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STILL SOME LEFT!|

EVERAL reader chums have been inquiring if ihe
“Holiday Anoval” s now out of print. Not yel.
But those of you who haven't bought a copy had
better hop round to your nearest newsagent at the
double and get him to order ene for you. ‘There are only
a few copies left, and I'm afraid some of vou Magneties
are going to be disappoinied if you don't get & move on., It
is no more than can be expected, this terrific rush Lo secure
the world™s biggest bargain, for the *“Holiday Annual’s”
360 full pages offer unparalleled vahee at the modest price
of six shillings,

THE NEW SUPPLEMENT !

Next Monday week will see "the first 1ssue of Harry
g3y In
advance, and without hesitation, that if this new venturoe
doesn’t “go® I'll eat my -best—or worst—Sunday hat!
There's a surprize in store for you, my chums  Just you
make eortain of getting a grip of the Magxer Neo. 338, and
kick off to time with that new [ooter supplement,

AND A NEW FOOTER SERIAL!

Ha! That's another litile surprise for you. With the
new Football Supplement there is the start of a powerful
footer mystery- atory introducing your old friends, Ferrers
Locke and Jack Drake.  It's & wirner from beginuing lo
erd, and will undoubledly rank as one of the finest—if not
the finest~—mystery stories that have ever appeared In
thizs paper. The title—

“THE CASE OF THE LANGSDALE WANDERERS "

1z worth remembering. And den't forget this new treat,
likewise the [ootball supplement, starts the week alter next!

THE “SCHOOLBOYS"™ OWK LIBRARY !™

Magnetites will find something fo their hkmg in No. 19 of
the “ Schoolboys’ Own Librery,” now on zale, for it describes
how Harry Wharton came to Greyfriars, how Bob Cherry
turned wp, and how Frank MNugeni did his best to cure the
present c:a.{rtain of the Remove of his blazing, uwnreasongble
temper. It's a real masterpiece, this story, and az there
must be thousands of yvou who have never read the early
varns of Greyfriars, its success 13 guaranteed in advance,
There's going to be a rush to secure this volume, and my
chums would do well to give their order early. As a com-

anion volume, No, 20, entitled, “The Vanished School-
E-o_y‘s t* wants a lot of beating. It¥'s a remarkable story deal-
ing with the adventures of Jimmy Silver & Co., the famous
chume of Rookwood. BMr. Owen Conguest is seen at his best.
"Nufl said!

For Next Monday.

“THE PREFELTS PROT!™
By Frank Richards,

Thiz is the title of the next grand, exira-long story of
Harry Wharton & Co. at Greyfriars.  Iits cxtra length
means that the supplement will bave to be held over until
the following week. But as this new :ztkgepiament will start
in company with & new footer serial, woeek after next
will be worth looking forward to. But to next Monday's
varn, Gerald Loder, the unpopular prefect, who figured to
such a great extent in that grand series dealing with the
fall of George Wingate, again comes :nte the hmelight.
Mot for long can Gerald Loder keep out of trouble. But
Loder has a happy knack of dragging other people into his
troubles. and you'll learn how he does this in next week's
story. Don't miss it, chums!

“THE MYSTERY OF LONE MANOR!™

Magnetites simply must not miss the final chapters of this
popular mystery story. The sceret of the Green S)P]der is
now known to vou, but a lot 15 yet to happen before the
gurkain rings down om one of the most amazing cascs
Ferrers Locke has ever had to solve.

OUR PORTRAIT GALLERY !

In next Menday's issue of the Maawer will appesr a
porirait of Sir Jimmy Vivian, the one-time :u.':uf of Carker=
Rents, making No. 21 in this popular series. Order your

AL i Iy, boya!
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A stidden stormt, a lonely passage through the rain-swepk woods of Friardale, and somcichere

By
RICHARDS

A Magnificent New Long Complete Story of Harry Wharton & Co at Greyfriars,
with Mr, Quelch, the master of the Remove, filling the principal role.

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Caught in the Storm !
T OTHER !

Mr., Quelech wuttered that
cjaculation with considerable
warmth.

The master of the Lower Fourth ab
CGreviriars was picking his way gingerly
along the muddy footpath that stretched
between Iriavdale and the school,

* Bother !’ ]

My, Quelch found some satizsfaction in
repeating that remark.

He waz returning from the Friardalo
vicarage where he had whiled away
g rouple of hours playving chess with
Mr. Lambe, the vicar, when it suddenly
started to rain.

And the master of the Lower Fourth
at Greviriars had forgotten to take his
wnbreila with him when he had =et out
that afternoon,

"This iz too bad!"

Mr. Quelch’s grim face became grim-
mer than ever, And his temper, alwars
g doubtful commeodity, as it were, when
the sir was damp, developed a very
keen edge. Porhaps the faet that he
had lost each game of chess to the Revr,
Mr. Lambe did not improve the Form
master’s temper, and the oecasional
twinges of neuritis that now assailed
him certninly did not help matters.

“0Oh, bother 1

A lesz dignified personage than Mr.
Horace Henry Quelch, M.A., doubtless
would have found s far stronger term
in his denunciation of things in general,
and the rain in particular, but Mr.
UPueich was a very precise gentleman.
Hoa turned up his coat collar and
jammed his silk hat down GBrmly o his

ad, and strode on towards the school.

The sky was overcast, shedding a
premature darkness over the dripping
countryside, and the hissing rain
against the trees made eerie and pecu-
linr masic,

But Mr. Queleh had no thoughts for

these things, mueh as he appreciated the
workings of Nature. He was con-
cerned only with getting back to the
cozy warmth of his study.

Ooooooch !

“Wow !

In his haste to reach Greyfriarvs, Mr,
Queleh now paid less attention to the
pools of mud that were scattered along
the footpath than he had done hitherto.
He regretted his carelessness as he
found himself floundering almost up. to
his knees in a fairly lurﬁc pool of mud
and water into which he had walked
blindly.

E 1] D“ !F"

Mr. Quelch was not given to making
ridiewlons noises like that., Indecd, he
often had occasion to rebuke his pupils
in the Remove for disfiguring, as it
wete, the English language. But really
the circumstances that caused Mr.
Horace Henry Quelch to forget himself
wers excasable, for the pool of water
was decidedly eold, - whilst the =ame
could be said of the formation of mud
that began to transfer itself to the Form
master’s nether garments,

*Groooough !

SBquelch, squelch !

Mr. Quelch shivered and began o
drag his heavy footsteps out of that
water-logped hole in the path in =&
manner that undoubtedly would have
brought smtles to the faces of the said
pupilzs could they have been present to
witnezs his efforts. Fortunately for Mr.
Quelch, and perhaps fortunately for the
satd puptls, no one was present to wit.
ness the Form master's dizcomfiture.

But that fact did not appease Mr,
Queleh’s wrath.

Hguelch, squeleh !

Sgquelching mud amnd waler at aevery
step, the master of the Greyfriars
RBemove ab last drew clear of that
treacherons  pool and  resumed his
journcy. Ahead of him were the twink-
ing lizhis of the school, to right and
left nothing but & stretch of leafess

trees swaying and protesting to the fik-
ful breeze that had now sprung up.

Mr. L}u&ich shivered and drew his
coat tighter about him and strode on,

“T shall catch my death of cold,” he
muttersd, a trifle out of breath through
the unaccustorned exertion, “I—
Bless my soul 1V

The Form masier pulled up short as
a fipure stepped from the shelter of the
trees directly in hiz path.

“Held on, sir!”

Tha voice of the sl:mufer was de-
cidedly cultured. Mr. Quelch was guink
to observe that, although he wondered
what manner of man it was who chaze
to loiter in the shede of trees on such
a_wild night as this.

“Who are you?!” demanded
Form masier ungraciously.

“Never mind who I am,” cawme the
reply. “Would you be good enough
to tell me if that big building yender
18 Greyfriars?”

“It iz '™ snapped Mr. Quelch. “Now
let mo pass. I'm drenched to the
skin."

The stranger laughed, & barsh, un-
natural sort of Jaugh that sent a
shiver inveluntarily down My, Quelel's
spine. Looking at the man closer, tho
(iroyiriars IForm master saw what he
had missed at first, The stranger was
a tall, broad-shouldered iman, dresscd
in a well-cub grey suit of clothes, a
trifle the worse now for the rain that
had drenched them. A black moys-
tache aderned his upper lip, and he
was hatless,

“I suppose you wouldn't care to
help a fellow who is down and out?"”
The educated voice broke in upon Mr.
GQuelch's reflections.

“My good man, what are you talking
about?” snapped the master. "I you
are—hem—down and oul, as you say,
surely yon can &pply to the proper
quarters for assistance? A footpath on
g wild night like this is hardly the
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place to ask for assistance.
me passl”

Mr, Quelch made as il lo stride on,
but the figura in his way neéver moved
so much as an iach.

"I:;" be straight with you, Quelch

The stranger's familiarity with his
name cansed the master of the Remove
to start violently,

“I'll be etraight, as I =av,” went on
the stranger, and now the edicated
voice was submerged in & snarl, “I
want some money, In fact, I want all
the money you've got about you. See?™

Pray, let

Mr. Quelch drew back. There was
something threatening in the very
attitude of the man before him.

“How dare you!" he exclaimed with
soma heat. “Who are you? How do
you know my name?”

“Onca seen never forgotten, Mr.

uelch, or shall 1 sey Ql:ﬂﬁ:‘hy ' eamie
the stranger’'s voice. " But the money.
You were ever—ahem—a kind-hearted
gentleman. You'll not miss & few
quids to help a deserving case.”

“¥ou seoundrel |V roared Mr. Quelch.
" This is highway vobbery. I'll make il
my business to report you ta the police
ab the first opportunity. All my money,
indeed! Do you think you can’ intimi-
date me to part with my money ¥**

A harsh laugh followed the words,
and almost before Mr. Quelch guite
realised what had happened a pair of
strong hands closed round hiz throat.

“"Now then, t%ueh:h, cough up your
money, or vou'll congh up for good!
I'mﬂn desperale man ™

"lrug=gng=—you scoundrel—gug 1

Mr, Quelch struggled manfgllg with
his assailant, but he could not shake off
thet powerful grip on his throat. It
seemed that asll his breath was being
choked out of him,

A savage face with & dark moustache
hovered over his own, hot breath
fanmed his cheeks, send always those
hngers round his throat tightened.

“Are you going to hand overj"”

"Gug-n-n-never '

The Form master managed to splutter
his refusal as for a feeting second,
those terrible fingers relaxed.

“You won't—eh? Well, we'll gee!™

The man's ﬁﬂ%‘;-s tightened, and the
master of the move found himsclf
being borne backwards in the mud,

Thud |

Az he fell Mr. Quelch exerted all his
strenglth, and literally tore the clutching
fingers from his throat,

Y You scoupdrel!™ he panted., * You
shall suffer for this! The police— "

“The police! Tgh!” The man
snapped his fngers and laughed, 1
don't care that much for them!  Ah,
would you ¥

“Help1®

Tho Remove master had struggled to
his feet; but he saw that he was onut-
matched ; his age was against him,
Those gri pmfdﬁngerﬁ again sought his
throat snd held there.

“Help!” he gasped.

His assailant muttered a savage impre-
cation az those eries rang through the
ratnswept wood, and he glanced about
him nervously,

i that ¢ aw Mzl
= %ﬂ:ﬂ o confounded row, or T'll
_ M. &!uclch supimoned all his remain-
ing strength and yelled. The call echowd
eerily through the wood, but there came
no answer sava the hissing of the rain
upan the troes,

Thud [
A fist was plonged full between the
Greyiriars' master's eves, A  mist
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seeraed to engulf him, his knees tottered
and then, with & neryous’ twitching of
hiz museles, he collapsed ilto insen-

L ]

THE SECOND CHAPTER,
The Man/with the Moustache !

5 AIN®
“{o honl"®
“The rpinfulness iy terrific!”

. Heurry Wharton & Co. of Grey-
friars turned up their coat-collars and
stepped oub briskly in the “dusk as the
first patter of rain came down.

* Just our luck

“'The luckfulness i3 not of the eztecmed
order,” said Hurree Jamset Ham Singh,
with a shudder,

The Famous Five had been on a visit
to CHE House, and were returning b
way of the chif path when the threatened
downpour came upon-them with stark-
ling suddenness,

“Thought 1t would kesp off uniil we

ot back to the school,” grunted Johnny

ullhk  “If thet fathead Cherry hadn't
hung about talking sweet nothings to
Marjorie we should have been home by
now, "

“Oh, I like that!” exclaimed Bob
Cherry indignantly. “I rather t'lmught
‘you kept us waiting, Johnny., You
were gomg great guns with biss Clara.”

Grunt!

Johnoy Bull Blushed, Lut it passed
unnoticed in the dusk. As 8 matter of
fact, he had delayed the departure for
Greyfrinrs just as muoch as Bob Cherry,
for Johnuy was greatly smitten on Mizs
Clare of Clif House.  But he wouldn't
have admitted it for worlds,

“8tep it out,” sald Harry Wharion,
with an anxious glance up at the cloudy
sky. " Ii's going ic be & regular storm.”

“*QOh, it ain't gonna rain no mo', no
mo',” ¥ zang Frank Nugent.

“The fellow who wrote that song was
a bit of an optimist,” grunted Johnny
Bull. “T'm blessed “'eﬁrsnaked i

“Oh, dry up!™

“"How can 1t, when it's raining ¥’

“ A joke from Johnny Bull cﬁu{:k]ed
Bob. “Whe said the age of miracles
was past

* Look here!” roared Johnny Bull,

“Can’t,” =aid Bob Cherrv., “It's too
dark—thank goodness!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Tt's no laughing matter,” growied
Johnny Tull,

“I quite agree with you, old chap,”
=aid Bob Cherry. “I wondered how long
1t would be before yon vealised that.
But you must make the best of it. Afier
all, it isn't yonr fault that you've got a
face like that!™

“ITa, ha, ha!”

The rest of the Famous Five, with ihe
cxception of Johony Bull, langhed. But
Johnny snorted and tramped on.

“Wow " he ejaculated suddeniy.

" What's the matter now ¥

“You clumsy idiot!” roared Johnow,
glaring at Dob Cherry. “You put von
blessed feet down like tanks,  Why,
vou've just stepped in & puddle, and sent
a dashed stream of waler uwp round my
ankles ™

“That'll do you zood ! chuckled Bab
Cherry.

+1 I—'-.:]]-""_"

“f Cleanliness is next to godliness *— at
least, that's what our kind tenchers tell
us,” =aid Bob, “Water is good for us.
What are you grumbling about

" Brreree B

Johnny Bull was almost speechless. T4
Fmr:.!m'! him how anyone could he cheer-
ul in such o deluge, and he almiest hated
Bob Cherry ot that moment for his
chearfulness,

g

“‘Bhow me the way to go home, "
sang Bob Cherry. “*I'm tired, and I
want {0 go to——" Yarooooooh!”

Bob Cherry’'s burst into song ended
n!mlpﬂﬁ as he blundered into & puddle
2 foot deep.

""Wow!"” he gasped as the rain-water
drenched his trousers almost up to tie
knees. “Bome silly ass has been dig-
gm%hcfm round hero™

“Hg, ha, hal”

The rest of the Co. seemed to find

something humorous in Bob's misfor-
tune, chaony Bull in particulasr was
vaetly amused.

“Grovooogh ! spluttered Bob Cherry,
as he clambered out of that deep puddle
and shook the water from his sodden
trousar-lags.

“* Cleanliness iz next to godliness,
quoted Johnny Bull, with & grin.
:;ﬁlie‘e is good for us, Hope yvou like
152

“Ha, ha, hal*

“Wow I

Bob Cherry pulled & wry face, but his
cheerfulness " soon returmed. Tt took
more than a wetting to damp his spirits

JBtep it out,” =aid Nugent, drawing
his coat about him. “I'm getting
drenched.”

“The drenchfulness is terrific,” mut.
tered Hurree Singh,

“Let's go by the woods,” suggeciwl
Harry Wharton, *' We shall get a cor-
tain amount of cover under the tress

“Good idex,” said Bob, “We're i0o
exposed here. Hallo, hallo, hallol Here s
someone with a lightt'

A light glimmered on the cliff paih
ahead, swaving to and fro like some
will-o'-the-wizp,

“Wonder who 1t ¥ said Frauk
Nugent, peering through the darkness
ahead,

“Ol, s fellow out for a walk, I
expect ™ chnckled Bob Cherry., “"It's a
nice evening for a walk., I'm enjoying
it myself.”

“0h, ring off 1

“Ezpect 1t's 8 coastguard,” zaid Hayry
Wharton.  “Those fellows have to go
out in all weathers.

“HBeams oz if the chap iz looking for
someone,” said Johnny Bull.  “'That
light he's carrving is being switched all
over the place.”

“Perhaps he's looking for us™ ven-
turned Ezﬁa Cherry. “He wight be 2 rat
collector looking for drowned rats. Angd
I think we just about fill (he bill. Lels
ask him.”

“ Asg

“Ilalpt”

As the light came nearer the Famous
Wive discerned the shadowy figure of a
man behind it. He stepped full in fron
of the juniorz, and swept his light acrn:s
their faces. The glare blinded them.

“Greyfviars lads!™” zaid the man with
the light, and at sound of that veive ihe
iniors recognized Inspector Grimes of
Courtfield,

“ Evening, inspector,”  said  Bub
'E'.‘hf:!'t*}u “Nice mght for a sail, Jan't
it ¥

Inmgpector Grimes came nearer and
lowered  his light. The Grevfrias
juniors saw his faco then, and read the
anxions expression on i, Evidently
something had disturbed Mr., Grimes
tranguihity other than the storm, for his
oyes were unnaturally bright and pieve-

1 1

ing.
"ITave you passed anyone ¥ he aszked
breathleszly. " ¥ou boys have come by

the cliff path.
of a tall man ¥
“Mo!” zaid Harry Wharton.
haven'i passed a soul 1V
“Oh!™ There was a note of dizap:
pointment in the inspector’s tone, * Yau
are sure i

Have you =een anvibing

" Wao
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* Absolutely 1"

“The surefultiess is tervific !

Inspector Grimes frowned.

“We're looking for a man, a tall
man 't he muttered half to  himself,
“The scouncdrel has got to be caughi
before—" .

“He'll be caught all right,” chuckled
Bob Cherry.

“What do ?’ﬂll asked the
inspector eagerly,

“In the ram, I
Cherry.

“*Ha, ha, ha!l”

Bob's attempt at humour did pot
the loeal inspector, for a dark
sebtled on his face.

“Halls, here's ancther chap with a
light 1" said Frank Nugent

At that moment a light glimmered
sway to the juniors’ left, and a3 he saw it
the inspector called out:

“This way, Portera!™

Porters. a plain-clothes man, stepped
out of the gloom. The juniors noticed
his face was just as anxious as that of
Inspector Gxrimes.

He halted, paniing.

“Have vou seon him " grunted Inspec-
tor Grimoes.

“MNot o sign of him 1" growled Porters,
“He's got {rﬁ-nn away in the dark.”

“There'll be irouble over this,
Porters ! said Inspector Grimes darkly.
“That man must be eanght!  As you
were careless cnongh to let him escape,
it iz up to vou to find him "

Portera scowled.

“Tt wasn't my fanlt,” he explained.
“I've told vou, sir, what happened. The
man slippod his handcufis just az we
came out of the station at Friardale
Haw he did it [ don't know., But he
m'ing]r.’d with the crowd and got clean
away.

Inspecior Grimes bit his lip.

“I suppose these young gentlemen
haven't scen any sign of him 7" said

mean s

mean,”” said DBob

[r'.-lmso
FOWTL

Porters, turning  to  the Greyfriars
jumors, “ A tall, dark man without &
hat ?

“Haoven't seen anvone since we left
CLiff House ' said Harry Wharton, who
WS Tebewy Tﬂ.'.hf"[‘ [ i | !':Ill.‘.“tﬁ.

“Well, we'll have to carry on the
searcly,” grumbled Inspoctor Grimes,  © H
vou young gentlemen see anything of tho
wman—ea tafl, durk fellow with a mous-
tache, give a well.  TFe's an cseaped
eonvict I

# Bscaped conviet!™ aaid Harre Whar-
tor. *'Is he wearing convick dress?™

“"INo,” said the inspector. © Ie was to
appear on Monday morning in an appeal
ense, and he was being brooght from
Wandsworth IPrizon in his erdinary cloth-
ing by Porters herve. But the scoundrel
esrapod ot the station, and 1t looks ns if
we'll have a denco of a job to recapture
bim. Still, if vou bovs wiil keep an cyve
spen for him on your way back fo the
gehool I'H ba wueh obliged.”

“We'll do that,” said Wharton.

TThanks 1™

The wnspector growled ont some orders
to his subordinate and bezan to move on,

"Good-night, boys I’

*Good-night

Harry Wharten & Co. tramped on
through the darkuess, and moade for the
wood. . .

“A piddy escaped conviel.” said Bob
Cherry., “Shouldn’t like to look for him
on a night like fhis !'*

" No fear " : :

“Expect he's miles away from Friar-
dale now,” said MNugent, “We neadn't
bother to keep our cyes open for him.
Btep it out. ¥ want to get into the
warmth., I'm jolly near frozen!"

- “Hea¥, hear [
The juniors took the path that led

[T ST

fingers from his throat., * Help ! *
confounded row,’’ hissed his assailant,

his ayes.

As he fell Mr. Quelch exerted all his sirength and literally tore the clu

‘: Dr llll b 3]
yelled with the full power of his lungs., Thud ! A fist was plunged full between
(See Chapter 1.)

the Form-master. **Stop tha
““ Help I"* Mr. Quelch

through 1he woods and stepped out
briskly. They tramped on for at least
five minutes without exchanging & word,
Even Bob Cherry's cheerfulnesz seemaod
to have evaporated with the continuance
of the rain.

“We shall ¢atch our deaths of cold,™
grumbled Johony Bull.  “What & night
tﬂ'_“

“Help !

“ Hallo, hallo, hallo!” said Bob Cherry
suddenly. “Did yvou fellows hear that?"

“ How con we hear anything with you
bellowing 7" said Harry Wharton, strain-
ing his ears. **I thought I heard a ery !V

“EHelp 1"

Faintly through the rain-soaked woods
eame a ory, o faint, indecd, that not'one
of the juniors was absolutely ecertain that
it was a ery. Thon, as a gust of wind
travelled in their direction, the ery was
repeated with greater velume:

“Help ™ .

“Phat's someonce in  trouble,” said
Wharton, shifting his position to place
the spot whenee the cry emanated.
“Come oul”

Without further words the juniors
began to follow Wharton's lead. Run-
ning through that darkencd wood was
no easy matter, for the ground was wet
and slippery, but Harry Wharton & Co,
searcely heeded that as they pounded

along. Someona was in trouble; some-
one wanted help. And it was not their
nature to leave.an appeal of thet sort
unanswored,

* Halp "

“This way !" panted Harry Wharton,
making & short dash through the trees.
“It's somowhere near where the footpath
joins the lane from the vicaragé. Put a
spurt on !

But the rest of the Famous Five
needed no injunction on that score,
They were g3 near their leader as it was
possible to be.

