“The Man with the Glaring Eyes!” s=eits’s: Harry Wharton & Co.

turc, Neaturing

L1 A ) A | S [ S - R o S | 1 e ) A -1 A S 1 e o1 S T S 1 o {1 I A | o A ¢ 1 G 7 | - i -

o o

A et R
= e el

to. 1.517. Yol LI. EVERY SATURDAY. Week Ending March 13th, 1837,




THE MOST POPULAR AUTHOR OF SCHOOL STORIES AT HIS BRIGHTEST AND—

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Something Wrong with Quelch !

i ENRY locks shirty!”
H mured Bob Cherry.

The Remove fellows sup-
prossed a chuckle.

naar-

Nobody dared to laugh at that
remark
Cne glance at Me. Henry Samnel

Queleh, as he came up the corridor,
warned all the Greyfriars Remove that
it was no timo for merriment.

Henry, a0z Bob Cherry rather
irrevercntly termed his majestic Form-
master, wag probably unconscious of
looking “shirty.” But he looked not
merely shrty; he leoked as grim as a
Lorgon=or gZrimuer.

His face, always severe, was sot in a
storn, hard frown. His oyes, often com-
pared by the Removites to gimlets,
glinted. His lips were_set in a tight
hne. Often and often did the Remove
master look stern, and oven grim. DBut
now he looked ga if he could, Medusa-
like, petrify with a plance.

Something, it was cleay, was “up”
with Queleh—all the clearer beeaunsze he
had kept his Form wailting five minutes
at the door of their Ferm-room. Queleh
was never late. The Removitea would
have been surprised had ho arviverd half
s minute late.  Five whole minntes
amazed them.  The rest of (he school
had long gone in for third lesson; the
Remove =til]l walted.

They did not mind waiting.  Hardly
a fellow in the Form yearncd (o get on
with Latin prose in the Formeroom.
Skylarking in the passage was more
entertaining. Dot they were surprised,
antd wondered what was up.  And every
sign of skylarking dropped as Quelch
was sighted. Silence and deep gravity
fell on the Lower Fourth Form of Grey-
friars.

Mr, Quelch rustled up.
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Some of the fellows looked—as they
felt—uneasy. Harry Wharton wondered
whether he had been guilty of some sin
of cominission or omission as head bay
af the Form Johnny Bull hoped that
(E%ucl{:h was not aware that he had shid

own the banisters. Vernon-Smith
hoped, still more fervently, that Quelch
did not know that he had shipped out
in break to speak to a man about a
horse. Bkinner and Sncop quaked at
the thought that cigarettes mught have
been spotted 1o their study. Tom
Brown wished that the radio in his study
had not squealed so cmphatically when
he tuned in during break, Billy Dunter
repented him that e had helped a pic
to disappear below stairs. Other fellows
had -other causes for uncasiness, with
Quelch  looking  like ihat. Nobody
wanted Lo eateh hiz glinung eye.

There was general relici when the
Remove master, in silence, opencd the
Form-room door for his I'orm 'to enter.

The pimlet-eye did not single any
fellow gut, It was not, it secmoed, a
Remove man whe bad caused that ter-
vific expression to corrugate the speak-
mg  ecountenance  of  Henry  Samuel

ueleh.

But the juniors were wary as they
took their places. With that look on
Queleh’s face, a fellow could not be too
carcful, BEven Dob Cherry refraincd
from shufling his feet, Lord Maule-
verer carefully did not yawn, Filly
Bunter, with a fat hand on a2 sticky
chunk of toffec in 2 sticky pocket, with-
drew tho grubby paw empty. Every
junior watched Queleh onite anxtously.
He stood at his hieh desk, and Harry
Whartou approached him—not because
he wanted to, but becausze, as head boy,
he had to hand out the Latin papers for
that les=son.

Me. Guelel's eyes gleamed at him.

“Go to your place, Wharton!” he
rapped.

The captain of the Remove looked at
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him in sheer astonishment. Mr, Quelch
was plainly very angry and deeply dis-
turbed for some mysteriows cause, but
that was no reason why he should snap
at his head boy for doing what his hea.
Loy had to do.

" But, sir—" stammered Harry.

“1 have told you to go to your place IV

erut LF )

“Take a hundred lines, Wharton, and
teke your place at once |”

Harry Wharton, with flushed checks,
went guetly to his place.

The Remove fellows looked at him,
looked at Quelch, -and looked at one
another.

Had Queleh forgotten the lessont It
secined impossible; Quelch never forgos
anything. Fellows who had lines, and
hoped not to be asked for them, knew
ouly too well what s fearfully good
memaory Quelch had. Why he had in-
flicted that sharp snub on his head boy
was a mystery.

Bkinner winked at
amused,

“One in the eve for his high mighti-
ness P whispered Skinner.

And Spnoop grinned and nodded.

The next moment Skinner wished that
he hadn’t whispered. Jle could have
sworn that Queleh at the distance could
unt possibly have heard that low
whisper. But that morning Quelelh’s
cars seemed as keen as his gunlet eyes.

* Bkinner ! came a snap.

“0Oh " gasped SBkinmer. “Yes, sir?”

“¥ou are whispering in class [

“0Oh, no, sir 1™

“You are untruthfnl, Skinner.
three hundred lines ¥

Skinner sat, with zet lipa.

Mr. Quelch glaneced over the class.
The junlors tried to look as 1f butter
u-nu]ii‘ not melt in their moutha. Even
the Bounder was ecareful not to look
checky. In this mood, it was plain that
Quelch was not to be trifled with,

Snoop, quile

Talke
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Ilaving scanned a lamb-like class,
Quelelh turned to his desk again. He
looked at a heap of papers that lay
thereon. ‘The Form, watehing him,
cotld see how it was. Cfuel-:h—prnbﬁhlr
for the first time in [is career 48 A
schoolmaster—had forgotten the lesson,
and the pile of Latin papers reminded
him. Fis eves glinted round at the
Form again.

“Wharton ! ]

“Yee, sir ¥ gaid Earrry, very quietly.

“Why bave you not given out the
papers "™

It was a dumbfounding question, in
the circumstances. The head boy of the
Remove could only geze st his Form-
master. .

The juniors felt as if they were sit-
ting on pins. What the dickens was the
matter with Quelch this morning? He
Lad Leen all right in second school.
What could have happened during
break 1o canse thiz almost terrifying
change ¥

“ Do vou hear me, Wharton 7 rapped
Me. Quelels harshly.

“Yes, sir!” stmnmered Harry., “1
was going—"

“Yon are head boy of this Form,
Wharton ! You know vour duty! Js it
vour desire deliberately to waste your
Form-mastar'a time "

““Ciiy, no, sir!

“Iake two hundred linecs, and give
ot the papers at onee IV i

Marry Wharten's face was erimson as
he left his place to obey.

ITiz eyes wero glinting now, as well
as (itmluh’& Ha had a total of three
lhundred lines for nothing. Quelch was
often sevore, but never unjust. Now he
soomedd 1o be going in for injustice on a
wholesale scale.

In decp silence, Harry Wharton gave
out the papers. With a knitted brow,
he sat down again.

Fyank Nugent gave hum a sympathotic
glance, ]

“Bomething's wrong with Quelch———-"
e murmured,

" Nugent 1™

“Oht Yes, sir?” ]

“Taka five hundred lines for talking
in class \™

“0Oh 1 pasped Nugent.

Five hundred lines was an overwhelm-
ing impot—altnost unlieard of. Fifty
watld -have been normal—a hundred at
the maost. Lines were falling in the
Remove roon like leaves in Vallom-
brosa.

Pens: were dipped into inkwells: the
juniors Lepan on the Latin papers.

Ther wrinkled their youthful brows
over those papers  Thero was likely to
he an unvsvally good harvest o the
Romove., FEven Billy Bunter strove hard
not ta fill up his paper with the usual
series of tnistakes, adorned by smears
and blofa.  Evory man in the Remova
was deeply anxious for once to show up
a good paper. A bad one looked lhike
havivg awfully unpleasant vesulis.

Me. Queleh sat at his high desl, his
rves on the elass. After o E;'mr minutes
he Yeaned s elbow on the desli, his cliin
in s Lizondd,

His exes were slill on the elass, but
visecingly, The wrinkle grow deeper
i his knoifted brow. Ile was E}ﬁl.
e thonghi—painful  ad  disturbing
thought.,  The juniors, stealing uneasy
glances at him, could see quite plainly
that e had forgotten them. He was
thinkimg of other matters, and had for-
gotten that he was in the Form-room at
all. It was the climax of surprise.

Plainly something was wrong with
Quiclch—very wrong indeed.

IJ—

THE SECOND CHAPTER,
Bad for Bunter!

ILLY BUNTER blinked at his
Form-master through Tlis big
spectecles coutionsly. ”

Far a quarter of an hour Billy
Bunter had heen working at his Latin
paper with unusual coneentration. Now
he slowed deown.

Queleh  was  taking
notice of the Remove. W \ ]
mysterions matter on  his  mind, it
occupied his  whele thoughts. This
seemed, to Billy Bunter, a g chance
for dealing with the toffee.

There was a chunk of toffec in the
fat Owl's vocket, and it was, so to
speak, bLurning thoere. Lo leave any-
thing eatable uneaten was a practical
umpossibility for Bunter.

But e was very crutious. Not for
whole mountains of toffec would he
Lave dared to draw Quelch’s gimlet-eye
on lhim.

It seemed safe enough, however,
Bunter stuck hLis pen inta the inkwell,
and left it there. Ho slipped 8 fat,
grubby paw into & sticky pocket, and
drew out the enticing toffeo.

The chunk was rather large. Bunter
would have preferred to halve it, for
internal disposal. But it was hard, and
could not be broken without o crack—
angd he dared not make a sound.

There was nothing for it, therefore,
but to take carge on beard in bulk.

ehsolutely no
Whatever the
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What is the secret of Mr,
Quelch’s strange visitor ?

It is Harry Wharton & Co. who
eventually solve the mystery
of the Man with the Glaring

Eyes !
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Bunter's mouth, fortunately, was capa-
cions. There was room for the chunk.
It would gradually dissolve and dis-
appear on the downward path. After
another enutious  blink  at  Queleh,
Bunter crammed 1t in.

It bulged out a fat check like a ripe,
red apple. Bunter looked rather ag if
lie had a bad attack of tootl-achel Two
or  three of the fellows near him
grinned. ‘The tension i the Form was
relaxing.

The O] of the Remove took his pen
again and bent over his desk. Ho
sucked toffer, and waa happy., Ho re-
sumed  Latin—with less concentration
than before.

Tle Form-room was silent, save for
the sevatching of pens and o faint
gurgling sound from Billv Bunter.

DBang !

The sudden sound of o volume, falling
froon o desk to the floor, startled all the
Ermove.

¥t was like Bonter !

He was short-sighted, e wns cape
loss, andl e was ghunsy,  His fat clbow
kuocked his Latin grarmimar off the desk,
and it Langed on the floor.

Fellows had dropped boeoks  bhefore,
many o time and oft. It was not really
an unconnnon occurrence.  But the Re-
move-room  was  unusually  silent just
pow—n pin might almost have been
heavd (o drop. T'he hang of the falling
book sturiled the stillness like a rifle-
shot.

Every head was lifted—including Mr,
Queleh's,

Recalled to himself and his surround.s
ings by the sudden bang, the Remove
master stared at the class. N

Pens hastily resumed scribbling—
except Bunter’'s.  Bunter, in sheer
terror at Imrmi attracted sttontion,
stooped and grabbed after the fallen
book. )

The gimlet-eyes fixed on him.

“Bunteg !

Queleh’s voice was not loud, but
deep. He bad come out of his brown
study in no better temper than before.

3 ({nmghi” gurgled Bunter. )

He sat up, the recapturcd velume in
his fat hand, his face red—and the
bulge in his fat cheek visible to all ayes,

Peter Todd gave him a warning glare.

The chunk was togp large for Bunter
to attempt to bolt it. He made a rapid
and desperate cffort to bite 1t through,
for swift disposal,

It was soft enough, by this time, for
Bunter's teoth to sink inta it deep, and
aimost meet. They sank into it—and
stayed there! He could not draw them
out agaim.

Thoe Gargantuan bite had done it
Bunter, wiﬁl his teoth stuck together by
tofice, perspired with dread.

Br. Quelch left his desk and stepped
towards the class. His eyves were fixed
on DBunter. Probably he had noticed
the bulge in the fat chesk, which had
now disappeared,

_ “Bunter! Are you eatin
in class '™ camo Mr. Q

No reply.

A fellow whose teeth wero glued
together could not speak. Dilly Bunter
made a_ frantic effort to withdraw his
teeth. His fat face became a3 red an a
prony ;  the perspiration beaded his
podgy brow., But the toffee held fast,

“Bunter '™

A famnt gurgle was the best Bunter
could put up.

= youu lhear me, Bunter?' ex.
claimed Mr. Quelch. *“ How dars you
not answer me, Bunter!”

“Doococogh " came faint amd muoffled.

“Upon wmy word! If you do not
answer me this instant, Bunter, I shall
cane you!”, thundered Mr. Quelch,

Bunter made another wild offort. Dut
thoere was nothing doing,  Ile was
gaggaed by the toffee.

“ Bunter ! almost roared Mr, Queleh.

“Woooooogh I

“Will you answer me?"

ic D!}ﬂ-ﬂg‘h !J‘J g

“This is shcer Impertinenco=—indeed,
inzolence ! Mr. Quelch turned to his
desk, picked up the cendé there, and
turncd beck to the class. * Stand oot
bofore the Form, Bunter.”

Still silent, save for o fnint sgoniserd
mumble, the fat junior totiered out
before the Form.

Queleh swished the ecane.

“You are cating sweeimeals in elass,
Bunter! I suspect that you have your
mouil full of somo comestiblo at this
very moment.  Answer mo [

Billy Bunter would gladly  have
answered., But he couldn’t.  With all
hisz efforls, he could only emit & gurgle.

* Moooooogggh 1™
Quelch.

swectments
ueleh'a rumble.

“Bpeak !”  thundered M.
“What is the matter with you, Bunter?
o you dare to carry impudence to the
length of rwefusing fo  answer your
Form-masior ¥

“ Doongh '

The Renwrve follows stared at Bunter.
Some of them guessed the predicament
the hapless 0wl was in.

BMr. Queleh did not scem aware of if.
The thunder i lis brow woas  terri-
iying.

"You refuse lo answert™ ho roared.

“Ug-ug-uggg !
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“How aare wou stend before me,
Bunter, m;kin% those sabsurd and
ridiculous noises?” gpaped Mr., Quelch.

* Doog-—woogh ™

“ Bena over that desk, Bunter.” The
cane swished in the sir. " Bend over
that desk at once, you impertinent
yvaoung rascal !

The unhappy Owl bent over the desk.

Whack !

* Yooo-hoooop ! voared Bunier.

The: fat jumar's previous eforts had
been in- vain, But as that hefty whop
landed on his tight trousers, it worked
the oracle. Bunter’s teeth camo out of
the toffes, and he roared

Y hack |

“ ¥aroosooooh ™

A sticky lump of toffee dropped on
the Form-room Hloor. Bunter, with his
mouth disengaged at last, made full use
of it. He reoared, and roared, waking
every aclia of the Form-room.

Whack, whack, whaek !

Owl Wow! Yow!” roared Bunter.
“1 say—yarooch! Whoop!”

Whack !

“0Oh, jiminy! Yarooop! Whooo-
heoop !* bellowed Bunter.

Up went the cano sgain. Tho Re-
movites watched Queleh, spellbound,

while Bunter roared and howled and
wﬂgﬁled. .
It looked es if Quelch was going on
with it—though the hapless fat Owl had
already had six. Quelch, generally a
calm and eomposed, almost icy gentle.
man, seemad to ba in o state of jump-
ing nerves that mwninﬁ,. But_he paused
—and the cane was lowered, without
landing on the suffering Owl apain.
“Go to your place, DBunter!”

snapped.
“gﬁ:rm K

“Cease that abaurd notse at once!™
“ Vow-ow-ow-ow-ow 1

“Do vou hear meo, Bunter ?”

“"Woawl Yow!l"

“1f you wish me fo cane veu again,
Bunter—"

*Oh 1:]'“-[{‘::," G
_ Bunter fairly bounded. He was back
in his place, almost in the twinkling of
an eye.

He slumped down on the form. Hae
remained there for the mllionth part
of a second. Then he bounded up
atain, with another howl.

uelch glared at him.

“Bunter! Bit down at opece!”

TOw!l  Wow! I-=T kik-kik-kik-
can’t 1”7 howled Bunter. “Ow! I've
got a pamm—wow!l 1 kik-kik-can't =it
downl Wowl|"”

Mr., Quelch stared at him. Then, for
the first time in third school, his grim
brow relaxed for a moment, and he
very nearly smiled. He said ne morg,
but went back to his desk, leaving Bill
Bunter to sit or stand, as he preferied.

Bunter preferred to stand!

he

THE THTRD CHAPTER.
Smithy Asks for It !

b 00K 1™
It was Herbert Vernou-
Smith, the Bounder of Grey-
friars, who spoke, with @

sarcastic grin on his face.

Harry Wharton & Co. looked round.

The Famous Five wera in the ;juuqi'
after third school, It was a bright,
sunny spring day, and faces generally ot
Greyfriars wero cheeyful. But o good
meny of the Remove wers not looking
merry and bright.

Billy Bunter was still wriggling., Hoao
was not cven listening eagerly for the
dinner-bell. For once, Billy Bunter had
almost forgoteen an epproaching meal.
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Harry Wharion had a clouded brow,
and Frank Nugent looked glum. Heavy
impots hung over them—n Wharton's
case, quite undeserved ; in Nugent's, out
of all proportion to e sli&i_}t offence.
Johnny Bull and Bob erry.  and
Hurree Jamset Ram Bingh, indignant
on their chums' account, wern frowning.

The Famous Five, strolling in the sun-
shine near the House, came on the
Bounder, and he stopped them.

Smithy was standing there, starving at
nit open siudy window. It was the win-
dow of Mr. Quelch’s study—open to
admit sunshine and a balmy breeze.

It was to that window that the
Bounder drew the attention of the chums
of the Bemove.

Looking at it, they saw 3Ir. Quelch
secated by the window.

He was not looking out, but he sat in
full view, unconscious or carcless that hoe
could be seen by apy fellow passing
outaide,

He had a newspaper in his hands, and
was gazing at it hard. Apparently he
was reading the paper; but, if 20, he
seemed to be whmﬁ?mnmntmtﬂd on one
section. [for he did not stir or move the
paper. It locked as if he were reading
one paragraph over and over apain.

His brows were blackly knitted. The
blackest, bitterest anger was cxprossed
in his face.

Harry Wharton & Co. looked at him
curiously. They had wondered what
was the matter with Quelch that morn-
ing. Now they wondered still more.

* Looks gonial, doesn’t he i asked the
Bounder.

"Thoe geniality is not terrifi, my
osteomed - Smithy ¥ murmured Hurree
Jamact Ram Singh.

“What the dickens is up with him %"
asked Johnny Bull. " He's always a lat
of a Tariar. But thia morning ha was
the real limit—worss than Hacker !*

“Blessed if T make it out,” said Bob
Cherry. " He was il ‘at tho bheginning
of the term, but he's got over that. He
was in guite a pood temprr in second
school. And i third scliool e was like
—like——"' y . :

“Like a joily old tiger "' sald Smulhy.

“The tigerfuluess was preposterous(”
sighed Hurree Jamset amy Singh.
“But at school a fellow has to take tha
roughfulness with the =moothfulness,
and the grousefulness is not the propey
caper.”

Tarry Wharton gave his dushy chum a
look.

“I'm not a fellow to grouse, I hope,™
ha ratd quietly, “but I'm not going to
be ragged for nothing. I've got threo
hundred lines for nothing, and Nugent
has five hupdred for next to nothing.
Frank can please himseli—bLut I'm not
roing to do that impot 1"

“Hear. hear!™ said the Bonnder. ©1
jolly well wouldn't, in your place !

“Oh. chuck that, Bmnhy ™ excleimed
Bob Cherry. “You're 8 mad ass, and
Wharten 1sn'tt Quelchy weont a bit over
the adds thia morning, bat he's all right
as a rile—what's the good of huntmg
tronble?"

Tha Bounder shrugped hia shoulders.

e was always ripo for & row. Thare
had been irouble that term already, and
the Bounder bad enjoyed it. The pros-
pect of more troublo was far [rom
displeasing to him.

It was seldom that Harry Wharton,
tha captnin of the Form, agreed wi
thae reckless Bounder's views.  Now,
however, his look showed that he was
in whole-hearted agreement. A sense of
i:pfa.irness and injustice was strong upon
1m.

He had made up his mind stubbornl
that he was not going to stand it. Fran
MNugent, fecling equally sore, was not

thinking for & moment of rechless
defiance. But Wharton was, and the
migchievous Bounder was Find to =ce it.

“Betier too the line!” said Johwuy

Bull sagely. “It's all in the dav's work
—and, anyhow, a fellow has to.”
A fellow's not bound to kow-taw to
injustice I gaid Vernon-Smith., “Whas-
ton’s got three hundred lines for nothing.
He would be a fool to do them. If it
came up before the Head, Quelch would
look a pretty ass, punmshing a fellow for
nothing. "

“Oh, ot said Boh., “Who wants to
make trouble for old Quelchy with the
Head? He's a jolly pood sort when he
isn't m one of his tantrums.”

“I'm not gomg to do the lines ! saud
Harry.

“"Then you're apn ass, old chap v

"Thanks 1" said the captain of the
Remave, shmpi:ging his shoulders,

“1 say, you fellows!™

Billy Bunter rolled up wilh o fat
wri gfe. His plump face was doloreus.
Evidently he was still feeling the effects
of the w mppm[.i in the Form-room. He
blinked dismally at the half-dozen
juniors through his big spectacles.

“ Feeling it, old fat bean?"” azked Bab.

"Ow! Yes! Wow!" Bunter groaned.
“You know how the he&st.“laig it on!
Ow?! Isay, I shan't be able to sit down
for 2 week! Ow!”

“Hard cheecse 1" gaid Johnny Bull.

" Awiul beast, vou kbow!” groaned
Dunter, * MahiﬁE out that a chap
wouldn't spswer him! How could a
chap answer him with toffee sticking his
mauth shut—"

“Ha, ha, ha1”

“Blegsed if I =eo anything to cackle

at! Ow! I'd jolly well like to shy
something &t the window. 1 jolly well
wouldl Ow ™

"It wasz rotten, old porpotze!™ said
Harry Wharton, with uvnusual sympathy
for the fat Owl, “You ashed for it, but
not to that extent.”

“Tellows aren’t allowed to chaw back
in class?  grunted  Jobpwny  DPuil
“Bunter knew what he was asking [or.”

“1 can't sit down!™ wailed Bunter.
“1 say, youn fellows, Queleh isn't looking
out! Looks to ma as if he's gone to
gleep ! Has he? Tho short sighted Onl
blinked at the study windew. “I say,
suppose ane of you fellows got Lim with
a footer? What? You could make out
it wag an aceldente—"

“Shut up, you fab ass!” prowled Boh.

“(h, really, Cherry—"

“Weo'll all stand round, wiile you get

him with a footer, Bunter?” supmasted
Johnny Bull sareastically.
Billy Bunter greunted.  That  sup-

gostion did not scem to ugimnl o him,

“The truth 15" said Dranl XNagent
quietly, “"that Quelch 1 upset almut
something to-day, and—"

“No right to teke 1t out of me, if hn
18 1" said Harry.

“That's true; but all the saine—'

“It's something in  the newspaper
that's ratiled his nerves” :'i[li-f{} Line
Bounder, his eyveas fixed keenly and
curioualy on the set, dark face at (he
window. “We've been standing hore
palavering four or five minutes, and lis
hasn't given us a squint, There's sop
paragraph in that paper that's worvied
the old hean, Has he been speculatine
in stocks and shares, [ wonder—and
come out at the wrong end of il
market 1"

“Rot 1" gaid Johnny Dull

“Well, you can egce thal he's gland 1o
that paper—scowling at it as if he'd like
to bite it!" grinne “1'd like
to know—"

“ Mo bizney of ours.”

“Ten't it?" said thoe Bounder coally
“Alight o able to got one back at the

Smithy.



ald Gorgon, if a fellow knew,
well poing to know.”

“Hold on, you ass!” breathed Bob, ns
the Bounder turned to walk towards tho
study window. “If you rag Quelch now,
vou'll get it hot and strong ! Leave well
alone, you fathead i

Unbeeding, Vernon-Smith walled on,
The Famous Five watched him rather
anxiously; DBilly Bunter almost for-
getting his twinges as he blinked after
him through his spectacles.

In Queleh’s present frame of mind,

I'm jolly

eveny the reckless Bounder might well
have hesitated te bother him. But
Smithy walked up to the window quite
coolly.

Even when he reached the window and
stood hardly wore than a yard from
A, Queleh, the Remove master did not
clance at him,  Iis eyes were fixed on a

;' WI :'I -
&

p}?mgmph in the newspaper, as if glued
there,

It could hardly be doubted that some-
thing in thet paragraph had disturbed
him that morning, and was the cause of
his uwnusual acerbity, What it eould
possibly be was o mystery, & mystery
which Smithy was determined to pene-
trate, if he could.

