


2 YOUR LETTERS ARE ALWAYS WELCOME, CHUMS!

Yoo Editor is always pleased 1o hear from his chums. Write to
fim when you aré In troubls or need advioe. A stam and
ailfiregeed envelopas will snsera o spaedy raply. Letters uld be

slidresasd : The Editor, THE MACHET LIERARY, The Amaigamatad
Press, Lid., The Flettway Heuse; Farringdon Strest, London, E.C.4.

“POOR OLD BUNTER ™

OUR loyal Magnetites from Hertford foel rather eut

i:l{; at the way Billy Bunter is treated by his fellow

movites at Greyfriars. That he gels more kicks

than pence all of us will agree, and the majority

of us, oo, are unanimous in our verdict {hat he deserves

them. ‘These four chums from Hertlord appreciate Billy

Bunter very much; they are also lovers of faw P]afr and

their spokesman tells me that he and his chums would like

to see nter filling a real hero's part. It's a good idea,

bot it has been “dong before ™ on morc than one occasion.

Sll, I will pass it on to Mr. Frank Richards for considera-

fion. Many thanks for your letter, “L. J. P.,” “B. P.,"
“D. P and "1, H., " of Hertiord.

FROM WILLESDEN !

*Back,” of Willosden, tells owe that be is desirous of
taking up boxing as n living. His age is sixteen; he
weighs nine stone, his height 15 5ft. 2§ ins., and his chest
measurement iz 35 ins. Irom these pariiculars, it is easy
to see that “ Back " i3 a sturdy fellow, and, othei things
being equal, the boxing-ring right offer him better oppor-
tumities than any other profession. Bevond that I canoot
gay, for hiz letter is brief. Now he wants to know of &
club “close handy ' that ke could join, presumably a club
wherz fellows forgather te don the miits. I do rot konow
of & club of that deseription in Willesd:on, but my corre-
spondent could ascertain if there iz such a place from the
loea!l swimming baths, Anyway, he could try there,

FROM LONDON!

From “P. M.,” of London, comes a suggestion that the
“Greyfriarse Herald ' should be revived m the Macewer;
that the present Dheky Nugent yarns showld ba made
chorter, end that the old contributors like Dick Penfold,
Tom Brown, Vernon:8mith, ete., should come into ther
“own " apain. Now this matter has been put to the vote
already, with the result that the majority of readers pre-

Jf kuov., Cheerio, chums!

fervod a “long @ Dicky Nugent story, a serial, and an extra-
long Harry Wharton & Co, story—just such a progratume
as 1s shown in the copy of the MacKer now in your hands,
I'm afraid, then, “P, M.,” that a ¢hange cannot be made
Just yet, although I appreciate the spirit in which your
suggestlions were made. Write me again,

CHAPS !

There are plenty of remedies, some good, some less so, far
the chaps, cracked lips, and skin roughness which go along
with this season. I sympathise with Bert Adams, who writcs
to tell me of his worries in this line. He lives at Bedford,
where you can feel as eold as almost anywhere, After a
cross-country run Bert finds his face and hands jolly painful.
ITe ought to get an emollient from the chemist, This will ke
good for outward application when the skin is not brokemn,

- His tendeney this way shows, however, that he needs to Lake

more fat food. There iz & salve for cravked lips, but in
extrema cases a bit of court-plaster must be used. The
cracked lip is one of the most painrul things out, as my
Bediord pal has found, for he has a great sense of humour.
Whenever he laughs the pain is excessive. 1 counsel him to
hurry up with that salve, and he might wear a label till it
operates: “ Don’t tell me anything funny. I hhve a cracked
lip.”” For the life of me I don't know what to say about his
reading the Bunter yarns, for he is & keen Magnetite, and
it’s like asking for trouble to hope he will read the latest
sbout the Owl. There's something to make him howl !

THE *“SCHOOLBOYS" OWN " LIBRARY.

There are now on sale two new numbers of this famous
library, containing delightful wyarns written by Frank
Richards and Owen Conquest respectively. Number 47 is
entitled : “The Greyfriars Hustler 1" and it deals with the
arrival of Fisher Tarleton Fish, the amazing boy from the
2tates. The compenion volume—""The Colonial Co. ™
features Jimmy Silver & Co., the Cheery Chums of Rook-
wood. Both of these handysized volumes are well worth
reading. Try one, or both, of them to.day, chums!

Next Monday's Programme :

“BUNTER'S BRAIN-STORM [ "
Thiz yarn; bv Frank Richards, iz o peach, and for Learty
laughs it would be impossible to find its cqual. Mind you
read it, boys!

«“THE TRAIL OF ADVENTURE I™

Look out for anothor grand instalment of this rousing
serial, chums; also keep your peepers open for

“ FEARLESS TO THE RESCUE!"’

That's the next “cggsiting ¥ siory by Dicky Nugent.
Order your Macxer ecarly; saves disappoiobment, you

YOUR EDITOR,
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TALK ABOUT GOOD STUFF!

I wouldn’t miss it for anything!

“ | get round to the shop bright an’ early Wednesday mornings, an’ the
first thing I start on is that long yarn about Pete. Gosh, that nigger’s a real
scream—makes me bust o' laughing at the things he does, an’ you can't
read about him anywhere else than in the * Boys' Realm.”

that lion of his wear a bowler hat—talk about a joke !
[ like those three sailor chaps

Peruvian mousehound—some mouser !
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pretty nearly as much as Pete—'specially Dusty Rhodes and Corny.
Corny tsn't a sailor, though, he's a camel, and he keeps on turning up
when they don't want him. Give me the “ Boys’ Realm ™' o' Wednesday's,
and | don't want anything else once | get dug into the good stuff inside
it. The only way they could improve it is to bring it out twice a

week—~] could alwaye find an extra twopence for it!"
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Once he made

He calls the lion a
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THE CRAMPION JAPER! Roger. Quelch hos a marked propensity for practical jokes—that's why he’s been senf io

s and ploced tmder the wing of his uncle, Hemry Quelch, moaster of the Remove,

Bud thot doesn't cure

Roger of his proaciical joking! On the conbrary; he comes out stronger than ever; for he's—

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
A Rag in the Remove !

UEZZRZ!
All the Bemove [ellows started d

and sfared,

Mr. Quelch, the master of the
Remove, jumped up from the high chair
at the master’s desk, as if galvanised.

Thera was, of courze, no telephone in
the Remove Form-room at Greyfriars.
Yet it was a buzz exactly like that of &
telephone bell that had echoed through
the rooin.

Really, it was amazing !

Mr. Quelch looked amazed. He also
looked wrathful. He grabbed the cana
from his desk, and fized his eyes upon
his class, with sn exproession that the
fabled Gorgon might have envied.

“What boy has brought a bell into the

orm-room 7

Mr. Quelch’s voice was not loud, but
deep. Its tones were calculated to
strike terror to the heart of the offender.

There was. no answer from the
Remove.

From Harry Wharton, the captain of
thic Form, down to Billy Buuter, at the
bottom of the class, the juniors were
g1lent.

Mr. Quelch paused, like Bruius, for &
reply., But he did not pause long. His
eves glinted as he cawne nearer io his
class,

" Someone has introduced a bell into
the Form-room,” he said. “I command
that boy to stand forward.™

No one stirred.

* Doubtless,” continued the Remove
master, “this i3 intended as o practieal
joke. ‘The concerned myst learn
that the Form-room is no place for prae-
tical jokes. Onee more, I command him
to stand forward.”

Once more Mr. Quelch commanded in
YEiN,

He waited.

[Copyright in the United States of America.] :

sut the Removites sgb tight. The
offender, whoever he was, obviously had
no intention of owning up.

Some of the fellows looked at their
ciks, some at one another. All of
them seemed anxious not to caich the
Form master's eve. Nobody desired the
particular attention of Mr. Quelch ab
that momont.

The Remove master breathed hard.

“Bome boy in this class has a bell in
his pocket, or in his desk,” he said,
“That 15 clear. For the last time, 1
command that boy to stand out before
the class.”

The Remove fellows sat as if frozen

to their Forins,

“¥ery well!” said Mr. Quelch,
between his closed lipa. “Very well!
Very well, indeed 1

His tone indicated that it was far
from well. He gave the silent class a
last searching look, and went back to
his desk. A general search of the Form
certainly  should have revealed the
offcnding bell; but it would have taken
up most of the time assigned for third
losson. The juniors would not have
minded that. Buf Mr. Quelch minded
very much. He went back to his desk.

“My only hat!” murmured Bob
Cherry. “What silly ass is playing that
silly trick? Quelchy will acalp him when
he knows 1*

“The sealpiulness will be terrific,”
mnrmured Furree Jamset Ram Singh.

" Hurree Singh ™

The name was rapped out like a
bullet.

“ ¥Yes, sir,” murmured the Nabob of
Bhanipur.

“ ¥ou were speaking in class.”

“The speakfulness was very small, and
merely instantaneous, esteemed sahib.”

Probably Hurree Jamset Ram Singh
meant momentary; but the English he
had learned from Mook Moockerjee, the
wisest moonshee at Bhanipur, was not

A Rollicking New Long Complete
Story of the Chums of Greyfriars,
introducing Mr. Quelch’s amazing

nephew Réger.

By FRANK RICHARDS.

exactly like the language spoken at
Greviriars,

“Teke a hundred lines!™

“ Eeteamed sir——"

“Bilence 1

Hurree Jamset Ram Singh sat down
again., Mr, Quelch’s expression hinted
that ancther word might meen the cano
matead of lines.

There was silence in the Form-room;
the Remove fellows bending their heads
sodulously over their Latin prose papers.
Mr. Quelch, standing by his high desk,
watched them., Mr. Quelch’s eyes, often
compared by his pupils to gimlets, on
account of their piercing qualities, had
never soemed so like gimlets as at the
prosent moment. He had not forgotten
that sudden and startling buzring of-a
bell, and he was secking to detect the
culprit.

But he searched face after face in
vain for signs of guilt. Certainly, some
of the juniors looked rather scared; but
thiat was only to be expected, when Mr.
Quelch was ir a “wax.” Billy Bunter
logked quite alarmed. Skinner was un-
easy; there was no bell in hizs pocket,
but thers were some cigarettes there,
and Skinner quite shivered at the bare
idea of a search. One or two of the
fellows wero grinning, as if they found
something amusing in the incident. One
face was quite  unconscicus—bent
seriously end thoughtfully over Latin
prose: the face of Roger Quelch, the
Form master's nephow.

Yot it was upon that eserions and
thoughtful face that Mr, Quelch’s glance
lingered lonpest.

owaver, as the Form setiled down to
work, the Remove master sat down ab
last in the high chair at his desk.

Buzzzzxz |

“Bleszs my
Quelch.

Buzzzzzezs | "
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The insictent, incessant buzzing of o
Bell, apparendy an clectric bel!, echocd
through the l%urnl-r::rmﬂ from cnd to
end.

Every fellow in the Remove looked up
froin his paper.
5 ‘i' Whnﬁ ﬁn

ohnny Bull.

“ What the thump—"

“My only hat!”

Duzzrzrzzz | . .

It was going on, without ceasing. Ay,
Quelch jumped off his chair, graspaed
his cane, and strode across to the class,
: buzz .

e This is intolerable ! thundered Mr.
Quelch. *“What member of this class
has a hell in his possession "

™NO Answer.

v Eyery hoy will stand up and turn
ont his pockets.”

The Removites stoad up, aml began
to turn out their pockets on the desks
ore them. ] j
hB]EEr. Queleh waiched them with glint-

i oyes,
& ﬁﬂl.:’mter 1" ko vapped out.

earth—" cjaculated

“Ok! Ves, siv!” gasped the Owl of
the Remove. - ]
“'There is still somncihing In your
pocket.”

“Oh. no, sic!” .

% Fgmf: hc;reu Bunter.’

“ ) 2 ar' 11 . .

The fet junior unwilliugly *came
there.” Ome of his pockets was bulging :
a circnmstence that ln?i not escaped the

vie master’s gimlet oye.
n?'n%?mf have Epeken untruthfully,
Bunter.”

“Qh, deart? n

“Purn out thet pocket at ouce.”

Plape—there isu't & bell there, sird
gasped Bunter. 0

“‘Turn it out instantly.

Billy Bunter reluctantly turned out
the pocket. Nothing remotely resemb-
ling & bell came to light. But Mr.
Quclch waa treated to the view of &
stickv piass composed of eniseed balls,
toffee, mnd chocolate, Evidently Bunter
had not expected to get through third
lesson without a little refreshment.

* T}isgusting 1" rapped out Mr. Quelch.

“I—1 say, siv—" ]

“ How dare you bring sweels into the
Fornrroom ! Are you not aware:i
Bunter, that that is strictly fnrh:::ldﬁnﬁ

s Nynng, sir—I—I mean, yes, sir.

wThrow that sticky mess into the
waste-paper bazket ak once.”

-r(.h. ‘lwl 1._H' ,
v Now hold gut your hand.

Exﬁi?h! :

“'Whoooop !

“Rilence! Go back to your place,

Bunter! Skinner, stand out before the
class, You have not turned out all your
ockets.” ; ;
3 Skinner came forward cheerily. While
Mr. Quelch’s attention was fastened on
Bunier, Harold Skiomer had dropped
three cigarcttes to the floor and
squashed them under his hoot. Bo he

came forward +::~r:u:nliuie:1';.!{+

“Turn ont your pockets under my
eves, i _

“ Cortainly, sir,” seid Skiuner blandly.