“This way!” shouted Wharton, gain-
ing n fow feet on his chums. "‘hy the
coppica !  There's & fellow struggling
with somebody I"

“Hang on!” called out Bob Cherry, as
he raced along. “We're coming "

Thore was & stir amongst the rain-
swept trees ahead of them as Bob's voice
boomed out. For one moment Harry
Wharton & Co. caught sight of & face, a
startled face, peering ot them. INext
moment come the sound of someocne
bursting through the thickets away lo
the right, and the face disappeared,

But, short as was the opportunity, the
juniors saw the dark moustache upon the
ace of the man whom they had stertled,
and the same thought came to them all

Tue Maoner Liszary.—No. 835
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“The convict I breathed Wharton.

“ After him | growled Johnny Bull

“Hold on I'* ‘said Harry, toming to a
halt, “He was siroggling with someone,
We ought to look for that chap frst.”

{4 course 1V ]

The juniors moved forward with ex-
pectant faces to where Lhey had first seen
the man with the moustache, As they
did so Harry Wharton almost fell over
something lying in his path, He re-
eoverad hiz balance, however, and gazed
down at the ohstruction,

Then he gasped.

* Here's the fellow 1" he said breath-
Iessiv, I neavly fell over him. Poor
chap looks to be knocked out.™

“0Oh, my hat "

“Btrike a match, somebody I

Bob Cherry fumbled in his dripping
pockets and scarched for a box of
matches, Tawckily he had & box with
Eim. Tn nervous haste he withdrew a
match and struek it.  Its small Aame
Hickered up under cover of Bob's shaking
hands, and the juniors strained their ayes
to seon the huddled form before them.

_Then, as Bob, having got the mateh
fairly well a]igi'.lt, leaned forward mnd
cast its glow over the face of the figure
Iving still before them, he gasped:

“Why, it's Quelchy 1"

" Mr. Quelch 17

The rest of the Co. uttered the same
ejaculation a second after, for there wag
o nistaking the countenance of the men
Iying in an insensible heap., It was Mr,
Guelch, the master of the Greyviriars
Remove

———

THE THIRD CHAPTER,
“ Poor Old Que 2
HG REAT Beoit!"” exclaimed Harry

Whavion, full of concern.
“ Poor old Quelchy [

*Tha escaped conviet must
have waylaid him,” zaid Johony Bull,
“1e looks jolly grcrgg:.-.” ;

Mr, Quelch undoubtedly did look
grogey. A stream of crimson ran from
us nose, his eves were closed. That
wiuch the juniors saw before the match
splutiered out. Bob Cherry hastily lit
another,

“(rive me a hand,” gaid Wharton,
kneeling down beside the unconscioua
¥orm master. “We must get hin back
to the school as quickly as possible.™

In tha feeble light afforded by the
match Bob Cherry was holding, the
jimiors gathered up the inert form of
their master, and began to move along
the footpath in a slow ‘?mcesaiﬂn, The
path was full of ruts, and Harry Wharton
& Co. had 1o proceed -:*.n.utiaus.li(, but,
Rob Cherry went ahead with the lighted
sutches sounding ilie path, and at occa-
sional mtervals his volee came back to
his chums, informing them that the path
was clear.

It was & very silent and anxious
party of Removites who finally emerped
on ithe main road that ran past the
=chool, Up till this time Mr. Quelch
had shown no sign of returning econ-
sctousness, and Harry Wharton & Co.
were fecling uneasy., For one horrible
mwoment thoy had thought the worst,
but Johony Bull's practical mind was
brought to bear, The sturdy junior
stopped the party and listened with hia
car placed close lo the Form master’s
chest.

And Harry Wharion & Co. hreathed
a sigh of rvehief when Johnny leoked
up.
“He's stunned, I expect,"” he =aid
auietly, *“*His hreatling is all right,
anyway.”
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“h, thank goodness!™

In silence almeost the party reached
the gates of Greyiriars, Bob Cherry
running on shead to see that the gate
was opened, for it was now past lock-
ing-up time.

"ﬂ l:rj

Harry Wharton & Co. felt their hearis
jump ag Mr., Quelch stirred in their
grasp, and that single ejaealation came
h't.'iﬂ;:l between s c!iufhed teeth.

The juniors stoppe

“What~—where am I? Oh!"

Mr. Quelch wriggled slightly in the
Removites' grasp, and his eves opened.
He stared in a_vacant zort of way at
Harry Wharton & Co,

“h, thank heavens!" szaid Harry
Wharton,  “ You're all nght now, sir
That ruflian 15 gone,™

“0Oh! The scoundrel! My head!”

Mr, Quelch signalled for the juniors
to put him on his feet. Gently, very
gently the Co, assisted him, The Form
master would have fallen but for their
supporting arms.

“Wharton! Bull!® he muibered
faintly, surprised apparently at finding
himself in the company of his pupils.
“What happened? Ah! ‘The master’s
hand went up to hes face sz if o pull
away the blank thet had set{led on his
memory. “Ah, I remember!™

“You're in good hands now, sic,”
said Harry Whaerion., © Are you very
much hort?”

A don’t know,” mufttered My,
Quelch, “ My head. 7 must have hit
it on spmething when I foll”

Hiz hand caressed the back of his
head where there was a bump about the
size of & pigeon’s cgg.

“Can you manage to walk, sr¥
asked MNugent, **'We are almost at the
gates now,"

“¥Yes, yes; [ think so—I think z0”
muttered the master of the Remove,
in a dazed fashion, " I think zo0—I think
m.}i

Harey Wharton & Co. looked al each
other. Evidently the blow on the head
My, Queleh had received had more than
dazed him. He did not seem to gel a
“erip” on himscl as iz the custom in
such elrcumstances,

“We'll give you a hand, siv," said
IMarry.

“¥es, rathert” _

“Thank you—thank you, my boys!
You are very good—very good.”

In a solemnn procession the masker
snd the juniors walked in at the gatea
of CGreyiriars. Gosling, the porter,
almost collapsed in surprise as Le saw
Mr. Queleh's blood-stained face.

My eve!” he ejuculated. " Lawks a
mnssy ! What's "appencd, sic®”

But Me. Quelch was in no Rt staie
st then to answer (Gosling., He blinked
in & stupid way at the porter, and
then, aided by the young strength of
the juniors, tottered in through the
gates, _

_ Gosling stood staring alfter the party
Ha amazerment,

“"What-could ‘ave "appened ?”

But there was no one to give (Gos-
ling any satisfaciion on  that point,
and, mumbling to himself, the porter
ambled to the gates, locked them, and
reburned to the cosy comfork of his
lodge.

Meuntime, Hearey Wharton & Co.
were escorting Mr, Quelch to the sanny.
The jwatron had been prepaved in
advanee by Dob Cherry, and she had
already made a bed and lighted a fire
it g special ward set aside for the use
of the masters.

“Thank wvou, my boys'!? said Mr.
Queleh, with & ghost of a smile, as the

Removites gave him over to the charge
of the matron. “Thank you very
much! But you had better drv your-
selves and get a change of ci’t’.rti:an
You'll be catching terrible colds in
those drenched garments, [— Oh,
my head "

A spasm of pain wracked the Form
master’s features, and hi= hand went
to the bump at the back of his head.
The matron was quick to notice it, and
that injury recetved her frst  atlen.
tion when the ¥orm masier had been
put between the sheefs,

“"Don’t stand there, boys!” she said
sharply to Harry Wharton & Co., who
bad lingered with the idea of making
themselves useful, “Go lo yvour dormi.
lortes and get a rub down., Why, vour
clothes are drenched 1 i

“Are you sure wo can

; do nothing,
ma’am 7 asked Wlarton,

“Quite sure!” smiled tha matron
“Now off with you!”

In a silent ‘group the Removites
went to their dormitory to change.

Already speculative neows of what had
I!a,ppened had spread over the Lower
wchool.  And as the jnniors changed
inta dry clothes, questions were simply
rained on them. )

But Harry Wharton & Co., beyend
stating how they had cowme upon Mr,
Queleh, refrained from mentioning any-
thing about the eseaped conviet. As
soon as the Famous Five had changed
they made & move for the Head's
study.

Harry Wharton acled as spokesman.

D, Locke's spectacles nearly fell off
I'Ilf.t nose in his astonishment,

"Bless my soul!” he ejzculated whon
the captain of iho Remove had told his
story. “This is oulrageous. Ins or
Grimes must be acquainted with this
man’s unwarrantable attack upon Mr,
Quelch without delay.”

“We are pretty cerlain it waz the
man Inspector Grimes wes looking for,”
said Harry Wharton, as the Head, with
handa thay sheok a trifle, reached fov
the telephone instroment, “He had a
moustache, and he didn’t wear a hat.”

“ Undoubtedly the scommidrel who has
escaped from the police!” zaid D
Locke, in rvighteous indignalion, Mgl
poor Mr. Quelch, 1 must see him ot
once. Bless my soul 1"

In trembling tones Dr. Locke spoke
to Inspector (irimes over the phone.
That individuoal lel out & roar when he
learncd that he and Porters had been
50 near the wanted man. Harry
Wharton & Co. heard its dull rambling
even whero they were slanding,

“You seemn to ba more concerned
with the facl that this scoundrel paszed
s0 noear, rather than with the fack that
he nttacked Mr, eleh in & wviolent
fashion,* said Dr. Locke tartly.

And, as a malter of fact, Tnspector
Grimes was. He liked and respeeind
Mr. Queleh, but his chief anxiety at
that moment was the inan with the
moustacha who had escaped and  his
present whereabouts., Dot the inspec
tor tactfully expressed s deep con-
cern at what had befallen Mr. Quelels,
and then rang off,

“The reoundrel shall suffer for thet
agsault ! said the old MHead warmly,
“Attacking a (Geevfriars masier | Bloss
my soul! It is almost unbelievable ™

Harry Wharton & Co. shified from
one foob o the oiher as 1. Looke
welked up and down his study visualis-
ing the scene of ihe atiack upon ono
of hiz masters.

“I must see Quelech—must see him ot
onee ! he muttered, forgetting for the
moment the presence of the juniors,
Then he turned,
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“You may go, my hboys,”” he said
kindly. “I am proud of you. Crey-
friars will be proud of you. Heaven
knows what miglt have happened to
vour Form master had you oot arrived
when you did!"

Harey Wharton & Co. blushed and
revivod. :

D¢, Locke passed them in the passage
with a rustle of gown a3 he made steps
for the sannv., When he arrived Dir.
Pillbury, who had been hastily sum-
moned, was at Mr, Quelch's bedside.

“"He 15 sleeping now,” sald the
medico to Dr. Locke. 1 have given
him a sleeping dranght. His injuries
are slight coough.  He 15 sulfeding
from shock mwore than anything else,
A pood night's rest and I feel confident
that Mr. Cgunh:lt will he able to resume
his duties to-morrow.”

“1 am indeed glad to hear you sax
g0," =ald the Head, his kindly old face
a plcture of concern.

“He received a blow on the nose,
and he must have struck his head omn
& stone or the root of a tree when he
fell,” said the dockor.
gre minor injuries.  IU's the shock to
the systein to a man of his age thal is
the most vical factor mt his caze, Bul,
as I =zay, I think ke will pull round
within & fow hooes ™ 3

And with ancther final glance af his
sleeping  patient, the doctor, accom-
panied by the Head, :oftly vacated the
ranatoriam,

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Wasied Sympathy !
i l BAY, vou fellows i

Billy Bunter put his head inlo
Study No. 1 in the Remove
paasage just before bedtime,

*{rel out!™

“Oh, really, Wharlon—-"

“Run away and buvy  yourself !V
gruuted Johnny Bull, who was baking
chestouils on & shovel.

“Reatly, Bull,” =aid Bunter, ad-
vaneing cautiously into the study, *you
might let & fellow express his sympathy
over hig Form master’s misfortune, Of
courge, I don't expect a chap like you
to have fine feelings, You're not well-
bred emough, No, a chap like mysell
foels for iz mester in a case like this”™

Johnny Bull looked up in amazement.
It wasn't the reference to his breeding
that caused him to eye DBunter so
curiously; it was the Owl's apparent

sympathy for Mr. Quelel, That was
ta nnlike Bunter.
“I'm sorry.,” went on  Dunter

earncstlv. “ L hear poor old Quelehy has
been run over by & car——"

“Ia, ha, ha!”

DNespile the seriousness of ho occasion
Harry Wharton & Co, could not help
lavighing.,

Hilly Bunler glared at the hilarious
f'unicrs with a glare that nearly cracked
vig apectacles,

*Unfeeling roliers " he said warmly,
“0ld i;l!uelcﬁ might hLave been killed.
Nothing to langh at that I can ses.”

HiWhe told vou that Quelchy had been
mr over by o molor-car?’  zaid
Wharton,

“Why, Skinner did,)” said Bunier,
alrendy helping himsel¥ to the chestnuts
on the table. “ I say, Bull. vou necdn’s
have burnb these chestnuts,.” i

¥ Skinner did?” said the captain of
the® Remove.,  *“What does Skinner
know about it

“He says that old Quelchy was walk-
ing along the footpath from Friardale,
when he was knocked down by a car.”

“Tnt both these.
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“ Hang on, we're coming ! ** As Bob Cherry's stentorian volee rang through the
rain-swept wood there came the sound of someone bursting through ihe {hicksts.

**The cenvict ! ** hreathed Harry
Bull.

Wharton.
{See Chapter 2.)

““ After him ! ™ growled Johnny

“Oh, my hatt”

“TTow counld anyone Le knocked down
by a carif they were walking along the
Friardale footpath, old fat barrel?”
asked Bob Cherry genially.

“Really, Chorry,” bhlinked Dunter,
“that's what Bkinner says—-—"

“Tho esteemed and ludicrous Skinner
i -k;mliiug vour leog lepfully,” smiled

k.

" Beally, Inky——"' .

“Righs off the rails this lime ! 2aud
MNugrent.

*“1 sav, these chezfouts are prime,”
gaid Buanter, helping himscl to & hand-
ful from a bag on the table. Apparently
Bunter's interest and syvmpathy an Me
Queleh’s welfare occupled zecond place
now that he had sampled the eliesbnuts,

“Keep your fal paws off those clest-
nuis,” growled Johnny Bull, “or 1l
M wou. over the knuckles with this
shovel I

“Why, yvou mean beast!” exclaimed
Bunter. *You might sink your silly
peity feclings when old Quelch is lying
next door to death with a broken arn
and leg and-——  YWhal's a fow paliry
chestnuts at a time like tis? Paltey,
1 call it!"

“ A broken arm and leg! stuttered
VW harton.

Billy Bonter pavsed in his mastieation

of the chesinuts and blinked over his biz
spectacles.

“Yes, the silly ass—1 mican, the poor
chap didn't look where he was going.
The car went right over him,. Oh, I
know all about it. I know that you
found him and brought him in, Mot
much that goes on that T don’t get to
hear about ! added DBunter fatuously.

“Well, that's true,” said Nugent
grudgingly.  *“ But von're off the rails
completely ihis trip.”

“Really, Nugent! Poor old Quelehy's
lying in the sanny——"

“And wou're lving here!” chuckled
Dok Cherry.

“Ha, ha, ha! 2

“Really, Cherey, T consider it frighl-
fully bad form to make fun of old
Ouelehy's aceidont,  Skinner says he
might have to have his arm empulaled 1™

“Skinner  sava  that, does he?”
chuckled Bob Cherey.  ©Oh, my hat!”

“Yes, It's pretty rough on old
Quelchy,” continued Dunter. Y He'll
have to lay wp for three months alb
least I )

“You silly owl,” roared the caplain of
the Remove, “he’ll e down in Form
to-motrow ! He was only  stunned.
E-;ll:innar's been pulling your leg, vou fat
idiot ™

True Maicxer Lisniny.—No. 936.
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Billy Buntee staried,

“Down in Form to-morrow?” he

“ And he’s only stunped? Is that all?”

“Quite bad .enough, isn’t it?" said
Bob Cherry. *“I'll stun you with the
poker if yon think it's such a small
matter:™

Billy Bunter's jaw dvopped.

“0Oh lor'!® he muattered. “he
beast ™
“Eh? Who's a Dbeast?? demanded

Johnny Bull,

“Why, Quelchy!” exclaimed Bunter
indignantly. 1 thought he was laid
up E‘:r months with & broken arm and
leg. I thought the beast wouldn't be
taking us in class for weeks lo come.
Playing it low down, I call if, just to
get stunned

“What?”? roared Harry Wharton.

“You are eure he'll be down far
classes  to-anorrow? asked  flunier
anxicusly.

“0f course 1 am,” =aid Harry YWhar-
ton. “The doctor said so himseli, any-

11

“The rotter!” roared Bunter, * Why

couldn’t he get vun over——~"

h-Eh'!”
“Fancy wasting ay'mputhg on the
rotter when he'll be down for classes

{o-morrow " said the fab junior warmly.
“1'd have done my blessed prep if 1 had
Lnown,"”

“Oh, my hat!*

“Ha, ha, hai”

Harry Wharton & Co. roared. It was

evident to them that Billy Bunter had.

swallowed the tale Skinner had given
Lim. More than that, he had, on the
strength of it, deliberately neglected
hiis pug; nssnmin% that the Remove
would minus Mr. Horace Henry
ueleh in the Form-room. Instead of
which Mr. Quelch was fairly certain to
veenme his duties on the morrow, as
if nothing had happencd.

Billy Bunter snorted.

Really, it was. too bad. Mr, Quelch
might have been run over by & car!
11& might have done the joh properly,
the fat junior refected.

“QObtgining sympathy under false
nretences, that's what I eall it he
prowled,

“Why, vou fel worm——" _

“Playing it low down!"” conlinuned
Funter, with & sniff. * Ouly stunned!
Yarooooh!™

Johnny Dull picked up the bag of
vhestnuts from the table and hurled
them with unerring aim at the fat Owl.
The bag caught Billy Bunter fairly on
the tip of his snub nosze,

dd Yuwp |.:|J

“11s, ha, ha!

“Vou rotter, Buli! roared Bunter .

“Get out, you unfeeling worm,’
roared Jolinny, brandishing the shovel,
“or I'll come after you with this!”

“ Heally, Bull, you rotter, I consider
that— Yoaoaoop ¥

Billy Bunter's reinark ended m a hiow],

as Johnny Bull lunged at him with the
shovel,

“Waw-yow ! Kecp off, you beasl{”

Whack !

“Yooooooooop I
'm going ta tell
Oh erikey !

Billy Bunter fAed [or the study door
with Jolmny Bull close behind him, or,
what was more to the peint, with the
shovel close behind himi.  And Jelinny
did great execution with the flat sido
of that shovel,

TaE Maiguer Lenany.—No, 536,

Sleppit, vou, rotier!
you—  Yaoooooop !

Taun aver

The Ow] of the Remove deparied
along the passage at a great rate, and
he kept on runnming until long after
Johnny Bull had returned to Study
No. 1 and slammed the door. But when
Bunter stopped and szaw that he was
safe from pursuit he shook » podgy fist
in the direction of Study Na, 1.

."E&I.EEE“ ‘ha roared. “I'll zmash
him! I'll  pulverise him!  Yah!
Rotters! They're all rotters, and

Quelchy’s & beast! ¥ah! Varooooch!”

That last ejaculation from Bunter was
not  intended 1o be included in his
denunciation of the occnpants of Study
Mo, 1. DBub at that moment George
Wingate, the captain of Greylriars, had
swung along the passage.

His finger and thumb itighiened on
Billy Bunter's fat ear,

“Yarooop!” howled Bunter.

“You young scamp to speak of your
Form master like that!” said Wingate
sternly, 1 suppose you know he's lymg
Ml in sanny

“Yowl Leggo my ear!” howled
Bunter. "I wasn't calling Quelchy a
rotter, T feel sorry for him, Eeal?.;' X
do, Wingate, Yow! You're hurting
my ear! I was telling Wharton & Co.
they were beasts for not sympathising
with Quelchy, 1 didn't want the beast—
I mean, T didn't wani Quelchy to get
by & car. Yow! I didn't
neglect my prep because I thdught he
wouldn’t take clazzes to-morrow.”

“*Ho you haven't done your prep, eh?”
said Wingate sternly. “You thought
Mr. Quelch wouldn't take Farm 1o
morrow, did you, Fhy fat pippint”

' Nunno!” gasped Bunter. *'I didn't
tuink anything of the kind. I—"

Wingate released his grip of Dunter's
exr and tightened his hold on the ash-
plant that had slipped down from Lis
arm into hiz hand.

“Dend over | he commanded.

Bunter eved the ashplant appre-
hensively.

* Really, Wingate—~""

*“ Bend over 1

Reluctantly, very reluctantly, the Oul
of the Remove placed himself in a
siooping posture,

Swish !

';Yﬂﬂﬂ-ﬂﬂmﬂﬂpf"

“Let that be & lesson to you, Bunter,”
=aidd the captain of the school sternly.
“It's not playing the game to tlake
advantage of an accident that has be-
fallen your Form master. Yeu ought
to have done your prep. Now cut off to
bed! Sharp!™

And without wishing (o come info
fierther contact with the prefecl's ash-
pant, Billy Bunter stifled hiz wrath and
rolled up the Remove staircase dolefully.
Ieally, it was hard lines on a feliow whe

had s much sympathy to expend on lis
Form muzler.

—

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
A Shock for Mr. Queleh !

i ALLO, halle, halla!
Ingpector Grimes!™
Eob Cherry's  stentorian

Lones rang out from the steps
of the Schoeel Mouse as the Famous Five
camo to a halk siter their sprint round
the quad before lessons next morning.

“Look at his chivey,” remarked
Nugent. “It's preity certain he hasn’t
calight the eyeaped convict,™
~ Inspector Grimes came towards {he
junigrs with a puckered brow., Az a
malter of fack, tha police-inspector had
spent mosl of his night ont-of-doors on
vhe trail of (he elusive man with the

Hore's

moustache, and his temper had suffered,
But his face cleared a little when he
saw the juniors whom he had met the
Previons ovening.
Y Morning, inspector ! sang out the
junigrs in one hreath.

“ Good-morning, my lads !’

“ Have you recaptured the giddy con-
vict 1" asked Bob Cherry, kuowing
beforehand that the answer would be in
the negative,

Inspector Grimes® face hardened again.

" Haven't seen a sign of him,” he said,
“Just my luck that you fellows should
run into him a few minutes after my
meeting with you."'

“Well, we'ro not absolutely certain it
was the escaped conviet,” said Wharton.
" Except that he was hatless, and that he
had a moustache.”

“He was the man right enough!™
snapped tho police-officer.  “Who el
would have been out on a wild night Jike
we had yesterday 17

“Ne ono but a desperate man would
try the highwayman bizney, anyway,”
said Boly Uherry.

C YHow is Mr. Queleh?” asked the
inspector,

“Well, he came down from the =anuy
about half an hour awxo.” answered the
capbain of the Remove., “1le looks a big
seedy, smtherwise there appears to be
litle wrong with him. ™

“Geood I exclaimed Inspecior (frimes.
“I'm just calling to see him, DPerhaps
he ¢can help me to identify the wan from
a picture 1've got of him. ™

“1 oxpect so,” said Wharton, “*He
was <lose enough 1o him, I ehonld
imagine, Lo remember hiz chivey,”

“Perhaps you young gentlemen will
conduct me to your Form master,” said
Grimes,  “I want you, toe, to sule
stantiate or otherwize what evidence Mr,
Ciuelch can give me as to the identity of
the man,™

“Right-ho '

The illE;’H‘:I:tr}r and Ll juuiurs Il
into the School House, and went dewn
the passage (o Mr. Quelch’s study.

“Lome inl” came ithe master of (e
Remove's well-known voilce, as Wharlon
tapped upon the pancls of his door.

