passage like a mad bull
and fairly bowled me over”

“B 7 exclaimed Tom Merry.

“Yes,” growled Glyn. “So I bolted. I've
got the wire and the bell in my pocket now.
T say, you chape, I fancy something’s up1”

Glyn spoke seriously. It was & jape on the
CGorman master that had taken him out of his
dormitory

It was quite a simple scheme. By means
of an electric bell concealed under ' the
German master’s bed, a wive, and a_dry
battery, it was possible to give Herr
Schneider a series of . surprises during the
night which would certainly interrupt his rosy
dreams. 3

But the schoolboy inventor had been
interrupted .

“What's up?” asked Tom Merry.
thing wrong with Mossoo?”

“Yes. [ think . he's just been to see
Schneider,” said Glyn. “I heard & door slam
downstairs, and I think it was Schoeider's;
then Mossoa came bolting up like a maniac.
Looks to me as if there’s going to be more
tronble.”

“Whero's Mossoo now ¢ asked Tom Merry.

“Gone to his room, I think,” said Glyn.
“I'm going back when the coast is clear. Old
Schneider wen't be long in getting to bed
now.”

“T'1l come ith you,” said Tom Merry, slip-
ping out of bed. *It’s too a jape to be
missed. I'll put the wire down while you're
fixing the bell”

*Right-ho I said Glyn. .

Tom Merry hurriedly slipped on his clothes.
Bernard Glyn opened the door, peered into the
passage, and listened. All was dark and
silent. '

*“Coast’s clear,” said Glyn.

“Come on, then.”

In their socks the two Shell fellows crept
down the passage without a sound. There was
a light under Monsieur” Morny’s door, but the
door was closed. i

Herr Schneider's room was quite dark; the
Cierman master had not come up to bed yet.
Tom Merry opened ‘the door and the two
juniors slipped mn and closed the door Lehind
them,

“Now, sharp's the word,” whispered Glyn.
“We shall want s light. I've got a torch in
my pocket. You can hold it for me.”

Tom Merry held the little torch, while Glyn
proceeded with the work in hand. It did not
rake long  With a length of wire he secured
the electric bell underneath the bed, near the
head and quite out of sight.

The wire attached to the bell—a double-
insulated wire, of course—was run down the
leg of the'bed nearest the wall and then passed
along the wall close to the floor and pushed out
of sight under the edge of the linoleum that
covered the floor.

“Put out the light,” whispered Glyn as he
reached the door with the wire. “Mustu't let
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it be seen in the passage. T've got to run this
wire along the passage—it will go under the
udﬁe of the linoleum.” .
Tom Merry turned off the light.
“How ‘abont poing under the door?”
aske
pa:

he
“IF it gets stuck, the current wou't

'hat’s all right—the door doesn’t fit close
to the floor, ass. Lots of rcom for a wire to
ass,

“Good I

Glyn opened the door and drew the wire
carefully under it, close to the door-jamb, and
pushed the coil along the passage.

Then, before he could proceed farther, the
sound of an opening door was heard, and foot-
steps in the passage.

“Cave!” whispered Tomn Merry, staring
iuto the gloom.

“Get back into the room,”
“'Tain’t Schneider.”

“But the wire—"

mutiered Glyn.

There was no escape.

5

It would not have done for them to be dis-
covered in"Heer Schneider's room, swhoever the
neweomer m¥ht be.

They were barely in their hiding-place when
the door-handle turned and the door opened
abruptly,. The two Shell fellows scarcely
breathed.

They expected: the light to be switched on,
but the darkuess remained unbroken. The
newcomer entered the room and closed the
door. They conld hear Lim breathing quickly,

Who was it? .

They were soon enlightened on_that point.
A muttering voice became andible in the
silence of the room.

“Ma foi! He vill come! And then ve vill
see [

It was Mossoo, muttering
Trench.

Tom Merry and Glyo " remained perfectly
still in their hiding-place, but their hearis
were thumping.

to himself in

“You will bo arrested

escape
mit der bolice ! ** protested the German teacher. “En garde, or I vill steeck you like a
peeg | shrieked Monsieur Morny. &

“That’s all right!”