He drew out the lining of hiz pockets
{o demonstrate that they were emipty.
With the eye farthest from My, Quelch
he winked at Bnoop,
Pt Mr. Quelch was a much more
downy bird than Skinner guossed. He
ve a sniff, and then another sniff.
“The lining eof your jacket pocket
smells of tobacco, Skinner.”

“0h 1™

“You have recently had cigarettes in
your possession,’

Ty Maawer Liprart,—No, 995,

“Oh, siv! I—"

“Hend over that desk!”

Skinner, with a face that Bob Cherry
lilkened to that of a demon in & panto-
mime, bent over.

Whaelk ! Whaekt

" ¥ou may go to your place, Skinner.”

Skinner limped back to his plage, no
longer smiling and bland.

Mr. Quelch’s gimlet eye roved over
the class. Evory pocket had been
turned out, and assortments of all zorts
of articles were displayed to view;
but there was no bell among them. M,
Cueleh passed among the desks, examin-
ing them. Not & desk or a shelf
escaped his Ifnz-eyes. But there vwas no
sign of & bell.

“Bless my soull” murmured Me,
Quelch, as he gave up the fraitless
search ot last, ]

Really, it was perplexing.

Twice & bell had buzeed in the Form-
room; end the only possible conclusion
to be drawn was that some practical
joker had brought it in for 2 “rag ™ dur-
ing class.

Yot it was clear as day that not 2
’?i"ilﬂ' fallow in the Remove had a bell
in his passession.

Mr, Quelch walked back to his desk,
greatly puezled. The jumors, wit
covert smiles, restarted on their Latin
prose papers after the interval. M.
Quelch sat down at his desk with knitted
brows,

Buzzzzzaze !

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
The Mystery of the Form-room !

BUﬂzzzm ) . ,
It was going on agaifi—going
strong.

The Form master sat for a [ew
moments as if petrified, and then fuirly
bounded frem his seat. As if that
bound had somchow stopped it, the bell

rang off at once, snd there was silence.
“Great Scott!” murmured Frank
Nugent. “The fellow whe's playing

that jape is ssking for it, and no ms-
take ! _

“But who—"" said Wharton,

“ Goodnesa knows!” )

“The bell ien't in the class,” said Bob
Cherry. “It's farther off—seemed io
me to come from behind Quelehy’s desk,
not in front of it.” ]

“Can’t be & fellow hidden in the eup-
board.” '

“All the fellows are in class.”

“Well, it boats me hollow.”

“The beatfulness is terrific.”

Mr. Quelch was not coming lowards
his class now. Apparently it had struck
him that the buzzing of tlixe bell seemed
to proceed from ancther dircction.

Cane in hand, with glinting eves, the
Remove master strode towards the tall
cupboard in the wall st the end of the
room, where easels and blackboards were
kept when not in use,

'!Ehﬁ big wall-cupboard was large
enocugh to conceal o practical joker. or
two or three, for that matter, Tut how
a practical joker could be hidden there,
at & time when all Greyfriars fellows
were supposed to be in class, wag rather
a mystery. Btill, it certainly was from
that dircction that the irritating buazz
had seemed to proceed; and if the bell
was ringing in the cupboard, it seemed
assured that it could not fing without a
ringer. There was quite a deadly ex-
pression on Mr., Queoleh’s face az he
threw wide open the big, heavy door,

The Remove fellows watched him in
breathless silence. No one envied the

praciical joker, if Mr, Quelch indeed
diseovered him ihere,

“Come oubt®?

o answer from the cupboard,

"1 am guite aware that someconc 18
hidden in this cupboard!” said Mr.
Quelen. I command you to step ouf,
rou young rascall”

Mot 4 sound or & movement !

Alr. Quelch compressed his lips, and
stepped into the big cuphoard himself,
Anng the easels, blackboards, rolled
meape, and other paraphernalia there, a
Junior might casily have been concealed.,

The Remove mastor procceded to shifi
the articles, pecring among them with
glinting eyveos,

Thera was & strange expression on his
face as he stepped forth from the cup-
board at last.

His investigation had not revealed the
practical joker. It had revealed only
the fact that there was no one in tho
cupboard,

“Bless my soul!” breathed Mr.
Quelch.

He came back towards his class, who
waiched him almost open-mouthed, They
were af puzeled as their Form mester,
and much more entertained.

“Why are vou not proceeding with
your papers?’ dem Mr. 5uglth,
“Are you under the impression that you
are permitied to slack, a8 zoon as my
back ie turned for & momenti*

The Removites were instantly decp in
Latin prose,

Mr, Quelch's view was that he was
shocked at this slacking on the part of
hig elass. The Remove's view was that
Mr. Quelch wanted to " take it out ™ of
them beeause he could not discover the
practical joker,

Whichever view was well-founded,
obvicusly it behoved the Removites to

very wary, and on their best
behaviour,

They plunged into Latin prose as if
they loved it.

Mr., Quelch eyed them grimly, but
there really was no pretext for lines or
lickings, and he had to swallow his
wratih,

While the juniors laboured at Latin,
the Form master paced to and fro, his
brow dark end grim.

The bell was not heard again; silence
I'EI?E!:I save for the scratching of pens.

My, Quelch was deeply exasperated,
and greatly puozzled. ¢ could have
sworn that the buzzing of the bell had
procecded from the Form-room cup.-
hoard; yet his own investigation provad
that the ecupboard was empty, It was
very puzzling and very disconcerting.

Such & prank in the Form-room called
for ilie severest punishment. But the
delinguent could not be punished with-
oui heing discovered—it was B case of
“first catch your hare.” And the exas.
perated Form master could not catch
that elusive hare.

The Latin papers were finished, and
Wharion, as head boy of the Form, went
along the desks collecting them, to hand
in 1o Me. Queleh. Mr. Quelch ceased
hiz sugry pacing, and sat down at his
desk to receive the papers.

Buozzzrzzez !

Up jumped the Remove master again,

“Upon my word! This is intoler-
able '™ he exclaimed, o3 the buzzing
ceazed. * This is beyond all bearing !
The perpetrator of this foolish prank
whall be taken to the headmaster for a
flogging !"

Wharton laid the papers on the desk.

“ Roger '™

The Forin master’s nephow stood up.

" Yes, sir” _ : ;

Mr. Quelch was "uncle ™ in privaete
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* Bunter ! rasped Mr. Quelch. ** You have spoken nntruthhTI]y. . Turn out that pocket at onee.”” ** There—thers isn’t &

bell there, sir ! ** gasped Bunter.

* Turn it out instanily ! **

The Owl of the Bemove reluctantly dbeyed, but insitead of a

beli coming to light, Mr. Quelch was treated to the view of a sticky mass composed of aniseed balls, tofee, and chocolate,

{See Chapter 1.}

and “sir ™ in ihe Form-room. Roger
Quelch Jooked at him with innocent
inquiry.

“Come here.”

Roger camc oui before the class. He
seomed surprised; and the other fellows
looked on in surprize slso. They could
not imagine why Mr. Queleh had picked
on his hopeoful nephew.

Mr. Quelch's gimlet-eyes seemed to
bore into Hoger.

BPoubtless the Remove master was an
affectionate wuncle; indecd, he must
have been, or he would never have
advised his brother to send Roger to
Greyviviars to be under. the avuncular

cye. But he did not look affectionate
at this moment. He looked as if the
milk of human kindness hed been

entirely left out of his composition.

“Roger! 1 trust that 1 do not sus-
pect you unduly. But I am well aware
that at High Cooimbe yon have fre-
quently been punished for playing
foolish practical jokes.”

“Oh, sic!”

“This propensity has cauvsed you &

reat deal of trouble at vour school,

ogor, as your faller was apprised o
your reports from High Coombe. I have
specially warned you that thizs propen.
sity must he checked at Greviriars.™

“I remember, sir,” said Roger
meckiy.

“Have you & bell of any kind about
vou ¥

“No, sir.”

" Tura out your pockets.”

“I've dono so once, sic!”

Do so again,”

“VYery well, sir.”

Roger Quelch tfurned out his pockets,
under the grim supervision of his

scholastic unele.  This  time Mr
Quelch examined the turned-out lining
of each pocket, and the tiniest article
could not possibly have escaped lis
inspection. But there was no bell,

“Wait '™ cried Mr. Quelch.

He crossed over to Boger's desk, and
examined it for a second time, with the
most meticulous care,

Put there was no resuli.

“J=I hope you are satishied, sir”
saitd Roger, with respectful timidity.

Mr. Quelch gave him, o curt nod.

 Drisenigs ™

The Hemove fellows left the Form-
rooma  cagerly enough. With  their
Form-master i his prosent mood, they
were gnxious to give him ns wide a
berth as possible.

Mr. Quelch [ollowed themn out, and
shut the Form-reom door sharply. The
mystery of the buzzing bell remained
unsolved.

e

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
The Kind Uncle !

i Hﬂ]'i_.._]'f_.l'_']. hallo, Liallo! Enjoying
ifer”
" Bob Cherry grinned as he

asked that eheery guestion.
He had come on Roger of the
Remove in the guad alter dinver; and
Roger did not look as if he was enjoy-
ing life,
o had a letter in his hand, which
e had boen reading; and the perusal

thereof did not zeem fo have bucked

hin.

I_'In:e- gave the cheery Hob a rueful
grin. _

“"Rotten ™ he said.

“What's rotten?” asked Bob good-
naturedly. “It' & hall-holiday, and for
once tho sun ha..'_m'? forgotton to shine,
and vou're at Greytriars—what more do
you want?"

“] want to be at High Coombe.”

“What rot!” said Bob., *Greyiriars
is5 over so much better than High
Coombe, old bean! "Take the word of a
Greyfriars man,”

“It's rotten,” said Roger restively.
“I'm & High Coombe mén, and 1 want
to be at my own school. I was glad to
get a holiday in term time, to visit my
unecle.  Buot——"

“But there's.
grinned Bob,

“Well, how would yvou Jike it t* asked
Roger. " Nunky's o geood sort, and I
like him. Dut he wants me {o swot for
scholarships and things, and keep up
the giddy ietellectusl record of the
Queleh family, Nearly every dashed
man in our [amily has been distin-
guished in the scholastic line, &and my
uncle thinks I'm a slacker because [
don't went to shine in the seme way.
He says I've got the brains if I choose
to use them.”

Bob Cherry chuckled.

“Perhaps you have.” he roemarked.
“They're not mmuch in evidence, but
they may be fheve!™

“h, don't rot!” said Roger daolor-
ously. “I'm fed up. U'm going to
meke the name of Quelch known in
quite a different way—1t's timo they had
g sportsman in the family. I dou’t care
a rap about getling scholarships so
long as 1 can got goals.”

“"Hear, herr ! grinned Bob.

“'Tain't only that"” went on Roger,

TeE Maicxer Lisrany.—No, D095,

too much uncle?™
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full of his grievance. “But you see’
wy fricnds are 2!l at my school—all my
interesiz, aud everything, This leiter
is fromt my football captain—he wants
1o hnow when I'm coming back, and
warns o to he in time for the EIE%GE'}
football maich of the season. 'm
wanted, you see! I want fo go back to
High Coombe.”

“Well, it's not settled that_you slay
at Greyfriars, is 161" asked Dob, "1
understood that you were here on @
visit.”

“That's so0; bub uncle wanis me
to stay on permanently in the Remove,
and. he has advised my father io place
we here. The pater thinks no cnd of
his advice.”

“ After all, Greyiriars is 8 jolly good
place,” suggested Bob. "It's over fo
much better than MHigh Coombe, or
Harroly, or Eton, or any other second-
rate show you can mention.”

“Fathead 1"

“ Look here——" .

“I don't dislike the place,” said
Roger, “In faect, I like it] I like the
fellows, But I waut to go back lo my
own place.” _

“wWell, I au]:pme it's netural,” said
Bob indulgently, “Even a change for

X

the better isn’t always plepsant.

“ Agsl This is & change for the
worse. .
“Billy ase! It's nothing of the sort.
I vou want [ooter, and can phf, we
want good men in the Remove cleven.
You can depend on Wharton giming
you & good show if you're worth it.

4§ want to play for my own school—
and I tell you I'm wanted there”
growled Roger.

“Well, then
50" asked Buig-

“I've 1old himt?

“And what does le zay1”

“The Form master equivalent for

rats,” ” said Reoger, with & grin, “He
thinks my opinion on that subject is
mere piffie.” .

“Porhaps he’s right”

“0h, cheese it "

Baob Cherry laughed,

“Well, if your pater decides to place
you here, his word goes,” he =zaid.
“You'll have to make the best of it.”

“1 jolly weil sha'n't,” said Roger.
*There are ways and meana| 1 daresay
Unele Quelchy will get fed up with me!
He doesn’t like practical jokes, for one
thing."”

Bob Cherry gave him a quick look.

“My hat! Is that the game? It was
SO A
W ifeep b daik” said Roger hastily:
“The last basn’t been heard of that
gidedy m:.*s.l;eriwa] bell vet,”

“How on earth did you do 13"

“ Easy as falling off a form. Bul—"

“1 zay, you fellows,” Dilly Bunter
valled up.  “Your uncle wants you,
young Quelch.”

“ {3, bother '™

“\What & giddy affectionate nephew I
grinned Bunter. *1 say, it’s not a
ficking. Qld Quﬂinhﬂ_was looking quite
good-temperad-—-for him."

' Br-r-r-r-r 1

Roger welked away to lhe House,
evidently nqt Fi‘cusud or gratified by
the prospect of an interview with his
whcle, It was with the kindest of
intentions that Mr. Queleh lestured his
nephéw, gnd impressed upen him the
vecensity for hard work in cless and at
prep, snd selected the variows prizes

why not tell your uncle

Tor which Reger was to work if he
vemained at Greyiriars. But the only
effect of Mr. Quelch’s heart-to-licart

{utks was to make Roger determined
that he would not remain at Greyfriars,
Tee Macgxer Lisgany.-—-No, 996,

and that samehow, by hook ov by crook,
he would get hack to his old <chool,

ut. it was not a leecture this time.
Mr, Queleh’s face waz: quite benignant
g5 his nephew capme gneasily into the
study.