'he juniors and Inspector Grimes

A ) od-morning, mspector !
Mr. Queigc?l, with n f.fin{. mll—ﬁlc.
morning, my boys!™

Y Good-merning,  sirl”
Wharton & Co. {riuiifui!;,'.

“1 hope vou are beller?™ added ile
caplain of the Bemove,

1 {eel more or less all right,” zaid
Mr. Quelch, and he passed his hamd
across his faece in {that «dazed manuer
which the juniors had remarked upon the
evening before.  "Bui Heaven alone
knows what would have been my fale
had you gallant boyz not come to my
rescua !

IT¢ proceeded 1o thank (hom, much fo
the prowing embarrassment of Harry
Wharton & Co., for they thoughi little
of the service they had rendered therr
Form master, Inipector Grimes, how.
cver, calng to the resone.

“Mr. Quelch,” he =aid, wiilh a pre-
liminary cough.

“ Inspector—>"1

“1 should indeed Le abliged if you
would glance at this pholograph here
apd tell me i wou recognize your
assatlant of last -uvenin%u”

The master of the Remove fook the
photograph and gazed at it intently.

“That i3 the scoundrel,”™ he said st
Tength. ™I should know his face again
anywhere,  The mouslache, the rather

1

: saud
Y G aod-

said  Ilarry
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large eves—yos, yes, inspector, that un-
doubtedly iz the l:i.iicmr.%ﬂ- of the man
who attacked me.”

“"Good 1" grunted
“That helps us a little.”

He thereupon began to explain how
Porters, the plain-clothes man, who had
brought the escaped convict from Wands-
worth Prison, had been given the slip
at the station.

Mr. Quelch listened with all his atten-
tion, although at fimes a spasm of pon
crossed his face.

“A desperate man, inspector,” he
said at length. L sincerely trust you
will apprehiend him,  He intended to rob
me. " .

“T rather faney we shall get hime n
the long run,” said the inspector, show-
ing the photograph to the juniors.

“That's the merchant,” said Dob
Cherry, screwing his eyes in a con-
templative fazhion at the likeness that
stared ont at him from the photograph.
“1 only caught a faint glimpse of him n
ihe darle, but I would be prepared to
ewear that that’s the blighter—hem !—I
mean the rotter—that 1s to say, the
seoundre] 1

Mr., Quelch smiled, and the inspector,
despite his worry, allowed & flicker of a
grin to eross his severe features.

“Doubtless ‘the man will remain in
hiding somewhere near Greyfriars," said
the police-officer at length. *' ¥ou seg,
sir, ha knows the district very well—"

“Ah!" exclaimed Mr. Quelch, as if
recalling  someihing  suddenly,  *That
reminds me, inspector. The scoundrel
semed to kuow my name. Ie actually
valled e F Quelchy ' 1"

looked

The juniors started,
lowards the inspector.

That individual chuckled, and then his
face resumed i1iz usual ' official ¥ ox-
PreEssion.

“There is nothing wvery surprising in
lkat circomstance, =ir,” he spid, at
length; “for the escaped man i3 an ex
Creyiriars follpw—"

40Oh 1™

My, Quelelh stavted, and Harry Whar-
ton & Co. exchapged glancea. The case
was beginning io assume  interesting
proportions, An ex-lreyfriars man an
escaped conviet !

*Really,  inspecior !
master of the Remove.
ihat such 15 the case?"

“ Abzolutely ecertain,’
A0,

“But the name on the photograph s
‘Plash Jim,"  alias  * Monkey Flosh-
man ' 1 exclatmed Mr., Quelch, with
some heat,  “No, boy, to the best of my
knowledpge, has passed through Grey-
frinrs with that name.™

The inspector chuellod grimly at the
Form masier's ignorance.

“Thoe gre only his professionsl nick-
nemies,” he answered., “The nmme yon
would know him by, lis correck name, in
fact, 15 Bupert Villemond-—-"

“Villemnond,” muttered ilwe masior of
the Remove., “Villoemond ! I seem (o
reeollect the name. Al! I have it Ile
was & French-Uanadian, who came o
the school bwelve yoars age”™

i Eﬁ&f‘u}’ pre

“And if my wemory 1= not playing me
false,” econtinued Me. Queleh, “lie was
expelled for smoking and gambling and
also—-"

“Potty theftz at the schiool ! added
the inspecior,

the inspector.

and

exclaimed the
Ao you sure

>

redurned the i

“You Lknow that, {00, said the
figster, in amazenent,
“MThe police know more aboub 2

wrong un than he knows himsell,” sl
Iuspector Cirimes proudly. = We've gol
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“ Beast ! '* roared Bunter.
and Quelchy's a beast. Yaroooooh !"

“I*ll smash him !

wﬂ#dmggﬁ denuncia:iuﬂ ﬂ%‘: Harry Wharton & Co. But at that moment
inga swung along the passage.
on Billy Bunter’s fat ear. ** You young scamp, to speak of your Form-masier like

that,” sald Wingate sternly.

Yah ! They're all reoiters,
That last ejaculation was not infended

His finger and thumb tightened

{(Sec Chapter 4.)

hig record from the time he came io
Grovirviars and thenee onwarda,”

“HBless my soul!"  mutrered  Mr.
Quelch, “This is a shock. to me, An
ex-Gireyfiviars boy a conviet ! Dless iy
wonil 17

Harry Wharlon & Co. had Hsterned to
the forezoing with considerable interest,
Nol one of them lknew or romembered
the boy Villemond, naturally, for he was
before their time. All the same, they
were just as amazed as was their Form
masler. They found it havd fo reconctle
a Ureyiriars boy, whether he had been
expelled or not, with an escaped convicg
—with 8 man known to the police as
“Wlash Jim " amd  “ Monker Flash-
man.” Bul there was no disputing the
fucls as Inspector Grimes had related
thein.  He was not likely to make & mis-
bako in guch o serious matter, Iesides,
Mr., Queleh had said that the escaped
man had addressed him by name; had
called him * Quelche,”™ in fack.  That
alone seemed to imply that he Jonew DMr,
Quelcl, or, rather, had known him as &
boy, for practically overyone in the Grey-
friara Remove relerred to their loarned
Form master —int privaie, of course—as
“old Guelohiy.”

i 11T T

Queleh  dazedly.

goul ™ repeated Mr
“This 1z a shock.
Dr. Locke will be astonizhed when he
knows the faels. You are suro vou
have made no mistake, inspector ¥ he
added carnesily. _
Mr. Queleh held 4l honour of Grew
friasra very dear (o iz hearl, and the
Heonght that o boy whom he often had
had oecasion o insirucl 1o the days

eone by had developed into such =
notoricus  scoundrel almost unnerved
him., Dut there counld be ne mistake.
In the years that had passed upon the
cxpulsion of Rupert Villemond Mr.
{Juclch had quite forgotien the existence
of that wunruly boy who had passzed
through his hands.

But in five minufes those yvears had
been thrown aside. Me. Quelch, with-
ont calling vnduely upoen his imagina-
tton, saw the face of the boy senfenced
to expulsion the morning he was due fo
leave the school never to veturn. He
remembercd 1n a fash the sullen look
of deliance on the face of Rupert Ville-
mond,  He remembered, too, the in-
sulting words the expelled boy hed
chosen to utier as Mr. Quelch had seen
lim in the train for Loudon.,

Ak that time the master of the
Remove had held an instinclivo fecling
ihat Rupert Villemond would turn out
a “bad lot.” Iudeed, he had lectured
the errant youlh on Lhe ]ﬁ”aiiﬁ that lav
before an unruly, nndisciplined and un-
principled member of this law-abiding
community. At the time Villemond had
I:&-;Imd and told Mr. Quelel: to “ring
D ‘.l‘?

And Mr. Quelch recollected how he
had pursed his lips, had overeome the
temptation to give this insubordinate
vouth a thrashing on the way to the
station, despite tho fack that he was no
longer, in actual fact, a boy under his
_i reriscdicbion,

“T am forced to conclude that you are
right, inspector,” said the mester of the
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Remove, at length, albeit reluctantly.
“The face of Villemond, teo, has
changed hut little from its original
sulky and defiant outhine. The eyes are

the same, the crucl mouth has not
changed except for the worse. Yes,
yes, I fear you are right.,” ;
“T'm right cnough, sir,” replied
Grimos. “ That man hoas served o sen-
tence of five vears for larceny. He was

due to come before the magistrates on
Monday in an appeal casze ab Court-
field, That's how it was he was garbed
i civilian clothes.”

“Which will make it considerably
maore difficnlt for you to trace him,”
sald the Form master slowly.

“Yes and no,” answercd the police
official evasively. “He's pretly certain
to hang earound this district. Such a
course is common with the practised
criminal. And the matter of his appre-

biensior: is only a matter of hows, or at

mosk days."

“T wineoraly trost yon are right in
your surmise,” said Mr. Queleh.

“1 take it that these lads will not
spread this news around the school”
said Inspector (rimes, with a zharp
look at Iarry Wharton & Co. " MNews
leaks out quickly enough as 1t 13, and
wo want Lhe cseaped man to think that
he has & free run”

I'Irér- Quelch smiled at Harry Wharton

[ B

“You may rest assured, inspector,”
ho seid, *"that theze boys will keep
quiet as to what they know of this very
regrettable affair.”

“"We sha'n't say & word,” said Iarry
Wharton. "It .isn’t ‘exactly to the
credit of Greyfriars that o hunted felon
should -have ones been o member of this
school. We'll keep mum about it, sir.”
C"Hmm:,!-“ chimed in the rest of the

G‘l

“Thank you, my boys,” said ihe
master of the Remove. “The Jess
known about the past of the scoundrsl
who attacked me the better.”

Inspector Grimes reached for his lat.

“Of coursk, T zhall post two or three
plain-clothes men in the vicinity of the
schonl,” he said, “for it is more than
likely that Villemond may scck -shelter
within its walls. Jf he does, we shall
arrest him without delay, never fear.”

“I wish you suecess,” said Mr
Queleh. r

“Thank you, sir.”

Inspector Grimes  smiled on  the

assemhly and strode towards the door.
Already the weight of responsibility
seemed to have been shiflted from iz
suoulders. In his mind’s eve he zow
ihe recapture of Rupert Villemond, alias
Flash Jim, alias Monkey Flashman, a
matter of hours only,

But if the worthy inspector conld
have foreseen the startling happenings
that were to eventuate, doubtless he
would not have felt so confident. And
neither would Mr. Queleh and Harry
YWharton, for that matter.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Flash Jim }

ORNING lessons in the Grey-
friars Remove were extra-
ordinarily devold of sensa-
tions, for even Skinner & Co,,

slackers as they were when opportunity
presented iteelf, forbore from taking
advantage of Mr. Quelch's loose grip
upon matiers appertaining to their in-
struction.

_The Form mastet zeemed to have
little ‘interest in lessons that morning.
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Doubtless he had neot yet recovered
from the shock of the unwarrantable
attack ‘upon him the previcus night, or
perhaps it was the fact that the person
who had attacked him was an ex-
Greyiriars boy, an escapcd convict,

Certainly Mr. Quelch gave no inkling
of his thoughts as he sat ai his desk
and gazed abstractedly from the window
to the ceiling. and then to the SYIpa-
thetic pupils in the desks before hun,
But Harry Wharton & Co., in the light
of what ey knew, Tancied they could
aceount for Mr, Quelel’s inattentiion to
Form matters.

He was thinking of Rupert Ville-
mondl,

And =zo were Harry Wharton-& Co.,
for that matter, although they did not

let that circumstance interfere too
much with their studies.
Billy Bunter was jubilant. Perhaps

he was the most cheerful youth in all
the Form, for the Owl had entercd the
class-room that morning fully expects
ing to be called over the coals for haxy-
ing neglected his prep. But for once in
& way the master of the Remove did
not eall upon Billy Bunter to construe,
for which Bunter was excredingly
thankful,

ITe confided to Skinner in a whisper

that “old Quelchy ¥ wasn’t such a beast
alter all.

Never had the Remove Form heen so
studiously quiet. Hardly a whisper
ran round the desks, for one glance at
the strained expression on Ay,
Quelel’s face was enough ta stifle any
attempt at ““lawful ¥ insubordination.

The Remove to a man felt sorry for
their Form master, and they rather
admired his pluck in taking classes that
morning after his advenlure of the pre-
vious evening.

Dut there was a general muormur of
relief when the time for break came
round, and Harry Wharton  eather
fatweied that Mr. Quelch loined in,

The juniors streamed out of the Form-
raom in &n orderly hine, but the moment
they were outside a reguiar bubbub of
conversation ran the round. .

“Ioor old Quelchy!™ =aid Delarey.
“Ile looks pretiy grogey.”

“AR' worrted, begadl” drawled
Lord Mauleverer. “I didn’t have the
cheak ta fall asleep during Eoglish
history. It weould have bheen playing it
rather low down, you know.”

" Poor old Quelchy

Harry Wharten & Co. walked ont
into the gquad for a breath of fresh air,

“Old Quelehy’s thinking abaut that
seoundrel Villemond,"” said Bob Cherry,
breaking the silence that had seitled
over the Famous Five,

“The thinkfulness of the estecined
rotter Villemond is terrifie,™ murnmired
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

The Co. nodded.

“I say, you chaps,” said Wharton
suddenly.

_MBay on,” grinned Dob Cherry. “We
like your voice.”

“Oh, don’t be an ass!” grinned
Wharton, “But, I say, did you fellows
notice anything peeuliar “about that
photograph  of Villemond, Inspector
Grimes showed ug?

“Only that it was grubby,”
Johnny Bull.

“I don’t mean that,” said Wharton.
“You don't expect a police photopgraph
to be mounted and shoved in a gold
frame, anyway. DBut dide’t you spot
anvthing elsei®

“Can't say I did,” grunted Johnny
Bull.

sl

T mean the likeness,” said Wharion
thoughtiunily.,

“What about the likeness (™

“Well, just imagine that face with-
out the moustache,”" went on the eap.
tain of the Remove.

The rest of the TFamons Five looked
at their leader inguiringly.

"It struck me,” continmed Wharton,
“that there was a thumping good like-
ness to old Quelehy himself if it hadn't
been for that moustache.”

“Quelchy would be fattered,” said
Bob Cherry, with a grin.

“The Ratterfulness of the esteemed
and ludicrous Jlikeness would get the
respected Quelchy’s rag ouwt ragiully,”
said Inky,

“Whieh, being interpreted, means
that Quelchy wouldn't feel flattered to
hear your remark, Harry,” said
Nugent.

“"Ha, ha, hal”

The captain of the Remove shook his
head resolutely,

“1 den’t care what you chaps sav, if
there hadn't been a moustache on the
chivvy of that rotter Villemond, you
would have seen a likeness to Quelehy
himself,” he gaid,

“You are not going to say that Ville.
mond is o velative of Quelehy's, aro
vou ' demanded Johnny Dull.  * What
the thump does it matier whether there
13 o likeness or not¥  Likencszes ars
easy when they're worked like that,”
added Johnny. " For instance, if it
wasn't for Bob's big feet and his face,
he'd bear a strong [ikeness to—-"

V" MNothing  on earth,” said Frank
Nugent zotta voee,

" Exactly,” grinned Johnny Bull,

“Why, you checky wdiot——-" bpegan
Bob Cherry.

“As it is," resumed Johnny Bull, © he
ouly bears a jolly good likeness to a fat-
head.”

“Ha, ha, ha!

And Johnny just jumped clear of Job
Cherey's lunging boof,

The subject of likenesses was dropped
by mutual consent after that; but, for
all that, Harry Wharton could not rid
himself of the impression that the phaoto-

graph of Villemoud had made upon his
mind,

E’Ean?!
“Hallo, halle, halle! roarced TBob
Cherry, “There goes ihe giddy belt ™

The Famons ¥ive 2o off ag the double
for the Forne-room, there to CHjON oy
octherwize the company of Monsieur
Charpentier, the French masfer, while
he discoursed upon the nystevies of
French verbs,

And as they went IHarev Wharton &
Co. canght a glimpse of Mr., Quelch,
ithe master of the Er:mm'g, walking, o
trifle wearily, it seemaod to them, in the
direction of ti’m cloistors,

He was muttering to himself as he
walked along, his head drooped forward

on his chest,
"My head! I must tell Dv. Pillluey
about it. I don’t feel quite myself, I

can't get a grip on things.™

The Form master was speaking the
truth, for he mumbled the saine words
a scora of times as he paced restlessly
up and down the deserted eloisters. Hia
[ace was pale and drawn, and his oyes
glowed a trifle more brightly than was
normal with him,

As he walked up and down, muttering
to himself, a face rose from view hehind
a foll of broken masonry. It was the
kard face of a man i;l.hﬂllt twenty-seven
f;ﬁ'arﬂrn]d, although signs of bard living

ad lined it for all time.

But Mr, Queleh did not see that face.

If he had seen it the master of the
Remove would have received the shock
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of hig life, for there was no mistaking
thosa large, crucl eyes, the thin, curled
lips, the black moustache.
© [t was the face of Rupert Villemond,
alins Flash Jim, alias Monkey Flash-
nae.

How the escaped convict came to be

in the precioets of Greyfriavs was
known only to himself.
He had braved the storm of the pre-

vious night, had sought the shelter of
the school—the school in which he had
once been admitted as s scholar, and
expelled ingloriously  theretrom—when
the rest of the countryside was wrapped
in slumber and darkness. To =cale the
wall that enciroled CGreyiriare was a

gimple enough task for the criminal; he

had scaled higher and more difficult
walls than that. And to reach the
shelter of the ruined cloisters had been
easy of accomplishment, too.

Villemond's memory had not failed
him in hiz emergency., Twelve long
years had passed since ho last had gazed
wpon Greyfriacs, but he had sought the
cloisters in the black darkness with the
vase of & cat prowling its way at night.

And there, in the grateful cover of
one of the wvaults, the escaped felon,
drenched to the skin, had waited, foar-
ing recapture with every passing hour,
With the dawn. however, his spirits had
revived. e was again the desperate
man, delermined to make & bid for free-
dom. But he was sorely in need of
fond.

And, remembering the routine of the
school, as if it were but yesterday sineo
he had walked into classes, the wanted
man had chosen his opportunity to steal
out of the shelter of the vault in sparch
of food. The masters and boys, he
rechoned, would be in the Form-rooms.
Thera was bound to be a certain amount
of food in the studies of the junior boys.

And just as he had dragged himself
elear of the wvauly Mr. Quelch had
rstled by.

“Confound him ™

Without making a sound, the wanted
man had concealed himself behind a
big block of fallen masonry and waited.
1hs dark eves gleamed savagely on the
face of the man he had attacked so vio-
lently the night before.

But Mr. Quelch walked up and down
oblivious of the nrcar presence of the
man for whom the county police were
searching, muttering the same words
OvVer Ano OvVer ﬂﬁ-&-] I1. :

“My head! I must tell Dre. Pillbury
about it: I don’t feel quite myself. I
can't get a prip on things”

Rupert Villemnond heard every word of
those coft-repeated mufterines, oand
laughed =stlently to himself. At Grey-
frizrs, when he was a pupil, he had
hated Mr., Quelch with an unnatural
hate, resenting the interference of the
kindly Form master, and re mtering a
vow that some day he wm:l-zig]"nn:.f the
rotier out.” Well, the day had come.
Mr. Quelch was not “feeling himself,”

The wanted man, behind cover of the
masonry, laughed sardonically. If those
meddling boys bad not come upon him
in the act of assaulting Mr. Quelch, the
Form master would not have been wall-
ng the cloisters that sunny morning!

*Is he never going?” muttered the
cacaped man, watching the Form
naster’s repeated perambnlations of the
clorstera with lynx-like eves, “Ah ™

The mesier of the Remove stopped
and fumbled in his gown. He brought
to li%‘ht e small book, and, with a
pleased expression on his wan face, sat
himself down on one of the stone septs
in' the cloisters, :

Mr. Quelch was a great lover of
Thucydides, and nothing pleased him
better than to rummage in the pages of

AT CLOSE
QUARTERS !

Mr. Queleh’s face was pale and drawn as he walked up and down the clolsters.

He did not see a figure rise from view behind a fallen heap of masonry.

seen it the Form-master would have recelved the shock of his Iifa, for the face was
that of Flash Jim, the escaped conviet !

If he had
(See Chapler 6.)

that learned gentleman when he needed
some relaxatioh.

But even Thuevdides failed to interest
Mr. Quelch just then, He found himself
reading the same passage over and over
again, At last, with a deep sigh, the
I'orm master rose Lo his feet and began
to walk towards the House, forgetful of
the fact that he had left his precious
volume behind him.

Flash Jim watched him go with
obvious relief,

“The old fool!™ he muttered. “I
thought he was gommg to stop here ol
dav. By thunder, I am hungey!”

The eves of the wanted man watched
the receding figure of the Formm masier
until it disappeared from view m the
porch of the BSchool House. Very
cautiously, Flazsh Jim rose to his feet.
He senrched the surrounding viciniky
with a watchful eve before %’m broke
from cover.

Then, taking his cournge in  both
hands, the scoundrel made tracks for
the window of the nearest study, which
happened to be that occupied by
Vernon-3mith of the Remove. In two
minutes the daring scoundrel had forced
the catch of the Bounder’s study win-
dow and raised the zash. Then, with a
final glance about him, to make sure
that he had not been observed, ¥lash
Jim pulled himsell up over the =il and
silently lowered the window again.

He was breathing a trifle heavily
after his exertions, but hiz confidence
was stroniger than ever. He laughed
softly as his keen eves embraced the
lavish appointments of Vernon-Smith's
study.

“Chap who digs bhere must have

plenty of brass,”™ he reflected.
- He crossed the carpeted floor and
turned the key in the lock of the door.
Then he turned his atiention to the cup-
board.

“Locked ! . A multered imprecation
excaped his hips ag he tvied the handle
of the deor, rnd then he smiled. * Evi-
dently something good in here,” he
added, “Kids don't lock their study
cupboards unlezs they've got a load of
grub aboard. I'll durned soon open that
tourpenny-halfpenny lock, anyway!”

His eves roved the room for some
implement, and a grunt of satisfaction
came from hirn as he s=aw a small length
of wire on the mantelpiece,

“Just the thing!"

In two minutes or under fhat piece of
innocent-looking wire had forced the
cupboard lock. And when Flash Jim
zaw the contents of that cupboard his
eyves glistened,

“Geo!  Now ihis iz some feed!” he
mutbered,

The Bounder had latd in an “extea
special 7 supply of tuek, but it was cer-
tain now that he would never enjoyv it,
for Flash Jim, rammaging in  the
bottom of the cupboard below o
shelves, found an old kitbag. And into
thiz kitbag was transferved Vernon-

Sinith's “ fead.™

“That [‘l-ﬂ.g".'?‘ oo lii:'.l.'_}' find,” grunteﬁ
Flash Jim, ﬁ?ﬂ'ﬂ:!'ln up the loose folds.
“I'Il fill 1t before I'm many  minutes
older, I'll warrant!™

Closing the cupboard deor, lie crossed
to the study door, and srood listening.

Tue Macxer Tarrany, —No. 936,



12

Put no sound came to him save that of
hiz own heavy breathing, for Greyfroars
was Lo a man in elass.”

Noiselessly the scoundrel unlocked
the door and passed out, taking his pro-
vistons with lome  Then he  wvisited
sovoral other studics in the Remove pas-
sage, aml, without exception, each wvisit
proved fruitful of result. Dy this time
the kitbag was well-nigh full,

“Qorging  little  razeals ! muttered
Flash Jim, a2 he made his way back
into Btudy No. 4. " There'll be o giddy
rampus when they find their precioos
tuck missing, 'l be bownd!”