“If wvou please,
Bounder. ]

At the sound of lus voice, hr. Quelch
started wioclently, reecalled fo  himself.
He rose to his feet and looked out of
the window at Vernon-Smith, )

The pewspaper in his hand was in full
view as he did so. Smithy's exves spotted
all he wanted to sco. It was the current
number of the “Daily Telegram,” -open
at the middle, or news, pape. That
shiowed that it was not stocks and shoares
im which the Remoave master. was in-
terested. It was some ordinary itemn of
news, which was still more surprising.

TWhat iz i1t. Vernon-Smith ™ rapped
Mr. Queleh sharply. “What de yon

sig——" sgalud the
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;*mpi; 1: You ave interruptiog me ! What
O A

The Bovnder was there simply to look
at that newspaper. Bub he had his
excuse ready.

““Please, sir, may I go to Courtheld on
myv bike before dinner?” he nsked.

“No 1" snapped BMre. Queleh.

The Bounder's eves flashed, Fle did
not want ta go to Conrtfisld on his bike;
and, had ho wanted to do so, he would
have gone without asking leave, though
that was the rule. But he did not like
heing snapped at. Did Quelch think hé
could bite o fellow's hiead off becanse ho
was npset by something in a dashed
newspaper 1 )

He did not answer, but he gave lLis
Form-muasicr & =cowling, disvespectful
glare. It was not judicious in Quelel's

present temper.
rLIH
g NiE!

Eilly Bunter made a frantic effort to withdraw his teeth, but the toffes held fast. *° Do you hear me, Bunter 2

111-

" Vornon-Smith )

“Well 77 growled Smithy: a eejoinder
that was still more disrespeciful than
his look.

“Taka five houndeed lines '

“00 1" gasped the Bounder, “What
forz®

“For imperlinence!  Another word,
and I will call vou inlo my study and
cane vou 't

The RBounder «id not nlter another
word, Hg backed from the window, and
walkod back to the group of jumors
with his brow as black as thunder.

The window closed with o slam.

“ALy lat!™ murmured Job  softly.
“The old wean’s pot his vap out, and
no mistalee !

“Does ha think he can F!:t by with
this sort of thing?"’ =aid the Bounder,
between his teeth., " Ile's landed me
with five lindreed lines! I'H be sacked
from Greyiviars before I'll write one of
ihem. ™

S0, don't e an ass M

’{

5
“Yon're standing in with me
Wharton ?" _
“Yeos " gaid the coptain of the

Hemove ot oned,
And that was that |

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.

Tiouble Ahead |

AT afternoon, the Greylriars
Remove looked forward to class
with avjthing but happy antici-

pation. -

The juniors hardly nnderstood their
Form-master, well as they had aipposed
that they knew him.

He had alwoys been o severe man;
never easyv-going like Mr. Capper, the
mastor of the Fourth, or genial,’ like the

ii

{

I
|'{

- |
A
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thundered
Mr. Queleh, **If you do not answer me this instant, T shall cane you !*’ The [at Removite made another wild effort,
8 4 but there was nothing doing. He was gagged by the toflee !

pompous Proot, But hoe had always
been strictly just—never & man of un-
certain, irritable temper like Hacker,
the master of the Shell, Now he out-
Hackered Hacker, so to speak, Tho
Hemova fellows felt rather like a form
of Daniels, going inte the lion's den,
Something had upset Queleh, It had
upset him seriously, That was certain,
It was, Bmithy believed, something in
the newspaper, though that scemed
really unaccountable. Buot did he think,
the Bounder asked the cother fellows
fioreelv, that he could take it out of the
Bemove because something or other had
gone wrong with his private affairs?

BMost of the Remove looked for two
hours of trouble that afterncon. But
the Bounder, angry and reseniful, wag

oing into class on the warpath, . Tf
%uc!nh fancied he could scare that
member of his Form, that member of
hiz Form was ready to show him that
he was mistaken, Harry Wharton, head
boy as he was, was preparced to stand by

Tue Maower Lisrary.—No. 1.517.
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the Bounder. Ho thers waa every
prospect of a lively time in the Remove-
LO0nT.

For which reasen the Co, wern ro-
lieved to find that there was o change
in thoe tima-table that afterncon.

They were scheduled to have an hour
of geography and an hour of history,
both with Quelch, Instead of which,
they discovered that they wore going to
have an hour of mathematics with Mr.
Lascelles and an Hour of French with
Monsteur Charpentier. My, Quelch was
not taking his Torm at all agein that

day.

ﬁ was a relief to most of the Bemove,
Few of them liked maths, though most
of them liked Larry Lascelles; but they
were glad to bo clear of Queleh for tho
day. Only the Bounder was a little
disappointed. .

Ready for trouble, in fact, feeling
Auite keen on it, and with the rather
nnexpected backing of the captain of
the Form, Smithy was not pleased. Ho
would have preferred to get on wilh it.

He indemnified himseli with a rag in
tha French class, when it came along.
Lascellea could not be ragged; but Mon-
sienr Charpentier could, and was; and
that hour with the Remove made tho
French gentleman wonder, not for tho
first time, whethar-the life of a French
waster was worth living,

Aftar class. the Bounder whecled out
hia bike. Ife shot away on the road to
ourtfield; and o good many fellows
knew why he had gone there. He was
cxpected back by tea-time, with a copy
of the “Daily Telegram.” Quite a
number of fellows were curions to root
through that publication, and discover
whether thera was anything in it to
account for Quelch’s tantrums, ga
Smithy believed, . .

Herry Wharton saw him go, with
rather a clouded brow.

He was quite at one with the Bounder
in refusing to write lines imposed un-
justly. He wea as reckless as Smithy of
the consequences of that refusal. But
what Smithy was doing now locked o
rreat deal hke prying, ¥ not spying, to
Harry; and he eartainly intended to
hava no hand in it. Smilthy's chum,
Redwing, took the same view, for he
had been heord arguing with tho
Bounder—in vain, of course, for opposi-
tion only mada Bmithy more obatinate.
Smithy ﬁnd, at least, the whole-hesrted
approval of Skinner & Co., for what
that was worth.

“I hear that ;;nu’m not doing your
lines, Wharton I'* said Skinner, coming
on the captain of the Hemove in the
rquad, after the Bounder had pone.

“Nol” said Havry shortly,

“Mean that?" asked Skinner,

Wharton reised hia eyebrows,

“1 generally mean what I say!” he
answerad disgainful:ly.

kinner grinned.

“No need to mount the high horse,
old bean,” he said amicably. “FPm ns
much up against Quelch aa you are; I've
got three hundred to do.™

Harry Wherton felt a qualm of doubt.
Like the gncient prophet, e was angyy,
and considerced that he did well to be
angry. But he did not feel bucked by
the -su le,t of a fellow like SBkinncr
When E arold Skinner agreed with him,
1t gave him a feeling that he was doing
wrong—as, indeed, he was.

“1f you stick it out, and Bmithy
sticks it out, blessed if I don’t chanco
it, tool" eaid Bkinner. *““Anyhow, I'H
gee how you two pull it off. I don’t sece
what Quelech can de.™
“He can whop|” said Harry.

“Oh, yes; but a fellow can appeal
to thoe Head !” said Skinner shrowdly.
“Dr. Looke backs up the heaks, of
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course—but eould he stand for tlug—-
giving you three hundred for nothing,
ond Smithy five hundred for epeaking
to him—and Nugent fivo hundred for
next to nothing?  Looks to me as if ik
might get Quelch into a row from the
Big Chuef.” )
harton was uneasily silent,

(iuelch had been hasty, uwnjust. Bub
he had a leng record of justice, patience,
and oven kindness. After all, was 1t
tho right thing, even a manly thing, to
kick, because of one hasty act?

Skinner gloated at the bare ides of
Quelch getting o row from tho Big
Chief, Wharton moest certninly did not
want anything of the kind. The keenecr
Skinner wag, the more doubtful
Wharton grow.

“ Btiek to it, and I'll back you upl”
gnid Skinner. “Smithy means business
—he's pot pluck enongh for a dozen,
Stick it out, and there's n jolly mood
sporting chanco of making the old hean
gorry for himself.” o

Harry Wharten cpened his lips—and
cloged them again.

What he had said, ha had =aid. Jle
counld pieture the sneer on Skinner's
mean faca if ha changed hiz mind=—and
itho sneera on other faces, ITc was not
going to figure as an cmply braggart,
who was afreid to make his own words
good. He said nething—and Skinner
walked off in a gleeful mood,

Wharton went slowly towards the
House. Frank Nupgent was standing at
the door with the rest of ihe Co., and
ho called to his chum,

“ﬂnming up to the siudy, old chap®”

“Why ?'" ssked Harry. *“*We'd fixed
it up to trot out before fen,™

“¥es; but tha lines,” zaid Nupont
uneasily. i

“I'm not doing any lincs."

“ Bettor, old chap 1" said Bob quioctly.

“The betterfulness is_terrvific ' mur-
mured Hurree Jamsct Ram Singh.

“I'vo told Smithy I'H stand by him.
I can't let him down.”

“Blow Smithy!" growled Johnny
Bull, “Are you going o dance to
Smithy’s tune, because he's hungry for
irouble, os usual? Yon jolly well know
that you ought to do the lines.”
“For nothing 7' asked Wharton icily.

“Yes, for nothing ! sa2id Johnny.
"1 QI::eIch makes o mistaka for once,
who the dickens aro von to set up in
judgment? Don't von ever mako. mis.
takes? Aren't you mnking a silly mis-
take this very minute "

Wharton flushed angrilr.

bl i | on making o silly misfalia,
then I’ ﬁ sgid. " Nugent can pleaso
himsgelf ! I'm going out!”

“1 shan't pleasa mysoll, JTareyt"
caid Frank Nugent. *1I shall stand hy
vou, thr:ru%h 1 think you're playing the
fool, We'll chance it togeilice.™

“Onn fool makes many!™
Johnny Ball.

Neither Wharton nor Nugent mada
any reply to that sapient romark., The
captain of the Remove walked away to
the gates, and Frank went with lnm, The
Co., after exchanging o look, followed
on ; and the Famaous Five wont out of tha

ates together, They walked down tha
ane towards Friardale in a rather grim
silence,

“Hallo, hallo, hallo ! exelaimed Bob
Cherry suddenly, “'Look ont!™

There was liitle traffic. as o rale, in
Friardale Lone, and what thero was

encrally wont at a leisuvely pace, The

ve juniors, sauntering in a row, harred
the lane from side to side.

But they ceased ta =auwnter, and
jumped s Bob shouted the woarning,

Fromm the direction of the village a
car came whizzing into sight, so switly
that it was almost nupon them by tho
time they saw 1. It was a dark hrown

remarked

Daimler, and it came with a rush and &
roar; driven with uiter 1‘Eckl4:-l.-isnass and
disregard of anyihing that might bo on
tha road.

Bob jumped as he shouted, and the
other fellows jumped. They had only
time to jump eclear as the Dannler
roarcd by in & cloud of dust. They had
only o second's glimpse of tho wan
crouching over the wheel,

“Dh, my hat!” cexcloimed XNugent
breathlesslv, as he shuanbled an tha
OTASSY bank beside the lane. “0Of all the
rotten rond-hopgse—

“Dashed hooligan V¥ prowled Johnny
Bull.

The ear was pone almost in a Hazh.
As the juniors stared after it there cama
a2 honking and a roor again from ihae
direction of the villaga.

“Hy gum! Here's another 1™

It was a blug Bolls this time—eoing at
tho same wild speed as the Daimler. It
flashed past the stariog juniors and diz-
upE&ﬂmI after the first car.

“Well, my hat!” said Boly Cherry.
“Tz it a2 raco on the jolly ohd publie
highway? Thex'll get pinchiod i they
lkeop on o Courtficld at that vate !

“There was o bobby in the sccond
car” saidd Harry,

"Phow ! A palico car [

“ Looks like it IV

Both cars veanished in 2 cloud of dust
in tha divection of Greyivinrs Selool
aftd Courtheld. The juniors stood
staring after fhem for a few minutes,
and then, turning by the stile mnto Friay-
dale Wood, resumed their wall towarda

Pe‘.-fg.

¢ incident, exciting as ‘it was, did
not linger in their memofy, their
thongits returning to  the -coming
trouble with Quelch—and coviainly it
was not likely to occur te any of them
that the flecing man in the Doimler had
any remobe connection with Quelch’s
neid temper in the Forme-room that
maorning |

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
No Clue !

i SAY, vou fellows, let o fellow

I see 1 squeaked Billy Bunter.

“Gerrout of the way, vou fat
Im;:: |+

“ Bopst 1

Theras was guile o crowd of Dewmove
fellows in the I{n%;

On the long table in that apartinent
[levbert “..rerm::n.shmith Im? tﬁpwuﬂd‘ta
newspancr open—ftha copy o & Al
Te[:;-gl'lrrfm” Eﬁnb ho hEl.A:]F Lrought hﬂ.{'ﬁ
from Conetficld. It was the current
number—the same that Mr, Quelch had
beon regarding se fixedly at his stody
window that morming, ond which, if the
Bounder wera right, contained somsa
paragraph that had upset the Remove
master,

Tho Dounder, from what he had
abserved, was cortain ¢f Lhat., The
aother fellows were by ne means o
eortain, Indeed, most of them regavded
it a3 utterly improbable, .

For what counld there possibly ba in &
daily newspaper to affect the equaninuty
of o schoolmaster at Greyiriars |

Had Quelch been scanning the City
page it might have been surmised that
he had dalibled, not wisely, but too well,
in stocks and sharca, though gpambling
in the sfock marketz was utterly at
varianca with Mr., Quelch’s character.
But Smithy, though he hed euspected
ihat at first, knew thot it wos not so. -1t
was something on the news page that
had glued Quelch’s eves. E

He had given the paper o basty
glance in Conrthicld without finding any-
thing of speeinl interest.  Now 1t was
spread oul in the Rag for everybody. o



sce, and there was g general crowding
vound to see it, Hardly & - fellow
thought that tho Bounder was right in
his surmise, but they were curious to.
see whether there was anything in it

“1 say, wou fellows, is there o

murder " gasped Billy Bunter, . Crowded
ot by other seekers after knowledge,
the fat Owl hovered round eagerly. "1
B8y, if there's a murder——"
" Think Quelch did it if there is?”
asked Lord Mauleverer, from his arm-
chair. Mauly disdained to give tho
newspaper a glance,

“Ha, ha, ha ™ :

“Well, thore's something!™ said
Bunter. “1 saw Quelch squinting at his
raper, ond I belicve. Bmmthy's right.

crhaps his name's in the paper. e's
got relations, and they may have done
something.™

“You glt idiot I”* grunted Peter Todd.

“0h, really, Toddy——" .

. “You shut wp, Toddy!” said Bkinner,
with & gleaming cyo. “Bunter's & fool,
but he's just said a jolly good thing.
It's quite Pﬁﬁs;hla.”

“Quite 1" said Bnoop. .

“ Peoplie’s relations do these things”
argued Bunier, *Lock at Loder of the
Sixth and what we heard about &
rvelation of his ance—"

“It turned out that Loder’s relation
was O0.K., fathead ¥ said Squiff.

“Yes; but it mightn't have!” re-
marked Hazeldene, ™ Everybody’s got
relations, and they might do anything
and get in the papers.”

“Exactly I’ said the Bounder, That
idea, evidently had already occurred to
Vernon-8mith's keen and suspicions
mind. )

“Lots of people have relations they'd
like to keep dark!” grinned Bunter.
“I dare say Quelch has! Look how he

walloped me this morning 1
“HI: ha, ha "

“Blessod if 1 sce anything
at 1" eaid Bunter -.-.':a.rml%. X
skinned. me, the beast ! d
got awiul relationg—>"

“1f Quelch's namoe is in the paper—"
said Snoop.

“It isn't 1 answered the Bounder, “1
thought of that, and looked while I was
in Courtfield.” ; ’

“1 say, yvou fellows, relations might
have any old name !" squeaked Bunter.
“Might be some other name—somo
weird name like yours, Toddy—-"

I‘Eh??‘l‘

“Or some commonplaco namo like
yours, Smithy—"

“What 3

“You see——— Yarocooh! Wharrer
vou kicking mo for, you beasts?” yelled
Bunter. "‘ﬁiwl Yow! Waowl"

Buntor did not know why Peter Todd
and Smithy kicked him. ut he knew
that they did—and he retreated, velling.

f.ord Mauleverer rose from his arin-
chiniv. He gazed, with deep disapproval,

to cackle
Ele fairly
ara say ho's
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at the crowd of fellows gathered round
the open newsprper on the table.

“If vou men think apythin® of that
kind - you're :nol goin’ to root Lhrough
that paper ! he said guictly.

“Aren't we just ¥ grinned Skinner.

“Jest a few, guess 1" chuckled
Fisher T. Fish,

“1 mean to sav, it's awfully caddish '™
explained his lordship. “ You ean't pry
into & man's private concerns,”

“Oh, shut up!” runted.EunuP.

“Chuck it, Smithv, old man!” mur-
mured Mauly. “Don’t class yourself
with fellows like Skinner and Snoop,
old bean 1"

“You
Skinner. .

The Bounder bit his lip. In point of
fact, ho was not the fellow to pry, as a
ritle, or to take B mean advantage
of anybody, Mauly's remark rather
touched himn on the raw, .
_But he remembered the five hundred
lmesajtha coming conflict with suthority
on that subject, and its doubtful out-
come, @Queleh had asked for itl The
Bounder, like Pharach of old, hardened
his heart, ;

“Mind vour own bizney, Mauly, you
ass 1" he growled, y

“Yes, shut up, Manly !” suid Hazel,
“Quelch shouldn't be so jolly free with
his cane and his fongue if ho doesn’t
want a chap to get back on him.”

“There's a limit!” said Mauly.
“Some things are net done! That's one
of them—what you fellows are dom'.”

“{3h, rata! Shut upl”

“Cheeso 1t 1M . . )

**Pack it up, bo " said isher T, Fish,

cheeky  dummy ™ roared

Lord Mauleverer 5lrrup{gﬁd his
shoulders and walked out of the Rag.
Uintheeding him, & dozen fellows bent

over the newspaper,

Thera was plenty of news, so far as
that went. T'wo columns were filled with
fighting in Spain; but nobody could
suppose that Quelch had bothered his
head sbout the proceedings there,
There was 8 column of League of
Mations news: but still less eould thet
be supposed to heave upset Quelch.

“Here's an air disaster
Skinner. “Can’t be that 1”

“Bag-snatching in Oxford Btreet!”

gaid

eaid Bolsover najor. “Can't be =
rolation of Quelch snatching begs—
what " -
“Fia, ha, ha!” _
“Accident in a coal mine,” said
Hazeldene, ‘T suppose Quelch hasn't

any relatives down a mine *"
“Hardly 1"

“Ehi?w:'eck in thoe Pacificc. That
wouldn't bo iL.”

“Nota to Germeny—Mr. DEden's
umptecnth note. Not thot.”

“ Further devaluation of franc.
Dlow the franc! More gold for
ﬂinu;l'im_ Bolher Amervical  Anything
'E'm 0

7
 Lope a-mu{%lﬂrs--—" .
“Hallo ! Lhat's this? Flypnotisk
crook—=—"

“Any crooks 1n %u-:—*]c:h's family circlo
do vou fellows think

“Hn, he, hai" :

X Let's read it, anyhow,” said Skinner,
“Man  nmmed  Darke—professional
hypnotist, in Magicland, Limited. Oh
my hat! Hypnotised his own boss, &r!_l'l
walked off with tho banknotes from his
safe—gammon [V

“They stick anythi inte  tho
papers,” said Hazel. “If thore isn't
any news they make some up 1

* Gramnmon, of course!” said SBkinner.
“I've seen bBypnotism at shows, and it
was all spoof. Advertisgment for the
show, most hkely.”

“ Hardly,” said the Bounder. * That
case hos been in the papers some time,
I beliove; the man's wanted by the
police,.  Whether he hypnotised his boss
or not, he got awey with a lot of money.
Anybody know whether Quelch Los any
relations of that name?"”

“0h, don’t be an ass, Smithy!" ex-
claimed Peter Todd.

“Don't be a cad, you men!” growled
Tom Brown.

The Bounder sncered.

“That man, Darke, must have somo
relations, I suppose,” he said, “and they
would be jolly upset, I imagine, to sce
this in thoe paper. Might have are rela
tive a schoolmaster. Why not?"

* Rubbish 1™

* Rot [

“Well, 1 can't And anﬁthing hera te¢
upset anybody—and Quelch was upsel
by something on thia page.” .

“If it's that, Bmithy,” said Tom
Brown, in & very quiet tone, “i¥'s
irightfuliy rough on & man like Queleh,
and it's & jolly good excuse.for a man

ing off at the deep end. If I thought
or & minute it was that, I shouldn’t fecl
rusty about Quelch i.lﬂ.l',liiﬂg‘ and biting
this morning."”

“1 do!” said the Bounder.

“You would !” said thd New Zealpnd
junior, 1n & tone of contempt 11:!3!1
meught an angry flush to the Bounder's
face.

“But it's rot, I suppose,” enid
Bkinner. *“Queleh. can't have relations
giving hypnotic stunts in shows. [ fancy
his relations aro stilf old codgors, in
his own line. If thero was a case of &
Form-mastor bolting with the head-
mastor's gold watch—"

“Ha, ha, ha!” :

“] don't see it!” said the Bounder

chstinately. “Something on this page
upset Quelch, I shouldu't wondep—="
“Ratal"
" Rot 1"
“Rubbish 1"
“Chuck t, Smithy ¥

(Continued on next pape.)
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“1 tell gﬂu 1 shouldf't wonder—»"
repoated tho Bounder,

“And I tell you,” said Tom Brown,
“that if it was g0 §a%'d be & cad to
nosa it put, and s bigger dad to gabble
about it. But it's all rot, and you know
it. You ought to chick that nawspapeor
inta the fire !

“Well, Fwon't.”

“Then I will 1” exclaithed Tom Brown
angrily, énd he grathed thé nowspaper
from the table, crumpled it, and thraw
it right into the fire before the Boundoer
conld intervene. :
“¥You cheeky cad!” roared Verhon-
Smith. L _

Ha made & spring at the New Zealand
'timipr; his  fists clenched and his cyes

AZITNIE.

Re&tg?ing'&nught. him by the srm and
dragged him back: Redwing had beew
standing with s clouded brow, silent;
uow" he 1ntervened with vigour.

“Chuck that, Smithy!” Lo said
roughly.

“Yat mo go, you fool 1"

. Tom fwing drag im awa ¥
nidin forca. Tl?n Boumder leoked, for a
moment or two, as tf he would dash
his fist into hia chiim's face. But ho
cooled down, and went scowling out of
thoe Rag.

THE SEXTH OHAPTER.
A Bump for Bob!

“ Py UT it on 1” said Bob, " All right
if we sprint1”
) The chums of the Remove

l-mttﬁd- ;

They hdd tea'd &t the Anchor, in
Pege, and started to walk back, Near
{Tﬁ% Housa School they fell in with
Marjorioc Hazeldene and Clara Treviyn,
and welked as far as the gate of Cliff
House with them—which left them
harely time to get back to Greyfriars
for calling-over. With twe or threo
miles to cover, it was nécessary to put

on specd.

'They trotted down Eff% Lsne, to the
footpath through Friardale Woaod, and
turnod into tha wood. The spring dusk
was already falling, and under the trees
it was getting thick.

By the footpath, and Friardale Lano
after it, the distance was too much for
the juniors to cover in the time. But
they knew every short cut in the wood,
and, by cutting across direct towards
Greyfriars, it was possible to save &
good mile

Turning from the {footpath, they
trotted under the thick trecs, iﬂilm-.-mg
a track wiich was scarcely marked, but
with which they were all well ne-
quainted. ;

It went winding awsy through tho
thickness of the wood, amoeng ancient
beeches ond oaks, and thickets and
hrambles, completely covered in and
shadowed by the branches overhead.

On ‘the open footpath it was dusky,
but on that woodland track it was quite
dark. That mattered nothing to theo
chums of the Remove, however, who
Enew every foot of it. ;
_Bob Cherry was in the lead, running
lightly, and his comrades followed him
it mnﬁla file, the track being too narrow
for fellows to run abreast.

They kept up the trot, swinging along
cheerily, ope after npnother, hardly
visibla in the deep gloon to one
angther's cyes.

At that pace, and by the short cut,
ihey had good time to get in before
Gosling shut the gates, and they did
not slacken speed. No member of the
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famous Co, wanted-to be late for calling-
over, fthus asking for unvecessary
trottble. with Quelch. There was
trouble enough to come, in .the matter
aof the lines, without lecking for more.

They expected to.find that solitary
track clear. it waa lonely enough mn
iliy daytime, and very seldom trodden
ot dusk. Had a pedestrian been in the
way, however, they would have heard
ltiug, if not seen him, but all was silent.
It was tho upexpocted that happencd.

Crash |

Bump !