Glyn pushed the coil of wire close to the
wall and left it there. It was not likely to
be found in the dark.

The two junmiors drew back into Herr
Schneider’s room, and Glyn noiselessly closed
the door.

They waited in the darkness of the room,
their hearts beating fast.

“Who was it?” asked Tom in a low voice.

“Mossoo, T tlunk. He's going down again.”

“Well, he won't come in here, anyway,”
said Tom

“Not likely. Iushi”

Tho footsteps in the passage had stopped
outside the German master's door. "'om Merry
caught hold of Glyn's arm in consternation,

It certainly was not Flerr Schneider outside,
but wheever it was, he was coming into that
room

“He's coming in!” whispered Tom breath-

a5
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“ Cover—quick 1" 2

There was a big wardrobe on the other side
of the room, sanding across a corner, and
they bpcked away to it, squeezing behind it
in the dark.

What did it mean? Monsieur Morny was
evidently waiting in that room for the German -
master to come up to bed.

What was it that was to be seen? Was he
meditating some attack upon the herr in the
dark? That did not seem at all like Mlossoo,
vet why didn’t he turn on the light?

The minutes passed.

They heard Jm Frenchman moving and a
sound as if he had laid down some heavy
article; they could not guess what it was.

"hen silence.

The blinds were down, and not a glimmer of
light penetrate:d into the room.

“rom the movement Monsicur Morny had
made they knew that he had taken up bis
position behind the door. Thus he would be *
concealed from eight when the door opened.
What was his object ¥

He could bardly have come there to renew
his fistical encounter with Herr Schneider. He
must have had enough of that, and must have
known that physically he had no chance
against the Gerwan.

But #ridently his surreptitious ‘visit to the
German master's room meant mischief

e two juniors felt thoroughly uneasy.




They could nntﬁet out of the room without
discovery while Mossoo was 319, and if they

waited they had to wait until Herr Schneider
came, when it would be still more impossible

to get out without discover
d they felt, too, thn sometiung wa- in
the air. They knew

§T. JIM’S
They understood now, and, but for the
seriousness of the situstion, the little French-
man’s ferocity would have made them in-
clined to laugh.
But it was evidently no laughing matter.

Tom Merry saw them encounter each
other at the enirance to Great Hall, when
the school gathered for prayers, and the
Germn gave the Frenchman the curtest of

They certainly d: ’t want to see Herr
stretehed in his bload on the ficor

’s
nature, and L}u:, kuew that he had been
broeding over his injuries.

It was possible thal their presence might be
the means of preventing wmeﬂung very
serluan bappening.

Juniers had not much time for think-
ing :he matter out. In a quarter of an hour
there was ‘a sound of heavy footsteps outside,

The im heard & quick breath from the
Frenchman

The door was thrown open and the German
master came ponderously in. The open door
hid the Frenchman from his eight as he
pressed the electrio switch.

The room was flooded with light, and the

niors, in ther huim‘gi -place, blinked. Herr
éehnm er closed the door, and in doing so
revealed the [‘rendu!mn.

113 Acur
Herr Schneider started back a pnca
or two, blinking wrathfully at the French-

mhunueur Morny clutched up the case he had
laid down, and placed his back to the door.

Herr Schneider still hllnksd at him.

*Vat is all tat, den?” he demanded. “Vy
for u it nb;t I ﬁndﬂou in mein room, like a
ar, onsieur
w{'ﬁa master kaed open the case
and reveaiad two duelling blades.

Herr Schneider blinked at them, his pale
blue eyes growing h:gger and rounder behind
his spennrﬁ

Mossoo slipped his hmd ‘behind him and
tdrned the key in the lock; then he took the
two wenpum rom tho casé and threw the case
upon the bed.
Chooeel" ho said dramatically.

at ?