Chuckling to himself, he raized the
sash of the Bonnder's study window, saw
that the coast was clear, &nd nimbly
clambered over the sill; the kitbag tied
to hiz shoulder, )

*Fasy ! he muotlered, slanding on lip-
toe ancd dragging down the =ash of the
window until 1t was, to all mtents and
purposez, the same as he had found it
“Now for a feed!”

Taking cover wherever opportunity
peourred, the cool scoundrel retraced his
steps to the cloisters He lhad been gond
on his errand seareely twenty minntes,
but he had in that Uime colleeted rations
in the form of ting of zardines, herrings,
ox-tongue, and ' bully beel” enovgh (o
kesp him alive for four daxs, at least,
And aunantities of bread, tarts, cakes,
and the like, would donbtless give a
relish to his meals for the Brst twenty-
fonr hours of his concealment such as he
ladn't tasted for five long years of
prison life and prison fare.

¥lazh Jim smiled contentediy as he
hetook himself and his provisions to the
gecrot vault. And as his glanee recled
on the forgotten book Mr. Quelch had
left hehiml him, and he read the title,
he shuddered.

The works of Thueydides did not fit in
harmonionzly with a ungry stomach,

THE 3EVENTH CHAPTER,
The Wrong Man !

“ Lll};rllER:u
B Bob Cherry roared out that

name az he stared in at the
cuphoard in Study No. L

Tt was featime, amd Harry Wharlon
& Co. bad veturned from s vigorous
game of football with healiby  appe-
tites,

“The fal rogue!"

“T'I skin him ™

Bebh Cherry had inacle bracks for the
cupboard at once, whilst Frank Nugent
had laid the eloth and Johnny Pull had
aked the fire. Farly that morming

b Cherry had received a *whack-
ing *' parcel from his aunt. It had
contained every sort of buck, for Bolbi'a
aunt knew her vephew's likes and dis-
likes in the matler of tuck to a nicety,
The Famous Five had looked for-
ward to demolishing that fine array of
goad things with great gusta. Tho
footer had given an exira edge to their
eppetites, and one and ali declared
themselves famished.,

But the parcel was gone!

At Teast, the contents of the pareel

had disappeared. Only the brown
papar wrapper remained.

“I'H sealp the rofter'” roared DBob
Cherry, as he cyed that empty cup-
board., "1l burst him ! I'll—-."

Words failed the sturdy Bob, Heally,

it was too bad to “lav in ™ an appe-
tife on a grand scalo, only to find that
the capboard, like that of the ecelo-
brated Maother Hubbard, was bare,

Five faces assumed angry  expres
sions. Five hungry appetites were
calling out for vengeance.
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“Tt's Dunter right enough ! roarod
Johany all, " Nething 12 safe from
that fat pilferes.”

“Lomme get at him ™" growled Lob
Caerry sulpburously.
Tt was only natural hat  Harry

Wharion should jump io ihe conelusion
that Buoler had lifted their tuck, for
it was a common trick of the Owl's to
nose ot other pwfple.'s grub and help
himself to it. If anvone ever com-
plained of losing his tuek in the Grey-
{riars Remove that person had nevee
to look very far for the culprit. Bunter
had a weakness for that kind of thing.,

“1 zay, vou fellows=—"

A fat face, adorned with big specta-
clea, pecred roungd the corner of the
door of Btudy No 1. Is belonged to
Hally Bunter,

“The fat scoundrel 1™

“Clallar hima 1™

“1 say, yon fellows——
Wharrer vou at? Yowp !V

Billy Bunter was collared on all sides,
Five hongry juniors were determined
to take & severe vepgeance on the fat
carcass of the fellow who had “ boned ™
their gralb,

* Blaughior him !"

"Wow ! Lot up!
erumbs |

Bump?

Billy Bunier was raised on high and
bumped with considorable force on the
cold, hard, unsyinpathetic lineleam.

Bump 1

“¥aooonoop ™

“We'll toach the fai worm to pineh
our grub

(L3 Rﬂtltﬂr :‘H

“Take it ouf of his fat hide ™

DBump !

“Yaronoooooh ! Lepgo, vou rotiors!
I haven't touched your rotten grub! T
— Oh erikey ™

Ritly Thenter's protestations of inno-
eener  passed  wnhoeoded., Mobody Do
livved Bunter when i was a guostion
of missing grub.  The Removites acted
on the ancient maxim of action first
and guestions alterwards.

B !

“Wow-ow ™ roared
pling in the prasp
“ Legpo!
your riben—

Lang |

The study door was flung open un-
ceremonionsly, and Peier Todd and
Vernon-Smith and et Delarey stood
npan the threshold.

“Been Bunter-——" began Delarey,

“Mhore he 15" hooled Vernon-Smith,
HATter your with Dunler, Wharton !

“Leave a bic of o foe as " prowled

N aroonooh !

Groogooogh! Oh

Bonter,  wrig-
af the juniors,
I tell vou I haven't tonched

12k

G roooooogl) !

Delarey. “He's pinched our grob”
“TEht"
Harry Wharten & Co.  paused.
Behind Thwelarey.  Vernon-Somnrh,  and

Peter Todd were Skinner & Co, and

Chrilvy and Desmaond, Al of fhemn
were looking furious,
"Bojabers, here’s ihe spalpeen ™

B T

voared Micky Desinon:l loporrah,

i1

1'll teach lim o wolf oor grob!

“*Yow " Dbowled Dunter, collapsing
on the study fAoor. "1 havew't touched
vour beastly grub, Honest mmjun, 1
haven 1"

Harry Wharlon & o, looked at
Bunter, ol then at  ihe swarm  of
angry Juniors in the deoorway. It was
pretty evident, on ihe foeco of it, that
Billy Bunter hadn’t  been  guilty  of
raiding the grub belonging to all these
Juniors,

“Oar grab’s gone, loe!”  said
Wharton.  “Wa thought DBunter had
boued it, and we were just lamming
him ™

o E A —

“And mine's  pone!”  exclaimed
Skinner, "I had a jolly fine fruit-cake
and a coonle of tins of :ardince——""

“And pry chicken and Lham paste and
jan-tarts have disappeared ™ yoaved
elarey,

“And my targs——"

“And my corned beef.”

It was & regular chorus.

Poter Todd pushed hiz way {o the

front, and eyed his fat swwdy-mate
sharply,
*Hezcpe, Peter!” moaned DBunier,

Y"These fellows say 've pimehed their
rotten grub, I haven't touched it,
Toddy, Honest Ionjun, I haven't!
Grroooooogh '

* H¥'s telling the truth for once in a
way,” said Peter Todd.

“Well, vou ought 1o be able Lo =ift
the troith from the fbs* said Bob
Cherry. " He lives with youw™

Peter Todd nodded.

* Bunter's telling the truth,” he re-
peated.  “Awnyhow, he wouldn't have
the nerve to pinch all this grab. Why,
it's & regular raid. Fxpeet Temple &
Co. of the Upper Fourth have been on
the warpath.”

My hat!"

“We'll sealp em [V

* After them 1”

Tn an excited body ihe Removites
charged down the passage for  the
Upper fourth Formy quarrers, leaving
Billy Bunter groaning on the floor of

wtaudy No, L

Tlm-ly care  upon Cecil Reginald
Temple in the passage.  The elegant
caplain of the PFonrth looked at the
mob of Hemovites with disfavour,

“What are you checky kids doing in
our passage ™ he demanded,

“Collar the silly assi™

“Bmother him ™

“If  this iz a
Femple,

“fEhut up, vou fellows ™ said Harry
“'hﬂii‘tﬂﬂ, realising that he might be
making another mistake by assuming
that Temple & Co. were responsible for
the nissing grul, *Leok here, Temple

“Tm looking.™ said Toemple  lofiile,
“But T can't stand it for long. Your
face worries e, dear Loy [”

“Uh, bump the checky a=s!™ roared
Trevor.

A cortain amownt of Temple’s Joftiness
vanished at that remark. A pglancs
round him showed fhat there was no
ather Upper Fourth-Foreer in stght.

“What's the trouble, Wharton ¥ he
asked oo ppore {'m}f'iﬁalﬁ'l':l.- R TInGy,

“Bomebhody’s boned our grub,” ex-
plained the captain of the Remove, *In

raid=—"  hopan

fact, half the Dblessed Form's  been
raided.”
“Tompl's sang  las been over !

roarcd  Delarey.  “They're a hungry-
looking lot, anyway, ™

**Ha, ha, ha!"

“You're looking m the wrong
guarters for tha grob-raiders,”  said
Temple. *"Tisn't lkely that we'd raid
vour silly fag studics. Have vou tried
Bunter 2

“Yes. We've pearly  slanghtered
bim,” grinned Wharton,  “DBuot for
onee in & way 1 believe he's imnocent.™

“Well, the Fourih haven't been near
your rotton studies to-day, T'll give vou
my ward,” saigd Ceeil Reginald,

“Of course, 1f voun zay thaf,” sand
Wharten, “we'll believe you!™

“Well, T do say it,”

Whatever his fanlts, awd they were
legion in the eyes of the Removites,
they knew Ceetl Reginald Temple to be
a fellow of his word ; evidently 1he grib-
raicler did not belong to the Upper
Fourth.
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“Well, ne good heoging  aroumd
here,” growled Vernon-Smith., *Lel's
got back ™ )

“The best thing you could do,™ said

Temple loftily,

And he swung round on his heel and
squntered away.

The Removites streamed back to their
own quarters in an angry crowd. Quoes-
tions wera asked up and down the
Bemove for the next hour, but no sign
of the identity of the grub-raider came
to light.

And in & disgruntled mood the
lngry Removites crowded into Hall for
tea, occasioning no little surprise from
the master in charge there, who was un-
sccustomned to seeing no more than half
n dozen or so Hemovites st most par-
taking of the rather meagre fare pro-
vided by the school authorities.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.

A Daring Schems | ‘
1 DEAR me, I must have mislaid

it somewhera!”

Mr. Quelch made that re-
mark after tea that day.
The master of the Remove was in his
gbiely, The pain at the back of his head
still worried him, and he waz at a loss
for something to do to ocoupy his time.
In his leisure moments Mr. Quelch was
given to working laboriously on his fype-
writer, compiling & History of Grey-
friars, bub even Lhab sttraction wearied

bin in his present state of nund.

He had seen Dr. Pillbury, whe had
miven him something to appease the pain
in his head. The learned medico had
made a eclose examination of the
bump at the back of the Form
master’s head, and had srrived at the
conelusion that Mr. Quelch was still
siffering from shock. The doctor had
urped  Me, Queleh to give up  his
seholastic dutics for a few days, but the
master of the Remove wouldu't enter-
istn the notion, much preferring to lake
Iris Forme in the usual way rather than
foliow a life of idleness.

He was looking now for a book fo
regd, and his intellectual mind at once
ciaved for the works of Thucydides.

“I wonder where I have miglaid 1t *"
he muttered. " Leb me see!™

Mr. Quelch paused in his task of
searching the pile of papers on his desk.

“Ah'" ha ejaculated suddenly. I
remnember. I left it in the cloisters,
How forgetful of me!"

Ho picked up his morvtar-board and
rustled out of his study i great haste,
The dea of Thucydides being left out
i the damp air all night greatly con-
cerned him, for Mr. Quelch paid con-
siderable reverence to his books.

Hea shiverod slightly as he encountered
the cold air in the quad, and guickened
his steps still more. DBy the time he
reached the cloisters Mr. Quelch was
a little out of breath.

An ejaculation of delight escaped him
when he saw the small volume reposing
in the same position whare he had left
it buk the ejaculstion frose on his hips,
for in & direct line with the book was
& face. ;

And Mr. Quelch recognised that face
in an instant.

“Bloss my soul!” he ejaculated.
“Yillemond, you scoundrel ™

The face drew clear of the shady
civisters and Villemond moved forward.
_ "Quict, you fool!” he hissed. And
nis features were convulsed with rage.

Mr. Quelch stiffened.

¥ How dare you spesk to me like that,
vou  wrefched fellow?” he retorted
wermly, “ What are you doing here?”

The wanted man laughed.

“You know what I'm doing here,” he
grated harshly., " DBut for you last night
I should have been miles away."

“You scoundrel !" Mr. Quelch locked
aboul him wildly, But there was no one
in sight in that deserted portion of Grey-
frianrs other than this rascal and himself.
“The police are looking for you.”

“Ugh! The police!” sneered the
esraped conviet. * What do 1 eare about
the police?”

“You will have good cause to care,”
rapped Mr. Quelch, “for I am going to
acquaint thern of your presence,”

The wanted man took a step nearer,
an ugly light shining in his eyes.

“You dare to raise your voice.
Quelchy, and it'll be for the last time,”
he hissed.

The Form master felt a tremor run

down his epine. Tihe man looked
capable of murder.
“"You've surprisad me,” went on

Flash Jim, in & more coneciliatory tone.
“1 should have been safe i the vault
until the hue and ery had died down. I
only came up for a breath of fresh =mir
and exercise. It's shifling down Ethere,

and my clothes are dripping wet. But
you surprised me, You always, in the
old rl.:lﬂ.j.'ﬁ, crossed my path, confound
o [

“FEoough, vou razcal ™ rapped Mr.
Queich. % You must go back fﬂ where
you came. You are a disgrace to vour
old school, ¥ou might, at least, have
1!}:}:% the decency to keep clear of Grey-
rin s,

“You don’t understand.” hissed Ville-

mond.  “ You've never sampled life in
prison.  You'va never known what it
ts to be suarled at by warders. You've
never known what il is to sleep on a
hard hed.”

¥ Douhtles«™ answered Mr, Quelch

drvly, “T am not & eriminal.™

Villemond took another step nearcr
and involuntarily Me, Quelch shrank
Laaede.

“You are going to help me to escape, "’
spapped  Hhe wanted man,  “ Do YOI
leosar 77

“ 1 slall do nothing of the kind. It is
iny dithy to inform the police that you
?*ru‘hq-w.-.’ replied Mr. Queleh warmly,

Why. even now two plain-clothes' men
are glmost within call. Tt is my dute
io notify them of your presence.’” ’

The wanfed man sneered, hut ihere
was an ugly purpose behind the sneer.

You were over a stickler for duty,

‘the Greviriars
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Quelch,” be hissed., “But your duky
iz not going to see me caged in behind
prison barzs again, IHelp me this once
to get away and you'll never regreb it.”

The master of the Remove laughed,
albeit a nervous laugh.

“1 shouldn't dream of helping you to
cicape the consequence of your own
eriminal misdeeds,” he mpi.iml, with
aome heak.

“You refluee, ch?®™

“ Abzolutely 17

Mr., Queleh gave hiz answer with an
aiy of finalitv. He was not liking this
unexpected interview with Flazh Jim,
and wanted to get it over as quickly as
possible,

“Well, there's no ather way for me
but to make wvou a prisoner,” sharled
Flash Jim. I can’t afford to let you
o now, koowing what von de.™

“Make me a prisoner!"” said Mr.
Quelch. “Why, it's ridiculous, my good
fetlow I

“Not so ridiewlons as vou imagine,”
-rapped out Vildemond. “I sm =
desperate man !

With the words he ftung himeelf upon
master and bore him
backwards.

*“You sconndref—a-"

Mr. Quelch tried to speak, but 5 rough
hand waa thrust across his mouth, Igia
tried to free himself of the grip of the
wanted man, but the elderly Form-
maester was like a child before the
strength of Flash Jum.

Before he know what was happenin
Mr. Quelch was being half lifted an
half dragged down inte the dank atmo-
sphere of the waults, A handkerchief
had boen wedged inte hiz mouth, pre-
venting him from calling out.

Through the labyrinth of passages that
nnderlay the old cloisters the ex-Grey-
friars boy picked hiz way until he
resehied B vaule that had,. in his day,
been known only to a few. Hao was not
to know that the vault had since been
discovered by Harry Wharton & Co.,
or that it had been placed out of bounds
by those in suthority. It would offer
him & haven of refuge, snyway, until
such time as it was safe to throw the
cdust of Greyiviars From his feet for ever,

A candle stuck intoe a boattle illumined
the vaull, Mr. Quelch saw that, and
wondered at it. His burning eyes saw,
too. a guantity of food piled up in one
vorner of the stone chamber. Despite

((Continved on page 17.)
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{ A WAITING GAME!

The Postal Order that never turns up |
By William George Bunter.

LIL IR R RO L L LR L LR EERT LI LEL ]

HEARBY nform William Bloge, as

ong William o another, that he is

# snare and a delogsion, To some

fellows he brings good tidings; to

others he brings ha ti&ingﬁ; but to me
he brings nothing—nothing at all!

1 seemn to spend half my young life
waiting for the postman. It's a nice
occupation on a sunny spring morning,
when the birds are twitkering in the
trees, and King Sole is shining ; but on
a nippy winter morning, when the snow
lays deep in the Close, and the tempera-
ment of the whether is below zero, it's
no joke waiting for the postman, I can
assitre you !

It takes old Blogg a jolly long time
to get from the village post-offis to Grey-
friars. If there was a race between the
hair, the tortuss, and old Dlogg, they
would fnizh in this order:

1. The Tortuss.
2. The Hair.
3. William Dlogg.

And when at last the old bulfer does
turn up, with his back en his sack—or,
enther, vicey versa—I find that my long,
weary wait hag been all In vane.

“Any for me, Blogg?” I
eagerly,

Ile shakes his head slowly.,

“ Not this mornin’, Master Bunter.”

mauire

“What! Do you mean to say my
titled relations lave forgolfen me
again?”

RBlogg gives an nritating grin,

"1 dessay the prison arthorities won't
allow vour relation: to wrile Lo xou,
Master Dunter.” he savs.

And he shuMes on, chuekling at his
own fechle jest,

There are letters by the score, in old
Blogg's sack. Wharton generally gets a
heap of corrviec’s pondence; and old
Mauly bas letters gallore—thongh it's
too much fag for him to veply to them.
1 wonder that people keep writing to
him, when he never excrls lumeself to
write back.

E ok LR L2 LE S LT LT L} ]

Old Bloggs sorts out the letters, and

pute them in the post-rack, in the Lall
The “B " pigeon-hole is nearly always
full. There's a letter for Brown, and a
cupple for DBulstrode, and a registered
packet for Bolsover major. There are
letters for Blundell, and Bland, and
Bull, and Bolsover minor; but there's
never a letter for Bunter, either major
ot minor !

Well, T won't sav “never.” Some-
timez I get o letter bearing o halfpenny
stamp.  Either it contains a litile bill
which I have run-up in Courifield, or a
biggor bill which I bave run up in
London; or 2 circular from a stock-
broker, advising me to invest all my
cappital in  Conauls or Canadian
Pazzificks, Sometimes, too, 1 get a
cireulur from a munnylender; but I've
got a grate greevance against munny-
lenders. 'They never lend munny!
When T write and ask therm for o loan,
they reply that there’s nothing doing,
bekawse I am a minor. Frvidently they
mix me up with young Sammy |

I am still waiting, with the cembined
patience of Jobe and Wilking Micawhber,
for my postle-order fo turn up, I shall
have to go on waiting, I suppose. That
postle’order has been on the way ever
since I was a new kid. It must have
heen hung up—a fate which Bob Cherry
savs [ shall sulfer one of these days!
Dob Cherry's a beoest !

But T shall go on li\'ing in hope; and
one of theze Bne mornings old Blogg
will make the jorxful annonnsement:
“Registered packet for Master Boanter I
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O ecertain grown-up people, the post-
man is simply a man who carries a

mailbag. Merely this, and nothing

T more. But to the expectant, hopelul
sthoolboy, the postman stands for  far
more thon this. He i3 o sort of Santa

Clans or an agent of Dame Fertune; and
who knows what. thrilling mysteries, what
foyful sqrprises, ble within that bulky bag
i1e ¢arries? _

W Letter for Master Wharton !

‘It 1 have héwrd that weleome sanoupee
} ment once, I have surely heard it a thon-
gund  times,

Svarcely a day passes without niy receive
ing a letter. Sometimes I got hall a dosen
hy the same post, sometimes I get a scove.
For, apart from my relations, 1 have friemls
seattered all over the globe, and it is always
a treat to get their cheery tidings.

I suppose that old Mlogg is one of the
most. important persome in this district. In
& way he Is quite as hnportant as the Heod,
or the Mayor of Courtfield,

Yet even the most important personages.
eome to be overlooked sometimes. And we
have never even thought wuniil now of
publishing a special numhber dealing with htr,
William Blogg and his activilies.

The little village of Friardale has not kept
pace with the onward march of progress,
Fisher .T. Fish is justified in calling it a
“sleepy 1'le bole. Just as it was In the
spaclous dayes of Queen Elizabeth, so Friar
dale is to-day. Its cottages are lighted by
smoky oil-lamps, and its water supply is
obtained from the village pump. The i
hahitants are content to jog aleng Just as
their forefathers jogeged alomg in *“ the goml
il days

Lots of people have to suffer through [his
oll-fashioned way of poing on, amnd Bloge,
the postman, ls one of the sufferers. e
has to carry oub bis dotly duties on font
instead of heing provided with a bleyele, or
# boxdricyele, or a motor mail-van., Twics
¢ dny he trudges from the village post-office
up to Greviriars, and his daily round ia »
strageling one of sevep miles or so. This
i rather an ordeat for Bloggz, hecanse the
poor old ehappie isn't getting any yonnger.
He has heen oor postman as far hack ns
{ can remember. and a3 far back sz Win.
gate of the Sixth can remember, and even
ng far hack as the Head can recollect. He
has to brave all weathers—heai-waves ami
Wizzards and galez—and on one occasion he
Lunihled mta & snowdrift in Friardale Lene.
Rut T will leave the worthy Blogg to relafe
s own adventures., !

Tha human machine ¢annot keep runnimg
indefinitely; and in a few years Blogg will
be retiring, with a comfartable pensiom fo
ease his declining, years, He will aleo ped
a handsome cnsh nation from Lhe Grey-
frinrs muictors and Boyve, And whe shall say
Lhe does not deserve It?

HARRY WHARTON.



HEN I caught sight of William
‘:‘g’ Blogg, the postnan, battling

his way along the shore road |

to Pepg, buffeted by all the
winds that blew, T was reminded of a
verse from  the comic opera—a verse
which I altered slightly to meet the pre-
aent sitvation :

“The woes of o postman are many,
His pleasures remarkably few;
Some say that he shouldn’t have any—
What is a poor postman to do?
Theve is never an end of his labours,
Yet he hes to look happy and smile,
Lest alt his more fortunate neigh-
bours
Should call him 2 erusty old file !

William RBlogg was not smiling when
I approached him. He was fufﬂnp; anick
biewing like a grampus as he trudged
on his tortuous way. There was g woe-
begone expression on his weatherbeaten
old dhal,

“Good-aftornoon, DBlegg!™ 1
genially.

The postman gave 4 snork,

“Which 1t ain't nothin' of the sori,
Aaster Brown!™ he growled. *“It's a
beastly, blusterin’ arternoon as ever was!
Aud "ere am I, trampin’ all the way to
(1 "Ouse with these lefters. I shall
be glad when 1 get 'omne, to rest me pore
tired fect. I'm sick to death of this
eternal tramp, tramp, tramp ™

[ fell into step with the old postman,
aned nodded sympathetically.

" IE must get jolly monotonons, hump-
g & mailbag up and down 1."I1_F:
contfry,” 1 saudl. " And postmen aren
averpald, 1 believe™

* Hindeod they're not, Master Drown!