It “came suddenly. o

Bob Cheryy gave a roar of surprisc,
wiath and pain mingled, and rolled
over on ihe carth. {arry Wharton,
who ecame pext, stumbled over him
!ﬁtfu;'ﬂ he could stop, snd rolled over

Ol
*The other three, fortunately, stopped
in. tnne, thowgh they came very near
adding themselves to the beap.

“What the thump—" called out
Johnny Bull.

“Ay cesteemed chums—" gasped
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

“Ow!” roared Bob. “Ow! What
blithering idiot—— Oooogh ™

Havry Wharton staggered to s
feet. ]

Bob zat up, roaving.

“What the dickens—" gasped
Harry. ] )

“I ran inte semething!” gurgled
Botb.

* Bomebod y—" i
“No, somaothing. I believe s o
car! Oh crikey 1™

Bob scramblod up, red with wrath.
Ile lad had a most uupleasant erash
ko an invisible object on the wood-
land track, aud lie was burt—and he
was ADEEY.

A car'™ ropeated Ifarry Wharton
Llankly. “A c¢ar here—umpossible 1

“Ow!l I've bangoed my knee, and
busted my nose '’ gasped Bob., “I tell
vou it's a car, parked there in the wood.
Some mad idiot—wow 1”

In niter amazement IHarry YWharton
mavedd on,  strotching out  his  haud

Before him to grope for the cobetacle.

At this point the darkness was
thicker than ever, the brenches inter-
lacing overhead and shutting off every
gleam  of dn:;lisﬂxt, Ha could sea
nothing, but as he groped, his hand
came into  contact with  something
solid, and then he dimly made out the
shape of a car. Ilad it been painted
in a light colonr it would have glim-
merad to the view; but it was pamted
a dark bown, almost black, and could
not be seen. What it was doing there
was an amazing mystery,

“Well, my orly hat!” gasped ihe
captain of ilie Remove. “It's a car,
vight enongh ! What mad ass can have
parvked & cary hero?™

“The howling idiot, whoeover he is!”
growled Bob.

The juniers gathered, staring at the
gar.

Johnny Bull stvuck a mateh. 'The
flickering light glimmered on tho dark
brown hody of tha car Cherry
was rubbing his damages; but the other
fellows scanned the car curiously.

It Tblacked tha track, brushing
agoinst the bushes on cither side, loay-
ing no roomn fo poss withont going

round among tho trees.  From  its
position, it had evidently been backed
tharo from Friardale Lane. It was

upan the rear of the car that Bob had
crashed. Moving on  through -the
hushes by the track, they stopped
beside it.

Havry Wharton gave a sudden start.

The match went out as he gazed with
startled eyes at the car.

" Btrike another match, Johnny!”
said the captain of the Hemove, 1n a
vaoice of suppressod exeitement. 1
believe I'va seen this car hefore”

Another mateh Samed.

“It's & Daimler, dack brown!™ said
Harvy. “You fellows remember the
car that raced past us in Friardsloe
Lane, a couple of hours ago—with
another car after it.”

“By gum!l It's the same carl” said
Franﬁ Nugenb. ?
“The samefulness iz terrifie!”
“What mad idiot stuck it herel”
snorted Bab Cherry. :
Nobody conld answer that guestion,

The juniors had no douln that it was
the same dark brown Daimler. IFrom
the fact’ that a police constable had -
been glimpsed in the segond ear, they
had wondered whether the mah in the
Daimler was some offendcr chased by
thoe police. The speed at which he had
been going was quite sufficient to causo
the police to get after him, and take
the number of his car. They had been
left with the impression that the driver
of the Daimler was somo reckless road-
hog, trying to get away aml ecscapo
identification, nnd subsequent proses
cution.

It was amezing: to find -the car parked
here oo a woudland track that was
never used for the smallest. vehicle,
let alone a wmotor-car.

The driver must have backed it a
good hundred yards, right into the
waod, And there it stood, withouk
ights, invisible in tho darkness. Thero
was no sign of the motorist. [t looked
as #f the man had parked his car
there, and gone.

“Well, thia beats it!" said Harry.
“It’s tha samo car, all vight. They
mever ren hm down"

"Must have dodged them
lanes, and cut back,'’ said Nugent,

in the
il A

Ctrick to throw them off the track.™

“ And bunged the ear in here to hide
it,” grupted Jolmny Bull " Waiting
for m chance to get clear, I suppose.
No doubt now that that bobby in tho
sccond car wanted him.”

“ Exceeding the speed limit, or per
haps knocked somebody down and
drove on,”" said Ilarry. *“It's plein
enough thet the enr's hidden here. No-
hody would park a cor here without a
jolly strong reason.”

“Ow ™ eard Bob,  "Wowl! The
Llighter had no right to stick his silly
car herel Owl} He came near run-
ning us down in Frisrdale Lane, and
now he's bosted wy nose and barked
my knee! Ow! Look herel We'd
better tako the number of the cer.
Inspector Grimes, at Courtficld, mighe
like to konow where o look for it, af
thot road-hog has been doing damage.”

“Good egg 1" agreed Harry. “We'd
betbo pe—-'

Ho broke off, in sudden surprise, as
there was 6 sound of a movement insido
the car.

As no one was tn be seen, when the
matches glimmored, the juniors hed
taken it for granted that the driver
lind parked the Daimler there, and
gone away, for some reason of hiz own
—poerhaps to aseertain whether  the
police car was still about.  But that
movement showed that tho car wos
gocupied ; and Johnny Bull, as he heard
i, struck nnother match.  The light
glimmored on a face looking from the
car, and the Ureyiriara fellows stared
at it blankly.



eyes, with a deep glitter in thelr
said the man in the car.

THE SEVENTH CHAFPTER.
Keep it Dark!

ARRY WHARTON & CO. stood
silent, staring at the man in
the ear. They were close be-
side it in the l‘.hi{!kEtB by E_h&

iracl, standing knee-deep in ferns, _wﬂ:h
clinging lLirambles round them., Not a
sound had come from the car during
the minntea they had stood there look.
ing at i, though obviously every word
they uttered must have reached the
man inside.

I'lainly enough he had intended to
keep silent, out of sight, till they
passed on,  And they could guess easil
why he was showing himseli now. t
was DBob Cherry's suggestion to tako
the number of the car for report to
the police at Cenrtficld that made him
show himself. He did not want that
to happen.

The foee that locked from the ecar
was a rather unusual one, It was very
dark in complexion, and handzome in
its own way, The eyes were large,
dark, and strangely lmn.glmzt,]c, with a
deep glitter in their dusky depths.
‘Phose dark, keen eves flashed over the
startled faces of the Greyfriars junlor:
They were handaome eyes, yet there

was something repellent in them.  Any-
how, they drew ablentiom ab  ohee
They wern the most prominent feature

in the dark handsome facn,

The man in the car smiled faintle
as he glanced over the juniors’ siartled

faces. i

“I're sorry.” he said. “1 had na
idea that anyone wouold come along this
way after dark. or I shouldn’t have
parked my car here. I hope you are
not hurt much, my boy ¥”

“TI jolly well amt” grunted DBob,

#1 am really sorry.”

o~

Johnny Bull siruck a match and the light glimmered on a fa
“J had no idea tha

EVERY SATURDAY

"5:"-"'{ ‘fjﬂ‘r

depths, fDashed over

my ¢ar hera.”

“Oh, all right!” said Bob, “Can’t
be helped. DBut what the dickens have
vou stuck the car in a path like this
for ¢

“¥ou have already pguessed that
one,” said the man in_ the Daimler,
smiling again. “I'm afraid I rather
over-did the speed in a built-up area,
and it seems to have annoved our
respected gnardians of the law.”

The juniors looked at him wilhout
replying.  They had already come o
that conclusion, and the man owned
up ta it frankly enough.

“1 was wrong. of course,” weont on
the man in the ear. “Aly only excuse
is that I'd just bought the car, and
was trying it ont, and rather forgot
that I had not bought the high-road,
too, ™

That remark made the juniors smile.

“PBut there it is,” ho went on. “ The
patrol car pot aiter me as, of course,
it had a right to do, and I scuttled
for it. A silly act, done without think-
ing. If ever vou boys come to drive
a car, take mv advice, and stop the
minute the police eall on yon. It
saves trouble in the long run, beside

being the right thing to do.”
“Jollv good adviee,” said Jobnny
Bull. “If you'd taken it-yourseli—"

Ae T snid, I actod without thinking.
Like r faoal, I've londed mivsell in
Eroulle, I bope vou bovs are not
going to make it worse for me”

“Oh 1" said Harey.

“Yon sce, i's roather sorious to
rentile off when called on to stop by
a man in uniform. It might have
meant endorsing my licence, in the frst

lace, but now it means a finp—por-
Eapa a heavy one. I shan’t play the

fool like that again, if I get ciear this
time, Seal”
“0Oh1? gaid Wharton again. Ho

e looking from the car. A pair of large, strangely magnetic
ihe startled faces of the Greyfriars junlors.
t anyone would come along this way atter dark, or I shouldn’t have parked

— 77

“1I'm sorry

hardly knew what to say, now that
the man was making a1 spperl to tha
party. “If there's been no accident,

“Mothing of thet kind—not so bad
as that. Simply a case of reckless
driving, which fortunately dicd nobody
gny  harm,” e#ail the man in tho
Daimler, “From what you've just said,
I think vou saw me getting away in
the lane a few hours ago.’

i "'E:'F;'JI

“Well, T got clear among the lanes,
antd it seemed rather a bright 1den (o
me to double back and leave them to
cut on.” He smiled again., “So that's
what- I did, and backed the car into
thizs wood, never dreaming that any-
body would como along and bump into
it. I'm waiting here till n bit later,
thon I'm going bhack to London.™

“Not at seventy m.p.h., I hope,” said
Dol

The man
langhad.

““No; I shall drive so carciully that
Mr. Belisha would think me & model
motoriet if ho saw me. I've had a
repre, to tell you the tridl,. I'm o a busy
man. I've four or five appointmonts
ta keep in the Cily to-morrow, and if
I hgve to lose time, Emin{g; hauled up
for this. it means o lot of trouble for
me. Might I ask yon lads te forget
ithat yvou saw n car heref™

The ehiums of the Remove oxchanged
glances.

The man was so civil that they wero
quite disarmed—cven DBob with & pain
it his nose, and another in his knee.
After all, it was no busitess of theirs.

“Well, loak here," said Bob Cherry,
“I don't seo that it concerns us, and
we don't want to rand & man In & row."

“Oh, 1i's all right 1" sard Nugent.
Tur Macxer Lisgary.—No. 1517
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“1 mean, thiz path sn't ofien used—
especially after dusk—but somebody
might como along and get a bump
like I did,"” said Bob. *“¥You Pn-ught
to put your lights on, if youw're sticking
here.”

“I'm afraid they would be seen, nos
far ss the road, throngh the trces. But
vou'ro right,” said the man in the car.
“It was thoughtless of me—— DBut
look hera! D'l stand by the car, and

{ koep an ear open for anybody coming.

That will be all right.”
Ho pushed open the deor of tho car,

brushing agsinst the brambles, and
atepped. out.

The juniors moved back.

“That's all right,” eaid Bob., “You

see, I've had rather a knock, and |
shouldn't like anybody else to bag tho
same lor nothing™

“I'll ses that nobody elsa geots a
knock. You can rely on that”

“ That's all right, then, Good-night!”
said Bob.

“Good-night 1
The juniors went on  their waw,
serombling  through bushes till they

wers elear of the car, and then follow-
ing the track again.

Hardly more than five minutes hadd
been lost; but they put on epeed, ane
came out into Friardale Lave not far
fram tho school

Gosling was stending at the gates, in
readiness to close the same, when they
arrivad.  But they still had two or
thrﬁc minutes to spere, and all was
well.

Bob Cherry gave the ancient porter
of Greyfriars o cheery grin as ho came
1.

“ Another minute or two and you'd
hava had us, old bean,”” ho remarked
sympathetically. * Hard hife, ain’t itt"

Giosling  grunted, and the juniors
grinned, and walked in. The bell was
not vob ringing for call-over, but fel-
tnwa n the quad were heading for tho
House, and the Famous Five went with
them.

Thera was a shade of deep thought
on tho brow of lMuarree Jamset Lam
Singh. As the other fellows went in,
the Indian junior tapped Wharton on
the slecve.

Harry glanced round at Lim.

“What 15 it, Inky?” he asked.

“There 13 to be no talkfulness of the
asteemed motorist in the wood ! mup-
mured the Nabob of Bhaurpur.

“No; we said we'd soy nothing™
Whartan looked at his dushy chum in
surprise.  “No  harm  -dene, Inky,
surely 1

“You think thatat was for exceeding
the absurd speed limit  that tho
estimaklo hobby was aller him ¥

“En?  Ho owned up to 1" said
Harrv., puzzied.  *“What elso do you
think 3"

“1 am nobt terrilically suve hat he
was telling the truth,” confessed tha
nabob. ~ But if vou think it js all
vight, the all-vightfulness 33 pre-
posterious 17

S0, it's all vight 2 2aid Ilarry.

The nabob nedded, and they went
indgy the Iiouse.  DBut the thoughtful
chade «till lingered on Hurree Jamsel
Blam Singh's dusky brow ns the Grey-
friars fellows went in to calling-over,

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Sticking to It!

-+ TICKIN' ta it?"
The Bounder atked ihat
question, leoking  into  Scudy

Na. 1 in thé Remove, on his
way to his own study fsr prep. _
Wharten and Nugent were in their

study getting their books out,



They looked round at Vernon-Smith.

Neither needed to ask to what he
alluded. He was roferring to the
resolve not o write the linca given
out by Mr Quelch. .

“Yes!” sard Wharton briefly.

Hia chum did not speak.

“What about Nugent?” asked the

Dounder.

“I'm standing in!” said Irank
curtly. "1 think you're a pair of
cheeky fools, if you ask mo—bat I'm
gtanding in.”

“MNo neea, if you don't choose ™ said
Wharton tortly. :

“I'vo not loft mvself much choice—
I haven't touched the lines, and il’a
prop now,” said Frank. “They have
fo be handed in after prep. Weo'vo got
te shek it out now, whether wo like
or not.”

“ Bkinner's goin' to, if we do!” said
Smithy. "1 supposo this study docan’s
wamrt to be outdone by SBkinner™

“Hardly ' snid Harry, with a enrl
of the lip.

"Quelcﬁ: will havo to elimb down1”
raid the Boandoer confidently. ' It's
rather o score, getting the whiphand
of a beak!”

Wharton made an inveluntary move.
ment of distaste. Heo did not share in
the very least the DBounder's leenncss
to scorn over tho masters.

“If it was enly that—" ho mut-
tered.
“What else?" grinned the Bounder.

"I"s the injuatice I growled the
captain of the RHomove,
The Bounder laughed earelessly.

No doubt he was thinking of the in-
justice, ton: but certainly much less
than of tho chance of getting the whip.
hand of n beak!

A Form-master represented authorily
—-atil for the sake of triumphing over
anthority, the reckless Dounder would
bave run many risks, regardloss of the
rights and wrongs of the matter. And
Iarry Wharton, rcalising that, could
not help feeling a twinge of doubt and
dismay at finding himself in the same
ont with tho scapegrace of Grey-
friars.

But it was ton late to retract now—
if ho wanted to. Thero was no umo
Inft for the lines to bo written; more-
over, he conld not retract without eat-
ing his warda. which ne was doggedly
determined nover to do. Aftor all, the
rlmishmnnt had heen nnjust, he told
umself angrily.

“Boen Queolch lataly 7 nsked Bmithy.

“MNot mince third school, Jlo doesn't
ecem to have been about as usual; hut
we were out of gntea till voll-call.”

“MNobody seema to have seen him."
grinned Smithy “The old bean's
understudyin’  the shy vielot. I'vo
nsked fiva or six fellows—nobods'a seen
Lhim. Keeping o hia own guarters.
You know hoe landed ns on llea
and Dblossoa for he afterncon.  Ho
don't feel up to orm work, the dear
man ¥

“¥ou don't mean he's {127
claimed Iarry with o start,

“Hn, ha! ke dido't Yook ill when
he was whopping Bunter—uncom-
monly energotic, I thought ! chuckled
the Honnder. *“*No, it's not that! It'a
the sheek he had—socing that para-
graphh in  thn  paper -his maorning.
Lioodness know. what 1t was, unless
ihat cronk Darke 15 some connection of
his—I'va wondored whether that was
possiblo—""

“Whot" asked Nugent.

“Oh. you weren't in when wo got
the paper. There's o reporl of 6 man
dodging tha  police—man  named
Darke—-u

ex-
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"Yon utter idiot!” exclaimed Harry

harion. *“Are you mad enough to
think that could be connected with
Queleh in any way P

“Why not?" enid
coolly.

“Oh, don't be a silly ass!™ snapped
MNugent.

“Anyhow, there was something on
that page of the ° Daily Telegram’
that knocked him  over!” declared
Smithy. “And I can't find snything
else thers. He can't be upset by the
civil war in  Spain, or Loaguo of
Nations chinwag, I suppose, or bag-
snatching in London, or an air dis-
gster in Kenc I shouldn't wonder——"

Harry Wharton looked steadily at
the Doundar.

“You've got your knife into Quelch,
and you'd like to believe that rubbish,”
he said. “But you don’t, all the same.
Anvhow, I don't want to hear anything
about it. Chuele it!™

“ Hoity-toity I grinned the Boonnder,
and he walked up the Remove passago
to hia own study, as Wingate of the
Sixth appearcd on the landing.

Harry Wharton shut the door of
Study Na. 1, with a rather moody
brow He was as doggedly detor-
mined as ever to follow the linn ho had
taken; but he was less and less satis-
fied with it.

If the Bounder was right, and Quelch
had had some shock that morning,
that went o long woar towards excusing
his injustice. A man upset by sdden
Id:mdl nows might be exeused for o good

aal,

“Look here, Ilarry,” said Frank
Nugent quietly, “it"s net too late.
Wo can't get the lines done to-night,
now, and Queleh will want them betoro
dorm. But if we put it to him eivilly,
hie will leavo it over till to-morrow.”

“Moro hkely to double the mpot,
in  his present temper!  answered
Wharten,

“If he does, we ean stand it

“Oh, quite—only I'm not poing io
do the lines ot all. I'm not stopping
you from making your peace with
Queleh, if yon want to.”

“Don’t talk rot!” snapped Nugent,
myich more sharply than it was  his
wont to apeak to his best chum. “Let's
drop the subject.”

They dropped it and sat down to

tha Bounder

I!l"ﬁp.. 4 i
Frep in 8tudy No. 1 waas very
silent and not very chee rful. Trank,

in hiz lovalty to hia chum, had been

dreagged into an act of rebellion, of

which ho strongly disapproved. Whar-

tonn, whn had dragged him into it, was

?13: feeling satisfied with what o was
ing.

By thia time he koow that he wonld
have taken Nugent's advice, bt for his
declared determination not to do the
lines  for Quelch. 8iubhorn  prido
prevonted him from eating his words
before all the Remove.

Trep was over ot lost, and  theve
was o tramp of fret in tho poassage.

Bab Cherry horled open the door of
Study No. 1 and locked in, with
Jolinny Bull and Hureeo Jamset Ram
Singh.

Wharton and Nngent joined the rest
of the Co. and they went down
together.

“1 eay, vou fellowz!" Lilly Bunter
rolledd afier them, on the Remove
staircase. 1 sav, have you deng yonr
linea ®™

“Na, fathead 1™

“Then it wasn't gas?” asked the
fat Owl, hlinking st Wharlon through
his big speclacles.

il

"You fat Lltherer!' roared Whar-
ton, while the Co. grinned,

It was possible that other follows,
as well as the fat and fatwouns Owl
had wondered whother the defiance of
Quelch would turn out to bo “ gas™

“3h, really, Wharton——"

“Shut up, yon bloater, before I
kiek you!™ growled the captsin of the
Remove.

“1 didn't say it was Tns,
protested Buntor.  “ Fishy thinks it is,
but I said to Fishv, * Wharton's just
the pigheaded ass to stick to it, just

old chap ™

hecanse ha said he would! My very
words, old chap !
“Ha, ha, hal” roarcd the Co.,

groatly entertained by the exprossion
an Harry Wharton's face.

If it struck the Co. as funny, it did
not atrike th- captain of the Hemove
in the same light. He did not seem to
carc for boing weighed in Lthe balanco
as either o gasbapg or n pighended asst

Ile liftedd n foot—and Rills Bunter
promptly bolted meross the landing. Ie
was rether unfortunato for Bunter that
Coker of the Fifth came out of the
Fiftih Form passage, on the other side
of the landing at the samo momoent.

Buomnp |

“Oh " gasped Bunter as he crashed
inta Coker,

“Oh!" gasped Coker as he stog-
gored from the shock.

The Famons Fire went on down the
stairs  Thoe sound of a loud smock amd
a londor yell followed us they went
Coker of the I1ifth secomed to ba
snnoyed by Bunter's charge, nnd to
be making that faet plain to William
George Bunter

Harry Wharton was frowning when
ho went into the Rag. Most of the
Remove goethered there afier prep, os
well as some of the Fourth awd Bhell.
Of the former, every fellow was think-
ing of tho impending troublo between
the rebels of the Form nnd their Form-
master—and of the latter eome had
learnnd what was on.

liobson of tho Bhell ecamoe over to
Wharton. :

“I hear vou've get a row on wilh
your beak,” ho remarked.

¢ art of 1" admitted Wharton.

“Ys it truo that you won't «Jo lines
for him¥"

* Quito ! .

“Phen yon'rn 4 cheeky ass!™ said
Tlobson, and he walked awav before the
captain of tho Remove could answer.

Wharton's eyes gleamed after him.
Ila rather liked old Hobby of tha Shell,
bt I was very much inclined at that
moment to go after him and bang his
Lead on tho wall of the Rag. Possibly,
however, there was o dim realisation nt
the back of liis mind that old Ilobby
was right. )

Iln was not fecling happw. Neither
was MNugent—and Skinner hod & very
uneertain and  wneasy  leok. The
Bounder. on the other hand, was in
great spirila. Ee onjoyed Lhe prosp
of a row—especially & row inta which
he liad dragged two usually ovderly and
well-behaved fellowa, :

A little later, (arne of the' Sixth
locked inte the room. He glonced over
the erowd of juniors there, amd beckoned
to Wharton,

Farry felt hia heart beat vather [ast.
ITa guessed what was coming.

“Wharton ! ealled out the prefect.

“IHere, Carne !

“Go Lo vour PForm-masier's study—
son're wanied I”

“Right ¥

Carne walked awny. All eves in the
Rag wero turned on Iavry Wharton,

T Maguet Lasraey.—Ne. 1,017,
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There wes breathless excitement in. the
Remove now.

“It's the lines, of eoursel” zaid
‘Vernon-Smith.
Wharton nodded. Ile had no doubs
of that,

** T} come with” you, it you like.”

“1 don’t! Quelchy’s =ont for.me, not
Fou 1“ .

“T say, Wharton, ©ld chap, I've got a
*Holiday Annuald -you can pack in
your hu%la P! squegledd Billy. Bunter.

“Ha, ba, bat' )

“ Shut up, you fat idiot 1"

“{h, runl&y. Cherry—"

Harry Wharton welked to the door,
followed by all eyes. With a havd, sct
expression on his face, he went to his
Form-master's study., What he had
gaid, he had said, aod he was standing
by it; bo the consequences what they
uright.

)

THE NINTH CHAPTER,
Unexpectod |

Y ENRY SAMUEL QUELCH,
master of the Hemove, was
seatad at his study table, when
his head boy entered.

IIis brows wero- darkly contracted,
and Wharton, at the first glance, had
no doubt that the fit of black bad
temper wis atill lasting. His own face
sct more obstinately. He had been
treated with injustice, and he told him-
relf that ho was right to resist. 1f the
matter camo before the Hoad, Quelch
could justify himself the best be could.

With compressed lips, the captain of
the Remove stood before thoe table,
facing liis Form-master.

“You sont for ne,
guietly—very guietly.

”Ygs, Wharton.”

Mr. Quelch's tona was unexpectedly
mild. He drumined on the table with
the fingers of one hand, as if uneasy,

Wharton waited, Ho expected 1o bo
nsked for his lines, as he had not taken
them in, and then the trouble would
stert. Ho was roady for it. It was a
fow moments before his Form-master
broke the silence. :

“Certain impositions wero given oub
in the Reniove this morning, Wharton,”
he said.

" %1 know, sic 1"

“They are cancelled!” said Mr.
Quelch,

Wharton gave a start—alnost & jump.

" Cancelled, sir 7" he stammored.

"That 15 s0, Wharton.” Quelch’s
voice had still that tone of unexpected
inildoess,  “1 cehould have intimated
this carlier, I am aware; but the
matter, unfortunately, slipped iy
wemory.”

Wharton stood silent.

MNow that he looked at Mr, l?m:!uh
mora uttuntw{-.]fv, ho could seo that it
was not anger that was indicated by the
etern, knitted expression of his brow,
He could ses that Quelch was a littlo
paler than uwsual, 2nd the lines on lis
face deeper. But what struck him most
and harvdest, was tho siatement that the
lines had shpped Quelch’s memory.
Never, in the history of the Remove,
had Queleh over been known to forget
e fellow’s impot. What the dickens was
the matter with Quelch?