“ Bunter =ayz vou zent for me, unele”

“¥Yoez, Roger. You may =it down, my
baoy.™

Roger sat down. )

“I am afraid, Roger, that I did yon
a little imjustice thiz morning,” sal
Mr. Quelch graciously,

*(h, wnele !’

“1 was extremely aunoyed, and 1
could not help remembering thac your
master at High Coombe had com-
plained of your propensity for practical
joking in season and out of season.”

Roger coloured s Littls.

“1 regret it!” said M, Quelch.,

Roger's colour d ned. Hig uncle’s
kindness made him feel as_il he were
deceiving Mr. Queleh.  Yet it was
impossible to own up to the trick in the
Form-room. If Mr. Quelch had ocea-
sion to cane his nephew, he did not
let him off lightly on aceount of hia
relationehip. %{ai. er he laid it on a
little more severely on that account.

“ Now, in order that you may become

ter mcquainted with zome of wour
Form-fellows, under agreeable condi-

tions, 1 have decided to ask scveral
hoys of ng&.' Form to tea this afternoon,
Roger. ou will take tea here with

them, and it shall be—what do you call
it—quite & spread! T think, epread is
the word,” said Mr. Quelch smuling.

“You're very foud, uncle,” seid
Roger uncomforiably.

“*Not at all, my boy! I desire you
to be happy at Greyfriars, and I shall
certainly do my best to make you so.”

“But—but I'm not staying at Grey-
friare—"

“That is- praciically settled, Roger.”

“Tho pater——" .

“Your father has left tne decizion to
me."”

T Oh

“If I am salisfied with ¥you as &
momber of my Form, you stay,” said
Mr. GQuelch.

“I—I'm afraid I'm rather a trouble
fo you, §ipe-—"

“To some extent, that is the case,
Roger. But a3 your uncle, I am pre-
pared to take what trouble is neces-
Sary,"”

“}'I-I’-r.l rather not give you a lot of
trouble on my sccount, sir,” murmured
the hapless High mbe junior.

“Quite sa; but I am prepared to do
everything in my power to help you to
earn distinetion as & scholar, Roger. I
am prepared to give you cxlra tabon
for an hour every day.”

“Oh, my hat!™ :

“1 expect to see yon become a credit
{o the school, and to our family, ltﬂ%ur.
You have at present something of a
disinclination to hard and steady work.
That we shall overcome.”

“{Oh! Bot—"

“As soont as ib is fnally seitled that
you remaein at Greyiriars, I shall enter
your name for the Craven prize cxami-
nation.™

“0Oh, dear'™

“It will mean hard work, Roger—
quite hard work.,  You will receive
¢very encouragement from me.”

Roger had no doubt about that, He
suppressed & groan.

“But let thai poass, for the moment,”
said Mr, Quelch, “ About our little
party this afterncon. What boys would
you %ika- to meat?” :

Roger considered. Ifa knew that his
uncle moant to be kind and gracious,
and he did not want to be ungrateful.
But he knew—what My, Quelch, with
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all his extensive koowledge, did not
know--that {ea wnder the eyes of o
“heak " was rather an awful [upclion.
In fact, any jumior would bave pre-
fevred a dinner of herbs in his own
quarters, to a stalled ox 1 a Form
master’s study. Dut it was quito
impossible lo explain all that {o Mo
Quelch. Ilis intention was to be kind;
and a Form master's kindness wa= like

an invitation from Royalty; not fo bo
refused.

“¥harton and Nugent, siv, as they ro
niy study-mates,™ said Roger, at lazt.

* Any others, my boy?”

Apparently the Remove master was
going to do the thing in style. He was
taking & lot of trouble over this rather
iroublesome nephew,

S Cherry, and Bull. and Hurree
Zingh, s, T've mede friends with
them.”

“I am glad to hear that, Roger, as
\tl::mil ere ail boys of whom I have a
hs opinion,” sald Mr. Quelen.
“Please convey my invitation to them,
and tell them that tea will he at five
o'clock.”

“Yes, unclet™

“Thera will be guite a good—hem-=

spread,” said Mr. Quelch, with frosty
geniality.  “I shall telephone to the
stores in Courtfield for a supply of—of
good things.”

Roger was impressed, There wers
good things io had at the schaol
shop, kept by Mrs. Mimble, the

gardever’s wife. Bub better things, of
course, were to be had from Chunlley's

Stores, in Courtfield,  Undoubledly,

Mr, Queleh was doing this thing 1
style,
“That is all, BRoger,” said Lhe

Remove master,
“Thank you, wncle "
““Mot at all, my boy ™
Roger Que]ruh :ieft. his uncle’s =ludy,

not locking so ha.pr as might bhave

been expected in the clrcumstances.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Nothing for Bunter |

i HAT about a rag on lich-
clife

That was Bob Cherry's
SuEECestiod,

The Famous Five were discussing
what was to be done with the hali-
holiday. ‘There wes ne football thas
aiternoon; the Remove were engaged
to play the Third, but a match of that
rahbre waz left to the lesser liglits of
the Remove f[oothall clubn Ti was
game that did not requirae the mighty
men of the Form. ;

Harry Wharton shook his head.

“ Retter leave Highelilfe alone,” e
said  Y'Quelchy gob his rag oub over
the row between his nephew and Pon-
sonby last weck., Detter give Highelifle
a rest for a bit” o

“What about & rag on the Fourii: "

“0Oh, Temple, Dabuey & Co. ain'l
worth regeing,” suid Johony Bull

“Wa haven't had a shindy with the
Fifth for some time!” remavked Hob
Cherry. “What ebout ragging Uoker

of the INfth?”
%lmmd.
ab desired & (LA

The junicrs

Evidently,
strenuous occupation for the afternoon.
Bol's thoughts geuerally ran  on

gtranuous lines.
the TFifth,"” eaid

“Blow Coker of
Mugent. *"Let's go for a trot on ihe
ehffs”

“Mignt butt in &t Chif House 1o tes.”
said Bob, with & nod 1 daresay May-

jorie will like to ece ws.™



EVERY
MOHDAY.

- —
—d

THE MAGNET !.I_BHAHY. | TWOPENCE. 1
y
l '.:"- !
vt i
W Y |
i
J;i;}iu ,: 1
il f, s
jr :ﬁ.hﬁﬁ "
gl
e ‘H‘\
“ﬁ\; [ i t 14\1“
S, Ml
{) . |
u 1 1
| i
I I :

Buzzzzzz ! Mr. Quelch jumped up, and the expression on his face became terrific. ** That was not the telephone [ ™ be

exolaimad. **Itis a trick! U
Which of you boys has broug

n my word ! Are these your manners when you are asked to tea with your Form master #
& bell into this study ? ** Harry Wharton & Co. sat silent and dismayed.

{See Chapter 5.)

“That’s rather a good idea,” agreed
Wharton,

“I say, vou fellows—"

“0Oh roll away, DBunter.”

Billy Bunter did mot roll away: he
rolled into Ne. 1 Study.

“1 say, you fellows, if you're goin
to Cliff House to tea, I don’'t min
coming."

“"Marjorie might mind,” suggested
Nugent.

“(h, really, you khow—"

* Buzz off, Bunter.”

“Young Quelchy is looking for you
chape,” said Bunter, blinking at the
Famons Five throwgh his big spectacles.
“He asked mo if T'd seen you, and I
told him to leok in the libracy.” _

“You fat ass! We haven't been any-
where near the library.”

“Thet's why I toeld him to lock for
vou there,” answered Bunter &heer-
'fui];'. ”PullinF hiz leg, you know—he's
 silly pagee—’

“Ia he?" said a voice in the doorway
of No. 1. Billy Bunter jumped as &
hand was laid on the E‘bm:k of his
collar, and spun him round.

“Oht! Is that you, young Quelch?”

F

he gasped. “Leggo! UOw!”
“Z20 I'm a silly ass, what?"
"MNunna! Not at all! Unly a

i-)-joke!” stuttered Bunter. *'Leave off
ghaking me, you beast! If yoi make
my glasses fall off—ow!l—3you’ll have
to pay for them if they get bib-bib-hib-
broken—yow !

Roger Quelch gave the Owl of the
Roemove a final shake, and sat him down

on o chair. Then he turned to the
Famous Five,

“I‘v}a ‘been looking for you fellows,™
he said, “That fat idiot sent me
rooting abowt “the library for you.
You're all asked to tea this afternoon!™

“Thanks, ro end,” said Bob. “But
we're going out, and sha'n’t be back
till lock-up.”
m“Thanka all the same,” said Whar-

n.

Roger grinned.

“Please yourselves, of courst,” he
said. “ But the invitation iz from your
Form master.”

“Oh! sald the IFamous Five, all
together.

“It's going to be no ond of a spread,”
sa1d r. “My unecle 13 phoning to
the stores at Courtficld for the stuff.
Lots of it."

“Your jolly old uncle hes good ideas
somotimes,  kid,” =aid DBoh :{.'herr:,u
laughing. “We'll come—ospecially us
we can't very well do anvihing else”

“The comefulness is the proper caper
when the askfulness procoeds from an
esteemed and ridiculous Form maater,”

:_*::ﬂmrkad Hurree Singl. “Moreover-
ully——"*

“Good word!™ said Roger. * Say that
ﬂ.g!.l.ﬂ',”

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“Morcoverfuliy,” said the mnabeb

ealmly, “the Funfulness is short with
our <xcellent selves, and we are not
certainfully sure of discovering the
beauteous Marjorie at home i we call
in at Chff House buttfully. Therefore,
if I may make a suggestive remar k- —

“Dh orumbsa!” zaid Roger.

“If I may make s suggestive remark.
I should suggest accepting the generous

and ridieulous invitation of the sublime
Quelchy,”

“ Grevirviars beats High Coombe in one
thing,” said Roger Queich, *Therc's
nobody et High Combe who can talk
English like that.”

“Ha, bha, ha!”

“My csteemed fathead, I  speak
English as initructed by Mook Mooker-
e, the wisest and most lodicrous
moonshee at Bhanipur,” ]

“1 don't know what a moonshes is,
Lut I admit that he must be some moon-
shee if he taught you that giddy
Euglish,” said Reoger. “I wonder my
uncle doesi’t opersto for it.”

“Ha, ha, ha!

“It's scttled; we're coming to ften,
voung -SQuelch,” said DBob, laughing.
“What’s the hour of the execulion.”

“Five o'clock.”

“Rely on us, then,” said Harry Whar
ton. " We'll go down and watch the
football for a bit, vou chaps, and
encourage the kids™

“Hear, hear!”

“Come slong, yvoung Quelchy I*

Koger shook his head.

“I'm going to I:-g{!] get ready for the
spread,” ho answered.

“ Right-ho! Ta-ta!”

And the Famous Five want down the
Remove stairease; while Roger Queleh;
as he was about to leave Study No. 1,
found his arm grabbed by Billy Bunter,

Bunter, apparentiy having already for-
gotten hig 'ﬂj)akmg, bestowed his most
amiable and ingratiating grin on the
Form mastor's nei)haw. .

“Irf“* kid, I'll come,” he said. “]

ik Magxer LisrArY.—No, 595,
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don’t mind your uncle's gargoyle face,
you know, or his bad manners. Il
come,” .

“Will you?"” said Roger grimly.

“Yes, old chap,. With pleasure.”

“The pleasnre would be all on your
side, old fat bean,” =aid Roger.
“ Basides, my unele hasn't phoned to the
storos to send their whole stock of eat-
ahhf:', so there wouldn't be enough for

o,

"0, really, you beast—"

“ Cut it out, old fat man!”

“Look here, you rotter—"

(11 E’ﬂ.w-“lﬂ‘? El‘.?

Roger Qualeh walked out of the study,
whistling.  Billy Buunter blinked after
him witg a blink that almost cracked ins
spectacles, so ferocious was if.

“ Deast 1" roarcd Dunter,

Roger: chuckled and went down the
stairs, The opinion of William George
Bunter did mnot appesy to disturb his
eeuanimity in the least,

Bunter rolled into Study No. 7, whero
he found Peier Todd busy with a
variety of ponderous volumes.  Peter
®as engaged upon what he was pleased
to call s ¥ legal 7 studics.

“1 say, Peter——"" began the Owl ef
the Remave.

“ Shurrap

“0Old Quelchy 13 Hlaudiug o spread
for yvoung Quelchy, and they've asked &
lot of cads and left me out !

“Aflight have asked you, if they're ask.
ing cads!” assented Peter. * They must
know you're one, if they knew you at
a'l'[_!‘l

“Why, yvou checky boast—"

*Bhot up! 1I'm busp” i

“ I say, Petor, the stuff is coming from
Chunldey's Stores, in Courtfield, 3rs
Mimble's stuff ain’t good enough.”

“Quelchy knows something !” grinned
Peter Todd, “I've wnoticed that some
of Mrs. Mimble's taris are warranled to
kill at forty rods, and her pork-pies bave
an ancient and fish-like smell.” ‘

“1 say, Quelchy's gone oui for lns
usnal trot,” said Dunter, *T saw him.
The stuff will be put into his study, as
he's having the fellows to tea there, A
clever chap like You could nip in—="

“Eh '

“And bag it--some of " sald
Bunter. * Catch on? Like Jus check to
leave ns out, you know, Well, let’s hag
some of the {uck.”