{ there wae any justies in this "ere land
of "ope and glory a postman would get
82 big a zalary as s Cabinet Minister.
Certainly "o "as to work ‘arder! Which
I've bin on me feet sihce scvving
o'clock thiz mormun’.”

“AMy hat!”

“T've got a rournd,” Blogeg went on,
“which 15 Ave miles long as the ecrow
flies, But, noi bein' a blessed crow, I
*as to tramp it, without takin’ any shori
ents. An' that makes it sevving niles.
Waot's more, I goes over the same pround
twice a day, makin' a {otal of fourteen
wiles trampin'.”

“Shame!” I said soothinglv. " And
how long have vou been l%'m posinan
for this district, Blogg ¥

“For thirtv-live summers,”  said
Blogg, “with the winters an’ springs
an' auntumns thrown in!®

T made a rapud mental caleulation.

“There has never heen a  Sunday
delivery at Friardale,” T said.  “So,
working on the basis of a six-day woek,
yvou have put in ten “thowsand nine
hundred and fifty-five days’ work.
Muoltiply that by fourteen, and it will

saidl

give the number of miles youw've
iramped daring vour service.” ]
Ancother calenlation—on  paper this

iime—revealed the fact that William
Blogg had covered over 153,000 miles in
the course of his long carcer. XNo
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Eﬁ'nnder he referred to his “pore tired
cet |

“They ought to provide vou with a
car,” 1 said. “That would make life
casier for vou. If you were In a car
now, you'd be at CIf ITouse in a flash.”

The old postman nodded.

“They might at least provide me with
a hox-irieyele,” he said. ' DBut even
then it wouldn’t be all "oney pedaliin’
along roads like this. DBother the wind !

A sudden sharp gust from the sea
lifted Bloggs' peaked, official bhat from
his head, and zent it bouncing along the
road like a live thing, I rushed forwarvd
te retrieve it, and- had my own head-
%'ea:' whipped off im the process. Then

spent a lively five minuktes pursming
Blogg's hat and my cap. At last I cap-
tured boih; but their appearance was
not improved by the mud-bath they had
been given.

We plodded on throngh the pale, and
I asked Blogp to tell me some of his
adventures.  For I kpew that 2 man
can’t tramp the roads for thirty-five
vears, with a mailhag, without having
a few startling and out-of-the-way ex-
periences, ) )

0l Blogg was more kindly dispased o

‘me by this time. In fact, he became

quite grqndfs,ﬂmr]y and confidential.

“My fust adventure, Master Brown,
waz also my wust,” he sad. "I
Jappened nigh on thirty years ago, when
T was {rampin’ down this selfsame road,
in the dusk of a winter evenin', I was
jopgin’ along, whistlin® to meself to keep
nte spereits up, when all of a sudden o
couple of masked men jumped ount on
me from-the ‘edge.” *"Great Scott!”

I am no eraven, but I coukdu’t hLelp
darting a nervous glance to right and
lef®, and over my shoulder. Dusk was
alveady beginning io fall, and if a
couple of masked men should happen to
be lurking behind the hedge, ready to

spring out on ng——

I shuddered involuntarily.

“What did you do, DBlogg!?’ 1
neyiired.

“Tlo? 1"'!."11:_:, T couldn't do nathin’,

Mazter DBrown,  You see, I was took

One of the scoumdrels ,t;:;nn::f my arms
behind my back, while the other unstrapped

my mailbag,
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right off me guard. One of the
scoundrels grabbed my arms aa’ pinned
them behind me back, while the other
unstrapped my mailbag. Then they
took o their 'eels, with me "ollering
‘ Stop thief= " PBui, of course, the more
I 'ﬂ’tller-:d the faster they yun.  So 1
tramped back to Friardale, an' reported
the maiter to the postmaster an’ the
police,”

“Were the men caught

“No: they got clear away, But they
‘ad all their trouble for nothink, 'Fhere
was ouly a few letters in the bag for
voung ladics at ChIf "Ouse School, an’
none of the letters contained money. Bud
the affair shook me up a goodish bit, en’
for some time afferwards I t the
Lobby—nat Tozar, but the one afore "im
—to walk with me on.my rounds”

I took out my notebook and jolted
down the Jetails of Blogg's “fust and
wirst "' adventure. Then 1 coaxed lom to
tell me more.

“{ne very severo winter,” said Blogg
reminiscently, T *ad an adventure wot
nearly ended in a broken neck. It was
gottin’ dark, an’ I was takin’ the arter-
noon maill up to Groviriare, Friardale
Lane was simply choked up with snow
at the time, an’ in the darkness I lost
me footin® an’ pitched “ecad-fust into a
snowelrift

“XIy hat!™

“I must "ave lain there for close on
an hour,” went on Blogg. "I was sort
of dazed, an’ well-nigh buried i snow,
An' then, luchily for me, a party of
yvoung gentlemen from Greyfriars came
rinmin’'  down the lane, peltin' cach
ather with snowballs, an’ one of them
dizcovered me by bein' knocked Ayin’
an' landin' right on top of me !

" Andd what happened to the letters ¥

“h, they was recovared all rith,- an’
doaly delivered,” said Blogg. “Then I
weed Tome, an’ took o glass of "ot toddy,
an' went to bod, I woke up next morn-
in" none the waoss for my cxperience.™

Wa had reached Cliffi House by this
fime, and 1 waited by the gateway of
ihe girls' school while D]ﬂ%ﬂ; trudged
through the quadrangle to deliver the
letierz, He vejoined me in a few
momenis, and shared his homeward
journey with .

“Yon seem to have had some rether
grim times, Blogg,” I said. * But surcly
there have been some bright spots in
vonr carccr As a postman 9

Blogg's face brightencd,

“Why, of conrza, Master Brown,” he
sanl. "I once stopped a runaway 'oss
an’ irap whilst goin' my rounds. Thea
thanghter of the Mayor of Courtficld was
in the trap, an’ she was scared oub of
‘er wita—nat'rally so. She was full of
gratirood when 1 succeeded in bringin'
the 'oss to a standstill: an' the next day
I was= sont for by the mayor, an’ "¢ made
a public presentation to me—a cheque
for twenty guincas. That was a lot of
money in those days”

Blogg then proceeded to tell meol :ome
of the lavish “tips ¥ he had received ok
Chmstias-time. He had an smusing
ancedote to relate of Lord Mauleverer,
the generous and extravapant schoolboy
carl,  Manly greeted the old pestiman
in Lhe Close, whe said, handing him a
five-pound note;

“Tlere’s a ten-shillin® Christmas-box
for veou, dear man—an’ you can Leep
the change !

A tvpical Manly varn, this!

Blogg had other stories to relate, some
grave, others gay. He is cerfainly an
mteresting old chap, and his remi-
niscences would fill a  volume. But,
iaking one consideration with another,
I came to the conclusion that a post.
man’s lot, like a policeman's, is not »
happy one!

Tre Magxer Lisnint.—No. 836
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“TEA-ING” WITH ALONZO TODD!

By our Special Representative
TOM BROWN.

(LT T R
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HEMN Alonzo Todd, the Duffer
of the Remove, invited me to
tea in Study No. T, I fairly
jumped with joy, for 1 was in

the state known as “astony.” As a rule,
when you are on the rocks, nobody ever
invites you to tea; but when you are
simply swimming in shekels, you get -
vitations showered upon you.

Alonzo explained that he would be sll
alone in Study No. 7. His cousin Poter
was feeding at the bunshop in the vil-
lage; and Billy Bunter, for some
reason 1 could not fathom, didn't care

to teke tea with Alonze.

Punctually at five o'clock 1 tapped on
the door of Study No. T, and entercd.
Alonzo was there, end he greeted me
very cordielly.

“Ah, here you are, my dear fellow!
Hit down and make yourself at home.
I trust you have brought a big eppe-
tite with you?" :

“I could eat a donkey's hind leg off,”

=

I said. * But you needn’t ke apprehen-
sive, Lonzy. I'm not going to start on
you ¥

I frowned a little as I saf down to
the table. When a fellow 15 invited fo
tea at five, and he turns up promptly to
time, he naturally expects to find the
table laid, and groaning benecath the
waigﬁt of the goodly viands, so to
spetk,

The table was laid, tertainly, with a
snow-white cloth. There were also two
plates, two spoons, two cups and
saucers, a teapot, and two egg-cups.
But where were the ly wiands?
That, as the immortal Hamlet said, was
the question!

“Lonzy,” I said, “you are very lax,
You promised me an extra-special lea,
but I see no sign of the {stted calf.”

Alonzo turned a Aushed face from the :

fire.

“We are not having fatted ealf for
tea, my dear Brown. do not eat flash,
except when compelled to do so, in the
dining-ball.  En private life I am an
cegefarian.”

“A what?” I gasped.

“An eggetarian”

“Burely you mean vegetarian?”

“No; I mean precisely what I say.
An eggetarian is 8 person who subsists
almost solely upon eggs.”

“This iz news to me,” I said. *Still,
we live and learn. Fve no abjection
to having epge for tea, so long as
there's plenty of them. I'm not greedy,
but I like my fair share of anything
that's going.”

“Do you prefer your egga lighily
boiled, my dear Brown, or utferwise it

“Lightly,” I said. "I can't eat
butlets.”

Alonze glanced at the oclock on the
-mantelpiece.

“I have given them ten minutes,” he
murmured. *“That should be sufficient,
I think.”

"Suficient?” I shouted. “Why,
they'll be overdone, you silly euckoo!”

Alonzo lifted & small saucepan from
the fire, and spooned out an egg. and
transferred it to my egg-cup. I sat
blinking at that ogg as if it was some-
thing new and strange—as, indeed, it
was, It was the most tiny egg I had
'THE MscNer LiBrany.—Na, 936,

even seen—not much bigger than a
supar almond.

“(Great  Beott!” I ejaculated.
“What's the matter with this egg?
Has it shrunk through being over-
boiled? It's not a hen's egg, shrely?
No hen would plead guilty to laying 2
miserable hittle thing like this ™

Alonzo amiled.

"It 15 8 small pigeon’s ege,” he said.

g T}!FF are most delictous and nourish-

ing.
“But it would take about a dozen of
these to sabisfy my appoetite I I said.

"I fear you have gluttenous tenden-
cies, Brown. You are nearly as bad as
Bunter.”

I gave & grunt, and started to behead
my egg. Bit the egg flatly refozed to
be behieaded. It was az hard as a hrick,
and my spoon made no impression on
it
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“De vou have to apen these with
nut-crackers " I-.asked, with crushing
SRTCASITL.

“Not at all, my -dear fellow, I
always bang minc on the fcor. But be
very cereful not (o spill the yolk.,”

There was no chance of my spilling
the volk, for that part of the egg had
become as hard as gramite through
averboiling. Having eracked the shell
by the prunitive method suggested by
my host, T dug my spoon into the con-
esled yolk, and tasted pigeon’s egg
or the first time,

“Gerooorgh 1" I spluttered. * There's
something wrong with this egg. Is it
fresh ¥

“Certainly, my dear Brown. It was
Isid only a month ago.”

“Only " I gasped. “ And vou dare to
feed your puest with an egg which is
qualifying for itz Qld Age Pension?
Ooooch! The taste is awful! Give me
some bread-and-butier, for goodness'
sake 1"

Alonzo peassed the bread-and-butter.
Instead of being cut into good, honest
slices, the bread had been sliced in tiny
wafers. The butter was laid on so
lavishly that it would have required &
microscope to see it.

I popped one of the wafers into my
mouth. Alonzo stared at me in horror.

“Pray do not be so extravagant,
my dear Brown! Why, you will eat
me out of house and home! You
should take just the daintiest mouthful’
and masticate it thirty-sixz times.”

I popped enother wafer into my
wouth, and then another. I had no
chanee to chew them—they were so
tiny. It was just like eating crumbs.

By this time 1 was beginning to fecl
aquite rattled.

“Haven't you got anything else?” I
demanded hungrily.

“1 fear nol,” said Alonzo. “But I
can  procure  you another pigeon's
Egg ar

“If vou mention pigeon’s eggs to me
again,™ I said darkly, “I—1'11 buist
your I

Alonzo was cabing his own egg wilh
great relish, He scemed fo be actually
enjoying the odious thing.

“ ¥ou miss all the joy of life, through
not being an  eggetarian, my dear
Brown,” he mumbled. * There is mora
nourishment in one of these tiny eggs
than there 1z 1n o whole beefsteal,”

“That may be so0,” 1 assented, rising
to my fest, “but I'd rather have the
beefsteak 1

Alonze clutehed at my arm.

“YWhere are you going?” he said. I
have not poured out your tea yet!™

“Oh, all serens!” I said grufy. I
might as well stay and have a cup of
tea."”

Then, to my astonishment, Alonzo
took up the leapot, and started to pour
out. A colourless liguid splashed into
my cup.

‘You—you frabjous ass!” I shouted.
“That's plain water ! You've forgotten
b pIut Itlm taaf in 1"

o ave forgotten nothing,” said
Alonzo. “My  method—a . mithﬂd I
advise you to follow—is to pour out the
hot water first, and then add half a
spoonful of tea. Bur vigorously for s
few seconds, and then imbihe.”

& Yﬂ‘u_"}'ﬂ'“ Rl .

“In that way you derive the full
nourishment from the tea,” explained
Alonzo, “I will mix your tea for you,
and vou will admit that it tastes de.
lightful.”

I gave Alonzo a wilting look. Then
I turned on my heel, and swung out of
the study, feeling just as hungry as
whet I had entored it.
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the seriousuess of his position the
master  began o wonder how  this
desperate crinonal had managed to ae-
eorpnlate sueh a quantily of provisions.

“Thero yon are, wmy good sir!" zaid
Villemend, setting the master down and
tying the gag secarely between  his
tecth. ** Weleomo to my dug-out !

Y Gugepug g

Those were the only sounds My, Quelch
was eapuble of making, for the pag
effectnally  szilenced any  attempt  at
specch,

But he could struggle afresh for his
frecdom, and once more the Form
master and bizs one-sime pupil wers at
grips with cach other. The result was
only what Mr. Quelch expected. Ile was
bandled like a babe, and at last, out of
sheer exhaustion, he lay powerless and
limp i the strong grasp of his captor.

F’;aﬁh Jin  propped lilim - the
corner of tho vault and locked at him
for several moments.

“Oy Jove!" he exelaimed at lengih.
“I Jryar "..'!tf"".'l" i'. hf‘rﬂl'-!"..”

He took a pace ucarer, and. stooping,
stared Tubl into the Form master’s born-
ing cyes.

Thenr he siraightencd himself  and,
hand wpon his chin, veflected for at least
five nnnutes.

“It's a chance,” he muttered, and
Mr. Queleh wondered what fresh vil-
lainy tlus cool cuztomer was contemplat-
ing. “And a rare chance. Dlossed if I
den't take it, Detter than stopping down
here for days and nights, anyway.”

‘hat was passing v Jus omnd was un-
known to the master of the Remove, bud
he got a fair inkling of it a moment
later, for the wanted man began fo
strip him of his outer elothes, Of came
the gown, and jacket and trousers of
Mr. Queleh.

*Gug-gog-greve 1

It was nscless for Me, Queleh ta pro-
test. The pap stifled all protestation
effect ually.

YA rare nodon Y ]nllgh{'cl Flazhr Jin.
“They didn’t call me Flash Jim for
pothing., I'0l sarprise ¥ou in & moment,
my dear Quelehy,  Just wareh 1

With conswumale coolness ihe scoun-
drel divested hinself of his wet coat and
trousers and donned those belonging 1o
Mr. Quelch. Nexi, he pulled the
master's gown over his shoulders,

The elfvet was startling in the extreme.

Mr., Quelch, despite the eold, stared
with tndoubted interesi at the cool
rascal bofore him.  For with the elothes
of & schoolnaster, compleied by the
gown, the wanted man now bore an
sstonishing resemblance to Mr. Horace
Henry Quelch, AL A.

"Gug-pup——"

Ah, surprises you, dees 11%" asked
Yilletrond. "I never kvew before that
fy features resembled yours, Now, if
it w-&rmg't for this moustache——"*

He picked up the tin lid of a cocoa-
tin, and by polishing its surface manaped
o catch a faint reflection of bimself in
ik

I:IIE.F.iIH:E'i‘H:E}', Alr. Quelch now realised
what ihis raseal’s game was, He was
geing Lo hmpersonate  him. For a
moment Mr. Quelch felt alarmed, for
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the likeness was extraovdinary, Then he
smiled Erimiy.
Vitlemond dared not show himself inside
the School Housze, asz Mr. Quelch was
clean-shaven,

That one circumsianes would put paid
to Flash Jim's account, But Mr.
Quelech hadn't reckoned with the cun-
ning and rezouree of the escaped con-
vi¢k,

To the Form master's amazement,
Flash Jim took the lighted candle from
the neek of the ginger-beer bottle and
began to singe the mounstache from his
face. It was a painful proeess, and two
or three times Flash Jim mutiered an
inprecation as the burning flame saught
his face.  DBut the task was completed
m a few moments, and the last tracc
of the mwusiache was gone.

“H the prison aothorities hadn't
allowed me to grow my lair becauso 1
was to be presented ab court—the polieo
courl,” he said, with o gay 1:1:.1:::.![':, 1
shouldn’t have had that painful jol.
What do you think of tho transforma-
tion, Quelchy "

M. Quelch was unable to say what he
thought, but hiz eyes spoke volumes,
Despite his own precarious position, he
could not heip but admire the resource
of this man.

But Flash Jim did net wasle any more
time in comploting his disguise just
then, e prﬂteeﬁ?d to “dress 7 the
Form master in his own garments, and
having done that he bonnd Me. Queleh’s
arms hehind him, and ran a length of
cord wound his ankles,

“I don’t think vou'll give me much
trouble,” he muttered, picking up the
cocoa id again. “Just keep still, there's
a good chap, I want to get your Lines.”

ipping a matchstick in the hlack
smoke that trailed off at the end of the
flane from the candle, Flash Jim looked
at Mv. Quelel’s Bace intently, and then
began faithiully to reproduce the dark
lines of age in his own countenance.

“Bplendid ' he muttered at length,
“ Now mv topknot, Let e see, Quelchy,
vou're a trifle tinnned out on top. I
can't manage that part of the dispuize
here. That can wait until I get to vour
i*m:im a}r:ul find a razor, Dut I want a
Ia e —

e muttered something under his
breath, and stepped out of sight of the
bound Formn master. He was gone two
minutes, and when he returned he was
wearing Mr, Quelch’s moriar-board.

Mr, Queleh could: hardly believe his
Cves, The crowning cffect that the
mortar-board produced was amazing.
Mr. Quelch might have been looking in
4 mirrgr and seeing lis own face and
form reflected.

“My dear Villemond,” said Flash Jim,
in the well-known tones of the Form
master, * pray consider the pitfalls that
awnallb von in London. Ha, ha, ha!™ Ho
burst into a subdued roar of laughter.
“1 haven't enjoyved myzolf like thiz fox
many & «day ™

“liug-gug-grerer |

Alr. Quelch pave it up. It was nscless
trying to say anything with that gag
in his month, But his eves plared bale-
fully at the wanted mwan, and if looks
couid have killed, Flash Jim would have
expnred on the spot

“Don’t geb alarmed,” zaid Flash Jim.,
"You're domng me a wonderful service,
reallv.  To-morrow s Sunday, T thind,
And Greyfriars masiers are allowed to
do preity mach what they like on the
Sabbath. I'm simply poing to borrow
vour identity for to-night and early to-
morrow morning. By this time to-mor-
Tow m?hl I shall be miles away. No
one will suspeet Mr. Queleh of being a
wanted man when he walks out of gates

With that moustache,

sy

=

carly to-morrow morning, T am sorry,
and all that, but needs must when the
devil drives, you know."

Mr. Queleh’s eves gleamed.

“XNow  don't get your rag out,
Quelchy ! went on Flash Jim. *VYou'll
inconvenicnced here for a
few hours, that's what 1t means. T'IL
let them know where to find vou before
I do the wvanishing trick, I reckon I
can lay hands on enough money in your
study, too, to zce me through,™

" Lag-gug-gug—-""

Forgetful of the gag, bMr. Quelcis
wrath blazed up, but all {o no avail
The scoundrel in front of lum simply
favghed. -

“ I be casy, Quelchy 1™ he said tan.
talisingly, “For [ heard you say ihia
morning that you weren't guite yourself,
If I inake any faux pas with 1he masters,
should 1 ran inte them, they'll put it
down to the blow on the back of my
head. Ha, ha, ha! It waz a gu:u:ui thing
yvou did eross my path this {1ime”

Without more ado, the wanled man
siuffed the ecandle and backed owt of
the vault, .

“Good-night, my dear Quelch!” he
said calmly., “Happy dreamz! 1 hope
vour bed st the school 1s more comfort-
able than the stone flags here, any-
way, Good-night!”

And  Jeaving  the shivering Form
master to his thoughtsz, which, naturally,
were dectdedly unpleasant, the cseaped
convict ascended the steps of the vauolt
ta fresh air and frecdom.

Mr. Quelelt heard his retrealing {oot-
stops growing famter and fainter, vntil
?i}mlm as of the grave reigned around
R

The scoundre]l wasz pone.

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
On the Warpath !

RASH!
‘ The deor of Study XNo. 7 in

the Romove passage was Hung
open, and the fat form of lhilly
Bunler hurtled thvough the doorway,
“What the——7
I'otor Todd, who was doing hia prep,
looked up from his books with a frown
of aunoyance on his face.

“Save me, Toddy!” howled Billy
Bunter, panting for breath,
“ Kht"

“Wow! Bave me! Groooogh!

“T'll slaughter you, if you make ihat
awful row!? szaid Peter Todd grimly.
“What do you want to come bursiing
into a study like that for when a fellow’s
working #*

I3illy Bunter cved the doorway un-
easily, as tf cxpecting a visitor at any
moment. Heavy fooisieps could be heard
coning down the passage,

“Wow ! gaspaed the fat Junior, “ He's
aftor me!™

“Wha's after yon #”

“That rotter Loder ! panted Bunier
looking round the study like a cornere
rafk,

= Oh 1

Peter Todd's month sct in a grim
bine,  Loder was a Sixth-Former and a
prefect, but if he were “afller ™ Bunter,
it was up to Peter Todd to protect the
fat vouth. There was no love losl be-
twoen the Remove and Gerald Loder, for
the Sixth-Former was a bully of the firsg
waler,

“{iet under the table quick, Daper!™
snapped Peter Todd. “1'1 look after
that brute Loder. I expecet you deservy
whatever he wanis to give you. Stil],
wi can go into that afterwards. Ceg
a move onl!” '

But there was no need to urpe Bill
Dunter to do that., He fawrly dive
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under the table, the long folds of the
table-cover almost concealing Bim from
view. There he crouched and shivered.

The footsteps in the passage were
louder now. They were impationt foot-
steps—footstepa that Peter Todd knew
well.

With a suppressed chuekle, FPater Todd
goated himsslf at the table and simu.

lated for the approaching Sixth-Former's

bonefit an interest in Wirgil.

Crazh !

The study door swung open, and an
ynpleasant face looked 1n.

“Sopn that fat raseal?” domanded
Cieruld Loder,

Poter Todd looked up from  his
valume, ;
“What fat rascal? he inguired
sweetly.

The Sixth-Former came info the study
and scowled.

“¥You know whom I mean!” he
snappad, swishing ‘the air with the ash-
plaut he carried,

“Do 1" murmured Peter Todd.