1o did not leok ill. Tt was not that.
Bat he did look, as Wharton could
piainly see, as if 'ho had been through
ttréss of some kind, He had, at all
cvents, recovered his nsual ealinness of
temper, and announceiment that tho
lines wero cancelled looked as if he
vealised that ho had “gone over the
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adds,” as Dol had cxpressed it ihat
Imorning.

Harry Wharton felt a deep and pain-
ful pang of remorse and shame,

“If the lines bave already been
written,” went on Mr. Queleh, after
another pause, “they will he taken into
consideration on  any later occasion
when it iy bo my duty Lo pivo out an
unpaosition,”

“Oh, sir!” muitered Florry.

“¥You mnay tell the others so, Wharton
—Vorpon-Hmith, Nugent, and—and "
Iad  Quelch forgotten again7—*and
Skinner,” he went on.

“1 will do so, sir,” 3aid Harry, in &
low wvoice, :

“ One moment 1 went on Mre, Quoleh,
as he made & movement. A faint colour
ffushed  into the master’s face. 1
regret  very  wmuch, Wharton, what
pazzed- in the Form-room this morning
i regord to yourself., I fear that I
acted with what may have secmed fo
you injustiee.”

Wharton crimsoned.

Ho would have been glad to be alide
to say, * No, sir ! but he could not say
that. ‘Ha eould only stand mizerably
silent.: But if ever a fellow felt like
kicking bimself, Harry Wharton did at
that mwoment, .

“3uch was very far from being my
infention, Wharton, as I am sure vdu

wonld fully understand,” said r.
Quelels. :
Had be understood that?  Iardly!

Ha stood. without speaking, only wish-
tng that Quelch would have given him
a whopping, howseever sovere, instead
of giving hnn tlas !

“The fact 12, Wharton,” said Mr.
Quelch vory quielly, “1 had some bad
news—a private matter—during break
this morning. It was very su:lrﬁz-n‘ and
very unr_::r.{ml:tm?. and it disturbed me
considerably. I explain this, my boy,
g0 that yor may be clear that T was not
inttentionally unjust—though I foel that
I could rely vpon your good scnse, in
any casg.”

“T'm sorry, sie,” stammered Harrey.

I1e was wore sorry than he could pos-
sibly explain to Mre. Quelch,

Whaut becamo of hia intended defiance
now? He could have kicked himsell,
with pleasure, and the Bounder with
sl greater pleasura. :

“That i3 all, Wharton!” said Alr.
Queleh. ] : ]
“Yes, sirl®  Wharton lingered o

moment, ' I=I-—-I hope the—tile news
wasi b very Dad, sivl Nobody ill—or—

or—

Alr. Quolely smniled faiutly.

“Nao, Whavton, net so Lod as {hat.
In point of fact, it was not & matter
that concerns we personally, but only a
very distant velative. But it upset mo
a—a ltle ab the time, You may go,
ury boy,™

Wharton left the study.

He ¢losed Lhe door qguictly after him.
Voery slowly he went down the passago.

Guelvin, usaally an oxtremely veserved
miatt, had touched on his private and
personal affuws, obviously against the
grain,  becanse he  felt that somo
pxplanation was up to him.  The injuas-
tiee., such x3 it was, was washed out.
And this was the man be had heen pre.
pared to Jefv, and whom the Bounder
was preparced to involve in a “row
willy tlee Flovned t

Wharten went back to the Rag.

A stz oof oves furned on lum az he
came 111, He was back sooner than tho
juniors expreted.

“Waopped ¥ asked Skinner
anxtously.  Skinner was anxious for
Limself, when his turn came.

“Wharton did not answer him.

“I zay, you fvllows, I offored him my

 Holiday Annual’ to pack ! squeaked
Rilly Bunter. “It's your own fault,
Wharton, if you've had it bad 1

“You fat Owl 1"

' (hh, really, you ungrateful beast——"

“Was it a heking, or whati* asked
Vernon-8mith, puzzled by tho expros
sion on the face of the captain of thn
Remove. “Look here! It was agrecd
that wo wero {iuing to appeal to the
Head, if Queleh started in with  the
cano. II you lost your nerve and gave
1A Ir

“Don't he a fool, if you can help it

“What "

“Getting deaf? 1 said don't br a
fonl! ¥You can't help being a trouble-
hunting rotter, but you can help hreing
2 fool, I supposc.™

The DBounder stared at lbim  in
astonishment ‘and rage.
“What . the dickens!™ asked Bob

Cherey blankly. ;

“ Did Queleh ask for the linea? askeidl
Frank Nugont,

L Nﬂ‘|”

“What did he want, then?™

“Unly to tell ma that the lines wero
cancelled, and could he held over till
next time, if eny fellow had written
them." _

“0Oh gad!” cjaculated the Dounder,

“{h 1 exclaimed Bob Cherry.

“Caneclled the lines!” gasped Skin-
ner. " Why "

“Even vou might puess that one,
Skinuer, old bean!” said Lord Alaule-
verer gently. “Can’t you understand o
man doin’ what is right, even if it's a
nasty pill for him to swallow 3™

*0Oh rot 1™ said Skinner.

“Z0 you Fidd;f herovs have hbeen
standing up tor your j&l"}" ald n’fhtm
all for nothing ! rémarked Petor Todd
sarcastically. “What 2 storm in a
teacup |

Harry Wharion crimsoned.

“Rub it in, Toddy 1™ he said. “I've
acted like 8 sulky ass, and I don’t caro

who lhears me say sol S0 has
Bmiithy——"

“Bpeak for yourself!” anapped
Smithy.

“Blessed if I make it out!” said
Skinner. “1 suppose Quelch gobt windl
that there was gomg to be trouble, snd
was afraid of it coming before. tho
Head! He hadn't o leg to stand on, if
it odid ™

Harry Wharton looked at him.

“You think that” bhe asked.

“Lonks pretty clear to my mind,"”
satdd Bkinner. :

“I'm thankinl not to have a mind likn
vours, then!” said Harry Wharton, and
he torned his back on Harold Skinner.

“Well, that's may idea,”™ suarled Skin-
ner, " and—"

"You've really got that idea in your
head, Skinper T asked Bob Cherry.

“Yes, I have!” snapped Skinner.

“Well, it's not a nice tdea, and thn
gnoner you get rid of it the better I
caid Bob. “I'll knock it out for you ¥

“What! You silly ass Leggal”
velled Skinner, as Bob Cherry suddendy
grasped him, twisted hhim over, aml
banged his head on the table, “Ow!
Yoo-hoop !

“Ha, ha, hal™

Bang |

“Ob eriliey ! Leggo!™ roared Shin-
ner, struggling frantically.

Bang !

“Yaroooop i

Skinner wrenched himself away, and
dodged round the table, rtlbbinf his
head and spluttering vage. And it that
wdea was still in his head, as doubtless
it wase, he did not mention it again—ho
tlid not want Bely to make eny further
efforts to knock 1t out |
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“ Here ! ** yelled Vernon-Smith, as he glimpsed a flgure in hat and overcoat.
next moment reeled back from a savage blow that sent him spinning.
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“J've got him 1 ** He cluteched—and ths
4 Smlmr I b |

Harry Wharten came speeding up,

and the Kght from his flash-lamp picked up a vanishing overcoat,

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
The Man In the Dark !

% H 1" ejaculated Mr. Proat
O The Fiith Form master was
startled.

Prout, plump and portly,
was generally placid. DBut at that
moment he lopked anything but placid—
he ejaculated and ho jumped.

It was very dark in the quad, where
Prout was taking lhia evening rwuik.
Near the Iouse, innumerable lighted
windows shone out, But at the Eln
Walk, st _a distance, sll was deep
ghadow. That was Prout’'s favourito
wall; and he was pacing sedately, when
he bumped, in the darkness, into an
wnseen fizure, It was enough to startle
any mamn. ‘

Having cjuculated and jumped, Prout
peered in the shadows.

“ Who——" he cxclaimed. ;

The faintest of sounds reached him—
then silenco. He had, for a sceond,
plimpsed & shadow. Bub it was gone.
Then eame another sound—a bumping
wound. Somecone, in the dark, had
bumped into & tree.

Prout's eyes gleamed. .
there—someone clearly who had no right
to be there, as he had backed out of sight
go rapidly, Some fellow out of the House

nfter lock-up—probably some young
rascal intent on breaking bounds. FProut
did not doubt it. And, puided by the
sound of the bump on the free, Prout

strode to the spot and grasped.

He saw nothing, but he felt & figure
nnder his grasp. His grasping hand
closed on an overcoat.

It was only for a moment, however,
that he grasped it. The next, Mr. Prout
mm;h‘eds & violent push on his portly
chest, and went over backwards,

Then there was another bump—a& much

Someone was-

heavier one, as the master of the Fifth
sat down, depositing his weight on the
carth with a tremendous concussion,

“Oooooh ¥ gasped Prout.

Ile sat gasping. He gasped breath-
logely, in anger and astonishment.

t was a vigorous push he had re-
crived—a push from a very strong arm.
It was no Lower hoy there, as he had
supposed—it was cither a man or some
big and hefty Bixth Form fellow.

Wo Sixth Form man could be supposed
to want to push Prout over. It was a
man=-some oxtrRpeaus perzon, trespas-
sing within the preeinects of the school
after dark.

Ho had pushed Pront over to got
AWOY.

“ Upon my word ! gozped Mr. Prout.

He staggered to his feet. Hao stared
round in dim shadows, and saw nothing
but dim trunks. ‘The man was gona. Ile
had been lurking uwnder the elms, and
Prout had como on him unexpectediy-—
he was gone now. 2

Prout, with o knitted brow, hurried
back towards the House, It was past
nine ¢'clock, but the spring evemng was
mild, and many windows wera open,
Among themr was Wingate's, and the
captain_of Greyfriars eould be seen in
his study, chatfing with Gwynna of the
Sixth. :

Mr. Prout called in af the window:

“Wingate 1 Gwynne 1" !

The two seniors stared ronnd, jIH’ﬂTE‘ﬂ
np, and eame to the window, Ther
looked in surprise at Prout's exeited
faco.

“Mr. Pront! Is
matter ¥ asked Wingate.

“Please come out at oneco!” gasped
Mr, Pront. *Bomeone iz in the guad-
rangle—some person—some fTamp, or &

ilferer of come kind, I tmagine. I have
E{u:*n pushed over—actually pushed over

onything  the

—byr the seonndrel ! Prout spluttered
for breath. “The raffian pushad- e
over to escape | [Mlease come at"once '™
“h, my hat1 I wmean, cartamly, sir 1™
Wingate dropped lightly from the
study window. QGwynne loft tho study
by tho door, to eall some of the other
nrefects, With Sykes, Loder, Carne, and
two or three more, he hurried out of the
door of the House into the dusky quad,

A dozen fellpws saw them go. Gwynne
had picked up an electrie torch, and he

flashed on the light as he led the party
out.

“What's up ¥ ealled out Cokor of tha

Fifth. _
“They're after somcbhody!”  said
Potter. *SBome fellow out of the ITousa

after leck-up 1™

A crowd of fellows looked out at the
big doorway.

“"Thiz way ™ A veoice was heard eall-
ing in the gloom—that of Wingate of
the Bixth. *“*Bring that light here ™

“Here!” came Proui's boom. *In
this direction I think—"

“Somethin’s up ¥ remarked Temple
of the I'ourth. “Anybody Lknow whas
the jolly old row 157V

“They're after somohady 1™

The crowd thickened in the doorway.
TFellows below tha Bixth were not
allowed out of the Iouse after lock-up,
but they orowded oubk on the stops,
sinring and peeritg in the darkness.
From the Rag came a swarm of juniors
st the news that something was on,

Gwynne's light flashed in the gloom,
moving swiftlyv. Voices cafled and an-
awered. Prout's boom dominated them.
Wingato had hurried with him at once
to to Ilm Walk, but no ono wos

W ontinued on pane 16),
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(Continued from page 13.)

discovered there. Ialf a dozen prefeets
were searching to end fro.

“This way!” came Prout's boom.
*] eaw someonc—I am suroe I saw some-
onel  Ilere—here ha is— Bless by
soul, is that yon, Loderi™

There was & chuckle among the erowd
at the doorway as they heard that.

*Prout’s bagged Loder, at any rato 1"
remarked Bob Cherry.

“Ha'll bnf; Wingate next!” remarked
Johnny Bull,

“Ha, ha, hal®

“1 szay, you fellows, 153 it a burglac I

“Fathead "

“Hallo, heallo, hallo=look ! roared
Bob Cherry. ;

He lifted his hond and pointed. At a
distance, there was a dim glimpso of a
running figure. It was ouly & glimpse,
but the whole erowd eonld ece that it
was not o Greyiriars fellow—the figuro
was that of 2 man in hat and overcoat.

“Who tho dooce—" exclaimod
Caokor.

The running hgure vanizhed in 4
moment, Bob Cherry ran down the
stepa.

“This way!"” he shonted.

Prout loomed up, panting.

“Have you scen him " he gasped.
“Bome tramp—some thicf—some pil-
feror—some lawless ruffian—-=>"

“Ho cut off round the corner of ihe
library, sir IV gasped Bob,

“This way !” boomed Prout.

He rolled in pursuit. Gwrynne's light
flashed after him, and the bhunch of pre-
fects came running.

';I'm on thiz!" zaid Coler, and he ran
Lath

Potter and Greene followed Lhnn, and
then there was a peneval exoduos.

A felloew out after lock-up  would
probably have had the good wishes of
most of the other frllows.  Certainly
iliey would not have wanted to toke &
hand in his ecaptore. Bur Prout’s
annonncement that it was a tramp,
thief, or pilferer, altered the maitter.

If some extraneous and inwless person
had ventured within the walls of Grov-
friars School, overy fellow was ready in
lend a hand in laving him by the heels

Morcover, it was o litile welcome
excitemont.

Harry Wharten & Ca. were first ont
of the RDITIG&‘D,JRI‘IEI lzlf the Form fol.
lowed them, with o swarm of Faurrh
nnd 8hell: five or gsix fellows had Aazh-
lamps, spotting the guad with Lghes

“This was!” came o et frem
Cwynne of the Sivih.

“Aftor ham "

“I saw him endting off Ly the shudics
ﬂ'ﬂd—""""

" Como on

The hunt had swoept ronnd by ihe
library: then three or four fellows
spotted & running figura fAecting by the
lighted windows of Masters' Studics.

ost of those windows were open now,
and faces were looking oent—Mr. Wig-
gins, Mr. Capper, Mr. Queleh, and
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others. The whele crowd came swoop-

ing along by the windows,

“What is 17" called out Ar. Quelch.

L i R Y

“Bome tramp, sir !’ called back Win-
Talo, v A sneak-thicf of some sortl

M Welre hunting him out ™

“This
Gwynne,

from

sell
the

for

way "
“He's

CoIMe @
heading

Off swept the rush in another dirce-
tion, The moesters, at their study win-
dows, were left staring.

“Tally-ho '™ roared Bob Chorry in
reat excitemoent.  “ Pot it on!  Oh, my
at I He staggered as he erashed into
somehody in the dork., * Whoe—="

*You elumsy az: 1" came a howl from
the Bounder, sprawling

“Oh! You, Bmithy—"

“Yon dangerous maniac "

“All in the day's work, old bean!”
chuckled Bob breathlessly. “ Come on ¥

The old Cloisters, dim and darck,
echoed to trampling feet and calling
voiers, and glimmerad with Hashing
lights.

EI' he Bounder, winded by Bob's i':h:ll‘ifl;m
dropped behind, and stood panting tor
broath, As he stood, o dack fizure ecameo
rUnng.

1t was the hunted man, who had
dodged and doubled back, leaving the
hinters to charge along the Cloisters.
The Bounder glimpsed a figure in hat
and overcoat, and knew who it must be,
and jumped at it.

“Iere ! he yelled, "I've got him ¥

He clutchod—and the next moment
recled back from a savage blow that
gent him spinning. He went down with

B gazrping* yvell. and the dim Sgure ran
on. The Dounder heard his deaperato
panting as ho went.

“Bmuthy 1 IMarry  Wharton  eame

speading up. a flash-lamp 1n his hand.
“Bmithy, did you seo—"

“IHe Lknocked me over!
Look ™

Wharton's light picked up a vanishing
overcoat. FHeo dashed on in pursuait,
whilo the Beounder staggered up.

The man waz running hard. For
whalever reazon he hod penctrated inro
the zchool, he was tlhanking now only of
eseape,  But Harry Wharton was ¢lose
behid, Leeping his light on the running
figure and shouting, answering shouts
coming from the distance.

The ranning man was not eix vards
ahead of Wharton, whon he made o
deaperate bonnd and ecanght the coping
aof the wall with his hands,

ITee barely serombled out of reach as
the captain of the REemove dashed up.
Wharten grabbed at Lim with his free
hand ard just mizzed.

Iliz flash-laiwnp was on the man, and
Iig saw Lim elearly as hie zeramblod over
Il wall: the hght shone fult on a half-
turned faees, at which IHarry Wharton
stared Llankis, It was gone in o second
more, as the man dropped over the wall
ar¢l disappeared, but in that {leeting
seeond the amazed junior had reeng-
mizedd the face with 1ts dark, magnetie
eyvps—ihe face of the man n 1he
Daimler in Friardale Weaad |

That way!

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER,
Up to Quelch !

it ONIT T said Wingate,
‘The Greyiriars eaptain had
cnme paniing up 1 time to

st a hat disappear over the
wall.

“Have yon seen him? Have you
eatght him ™ eame Prout's boom. The
I'ifih Form master eamn rolling up in
a erowd.  Wingate, have you—""

Ho's
Digd you

“He got over the wall, sic!
gone ™

“You are sure, YWingate?
By

"1 saw only his hat, sir]
itn go, Wharton 77

“Yes!" gasped Harry.

Mr., DProut gave o grunt of dissp-
ciptment. He had been very keen to
ag the unknown and extrancous person
who kad pushed him over under the

clms.
“HBome  thief—some pilferer!”  ho
gasped, “He should have been given
1t is yery unfortunate

You Eaw

into costody | .
that he has escaped! Why did you not
gcize him, Wharton, if you saw him1"”

“Y grabbed ot him, sir, but ha was
ton quich——" 2

“Pooh | MNonsgnze! You are a stupid
boy, Wharton 1 :

“Thank yon, sic 1"’ said the caplain
of the Remove with respectinl sarcasm.

“What—what? Do not be im-
pertinent, Wharton! What are thess
juniors doing out of the House at all?7"
vapped Mr, DIrout. "“Go in at once—
af once |

The man, whoever he was, was gono
fram Greyfriara; the hunt was over.
The profects lost mo time in shepherd-
ing the juniors back to fhe House.

They erowded back to the Rag in o
buzz of excitement. The chase in the
quad had been guite an exeiting inter-
lude—especially for the Bounder, whoro
nosa streamed red from the knock ho
had received.

A crowd of fellows snrrounded Smithy
ne ha dabbed his nose with his hendker-
chief in the Kag.

But the Famous Five did not join the
crowd.  Harry Wharton drew his
friencs aside inte a window recess 1
the passage, rather to their surprise.

“What's on?” asked Bob Cherry.

“I've got something to tell you
frollows,” answered Harry, “1 saw that
marn'as face as he nipped over the wall”

“Then vou'll bo able to describe him
if Proat waniz to carry it fonrthern”
prinned Boh, “Prouty seoma fearfully
shirtvy about him.”

“Tve geon him before,” said ITarry
guictly ; &0 have von fellows.”

“Fht What? Net somcbody we
know " exclaimed Johnny Bull.

“That man in the wood "' eaid Harrs.

“That sportsman in the Datmleri™
exelaimed Bob blankly,

“Yes !t

“{3h, my hat!”

The Co. stared at Harry Wharten in
astonizhment. Ther had taken it for
granted, like Prout and the rest, that
the stranger within the gates was some
pilfering sneak-thief.

“Qure T oazked Nugent deubtfnlle.

“Quiie I sald Harry, I saw hia
face—only  for a =ecomdd, hut quire
cloarly—hr the flashi-lamp. It was the
same man.”

#Well, that beatz: me!™ rad Boh
“That man was jolly well drossed and
Ingked all right.  1le had a ecar, ton.
Ho can't be o sneak-thief looking o
for something 1o pinch—"

“Hardly !" satd Johnny Ball,

“ Impossible ! said Nugent. I it
was the same man, what the fhump
eoitld ho have wanted, sneaking in hera
aflor dark?"

ITarry Wharlon shook his hend.

“ Aslk me another,” he sawd. “ Bat it
was the man, there's no doubt about
that. 1 kelieve Inky thought he was talls
ing ns hHes, Didn't you, Inky?" )

Turree Jamset Ram Singh nodded his
dusky head.

“The trusifulness of that estecmed
johnny was not terrific,” he admitted.
“Tt occourfully camo into my idiotio



Traim! izl ha wes pullicg onr esteemed
s

‘But how—and why?' azked DRob,
puzzled, * Ha admitted that the bobby

was after him for breaking specd
limita,™
“The bobby might have been after

him for some other idiotic reason, my
exteemed Bob,

“0Oh enikey! Some g;]ly old erook on
the run?” grinned Bob. * That sounds
rather thick, Inky. He didn't look the
part, that I noticed.”

“ Ik almost forgotten the man,” said
Marry, “And, whatever he is, T can't
Imaging nrg reason why he should butt
in here. ut, look here, we told him
wa wonld say nothing., believing what
ha sald at tho time. If ho was taking
ns - in, that lets ve off, Honest men
dnn’t sneak into places after dark and
e ot when thet're spotted.'

“Thoy jolly well den't!” agreed
Johnny Bull. “If yon haven’t made &
mistake, old cha i

“T1 haven't!” aaid Wharton enrtly.

ITiz friends looked at him doubtfully,
Whatever the man in the Daitnler was,
it was obvious that he was no pi]fnrinf
sneak-lief, JIE he was a crook at all,
ho was in the higher ranks in that
peenlinr profession.

S0 there seemod absalutely ne ex-
planation of his action in stealing sur.
veptitinusly into the precinets of Grey-
friars, The Cho. enuld not help thinking
that 1heir leader had been degeived by
womwy resemblance in that momentary
plimpre of the flecing man.

Wharton bit his lip impatiently. Te,
ai least, inew that he was not mistaken.

“Well, what do you fellows think?”
o asked abruptly. “We said wo
wouldn't mention the man, believing
what ho told e, MNow ] don't believe a
word of it. 1 believo he's & suspicious
character of some sort, and up to no
good. Ought I to go to Quelch and let
lim know?'

“If that's what you beliove, you cer-
fainly ought 1" said Jalinny E-u.II at onece,
“ Quelch can decide what to do—if ant}h
thing. If you believe you can identify
that man we were hunting, you're bound
tn spcak out.™

“Yes, ratherfully 1" said the nabob.

And the other members of the Co.
nodded assent to that, ]

“‘bﬂnly if you're not sure——" gaid

“I'm guits surc,”

“Then the gooncr you put it to a beak
the hetter.”

Harry Wharton nodded, and hurried
nway to Masters' Studies. He tapped
at Alr. Chieloh’s door for the second time
that evening, and entered.

The window _was closed now, and tho
blind drawn. Mr. Quelch was sitting in
his armchair b:fl the fender, with a news-
paper open an his knecs. Wharton could
not help naoticing that it was the “Daily
"Pelegram,” open at the news page, and
what the Bounder had said came back
uncomfortably into his mind.

Mr. Quelch glanced round, with a
flash of irritation in hiz face.

* What——" he began zharply.

o cheeked himael% at once.

Oneo that day, the troubile on his
mind, whatever it was, had caused him
ro forget himself. DBut he was not likely
to crr again in the same way. 1o
tp;uscd o woment, and went on in a kind

ne.

“WWhat 1s it, Wharton ¥

“ Something I think I onght to report
ta you, eir,™ answered Ilarry—" about
that man wo were hunting in the quad.”

“Indeed! You may proceed, my
boy 1* -

The captain of the Memove zaid what
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he had to say snceineily. Mr Quelch
listened, in growing surprise.

“This 18 wvery extracrdinary,
Wharton ! he said, when the jumiov
had finished, “The man you saw in
the car may possibly be a bad character,
though what he told you sounds
plausible encngh. But I can imagine
no reasen why he should enter this
school surrcptitiously. You are suro it
was the same man

Juclch

Like the Co.,
doubted that.
“Quite, sir]l He was not s common
man_to look at,” explained Wharton.
1 should know him again anywhere.”
“¥ou mean that there was something
distinctive in his looks, by which the
police, if neecssary, could traca him !
“Yea, sirl His eyes cspocin]]ye—*

Mr. Quelch started a little.

“His eyes? he repcated. " Pleasa
deseribe the man to mo."

“"A man of sbout thirty, sir, with a
datrk complexion and very dark oyes—
not exactly ‘gueer, but unusual m a
Way——— re vou ill, sir?" exclaimed
Wharton, breaking off, and making a
quick step towards lus Forme-master in
alarm,

A sudden wave of pallor had come
over the Remove master’s face,

It scomed as if the junior’s words had
drained the colour from his cheeks, Heo
was staring at YWharton, catching his
breath.