“Splendid idea ™

“(ood!” said Bunfer, his round eyves
glistening  belund  his big spectacles.

Easy az [alling off a form, old chap.”

; Hﬁtﬂ Todd looked at him thonght-
ully.

“Let's hgvae it clear,” he said. “Oua
of us sneaks into Quelchy's study and
bags the grub, and the other helps him
scoff 1t afterwards.”

“That's 1t i said Bunter cagoerly.

" Done ! said Peter checril;,'.

“Good man! You'll do it}

“{Ih, no!" said Peter. “You'll do it.
You hag the grub, and I'll help you
=coff b alterwardszs. Bept”

HNamo ! I—I—I meant——"

Peter Todd chuckded.

“1 Lknow what wou meant, old fat
man; and 've told you whal I mean,

f you want a eatspaw, old tilip, vou'll
have to look farther than this study.”
o Ll::r::i.'r-: here, Peter Todd, if you funk
it—'

11¥

“1've told you twice to shuf up|
Peter Todd.

* Funk '™ hooted Bunicr,

Whiz!

One of Peter's lavge legal voluwmes
travelled swiftly aeroes the study, and
smote Willlam CGeorge Bunter on his
ample and well-filled waisteoat., Thers

'1?1113 MagNer Lisrary.—No, 995,
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was a roar from the Owl of the Hemove
as he crumpled up.
" Have another?’ asked Peter affably.
“Yarcooop
“SE&p thaet row, Dunter, when I'm

u:a;,iv’
“Yow-ow-ow-ow-ow

“YWill vou shut up?” roared Poter.
“How's a fellow to study when you're
kicking up that fearful row, Bunter?”

" ¥ooooooooooooop 1

Whiz !

A second volume dropped on Bunier.
It eclicited a fiendish yell from the QOwl
of the Ilemove.

“There's still another,” said DPeter
Todd., “If vou want the lot o

Billy Bunter did not want the lot, He
squirmed oul of Study Neo T and fled,

‘THE FIFTH CHAFTER.
Tea with Mr, Quelch !

R. QUELCH stood with a
benign  if somewhat  Frosty
stuile wpon his usually severe

connienanee,

He was in a good humomr—in a
Ilmmj:ahln humour—awd hoe desived to
set his youthful guesta at their ease.

The Yorm master’s study waz, for
once, & land flowing in milk and honey,

The good ﬂlings had been delivered
from Chunkley's Stores, The supply was
large, and it was good. hore were
both quantiiy and guality. Mr. Quelch
had not spared cxpenso in (he matter,
In hi=s own way, he had a kind heart.
He wanted hiz nophew to be happy and
satisfied at Grevfviarvs, and he wanted to
see him: on pood terms with the bhest
fellows in the Remove; and he wanted
to win the jumier's liking and con-
fidence. A spread in the study was
really an excellent method of seeuring
all those objeets.  Undoubtedly it was
kind of Mr. Quelch.

Ha had ecotne in from hiz walk in a
good temper, and found the study
tenanied only by Reoger., who lad =0t
the table and made general preparations
for the feed. v, Queleh nodded
approval. Jt was but seldom that he
had fellows to tea with him, though he
sometimes did ; and six was an unusually
large party.  Mr. Queleh desived thae
little party to bo a success, and {o sec
general good-humour and satisizction
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veigning. He desived his guests lo for-
get that he was their Form master, and
ouly to look wpon him as a friend and
a genial host, It is barely possible that,
had the juniors ventured to treat him
only as a friend and a host, the Form
mastor would have pecped out again
very quickly, Certainly they were not
likely to take the risk. A junior who
“tea’d " with his Form master was weil
aware fhat it was necessary to be cir-
cumspect, The function was a good
deal like o bold perfurmer taking fen in
a liom’s cage,

Harry Wherton & Co, arrived quite
carly, adorned with spotless collars, neat
tics, well-brushed heir, and amiable
smiiles.

Every member of the Famous Five
looked as if Lutter would not mwelt in

his mouth,

No one, looking at them, would have
guessed that, only ten minutes ngo, they
had ~ been  shoving Cecil Reginald
iﬂmilh]ns hecad. inte a coal-locker, and
had left the capiain of the Fourth coaly
and raging for gore,

Mr. Queleh  weleomed them benign-
antly, and if his benignily was a little
fvosty, he did not intend it to be o,
Roger, standing a little behind his uncle
as the Remove master weleomed lis
guests, winked at them--rather dizcon-
cortingly. It was p moment whon it
would have been shocking Lad form to
lavgh; but Roger’s wink, ‘just behind
his unconscious uncle, was almost oo
much for the gravity of the five. Por-
haprf somnething in their faces struck Mr,
Quelch, for he turned a quick eye upon
hiz nephew; but Roger's face was
serions when his uncle looked ot it, in
foct solemn.

“Pray be seated ! said Mr, Quelch,

The guests seated thomsclves,

. There was a slightly chilly atmesphera
in the study, which Mr, Queleh -
denvoured to dispel by genial conversa-
tion. The juniors, unable to forget that
he was thenr Form masier, and wielded
the power of the cane, answered his
remarks in monosyllables, But as the
tea and the cake and the other good
things circulated, the ice was broken,
atnd the party became mote at ther
ease, and the talk was general and
cheery,

My, Quelch had tact., IMa had talked
himself to break the 1ce; but his object
was {o make his guests talk, and he
suceeeded at last,

Matters were going on well,

The jnniors forgoet, to some cxicnt,
that they were, so to speak, “tea-ing "
it the lion's eage. They were at their
ease, and talked checrily, and asled My,
Gueleh to pass the thinge, jusk az if he
had been another fellow like themsalves,
and not o majestic Form master,

Bat suddenly there came an inkcrrup-

tion—a sodden and unexpected inler-
ruption,

DBuzrzzzzzzs |

“Dear me !” said Me. Queleh. “The

ielephone ! Pray exzuse me for a fow
moments, my dear boys.”

My, Quelch rose and eressed (o the
telephone,

The juniors oxchanged :slariled
glances,

The buzz had been very like that of a
telephone-hell ; but the Form master's
rupsta were fairly certain that it had
not procesded from Mr. Quelch's
instrument. It did nol oecur fo Mr.
Quelch, for the moment, thaet the prac-
tical joker of the Form-room was now
repeating his little jest in the Forn
master's study., But it occurred at once
to Harry Wharton & Co.

They looked expressively at Roger.

But if Roger was the guilty party, it
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was difficalt to say how he had worked
it. Certainly there was no bell to Le
seen in s %.auds, both of which were
visible—oue ampty, the other dealing
with cake.

Mre, Quelch picked up tho receiver.

* Nuinber, please ¥ came through on
the wires,

“What?¥ The bell rang!” said Mr.
Quelch into the transmitter,

“Horry you've been troubled.”

Ead P.i‘ih]l? :

Mr. Quelch veplaced the receiver, and
returned to his seat at the table. The

thread of goneral conversation was
resummed,

rive minutes later ihere was another
ring.

Bugzzeze!

Mr. OQuelch rose again, and crossed to
the Lelephone, wnd took up the receiver.
Once more a feminine voice from the
exchange inquired whet number was
wanted,

“1 have not rung up!” snapped Mr.
Quelch. “My bell rang!”

“Horry you've been troubled !

“That is all very well,” said the Re-
move master crossly, “DBut this is the
socond time I have been disturbed for
nothing. I must really beg you to be
more caraful 1™

Mr, ?uelch waited for & reply to that
No reply came, but he heard s sweet,
ferninine voice, apparently in reply fo a
guestion from another young lady:

“Only that cross old gentleman at
the school”

Mr. Quelch Lreathed herd, and put up
the receiver.

He sat down apain at the table, In a
state of annoyance, but trying hard to
suppress his feelings, and become be-
nignant agein. It was not the fault of
his schoolboy guests i the exchange per-
sisted in ringing him up for mothing.
But Harry Wharton & Co. found it hard
to feel at their ease. They were sure
now that the bell that had rung was not
the telophone-bell, though it sounded
like it. The practical joker was at
work, and they were azsured that the
practical joker waa the Form master's
nephow. It was a very uncomfortable
situation, and they began to wish that
tes was over—good a3 the spread was,

Burzezezs ! ;

It way the bell again. Mr, Queleh
suppressed an oxclameation, and went to
the tolephone.

“ Number, pleaze?™

n my word!"” exclaimed My,
Queleh. “This 13 really intolerable! 1
have now been rung up three tiraes for
nothing ! Madam, I really must request
you fo be more careful] !®

“¥eou have not been rung up, sir!"

“I suppose I can believe my ears!”
snapped the Remove master.

T am eure that your bell did net
ring, sir!" came from the exchange.
“Perhaps you heard zome othor bell.”

f Nonsense !

“Really, sie——"

“Rublish| If the bell rings again
for nothing I shall complain to the
supervisor.”

The sound of & snilf wes audible on
the telephone, and Mr, Quelel janmed
the receiver back on the hooks with a
jam that made the instrument rock.

Ilis colour wos heightened as e sat
down again at the table. Constant miis.

takes like this at the telephone-exchanga:

were disconcerting and irritating, especi-
ally when he was entertaining members
of his’ Ferin, and desired to be egualble
and amiable,

Buzzzzzzzzz !

“Bless my soul v

Mr, Quelch jumped up again,  But
Lhis time lie did not stride across to the

verd with wrath.

telephone.  What  had  long  sineo
dawned on iz guests had now dawned
an the Hemove mwaster. The buzz did
not proceed from the telephone-bell [

The expression on Mr. (Juclch’s face
became terrific,

Iis guezts sat almosl frezea.

“That waz not the telephone ™ ox-
claimed Mr. Quelch,

His puests were silent,

o Pm%ahl}‘ it was not tho telephone
on the previous occasions? It 13 a
trick! TUpon my word! The same
wretched, foolish trick that was played
in the Form-room this morning! Are
these your manners when you are asked
to tea with vour Form maszter®”
thundered Mr.

“Wa — wog—"" Bob
Cherry.

* Bsteamed sir——"

“Which of you boys has brought a
bell into this study ™

No answer. ]

“1 am shocked—disgusted—pained !
Evidently you have m me, your
¥orm master, the victim of & practical
joke 1" exclaimed Mr. Quelch, his face
“1 could scarcely have
believed that you, at least, Wharton,
H}? head bey, would be a party to
this!’

Wharton erimsoned. 3

“T don't know anviliing about it
sir I

“T demand to know which of you hff'i
Las a bell in his possession !” fumed My,

Quelch.

Dead silance.

“Very weoll,” Mre, Quelch’s tone was

rim and bitter. “You are my guests

ere, and 1 cannot therefore command

you to turn out your pockets, I will
only say that T am pained and disgusted.
You had better go.”

The Remove follows agreed with Mr,
Queleh on that point, Tea was not
over, and it was good ; but in tha eir.
cumstances they were glad to go. The
tension in the study was really growing
painful, _

The Famous Five and Roger Quelch
left the study in silencc, and the door
closed on them. _

In the passage, Roger grinned.

Bob Cherry, without a word of ex-
planstion, suddenly grasped Roger by
the ecollar, and jammed his head agoainst
the wall.

uelch.
stammered

Bang!

“Whoop ! rcaied Hoger.

Bang! .

“Oh, my hat! Leggo! T-—
ang!

And the Famous Five walked away,
Roger following thom more slowly,
rubbing his damaged head.

N Pp—————r

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Bad for Bunter !

ILLY BUNTER grinned.
B Bunter was m Masters’ pas-
sage. when the Form master's

ruests  left the study and
departed,
Enfﬂw minutes later Mr. Quelch came

out, with a wvery ruffled brow, and
strode away townsrds Masiers' room.

Heo shut the stady deor after lum.
bat not befora Billy Buanter Liad bad a
glimpse of the tea-table, shill  well
spread, .

Mr. Quelch, without noticing the fat
junior, strode away and disappeaved;
and Bunter grinned gleciully.

SBomething evidently had happencd to
interrupt the tes-party in the Form
master's study ; whak tt was Bunter did
ot know, aud did net cace. e had

been leit out of (he fea-parvty, bub a
spread bad an irresistible attraction for
hitn, and he had haunted the neighbour-
Livod of the study, like a fat ’er1 at the
gate of Daradize. Now an unexpectod
chance had come. The guesls were
gone, Mr. Quelch was pone, the study
was vocant, and good tlhungs palove atill
adornod the tea-table

Bunter blinked cautiously uwp and
down the passage, and then fnirly bolted
into the Yorm master's study.

. He shut the doer after him, and
jumped to the tca-table,

_ In & moment & cake was in his grasp:
in another motsent that cake was being
disposed of a3 fast as Bunter’s jaws
could masticate — and they could
masticate very fast. Bunter’s jaws had
hiad a lot of practice in that line,

The fat junior beamed happily over
the table,

He had been left out of the spread;
but he had come in at the finish. The
only danger was that Mr. Quelch might
return gnd f{ind him there. That had
ta be risked. Bunter was not of the
stuff of which heroea are made, but he
was prepared to take risks for a feed.
Even if he was found there, and caned
for his impudence, he would have suf-
fored in 2 good cause—he would have
had the spread.

Bunter's fat jaws
astonishing rapidity.

The zix guests and Mve. Quelch, all
together, had not cleared the board st
such & rate a3 Bunter an his own.
Where the Owl of the Remove put il
all was a mystery, Bui he put it some-
where, only pawssing for a moment to
unfaston Lis lowest walstcoat button,
and a few minutes later pausing for
another moment to unfasten the second
button, g

Happy and shiny snd sticky, Bunter
went on, forgetful of time and space and
overything elss, in the enjoyment of
that gorgeous feed.