" 1" repeated Mossoo.. “You have
insult me, and you refuse ze satisfaction! It
is not zat I permit you to refuse. Here ve
are alone, and ze door is locked, Here ve
vill ﬁght 3:3 Tn gentlemen— Choose I”

Here, in zis room, we fight to ze death!”
snld Monsieur Morn;
1do noddmg of ta sort I
"Gmlnr r
“Tt is against te law.
“Zat matters nau You sall zink of zat
before zat you insult me !
Monsieur Morny threw one of the blades
towards Herr Schneider, and it fell glittering
at his feet. He grasped the other in a busi-

e!" he said.
“Take up ut. sword *
“1 vill not

"Zen I steek you like ze peeg!” said Man-
sienr Morny, and he made o pass at Herr

Schneider which made him jump back in
alarm,

“Put you are mad!” roared the German.
;Iti‘.o]avay mit your nonsense, or 1 shouts for

“Shout, zen! Ze door is lock; no vun can
cater,” said Ménsieur Morny. “Hero ve are
man to man—a French gentleman against a
Shérman peeg! It is too much honour for
you zat I Eght viz you, but I have been insult,
and zat can only wviped out in blood. I
give you vun minute to_take up zat sword,
and ziyou do not take him T run you zrough
z8 body like a peeg‘

* Mein Gott "

Herr Schneider glared helplessly at the
Frenchman. Mossoo was in deadly carnest;
there wasn’t the slightest doubt about that.

He had enscons himself in the German
master’s hedmum in order to force him into

el to the daa
aﬁ s)oor was loeksd and the Frenchman,
sword in hand, was between Herr Schueider

and the door. The fat German’s red face
beaamcun or.
the wardrobe Tom Merry and

Bernard Glyn looked at one another in utter
consternation,

nf his ‘bed-room; still less did they
Munmur Morny to be taken away and
han, hich was the natural result of
hwmg that kind of “satisfaction ¥ in this
country.

There was dead silence in_ the room.
Mossoo had ilvan his enemy a minute’s grace

to pick up his weapon and defend himself.
Herr Schneider grunted asthmatically and
stooped to pick up the rapier.

Tom Merry pressed Glyn’s arm.

We've got to stop the silly fools!” he

whispered.

n garde, monsieur!” said Monsieur
.’\Iﬂrny wnth deadly politeness.
Herr Schneider glanced wildly round the
room as if in search of an avenue of escape.
Had the window been open he would cer-
tainly have risked a jump; but the window
was shut, and the blinds were down. There
was no escape, and there was no help.
The rapier trembled in Herr Ek'hneldal'l

“I brotest

. fat hand,

“Vun moment ¥ he

o
“En gards ! "
“Dey v1Il hnng(i'ou if you shall keel me !”
t])e Ger-&n g;a.spe
“En

gard
“You vill be arrested mit der bolice I”
“En garde | shricked Monsieur Morny.

gasped,

g -‘-\ch' Mein Gott! Dis i “ dreadful | Herr
I peg you to be calm. I am villin to
nbolog:se tat 1 have you keeked.
“Zat is too Jata! Tin garda!
“Ach! T vill not!” roared Herr Schneider.
“Help ! Help” .
“Bah! I speet upon you! You are a

mwmir]! En garde, or I win,ll you steek like a
pee

=
%18 and Bernard Glyn jumped out
from behm]?lhe wardrobe. i
Evidently the moment had come to chip in.
Herr Schneider was dodging round the table,
and the Frenchman was rushing to the
attack.
Tom Merry flung himself upon Mosseo,
ﬁe“pm his right arm and dragging it down.
rnar Glyn ran behind him and_threw an
arm_round his neck and dragged him back-
wards.
“Run for
Tom.
Monsicur Morny struggled desperately.

it, Herr Schneider I panted

“Let me go! Leave me zat I keel him!
Reléase me viz you! Garcons, zat you let go
viz me! Ah! Ze coward, he run!”

Thers was no doubt_about that.  The
moment the ferocious little Frenchman was
collared by the Shell fellows, Herr Schneider
made a bound for the door,

He unlocked it like lightning, tore it open,
and sged into the passage, panting like a

palr very old bellows.
Ach! Mem Gott* Hold tat madman,
mein p ]} Ach! Ach!”
And Herr Schneider disappeared.