“No, nn!1” Mr. Quelch scomed to
rocover  himself. * Please go on,
Wharton 1 You were saying——"

“That's about all, sir, except-that he
was well-dressed, and locked hke a well-
to-do man,” said Harry. ““But I noticed
his eyes espeeially, and I think the other
fellows djuﬁ"

Mr. Quelch turned his face away from
the junior, looking &t the fire. Ha
seemad to be musing. Wharton waited
for him te speak.

“¥ou did guite right to report this
to me, Wharton,” ssid Mr. Quelch at
last, and without locking round., “I
will—will consider the matter, and you
may leave it in my handa™

“Yea, sir.™

‘Harty Wharton left the study. Ile
did not know thet, after he wos gono,
tho maester of the Greyfriars Hemove
sat like & man stunned, with a face like
chalk. But he knew—he felt—that
Henry Quelch was in deep waters,
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THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
The. Face at the Window !

AP} . ,
.Gm},\'f riary School was silent
ahd slenping.

. Al Forms, from the. Second to
the Fifth, had gone to their dormitorics,
The Sixth Form windows wera all dark.
Only from one or twa masters’ windows
4 Ii?hl: still ghone inm‘_fh_?_q-dim mights

Ot the few lighted , windows, v
Quelch's was ono.” It was past tho hour
of Quelch’s usunl bed-time, but he was
not thinking of bed. Ho sat in his
study, rose, and paced the room; sat
down again, rose, and paced again.

His restlessmess wpe surprising in o
pentleman of Mr. 1§m:l-:1rn a calm end
sedate charactor, ot for a momen
did he scem at oase.

Ho was sitting up late, but he did not
want company. Mr. Prout had looked
in, full of excited conversation on the
subject of tho hunt in the quad, but
Queleh had been so very dry that Prout
hed retired with that conversation still
bottled up in his portly breast.

Mansieur Charpentier had dropped in
to spesk on the mubject of Remove
fellows in & junior French set—o matter
ha really had to diseuss with the
Remove master.  DBut Mossoo  had
dropped out again, frozen off, leaving
that discussion to s later date.

Quelch was glad when the hour grew
later, and ho was safe from colleagues
drepping in. FHe wanted to be alone.
Seldom, or never, since he had been a
master at Greyfriara School had Queldh
been so troubled and disturbed.

deveral thnes, as he paced thoe study,
he stopped at the tnl-?h-une: twico ho
stretched out his hand to that instru-
ment, Kach time ho withdrew it
without lifting the reeeiver, howaver,

“Impossible | ho said to himaelf,
several times over; but his expression,
as ho breathod tho word, indicated that
ho was thinking of something that ho
hoped and trusted was impossibla, but
droaded might be possible.

Ha stopped pacing as a light tap camae
at hia window-pane, and stood trans-
fixed, rooted to the floor, staring at the
window,

‘ii'spi ligh r—szo light th

t was a hght ta ight that
Quelch might almost have possed it
unnoticod at any other time. Tt contld
not have been heard in any ather study.
It eame from a cautions hand,

C.;ilelch did not move,

Elis face paled, as it had paled when
Harry Wharton told him of the man
with the Et.i!‘l'lﬂfﬁ oyves. Ho gazed at tha
window, as if he dreaded to sec a grisly
splqi‘ﬂtmi start through the blind,

B

This timo it was a little lowder.

The Remove master stireed at lask
As if by a painful effort, he dragged
himself to the window. His hand was
shaking as he drow aside the blind.

Cutside the night was dark, Bave for
a gleam of a star in thn sky and
shadowy branches of trees, all was dim
gloom. Queleh for o moment counld zeo
nothing. Then he saw a palé patch at
the window, and kpoew that it was a
face pressed to the pane.

He stoed, with the blind held by one
hand, staring at that facn. Ho canght
tho glint of strangely gleaming, dark
oy as,

Tho blind foll from hiy hand, falling
hack into place, shutting out the night
and the face at the window.

Mr. Quelch made & step towards tha
to%i::phclrnn, but he stopped

1
A Fplusn, amdl the Remova master
I'me AlagNET Lipnant.—No. 1,517,
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turned to the window sgain. e drew
aside the Llind with one hand, with
the ather unfastening the catch and lift-
mFE the sash. ;

he man standing outside in the dark-
niss was hardly a yard from him, look-
ing up, & famt gmile flickering on his
handsome dark face. Had any of the
Famous Five been there, they would
have recognised the man who had
parked his car in Friardale Woods,
Quelch evidently knew the man; there
was mo surprise, but bitter repugnance,
in the look he gave him

“You!” he hreathed.

The man with the eyes nodded.

“Go!” Quelch’s voice came low ane
clenr. “How dare you come here!
I’hilip Darke, you seoundrel, gol”

“A word—"

“Not a syllablet Gol”

The man did not stir,

“A wordl DBut let me in, Quelch!”
ke said coolty. * Other windows are
lighted ; others may hear, or sen ¥

“Gol Twiee 1 had salmost deter-
mined to ring up the police station after
I had the description of the man who
came here this evening. DBut 1 thought
it roust boe impossible. 1 could not
believe that even you, rascally adven:
turer as you are, could have such
impudence—such effrontery ! Now o,
for I am about to call up the policn 1"

Mr. Qucleh turned from the window,
stepped to the telephone, and put his
hand on the recetver.

There was a swift movement from
the man outside. With & catlike
ngility, he swung himsclf in, and the
blind dropped behind him. A moment
more, and he ecawght the Hemove
inaster's arm. .

“Feeting lente, ald man ' he said
lightly. “Make haste slowly—what?
1‘%ent:.' of time io call in the police and
tell &ll Groyfriars 8choel that s rela-
tive of yours is a wanted man |” _

Slowly the Remove master relin-
guished the receiver withont having

lifted it. Ho turned to foce tho man
with the gleaming eyoes.
Philip Darke gave him a nod, turnced

and shut the window, replacing the
blind carefully, to close any possible
view from without. Then he crossed to
the study door, and torned the key
saftly in the lock without a sound,

Mr. Quelelh watched that actiom,
without word or movement. _

The man turned to him, the faint
mocking smile still flickering on his
face.

“Ton yoars siner we moet, Queleh, vet
vou knew me at e glance ! he reinarked
lightly, .

“You are not casily forgotten. It
will Le the casiest of tasks for the police
to trace you ont.”

“They have not traced me vet.™
Mr. {su{:!clfs hand moved towards tho
telephone apain. .

“Why such haste®™ smiled Darke.
“If I am to be taken. do vou prefer me
ts Lo taken here, in your school®"

The Removoe master shudderol.

“Why are you here? What da yan
want?™ he hreathed. " How did yon
find your way here? You knew that 1
was 0 master in thia school, but yon
havo nover stepped within it gates L

“Not fill this ovening ™ assentodd
Dharke. 1 came in the hope of finding
my way to yvou, bnt someone butted into
me, and then——>"

“You were Lhe man they were hunt-
ing in the gquadrangle ™

“Exactly! I got clear [” He grinoed.
“And while 1 was on the run, my dear
fellow, I passed this very window, and
gaw you standing there and lookin
out| That wos how ¥F—awas able to fin
vour study—now." ;

Tne Macser Lirany.—No. 1,517.

THE MAGNET

"And you had the imﬂudnnm. the
audacity, to come here?” Mr. Quelch's
agitation had passed. His face was set
and hard, his lips tight: his eyes glint-
ing like points of steel. " 1lo you dare
to droam, for one moment, that you
have help, or sympathy, to expect here
—from met”

“Hardly! 1 know you too welll
Yours iz not a sympathctic nature,
Heney 1

“Towards a thief and a raszcal, nol”
enid Mr. Queleh grimly. “You are a
distant relative of mine—but 1f Fyou
wore iy own brother | would not stand
betweon you and the law you have
broken. At this moment, not
doubt, you have in your possossion the
plunder of your employer.”

“You knew—=" ;

“1 saw a report in the newsgppar this
morning ! snid Mr. Queleh bitterly.

"It gave you a shock? grinned
Darke. He could read the signs of it
tn the Remove master's face,

by shock *"  repeated Mr. Quelch.
“More than that! Unscrupulous ad-
venturer I had always known you to be,
swindler and trickster—hut to  learn
thut a man, ¢ven remoiely connected
with mysclf. had become & thief—"
H: broke off with s look of such horror
and scorn that ir made the man faclus
himt winee, in spite of his nerve an
inpudence.

“You had alwova a hard tongue,
Henry ! said  Darke, shrugging  his
shoulders, “ Leave thot telephone alone,
I advise you, Iven if our eonneclion
is remote, the same blood flows n gur
veins—vou will not give up a relative
to the law.”

“You are here!" said Mr. Queleh.
"Gladly 1 would have avoided anything
of the kind—=but you are here, and I
have my duty, as & law-aluding citizen,
to do. I told you to go. when you stond
outside that window—it was more than
I had o right to do. Now you arc here,
you do not leave this room a free man.
You are o thief, with leok in  »our
pockets—I should be as bad, if I per.
mitted you to escape

*You mean that?”

“1 mean cvery word!™

“You will face the <disgrace—n
seandel  in thoe school—your  name
bandicd ahout with minc "

“That, and morc, rather than fail in
my duty. Make no mistake about that,
Philip.” Mr., Quelch’s lip curled seorn-
fullv ns the man clenched lus hands,
“Laift a hand, and I will eall—there 1=
ample force at band (o secura you, if
you offer resistanes before the police
nre here. You have trapped yourself
Ly coming—and what yoyu have done,
vou have done.”

"y pad! You were alwars a lidrd
not to crack, Henry ! But let me speal:
hefore you ring—if you o not change
vour mond, 1 am i vonr hands,” gaud
Ilarke conlly.

“I shall uot change my mind,”™ snicd
Mlr. ;Qumlc'h gternly.  “Bui I will hear
roin”

"Nond enought™

The: man dropped inlo the Form-
master's armchair, leaned there in an
easy atlitude, and lightod o ciparctre.
He sat facing Mr, lemh'h nz thna Form-
master stooed by the telephone, Hiz
hand still on the reeriver, Mr Quelch
lnoked at lnm with o eold. hard stare,
aricl waited for him to speak.

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER,

In the Hypnotist’s Power !
PHILIF DAREKLE, hypnotist, ad-
ventuarer, swindler, and last of

all, thick, sat at his esse, the
smile sti]l flickering on  his
handsome faco. Ile did not seem in a

hurry to speak. The Remove master
waited, in grim silence; but he spoke
at last.

“I am waiting!” ;

_ Darke throw his hall-smoked cigaretie
into the fire.

“When I've told you, you may ﬂh&nﬂﬁ
your mind,” he said, “How much do
vou know—already 7"

“What I saw in tho newspaper this
morning. The name struck me at onee, .
and the description of the rascal as a
hvpnotist I said Mr. Quelch hitterly.
YT knew then that my relaiive, after
long hovering on the very cdge of the
law, had taken the plunge at ﬁ[’:ﬂt"

“ And that ia &1l "

"It was stoted that you had an en.
gagement In soma place of entertain-
mont called Magiinlnnd, as a hypnotist.”
said Mr. Queleh, “and that you
excroised that abhorrent influence over
Your employer, the manager of tho
company, catsed him to unlocl his safe.
and fled with a large sum in hank-
notes—some  thousands of pounds, 1
belicve.”

“ Bxoctly.”

“You make no denial? Yau dao nob
attempt to deceive me by some lying

talet” said the Kemove maoster con-
temptuously.

Tha  adventurar  shrugged  his
shontlders,

" Waste my breath, and vour timei"”
he answered, "1t is truel T have been

on the run for a week, though appar-
ently you heard nothing of it till to-day.
But for finding o motor-car that was
not losi"—he pgrinned—"1 might ho in
a stonc-walled eeoll at tlhiz moment, in-
stead of chatting in a comfortable study
m{l’rl an nH'::*l.‘lmlmtn relation.”

“If that is all von have to say——"

“Be patient! Yen would prefer me
to speak frankiv—yom were always the
soul of truth and rectitude! I am o
mian with power in his hands—a strange
?mirt'r—whmh has served me little, so
ar—bhbut I hiave nlways been determined
to strike for o big stake, when the op.
portunity  came. That opportunity
came—and I grasped it ‘.{:ﬁnn does
your favourite port, Bhakespeare,
O Y ———

“ Enouzh ™

“There is a ihle in the affalrs of men,
wiiich, taken at the flood, leads on io
fortune!” said Darke. “JIsn’t that it?
Well, tho chance came, ond 1 took it.
Four thonsand ponnds——"

“ 1Yo not speak of it to mo1*

“ But—the hunt at my hoeels ' sajd
Darke. “1 hoped to have Lime {0 get
clear—in which case, my dear second
consin Lwice removed. you would never
have had the pleasure aof secing mo
nrain. Bot T hald ne snch lock. Thia
afternnon n palice ear wos behind mo
when I drove like 3 madman within o
mile of thia spot—""

“And why thia sgpot?” gaid Mr.
Quelch sterntv.  * Why did vonr flight
ead yon in this direction?™

“Yaoun can poess that one ™ grinned
Tarke. A honted man boes no friends
—hut [ had, at least, a reladivetl You
liael a narrow e:eapo of never recing
me, however—they almost ran mo down.
But I eluded them in winding lanes and
danbled back—and parked my ear in &
wond, and lay low, 1 bhave no doubs
that a dozen police cara are alill scour-
ing the roads foar a dark brown Daimler
—which they will not fnd. If they knew
of our connection, my dear Henry, no
doubt you would hear them honking as
the gatea of Greyfriare. But hava
never mentioncd your nnme—any more
than, 1 imagine, you have mentioned
ming."

“It was not a connection of which I
was likely to boast,” eaid Mr. Quelch
acidiy.
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¢omplexion and very dark eyes—"
words had drained

“Quite] I am safe, for the moment,
g3 no one can drearn that T have an
motive for coming near this school. If
you hefriend me—"

“ Silence 1

Mr. Quelch spoko sharply, but not so
sharply as hefore. As he stood looking
at tho seated man, the strange magnetic
ayoes were fixed on hie

Ag if in spite of himself, the stornness
in the Form-master’s face relaxed.
hand relinguished the telephone, and
rested on the tablo on which it steod.

“ Hear me !" eaid the man in the arm-
ehair qnietly, his steadfast eyes still on
tha Hemaove master. “If you befriend
me, and give me a few daya shelter in
this schoal, under smother name, I am
safe. It would be cesy for you te
arrange—and suspicion would be im-
1os3ible. When all iz safe, | go—and
wenceforward, the sea would rall be-
tween us—you would be done with me

for ever.” i

Mr, Quelch opened his lips. But he
did not speak. -

It scemed as if some strange influence
was creeping over hiumn, nombing  his
renses.  Ho moved back, and sat, or
rather dropped; inte a chatr.

Barko roso to his feet. ]

Hia strango _mafxn-‘stm oyng wers still
fixed, . unmovingly, on thae Form-
master’s.  The gleam in their depths
told of coming tr.lumﬁh:. .

“If vou . consent, I am =zafe!” said
Darke in & low voice. " Do you con-
gent

“No i breathed Mr. Queleh. “No !

But hn spoke in & strange. uneertain
tone,  Bitting there, gazing at the man
vith the strange eyes, he passed his
hand slowly over his brow, as if dazed.

Darke’s hands were moving now,
weaving strange patterns in the air.
His glittering, dark eyes never wavered.

The Remove master of Groyfriars sat
as if trned to stone,

colour from his cheeks.

EVERY SATURDAY
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sir, about that man we were hunting In u quad,’” sald Hatry Wharton, ** He had a dark
A sudden wave of pallor came over Mr. Quelch’s face.
The Form-master stared at Wharton, catohing his breath.

Ho did not realise it, but he was
under the strange influence of the hyp-
notizst, It had not oceurred to him to be
on hiz guard against it, and now it was
too lato.

Mr., Queleh had, indeed, nover ho-
lieved in that strange power which his
relative claimed to exercise. Even the
incident reported in the newspaper, in
which Darke had exorcizsed that power
to rob hia employer, had not wholly
convineed him. He had, at all events,
given that part of the matter little
thought. Even now, while he fell under
the power of those magnetic eyes, he did
not realize what was happening to him.
He sat slumped in the chair, his face
relaxing more and more, every trace of
sternness gone from ik. The man before
him smiled. ]

“Henry ! he said in & low voice.

There waz a pause, and then Mr.
Qualch answored :

* Yiog, ™

“Your old friend, James Waison, is
coming to stay with you for a fow days.
I am James Watson., Do you under-
stand 1

“Yes?

“¥ou will arrange for a roem to be
prepared for your old friend.”

ET S 'Eﬁ-”l

“1-shall leave you now. I shall ring
at the %ﬂte for the porter to admit me.
It will be understobd that I have arrived
by & late train at Courtfield, and have
had to walk from the station.™

“¥Yos.

“When I am brought to the House,
you will admit me, and rocognise ma at
once a3 your old friend James Watson,
whom vou have becn expecting.”

will forget

“Yes M
*Yon Ihilip Darke!

Now stand up ¥ _

Mr. Queclely rose fram the chair.

“Who am I asked Darke watching
him,
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It seemed as I the junior’s

“My old friend, James Watzon,"” zaid
Alr, Quelch mechanically.

The hypnotist smiled.

“"Wait 1” he said. “Fasten the wine
dow after me ™

He dropped silently from the window,
and Mr Quelch was left alone. He
fastened the window, replaced the blind,
and then sat down in the armchair and

picked up the newspaper. Anyone
glaeneing into the study would have su
osed Mr. Quelch quite normal. Ha

ooked normal, and felt normal—uncon-
seious that his will was now tho slave of
anather will. ;

Ho remained seated, scanning the
newspaper, till there camo the seund of
a knock at the door of the Fouse.

THE FOURTEERTH CHAPTER.
Skinner Gets Busyl
' SAY, yvou fellows—he, Le, ot
Bitly Bunter seemed amused as
he joined the Famous Five in the
quad in break,

Harry Wharton & Co. glanced at him,
They were walking in the quad, waiting
for the bell. - And they could seo nothing
to amuse Billy Bunter.

“Hg, he, he ™ gurgled Dunter. 1
sav—he, he, hal”

‘“What's tha jolly old jole?” asked
Bob Cherry, mystified,

“Ha, he, he—Skinner—he. he, ho !
chortled Bunter. “Look!” Ha jerked
n fat thumhb in the direction of the
windows of the Remove Form Room.

From the middle window of that
Form-room Harold - Bkinner of the
Remove was in the act of drepping. Il
dropped, landed, and cut off quickly.

Tha Famous Five stared at him.
Skinner, apparently, had entered the
Form-room by the window anf drc-p?ed

Tire Magwer Lisrary.—No. 1,517,
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out again, for reasons of his own—hut
what his reasons might be the chums of
the Remove head no tdea. DBunter, st
seemed, had.

“Bome Jape . the Forme-room?”
psked [Harry Wharton.

“He, he, he! Yes, rather!” Bunter
rinned  and gurgled, “1 say. you
ellows, old (iuf:ir:h will sit up! He, he,
hel Wait till we go in for third schoal !
He, ha, ho '™

“I shouldn't caro to jape Quelch, if

his temper’s anyvthing like it was
vesterday ! remarked Johony  Ball
“Bkinner’s an ass v

“But  what's the game?” asked
Nugent.

“You'll see when we go in!” chaortled

Bunter “1 heard Skinner telling
Bneop! l1le, he, hot It's on the black-
baard |"

“What is, fathoad

“Ho, he, he! You remember what
Bmithy found out from the newspaper
vesterday. He thinks that man Larke,
who's wantod hy the police, is some
counection of Queleh’s—"

“He doesn't!™ snapped
“Ie knows it's all rot IV

“Well. T jolly well think so, whether
Smithy does or not—and so  does
Skinner ! Anvhow. if Queleh knows the
name, he will get a shock when we go
inte tha Form reem [V grinned Bunter
“HLinner’s chalked it on the black-
board 1"

“DOh crumbs I

“The rotten cacd I muttered Wharton,

The copiain of the Remove knitted his
brows,

He did not belteve that the Bounder,
in his malicions search through that
copy of the “Daily Telogram,” had
really made any discovery It ddid look,
mrininii,'. as if something 1n that news-
paper had startted BMr, Quelch the
previous day, and interested hin deeply
and unpleasantly. Dut from that, to &
theory that Queleh had any connection
with a man wanted by the police, was »
long step.

At the same time, YWharton had an
uncomfortalde recollection of Quelch’s
own words to himsell  Mr, Quelch had
snid that it was something in connection
with & distant relative that bad dis
turbed him, and that “something " was
bad news—evidently very bad news,

The possilelity  existed that the
Bounder, by chanee, had put hiz finger
on the truth. Wharten did not belicve
so, but he had to admit the possibility.

Skinner eoulil bardly beliove that it
was true. But he hoped it was. And he
was going to kuow.

I the name of Darke meant anything
to Mr. Quelch he could hardly Fail to
Lbotray the fact when that name snddenly
and uncxpectedly stared bim in the face,
chalked on the blackboeard in the Form-
ToHnlT .

“1 sav. vou fellows, what a lark!”
chortled Banter. “1 say do vou think
there's anyvthing in it%"

“No, ass!” rrowled Bob Cherry.

“Well, there’'s a chanee, anvhow ™
argued Bunter. * And Skinner said to
Snoop that it was worth trying on. in
eazo there was anything in it,  If there
iz, Quelch will be sure to go off ot the

Wharton.

deep end, and give himself away.”
“Luckily, there isn't!” said Frank
Mugent.

“Well, we shall én”y well see soon 1
grinned DBunter “Quelch gave me six
in the Form-room yesterday—>"

“Zarve vou jolly well rigf:t[”

“ Beast !"

Billyx Bunter relled off to tell the
other fellows.

Harry Wharton stood in frowning
gilence for s moment or two, and then
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moved off towards the windows of the
Form-room, His friends followed him.

“What are you up to?” asked Doh.

“I'mn going to cut in aud wipe that off
the I]i&{.ﬁlﬂﬂt‘ﬂ,” said Harry,

“ My dear chap, you don’t fancy for o
minuie that there's anything in it ?" ox-
claimed Bob. “Bmithy nosed it out, but
he jolly well doesn't believe it—and
Skiuner doesn't, either.”

“1  know! But—: Wharton
coloured  “Of course, it's all rot—utter
rot ! But I'm going to rub it out, all
the some.™

Ele eut across to the Form-room win-
dow, which Skinner had left half open.
But as he was about o elamber on the
gill, there was a ponderous troad on the
path under the windows, and Mr. Prout
rolled by,

“Wharton ' boorned Prout.

! Yes, sir!” Wharton's handa
dropped from the stone sill.

“What are you deing?” exclaimed
Mr. PProut severely. * Does your Form-
master allow vou fo chimb in and out of
the windows, Wharton®"

“{Mh! No, sir!™ stammered Wharton.

“T imagine net [ boomed Prout. ™I
certainly mimagine not ! Leave tliis spot
et once. Wharton

Wharton, with a fAushed face, walked
back to his fricnds, i

Mr. Prout frowned after him, and
walked up and down the path, Thern
was o chance now of getting in at the
"-l'lﬂll_il:l"l‘rln.

“ Nothing doing, old man!™” said Dob
Clierry, with a grin, “What does it
matter, anvhow 7

“The matterfulness iz not terrific, my
eatoemed  chum!™  remarked Hurree
Jamset Ham Singn. with a  rather
curions look at the captain of the
Hemove,

“let’s go in” said Harry abruptly.

*The bell’s not gone yot™

“ e on, all the samo.”

“Oh, all right.” ]

The chums of the Remnove went in, Tk
was still ten minutes to class, and AMr
Queleh  wos not to be seen. The
Removites had not seen bim since break-
fast, as first and sccond lessona that
morning had been French wilth Mossoo,
and drawing with Mr. Waose.

The Co. smiled as Wharton turned tha
handle of the Remove.room doeor. It
was lacked, as it usually was between
clnzaes,

“ No admission!” grinned Dob.

Wharton compressed his hips,

“I'Il kick Bkinner. anyhow ! he said.

And the Famous Five went ont into
the quad again to look for Bkinner.

Thev found that youth in the middle
of 8 circle of Remove fellows, some of
whom were laaghing, amd some frown-
ing. Among the latter was Vernon-
Smith.

The cancelling of the lines had rather
taken the wind out of Smithy's sails, as
it were.  Iae could not even pretend to
think that there was now any “in-
justice” to be resented and avenged:
and, in point of fact, the Bounder had
the graece to be a little ashamed of
himself, )

He bhad “nosed” out somothing that
might be to Quelch's discredic in his
angry resentment. That resentment was
now washed out, but what he had done
remained.  Not for the first timao
Hetrbert Vernon-Smith wished that he
had not followed the dictates of his
sullen temper.  Gladly bhe would have
dropped the matter, but now that tho
cad of the Remove had got held of it, it
was not te be dropped. -

“Look at 1t,” Bkinner was saying.
“There was nothing clse in that paper
to account for Quelch’s tantrums, and
Emithy thinks—"*

“I don't I interjected the Bounder,

“Well, I jolly well do ! said Skinnar
cooliv.  “Ar least, 's jolly posaible
And I cap jolly well say Whooop 1"

“Ha, ha, ha ' yelled the juniors.