He was in the seventh heaven.

But he was suddenly brought back {o
carth by the sound of a footstep outside
the study door.

Bunter stopped, with a jam-fart half-
way to his mouth.

Mr. Quelch was returning.

worked with

What Mr. Quelch had intended to do
with the stack of good thi left over
from the unfinished spread Bunter did

not know; but he knew that the Form
master certainly had not intended Bua-
ter Lo butt inte his study and guzsle
them. Bunter gquaked.

A hand was on the door-handle when
Bunter, in dive ferror, plunged out of
sight under the table.

It was & large table, and sforded the
Owl of the Remove good cover, so long
as anyone did not actually stoop and
look beneath it.

_ The door opened; and Bunter, crouch-
ing in terror, had a view of My,
Queleh’s whisking gown.

Trotter, the House page, followed Mr.
Quelch in, .

“You may clear this table, Trotter,”
sald Mr. Quelch.

“Yemiv!™

“Take the things to the Housc-dame,
and reqguest her to raake vse of them.”

T3 Y.Essir. 5]

Bunter cronched in silence.

He hoped fervently that Mr. Queleh
would not observe the enormous re-
duction that had faken place in the
things that were to be sent to the housc.
keeper for disposal, He haped, too, that
the Form master would only remain as
long as Trotter, whe was already pack-
ing the goods on a tray. If Mr. Quelch
had come to stay, Bunter's position was
veally ununerving.  He suppressed his

'TRE MacweT Lisnany.—No, 005,
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bresthing as much as he could, and
tried to keep still; but it was dimaeult te
keep quite still in & cramped position
uwnder a table.

DBuzzzzzzzez | ' _

The sudden metallic buzzing of a bBell
awoke the vchoes of the study.

Mr. Quelch jumped.

Bunter, under the table, supposed that
ib was the telephone-bell that had
rung. Mr. Queleh, who was standiog
near the welephony, was quite aware that
it wasz not, "

“Blesa my soul! What—whet—

Buzzzzz, ]

“The telephone, sir,” said Trotter.

"It was not the telephone—it is not
the telephone!” thundered Mr. Quelch.
“Is it you Trotter, who are Ela.;;mg
this foolish and disrespectiul trick 1°

4 Me, sirl” gaspod Trotter.

Buzzrazzzzz!

The buzzing of the bell was oon-
tippous. It did not cease for a single

mosnent.

Trotter stared round the study in per-
plexity, He could sce now thet it was
not the telephone-bell thet was ringing.
But where the sound came from was &

8 '
mamm:m 15 concealed in the study!™
exclaimed Mr. Queleh.

Bunter quaked,

Buzzzzz. )

The raucous ringing never ceased. It
was the hrst timo that it had sounded
s0 continuously ; and the incessent sound
was a puide to Mr. Queleh. Ha suc-
ceeded in Y placing ™ it at last; he fol-
lowed it home, as it were, and stooped
over the fender, where it seemed
loudest. His oayes almost bulged from
his majestic head as he discerned a tiny
electria bell, coneccaled in the orna-
mental steel scroll of the fender.

¥ Goodness gracious!”

Mr. Quelch fairly grabbed wp the bell
It agﬁ TONE, fnghis hand, &s he
grabbed it up. It continued to ring,
with the Ferm master staring at it like
a man in & dream.

“(h, my eye!” gasped Trotter.

Mr. Quelch’s frim jaw set hard.

From the ball ran an insulated wire,
disappearing under the hearthrug, which
was a large rug, and filled the space
between the fender and the table. Mr.
Queleh jerked the rug aside, and re-
vealed the wire running undpr the
table. Obviously, it was connecled up
with a dry-battery hidden there; Mr.
Quelch could see that it was an electric

“Upon my word!"”

Mr. Quelch stooped, aud glared under
the table.

Tl'ﬂh' Iurl 1‘!-

"%i;m:; forth " thundered Mr. Quelch.

[1] E #

Tha dismayed Owl of the Remove
rolled from under the table. The buze
of the bell, which had continued till that
moment, ceased as if by magie,

Trotter, with & loaded tray, left the
study, giving DBunter a compassionate

lanoz ez he went. Anyone might have
fe]t. compession for the bhapless Owl at
that moment. The expression an Mr,
Quelch's face could only be compered to
that of & famizshed tiger in sight of his

“Bunter! It was you!" roared Mr.
Queleh.

“h, no. sir!

“What "
n”II—I mean—" stuttered the hapless

wl,

“You wero hidden under my table!
You have been playing this—this in-
iquitous trick on your Form master.™

“Nvnne, sir! I—I—"

“"You played the mame wretched

Tue MaosET Lissant.—No, 9%5.

I—1 wasn't Lthera——"

rank in the Form-room this
g !” thundered Mr. Quelch.

y -”Iﬂh. Ior'! Na, sirl Net at all, sir!
) ___I______-.'J

“How dare you deny it, Bunter,
when at this very moment I find you
concealed under my table, causing the
bell to ring—-"

“Oh, no, sir!” gasped Bunter, *I
never made it ring. I—F thought it
was the telephone hell, sir, I—1 won-
derod why you didn't go to the
phone, sir—I did really!”

“Wretched boy! How dare vau tell
me such untruths!™

knocked

Bunter's fat  knees to-
gether.  For once he was telling the
truth; Le knew nothing whatever of
the hidden electric bell, and had not
the faintest idea what had started it
ringtng. DBut his reputation as an
Ananias was sgainst him, as well as
the suspicious cireumstances in which
he had been discovered.

"I shall take you to your head-
master, Bunter! This matter iz too
serigus for a mere caning.”

“{h, crikey |

“You will be
hooted Mr. Quelch.

“Ow!l I—I say, siv—"

“Enough! Follow me!”

“But—but I never did it, sip!™
shricked Bunter. %I swear I never

did; sir. I never knew anything
about that bell, sir, Oh, dear!®

Mr. Quelch paused. Runter's word
was about ss reliable as that of Baron
Munchanszen, But for onea the
Remove master was impressed Ly his
terrified earnestness. EEI'I' once there
wag the ving of truth in his voice,

“1f that is the case, Bunter, what
were you doing in my study, hidden
under the table?

“I=T dodged thera, sir!” groaned
the Owl of t e Remove, “'I—-1 heard
you rcoming, #ir, and—and dodged—o>

What wore vou doing in my study
at sll " '

-I:I:.I:I-'._I_'I'______H

r.  Quelel, scanning the scared
face of the Owl of the Reniove, de-
teeted therve smears of jam and crumbs
aof cake. It dawned upon him what
Bunter had been in the study for.

“Wretched boy! You came in liore
to help yoursell to the eatables that
were left on the table

“Owl I—1 was hungry, sire——*

" Nonzensa "

“I—-I thought you-—you wauldn't
mind, sip——"

“Yon thought nothing of the kind,
Bunter.”

“{}h dear!”

Silence!

Mr. Quelech pulled thae study table
aside, and proceeded to follow up ihe
clue of the insulated wire. A tiny dry
battery was discovered, fastonad to a
leg of the table, aut of sight unless
carefully looked for. It was connected
up with a fat press-button. When thet
hution was pressed, of course the bell
iiv the fender was bound to ring, And
the button, under the table, was in
rcach of the foot of any one of the
juniore who Dhad “tea’d ” with My,
Quelch. Tt was clear now why the
bell had rung when Bunier was under
the table. The Owl of tha Remave had
sat on tha button!

Mr. Quelch’s brow grew more and

more thunderous as he thus elucidated
the mystery.

mormn-

soverely flogged I

“Bunier! Did you place this contri-
vance hepa ¥
“0Oh dear! No, sir! I never hnow

it was there!” gastped Bunter, who had

watched the Form master’s investigs-
tion with staring, astonished eyes,

“I believe you, Buntor—"

“0Oh, thank you, s=sir!” stuttered
Bunfer,

“Homeone e¢lse was guilty of thia dis-
respectiul prank., But you will ba
punished for entering my study with-
out pernnssion and concealing yourself,
Bunter.”

“Oh, really, sir—

“Hald out your hand, Bunter.”

Swish !

“ Yaracoh !

“The other hand !

Swish |

* Yoooooooooop !

“You tnay go!”

Bunter was only too glad to go.

LE ]

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
The Culprit !
R. QUELCH stood in his study,
with the electric bell in  his
hand, and a thunderous frown

on his brow,

He knew now what liad heppened;
and he was able to deduce from it how
the trick had been played in the Form-
room that morning.

His wrath was deep,

This contrivance—this iniquitous con-
trivance—had been fixed up 1n his study
by some member of the tea-party: and
tha bell had rung whonever the
practical joker had stretchod out his

foot under the table and pressod the
button with his hoot. :

Such & jape was absolutely unheard-
of; it was almost bevond belief that
any fellow should venture to play such
a trick on a Form master—especiaily
such a Form master a3 Henry Quelch.

The ook on Mr. Queich's speaking
countenance indieated that tha japer
Was |III.'EL}‘ to hear inore about it,

He lsid down the iniquitous con-
trivance at last, and left the study,
With 2 grim brow, he strode awey to
the Remove Form-room,

There he procceded to make another
Cxamination.

Ho recalled that the offending bell
had rung in the Form-room that maorn-
ing, whenever he had sat down on ths
htgh chair at hrz desk. #o0 hoe kpew
whera {0 bepin his rezearch,

The Form-room had been locked up
singe classes. So he had no doubt of
discoverin another inmquitous ¢oo-
trivance thore.

It did not take him long.

There was & “sorho * cushion on the
higlt chair at the Form master’as desk,
and when Mr. Quelch lifted that
cushion he revealed a Aal press-button,
simtlar to.the ane found in hizs study.

From that button an insulated wire
ran, cunmingly twisted out of sight
under the chair,

The wire disappeared through & erack
hetween fwo planks of the polished
floor, widencd in one spot by the
judicious nsc of & penknifc,

That wire, evidently, conpectod the
press-bulton with a bell and a hattery,
concealed at a disiance.

Mr. Quelch, with gleaming cyes, pur-
sued his investigations.

In the Acor of the big wall-cuphoard
was & short seclion of board, which on
examination showed signa of having
Lbeen recently prised up.

My, Quelch needed to discover
mioro,

The iniguitons joker had evidently
been af work in the Form-room during
morning break. DBeneath the foor of
the Forme-room wss & space [ve or six

no
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tht:ira, Mr. Queleh stooped and gltﬂd under the table. ** Upon my word ! Bunter 1% hp
“ Come forth ! *’ thundered the Remove master,

L 1] ﬂwll‘!‘ Thﬂﬂ

ismayed Owl of the Remove roll

M* 6 Oh, lor* | ** j
from under the table,

and the buzz of the bell, which had continued till that moment, ceased as if by maglo.  (See Chapter 6.) -

feet deep, By removing the loose
Loarcd in the cupboard floor the japer
had bedn able to introdoce himeslf into
that space. The rest was casy—and the
bell and the dry battery were evidently
hidden under the logse board.

Me, Quelch breathed bard snd deep.

But for the diseovery in his study. he
would never have auspected all thias:
and donbtless, when lessone began the
following day there would have boen a
recurrence of the ringing of the myste-
riouz bell during classes.

Who had done thi=?

What disrezpectful, imiguitons, aban-
doned wvoung rascal had ventured to
pull the auvgust leg of his Form master
11 this manner !

Me, Quielch had a suspicion. He
knew that Johnny Bull of the Remove
dabbled in electrice]l exzperiments, and
that he hed a lot of electrical parapher-
nalia in his study., These wires, and
bells, and dry batteries, and the rest,
had doubtless come from Johnny Bull's
stogk. And Bull had been a member

of Mr. Quelch’s tea.party.

But the Remove master, though
decply incensed, was not hasty. As ]gﬁa
ﬁupilz spmetimes 3aid, he was a beast,

ut a just beastk,

There was to be no doubt of the guil
of the culprit before punishment was
administered, But when the guilt was
&lear, the punishment was to be some-
thing like & record in punishments.

Mr. Quelch left the Form-room with
compressed lips and a glitter in his
gimlet eyes.

He came on Leder of the Sixth in the
pastage, and called to him:

11 rit
“Yes, sir® said the prefect, coming
up g

“Will von be kind enough to assemble
the Bemove in their Form-room?"

“Cevtainly, sir.”

The look on Mr. Quelch’s face showed
that the ve were nobt to be
azzembled for any agreeable purpose,
Thé bully of the Sixth set about his
tesk of rounding them uﬁ‘quita-chaer-
fullv., The more the Remove were
licked the better ik was all round, in
the opinion of Gerald Loder of tha
Sixth Form, :

Mr. Quelch waited in the Form-room
for the juniors to areive.

They came in, an ones .and twos and
threes, all of them looking surprised at
this unexpected summons,

Some- of them losked indignant, too;
it was & hall-holiday, and they wore
ntitied to consider themselves clear of

orm masters and all their works for
the rest of the day,

However, there was no question of
disregarding the order of authority, and
the Remove gathered in the Form.room
with wondering faces.

In a short time all the Lower Fourth
were assembled; with the excoption of
three or four fellows who happened to
be out of gates. These did not matter,
however, as all the members of Mr,
Queleh's tea-party wore present,

“Boya,” said Mr. Queleh, “ doubtless
you are surprised st being catled to-
gether on a half-holiday., The matter
15 important. A disrespectful trick haas
been playédd on your Form master. I
have discoveréd that an electric bell

was fixed up in the Form-room this
morning, with the object, no doubt, of
1nterrupting- Jessons and wasting tige.
A similar trick was played in my study
this afternoon, It i1s my intention to
discover the author of that trick.”