CORE EXPLAINS

OM MERRY and Bernard Glyn had
chipped in only in the nick of time.
In another moment—so carried away
had Monsicur Morny been by the desire to
aven, himself—there “quld undoubtedly
have been bloodshed.

But now, in the grasp of the two boys, the
little Frenchman sank down limply on Herr
Schneider’s bed.

His excitement had passed,
almost exhausted.

Ha realised at last the serious results from
Lvhmh the boys’ intervention had saved

.

leaving him

BU’I‘ next dny it was mndemt that re]ntmm
were still very strained between Herr
Schneider and Monsieur Morny.

Tnm Merry tarned round and caught

Gore grinning, and the suspicion returned
to Merry that Uore knew more about the
rgm of the quarrel between the French
German master than he had yet con-

Rumours were gm[ig round the school that
someono had heard Herr Schneider accusing
Monsieur Morny of having locked him in his
study and then insulted him through the door.

Tom Merry went along to the passage in
which Herr Schneider’s study was situated.
Hu saw the marks of the deeply inserted

mlet. Once again Tom Merry remem-

hered how he had heard that Gore had heen
the' one to fetch other fellows to watch Herr
Schneider go for Mossoo at the school gates.

Gore came out of Scheol House for morn-
ing break, and Tom Merry bore down on
him at once.

Gore looked a little alarmed.

“What's the row?” he demanded.

“Look here,” said Tom Merry, “rumour
.says that the Schneider-bird accuses Mossoo
of having fastened his door and then slanged
him through the keyhole. Now it was you
all the time; I'm sure of that! You can
be a bit of a mimio if you want to bel”

Gore paled. His whole attitude. was one
of guilt, and he seemed to realise that he
was giving himself away.

“1 suppose you're not going to sneak?™
Le growled anxiously.
Tom Merry knit.

“No,” he admitted; “but if someone
tackled the Schneider-bird -or Mossoo and
told him the truth, matters could be put
qu:te straight.”

> ut who f*

“You can, Gors!”

“1?" exclaimed Gore.

“Yes, you. It's up to you to own un'
said Tom Merry firmly.

Gore sneered.

“And get a licking. No fear !”

“If you don’t do the right thing,” said
Tom Merry, rmmlg] his voice, “I won't tell
any , but I'll tell the other fellows,

is brows.

I— -

o

master,
sud we' ‘1l jolly well give you the licking our-
selves.”

Gore scowled as he turned and walked
away, but after last period that morning he
was men going towards Monsieur Morny's

stus
The result was witnessed by Tom Merry
& Co. just after the midday meal.

They saw Herr Schnezder waddle down the
school passagé and meet Monsieur Morny at
the door of his room.

“Pardon, Herr Schoeider!” they heard
Mogsoo exclaim. “I lose 20 head—I be'ave
ver’ bad! Pardon, monsieur !’

“Ach, tat no matter I’ replied the herr.
“I accused you wrangly of fastening me in
my study—when it vos tat wretched poy
Gore. I think tat T dught to punish him.”

“No, no!” protested the French master.
“He oonfes-s, apd 1 promise he mnot be

uni:
pHerr Schneider nodded.

As a matter of fact, on reflection, he had
no wish to i)ru]ung uyﬁhing connected with
their, quarre

He realised fiow that if then- quarrel came
to the cars of the Head of St Jim's, the
ern_d would be sure to take a serious view
of 1t

The herr was, in fact, very anxious to hush
the matter up.

So_the iwo masters shook hands. And
the Frenchman kissed the German on beth
cheeks. It was evident that the Franco-
German war at St. Jim's was over!

Next Tuesday in the TRIUMPH.—Another of
these fine 5t. Jl.ll'l tales, telling how a Nazi lp,
installed himself as a -umuﬂuuhn)
hll yw pals lmi the

They’ll be abld to get
TRIUII'B -!ar.v wul. i they order a eopy from
any newsagent.
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