. That really was not what Skinner had
intended  to say.  He said it in-
voluptarily as a boot landed on hia
trousers,

With a =narl of rage, Bkinner spun
round and glared al the coptain of the

emove.

“You checky rotter 1™ he hawled.

“You rotten worm!” retortad
Wharton, *“What have wvon got to
grouse about, vou rotter? You're let off
your lines?” ]

“You were rousing enough yester-
day " sneered Snoop. * Have we all got
to change our tuno when you change
yours 1

“When father says turn we all tuen 1#
said Hazel sarvcastically,

“Look here, \Wharton-—"
Bolsover major,

“Oh, shut up!” snapped Wharton,
“Quelch last his temper yesterday, and
made up for it afterwards, like the
decent man he 13 And even if he hadn't
it's & dirty trick to start & story like thia
about the school”

“That’s one to your address, Smithy 1*
said Hazel maliciously,

bawled

The DBounder fushed angrily. For-
tunately the bhell for third school
clangedd out just then, and the

Removites had to head for tho Forme
room. Skinter gave the captain of the
Remove black looks as he went, And
all the fellows, whether they approved
of Skinner's preuliar jape or not, wers
vory intercsted 1o see what ity effect
weould be on Henry Samuel Queleh.

Not as per Programme !
H, QUELCH was at the door of
the Remove-room  as  the
The previous day he had
heen late for class—some of the fcllows
fancied they Enew why, Now he was as
sea—greatly to the relicf of most of
them—that fthere was no sign of the
provious day’s “ tantrums.”
al rather
frosty self aa he let the Form 1n.

In the Form-room every eve turned at
onee on the blackbeard. It had been
and still stood on its casel, facing the
Form., If had been left dusted clean,
bt Skinner had been ot work since

Some of the juniors gasped as they
raw what was chalked on it in largo
capital letters.  The Bounder gavo
Skinner's, but the fanlt was his, and
Smithy realised, rather late, that this
sort of thing was hitting below the belt.
Darke in the newspaper that had upset
My, Queleh, he was due for another
shocl now,

That was the sentence that stared tho
Removites in tho face oz they took their
places,
and b not seen 1t vet, Everv fellow
wondered what the effect wonld boe when
he did.
on_Queleh, ; ]

That there had been something amisa
with Quelch the previous day the juniors

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
jumors came along,
punctual as ever. And the juniors could
Mr. Quelch looked his usual
used in the drawing lesson with Woose,
{hen.
Skinner an evil look, The action waa
If, by some chance, it wore the name of
“WIIO KENOWS PHILIP DARKE?"
Mr. Queleh had gone to his own desk
From the blackboard all erves turned
had had only too much reason to know.



Butb that here was-anything amisg with
bim this morning no one knew—not even
Mr. Quelch Limself.

The hypnotic influence in which he
did not believe controlled him without
his knowledge,

In all matters connected with the man
Darke, he was the slave of Darke's
dictation. In all other matters he was
absolutely novmal. Under that strange
influence e had been hadden to forget
Darke amd to remember only James
Watson, Unpconseigusly he had done so.

That he was the objeet of almost
breathless attention from his Form was
not likely to escape Alr. Quelch’s notice.

He {? soced at the Hemove, and
rowned., IPerhaps De suspected some
rag. His eyes turned on Bunter, Bﬂelg

unter was watching him with suc
cager interest that his little round eyes
were almeost ?oppmg through his big,
round spectacles,

Frowmng, BAMr, Quelch  stepped
towards the class, It dawned on him
that there was somcthing on  the
blackbonrd

It had been Lnown for some dis-
respectful fellow to draw earicaturcs
thercon with the chalk. No doubt sus-

ing somecthing of that kind, Mr
uelch picked up his cane as he came
towards the Form.

Ha glanced at tha blackboard.

The Removites for & moment almost
coased to breathe. Bkinner watched the
Remove master like a cat, :

If he knew the name of Darke, if the
wanted man was in truth some con-
nection or acquaintance, it was scarcely

ossible th:tﬂzu-:lch could fail to betray
imself now, )

But the wetching oyes only saw &
wzzled surprise dawn in the face of the
emove master.

Ha stared at the blackboard, and then

ked at the breathless Form.

“What does this mean?” he rapped.
" Has some boy here written those words
on the blackboard i

No anawer,

But Harry Wharton smiled. Obviously
that name eonve nothing whatever
to Mr. Queleh, Even Skinner, unwill-
mg!& hed to sce that, .

‘What is this nonsense?” exclaimed
Mr. Quelch - testily. *“What does it
mean? Mr, Woose cannot have left
theso words here, Homeona must have
cntered the Form-reom and done this—
by the window, I presume, as the door
was locked, Why any boy should be so
foolish, E cannot imagine,”

Dead silence. . . ]

Skinner bit his lip with disappoint-

nient,

Mr. Queleh looked at the board again.
Under 1tha strange influence that
fnmmﬂd him without his knowledge he
1ad totally forgotten the name of Fhili
Darke. He was simply smrprised an
annoyed, . '

“I will not allow absurd tricks like
Lliis to be played in the Form-room 1"
e snapped. “I order the boy who has
done t;':l:l to step ont.,™

Bkioner was not likely to step out.

“Buch o senseless trick as this is
beyond my eomprehonsion map?ed
Mr. Quelch. *“'Theroe is no boy of that
nams at Groyfriars to my kuowledge,

Daes anyona hero know what it means 1 -

All the Removites kpew what it
meant, but they wera not likely to tell
My, Quelch. far from knowing the
pame, it secmed that he had not even
noticed it in the nowspaper; it scomed
abeolntely strangn to him,

“Wharton 1" rapped Mre. Queleh.

“Yim, sie

“Do you know what this absurdity
oieans i

“I—=I sunpose 1172 meant as—as gomea-

(Continued on nexd page.)
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DOWN BY THE DEE

By

The Greyfriars Rhymester

{1}
Thers was & jolly miller once
Who lived upon the River Des,
He bad no wealth or bags of bu
But he was blithe as blithe eould be I
{We've just been singing thess old songs,
And made an awlul row, we dig [
1 played the band parts with the tongs
Upon & metal saucepan Ld [)

(2)
George Wingate lives upon the Dee,
And, like Yo Jolly Miller, ha's
A hearty fellow, staunch and fres,
. 'Who olien hands out ** alx ** wilh ease |
Benesih the spreading chesinut tres
He looks the whele world In the fase ;
For chestnuis grow beside the Dee,
And there are lols ai Wingate's place.

(4)
Breathes there & man with soul so dead
Who does not know old Chester's walls ?
Who bas not threngh the eity sped
To ses i pleturesque old halls 7
The glorious ons sént by Home
To Brit, in flty-five B.C,
Bullt Chester eity, Wingate's home,
Beside the smiling River Dee.

(8)
In boais and barges, even rafis,
He’s braved the river’s angry flood,
And spent his leisure pulling crafis
Through water and off banks of mud.
He siands upon the heaving deck
Whenea but ke had fed ashors,
And lghts from off the baitle wreek—
Oh, l.hu;a*f. those beasily songs once
mors

(8)

All right, all right, no need to grouse.
¥ can’t deseribe the beasily place !
The house Iy—wel), it’s just 3 housa l

(A lot you 2are, In 2oy case 1)
He llves In it, you understand,
And noi, llke ones we did, in caves
When Britain first at heaven’s sommand
Arose [rom ount the azure waves,

Next Week: GOSLING, the Keeper of the Keys,

The whitest man who ever filied

the coveted position of Captain of

Greyfriarsis GEORGEWINGATE,

who hails from Chester, a plec-

turesque old clty beslde the River
Dee.

(8}
(I'm mixing uwp my songs & bii :
Weo had a 1? in the Ragp
Unill my bhrain—what’s left of It—
With buzring iones began to sag !

So H they creep Into my rhymes
Just r.ru:l m with confempt and
S00ID

And mutter, a3 you do st times,
** I wonder why this swab was born ! ')

(5}
He loves the Dee withount disguise,
IH's always been hiz speclal oy ;
He drank it—only with his eyes [—

When he was bul & tiny boy.
No wonder he can row so well,

And pulis so stardlly his oar ;
Hlis home Is In a racing shell,

It feels quite odd to siep ashore,

(7)
I'l now deseribe his hounse to you,
Althongh it's pot an easy job;
It has a sort of how-d"ye-do
Bullt lust inside the thing-me-bob !
The what-d'ye call-li Is the same
As other plroes 1 have gasn,
Although It has a what's-its-name
Instead of—vyou-know-what=-I-mean ?

{9)

Of all the men who ara so smart,

Our Skipper is the very best :
Good-tempered, grufl, but kind of heart,

He stands out far above the rest.
Some talk of Alexandsr and

01 Herculss—well, so they may !
There tsn't one of them eould stand

Agaiost old Wingate any day !
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gort of a joke, sir!” stammered the
cﬂptam of the Remove,

‘1 fail to sco how it can be. Is
anyone hete acquainted with the name
written ow the blackboard I asked Mr.
Quelch, glancing over the class.

He was puzzled, mystified, and
annoyed, but 18 was olear that the name
of Darke had no more effect on him
than Bmith or Jones or Robinson might
bave had.

*It—it's been in the newspapers, siv,”
stanimered Harry,

“In the newspapers!” rapped Mr,

velch:  “Youw are wvery well aware,
YWharton, that I do not approve of boys
in my Formr resding. the nowspapers,
But 1f you have geen the name in a
newspaper—>" .

“I haven't, sir] But I heard—"

“Well, well, if you-have heard of such
a name what docs it imply? Whose
name is it 1

“A—a man who—who--who's wanted
gf the police, sir!” stammered Harry,

e had to answer, and that was the
only answer to be made.

“Indeed | enapped Mr. Quelch. "I
: boye taking interest
in such matters. Ido you mean that it is
the name of some burglari”

“Oh, no, sir! A hypnotist—at some
show in London—a man who committod
s robhbery after  hypnotising  his
employor—-~"!

MNonsenge '™ gaid Mr  Quelch,
“Absurd! But why should any boy
here, preswminably in his right scnses,
chalk that name on the hlackboard?
Burely it is not possible that anyene

am 2orr). to seo m

here has oven the remotest knowledge
of, or scquaintance with, a law-
reaker

There was no answer to that. Mr.
Quelch, more and more puzzled and

annoyed, scunned the faces of the
juniors,
Clearly he suspected that somo dis

agreeable jest had been ‘intended, and
could not gucss what it meant.

"Can anyone axplain this nonscose ™
he rapped out angrily.

No reply.

“Very well,” said Mr. Quelch, “I can
only econclude that the perpetrator of
this supposes that the man Darke, who-
over he may be, s connected or related
to some boy in this Form. In that case,
(it is intended as a mean and cowardly
taunt.”

The Remove sat dumb.

“I cannot pass over such a matter,”
said Mr. %Iuelﬂh sternly. “ Once more,
I order thoe boy who chalked thoso
words to stand forward.”

Skinner did not stir,

The Remove master compressed his
lips, hard.

“¥Yery well,” he said, "I shall mako
an inquiry into this matter, [ trust
that T shall discover the olfender, and
kis punishment will be exemplary.
Wharton, you may take the duster and
wipe the board <lean.”

Wherton, in silence, dusted the black
bosrd. Then third lesson proceeded.

Skinner sat and scowled, The out
ecome of his jape hed been to demon-
strate that Mr. Quelch knew nothing
whatever of the name of Philip Darke,
to the satisfaction of gll the Remove—
which was certainly not what Skinner
had hopod or intended But there it
was, and that was that!

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.

An Unexperted Meeting.

iYW SAY, you follows ™
“0Oh, buzz off, Bunter "

Q" E;;;t, | n;aé:,r; haeve you scen

e s palt’
“What 7 HER,
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Harry Wharten & Co. were going
down to the gates after dinner, when
Billy Bunter joined them, and nsked
that unexpected question, They stared
t-the fat Owl, who "grinned. Bunter
hked to be the fellow with the news,

“ Haven't seen him—what?*’' ho asked.
""MNobkody seems* to have seen  him.
Hardly anybody knows that he's here
at all. But I jolly well do!" added
Bunter., * Precious little goes on with-
out my knowing, I can jolly wall tell
you !

“What kevhole have you been at
now " grunted Johnny Bull.

“0Oh, really, Bull= I say, it's
rather weird, you know,” said Bunter,
“The man never came yesterday; no-
body saw “him last night. Hoe must
have come after we'd gono to dorm,
and——"

“Wha, you fat ass?"

“That man Watson—"

“MNever heard the name. Mean to
say somecbody nomed Watson is stay-
ing here, ‘and we've never heard of
him ** am%)opeﬂ the captain of the Re-
move. “'Don’t be an ass!”

“1 mean just that,” grinned Bunter,
“You ses, I saw Trotter taking up a
tray, .and wondered who it was E:m
He took it to tha room next to
Quelch’s. You know, that room that's
empty, except when there's a visitor
for one of the beaks. Well, I asked
Trotter, see, and he told me it was
for Mr. Watson."

“A friend of Quelch's?”  ashed

Harry,

“Yea; Trotter said so. The man
came late kst night, and Trotter was
called, after he'd gone to bed, to got
the room ready for him.  That's jolly

unusual, isn't it8”
“"Last train st Courtleld, wvery
“YWhat about it,

likely,” said Bab,
fathead '

“Well, Queleh couldn’t have ex-
pected him, or he'd have had the room
S:lt ready for him before ho came.

ucer for a visitor to butt in unex-
peetedly late at night,” said Bunter,
‘and nobody’s seen him. Trotter saya
he's keuring ta his room becausc ho's

t o cold, When a beak has a friend
ere, he usually feeds with the other
beaks in Common-reom, you know,
This chep Watson is having his meals
taken to his reom. I say, you fellows,
do vou know who he 121"

“Haven't the foggiest," said Harry,
““and don’t want to! If vou're fear-
fully curions about him, you'd better
give him a easll.”™

" Well,

I'd like to sce what he's
“But I can't very
well butk into his room, can L7V

“You'ro the man to butt in any-
where, aren't you 1"

“0Oh, really, Wharton! Look herc!
What could I say if I knocked at the
chap's door?” asked Bunter.

“That's casy cnough, Tell him
vou're a fat, inguisitive hittle beast,
that can't possibly mind his own busi-
ness.  Then he will understand at once
why vou've butted in."

“"You silly ass!™ welled Bunter,
while the Co. chortled.

They walked out of gates, leaving
Bunter frowning. The Peeping Tom of
Greviciars was evidently inquisitive on
the subject of Mr. GQueleh’s goest. That
was not surprising, as Billy Bunter was
inguisitive on all subjects.  But the
Yamous Iive did oot share Bunter's
dee'i interest in other people’s alfairs.

They sanuntered down [riardale Lano
in the bright apring sunshine. Harr
Wharton's brow was thoughtful, I
was thinking of the man 11 the Daimler
~tha “man with the glaring eyes.”

The keen-witted nabob had doubted.

at the time, the yarn the man had
spun ‘when the juntors found the car
parked in the wood, Wharton was cer-
tain now ‘that the man had spoken
falsely. His- vizit to the school after
dark, his surreptitious entry, showed
that hs had some reason for hanging
ebiout the vicinity of Greviriars,

-Having reported the matter to his
Form-master, Wharton had done all
that he could do. Whether Mr. Quelch
had taken any steps or not, he did not
know, but he could hardly have passed
on the affair to the police, or Inspector
Grimoes would surely have wanted to
see the fellows who had seen the man
and the car.

Yet Mr. Quelch was bound to take
some  action on Wharton's  positive
statement that he had recognised the
intruder who had been hunted in the
Greyfriars quad. More than that,
\‘:'h&rlun could not help knowing that
his description of the man with the
gliring eyes had given Mr. Queleh a
startling shoek. He could hardly doubt
that his Form-master knew the men, or
something about him. It was all very
perplexing.

“Going through the weod?" asked
DBob, as Harry Wharton turned from
ghg lane, at the point where it was
joined by the track they had followed
the previous avening,

“Yes, come on !’

“¥ou don't think that sporfaman
with: the car i3 still there?"' asked
Bob, with a grin, “Think he had a
night out in the jailty ald wood "

“I don't know. know he waa the
man_ who butted into the school last
averung,” answered Harry. “I don't
know what his reason was, but he must
have had one. He was up to some-
thing, goodness knows what! We wera
EE_L:I]‘II!':F assca to let him spoof us as he

id !

“DBut did he?" asked Johnny DBull.

“1 believe so0, at any rate. If the
police were after him for a sorious
reason he mightn't have dared to take
the car out of the wood again. Any-
how, let’s look.*”

“No harm in looking,” said Johnny,
grinnming. “ But if the car's still there,
old chap, I'll eat it, and the man, too,
if he's in it!"’

" Fathead |"

The juniors walked along the winding

track 1nfo the wood, Thera was a
sudden, stavitied exclamation [rom
Bobh Cherry.

“ Halls, halle, halla! Lok "

“Going to oat it, Johnnv?" asked
Harry Wharton, with gentle savcasm,

" ]y hat!™  sabl  Johviny  Bull
blanklsy.
~ The dark hrown Daimler steod block-
ing the woodland track, cxactly whero
the juniora had scen b at <dusk the
day before. IPour members of the Co.
stared at it blanklv., Dut Harry Whar-
ton was not sarprised. He had moro
than half-expected to see it, '

They cume to a halt, close by tho
car. Daob Cherry glanced into 1t but
it was vuoccupied,

Certainly nobody had expocted to find
the man with the glaring eves there.
Fvidemtly he had abandoned the car in
ita hicding-place in the woml, and gono

away on [oof. _ )
“YWell, tluz  beats  11," said  Reb.
have bern  somo

“Thnk moan mpusl

crook, 1 suppoze  He ean’t have lelt
hia ear for nothing,  He must have
heon afraid to rake it out on the roads

geain, after dodging the bobbies onece.”’

“Loaoks like 0," ndmitted Jobnny
Eull. )
“He's eleared off,” esid Nugent,

“Looks ags if he
though that deocsn't cxplain

wag some bad hat,

why he
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* Mr. Darke | ** exclalmed Harry Wharton, The mdn with ihe glaring eyes spun round at that unexpeeted name, his syes

siarting with alarm.
we have seen you | ' sald Wharton,

dropped in at Geeyiriavs, il you weren't
misteken  about  recognising  bim,
Harry."”

“1 wasn't mistaken,’

“Well, that's & giddy mystery, then.
Here's the car, anyhow. lﬁuc{:r that it
hasn't been found bﬁ somebody,  It's
II""E“F well hidden, but, all the samse,

should have thought somebody would
have dropped on it before thia”

There was & rustle in the thickets.

The jumiors glanced round quickly.
To their surprise, ib was the portly

lice inspector of Courtfield, My,

rinres. who stepped inte view, TUp
to that moment they had not had tha
faintest 1dea that anyone els:e was on
the spot. '

But they were quick o guess what
it meant, The ¢ar had been found
and reported to the police, and Mr.
Grimes was there to investigate. And
the fact that he had been concealed in
the thickets, looked as if e had hoped
to catch the owner of tha Daimler re-
turning to it. Obviously, ha had been
on the watch there. He had caught
the Remove fellowa mstead.

They capped Mr. Grimes vespectfully.
He gavoe them a very keen and pene-
tmtini look.

“1 heard what vou young gentlemen
wers aa}tn%" said Mr., Grimes, rather
grarmdy. Y Otherwisg—"

¥ Otherwize, you would't have shown
up hke o jack-in-a-hox,” suggested
Bob, with a cheery grin,

“ Precisely 1" caid Mr, Grimes, “1
rather that you havo seen this ear
before, and seen the man who drove
it.’

“¥Yes, when we wera eutting through
the wood at dusk yesterday.”

“You can deseribe him ™

All Mr, Grimes' professional calm
could not hide his eagerness as he asked

“ You 1% he gasped:

stood panting. his eyes burning.

that gquestion,
it.

“¥oz, rather,” ssid Boh., “Not hikely
to forget that johnny. Man of about
thirty, or thirty-two——-=~"

wDark complexion,” said Nugent,

“And rather welrd eyes™
Jobnny Bull, " Not exactly
though—blessed if I  Lnow
desertbg 1f——"" i ]

“Sort of magnelic,” =aid Bob,
“Jolly noticeable, angyhow.” _

“Good-looking chap, in a way " zaid

Nugent. )
Wharton, igeak:n .
e cou

His eves gleamed with

said
weird,
how to

RETY 1 without
watched the inspector’s face.
seg that that deseription waos what Mr.
Grimes expected to hear. The Court-
field inspector nodded, with
satisfaction.

“"You know the man, Ar. Grimes?"
azked Harry quietly. =

“Wa have his description at the
station,” smiled 3r, Grimes, *Now,
my beys, 1f you can think of anything—
the most trifling deteil—that will help
me to lay my hands on that man, it is
voyr duty to do so. I call upon you to
do so in the name of the law.”

“Then-—he is wanted by the police?"
azked Harry.

Y zhould say so," eaid Mr. Grimes

evident

“He was seen, and chased, in this
vicinity, 1.'estn_=.rd'ay, and the roads were
hunted for him all night. When 1 re-

ceived word this mormng that a dark-
brown Daimler had been found hidden
here, I knew that hd had abandoned his
car, and faken to his heels”

“"But you sort of fancied he might
chanee it, and come back for the cari”
grinned Bob. . .

“Poesibly 1" said Mr. Grimes, " Now
that I have examined the car, I know
that it was tha one that was chased
yasterday—it was already known that
the rascal had stolen a ear, of which

** 1 think I have seen you before—what ¥ **
** And we have seen Inspector Grimes, who has told us who yoy are [ "

““ You have seen us belore, and
The rascal

the deseription was circulated—and thia

is the car. I tell you, that if you can
mvoe me any help in the matter it is
your duty to do so, The man you have

deseribed lo moe 13 & rogue who has
been on the run for & week or more—
a man who has robbed his employer of
four thousand pounds, after hypnotising

: ¥

him——"
"Oh, my hat!" gasped Dob, “That
man in the newspapets |
“That man in the newspapers!”
assented Mr. Grimes, with a naod, “His
namo is Philip Darke.”

THE SEVENTEENTH CHAPTER.
Bllly Bunter Surprises Study No. 1]

ILLY BUNTER rose from the
armchair in Study No, 1 in the
Remove, and blinked reproach-

. fully at the five juniors who camo
into the room.

“I'vo been waiting for you follows ™
said Bunter.

“Don't wait any longor!" suggested
Bob Cherry.

"1 was going to get tea ready for you
chape,” s2id the fat Owl. *“Taddy's
teaing out, and there’s nothing in my
study—I mean, thought vou'd like
to find your tea ready when you camo
m after a walk, But I couldn't, as
there was nothing in the cupboard——"

“Thera was & cake " said Nugent.

“Wasz there? I—I never saw it—="

“And it’s not there now!” added
Nugent, locking into the study eup
lard.

“I—I dare say you afe it hefore von
went out, old chap, and—oand forgot!”
said Bunter. *1 say, what bave vyou
got in that parcel, Bob?”

Trg Magxer Lisrany.—No. 1,517,
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“If wou've scoflfed that cake,
fat cormorant—"

“1 haven't! I hope I'm not the
fellow to scoff a fellow's cake! I don't
like plum cake, either!" .

“And how did you know it was o
plum cakel”

“Dht I—I mean—"

“Kick him"

“I—I say, sou fellows, fo larks, you
know,” said Bunter, dodging round the
study table. "“If you're going to make
& fuss about that cake, I'll pay for it.
I'm expecting & postal order shortly.
I say, g'va got something to tell you.
That's really wh; II was waiting for

14

1o

Enu, not because dn't had my tea,
ut—-
Bob Cherry slammed his parcel on

the table and preceeded to unpack it
“8hut up, and cook these sosses!”
he said.
Billy Bunter beamed.
“Yes, rather, old chap "
There was soon & savoury scent of
frving sausages in Study No. 1. Billy
Bunter was busy and happy. ;
Four members of the Clo. proceeded
with other preparations for tea. The
chums of the Remove had brought back
d n;.;frat:tea from their ramble. Dut
gfaorry harton, standing at the study
window, looked out into the quad with a
thoughtful pucker in his brow,

Tho captein of the Remove was sorely
troubled in mind. 3

The interview with Inspector Grimes
had given bhim ‘troubled ¥food for
thought. He had, as in duty bound,
told the iﬂiﬁer:tur ‘all he knew of the
“man with the glaring eyes.”

Mr. Grimes had beeu utterly aston-
ished to hear that the nan had pene-
trated into the precincts of the school
the previous evening. ﬂbrmualg.
Quelch had not reported Wharton's
statement; the information was quile
pew to Mr. Grimes.

Harry Wharton was both puzzled snd
dismaved,

LEven o his own_chums, he could not
say what was in his mind. It troubled
him sorely for that reason,

He felt, or rather knew, that Mr.
Quelch had recognised his description
of the *“man with the glaving eyes”™
Quelch knew the man!

Now he knew that the man with the
cves was Darke, the rascally hypnotist
who was wanted by the police,

It followed that Mr. %Ielf:h wasg
acqueinted with the man Darke—and
it was only too probable that Darke was
the * distant relative ' to whoin he had
veferred. The Bounder had been night,
efter all—8kinner, little as he believed
it now, had been on the right track.