* Bunter ! almiost bawled the prefect.
“1'1] skin the young rotter when
eateh him! Is he in hered”:

Peter Todd shrugged his shoulders.

* Ask me another,” he said. “He
might be under the coal-scuttle. No, L
think he's a trifle on the large size for a
feat like that!”

“That's encugh [ rapped the prefect,
his eyes glittering, “Don’t rot! T'm
n'si-:inq voi & plain question. Is Bunter
here ¥
- “Does it look like
Teodd. unperturbed.

“I' ﬂ:llr him alive when I do caich
him!" said Loder, his glittering eyes
roving round the study., “I saw -the
fat rotier bolt down the passage in this
direction.™ ]
~ And the Sizth:-Former turned on his
beel and swung out into the passage,
ﬂnml_:m"n'g' the door to behind him with a
crasl,

“ Nice kind of chap,” murmured Peater
Todd. “Bo polite !’ _ .

“1 say, Toddy,” came in a whisper
from Bunter, ‘ican I come out now ?'"

“Yes. Roll out, fatty. The coast’s
clear now,” said Peter Todd.

Billy Bunter rolled from underneath
e tn{»lﬁ, and sank panting intoe the arm-
chair.

“Wow, the beast!" he gasped, “I'm
gure he would have 1aid into me if he
hod caught me!"

Peter Todd chuckled.

“Just a. few,” he said. “But what
have you becn doing to upset his lord:
ghip #"

Billy Bunter snorted. )

g r accuses me of wolling his

it?" said Peter

rabbit-pie ! ho said indignantly., * As if
I would, vou kopow ™
“0Oh, my hat!” said. Peter Todd

faintly,
"I wouldn't touch his measly rabbat-
pie with a barge-pole!” sniffed Bunter.
‘It was rotten rabbit, anyway. I'm surc
I shall get ptomaine poizoning.”

Peter Todd gezed at hiz fellow-study-
mate admiringly,

“It’s really marvellons I”" he sdid. *“I
don’t know how you roll 'em out,
Bunter !

9] Eh ?'!I

“You beat Ananiaz and George Wash-
mgten rolled into {mﬂ‘,” went on Peter,

“Why—— Oh lor" 1"

Billy Bunter nearly jumped out of his
gkin a3 the study door reopened and
Gernld Loder’s unprepossessing features
came into view.  There was 4 malignant
glearr in the eyes of the unpopular
prefect.
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“S80 I've caught you, you little
rotter 1" he said, with a sneer. * I rather
thought you'd be hiding in here !

He advanced ipto the sbtady, and
swished his ashplant as if {0 get the
measure of it. Bunter's cyes alternateiy

went to the prefect's face and his ash--

plant. | .

“0h, really, you know, Loder!” said
Bunter haltingly.

“Come here!” rapped Loder, with an
unpleasani grin, :

* But—" bhegan Bunter, rising from
the armchair, and backing round the
table.

“Come here ! :

“Oh, really, Loder,” said the Owl, “I
don't know anything about your blessed
rabbit-pieg—-"

“You fat little toad ! hissed the pre-
fect. 8o I was right! You know all
about the rabbit-pie. You're the enlprit,
I haven't said a word to anyone in the
Remove as to what [ wanted yvou for.
You staned self-confessed !

“Wow " TIn his eagerness fo proclaim

I his innocence Billy Bunter had confessed

his guilt. * Keep him off, Peter [V
“Hold on, Loder "

Peter Todd planted himself. in the
prefect’s way, but Gerald Loder was in
noe humour to postpone his vengeance any
longer. He swept Peter Todd away like
& sgck of feathers. Then he was upon
Bunter,

“I'll teach vou to wolf my grub, you
fat pitferer]”

Whaok !

* ¥arooooooh !

Billy Bunter's yell eould be heard the
length and breadth of the Remove
PassAREE.

Whack !

Gerald Loder was going great guns
with the ashplant.

“Wow-vow ! Gropooough! Oh lor'!”

Billy Bunter dodged round the table,
and the Sixth-Former dodged after him,
doing great execution with the ashplant,

Whaalk |

“Yaroonop ™

Billy Bunter faiely bolted for the door-
way, and passed through it like & streak
of lightning. Gerald Loder dashed after
him.

Crash !

In his haste to get within smiting dis-
tance of the Owl of the Remove, Gerald
Loder did net notice Peter Todd's out-
siretched foot.

“Yaowp!" The prefect sprawled over
it in an undignified heap, roaring.

“Sorry, Loder,” grinned Peter Todd.

“"You clumsy ass!" hooted Loder,
serambling to his feetl.

Meantimme, Billy Dunter was scutt-
ling down the passage at a pace that
would have dono credit to a professional
sprinter, And Peter Todd's thoughtful
action gave him & stact,

But Gerald Loder was more wrathy
than.ever. [le made a viclous swipe
with hiz ashplant at the grmning Petes
Todd, and then raeed through the door-
way of the study after the Owl of the
KRemove.

“Hallo, hallo? Bob Cherry's sten-
torian voice boomed forth as he appeared
at the door of Study Na. 13, with Mark
Linley and Flurree S8ingh. “What's the
giddy rumpus about " )

Hardly were the words out of his
mouth when the fat form of Billy Bunter

b A ot e e i e e
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flaw past, to be followed & fow moments
later by Gerald Loder,

“ Loder’s on the war-path,” chuckled
Mark Linley. * LExpect Bunfer's been
after his grub.”

“The oxpectfulness s ternfic!”
murimmured Inky. “ And the unluckiul-
ness of the esteemed and ludicrous
Bunter—-" :

*Ts also terrific!” said Bob Cherry,
with a grin, .

At various sindy doors along the pax
sege juntors had gathered, attracted
there by the commotion during the
“quiet ** hour set aside by the school
nuthorities for prep.  They stared in
amazement s first Bunter and then
Loder of the Sixth flew past, :

“Ow I panted the fat jumior, blowing
likée & grampus, “The beast!
Grooough ! This is awiul !”

He glanced over his shoulder, and saw
Loder not very many yards behind him.

“The rotter ! gasped Bunter. “Iie’ll
catch me! Wow!" .

The Sixth-Former was drawing nearet
now, and there was a nasty ﬁit'-am_. in his
eye. That it wasn’t quile the thing for
8 Bixth Form prefect to he seen chasing
a fag in the Remove did not trouble
Loder. Dignity had gone by the board,
It was vengeance that was uppermost,
That rvahbit-pie had heen specially pre-
pared for the benefit of Carne and
Walker, Loder’s pals, who had been in-
vited to aupper. e

And now there was no rabbit-pie, and,
consequently, no supper !

“The yvoung thief I motiered Loder,
“I'll flay him alive !

He qguickened his pace, and Billy
Bunter, glancing over s shoulder agoin,
almost mlla;ms with fright as he saw
how near the prefect—or, vather, how
near his ashiplant was !

*Oh crombs 17

The doorway of the Bchool House
loomed up in front of Bunter. IHe made
a frantic dash for it. In his blind haste
the Owl of the Remove failed to observe
a figure in cap and gown approaching
from the opposite direction, There was
a crash as Bunter and the ligure collided,

“¥Yaro -

“Oh! Ah! Confound you! Grough!™

Those exclamations intermingled. Tha
Owl of the Remove, gasping for breath,
=at up, His jaw dropped when hv saw
Mr !Suelch sitting in a verr undignified
position on the passagpe floor alongside
hien.

“Oh dear I gasped Bunier. * I'm—T'm
gg-g-sorry, sir! I dudo’t see youw, sirl

I FE

“ Allow me, siv " L

Gerald  Toder, awviving  at  that
moment, was very vespecktiul, He

stooped over the prostrale Form master
and helped him to his fect,

The maoster, who was none other than
Flash Jim, made a grab for hiz mortar-
board, and jammed it on his head. Then
he turned upon Bunter angrily.

“You corcless voung donkey!™ he
exclaimead. :
“I'm s-sorey, siv 1" wailed Bunter. “It
wasn't my fault! That beast—ehom I
mean Loder, was after me. T d-didn’t

=oe vOou commg, sr !’

“That is so, Mr. Quelch,” said the
prefect.  “ Bunter has been pilfering,
and I considered. it my duty to chastize
Bim, sie.”™

“TIndeed 1 was (he Form master’s
reply.  “ And what has this box, Gruntey
I mean Bunter— been pilfering—er—er
-=Laoder 17

“ A rabbit-pie,* soid Loder sulleniy.
€ Y .

“ A rabhbit-pie ! seoffed the bogus My,
Quelch, who was beginoing to enjov him-
sell wow thal he =zaw hiz imposture
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“And so Quelchy l"-EE.II:? let you off
'{ for having boned Loder’s rabbit-pie,”
said Peter Todd grimly, .
; “Rather,” soid Bunter, with & grin.
| “He zaid it was paltry to make a [us
i about a rabbit-pic. He, he, he!” -
ﬁ \ “ And Queleby said that, did he?” in-

| quired Peter Todd, reaching for the
poker. " Well, poor old ®uelchy 1zn't
quite limself these days. I'm sure he
wouldn't say that if he were in his right
senzes, 50 1'll take it uwpon me to ecorrect
the wrong impression he gave you.”

“What do you mean?” said Bunter, m
alarm,

“Simply  this,” =aid Peter grimly.
*That it isn't playing the game to pinch

wasn't seen throvgh, “Toltut ! F am
surprized —er—-cvr—er— Loder  dhat you
shanld make such a fose aboulb a paltry
rabbit-pie [

The Sixth Form proefect shifted uneomns
fortably.

“Let  this—ahom I—chase conclude,”
saitl the hozus mwaster, with a cough,
“1t 3sp’t seowby thar a prefect should run
about “after a jupior boy.,  Blunter—
ahom 11 mean Bunter-=vou may go!”

“(Oh, thank you, siv!” gasped Donler,
his fol face breakimg inte & suvle of re-
licf. Ile wanted to let out a whoop of
trivmph, Lut he restrained the nopulse.
Little did the fat junior know that “ M,
Quelch " was thinking of his own school-
days at Greyfriars, when the prefects had
hunted him. Flash Jim never was and
never would be on the side of law and
order.

When the fat junior had rolled away,
Mr. %mi::h turned on Gerald Loder and - -
gave him a piece of his mind, Never |Bang! The study door was flung open and Peter Todd and a crowd of Remaoviies
had Mr. Quelch appearcd so vehement, |appeared upon the threshold. *' Seem Bunter——** began Delarey. ** There
It would seern as if he had “his knife " | he is | ** hooted Vernon-Smith. ‘¢ After you with Bunter, Wharion ! ** ** Leave
into Gerald Loder. And the prefect, |g bit of him for us ! ** growled Delarey. *‘ He's pinched our grub1* “Eh®"
when he was dismissed, registered a | Harry Wharton & Co. paused In the act of bumping Bunter, and the fat Junior
resolution to take it out of Dunter in  {,5jled on the floor roaring. *‘ Yow.! Wow ] I haven’t-touehed your beasily
wme other fashion. . grub. Honest Injun; I haven’t 1 (See Chapter 7.)

That fat youlh meantime wag telling
Peter Todd what had happened, THE MaicNEr LiBRany.—No, 936,
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another fellow’s rabbit-pie, not even
Loder's,. And to cure you of the habit
I'm going to prod you with this poker,
Like that——"

* Yooooopp !

" And that!"

“Wow! Grooough!” roared Buntoer.
"RKeep off I

“And that!" went on DPeter Todd re-

morselessly,
But Billy PBupfer had vanished
through the doorway. He had had

enough of that poker. And for the re-
mainder of that evening Billy Bunter
hung about the Form-reom doing, or
rather making a pretence at doing, his
prep.

THE TENTH CHAPTER,

The Bounder Is Suspiclous !
i HE RFES8  Inspector Grimes
again [
liarry Wharton & Co. wete

just emerging from their
study about half an hour before bed-

tima, when the portly figure of the
inspector loomed up ohead in  the
puEsage.

The captain of the Remove stopped
the inspector &3 he was about 1o mount
Lhe staivcase.

“Any news?" he ashed.
cnnght that rotter 1 i )

“We haven't caught him yel," said
the inspector, and he placed great stress
on the last word: “but he's not far
aWAY. As & matter of fack, young
gentlemen,” he added cautiously, ™ the
man's been traced to this school—"

“Here?"” exclaimed Bob Cherry.

“Yes. It's my firm belief that he’s in
hiding somewhere within the school,”
said the inspoetor slowly. “I'm just
gniﬂgj to see your headmasior ahout 1t
now,'

“My hat!" exclaimed Wharton., *If
wo spot him we'll jolly soon collar him.™

“Rather !

Inapector Girimes amiled.

“You're good lads,” he said, I ghall
be pleased when all this worry is over.
Gut keep this information to yourselves.”

“(Oh, we'll keep mum about it!" said
Wharton. i

“The mumfulness shall be tervific,”

“Have you

said Inky.

“ What-ho !™

The inspector strode on, and Iarvy
Wharton & Co. returped fo their study.

Do you think the inspector’s right "
asked Bob Cherry.

“Bleased if I Lknow," said Johnny
Bull, *“If he 1s right I'll ask him to
track the rotter who boned aur grub.”

Hurrpe Singh started.

“It has just struck me that if the
worthy and ludicrons inspector is hitting
the wrong nail on the head rightiully
that it would account for our tuck grub-
fully,” he zaid.

The Co. slaved hard ab Iﬂli{;

Weird as was his remarkable Englizh
there was noe mistaking the common
gerse that underlined it

* My hat ! exclaimed Harry Wharton.

“Inky, I believe you've got it," said
Bob Cherry seriously.

Hurreo Jamsel Ram Singh smiled and
bowed his dusky head.

* It seems atralige on tho face of it that
our tuckful grub szhould do the dis-
appearing caper vanishiully, and that
Ilm‘ esteemncd snd ludicrous Vernon-
Smith, and Teddy and Delurey and the
rest of the Hemove should complain Joss-
fully about their tuck, too,” he explained
thoughtivily.

¥ Shouldn't wonder if youw're right,”
said Johnny Dull slowly.
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“Oh, my giddy aunt!" roared Bob Harry Wharton & (o,

Cherry. *“ For a blessed conviet to bone
our grub iz the limit [~

Harry Wharton had remained silent
for a few moments turning over in his
mind the pros and cons of Toky's theory,
But the more he weighed them up, the
moreg convineed he became that, i In-
spector Lirimes was speaking the truth
in gaying that the convict had been
tra to the school, the wanted man
indeed was responsible for the missing
tuck.

The man would want food. He was
conversant with the routine of the school,
with the formation of the studies, He
would know when to risk appearing from
his hiding-place in order to obtain food.

“Inky’s right,"” said Harry Wharlon,
at length. “Let's go along to Quelchy
and put the facts belore him."

“ood epg 1™

T_'hc Famous Five leit the study and
maae for Mr. Quelch's study at the end
of the passage.

Tap!

Harry Wharton tapped lightly on the
Fanels.

There was a sound of hurried move-
ment  inside the room, and an
2jaculation.

“What do vou want ¥

The captain of the Remove had never
known Mr. Quelch to be so ungracious.

“We have come to tell you some-
thing, sir," eaid Wharton, wondering
why the Form master did not invite the
juniors to enter.

‘I'm busy, my Dboy,” came the
measter’s voice, “very busy, and I can-
not be disturbed.”

“But it’'s about the convict, sir,” £aid
Wharton,

Again  he
ejaculation.

“Really, my lad, am I never to ke lefi
alone in peace ! My Liead! I must tell
Dr. Pillbury about it. 1 don’t feel my-
self. Please leave thiz matier over until
the morning, my boy !V

" Very well, sir,” said Ilarry Wharton.

And the Famous Five withdrew,

“Thumping odd,"”

ulfl.

“You mean Quelchy talking at ws
from the other side of the door,” said
MNugent.

Johnny Bull nodded.

“1 expect Quelchy’s head is giving him
trouble,” said Wharton, with a porplexed
look on his handsome face.

. “No reason why he shouldn’t ask us
inte iz study, anyway " grunied
Johnny Ball, *“He's never done that
kind of trick before !

~“Jolly  gqueer!” said Bob Cherry.
“That blow on the head must have done
seripus damage to poor old Quelchy!
Why, he sounded like o different man
Just now [

“Just: what T was thinking,” said
Johnny Ball. “Jolly queer, T eall itt"

Hearry Wharton looked sharply at his
chum.

“"What do you mean ™ he asked.

" 0h, nothing ! snapped Johnny Bull,
“Lat's go and see the inspector.”

But the jumiors learned from Trotter.
the papge, that Inspector Grimes had
gone.

In silemes, the Famous Five strolled
towards their study. On the way they
ran inte Vernon-Smitl.

The Dounder wore an  unusually
thoughtful frown on his countenance.

“What's up, Smithy
. “"Wherelore the furrowed hrow?”
inquired Bob Cherry, with a grin,

Vernon-Smith .haelted,

“T've been ithinking ebout that grub
raid,” he said. “*There's more in it
than meets the eye!™

fancied he heard an

grunted Johnny

cxchanged

had

glances,

Evidently the astute Bounder
been doing some pretty shrewd thinking
on his own account,

“I remember now that T lefe my study
cupboard locked this morning before
classes,” said the Bounder. “I've been
examining that Jock since, and I've
come to the conclusion that it huas been
picked by an expert at the jol.”

The Famous Five were silent.

The Bounder looked at them shrowdly,

“You don’t seem surprised.” he said.
“You know something, perhaps®"

Harry Wharton & Co. fdgetod un-
comfortably. They were more or less
pledged to keep silent of what they
knew,

Vernon-Smith amiled.

“1've been doing a bit of detective
w:c:r{lglcn‘r_':. my own,” he said easily,

p!

“That lock of mine was picked by a
era.g:kammt, or my name isn't Yeroon-
Smith! You see, I've roughed it enougli
to know a picked lock when T see one.
And I'll wager my footer-boots that
there jan't a fellow at Greyfriars who
could pick a lock lilke that™™

“Go on, Smithy ! said Wharton, by
way of breaking the awhkward silence
that had settled on the juniors.

“I thought ar first that I had left my
study cupboard unlocked,” continued
the Dounder. “And then I remembered
locking it., That's what made e pay
so much attention io that lock.”

“Well¥” ;

Vernon-Binith faughed,

“I wasn't born yesterday,” he went
on. “I've seen Grimes popping in and
out of this place; what's more, I've
read the *Friardale Gazette.””

-:nlﬂh!r'.'l

_Harry Wharton & Co. looked re-
lieved.
“Then you know that a chap has

escaped his warder while he was on the
way to Courtfield ' =aid Whauartaon.

“All  that, and more,” said the
Bounder cahnly. “But come inlo the
study. We don't want te shoat it all

aver the school!®

‘The Famous Five followed the Doun:
der into Btudy No. 4. Tem Hedwing
was out, so they had ihe apartment to
themsolves,

“Boauat down,” :aid the Bonnder.

Harry Wharton & Co. seated ihem-
selves in ithe chaivzs, while Vernon-Smith
sat on the cdge of the table and swuog
hiz legs,

“T've notliced a couple of strangers
hanging around the school sinee this
morning,” said the Bounder af last,
*They're plain-clothes men, I've ot the
slightest doubtb!”

“Xou're right.”

The Famous Five looked admiringly
at Vernon-Bmith. He seemed to have
worked things out for himself.

“You can always tell a plain-clothes
man a mile off,” said the Bounder, with
a gri. " You've only pot to look at his

hi,g: feet,”
‘Chance  for  wvou, Cherrv,” said
MNugent, * You'd make o natural plain.

cloblics man !

“Hu, ha, ha'!"

“ Ass 1 snovted Bob Clierry., “What's
the matter with my feet, anvway?"”

“But  that's not all,” went on the
Bounder gquietly. " When I dizcovered
the picked lock, T began to put two and
two together, It struck me as being
very peculiar, to say the least, that such
a quantity of grub should have been
pinched, It was the guantity of it that
rade me suspicicus.  Bunter has helped
himself to my grub before, but half the
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blessed Form were complaining of miss-
ing grub.™ J

“Go it, Bmithy ¥’ said Bob Cherry.
“You're as fuﬂ a8 Ferrers Locke! 1
suppose yvou'll be able to tell us next
where the giddy escaped conviet 153"
Vernon-Bmith slid down {from the
table. g

“1 reckon I know where he 15 he
replied quietlv. “ At least, I reckon I
know where he came from bhefore he
pinched our grub:”

“What *"

“My hat!” ]
Harry Wharton & Co. stavied (o thoir
feet In amarcmen,
"Look lhercl”
quietly.

He crossed (o the wimdow,
brushed aside the coriain.

“Where does this Jlook oul ont™” he
asked.

siid  the Doander

atc

“The closters.” send Wharion,
pugeled,

S Exactly 1M exclaimed Vernon-Smith,
"Now, lock hoere ™

He crossed to the fireplace and Jifted
nosancepan-lid fromm the enrpet ihat
had, apparently, been forgotten when
he had clearad up last.

Harry Wharton & Co. eved 1that more
in sonté astonishinent,

TWhat's the bBleszed zame., Smithy 2™
growled Johnny Dull, locking and sen-
ing nothing bot e carpet and il five
in the grate,

"Look closely al that cornemr of the
rarpet,” said the Ununder, with o grin.
"I eoverad 1L up prrposcly with 1his
sancepan-lid g0 that it wouldn't be ddis-
turbed,™

Harry Wharton peered closely at ihe
edge of the carpet.

“There's a faink smndee of ved mould
ar chalk dfhere!™ ha exelaimed, at
length. “Z2omething like the shape of
a man'2 foor,”

“My hal, sa ihere 117

“You've got it!” chuckled the Doun-
der grimly. A man's foot?!  Awmd thai
red chalk could only come from one
plage,™

“The wvaulls in the cloislers ™
claimed Bob Cherry excitedly.
member mow. ‘The red bricks of the
vaults! Bits of them have erambled
and fhe whole Hoor of some of ihe
vaunlis is covered with red chalig!”

- “Great Scott !

Vernon-Smith smiled proudiy.

“The vaults,” he said. "“And that'z
where I rechkon onr escaped convici iz
hiding. Ilow he knew of them beats
e

“Oh, we ecan let vou omt on thai
seore ' said Wharton excitedly, “Tor
Lhe ﬂﬁcaped conviet is an ex-Greviriars
bray.

0%-
T re-

“ What ¥
The Dounder started,
It waz his turn (o Jook amazed,

Swiftly Harry Wharton outlined the
events of the last twenty-four hours,
feeling, in view of the discoveries
Vernon-Smith had made, that he was
not breaking a confidence,

“We'll nab him,” said Vernon-Smith,
wlien the captain of the Remove had
fnished, “1 was just coming along Lo
you chaps to azk you to join me in a
man-hunt.”

“We're on!”  exclaimed Wharton.
“Get some stinps, vou chaps, and a
neyele-lamp.”

“Hold on!" chuckled Vernon-Smith,
a5 the Famous Five hegan to move fo
the doorway. “1've thoupght of all that.
T've unearthed balf a dozen stumps and
a couple of lanterns.”

“MAGNET” PORTRAIT GALLERY
No. 20—George Bulstrode (of the Remove).

In these days Bulstrode is not one of the mosf prominent fellows in the Grey-
friars Remove, although at one time he ruled the roost as captain, Rather given
to bullylng, governing by weight of his fAist rather than by tact, Bulsirode
graduaily saw his old position slipping away from him into the hands of his
successor, Harry Wharton. For all that, Bulsirode to-day * foes the line **
with the rest of the Remove, and is likeable enough. An average sporisman,
Bulstrode sometimes plays ** goalie ** for the Remove eleven, and someiimes

bags a place In the cricket team.