The juniors were silent.

“Bull!” rapped out Mr: Queleh,

“OE!  Yes, sir? said Johnny Bull,
startled,

“I think that these articles are
probably your property.” Mr. Quelch
indicated a little heap on his desk.
“¥ou have such things in ybur study,
I believe?"

“I've a lot, sir—but if those things
are rrine, J never brought them here,”
said Johnny, looking rather scared.
“Aonybody could lift them from my
study—if he wanted to."

“¥You were nof & party to this trick,
Bull ¢

“*No. sir.

“Tro you know anvihing of it, Bull*™

" Munno, sig!” .

“Have you any suspicion as to who
may have taken these articles ftom. yaur
study and used them for this disrespect
ful purpose?®”

Johnny Bull did not answer,

“1 command you to ?eak, BulH
Yon have such & enspicion?”

“I—Y might have an idea, sir"
stammered Johnny, "1 knew nothing
about it, -&ir; but—but—-"

“But you know nowi’

“I don't know, sir. I might guess.”

“Give me the name!" _

Johony .Bull's lips closed obstinataly,

Tog Magrer Linsary.—No, 995.
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He was not likely to give any fellow
away to the beaks.

Mye, Queleh’s eyes glinted,

“My boys, this is a serious matter,”
he said. ** What has been done s oub-
rageous—absolutely outrageous! I guite
understand your objection to causing
trouble for & schoolfellow. In this case,
such an objection must be over-ruled,
If the delinguent iz not discovered, the
whole Form: will be punished 1"

Gritn silence,

“Tho matter will not be allowed fo
rest until the delinquent is dizcovered.
Until the discovery iz made, the whole
Form will be doteined for all holidays!™

“ull!“

"1 any boy present can give me the
desired information, it is_his duty to
do so. He need have no fear in doing
hiz dutyv—he will be wnder my pro-
tection,”

The Removitea wore grimly silent.
Certainly & snaak would need the pro-
tection of the Form master after giving
away a fellow to punishment., The
meatter was so  soerions, from  Mr,

ueleh's point of view, that it overrode
all conmiderations of sneaking. But on
that point the Remove fellows did not
agree with their Form master.

“1 am watting!"” said Mr. Quelch
harshly.

Roger Quelch made & movemant.

“If you please, sir—""

CWell 1"

“JIf—if you really think it is & fellow's
duty to give information, sir=——" gaid
Roger timidly.

" Undoubtedly

“Then, sir, I—I can tell you whe it
mg\.:ﬂ

Y Zneak roared DBolsover major,
heedless of lis Form master’s presence,
And there was a lond and prolonged
hiss from the Removites

“Silenee 1" thundered Mr. Quelch.

“Eneak! Sneak!™

“Bilence! The-next bovy who speaks
will be caned! Hoger, I command you
to speak if vou know the idenfity of
the rascally boy who has thus flonted
the anthonty of his Torm maszter!™

aeor eoloured and hesitated,

“T—-I—TI'm rather afraid, siv—"" ha
stammered,

“"¥You have nothing whatever to he
afraid of. T repest that you will be
wnder my proicetion.”

“Yez, sir; huot—but von won't he
angry if I tell yonr, sir?™ faltered Ropor.

“T? Certainly not!™

“Sneak " howled Vernos-Smith,

“¥Yernon-Smith, take two hundred
lines! Roger, I command vou to speak
at once, and yon may aceept my assue-
ance that you will be perfectly safe in
doing =0."

CFAnd—and T shall not be punished,
sir, if I fell you who it was?™ stam-
merad Hogor.

“Certainly not! Are vou a fool, boy?
I comnmand you to give the name of that
misorable trickster if it is known to
:.'l:m!;’

“Vory well, sir,” said Roger meckly,

”‘1":.:«15‘ know the umatme?” 5 !

“Yeoa, sir,”

“What is zf§"

“"Rager Quelch, sir!"™

"What? What? What ?
wag——""

“Me, sir! said Roger meckiy.

For a moment a pin might have been

¥
H

Tt — it

heard to drop in the Remove room.
Mr. Quelch gazed dumbfounded at his

nephew, Then from all the Remove
camne an irresistible roar;
“Ha, ha, hat™

THE Macxer Lisrary.—No, 995,

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.,
Held to His Word |

1 A, ha, ha!”
H The Remove roared. ]
They could not help i,

That unexpected announce-
ment by Roger of the Remove took

them by storm. And the cipression

uapon Mr., Quelch's faean was w-urth‘. as

Bob CHorry said afterwards, a guinea
2 box, The Form master stood rooted
to tha floor, utterly dumbfounded.

“Hilence!” he splutterced at  last.
“8ilence! This . iz not a laughing
rratter! The whole Form will take a
hundred linea! Silencal™

Silence was reslored at length, Roger
Queleh stood with a guiet and seriona
face, meekly regarding hia uncle. On
Mr. Queleh's brow the thunder gathered
and grew,

“Yout" he ejaculated,

¥ Vas, sir.” :

“You plaved this disvespectful trick
on your Form master—your unclel”
spluttered Mr. Quelch.

“VYes, gir,”

“Stand out befare the class!™

Roger Quelch submiseively walked
out. His uncle's eyes were fixed on him
with a look reminiscent of the basilisk
of old,

“8¢ you did this, Rogeri”

“Nes, sir.”

“You admit 1t

“You—vou asked me, sir.”

“Very well,” said Mr. Quelch, * Very
well, indead! T shall not cane vou for
this, Roger—"

“Thank vou, sir.™

“1 shall take vou to Dr. Locke, and
request  him  to administer a piblic
Hogging. I shall requesk him  to
administer & Hogging of the greatest
severity,”

“But = yon promised,
Roger respectiudly.,

“What? What*"

r":fnu promised me your protection,
alf.

“My—my protection!” stuitered Mr,

ueleh,

“KYes, sir," said BHoger rospectfully,
hut firmlv.  *“You promised that I
should net be pumshed if I gave you the
name, sir,™

Mr, ucleh gazed at his nephow.

All 201tz and conditionz of boys had
pagssed throngh Mr. Goeleh’s handa, in
his ecarcer as a Form  master ab
Greyiriars., Buat this junior from High
Coomba was something rather new to
him.

The Remave [ellows locked on breath-
lossiv.,

They marvelled at Roger Quelch’s
porve ;  but, at the zame time, they
considered that 3r, Quelch was fairly
caught., He had undoubicdly given his
word that Roger should not bo miolezted
or purished if he gave the name of the
offender. Roper had given the"name of
the offender. It only remained for Mr.
Chicleh to keep his word,

The stlence was long, and it became
guite painful, The Remove master
socaned at 2 lozz For werds,

i “Iow dere you?" he exclaimed, at
ast.

“ Qi sir!” murmured Reger.

“YWhen I pronmsed you my proleciion,
bov, it was 1a the behef that the culpric
was somer ather Boy, whose name you
kuew. You arve peorfectly aware of
that.™

1 know, zir.
the same.”™

ié B{I__"g." 1+

“1 am sure, siv, that vou would not
break your word, when I gave you the
name  hecauge  you  promised,®  soad
Roger, with vespeciful meckness,

slp—" eaid

But vou promised all

gt

Mr. Quelch seemed on the point of
choking.

"o you believe, for one moment,
that I shall allow yon to trick your
Form masgter in  this  impudent
manner ™ he snapped.

*Yesz, sir”

“Why, I—l—von—
again failed Mr. Quelch,

Ho gripped hizs cane with an almost
convulsive grip. The junior from High
Caombe was a3z near &s he could
possibly be, to receiving the thrashing

of his life,
Quelch

u—=>"> Words

 But M.
righteous wrath.

e had been tricked, there was no
doubt about that; but he had given
his word; there was no doubt about
that, either,

Slowly, but surely, he released his
grip on the cana. The expression on his
tace was extraordinary, as be laid the
instrument  of  punishmment upon  his
desk,

] '::Yc-u-:rw may go!” he gasped, at
ast.

“Thank ¥you,
demurely,

“ Dismise ! rapped out Mr, Qualch,

The Removites crowded out of the
Form-room. They d4id pot dere to
laugh, in the presence of the Form
master, who seemed on tha verge of an
attack of apoplexy. They suppressed
their feelings till they were out in the
guad. Then they let themselves go, and
roarod.

“He, he, ha!"
baBl?b Cherry thumped Roger on the

Tk

“¥ou cheeky ass! Blessed if T ever
saw such check! Ha, ha, ha "

“ Poor old Quelchy " gasped Wharton.
"Irmlly thought he was going to have
a nt.”

“Ha, ha, hat"

“And the cheeky a:
it gurgled Johnny Boll, * Qu&lﬂh;’
had to let him off ! It was gorgeous.”

“Top-hole 1" chuckled Peter Todd,

“The tap-holefulness was—"

“Terrific? roared Bob Cherrv. “"Ha,
ha, "ha!”

Boger Quclch grinned. Palling a
Form master's leg weas & game much in
faveur in the Lower School—but it was
& risky game, especially where the
Bemave master was concerned, Roper
had“pulled the Remove master’s ler to
an unheard-of extent, and he had " got
away with 1t as Johnny Bull exprossed
. Whether High Coombe excelled
Groeviriars in any respect or nob, 1B was
clear that for sheer, unaduolterated
“neck,” the fellow from High Coeombe
was ahead of the Groviviars follows,

“Your jolly old uncle will be down
on you after thiz, young Queleh,” said
Balsover major, with a chuckle.

“I wonder ™ murmured Roger.

“ITe won't he jolly keen on having
vou at Greviriars ! chuckled Bolsover.

“Dear me! What o blgw ™

“Ha, ha, ha'!™

restrained  Lis

siv,” said Roger

got away with

The roar of laughter from the
Remove  [ellows, pencirated to Mre
Queleh’s  study, whither the Form

maszter had retired in & state of wrath
and chagrin. Mr, Quelch had heard it,
and knew the cause, and hiz thunderous
brow grew more and more thenderous.
Undoubicdly, he was an affectionate
and detiful uncle, and he had desired
to keop his hopeful nephew under his
eye at Greviriars, fer ks  hopeful
nephew's benefit. Dut Mr Quelch was
baginning to revise hias opinion now.

He waz beginnimg to doubt  very
mueh whether, after all, it would
not be better for Roger's visit to

Greylriars to be merely & vieif, and for
that tos-humorous soung gﬁnticmnn b
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be packed off back to High Coombe,
Which, as a matter of fact, was cxactly
the frame of mind which the Form
master's nephew desired his affectionate
uncle to reach.

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Locked Out !

ARRY WHARTON & Co.
sympathised with Roger of the
Remove very considerably, dur-
ing the next few days.

Rogér was in disgrace. i 5

There was mnothing surpnising in
that; for Roger's proceedings could not
be expected to pleass the mildest Form
master or the most affectionate uncle.
Put it was unpleasant for Roger.

T & way, he wanted his uncle to be
“fadmp ™ with him—to the extent, at
least, of letting himr go back to His own
achool. He wanted that very much.
But he did not want his Uncle Henry
te be sore and ungrfr.

That, however, could not be helped.

Mr. Quelch could not understand, or
did not care to understand, that his
nephew's heart was with his old
associationz and interests and friends,
at hii own school. Winning schoisstic
cHstinctionis ander his uncle's eye was a
matter of much mors 1mportance,

Only Roger ¢ould not see i, and was
pover likely to-see it; He was grateful
for his unele’s affection, but he wished
from the bottom of his heart that hiz
uncle would not be so dutiful,

No doubt, Mr. Quelch was, to some
extent, fed up with his nephew. But he
was not vet fed-up to the point of
sending him away. He did not seem
so- affectionate as before. But he was
just s dutiful—in fact,. -more so. And
so the Iligh Coombe fellow's last state
was worse than his first.

Mr. Quelch gave him the cold
shoulder ‘and the marble cye. In the
Form-room, and out of the Form-room,
he made no distinckion whatever be-
tween his nophew, and any obher junior
who had incurred hia wrath.

But, a3 o dutiful uncle, he continued
to do his duty, fHrmly and rigovoysly;
in fact, more 1-ig‘ﬂr~uu.sfé‘ then ever.

Roger was hooked for an extra hour
a day of "“extra toot,” and his name
had been put down for the Craven prize.
‘That looked as 1f it was scttled that he
was to stay at Greyiriars.

The Craven prize meant hard work
at Latin. Roger was passable in Latin;
Lal: he was nowhere near the form that
was required for the Uraven examina-
tion. Swotting, therefore, was the order
of the day.

Roger declined to “swot.”

Mr, Quelch paid his nephew the com-
pliment of helieving that he had the
brains to walk off with the Craven prize,
and many others, M he chose. 8o, ax
Roger's progress was slow, his =omse of
justice made him savere.

Some of the Remove fellows, on
heaving that their Form  master’s
nephiew wes coming to Greviviars, had
expected that he would turn out a snealk
and a “smug,” a “master’s favourite,”
and so on.

Even Bkinner had to admit that theve
was nothing in ik, Mr, Queleh's cane
in these days bad more cxercise on
Roger Quelch than sny other fellaw.

Roger was in disgrace, and his failure
to justify his unele’s faith in his scholas.
tic powers kept him in disgrace.

Whether Mr. Queleh was fod-up with
Roger or not, there was no doubt thal
Roger was fed-up with Mr, Quelch.

Oni that point there was no doubt, no
possible, probable shadow of doubt, no

possible doubt whatever,

Another letter arrived feom Hiph
Coombe, wrgently demanding when
Roger Quelelr would return. His foot-
ball captain wanted him., And Roger
was able to send only a doubtful and
dolorous raply.