Wharton could hardly doubt that.

But, in that cass, what of the scene
in the Form-room that morning? Was
Mr. Queleh, & man whom he deeply
respected, capable of playing a part, of
uttering  falsehoods  with  braZen
effrontery ?

That was impossible !

Then—what did it all mean?

If Queleh knew the man, he knew him.
Vet in the Form-room he had acted as
if he had never heard the name before.
Such dissimulation was unimaginable
in & man like Quelch, What could 1t
all mean? )

For it was in Wharton's mind that he
knew, now, why the rascal had entered
the school the previons evening. Hunted
by the police, forced to alandon the
stolen car, he must Linve been in desper-
ate need of a helping haund. Had Le
come there, hoping to get into touch
with Quelch ?

It looked like it.

What would he have deone, had not
Prout barged into him, and cauzed the
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alarm, and the hunt in the quad? Had
he, a.f'l:pr all was "?uiet, returned ¢ Was
it possible that Mr., Quelch had helped
& breaker of the law on his way? It
was not possible—snd yet

“Hallo, hallo, hallal Gope to alaeg
etanding up like & horse?" came Bo
Cherry’s cheery rosr, “Tea's rendy, old
bean ™

i ':}h t:j
his deep and panful
turned from the window.

“@till thinking sbout the sportsman
with the eves?" asked Bob, with a grin,
“Bother the man! I say, I wonder if
we shall have Grimey rooting about
Graﬁ{riara 1

“Why the dickens chould he?” asked
Nugent, i

“Well, if Wharton’s right, the man
butted in once, so ke might butt in
again,” answered Bob., " Never mind
him now—whack out the sosses!
you want any sossea, Buater?”

“Qh, really, Cherry—""

Bunter did- want sosses !

“ I say, you fellows,” said the fat Owl,
with his mouth full, “I say, I've seen
him, 1 say, theze sosses are ™

“Seen 'n.'lr'hﬂvm,,l fathead? Lota of hims
at Groyfriars!

“That man

Harry Wharton came out of
reverie, and

n Watson !” said Bunter.
“He's sticking in his room, but 1
spotted him walking on the balcony.”

“Who the dickenz 12 Watson ?”

*1 told you Quelch had a pal staying
horg—"

“{h, 50 yvou did! Blessed if 1 hadn't
forgotten,’? yawned Bob. "“Man who

blew in, in the middle of the night,

whet? Did you butt in and tell him
you were an inguisitive little beast ¥

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“¥ah! - I say,  he's rather a queer
merchant,” said Bunter. " 3ticking in
his room all day, you know, and only
going out on the balcony to sniff the
air. "1 spotted ‘him from the passago
window, and had & squint at him, Ige
didn't look to me s if he had a cold.”

“Well, he wouldn't stick in his room
all day, unless ho had to, fathead!™
suid Bob, *These venerable old sports-
men feel the east wind.”

“He min't old,” seid Bunter. * Quite
a yvoung man! Not much over tlarty,

anyhow,”

Oh! Not a jolly old schoslmaster
like Quelch?™

“No fear! Rather s good-looking

"But 1
Queer

sort of chap,” said Bunter,
didn't like the look in hia eves,
sort of eyes, somechow.”

“Hallo, halle, hallo! It's raining
chaps with queer eyes " said Dob.
“YWea gaw one yesterday,”

Harry Wharton gave a sudden start.

“What do you mean, Bunter?" he
exclaimed.

Bunter blinked at him.

“Eh? I mean what I say,” he
answered., “I sav, pess tho sossea, will
voui If vou fellows don't want any
mare, I'll finish them.”

“You fat ass—"

“(h, really, Wharton! If you're
going to be mean with the sosses—"

"Tell me what you mean,  vou fat
chump ! Wharton's veice was almost
husky with excitemncnt, and his friends
stared at him, wondering. * What did
vou notice about the man's eyes? How
do ven mean, gqueer?”

“Harry—" gasped Nugent.

He caught what was in Wharton's
thoughts, and fairly jumped.

“Let Bunter speak " said Harrry.

“EBh? I don't mean exactly gueer,”
gaid Bunter. *8Sort of weird! No,
not cxactly that, either! But a sort
of unusual leok in them—hardly know
how to deseribe it, but if you saw him
you'd mnotice it at once. You'd look
at his oves first of all, if you saw him.”

“Large and dark, with & sort of {]E-'EE
glitter 1n them " asked Harry. “Dar
complexion, too?”

“Fht You said you hadn’t seen him
~—made out that you didn't know
Quelch had him here1” said Bunter,
blinking at the captain of the Remove.
“Pulling my leg sll the time?”

“Then that fits him?*

“Yes, of coursel You jolly well
know it does You couldn't describe
him like that if you hadn’t seen him,”
snid Buanter testily. **'What are you
getting at?*

“Harry Wharton did not answer that
question He rose from the table, Lis
tea unfinished, and went out of the
.il:._udﬁ His comrades followed him iuio

Rei

te nove passage with startled, un-
easy faces. ‘

Billy Bunter blinked after them in
astonishment.

“1 gay, you fellows, arent you going
to finish your tea ™ he squeaked,

The door shut.

“Well, my hat ¥ ajaculated Bunter.
“If they ain't going to finish their tea,
1 know I'm jolly well going to [finish
mine,"”

And Bunter did—and, hax‘ing done
so, finished the tee of the other fellows,
as well. Why the Famous Five had so
suddenly left him to it Bunter did not
Lknow—and did not care very much;
but it was non opportunity that YWilliam
George Bunter was not likely to lose.

THE EIGHTEENTH CHAPTER.
Safe ?

HILIP DARKE blew out & little
cloud of smoke and smiled
gemally over his cigarette.

He sat in a8 comfortable room,
by an open window, looking on a
baleony, in the glimmuer of the setting
SUTI.

Hao was feeling quite at case,

Voices reached him from a diwstance—
the cheery volces. of schoolbeys. When
he cared to walk out on the baleony ho
had & view of the guad, of many win-
dows, and of the playing fields—and a
glimpse of the sea, away across Friar-
dale Wood.

For the present his walks were con-
fined to that baleony, high up over the
guad—which was rather irksome, for
ke was an active man, accustomed to
plenty of exercise. But he had =
natural disinclination for meoting the
public ere.

His description was circulated all
over the country. He was well aware
that his dark, magnetic eyes were a
prominent feature, llkﬂ%ﬂ to  be
observed by any observer. rtainly it
was unlikely that any schoolboy at
Greyfriara had even heard of him; im-
possible that any boy thera could know
anvthing about descriptions circulated
to police stations. But he was cantious,
all the same.

His very presence in the House was
not generally known. Plenty of the
Greyfriavs fellows were quite unaware
that the Remove master had a guest
staying &t Greyfriara, Those who
knew were not specially interested—
with the exception of Bunter, who was
interested in everything that did not
corcern him.

The servants, of course, knew; but 1t
had been explained that ** Mr, Watson "
Lagd arrived by a late train, failed to
get o taxi, walked through the night,
and caught a cold—which explained
evervthing and asccounted for the fact
that he kept hiz room.

As he smoked his cigarette and looked
out at the sunset he was feeling sale
and satisfied. He had had a scries of



narrow escapes since he had bolted
frem ™ Magicland * with four thousand
pounds in banknotes belonging to hia

smployer. But he had pulled through
and reached a safe haven.
He had hoped—thougli he had

Joubted—that his distant relative,
Henry Samuel Quelch, might help hum,
in his neced—pernaps for a share of the
loot! The swindler judged others by
himself, and had little belief in the
integrity of character.

But in the case of failure, ha had
another cerd up his sleeve—hiz strange

power of hypnotism, And he had
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It there was still danger Le helicved
that it was remote. The abandoned car
would ba found, of course, parked in
the wood ; but who was to guess that the
man who had left it there had taken
refuge in a school? i

They were mora hkely to think that
he had headed for the shore, in tho
hope of getting away in some stolen
boet.  Anyhow, a school was the very
last place they were hikely to think of.

He could keep to his reom for & week,
on the excuse of a cold—seen only by
gne or two ervants, who knew nothing
of him, except that he was tho guest
of a Grevirtars master,
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Afier that the coast would be clear<he
could cut and yup. It would be pos-
mble to hire a motor-hoat by [ +lephone,
from Greyfriars, and cut acees to the
I'rench coast! A respite from the bunt
was all he needed. .

Like most canning rascals, ho laid his
plans without allowing for the chances
that, in slmost every case, upset the
plans of cunning .rascals,

e had no means of knowing that, ro
far from being unheard of at Grey-
friars, .his name was the talk of the
Rentove.

He did not know that a junier had

(Continued an next page.)

played that card successfully.
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recoghised him as he clambered over
the school wall to escape, aftor the eol-
lision with Prout.

Heo had almost forgotten the mecting
with the five boys in Friardale Wouod,
:\‘}i'ium he had deceived with a plausible
&lie,

He did not know thas they bLelonged
to Greyfriars. He had not even thought
of them in conuection with the school
at all.

Ho far as ho know, they had gone on
their way and forgotten him—as he
had almnost forgotien thetn.

Somebody hod flashed & light on him
23 he clambered over the wall in
meking hiz ezcape. He had not seon
who it was—and never dreamned that
it was one of the boys who had seen
him in the weood. Buch a thought did
not cross hig nund for a moment. Ha
did not even kuow Lhat that boy had
seen his face as he went.

All—so fer as Philip Darke conld see
—was safe. Yot he was cautious all
the time. Irksome as it was to be shut
up 10 his room, he walked on tho bal-
cony only at intervals, Watkchful as a
cat, he had noticed a Ffat fellow in

ctucles blinking at him from a win-
ow. But lic was not likely to take any
alarm from that trivial circumstance.

Ho smiled over his cigarotte. Four
thousand pounds in banknotes were
sewn up in the lining of his coat, Next
week he would be safe in a forcign
land with his plunder, ]

Only, he hmll to bo careful. Quelch
had to be kept under his.influence while
he m:nainmli, That was all that was
needed. But it was casy. He was
axpecting Trotter up with his tea now;
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and Quelch was coming up to sit with
him while ho had tea—guite a natural
attention from the Remove master to
his guest. The hypnotic influence would
be renewed before it faded awsy.

Tap !

Trotter entered, with the tray.

Darke uncstentatiously kept s back
to the House page, continuimng to look
from the window. The page mattered
littlo, but the less his face was seen the
hetter.

Trotter glanced at him.

“ Your tea, sir!”

“Thank you!" seid Darke, without
turming his head,

Trotter laid tea for two. Then le
svent out of the room, and Philip Darko
rose to his fect, with o smiling face.

Mr. Queleh entered,

“"Ho gave the “man with the glaring
oyes ™ a friendly nod.

“How do you feel now, Watson ** he
asked.

“A little better, thanks!™ answered
Darke, smiling.

To the Remove master, while the
hypnotic spell lasted, he was James
Watson, an old friend, confined to his
voom with & cold. 8o long as that
strange spell lasted, Philip Darke was
tnon-existent to Mr, lei{rﬁ.

They sat down, on either side of the
table, to tea, at the open window, in
the fresh spring sunshine. Me, Queleh
remained half an hour with his * guest,”
and when he left, Trotter came to clear
away—and Darke, sitting at the win-
dﬁi‘.j a]nmked cigarettes, and smiled.

‘H..p

"UComo in ! called out Doarke, carve-
lessly,

Meet the Famous Boy Outlaw . . .

— H

For ne faule of hit own, this
cheery youngster, expert
shot and horseman, finds
himself on the run. Up
againit an  unserupulous
cnemy, who has the sheriff
in his pocker, the Rio Kid
fights alone and single-
tanded. This yarn of the
¥Wild WWest I3 a2 winner all
the way through,

Ho supposed that it wes Trolier,
cotmning back for something. e did
not turn his head as the door opeued
and someone stepped into the roon,

——

THE NINETEENTH CHAPTER.
Face to Face!

1 ARRY—" lDreathed Trank
H:.:%iint,d \ ,
1y dear chap—" said
- Bob Uhn!:ﬁ.r. : i .
ot can't possibly think—" zai
Johnny Bull, be ) eid

“My  estcemed Wlharton=——"
mured the Nabob of Bhanipur,

Harry Wharton did not answer them.,
His faco was pale with oxcitement. He
moved away from Study No. 1, and his
friends  followed him, anxious and
startled. They knew what was in his
mind, and it seemied to them wildly
iinpossible,

Wharton stopped in the deep window
recess on the Remove landing, Most of
the fellows were at tea in the studies,
and there was no one else sbout. ile
had to speak without being overheard,

“It's the man!” he said, in a low
voice,

“The man in the Daimler ¥ muttered
Bob.

“Weg 1™

“You're mad! Grimey told us that
that man was Philip Darke, the thick
who's running from the police 1

“I know ™

“¥You imagine that Queleh—"

“1 know now why he sneaked into (he
school last evening, when Prout butted
into him. I know now that he camo
hack later, when the school was asleep.
I know that he's the man.”

Wharton spoke in low tones of intense
convichion,  He knew—he knew it in
Lis very bones. It was the “man with
the glaring eves,” who was posing as
James Watson, a guest of a &NFEI‘IE‘!‘.&
master,

“ ¥ou're mad ! repeated Bob, “Yon
think far one moment that Queleh wourll
Lhide s erook from the police’ Don't
Lo an idiot!”

T can’t understand that. I tell vou,
he's the man. 1 tell you, that was wly
lie hid the ear in tho wood=—to he neer
the school. That was why ho came—he
was wintehing for a chanes to got in
tounel with Quelel, when Prout barged
into b, He had to go—Dbut ho came
back.”

*“Wharton t*

“I tell you I know. It's all clear
now. Ee's some relative of Quelel’s—
as that fool Smithy nesed out. That
was what upzet poor old Quelcli—find-
g out that a connection of his was u
thief, wanted by the police.”

i H‘Ut_“

“I deseribed him to Bunter, Ie was

the man Bunter saw on the balcony—
calling himsclf Watzon. How ho's done
fhis, I don't know-—but he's the man”
hreathed Harry, “Can’t yvou see Low
it lonks¥*
_ " Whatever it looks like, it's utterly
impossible,” said Frank Nugont quicetly,
“Quelch couldn't and wouldn't de it
You must be potty to faney that he
would, for eng mement.  Ho dogsn't
even know the man’s name. You saw
that for yourself in the Form-reom this
tuoEnrig.

Tarry Wharton pressed bis hand to
Lis forchead.  The mystory of it way
slmost too wmeh for him,

“He does know the mon,™ he said at

mer-

tw ondnce arai Newsdgens last.  “When 1 veported to him last
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vight, ho kirew the man from iy
deacription—I could seo that,  And e
had read about him in the paper in tae
morning—Smithy was right, there”

“ Rubibisl V¥ said Johnny Bull. *Are
vou poing to believe that Quelch, owr
Forit-master, told us a string of lice 1n
the Form-room "

“MNolt said Harry.

“Then what do you mean?”

Wharton did not answer that.

His brain was almest in & whirl.

The man in “Mr, Watson's” roomn
was Philip Darke; on that point he had
no doubl. Yet BMr. Quelch, whe had
taken in the crook and sheltered him,
was incapable of that very act, F’"d
incapable of falsehood. The two things
wera both true, and utterly contradic-
tory.

“FPuSh it out of your head, old chap [*
gald Bob., “It's impossible, and you
can sce that it's impossibla 1Y

“I'm going to sec the man. You fel-
lows are going to sce him, too,” said
Harry Wharton, between his teeth.

"H}n;:’s keeping his room."

“We shall go to hiz room. At least,
I shall go. And if I recognise him, face
1o face, a3 the man we saw in the cay,
what then?”

“ Impossible

“I—I know it’s impossible for Quelch
to be hand-tn-glove with a villain like
that. I know. But—he's the man.
That man is Philip Darke, the man whe
hypnotised his employer in London and
robbed him——"" Harry Wharton broke
off suddenly, with a startled cry.

Eveh as he uttered the words, his own
wérds enlightened him. The man had
h¥pnotised the manager of ¥ Magie-
land "—that was how he had effected
tho robbery. What he had done once,
tie had done again. 1

“Oh ¥ exclaimed Wharton, “That's

itl 1!:
“What's it?” asked Johnny Ball
testily., *What mad idea have you got

tnto your head nowi?™

“Can’t you see?!™”  Wharton's cyes
blazed with excitement. “Ho hyp-
rotised the man in London, and made
him open his safe—>"

“T know that !

“He's played the same foul trick on

Queleh

" “Wha-a-at?"

“Can’'t you seo mnow??  breathod
Wharton. “He's got Quelch under his

influence by the same vile trickery! If
he's the man—and I know he is!—that's
the only way of accounting for it 1"

“1f 1” grunted Johnny Bull

“He's the man. 1 tell you, I know it,
Quelch would hand him straight over
to the police, if he know. uelch is
doing this, without knowing what he is
doing.”

“1f he's doing it at all, that's a cort 1
said Bob. * But—"

“You follows don’t think soi®

“No1” said the four together.

Harry Wharton drew a deep breath.

“¥ou'll believe it if we sce the man,
and he turns out to be the man n the
Daimler ¥

“¥Yes, But he won't!”

“We're going to settle that. I'm
roing straight to his room now, to sce
him, face to face. Come with me?”

The juniors exchanged dubious
glances.

4Tt means a row, if we go butting in
on Quelch’a guest 1 said Bob.

"T'm going. You fellows please your:
selves”

“ But—look here—"

“I'm gomg 1*

And Harry Wharton went.

His friends looked after him, in doubt
and dismay, as he started for the uppor

EVERY SATURDAY

stairs. I'vauk Nugent followed him at
O,

“h, come on ! said Bob, It weans
a row, but we've been through rows
hefore.  After what Wharton'a said, we
onght to have a look at tho sporwsman,
tf only to couvinee im that he's mado
a nuatake ®

" Let's ™ gronted Johnny Bull,

And they followed on. ;

tlarry Wharton headed direct for the
upper passage, on which “3Alr. Wat-
zson’s” room opencd. I he had doubted
hefore, he wus cortain now, now that he
had laid Ins finger on the clue.

The only difficulty 1n the matter was
the fact that Mr. Quelech was ineapable
of acting as he wasx, if Wharton was
vight, now pcting. But if he, like tho
man in London, was under the spell of
hypootism, that was explained, and all
was clear. He was doing, unconseiously,
what all the Famouns Five knew that ho
never  would or could have done
consciously,

One loock at the man, at all events,
woutld settla the matter. If Wharton
was mistakon, 1t meant being called
gver the coals. But that was a trifle,
And he knew that he was not mistaken,

He stopped at the ddor.

Ilia frienda joined him there.

Wharton raised his hand to tap.

“Wait here, when I go 1o, he sad.
“Get a good look at him! One look

will be enough.” 3
said Bob Choryy

“Go ahead!™
resignedly.

Harry Wharton rapped at the dJoor.
A wvoice fromm within said, “ Come m."”
And at the sound of that veice, all the
juniors started, There was a familiar
tone In that voiee, and they all knew
that they had heard it before.

“By gum ! breathed Bob Cherry,

Tho captain of the Remove openad
ihe deor, and stepped intoe the room.
His friends elustered in the doorway.

Wharton fxed his eyes on the man
sitting at the window, looking out. Tho
man did not turn his head. He could
not see tha face. But there was a
familiar look in the outlines of the
figure,

Wharton stood silent. He walted for
the man to look round. . Onee he did so,
in the light of the window, all would be
clear. But the man did not lock round,
ancd Harry Wharton spoke, at last, in o
fense voigo

“Mr. Darke!” .

The man moved, then, with a bound.

He sprang from the chair, and spun
round, at that unexpected name, his
cyes starting with alarm. ) .

Clearly, in the light of the window,
all the Famous Five saw him-—the mnan
they had seen in the Daimler in Friar-
dale Wood—the “man with the glaring
cyes.'” There was no doubt now.

He locked at them—like a hunted
animal. He knew them at once, az they
knew him. His strange oves blazed and
burned, as a ghastly pallor swept ovor
his dark face. But he pulled himself
topether at once, Alarmed, struck to
the very heart with sudden fear, he
quiclkly had himself in hand.

“¥oul” he said. His voico wpz a
littla husky, but ecalm. “I think 1
have seen you before——what?"

“Tou have seon us before, and wo
hiave scen vyou before P smid Harry
Wharton. “And we  have scen
Inspector Girimes, whe has told us who
vou are ¥

Tha raseal stoed panting, his cves
burning. Wharton looked full at him
with contemptuous scorm. :

&

“Are you thinking playing

bypnotio tricks, as you have done on

o scoundeel [* ho
rather too many [or

our Form-master,
said. “We'ro

‘get

2

that, I think=—and I dou't believe sou
could hypnotise s fellow who was ou
his pguard,. esther.  You scoundrel—
vou villain——"

Piulip Davke stood tense. Hypnotio
trickery was ro usoe to him now—and
ha was known, recognised, hunted
down, and his game was upl

This was the safety he had been
hanking on. They knew him, Lknew
him f{or what he was and one call
would bring a crowd on the scene—
with the polio fo follow!

From sonfident safety he passed. in a
moment, to direst danger; but he was
quick on the uptake. If -he had a
chance yet, it was in sudden fhight,
before hands could be laid on him.

For ona long moment he stood
staring at tho jumors in furious roge
—then ho made tho spring of a tiger.

“Bag him " welled Beli Cherry—but
ho spun over, under the rush, beforo
hoe had fairly uttered the words.

In o second Philip Darke was
through the juniors and springing for

the stairs.

“"After him ¥ gasped Bol.

“Btop 1" Harry Wharton leapoed
into the doorway and ntﬂpFnd the pur-
suing rush. “ Stop, you fellowst”

“You ass! Ho's the man—"

"We'vn gpot to think of Queleh,” said
Harry Wharton guietly. “The man
can’t get away—but think of Queleh, if
he's taken here——"

“0h 1" =aid Bob .

Fleeing footsteps died away down
the stairs. Philip Darke was gone—
taking lus chence, such as it was,
Harry Wharton knew that it was no
chance. In silence thoy stepped to the
window Tho man was out of tho
Heuse already—hatlezse, running for
tha gates.

A dozen fellows were staring at him
in surprise as he ran, wondering who
ho was. Heo reached tho gates and
darted ont with the speed of a decr.

“Gone ' said Bob., _
C*Grimey told us to rm% him up 1f
wo saw anything more of the man,”
said Harrs Wharton \q:_nhetlji+ “T'm
going down toe phona now. I'm going
to tell Grimes that we'vo seen. him—
mnn;:yg Im.l_l::ss! If Grimey doecsn't
1=

the

* Ho will got him all right |
Harry Wharten ran’ down
gtairs.
THE TWENTIETH CHAPTER.
Brought to Book!
11 SAY, vou fellows, it's quecr:”
I “Talking about yoursclf, as
1151.:.;':1!1!.1 ald aj?t nan 12 :
“0h, really, m'rr;.l-—_ iz¥

“Tha qunerful:naﬁa'iz terrific,”’ agreed
Hurree Jamsct Ram Singh, with w
dusky grin

“Oh, really, Inky——2"

Harry Wharton & Co. were in iho
quad, watting for the bell for calling-
over. Fellows were coming in atb the
gates. Mr. Quelch was walking and
talking with Mr. Prout, and the chumns
of the Remove glanced every now and
then at their Form-master. But when

Bunter rolled up, they transferred
their attention to that fat and fatuous
youth.

“He's ponel” gaid Bunter.

"Who 7 inquired Harr
while his comrades grinned.

Bunter was not first with the pews
this time.

“That man Watson—"

“YWho's Watson " asked Bob inne-
cently.

*Oh,. rcally. Cherry, youw've got a
rotten memory! That pal of Queleh’s

T Macrer LiBRaRy.—No. 1,517.
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who came last night.
him—"

“80 you di¢ I'"" ogreed Bob.,
of remember samething about it
he gone already > :
o %l:'a fearfully queor I”. said Dunter
improessively. ":;: wonder what Ll;}ual-:h
v-iﬁ think of 1t—lis guest scobting off
like that1”

T told you sbout

“1I sort
Has

“Was tho scootfulness torrific, my
esteomed fat Bunter?”
“Well from what I hear, some

fellows saw & man cut.ﬂn%‘ across tha
gued,” said DBunter. “8o far as I can
make out, it was Watson. Templo of
the Fourth saw him—and Coker—and
Hobson—and some other fellows. They
wondercd who the dickens fhe man
was, you know; but from what I can
meke out it was Watson. Izn't i
queer T ;

“Frightfully I said Bol. _

“What I mean is, he was cutling
along like aﬁ:,rthit:jg I" said Bunter.

“Might havo had & train to catch!”
suggesiod Nugent i

“Well, he wouldn't hoof it to the

station, ruonmng like that,” said
Bunter. 1 hardly think that.”
“You harfdly think at ell, old
porpoise 1”

“0Oh, rveally, Nugent! Desides, some
of the follows say ho hadn't got his
hat "on! [ call 1t jolly queer alto
gether ! But he's gone! Do you think
that the man they saw scooting was
Watzon, you fellowsai™”

“ Hardly 1" said Harry Wharton, and
his chirms chuckled.