But his days as a persont of Importance

are past. Shares Stody No. 2 with Peler Hazeldene and Tom Erown.

“ (3pod for you, Bmithy!” _

Harry Wharton & Co, gazed in silent
admiration at the Bounder. He secined
to have thought of everything.

The stumps were fished out from a
corner of the study, and, armed with
ane apiece, the juniors stealthily made
their way out of the study and aleng
the passage. Wharton and the Boundor
each carried a lantern in his pocket,
ready to be lit up when the party was
at a safe diztancs from the school
buildings.

That they might be running into
danger the juniors gave noi the slight-
cst thought. They knew the wanted
man to be desperata; his atback upon
Mr., Quelch had proved that. Bul
desperate or not, the Famous Five and
the Bounder were deternuined to recap-
inre him off their own bat,

Without exchanging a word, the
juniorz crept ailently towards the old
cloisters. The old stonework loomed
up weirdly enough in the dusk, and the
glightest sound was magnified & thou-
sand times as it echoed through the
old arches.

“Quict as mice,” whispered Wharton,
whao had put a matrch to his bicyele-lamp
by this time. “ And don’t be afraid to
hit oot at the scoundrel!™

HWhat-ho 1

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER,
A Surprise!

HE Famous Five and the Bounder
neared the entrance to the veults
with hbeating hearts. One and
all felt convineed that Smithy 'z

theory was covreet, The peculiar red
chalk, or brick dust, that covered the
floor of the vaults was well known to the
juniors, who had had occasion to trewd
those vaults before.

Somewhere down in the darkness of
those stone walls dwelt a desperate man.
That he would fight wavagely for his
freedom Harry Wharton & Co, felt not
the shghtesy doubt, i

“Bsh " whispered the capinim of the
Remove, as he hegan to descend the
dank stone steps, his light sweeping the
path ahead.

Step by step the juniors reached the
stone-flagged passage below. The Lights
fram the lantern lib up eerily cnough
the cobwebbed walls, But there was no
signt of tha wanted man,

Suddenly Harry Wharton stiffened,
His right arm came up with the stump
ready to strike,

“Listen, you chapa!"™ he whispered,
“T thought 1 heard something!”

With beating hearts the HRemovitea
halted and strained their ears.

Tre Maicxer Lmrany.—No. 93,
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U Gug-gug-grer L

Fainﬁﬁ %'Fer so faintly, that weird
series of sounds echoed wp from the
vault away to their right.

“Sannds more like a blessed dog than
& convict,” grunted Johnny Bull

“Quret, Johnny, you ass !

Grunt!  Johnny Bull was the least
highly-steung member of the party.

Gug-gug-gree!” :

The sound came again,
now,

“(ome on, you chaps!" aaid Wharton
breathlessly.  “There’s someone here,
anywav. Follow me!”™

Ho set off ot the run, lis lantern
sweeping the walls ahead, and his chums
followed close on lns heels.

“Grregng-gug ]

There was no misiaking whence those
weird soutnds emanated now,  Without
& moment’s hesitation the captain of the
Remove darted into & vault directly on
his right, and fiashed the lantern round
the stonedlagged chamber,  Vernon-
Smith was 1ot a second behind him.

“Back up, you chaps.’ I-=—  Oh,
good hoavens ! gasped Wharton, coming
to an abrupt half.

“Oh, Great Scott!”

At sight of the gagged and Dbound
figure in the corner Harry Wharton &
Co. almaost let the cricket-stumps fall
in their amarzement.

“Quelehy [ _

The name echoed and re-echoed in
that stone-flagged chamber, and the
figure propped up in the corner moved
iz head.,

“Gug-gug-gng—" _

t wns o gueet wayv of expressing relief,
and vob that was whet Ar. Queleh was
trying to do ns he yecognized his
FEECIeTS.

In o moment Harry Wharton had
slipped a penknife from  his  pocket,
Another moment, and the gag had been
sliced away from Mr, Quelch’s mouth,
The lengih of cord that bound his arms
and his ankles was zoon trailing harm-
lessly on the stone-flagged floor.

Then Mr, Queleh found his speech.

“Rless yvou, my bows!™ ho gasped
fervently, “T thought I was deomed lo
spend the might v this wretehed place.
T ‘have been a prisoner here for {wo
hours. But where 13 Villemond ? Where
1= that scoundrel? He shall answer for

raneh  louder

this ™
“We thought we would find lim
here.” said Harry Wharton in amaze-

ment. “We never dreamed that yon
were here. sir. You've not huart?” he
added anxiously.

“No, my bov. I am very cold, and
my lunhs are a bit cramped. bat thab ia
all. Dot Villemond ! We st apprehend
that seoundrel hefore he flics from Grey-
frimes !

“From Gureylriars?” szaid Wharten
blankly. " You suid, siv, that you had
Leonn here for twa hours. Surely this
rottor Villemond has . made pgood lis
escapn T

The Form maskter’s oves ghnted,

"“The rascal had tﬂ{s unparallieled
audaciiy to sirip me of my clothes,” he
snapped.  **He is taking my Elar:e up at
the school, and hopes to make hiz pet-
away, I think he termed 1t, in the
morning."”

The Removites staried, for the fiese
time hecoming aware of Mr. Quelch’s
girange attire.

“T-taken your
Jolinny Bull.

Mr. Quelch nodded vigorously,

“The likeness is amazing.” he said.
 I3ut for his extra breadth of shoulders,
and an inch or two in heipght, this scoun-
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place 7" stuttercd

drel Villemoud bears almest & speaking
likencss to myself. Ugh!”

“Oh, (Great Scotkt™

“Ye pods!™

“Oh, my giddy sunl!"

These remarks were not usually
uitered in the ongust presence of a
Form master, but circumstances alter
cases. And certainly the coreomstances
altered the present ease.

Mr, GQueleh smiled slighily.

“DBuot  his moustache T"  szaid Bob
Cherry.  “The rotter '—ahem !—I mean
the fellow would give himself away with
that moustache af lus”

“He burnt it off before he lelt me
here,” said Mr. Queleh. “0h, the
raseal iz clever ecuough!”

“What did I tell you?" zaid Wharion
suddenly. “1 moticed the likeness tao
vourself, sir. when Inspector Grimes
showed us the photograph.”

Mr. Queleh did not seem fattered hy
the comparison. His thin lips tightened,

“Tndeesd, Wharton !

But the eaptain of the Remove swilily
changed the subject,

“Then if the scoundrel is at the
sehool’ lie said, **we can capture him.
My hat, it must have been Villornond
wo spoke to when I called at vour study
abont half an hour age, siv!”

“Omite  probable,” admitied Mr.
Queleh.

“That's why the roller snoke to ns
through the clased door,” snid Johnny
Bull. I said it was jolly fishy.™

“We must proceed to my study with-
out delay,” saick Mr. Quelch. * Follow

1F¥

e |

But for onee in a way Harry Wharfon
& Co. did st pay heed to the wishes of
their Form master, Inztead of following
Mr. Queleh they raced ahead of him.

The master of tha Remoaove followed
some distance hehind them. panting.

In a bode the Removiles charged wnto
the Bchool House, almost bowling over
Georpe Wingate and Gwynne, who wers
talking Just inside.

“What the dickens!” howled Gwynne,
who went spinning agatnst the wall
“What the ”

“Borry ! bawled Wharfon, “ Follow
s, Wingate! Dack up, Gwynne !

And without stopping bo say more the
juniors dashed on.

Wingate and Gwynne, sore at this
affront o their dignity, choased after
the juniors.

They caught them np ontside the door
of Mr., Quelch's study. Then. to Win-
gate's further amazement, the door of
that sacred aparfment was swung open
as if it were & jumor study. and Harry
Wharton & Co. swarmed in.

“Collar him !

“How dare——

A figure rose from the chair by the
desk and stared angrily ol the invasion
of the juniors

“Xe pods!”

At sight of him Harry Wharlon & Ce.
nearly  doubted the evidence of iheir
eves, for e was as hike Mr. Horace
TEenry Cmeleh azs that gentleman him-
self almaost,

“Toye,” zand the psoudoe master wirh
an awesome [rown, and hiz voice was
hke unte that of Mr. Queleh, “whab
does tlps mean?™

“Collar the rotfer!™ roaved Harey
Wharton, springing forward,

“What-ho!"

Wl give him Mre Queleh !

The IFamous Five and the Bonnder
seived the psendo maszter on all sides
And Wingate and Gwynne joined in a
soconddl or so afterwards, for they heard
the scoundrel uwsing certain language as
he struggled with the juniors that Mr.
Queleh would certainly never have done.

1

“You vyoung cubs!” he hisseds
“You've foiled me a zecond time "

“MNail him!"

“Collar the rolter!”

In the grasp of the juniors and the
two Sixth-Formers, Rupert Villemond,
aliaz Flash Jim, alins Monkey Flach-
man, was seon a helpless prisoner.  And
just as he had been secuyed My, Queleh
himsell came into the stedin

“ Ak, vou scoundecl!™ snapped the
master of ihe Remove. ‘

Hiz hands moved spazmodically.
Dieubtless at that moment Myr. Tlorace
Henry Ouelch was wishing himself a
yvounger man that he might come lo
grips with tho fellow who had treated
him. 50 violently.

The noise of the scuffle had brought
4 number of Bemovites along the pas
zsage, They stared in on the scene in
dumbfounded amozement.  They saw
Mr. Quelch shivering in a suit that
didn’e.fit him; they saw another ™ Mr,
Oueleh * wriggling in  the grasp of
Harry Wharton & Co. and the two pre-
fecis of the Sixth,

But to their dismay Mr, Quelch closed
the door of the stody, thereby ehutting
off the view of ihat astonishing gcene,
But the Removites hung aboui in the
paszage for half av heur or more, long
after their uspal bed-time. They saw
Dr. Locke rustle into-the study; they
witnessed Inspector Grimes and a plain-
clothes man also onter that apariment,
and they wondered.

They wondered ztill more when ihe
study Jdoor opened again, for beiween
the mspecior nmd his sebordinate was a
man of about twentvaeeven, o olbeop
words, Flash Jim,

Ho was handouffed to hoily the police-
officers.  Inspector {Grimes wa: not
taking any more chances with his =lip-
POrY  prisoher

A a5 Flash Jom departed, he horled
after him a string of invective for the
especial benelit of Mr. Quelch,. But In-
spector GGrimes applied a certain police
trick of ju-jitsu on his prisoner, and tha
imprecations ceased suddenly,

That wgs the last Harry Wharton &
Co. saw of Rupert Villemomd, alias
Flash Jim,

* - - - L L]

The Famous Five and the Bounder
walked into the Remove dormitory lang
after the lighiz had been put ont. Thay
had been specially interviewed by Dr
Tacke, The old Head had commended
themn for the geod work they had done,
and Xr. Quelch had added his thanks
te thoze of Dy, Locke.

Harry Wharton & Co. and the
Tiounder had been requesied by the
IHead to keop the news that the eseaped
conviet was an ex-CGrevfriars man from
the knowledge of their Form-fellaws, a
promize which the juniors readily gave,

It was rlose on midnight when Harry
Wharton & Co. were allowed to go fo
ateppn—gnestions  simply  showercd on
thern. And on the following morning
the guestions =lavted all over again.
Tven when their eurtous F-}rm-h*ﬁmm
had oxhansted their interest in the
matter, ][arr:.' Wharton & Cho. could
not forget the strange evenls that had
started on thet wild night of the storm,
It would be o loug day, indeed, before
they ceased to talk among themzelves
af Quelehy’s queer adyenture.

THE END.

[(There will e anether fnpping yoarn of
Harry Wharton & Co. in nexd weel's
MaGRET, entitivd » " The Prefect’s Plot 1
by Frank Richards,  Dor’t miss this
arreat story 0 owhick the unpapulor pre.
fect, Gevelid Loder, figuirs prominentiy,)
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THE MYSTERY MAN! Intense darkness, Drood seems to possess the aight of a cat.  In the glare of Hght that sanwe
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A Powerful Mystery Story, featuring Ferrers Locke, the famous defective, and Jack Drake, lﬁs.h}‘ assistant,

A Train Doomed !

S Juck Drake broke into a run he
found three shadewy shapes run-
ming 1o meed him--Locke, Tom

Travers, and the fireman from the

tank-engine.- The fireman’s face was
badly cud, and his hands were lacerated
tereibly from his fall. The man——a fair-
heired, young fellow in dirly overalls—
had in hiz eyes the Dbeginnings of =
terriblc fear.

"The express!” lLe gasped, as Jack
halted breathless beside them. “They're
madmen—madmen ! The coast express
is dua any minute now—they're heading
full tilt to meot it 1"

Fervers Locke gripped his arm.

“What can be done, man? Quick!
I anything can be done, you must know
ie-save 1he express——-"

The man reeled, and gripped Locke's
arm to support himself, Ie passed a
hand across his bleeding, cut lace and
groaned,

“My head!” he groaned. “TLord, it
aches! The box—there wight be time,
I doubt it 3

*The *.-;.}guul-],lﬂ}:!”
swiltly,

The railwayman nodded.

Ay Tt's back at the station. Bul
the signalman can't have secn them take
the main line, not with this snow ! Bab
if it's not too late he could phone
through, could sfop the express—"

And then the lreman shook his head
hopelessly,

"No, no; 15l be too late 1™

“TH try, anyway,” said Travers,

Ha turned and planged back down the
line, In a momnent the young [oothaller
had vantshed inle the snow,

“Hark ! muttered Fervers Locke,

The throb of an approaching train on
the up line had come to his ears, The
trio stepped aside out of the track, and
Jack stared anxiously down the line,
Would Travers realise the approaching
danger ?

The youngster sent a shrill call echo-
ing through the darkness. To his relief,

put in Travers

it was answered by Tomn's voice, very
faint and muaffled,

“Look out! Train coming!”

Locke's eyes were suddenly gleaming.

“We must stop this trzin?” he cried.
“Thera's a chance we can overtake that
locomalive VY

The lighted locowmotive on the up line
came pounding towards them through
the gloom slowly., The glow [rom 1%113
firebox showed the face of the driver
hanging over the side peering forward
for the signal, obseored as it was by the
snow. Ile had had to slow deown; and
Jack drew a guick, excited breath.

“Thank goodness for the snow, any-
way !"” the youngster nmtiered.

Locke had sprung Letween ithe rails,
waving his arws and shouting, The on-
conting locomotive increased speed sud-
denly; the driter had glimpsed the

e

[,

INTRODUCTION.

Adam Guelph mypsteriousiy disappears, and
Tom Y'reccers exlizsits the aid of Locke and
Drake to find" kim. This they eventually do,
for the old man has been kidnapped by the
iWoloes, But Guelpk's rescuers arc. Unable
to diseover the molive of the Wolves in
capiuring kim, for the old miscr iz suffering
from brain fever. Locke and Rhis companions
therefore el themselues the task of unrarvel-
ting the mustery. After a series of thrilling
hand-lo-hand  encounteras with the Wolres,
Locke & Co, learn that the Green Spider=—an
emerald ting reseambling in shape a spider--
folds the secrel of the whereabouls of a
past henrd of iréasure, and that it i this
ring and the treasure ot wil lead to that
the Wolves are seehing, This ring is given
fute  Travers' heeplng by  Arvmitage, the
butler, wha knew of its hiding-place.

A weries of thrilling odienfures  follow,
during which the ring changes hande several
Eemes.

Later, Locke—wilk the ring wnow iR -fis
posgession—ie abeard a train, with [frake
nnd Tracers, bouwnd for Loadea, whken the
Wolues bring off a clever coup, capture the
ring, and, wnder corver of darkness, com-
mandeer a light engine to aid them in their
escape. Drale boards the foolplate, but is,
howeuer, thrown off, and it iz ouly then he
realizes that the arch-zillaing are travelling
rn the doten line directly In the palh of

oncoming traing!
(Now read ond

green signai-light aliead. Locke sprang
out of its path, and it swept past them.

Juck Drake gave a groan of bitter
chagrin,

“They've not seen nsy—-="

But even as he spoke lhere came ihe
prinding of brakes. Locke broke into o
run, The big, six-coupled engine was
drawing to a standstill, the driver and
fireman leaning out, staring back.
ILocke raced up.

“What in thunder?™ eried the driver,
“What's the matter "

In swift, bricf sentences the deteclive
explained, The young fireman with
them gave a sudden shout of vecog-
111100,

“Why, it's old Dick Bateman !"

He scrambled up on to the foolplate,
pouring out o breathless, excited
explanation.

The locomniive was rumming free—a
powerful express goods engine, reinrning
io the depot with no train. In stariled
hewtldermaent. DBeateman, {he driver,
tistened to their story., His face set with
consternation, then went suddenly grinm.

Y Great powers, man, y'say there's w
leco an the down line, in the track ¢ the
coast express? It means disaster! She's.
due now——-—>"

“The snow will hava delayed her a
little " said Locke, *"There's & chance!
If we can overtake that loco, free the
driver, he can race back and on to a
siding. The signalnan knows by now
that—"

“Avy, there's a chanee ! muttered the
engine-driver.  “ But it's nigh hopeless !
They'll be mnrderers, those mepn—--"

His great band went to the throltle,
pulling 1t down, Jack and Tocke had
already scrambled up on to the foot-
plate. The great locomolive swiftly
rathered speed.

The steam churned oub as the wheels
glipped on thoe web track, then the
eylinders pounded on more slowly. But
the locomaotive was moving abt a good
speed alrendy., Soon the icy, snow-laden
air was racing pest them,

A green gignaldight flashed past.
Jack glanced at Terrers Locke, saw the

Tee Macser Lisnary.—No. 930,
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detective's face sot like stone, grim but
cool; glanced at the face of the engine.
driver, white and stern, with the red
shadows playing across it from the open
firnhg:-r-: as the fireman fed the flaming
opening.

A race for [Hfe—

“Tiwook! There che goes!™

On the down line the tail-light of the
commandeered lecomaotive could be seen
atill travelling up the line. They would
ke alongside in, & moment now.  The
snow was falling less heavily, and the
light from the firebox of the tank-engine
could be seen clearly glaring back
through the gloom.

And then the youngster's heart seemed
to stop bheating; for up the line he had
glimpsed the glaring lights of ihe
express,

It was racing towards them at sixty
miles an hour, daork clouds of steam
belehing from the squat funnel, billow-
ing againet the streaming lights from
the long carriages. Racing on through
the nigght. toe 1nevitable destruction—a
train doomed !

Jack heard Locke's ery and the shout
from the engine-driver. He heard the
grinding brakes, felt their own locomao-
tive lurch and quiver as the wheels felé
the shoes.

“Too late!” groaned the fireman at
hiz side.

48 E-l]e’ﬂ
hoarsely.

The fireman covered his face with his
hands.

They had come to a standstill three
or four hundred wyards to the rear of
the tank-engipe on which Drood and
Strovolsky had made their escape with
the green spider. The little locomotive,
a5 though unaware of its danger, was
still running slowly onward, head on to
the rushing express.

Jack's eyes wers widae with horror,
but he could not avert them had his
life depended upon it. IHe knew in that
moment what the rabbit feels when 1t 13
paralysed by the eyes of a snake. The
imminent dizaster held him as though
in & trance.

Then. "with a wrench, he fought free
from that terrible paralysis that had
enslaved his senses. Ile put his hands
over his eyes, and presscd his thumbs
into his eara,

And then came the z=ound that
throughout lifo he was never to forget.

The sound of the wreck of the coast
express |

done!”™  muttered TLocke

o

The Trail in the Snow I

ITH a chill dread at his heart,
Jack Drake lowered his hands
from his eyes.

The snow had almost ceased
as suddenly. as it had started. A light
rain was falling, and through the dreary
drizzle he stared ahead, though drend-
ing what he sheuld see,

Tho great Pacific-type locomotive of
the cxpress lay on its side clean across
the line, broken and shattered, belching
steam from its boiler and torn cylinders.
Behind it the dark, tumbled carriages
lay piled, seine twisted over the edge of
the embankment. And yet, as i%eh}
some miracle, the last two coaches were
still on their wheels, though the wheels
were not upon the tracl, The steecl
rails, twisted like so much wire, were
torn and broken, writhing like snakes,
as if in pain,

Of the tank-engine thers was no sign.
Its mangled remsins had vanished—lay,
doubtlesz, beneath the ghastly pile of
tho wrecked express.

Tue MagNer Lisrany.—No. 936.

And Drood and Strovolsky? Did they,
too, lie beneath that shattered wreck-
age? And the engine-driver, whom they
had forced to his doom~what of him?

A sound like a sob broke from the
voung firernan at Jack's side.

“Davies ! he muttered brokenly.
“Paor old Davies! A good chap—one
o' the best!™

Ferrers Locke laid a kindly hand on
the fireman's shoulder.

“He may not have been killed,”” he
said. * Possibly he jumped clear—those
three on the footplate must have seen
their danger and jumped clear!”

“You think he has?” cried the fire-
man eagerly. “Pray Heaven he did!
But the other two ¥—his fists clenched-—
“T1 hope they didn't!” g

One by one, as swiftly as  ther
trembling, nerve-shaken limbs svould
allow, Locke, Jack, and the railwaymen
climbed dewn on to the line and broke
inte & run towards the wreck.

It was an hour later that Ferrers
Locke, Jack Drake, and Tom Travers
moved off down the line. They had
beea working desperately with the erowd
of reseuers. But now that the initial
resene work was done the detective felt
they were free to earry on with thewr
pursuit of the men resporsible.

Travers had come up the line on a
light engine with some of the rescue-
party., The breakdown gang was
already at work, The strange, amazing
part of the whole affair was that the
casualty list was so extraordinarily
sinall,

There had been no sign of Drood,
Strovolsky, or the driver of the tank-
engine.
It was bocoming increasingly clear that
the detective's theory was correct, and
that the three men had jumped from the
locomotive upon realisation of the
eoming disaster.

As they moved away, searching the
embankment for signs of the missing
men, they were joined by the young
fircman of the tank-engine,

“If Davies 13 skl alive,” he mukiered
again and again, “why hasn't he shown
up before now " _

They were several yards from the
wreek when Tom Travers gave a sudden
ery, The other three hurried to him,
and found him stooping over a still form
that lay among some wet bushes,

It was Davies, the engine-driver, un-
conscious. Locke knelt beside the man,
and his quick hands ran over the still
form. He looked up with relief in his
eyes.

“No bones broken, anyway.” he said
quietly, “He made a bad landing,
though, and strack his heed. But he’ll
e all right when he comes round.”

“And now to find Drood and
Russian,” muttered Travers.

The scarch along the embankment
continued, leaving the young fireman
with his unconscious mate,

And in the drizzling rain Ferrers
T.ocke's keen, trained eves came upon
the cloes he was searching for.

““Hew thiz?" ho sald, pointing. *This
is3 where one of ‘em landed when he
jumped. Here are hiz heel-marks plain
enough. Then he rolled, and landed in
the undergrowth there. It was Drood.
Here's & butten that wns torn off his
coab, T remember he had those big grey
buttona on his coat, Jack, And over
hero i3 where Strovolsky landed. He
made a bad landing, did our friend
Btrovolsky, Hurt himself. See the blood
on the grass? And he stood here, reel-
myg and staggering, when he did get up,
and he was limping as he ran off to join

the

Locke had loocked for ihem..