“You're booked for Greyfriars, old
I:neati_.” Harry Wharton said at prep one
evening in Study No. 1 in the Remove.
“Better make up your mind to it."

Roger shook his head.

UC“After all, you can't do better,” seid
hug&:nt, with a smile.

“Rats1”

Harry-Wharton laughed.

“It's jolly kind of your uncle really,
youn Cﬁue]chy," he seid, * Bome uncles
would have kicked you out for the
cheeky trick you played on him with
Johnny's electrical gadgeta!™

“1 know! I thought Uncle Quelch
would,” groaned Roger. *“I pulled his
leg, and made him look an ass before
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Coombe,” sald Roger. “I'm gelng to
chance it, anvhow.” )

Roger Quelch was giving that subject
o great deal of thought.

But luek did noi faveur him.

One afternoon, when he turned up in
his uncle's study for “oxtre toot ¥ aftor
tea, Mr. Queleh made the discovery that
the leaves of the books required for the
L]a.l:-in tuition were stuck together with
glue.

The Remove master did not inguire
who had done it.

He simply picked up his cane and
ordored his nephew to bend over, and
Roger was the unhappy recipient of
“aix "—the hardest six that had ever
been lajd on at Grevfriars,

_Then Mr. Quelch sorted out fresh
books, and kept Roger two hours instead
of one on the study.

The hapless High Coombe junior was
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all the Formn. I should have thought
that would have worked the oracle.
But it didw'e!™

“¥ou ought to be
forgiving you,” sai
laughing.

“Ho I am. But I'm fed-up!"™ gruntcd
Roger. “I wish he wouldn't bo =0 jolly
forgiving. Some fellows have wicked
uneles, according to the story books,
It's not fair for me to ke landed with
such a jolly good uncle ¥

“Ha, ha, ha!t™

#2till, while there's life there’s hope,”
aaid Roger more cheerily. “Uncle
Henry Samuoel detests practical joking
in every shape and form. As soon as it
dawns upon him that I em an incorrig-
ible practical joker he may think it best
to get shot of me.”

“"Wara beaks 1™ said Wharton., “The
next fime wyou mayn't get off so
cheaply® -~

#The nexi time I may get off to High

rateful to him for
Frank Nugent,

ARTHUR S. HARDY A1 HIS BEST!

Somewhere in the Limitless, unexplored tracts of the African
jungle are Adam Byrne's father and sister—held captive by a race
of unknown people. To search for them is an almost hopeless
task, for sudden death lurks at every twist in the jungle trail.
Yet Adam and his chum, Harry, brave the risk, young as they are,
Join in with them, chums, for they start in this weck's bumper
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limping when he loft, feeling quite down
and out.

The next day, when Roger came for
extra toot, he had been doing some more
thinking. On this occasion he was very
good, and his stern uncle relazed a
little, and oven gave him a word of
commendation when he had finished.
Roger stood by the deoor listeming
modestly to that word of commendation,
what time his right hand, 'g‘l.‘t:lplﬂg
behind him, was removing the key from
the lock. When he left he had tho key
coneealed in his cuff,

He closed the study door, sli;ﬁpaﬂ tho
kev in the lock, turned it, withdrew it
again, and put.it in his pocket.

Then lLie strolled away, fecling com-
forted,

Helf an hour later a good many
follows were surprised by the sound of
loud knocking in Masters' passage.

(Continued on page 17.)
Tur Macsrr Linrary.—No, 385,
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i “THE HEAD’S !
!
1,

JOY-RIDE!”
Pﬁ?ﬁ:'ﬁg but was piled high with luggage.

{Continued from previousr page.)
. f B B

ad stood staring at this aggstra-
ordinary

e
tacle aa il meemerised. And
then the ‘vouthful driver caught sight of
him, and hackmuici to him.

* Hi, grandad ! ™

The Hesd jumpad.

“Come and give ma s hand heze, will
you?! I'll give veun a bob for your
trubble,” ad the youth parswasively.

The Head jum again—at the offer,

in’ his prezzant it plight, & shilling
right be very ua-shﬂntu ll;mlp hiry omr his

-'FI-

¥ Just hold thees e steady while T
tie "ermn togsther," maid the frsckiad youth,

* Oh, ecertainly ! ¥ mermored the Head.

Ha did as sated, and the boy driver
nodded approvingly.

“That's right, grandad ! Make wyour.
gell useful," he panted ashe struggled with
the rope.

“Where are you going, my boy 'Y in.
quired the Head. i

“ To school,’” was the reply.

“Good grashus! And you sre taking
this menagery with you 1’

“(f corse I I never go anywhere with-
out wmy petd. My personal belonpings
aré in the bathchair behind. T'm uming
it ag a trailer. Good idea, don’t yon think,
grandad ¥

* C.c-capital ' gtuttered the Head.

“ My pator told me I could borrow one
of his carg,” went on the wouth, still
strugpling with the repe. " But I couldn’t
get all my stuff inside, so there was only
one thing for it. X had the csr dismantled
and the body romoved, so as to giva mo
plenty of rgem. Another good ides,
what ¥ "

“ Bul—but eurely your fathor would
object to your taking such liberties with

his car 2 ad the Head.
A The ireckled youth shrugged his shoul-
BTA.

. "Thé pater ecan object till he's blue
in the face, for all I care!™ he said, “1
had to get my pets and my luggape to

the school somchow ; and that waa the
only way,”

* Which school are you going to, by the
way ? " asked the Head, a audden dreadiul
gsuspieion erossing his mind.

“Lht To St Sam's."

“* What 1

“I don’t supposs you've hoard of it,
grandad. Tt's only a fifth-rate school,
The old fogey of a headmaster—old
Birchemall—was coming to fetch me to.
day ; but I didn't wait for him. I slipped
off before the old buffer turned up. I'll
bat he's in a fearful wax by now—tearing
his hair, and nashing his tooth, and all
the rost of it, Serve him right, the inter-
fering old codger | ™

The Head lot go of the coo
himself up stiffly. Ooze an
dripping from his garmenta.

“Boy!'" he thundered sternly. *“It
may serprize yvou to know that I am the
‘ interfering old codger' you refer to!
I am the headmaster of St. Sam's! And
you, I now perseeve, are Frank Fearless,”

“ Right on the wicket!" said Frank,
fquits unahashed.

*“ ¥ou have consulted me to my face 1V
roared the Head., * You have been
prossly dispertinent——""

“Yes, I knowy, and I'm sorry," szaid
Frank Foarless, * Here, take another
bob, and say no more about it 1 "

The Head—who had slready poclotted
the firat shilling—made a jesture of refusal,

and drew
glime were

“Fearless! You are attempting to
bribe wvour headmaster ! This is skan-
dulus 1

Frank Fearleas digcreetly changed the
nonversation,

**This beestly rope isn't long enufl,”
he said.
tied together, bekawse they bump about
s0 much when they're loose. What ghall
1 do, grandad—Y mean, Doctor Birche.
malt *°

1 am a Headmaster——not a solver aof
viddles,” said the Head atiffly,

“Oh, I know !" eried Frank Fearlpss,
with a sudden brain-wave. **Theras a
longer peace of rope in the trailer, holding
my luggage togother, I'll use that™

o :"mﬁ then your luggage, with nothing
to hold it together, will be thrown out of
the trailer,” said the Head,

* Not 50,” said Frank, “ bekawse you're
gomg to mb on t—see, and koop it in
position "

“HERE WE ARE, THEN!”"
THIS MONTH’S BEST BOOKS!
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*“ And the coops simply must be

The Head blinked at Frahlk Fearless in
amazement,

“ Bless my sole!” he gasped. *f Are
vou suggesting that I should ride in that
abaurd bath-chair-trailor, and at  the
same time, act as & weight to keep your
]uggﬂ.gn from being ejectad 1

¥ Eggsactly ! "' was the ool reply, 1
take it, sir, you are wanting a hit to 8¢,

sﬂmjﬂ- L

“True,"” said thé Head. ** But think
of my diggnity ! I have never beent towed
along in & bath-chair in my Life !

Fronk Fearloss larfed. He had a

lezzant, harty lazf, that was good to

Bar,

“It's either that, or Shanks' ponies'*
he said, "“And I guess you'rs fed-up
with footing it."”

The Head was certainly fed-up. Hehad
come about five miles uuiiia jerney, risking
hia life and lim at every twist and turn
of the road; and he folt be could not
face the remaining fifteon miles,

True, a ride in a bathchair-trailer, giready
pilad up with luggage, could not be undsr-
taken without considderable loss of
diggnity. But the Hesd’s diggnity had
already asuffered from immersion in elimy
ditches, and from hiding in bedges to
avold vow-dogps; so it might aa well
suffer atune more.

“Very woell,” said the Head, at last,
“I will ride in the trailar, But I csution
vou, Fearless, to drive slowly. 1 have a
weak hart. Any sudden shock—any
agvéor Jolt to the sistem—might terminste
my ¢arcer !

rank Fearless grinned. Ha reflected
that the Heod was likely to suffer a good
many shocks and joita by the time they
gobt to St. Bam's.

Having taken the rope which secured
his higgage, snd fastehed the two Coops
togpethor with it, Frank announsed that
they were ready to start.

Very gingerly, the Head clambered into
the traaler, and flung his long lege astride
the luggage., There was a porbmantoe
underneeth, and a cupple of suit-cases on
top; and it was sstride the topmost
suit-case that the Head was perched, He
looked 20 ridickulus, squatting there in
his muddy garments, that Frank Fearlesa
nearly busted himsslf with larfing.

" Now we're off, sic ! " he cried.

He had started up the engine ; and now
he clambered on to the soap-box which
perved a8 the driver's seat, and the
bodyless ecar lept forward like a live
thing.

Franl: Fearless was one of thosa drivers
that perlice-traps were invented for. He
boleaved in wizzing along at a jolly apesd
of between forty and fifty., He could
never yniderstand why people bought cars,
if they were content to crawl along et a
maoddest thirty.

Bo Frank fairly mede the fur fly; and
the Head, clinging wildly to his perch,
shouted vainly to the youthful driver to
slow down, Hewas Wiﬂyﬁ-ﬂfﬂd with Lorrer ;
e folt sa if he was passing through some
awiul nightmare. The trailer in which
he sat played all sorts of strange tricks.
First it would rush up to the back of the
car at lightning speed, and a collision
seomed cortom ;  then, while the Hond
shut his syes and waitod for the erash, the
trailer would suddenly shoot back apain
to the end of ity ropo,

Ag he clung to hig perch, guaking with
fear and dread, the Heod had a vision of
soveral starbicd bunnies, blinking at hin
from between the bars of their hutci.
And the Eoat, which was facing him, was
nodding its head viggerusly, as il to say :
“ By Jove, Doctor, what a juy-ride wo're
having | 7

THE EXD.

(Now save a lough for next week'y
rollicking fine yarn: “Fearless To The
Fescue!” It 13 undoubiedly the funnicst
vara Dicky Nugent has wriften.}
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(Continued from page 13.)

Mr, Prout, the master of the Fifth,
came out of his study in a very irritable

frame of mind, Mr. Prout did not like
being disturbed by unaccountable noises
when he was taking his ease after the
lebours of the day were over.

To his surprise, the Fifth Form master
discovered that the loud and incessant

knocking proceeded from Mr., Quelch’s

room,

He rolled along ponderously to the
Remove master’s door and tapped.

“My dear Quelch——" Ho turned the
handie of the door, but it did not open.
Evidently it was locked,

“Is that you, Mr., Prout?” came Mr.
Queleh’s voice through the door in tornes
of suppressed fury. i ]

“It 15 I, sir! May I inquire,” said
Mr. Prout in tones of tho deepest sar-
casm, “why vou have locked yourself
in your study, and why you are knock-
ing on your own door, Mr. Quelch?”

“1 have not locked myself in the
study, Mr. Prout!” yapped the Remove
master savagely.

“The door appears to be locked.”

Ay 1

e i —

It 13 locked—on the outside.™

" Really, Mr. Quelch—"

“Will vou be kindly enough te lurn
back the kay, Mr. Prout?”®

“There 15 no key vwisible, Mr.
Quelch,” said the master of the Fifth,
blinking at the door. " Certainly there
iz no key on the outside of the lock.”

“The young rascal !®

11 ‘\Fhat?ﬂ'

““The impertinent young scaundre] !”

W3ly dear Queleh——"

“T have baen locked in my study !
heoted the Remove master. 1 am &
prisoner here, Mr. Prout!”

“(Ioodness gracious!” said the Fifth
Form master, * This—this—this iz un-
heard-of ™

“Will you oblige me by finding my
nephew, Mr. Prout? I have no doubt
that the key is in his possession.”

“Bless my sout! Am I to understand,
Mr. Queleh, that you suspect your own
nephew of hpluying such an extraordin-
ary prank?

“ Precisely I

“If I mey advise you, my dear
Quelch, I should eertainly recommend
vou to send such a boy awey from
Greyiriars ™

“Y am not in need of advice at the

resent moment, Mr. Prout,” zaid the
E{gmqva master acidly.

“Indeed, Mr. %ne!-:th 1

“Tndead, Mr. Prowt!”

“In view of your very singular recep.
tion of my observations, Mr. Quelch, 1
decline to have anything to do with tho
matter,” said Mr. Prout, with & great
deal of dignity. And he retired into
his . own study, leaving the Remova
master to hammer on the degr—un-

flyo Bl
i

! [Jr: f.| |
L 'wf'

il

il

1

neaded further by the offended master
of the Fifth.