Thav bad the best of reasens for not
thinking that the man who had scooted
was ‘named Watson |

Fully Banter enorted and rolled away.

The Famous Five smiled at one
another

“Mum's the
Harry Wharton _

"The mumfulness 13 terrific!” agreed
Hurree Jamset -Ram Bingh,

Exactly - how the 'strange affair wounld
turn out, tho chums of the Remove
did’ not know. ‘Bui they had not the
glightost doubi that the fugitive rascal,
in hs
captured before he was o fow
oldor; so that was all right.

word "' murmured

hours

Since the discovery of the abandoned

car in Friardale Wood, every road and
ovory lano wna p&[,m'li-ad and watched
for him ~ Within ‘the walls of Grey-
friars, lic had been secure—but ho waos
outside those walls pow, and it was only
a matter of lmurs—pﬁrtl}aps of minutes,

They hoped fervently that he would
bo at a distance from tho school when
he wat taken. In that case, it might
never transp're that ho had been there
at.all. Tascal as he was, ruthlessly as
he had made use of Mr. Quelch, he
could hardly be supposed to have any

resent parlous state, would be.
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meolive for dragging the IRemove
master into s disgrace when it could
BEIVA N0 PUrposs, :

Mr. Quelch, walking and talking with
Prout, little guessed how kindl thoso
members of his Form were thinking of
his welfara.

“ Mutn ¥ was the word, Nobody knew
g0 far that the IPamous Five had inter-
voned in the mattér ‘at all, and nohedy
wae geing to know., Wharton had done
bis duty in passing on, by telephone,
the information that the men had been
seen, running, hatless. It was unncces-
sary o say more.

Unless he were questioned, no more
would be said: and he would not be
questioned if the man were caught.
And he could hardly fail to be caught.

“ Halla, hallo, hallo | Here's Smithy I
exclaimed Bob Cherry.

Herbert Vernon-8mith and Tom Red-
wing came along from the bike-shed:
they had been out for & spin that after-
ILCHoAL., .

The Bounder's face was cxcited.

Ho called to the Famous Five.

“You fellows heard 1"

“Which, and what " asked Bob.

“That man Darke—"

“0Oh, I remomber 1 said Bob blandlx.
*“Any news of him 7"

e e
‘Half-Starved! Compelled
to Wear Nightcaps! Given

Tabloids for their Health !

Read how Harry Wharton & Co.
hava & fean dme of it undar their
faddist Form-master In:

“THE REMOVE ON
A DIET!”
it's In the GEM, on sala now, 2d.
TR T T TR R e

" He's in this neighbourhood.”

“MNot really 1

“And they're jolly well after him ™
said the Bounder. _-“{’h'e‘vu just passed a
crowd on ‘Courtficld Common=—about &
dozen bobbies, and threo or four dozen
others—hunting him. Hes been seen,”

I aup&::-se they'd have His descrip-
tion at the - police station,” remarked
Johony DBull. ]

“Beot wyou ‘they would!” sasid the
Bounder -“Every police station in the
country, of ecourse. From what we
hoard, he was spotted and chased on the
Courtfield road, cutting along without
his hat—-="

“Blew off, perhaps,” suggested Bob
gravely, . :
““He's taken to the common, but
they're after him like a lot of terriers,”
grinned the Bounder. * They'll get him
ell right.”

4 “(Iood egg " said Bob. “I hope they

'ﬂ‘ I!l!l

“*]1 faney he’s beon hiding about hero
somewhere,” eaid the DBounder. *
fact—— I don’t koow whether it's
oceurred to you fellows, but I've gob
rather & strong suspicion that he may
hove butted in here.” .

* Here 1 repeated Harry Wharton.

“Well, whe was that sportsman we
chased in the guad last night " argued
the Bounder, “1 chouldu’t wonder
it was that very blighter, looking for
somewhere to hide, of course.”

The Bounder walked on with Red-

wing. The IFamous Five looked at one
pnother and smiled.
The TFamous Five werc rather

anxious for news. DBut they did nob
¢t tho news till the following morning.
Thoy were down from the Remove
dormitory before the rising-bell ceased
to clang, and a newspaper was borrowed
from mmon-room before the beaks
arvived in that apartment. Five heads
werp bent upon it together, and five
peirs of eyes read, with considerable
satisfaction, the headlino:

“PHILIP DARKE ARRESTED.

A brief paragraph stated that Philip
Darko, who had been wanted by tho
police for & woek, had been run dewn
on & common near the town of Court-
field, in Kent, and taken back fo
London. The loot with which he had
fled had heon recovered—sewn up in the
lining of his coat.

“That's that 1" sald Harry Wharton.
“They say herc that it's a smart capture
by the police. Mind you don’t mention
to anybody that it was a smart capture
Ly the Gregyfriars Remove |”

And the joniors chuckled. )

They could not help wondoring a little
haw I{‘[r, Queleh was going to take it.
But they were never likely to knew the
thoughts of the Bemovo- master on tho
subject. When the hypnotic influence
had faded :away, it was guite likely
that Mz Queleh remembered nothing of
the part he had unconsciously played.
If vague recollections puzzled him, no
daubt they were dismissed in fime. -~ No
more of tir: matter was heard at Grey-
friars, at all events, the Famous Five
carcfully kecping their own counsel.

Hurree! Jamset Ram Singh, who wos
great on proverbial wisdom, remarked
to his friends that a still tongue was
a stalled ox that was better than a bird
in the bush, and the Co grinned, aud
agreed that it wasl

THE END

(Kow look owuwt por next Saturday's
ripping yarn of the Greyfriars chune—
“FHE ANANIAS OF  THE RE-
MOVE Billy Bunter iz the conlral
faure, and stories with “ Dilly V' playing
& fat™ part are always éxira-specia.
This one it no exceplion, Dan’t mizs itf}
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JACK JOLLY ON THE @&. 5%
TRACK!

Another Rollicking Instalment of

“ THE ST. SAM'S TREZZURE HUNT 1%

Dicky Nugent's Lalest and Greatest Serial,

SCROWNGER'S WIN |
Tinkle, tinkle, tinkle !
It waa tho deep, sol-

lem, roverberating toll-

ing of the skool bell,
summoning the boys of

#t. Sam'as to apother

(eperal Assemnbly,

“Ten to one in doe-
nutta Lickham’s goin
to annownce the thi
round of the Bir Gouty
Greybeard's  Trozzure
Hunt | " Boun-
der, of the Sixth, as he
joined tho crowd that

red inte Big Hall,

ut there were no takers.

Bounder, ;gt usual, dw&;

trying to on a dea

caxp1

When the fellows had
all into their
places and silonce rained
over the azssembly, Mr.
Liockham pitter-pattored
on to the platforno.

There was & mermer
of oggeitement a8 he
inserted his thumb n &
sealed envelopoe.

“Boys ™ eried M
Lickham., " 8ir Gouty
Greyboard has gone

obroad, but he hes left
all the arrangements for
earrying on the tregzuro
Bhunt in his abseneo in
the handas of hie newly
appointed secrotary, Mr.
Smith, Mr. Smith's or-
ders regarding the third
round of the hunt are
contained in this hcre
envelope.”

“ Hero, hero 1 ™

“1 know you are all
in o tearing hurmy to
hear the news, boys,”
grinmed Mr. Lickhain.
* 80 I will now tear open
the envelope.”

“ How rippin

“ Go ahead, sir!™

Mr, Lickham opened
the envelope and drew
out a grimy sheet of
notepaper, which he per-
cosed ewiftly. Then he
gave & preliminary coff
and read out the follow-
ing annowncement :

H B8k Sam’s Trezeuro
Hunt.
RBound Three.

“ Ome mark will be
awarded to the boy
who finda the visiting
card contaiping Dy
name which I have
hiddem on the skool

remniges, = (Bined)

ooy (GREYBLARD,
Bart.”™
* Oh, my hat1*
“ Soupde & bit of a

| teaser, sir, duzzent it 7°°

“* Well, it';f faro to
svervhody, bove, any-
h-:w:?:‘ ]::rﬂ'ma'.l‘kﬂﬂ tﬁa
Fourth Form mastern
“ The hunt will begin as
goon a3 1 have counted
three, I will then ad-
jern to my study and
await the suxxeasiul
competitor. Are you all
ready

“ Ready—I, rcady!”

=
et
-
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“ Right, then, One-—
two—three—GO 1V

There was the ususl
wild rush to be first out
of the doora. The fel-
lows were getting guite
accustomed to these fow-
rioua flights in quoat of
Sir Gouty's treszures.
In o cupple of jiffies Big
Hall woas emptied ond
the chaps wero scarch-
ing every mnock and
cranmy for tho all-im.
Egrtant gserap of poste-

ard which Rir izouty
had left in some unsus.
peckted ecorner of the
uI-:s:-E-:-l.'. . o

Very cEgspec
that E}wau d a long
timo Dbeforo anyone un-
carthed the lucky visit-
ing ecard.

ut that was beeawse
thoy didn't know
Serpwnger's secret.

Ywhen Serownger camo
out of Big 1 he
sneaked off by himself
in tho direction of the
ancient cript.

But Ire didn’t actually

as lur as that anciont
relic, Instead, he stop-
ped as soon as he was
out of sito of tho fellows
and dived into his cost
pocket—to bring to light
& visiting card !

 Aha!” he muttered
with a leer. *© Iere's
the thing thoy'ra all
looking for. I shall say
I found it in the cript.
So I did, too ! But thoy
wouldn't half be wild if
they knew I found it
thero three days ago—
aftor Birchy hod told
me whera it waa "'

Smiling sinnically,
Scerownger retroced Jas
footsteps, breaking into
n run a8 he rojoincd the
scarching crowda,

“ No nead for yon to
look any further!® he
shouted, a8 he raced to
My, Lickham's study.
“I'm the giddy win-
ner !

T 0Oh, erams 1"

“ YYhat, alrcady 3™

Crowds of disappoint-
ed trezzure-hunters fol-
lowed Serownger at the
dubble, and thero waa
an epormous mob at his
hegls by the time he
huat into thoe study
whero Mr, Lickham was
waiting,

Mr. Lickhem's eyea
almost popped out of
their sockits when ho
saw Sir Gouty's eard in

CROSS-COUNTRY
RACE WON IN
CATHERINE-WHEELS!

AMAZING END
TO MARATHON !

The most remarkablo
:I].'!lt.‘.t'l cl'l]EH-E‘l]'l.l!l'!t]:'_"i" hﬂﬂ-
dicap recorded in the
sporting annals of Grey-
Iriara was won last Wed.
nezday by Dick Ruaszell
»f the Hemgve——in cath-
srine-wheels |

If vou doubt it, ask
Messra, Prout and Las.
aplles, the judpes. If
vou still doubt it, ask
any of the hundred odd
spectators  who woro
waiting at the gates to
watch the finish. And
if vou have any vague
doubta left aftor that,
irot along to Dick Rus-
sell's study and seo the
photograph of it, hang-
ing wp over bis mantel-
pieca |

Nothing like it hasl

over been seen
before—and prob-
ably nothing like
it will ever bu seen
again  at  Grey-
frinrs 1
Fonsonby &
Ca., of Higheliffee,
were tie couse of
this freak finish,
Pon. & Co. were wait-
ing behind & hedgs when
Russell camo sprinting
down the footpath lead-
g fo the lane, wcll
aliead of all his rivals,
They don’t like Rus-
sell, and just to show
it, they pounced on him,
dragged Lim into the
hedge and started tying
him up with some elec-
tric light flex they found.
Luekily, they dido’t

have time to finish their
foul work. A crowd of
chaps happened to look
over the gato at the end
of tho field to ees if
any of the runners were
m sight—and they chip-
ped in and sent Pon.
& Co, packing in no time 1

In tho meantimo, how-
sver, other runners had
appeared, and the win-
ning post at the Grey-
frinrs gatea was only A
lwindred wvards up the
lane,

Serownger’s hand. Ho
atronked his chin o littlo
suspishusly.

Russell szized it u
in o split second. His
hands were free.  DBut

hia feet woro tied up
and knotted with staff
which couldn't be sever-
el with a knife. And
it o happens that Bus.
sell is o top.notcher at
handsprings and eather-
ina wheels !

Ho didn't wait. He
just went on with the
race using his  hands
and oot in nqual meas.
ure., And holf a minute
later ha breasted the
tope with a terrifie burst
of speedy turns that left
the judges dizzy and
mado the waichers yell
themselveas hoarse.
Blundell of tho Iifth
was a good second, only
a yord or so hehind,
But Russcll won il
right—hoth hands down,
g0 to sprak !

Some tame loony is
suggesting o catherine
wheel marathon now.

On hia showing last
Wedneaday, Dick Rus-
gell can count on a walk-
over, The rest of us
will stand by and cheer,

* Lot mo soe, Serown-
ger. Wasn't it you that
tried to win the last
round on a fowl ? Yes,
of corse it was. I'm
afraid I shall have to
ring up Bir Gouty's scc-
retary for confirmation
that thia iz in order.
Whero did you find it 1

“In the ecript, sir,”
grinned Serownger, who
know the eyedentity of
Sir CGouty’s misterions
new' Becre .

“ Bless t:;rgsﬂlc i

Mr. Lickham turncd to
the tellyfone and rang
up Bir Gouty's residenco.

But & few words with
* Mr, 8mith " soon put
his doubts at rest.

“VYery well, then,
Serownger,” he soid, as
ho replaced the receever.
** Tt.acoma that Sir Gouty
did hide tho card in the
cript, o that asettles it
You are the winnor of
the third round | " -

A deep groan went 1p
fromn the crowd in the

passidgo.

TUBBY TIPS THE
WINK !

“I pay, you chapsi™

o Huzgrn}irf, Tuhgg?' E”

Jack Jolly & Co. were
having a confab in the
tuckshop about the tres-
zure hnunt, and thoy all
pointed to the door when
Tuhby Barrcll rolled in.

*“Oh, really, wou
chapa ! " aniffed Tubby.
“I was only going to
ask you if you could
lend mo a quid il I
win Sir Qouty's fifty 1"

“Ha, ha, hat"

‘* Dashed if I geo any-
thing to larf at ! eaid
Tuhby. “I1I gtand a
jolly site bettor chonce
then yon chaps, any-
way, I'vo won ono
round already.”

“8n hove I, old fat
bean ! " chuckled Jack
Jollw.

“And I'm going to
win plenty more, too,”
anorted Tubby, * if only
the Head comes back.”

Jack Jolly & Co. stared.

“ What the thump has
Docter Birchemall com-
ing back to do with you

winning the trezzuro
hunt 7" aslked Frank
Fearleas.

Tubby DBmzell gave

the horoes of the Fourth
o fat wink.

“ Ha, ha! You don’™
get anything out of me,”
he eaid, with a fat
sniggers © I'm not going

to tell =won chops any-
thing al:yut lissening
to the k. ad and Serown-
ger. 1np pot saying any-
thing = wout how the
Head promiscd fo  tell
Serownguer what we had
to hunt for n advance.
But I enild =ay o lot if
I lﬂi&u! : :

“ Grato pip !

“Of -:-urﬂ,l.jI won tho
first. round of the hunt
farcly snd squarely,”
went on Tubhby, hastily.
Y If anyone tells you I
heard D-ator Birchemall
tell Surownger wo had
to zet a perliceman’s hel-
met, don't beleave him.
If anyony saya I nicked
the Iraet the Head

inched from the por-
ice atetion at Mupelo-
ton, he's Gbbing | ™

* Grate Seott !

“ All tis same, I wish
the rkco would let
the IT o0d off, so he
could come back to 8t
Sam’s,” raid Tubby Bar-
wll, wistfully. * It
would make thinge o
lot casiou™for me, Now,
what: 201t that quid 7 "

* Nothng doing—old
sport § But you can
have somce jrm t-i?‘rts at
my oggenense, ou
}ilfu i 'Fge?em - Jiek
Jolly. “ Bo that’s how
vou won the first round
of the huat, ch 17

“And that's how
SCrowngo” Camse S0 Near
to winming the second-—
end now he hes really
won tho third 1’ =said
Fearless, eggritedly.
“"The Hi4d's in lepgue
with  Seownger, wyou
chaps—it’s as plain as
o pikestnfit ™

“ Bu* how the dickena
can tho Elead be wang-
ling it stil while he's a
fugitive fom justiss ¥ °°
asked Merry.

“ Thst'n what I'd like
to know rayzelf,” aaid
Tubby, a1 he munched
away ¢ jam  tarts
“Thera s n mistery a-
bout it romowhere. It
made o wonder weath-
er these Was something
fishy in it this momming
when I heard Scrownger
ring up..ar Gouty Grey-
heard's gecretary and
arrange” & meeting with
him th.3 afternoon |

“My hat! I'd like
to be prescnt at that
meeting 1 * eaid Frank
Fearless. * If 6 wasn’t
that ¢raps with our
skoolbey pode of honner
dom't g~ in for caves.

dropping I'd jolly well
go along!"™

Jack Jolly poncdered
deeply.

“What about drop-
ping our skoolboy a
of honner for once " he
asked, * If what Tubby
zava is trew—-"="

* Oh, really, Jolly!

I haven' =aid & blesszed
thing !

“ Ha, ha, ha!™

“If what Tuhby saya
Jolly,

iz trew,”" sail

whils & shabby bowler
hat sed on hia head.

“"Who — who are
you ¥ gasped Serown.
ger, “I'm sure I don't
know you. 1'm waiting
hero for o friend of
minu—lfqr. Hmith, E:cma
tary to Sir Gonty Groy-
beard ! ™

‘' That's n;.;gsuﬂtly who
I am!™ grinned the
man in the bluae beard.
“I am Mr. Smith,
Serownger—beotter

' Doctar Birchemall haa
proved himself an un-
screwpulous beest—and
ekoolboy codes of honner
arc wasted on him ! "

“ Here, hero 1 "

“When and where
was the meoting to take

lace, Tubby ¥'" aeked
Merry.

“In Muggleton
Woods, under the big
cal, at four o'clock—I1
mean, there wasn't go-
ing ta be any meeting | ™

““Hea, ha, hal”

“Thia way, yvou fel-
lows ! sand Jolly and,
tossing o silver eoin on
to tho counter to pay
for Tubby's tarts, ho
led hizs lovle followers
out of the tuckshop.

LISSENING IN!

“Good - afternoon,
Scrownger 1 '

Berownger of the
Fourth started violently.

He was pacing up and
down beneeth the big
oak.trea in Muggleton
Wooda when a jentle-
man who was & compleat
atranger to him  ap-
peared through the trees
and grected him in this
fashumn,

Serownger blinked
The nsweomer wag o
rather comical Jlooking
jentleman with o long

lue beard and wiskers.
His lanky body was en-
caped Inm 2 gratecoat.

known to the world as
Doetor Birchemall, hoad-
master of St. Sam’s and,
ot present, unforchunit-
ly, o fagitive from jus-
t'\]m 13

“My hat ! Well, you
haven’t half changed,
gir!" egpsclaimed
Serownger. “ What on
carth has happonid_to
your beard, sir? It'a

ne & scrt of bluey-

lack.”

" Mr. Smith ™ winked.

“I had to disguise
mmysell a8 bit, Scrownger
—gz0 I used the only

means  aveilable and
di my wiskers in
blue-black ink! The

perlice will never recker-
niga e now, Bub now
to bizziness, Ihid wyou
win the third round of
tha trezzure hunt all
right ™

“Yes, rather ! It was
o8 easy as pie, eir”
grinned Scrownger. I
fensy Mr. Lickham was
& hit susgiahua; he
phoned up Hir Gouty's
houge asbhout it

J: :lz‘,,gg.aa.cﬂ;r. I spoke
to him myself and as-
sured him it was quite
in order,” chuckled Sir
Gouty Grevheard’s blue-
hﬂmd?ﬁd secretary. ** So
wa've broken our duclk,
Scrownger !  The pre.
sentiscore ia : Jolly, one ;
Barrell, ono; and wyou
one, With o bit of
luek won wounld have

won ¢vory rognd so far ;
but thera’s no reason
now why wvou shouldn’t
win tha rest. Tho en-
tire bag of tricks is in
Sir QGoutv's desk. 1
have hrought along o

copy this afternoon only
I didn't have time to
copy it out, I will send

it on by post inatead."”

““ Thanks awlully, sir,"

CR-R-REELER !

A  long drawn-out
erceking sound put a
sudden stop to tho plot.

ters” confahb,

“"YWhat was that,
gir § ' wispercd Sorown-
ger. “Is it asibul

wo're bei ied on ?
“ Pah flgﬂsimukaly I
gnorted the Head.

CR-R-REEEEEEK !
CRACK ! BANG !
WALLOP !

“Whet the mo rry
dickeng— yarooooooo 1
shreeked Doetor Bireh-
emall suddénly.

“ Wooooop ! Ow.ow-
ow | " bellowed Scrown-
Eor.

Lilto & bolt from the
blue something dea.
sended on the Head ond
Scrownger,

The feeling was that of
& herd of elephants fall-
ing on to them., In
actual fakt, it was Jack
Jolly & Co. The heroes
of the Fourth had been
hidden amongst the
branchea of the old oak
and the branch on which
they were perched had
suddenly broken under
their wait |

Yalling feendishly,
Doctor Birchemall and
Serown hit the torf,
with Jack Jolly & Co.
on top of them, It was
lucky for Jolly and his
pals that they were there
to brealk their fall—but,
of eorse, it wasn't epgs-
actly lucky for Serowns
ger and the Head ! That
preshus pair of plottera
properly took the count.
By tha timo they hed
recovered suffishantly to
sit up and toke notiss
again, the heroes of the
Fourth were far, far
awey—and neither the
Head nor Scrownger had
even tho pgieat no-
tion who they were |

{Lovka a2 if things are
coming  unstuck  for
Hirchy now ! But there's
tife in the old dug yel—
as youw'll see when tou
read next weel's lough-
able {nstalment /)

PROTEST—AND PROTECT

YOUR PETS!

Says H. VERNON-SMITH

Animel-lovers of Greyfriars!
for you to raie your voicesa in & howl of
For a long time now the Down-with-pets
have been secretly on the offemsive, sneaking away

our hard-won

urden to your four-legged pals. Now they'ro coming
out into the open.

The time haa como
roteat |
igadea

privilogea and trying to make lifs a

If you want proof, take the case of Hazel.

dene,  Hazel rocontly bought an Irish terrier.

He was bringing it into the House on = lead
one day last week when Quelchy calmly
barred tho way. He told him to take it to
the kennels! TOLD HIM TO TAKE IT
TO THE KENNELS, mind yon—and there
was abeolutely nothing wrong with it, except
that it was ecovered with mud !

If that isn't an act of agyression from the
anti-animal section, I'd like to know what ia !

Many other examples can be given to show
the present sinister trend of events.

The Head has put the bar up to the cat
that Peter Todd used fo have in his study.

Mr. Twigg has issued an order forbidding
members of his Form to keep miee or guinea-
pig.a in their desks,

Mr, Wiggins has confiscated a ferret bolong-
to Dicky Nugent.

in

& Wught.hny defend these brutal acts of
tyranny {Phew !—F.d.) i8 too weak for words.
Tho Head's excuso ia that Toddy's cat is
always fAghting Mra. Kehble’a cat,
Mr. Twige shys that the mice and guinesa.
piﬁ tako the fogs' minds off their lessons,

r. Wigging' feebls excuse ia thet Dicky
Nugent's ferret recently killed a couple of
Gosling's chickons. ;
_Jevver hear anything so futile in your
livea, chapa¥ I'll say not! Tale it from
me, all of you, unless ﬁ?]'uu start protesting
now, the doys of animal pots at Groyfriars
are numbered t

%ﬂem’u no tallinbg where it will end.
ay may even han pet porpoises and jack-
asEes ore they've finished, 4
AND WHAT WILL BUNTER AND
COKER DO THEN, POOR THINGS ?
{Don't get too worked wp abowl i, dear readers |
Wa have a faint idea that Smithy is once mores
?ndtilging in o slight spusm of leg-pulling /—
JD-

FAREWELL Roars

FOOTER! CHERRY

Easter hols. shead, lads—ao it's a cose of
hidding a fond farewell to footer till next
September |

ooking back on tho season at Groylriars,
I think thot we in the Remmove con congratu.
lato ourselves on o jolly succeseful season,
Since the start of the Autumn torm, wo'vo
played twenty gamea against outside tdamas,
out of which we won 14 and drew 3, leaving
only 3 lost games. Goels for, reached the
respectable total of 73 ; poals against, totalled
23. Altogether a record to be prond of |

Even apart from the results, the scason
has been n particularly plessant one. I can't
recall a singls pame being marred by bad
feeling or bad sportsm ip of any kind.

I don't intend to eingle out particular
players for specinl montion for o very good
reazon. All the chaps have done their best
for the team aa & whole, You sll koow, of
ecourae, that wo've one or two brlliant indi.
vidual players. (One name occura to mo
right away, but modesty forbids me to quoto
it 1) But it'a the team apirit that hos brought
us the sueccess wo've achieved end mons of
the chaps would thank me for calling them
anv better than others, ]

Hore's hoping the same happy spirit per-

vades the fortheoming cricket scason—with
tho game happy resulis |