Drood., You can see that in his foot-
marks, of course—the left foot 15 0
much more deeply imprinted in the
carth than his right.” 2

“Always like that,” muttered Jack
bitterly. “The wrong 'uns get away
with it, when honest men get hurt!”

Locke laughed grimly.

“That's so, Jack. Men like these have
ning lives, Well, T'll say Drood and
Strovelsky have only eight left after
to-night, for they both deserved to dig,

-even if they didn't!”

" They followed the footprints to the
foot of the embankment,

“Strovolsky was leaning upon Drood
hera,” went on the detective, reading
the marks on the earth like an open
book, *“He had difficulty in climbing
this fence, too—tumbled over it almost.
Tore his clothes in doing so. Sec this
patch of cloth? There's blood on this
post here, where he put his hand. That
would be his right hand, judging from
the position of that bit of cloth. His
right hand is hurt, which iz all to the
goad. He won’t have much fight leit in
him when we find him !

“You think we can find him, then?
asked Travers quickly.

Locke nodded,

“Unless our luck iz dead ont T expect
to track them dewn, Tom, They can't
be travelling fast.”

The trio climbed the fence. Locke
was like & bloodhound on the trail, cyes
rleaming, searching every inch of
ground, missing nothing in the way of
“sign " that was to be read. Acros
the field beyond the tracks led them,
through a hedge, and into & dark lane.

“Kasy going here,”  murfured
Ferrers Locke. “In this mud their feet
have left tracks inches deep! And,
thank goodness, the rain has stopped.”

The slight settling of snow had been
melied away leng ago, before they had
got upon the tearl. Jt would have been
an assistance to them now, but Locke
was not worrying. He could get on
without it, as he was proving.

The moon had risen, pale and watery,
and by its Lght the human slenth led
Jack and Tom through the narrow
country lanes upon the track of Drood
and the Russian. He noted ponds
where they had halted for rest, read
overy sign of the fugitives in cach
alteration of direction. They were
travelling fast on the trail, faster than
Drood and Strovolsky themselves could
have travelled, judging by the crippled
condition of the Russian as revealed to
Locke by the imprints of his feet.

And then., at midnight, they came to
the Black Horse Inn,

It was set far back from the road, s
sinister-looking place in the moonlight,
with 1its dark windows and creaking
sign.  But the foetprints of the men
they were following led to it, and a
minute later Ferrers Locke had halted
by the inn door.

“Cone to enrth,” he whispered, with
a grim chuckle, "“at the Black Horse
Ion ™

“What's the programme  now,
guv'nor " muttered Jack Drake eagerly,

“First we'll get 8 hang of the lie of
the land, young 'un,” answered the
detective.  “ Round to the back we
go '

The dark pile seemed Jonely and
forlorn enongh as the three stole noise-
lessly through a gap in the fenee leading
them into the field which flanked the
inn. They moved silently through the
wet grass, snd suddenly Jack gripped
Locke's arm,

“ Look, guv'nor!”

#A light!” muttered Travers.
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1'!'!13 great Pacifie-lype locomotive of

the express lay on lis side, clean across the line, broken and shatlered, helching steam
from its boiler and torn cylinders.

(Nee Page 24.)

A bright chink of yellow light was
cutting the darkness from a small
window at the side of the building.

The detective nodded.

M1 fancy that's our quarry all right,”
ke, murmured softly, “in that room,
And—of all the luck—that window 1=
%ﬁ;‘: over the arch leading to the stables!
¥e can have a lock at "em in comfort,
just to make sure!”

PN go!™  exclaimed Travers in-
stantly. And before Locke could speak
the young footballer had slipped across
the grass and swung himself up on to
the fence without 2 sound. Locke and
Jack watched him, outlined like &
shadow against the shy,

Silent 25 & cat Tom Travers climbed
higher. Out of econdition though he
wae, the excitement was setting his
pulses throbbing, was lending him some

his normal athletic strength.

He was on the broad top of the =tone
sreh now, slithering cautiously nearer to
that chink of light streaming out
between the almost-drawn curtains of
the little window ahead.

And a minute later Tom'’s eves were
at the erack.

Drood and Btrovolsky were in the little
ing bed-room, seated ai a small table
by the foot of the bed. The Russian's
right hand was bandaged—Locke had
been right in his deductions concerning
the man’s hurt. Even as Tom Travers
watched, Strovolsky rose to his feet and
crodsed to Drood’s side, and he limped
g5 he went.

Then Tomn deew a sharp breath,

For in the Russian's fingers was the
mysterious ring—the precious  green
epider !

And the words that came fo Tom’s
eirs through the open aperture of the

upper windowsash set Lis nerves
thrilliug.
“Dirood ! came the guttural
loatingly. * Drood, I've found it! By
eaven, man, I have! At last! The
gecret, man! I've found the secret of
the hidden jewels! I've discovered the

secrod of the green spider !”

vOICe

At the Bilack Horse Inn!
TROVOLEKY'S loating  words

came with a starthng thrill to Tom
Travers, as he crouched on the
rtone archway outside the little
window of the inn.
The secret of the ring—the riddle
soived at last! And the precious know-
ledge in the hands of the Wolvea!

Peering through the partly drawn cur-
tains, Tom saw Strovolsky peering down
at the ring in the light of the oil-lamp
set on the table at the foot of the bed.
Drood’s eyes stared sightlessly across
the room, and for a moment Fom
wondered—what was the myetery of
Drood? Sometimes he seemed to be the
blind mian he professed to be; at other
times they belbieved he had been in
possession of his sight, It was a strange
pugzle, but there was no time to think
about it new. Tom's eyes were rivebed
on the ring in the Russian’s hand.

_With a starf, Tom Travers gaw that
Strovolzsky had worked the great emerald
loose from its gold setting, and it was
this store that his eyes were glittermg
EPON THIW,

I1e was talking 1o Drood, hol he had
lowered his volee (o an indistinel mwour-
mur. Tom crawled nearer to  the
window,

And then came a sudden crash,

The ancient etonework of the arch had
Letrayed the youngsfer—a chunk of looze
masonry hed goome crashung to lhe
cobbles below!  In the iifhtﬂd TOOLH,
both Drood and Strovelsky turnod
swiftly to the window. Ina moment ihe
Rizsien’s hand shot out to the lanip
and snapped 'out the light by means of
the extinguisher,

In hizs haste, Strovolsky sent thd lanmp
tottering sideways. It reeled off the
iatde, and crashed to the floor in the
darkness. Then the curtaims of the
window were dragged back, and, dim in
ithe gloom, Tom saw the white, grum
face of Drood staring out.

The strange ecyes scemed to hold a
light all their own—a weird, reddich
light, strangely horrible. Tt was un-
canny. And then from Drood’s lips came
a harah crv.

“lt's young Travers! By thunder,
Locke must be on the teail I

A moment ago the man had appeared
bhnd! Yet now

The lower sash of the window 'was
flung up, and Tom realised Drood’s in-
tention in & flash. From where he clung
in the top of the arch, Drood meani ro
fing him down to the stones of the yard
below !

Theve was only one thing lo do, and
Tom did it. He was guite helplessa
against attack where he was. With a
shout to Ferrers Locke and Jack, Tom
Aung himsell forward, and before Drood
had realised hiz intention, the young
footballer had fought his way inte the
YOOI,

SBtrovolsky was  graping  blindly
throngh the darkness. Tomx could heur
the Russian cursing in his own language
—heard Strovolsky ery out as he barked
his shins against the bedstead. Then ont
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of the blackness a pair of great hands
came and took Tom by the throat,
squeezing cruelly. The hands of Dirood !

And Drood’s voice came, & malignant,
horrible whisper:

“Spying, eh?  Well, Locke sha'n't
gave you bthas oime !

Tom fought desperately, but the
choking hands were robbing him of
breath, of life. He was powerless in the
grip of this big man, whose eyes seemed
Eigﬁt!ess by day and in the light, but
who eould do strange things in the dark-
ness.  He felt his senses reeling, and lis
fingers clung weakly fo Drood’s wrists.

“The ring !" came the snarling voue
of the Russian. *I've lost the ring I

“Birvike w mateh,” eaid Drood, strug-
gling in the darkness. “I've pot this
young cubr tight—no Gght left in him "

A mateh spluttered, and the tiny
yellow fame leapt out of the blackness.
Tom Travers found a pair of sightless
eyes staring vaguely past his face.

And then from outside the window
camne & scrambling sound on the arch.
‘The next moment & dark form had come
leaping into the room—Ferrers Locke's
young aasistant, Jack Drake!

Strovolsky turned with a ery, and the
lighted match fell from his fingere.

The little Hame all but went out In
falling. It glowed upon the floor for
z moment, then suddenly scemed to
spring to life, It swelled and spread,
shaking crimson through the gloom,

The ail from the overturned lamp was
alight !

A river of flame ran along the foor,
muttering to & roar. By the light of it
Forrers Locke came scrambling in at the
open window. Droed heard the Aames,
and his face went oddly grey. His hands
relaxed from Tom's throat, and the
youngster reeled away from him.
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“My heavens!" screamed Drood. "1
can hear the Aames-—it’s fire 1"

IIe twisted Ttound, arms outfiung,
groping, then plunged away from the
window. Straight into the fames he
staggered, and the fire scorched his
hands, singed his clothes, A scveam of
dreadful fear rattled from his throat.

“ Fire ! he moaned, his lips mouihing
with terror “Birovolsky, help me
now ! Don't leave me—Strovelsky ! T'm
blind—don't desert a blind man—"

The Russian did not heed.  Panic
spemed to have seized ham. He sprang
for the door of the room, and raced ont
into the passage beyond.

Fervers Locke dragped Drood elear of
the flames. One corner of the room was
a furmace already. The erackling of
burning woodwork could be heard in the
steady roar. of the flanfes. Wothing
ﬁdmﬂke swept out of the window on the
( raught, pouring up the wall of the old
101,

The room might have been made to
born! Woodwork everywhere, dry as
tinder, bursting into flame at the first
lick of fire.

“The ring ! gasped Travers.

He glimpsed it lying in the shadow of
a chair, on the floor, and darted for it.

The emerald and the spider-setting lay

within a few inches of each other, and
a mement later both were in Tom's
pockek,

Jack Drake had zeized the washing-
jug, and, with a strong swing. sent the
contents splashing over the flames. DBut
it was a useless ag'ort against the Aaming
oil, and Locke grip the yvoungster's
arm,

“No good!” yelled the detective,
“Quick—we've got to get out of here!”

Running feet were tearing down the
passage outside. Half a dozen men in

Z0 /% I\
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** My only aunt !’ Jack Drake, bending
shout. The ray of forchlight lighting up the neat, orderly piles of jewels on the

ouse was reflected from a thousand polnts as of
coloured fire. (See Pags 28.)

shelves of the secret

down at Locke's slde, gave an excited

-

pyvijamas—the landlord and his son, bars
men and stable-bovs and others—wera
framed in the doorway In & BUTEINE
group. But of Strovolsky there was ne
s1g.

* Band M “ Fetch
gand 1™

The group of conntrymen gaped af
him. The situatton sccmed to  take
some grasping on their part.  Then some
broke for the stairs fo gel the sand
Locke asked for.

“Iold this man!” cried Locke; and
a couple of hefty barmen obediently
gripped Drood by the arms wilhout

uestion,  There was something abont
i‘ermrﬁ Locke that made men rﬁm;{ his
commands,

But " there seemed o be no spirit left
in Drood. His sightless face, lit by the
ruddy glow from the hurning room, wae
ashen*grey. The terror of fire had
shaken him to the moarrow of his bones.
And Jaek, " watching  that trembling
moulh, realised the terror that flames
must have for a sightless man—Ii Drood
Leally were hlind, as he now scemed to

2,

But for the prompt way in which
Locke took fhe situation in hand, the
Black Horzse Inn would have been burnt
to the ground that night. But by the
time the local fire brigade arvived—and,
considering the loneliness of the inn,
those country firemen had worked won.
ders—the flames were checked.

Locke had made his identity koown
to the landlord, and even he had heard
of the Daker Street detective. By
three o'clock that mornming, the fire put
out and Drood in a locked room awaii-
ing the arrival of the village constable,
Locke, Jack, and Tom were snatching a
meal in the inn parlour. Locke's name
had indeed worked miracles!

“If only we'd got Strovolsky as well
as Drood [ muttered Jack Drake.

“Can't be imli{:{*{l,,” said Locke,
“We've pot Drood, anyway. He's a
more dangerons customer, to my mind,
than Strovelsky. I believe now that
Deood is joint leader with Silva of the
Waolves ™

“The man's & giddy mystery,” put in
Tom Travers. “Is he blind, or isn't
he? 1 can't make him out!  In the
burning room he seemed to be blind,
vet he recognised me when I was out-
aide the window,”

“That's puzzling vou, eh, Tom ¥ mur.
murcd Locke. “%‘T{-II, I've cottoned on
to the brath about Drood. Ever heard
of a nvetalops?™

“A which??* exclaimed Jack Dirake.

“A nyetalops, voung ‘un,” repeated
Locke, “That is the name given to a
man wha suffers from a peculiar diseasa
which is pretty rare, but which Thood
suffers from. It so affects & man's
sight that be iz blind by dayiime, hul

rpsped Locke.

cnn see in the dark like a2 eat., Drood
is a wnveialops.” :
“My hat ! breathed Jack. " You

wean to say the man can see in the
dark? %o that accounis for ! By the
light of the fHames he was blind, Lut
when he was staring out at me on the
arch, after Strovol:ky had put the lamp
out, he could see! And when I was
chasing that loco earlier to-night he
could sce me till T waes it up by the
glare from the fire-box!"

“And all along, if you look back, he
has seemed to have an uncanny power
in the dark.,” added Locke. “'In the
railwav-carriage, when' I'd smashed the
lights, he hit me where he wanted to
the beggar! And af Lone Manar, o
course, he was able to truss us up in
ihe dark., I thought at the time that
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ring 17’ gasped Travers.

Ferrers Locke dragged Drood, the blind man, clear of the Aames.

One corner of the room was a furnace aiready. ** The
He glimpsed it lying on the floor, in the shadow of a chalr, and darted towards it. (See Page 26.)

it was simply the siath sense of a hlind
man helping him; but [ understund now
thet he was able to see us, though we
could see nothing.”

As  the detective was  speaking,
Trevers had taken from his pocket the
ring, awel thoe emerabd that had been
priscd out of 163 setting,
~ By the light of tﬁu lamp Travers
peercd at tle great green stone. A

E[}ifk murmur  of excitement oscapod
i,
“"Look! he cried. ' See, there's

something scratched on the back of the
emerald, that was hidden when it was
el 1n the ring I
The three examined tho stona eagorly,
and Ferrers Locke drew a amoll magni-
{ying-plass from hiz waistcoat pocket.
“Ah, now it's clear!” he murmured,

staring  down  through the plass,
" Listen ! This is what has been
geratched here. By gad, these leiters

are minnte, if you like! Must have
taken some doing "

He vead out the tiny words seratched
ot the back of the great emerald that
had formed the body of the green
spidhor

“* Beneath the moai. Reoached by
towar, sccret steps, scervet stone, Mark
g triangle. ™

“Mark a ilviangle?' echoed Jack.
“"What the thamp have we to mark
a triangle for—to get the treasurci”

Ferrers Locke laughed,

ML don’t think that’s the meaning,
young ‘un.  There zshould be a comma

after the word ‘mark.’ ‘Mark, a
triangle,” meaning that the soeret stone
which  gives access to the hidden

chamber can be recopnised Decause [k
g marked with o briangle.”

“That’s it, of course!™ exclaimed
Jack, “Crumbs, but T.one Manor
ems to be a giddy maze! T suppose
that secrot chamber old Armifnge. the
butler, showed ws lo hule in that day
't thie seeret chamber where the

treasure is supposed Lo be hid?  TF it

1, I didn't notice any treasure there.”
"It must be another secret room,”

put in Travers. *1 know the old house

Iins plenty of mysteries vet to be un-

earthed, though my wucle never {old me

of these secret places below the moat.”
Locke roze to hiis feet.

“No time o waste,” lie said. oy
know  we ave all dog-tived, but that
can't be helped.  We've had a good

meal, - anyway. Remember, Strovolsky
has gobt away from this inn, and we
can’t waste out time .in trying to {rack
him down, He's not bir endugh game,
although he. probably Lkrows now the
seeret of those hidden jewels.  We've
rot to get off to Lone Manor at once.
?_—-—— Halle! Here's {he police!™

The local policeman, a cheery pgiant
of a man with a very capable air about
him,. had arrived, and Drood was given
into his charge.

awn was breaking by the time tho
detective, Jack IFake., and Tom
Travers arvived at Lone Manor,

As they crossed the dvawbridge fo the
front door of the levely monked house,
rey in the mist fromn Ui marshes, it
woked strangely dreary and desolaie.

Locke smiled grimly for a moment,

Odd to think that beneath that dark
streteh of water lay the prieeless jewals,
masaed  in ilhe blackness of a secret
room, for which Silva and Drood and
the resi of the Wolves had rizkéd =0
nmich, had pone such lengths to obtain,
and even yet were [lighling grimly and
desperately to oblain possession of |

The Treasure Chamber!

RAVERS had & kev, bult ile
greal fronl door on the farther
sidle of the drawbridge was
holied and fastened on the in-

zidle,  Nobt till they had at lone lasi
sneeecded Tnoarousing  old  Armitoge

were they able to gain ap entry to the
old manor,

The old man, a quaint figure in his
nightgown and red nighteap, was des
lighted to ses them.

“I've stuck it out,” he said: “but
it's bin gettin® on my nerves somethink
terrible. Bein’ here all alone, I mesn.
But there’'s a message come for yon,
Mr. Locke, Birminghain postinark.”

Az he spoke he moved to the table in
the hall, wheve a lettgr lay, Locke
opened the envelope and scanned the
contents,

“From D, Grieve,” he said. *“Ila
tells me that Mr. Guelph is almost well
?_‘gain, has pulled round. rémarkably.

e will he bringing him home again
very shortly, if his pood health econ-
tinues. Splendid ™

“Rather!” chuckled old Armitage,
“1t’ll be good to have the master back.
But whal o’ the Wolves, sir? How— "

“Don't von worry about them,” said
Locke reassuringly, No need to slarm
the old man, he thought.

“You've secared them away for
gond ¥ eried  the butler, delighted.
“0h, but that's wunnerful news! I
can sleep I1n peace now. I've béen
seared to ‘death sometimes down here
with nothin® to do at nights but listen
to the wireless—"

O, se you're a wireless enthusiast,
Armitage®” smiled Locke,

“I'hat T am, sir. Just afore he dis-
appearcd, sir, Mr. Guelph installed a
splendd 2ek, sie ™

"1 didn't know fhat,” put in Tom

Travers.
“No, sir?  PBub he did. Oh, it's =
beauly ! Tt listens-in beantiful, "and it

can send out meszages—Iiranslate, too,”

“You mean transmit,” lavghed Jack
Prake, Ie looked meaningly at
Ferrers Locke,  * Looka as though Mr,

THE Macker TaprARY.—No. 936,
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iuelpn thonela =2 \'-il'n"tt'FIE H'er-“Iil:li.lli-“g
sed prncint be oeelad horp—eli?"

* e therve 1= o acrial on the roof 7
caclatmed Pour.

e sorl don't.need ue haievoall”
raid Jdrmitage prouddy. AL least, nol
s ontdosse haiev-alil Ir's gol an iudoor
faire-all, =0 Me, Gwelph said, not thal
I wnsdoestued onreh alioat sach i lnngs.

bt its o osvancd sed. Up i b top
b ]

PR T3 1A e 1] |i"f" Laatihe ], jl iF-
“fu the dewer—eh ™ snid  Locke.
AWl the tower is o where o wie aro

wmaktee for vow, Ugine along '™
“Dhown the secrct stairs, the secret
slone parkod with a  triangle,” mnt-
teredl Toam, a= they woved. olf down
tie lall, * Yo-lio-he for the gliteciog
daubloans and the pieees of eight 17
They - opeacd a side door sl went
along il edge of the moal towards tho
toar 1har Fave aeeess Lo the tower.

The grev early morning light was
vory  dun inside  the ciwvcular  stone
ipwor-room.  and  the  life-size  stone

lgure i its piche in the wall, with
the firngers - pointing 1o the movable
Hagatone, looked rhostlvy and eorie.

TWhere the stone fingers point !
gquoted, Toam. L wonder, when my
uncle wroie that unfinished message we
fonnd in the box v ihe moat, if loe
waore teving 1o tell ws of the green
apitler. or of the treasure itself TV

The old 1von ehest thar had  once
hiddons the fapstone had never been re-
placesl. Ferrers Locke stooped, aud,
vxerting all hiz  strength, swung  the
hieavy stobe axide by mean: of rhe
vustedoirosn ring. set in it. The stong
stairs below sere revealed.

UNWow for ihe gidkdy treasure of Lone
Mianor ' elinkkled Jack Dhrake. “ Shall
I carey on, gov nog t7

~ THE MAGNET LIBRARY.

Locke nodded, and Jack stepped down
indn itlhie IR, T
then cnme old Arnedage, an overcoat
Luttoned  over  his nighigown,  and
Ferirore: Locke !erl{_;h:' up the roar.

ot Jack and Locke were careyig
cleciric fash-lamps, and at the fool of
tiwt afops Jock swong the vivid eircle of
vollow  light alone s~ the damp  =loge
wells, Almast ill.‘p.:{!ln}- the | dancing
Leam sicadicd npon a roughly seratchod
triangle, gquite inconspicwons aud mean-
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lere is a story that will set rour
nerves  tingling  with excitement.
wo fuer story of Lhe boxing ring has
ever been written than ““EODNEY
ATOXE " wonderful yarn of the
great “bare knuekle™ days. You
can start reading it in thiz week's
ALL SPORTS, Pon't miss il
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inwles: {o anvone nol scarching far ik,
that marked one of fhe slabs of =iona
Cal the beight of the yoongsaler’s knee,

“Horg we are, gavnor !

FLoske carie forward, mal ihe  long
fingers of (he tlelpctive ran over l_ht."
stone, 1t seecmed tor lorel a tritde
bBeneatle the pressure of las hiands

“ How daons i, w-l'.'u‘l-il? * pibiered '[-*?-Thl-_

“1 think 1've twigged the stunt
answered Locke, "He took a olasp-knife
from his pocket; and ran the point of
the blade along the top of the stone.
Suddeniy the strip of steel seemed 10
stitle to the hilt in the solid masonry.

“Good M sald Tocke. “I theuglt
that was at."”

He levered with ihe knife-lblade, and
stddenly the square of stone  lorched

forvward. He cavght it deftly,
“ A false slab ™ he explained. ¥ Spe,
ii's ondy o couple of inches (hick,

though it looks, of counrze, hike a solid
block of stone, like the others™

He put the flat sheet of stone on the
tioor, and fHashed his torch in throogh
the yowning well of darkness 11 bl
lefr 1n the wall.

Jack, bending down al Locke s sule,
staring In with eager cyes, gave an
excited shont,

*My only aunt!"” he exclaimeld.

The ray of torehiight was being re.
Aected  from e thowsand = gliciering
pointz, az of colouked “fire. " The recling
beam of light swept through the gloow,
hghting up the neal, ordecly piles of
icwels on the shelves of  the  seepet
cecasure-chaniber,

(' he raet Foard of frevsnes s heen
Fapeded—Rud the fiuad sirwaele spaiast
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