Mr. Queleh, sctiing his lips, knocked
and knocked—in fact. banged on tho
door, The passage rang with it, A
number of the Greyiriars fellows
gathcored at the ond of the Fnsgaga.

"1 zay, you fellows, Quelehy's locked
in his stady ! equeaked Billy Bunter.
“He, he, he!”

Bang, bang, bang!

Wingate of the Sixth hurried aloug
to Mr. Queleh’s study and tepped.

“Is anything wrong, sir? he called
out.

“I am locked in my study,” said Mr.
Queleh in a choeking voice. “ Pray find
my nephew and obtain the key from
him, Wingate I

“Your nephew, sir? said the aston-
ished captain of Greviriars., *'Sarcly
he has not—* .

“Kindly do not waste time in talk,
Wingate. Find Roger Quelch at once
atd obtain the key of my door!”

“{h! Certeinly, sirt” :

Wingate hurried away. Quito a crowd
had gathered at the end of Masters'
DRIsage now, and ell of them wera
grinnimg. Wingate glanced over them,
but the Form master’s ncphew wos no
in the erowd.

“Daocs ang'ﬂne know where young
Queleh 3% he asked.

Nobody seemed to know,

“Iook for him, the lot of wyou!”
rapped out Wingate, “ila seems to
have locked his uncle in his study and
taken away the key.”

“Hsa, ha. ha!"

Thore was a general soareh for Roger
at once. But he was not to be found.

(Continued overleaf.)

g e —— e e

“ Roger | ** fumed Mr. Quelch.

“ 1 command you to give me the nama of the miserable trickster, if it Is known 1o you.'*
“* And—and I shall not be punished, sir, If I tell you who It was ? * stammered Roger.
sir 1°* sald Roger meekly. ** What is the name, then ¢ ™ * Roger Quelch, sir ! ** What—what ? ** gasped the Remove
master. ** It—it was——'* ** Me, sir ! ** said Roger meekly. {See Chapter 7.)

“ Certalnly mot ! " ** Very well,

Tre MaGXET LIBRARY —No, 583,



18

Obviously he was intentionally keeping
out of sight.

Wingate returned to the Reraove
mastor's study in a quarter of an howr,
\-.-it%a-gmﬁ News Q’Ehnltjh& had been unable
i Lin voger Gihoeleh.
© W He must be found ' gasped the Re-
move master.  “Call the other prefects
to vour assistance, Wingate, and find
fiim ot oneo ! ;

“1 will do my best, sie.”

“Find thoe voung rascal
atelv '™ roared Mr, {guq]r}*-,

“Hen!  Certainly, sir!”

The scarch went merrily on, even the
Sixth IForm prefects grinning as they
hunted for Roger Quelch.

Masters' passage was deserted,

Mr. Quelch, waiting with what
paticnee he coutld muster to be released,
=at at his table and went through Latin
PApErs,

immedi-

he door of Mr. Capper's study
opened softly. It was not the Fourth
orm master who camo out.  Mr.

Capper was out of gates that day. It
was Roger Queleh who emerged. No
one had thonght of looking for him in a
master's study,

Boger gave a caubious glance up and
down the passage. There was no one
in sight now, He tiptoed Eﬂfﬂ_'i along
to his uncle’s door, inserted tho key
noiselessly in the lock, and turned it
back without a sound. Then he put the
key under the mat outside the door, and
tiptoed away..

Mr. Quelch's door was unlocked now.
But the Remove master, in the study,
was quite unawara of the fact. In the
fixed belief that he was still a prisoner
in the study, Mr. Quelch waited for re-
lease, fuming and ferocious; his wrath
intensifving with every moment that
prassed,

o ————

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Absurd !

HHALLD. hallo, hallo! Here you
are ™
. It was Bob Cherry who dis-

covered the loug-sought
junior. Two or three dozen fellows werc
looking for him; and Bob Cherry came
across him 2t last. Roger of the He-
move was in & box-room, and only the
sugpicion that Hoger was deliberately
keeping out of sight led Bob to “draw ™
the hox.rooma.

Roger looked round innocently. He
wag seated on a trunk, with & newspaper
inn -his liands, opened at & page where
there was & Cross Word puzzle. Appar-
ently Rngo_r had retired to that secluded

t

spot 1o elucidate Cross Words ; ablivious
of the fact that it was cold in the box-
Toom, ;

“Bysy *” grinned Bob.

“Wes, & little,” said Roger. “Am 1
wanted "

“1 should jolly well imagine so,”
chuckled Bob Cherry, “You've beén
hunted up snd down Greyiriars for an
hout or more.”

“Homebody wants me bad? smiled
Roger. “I'm glad to see that I'm pget-
ting so popular.”

“Oh, come off 1 said Bob. “You're
booked for a rumpus, young Quelchy.
Tﬂﬁr #unﬂia 135 simply raging in his
study.

“Is he? Why?"”

* He's locked in"

“Dear me 1*

" And you've got the keyi”

Boger Quelech raised his oyebrows,

“What an idea!”

“Haven't you?” demanded Bob,
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Ay dear man, I'm willing to eat all
tho keys that vou can find aboub me”
zaicd Hogre amiably.

“Well,” said Bob Cherry, puzzled,
“eome on, shvhow, You're wanteds and
Wingate's hunting for vou high and low,
Quelchy thinks that it was you whe
locked hitm 4n.”

* Poor little me !

Roger roze from the box, tucked the
newspapor nnder hi= arm, and followed
Hob down the stairs. There was o shout
as he came into view on the lower staic-
CasC.

“Here he is!?

Wingate of the Sixth hurried up, with
a frowning brow., The head prefect of
Lreyiriars did not relish having his
vahiable tiipe wasted in a hunt for a
mere junior of the Lower Fourth.

“You yvoung rasea!l! What have vou
beon daoing 7+

: Eimﬁ Words," said Roger meckly,

“No harm in doing Cross Words, is
there? asked Roger, with an air of
mild surprise,

“"Where have vou been?”

“In the box-reom. It was quiet, and
I could do Cross Words there without
being interrupted,”
innocently,

Wingate gave him a searching glance.

Roger Quelch’'s face was innocént and
amiable. Really, he did not look like a
fellow who had played a jepe of un-
parallicled audacity upon a Form master
of Greviriars,

“¥ou've pot the key of your uncle's
study 7 snapped Wingate, 2

“Oh, no'”

“He thinks vou have, at any rate.”

“Quite B  mistake,” sald Roper
blandly. *I haven't any keys that don't
belong to me, Wingate, Would you like
me to turn ont my pockets ¥

“Come with me,” said the captein of
Greylriars grufiyv. “Mre, Quelch thinks
that you locked him in his study. Come
along.”

“Yery well.”

Roger followed the prefect to mastars'
passage, and a crowd of fellows followed
Roger.” All of them were curious to see
the outcome of the affair. Wingate
tapped on the Form master’s door.

T Ar. Queleh 1Y

The crowd in the passape henrd the
Remove master rise {rom his table and
come to his door,

“Have you found the boy, Wingate t™
asked AMe %ue!{:h. in almost suffacated
tones. The Remove master's’ wrath, like
wine, had improved with keeping, FHe
was by this time in % frame of mind
that the most ferociouz of Huns might
have enviec.

“¥es, sir,” sald Wingate. “Ha iz
hers. Ho savs that he hasn’t the key of
vour study.” :

“ Roger !¥ boomed My, Quelch,

*Yes, uncle.”

“LUnlock my door at once, rou im-
perfinont ]rounF rascal [?

“Oh, uncle !’

“Do you hear me, ”

Roger

It would have been difficult not to
hear BMr. ?Il‘lﬁl{!h.
could hear him.

“I—I'm @awiully sorry, uncle,” said
Roger. “I.haven't any key ahout me
that would fit your deocr, uncle.”

“ How dare yon say sot"

Most of Greyfriars
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answered Hoger

“Are vou really locked in, unele®™

“¥on are perfectly well aware thet 1
amt locked in!' thundered Mr. Quelch.
“¥on locked the door when vou left the
study and took away the key, I am
absalutely convineed of that.”

Hoger smiled deprecatingly.

“Look here, vou born idiot, if yon
have the kev, unlock the door iml{:m-
vou make matiters worse,” said Wingate
testily.

“But I haven't the key. Are vou sure
that the door really is locked ¥ askod
Roger. It seems to me that any fellow
must have been awfully chieeky to lock
in & orm master. Have yon tried the
door 7

“1 zuppose Mr. Quelch tried it before
ho began to hammer,” said Wingate,
with & stare. “Still, I'll try it.”

Wingate turned the handle of the
door and pushed.

1t opened at hiz touch,

“Oh, great pad Y sjaculated Wingate,

here wag a chortle fromy the crowd
of juniors, The door had nol been
locked.

* Oh, my hat!” ejaculated Bob Cherry.
“Quolchy only thought the door was
locked—and it wasn't!™

“Ha, ha, ha!”

The opening of ihe study door dis-
closed Mer. Quelch, his face pink with
wrath. His eves fairly glitterod at his
meek nephew.

“You young rascal——m="

“ Excuse me, siv,” said Wingate. “The
door was not locked.”

“What? Whati"

"It opened when I turned the handle,
=ir.”

“ Nonsense ! rapped Mr., Quelch,

“Reslly, sir, I onght to know, as 1
oponed the door,” said Wingete, rather
sharply. It was not locked. I took it
for granted that it was locked, =3 you
siid so, and did not think of tryving it
before. But it certainly was not locked,
and all these fellows are witnesses that
it opened az soon 88 I turned the
handle.”

“That's 80, sir,” said Coker of the
Fifth, who had joined the crowd 1in
masters’ pasesge. ' I6 wasn't locked.”
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“It wasn't.reslly, sir,” said Harry
Wharton., * Wingate has uséed no key
to open il. He hasn't & key."

Mr. Queleh's pink face deepened ta
crimson. He stared at the lock—there
was no key in the outside of it. Hyi-
dently Wingate had opened it withone
a key: consequently 1t could not limve
been locked. Ewers face in the pas-
sage wore a grin. The general impros-
sion was that Mr. Quelch had made n
ridiculous mistake; that the deor had
]mn.med somehow when he-tried to open
it, and that he had jumped to the con-
clusion that it was locked—when nothing
of the kind was the case.

The Remove master, indeed,
driven to the same conclusion.

His face grew redder and redder

* Bleas my soul!” he exclaimed at Jast.
*This is—is very extraordinary! The
door did not open when I tried to leave
the study. I certainly believed that it
was lockerd on the ountside,”

“Well, it wasn't, sir, or i wouldn't
have openad when turned the
handle!" said Wingate tartly,

*“]—I—1 suppose not.”

There was a chuckle along the pas.
gage, and Me, GQuelch bit his hp bard.
He reaslised that he was lookmug
ridieulous.

“But—buf the key Is—iz gone!”™ o
stammered. “The door did not open
when I pulled it, Wingate; and I
noticod -that the kay was missing. aad
so—s¢ I naturally concluded-—*:
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Gk | SUPPOsE the key must have fallen
ouf, sir,” said Wingate, taking pity on
ihe Form master's confusion. I dare
say il's lying about the fOoor some-
where. ™

“[t~=it is possible,” stammered Mr.
Quelch.

“ Anyhow, the door wazn't locked,”
said Coker of the Fifth. “You fancied
it was, sir, and it wasn't all the timg.™

“That will do, Coker!"” snapped Mr.
Quelech,

Never had the Remove master felt so
ridiculons in his life. So far as he could
se, ha had jumped to & hesty conclusion
that he was locked in, and had raised
Cain in his study, in eonsequence; when
all the time—as he supposed--he could
have left the study at any moment,

“I—I'm sorry I—I have given you
all this trouble for nothing, Wingate!"
he stammered.

“{th, don't mention i, sir!"™ said

Wingate politaly.

Mr. Quelch closed his door on the
grinning crowd. Wingate smiled as hd
walked away, ahd the juniors chuckled.
Eﬂﬁ?r Quelch winked into space as he
walked away to the Rag with the
Removites, The vials of Mr. Qucleh’s
wrath had not, after all, been poured
out upon his head, Indeed, the Remove
master really owed him an apology for
s unjust suspicion.

In the Rag there was loud laughter—
that apartment being out of hearing of

Me. Quelch,

“Paor old Quelchy!" chuckled Bob
Cherry. *“His face was worth 8 guinca
& box! Did yeu fellows ever sce a man
look such an sy i

“"Ha, ha, ha!”

“I say., you fellows, Quelehy must he
going off his rocker!” zaid RBilly Bun-
ier. " Fancy a man banging on his deor
to be let out, when he could have walked
ot any minute if he had liked.”

“1ia, ha, hal”

“Jolly odd thet he thought the door
il ed, though, if it wasn't!” said
Vernon-S8mith, “He can't have been
deinking, I suppose "

“*Ha, ha, Lo!” yelled the Removites,
quite entertained by that suggestion,

“T say, you [lellows, if he wasn't
squiffy, he must have becn potty,” said
Billy Dunter.

“You've had & jolly narrow cscape,
voung Quelchy,” said Harry Wharton,
langhing. “TI thought you were booked
for a Hogging!"

Roger grinned.

It was touch and go,” hLe remarked,
“8iill, as the door wasn't locked, my
dear uncle had to see that I was—hem]
—aquite innocent!”

“The innocence was not  terrife !
said Hureee Jamset Ram Singh. “ My
csteemed opinion is that the door was
locked at firsk, and was unlocked after-
wards,"

“0h, my hat!™

“Is that it, young Queleh?” roared
Hob Cherry.

“1 wonder!” said Roger.

“Ha, ha, ha!™

" Anyhow, kenp our estecmed
epinion ta your csteemed self, old man,*
sard Roger, "My uncle wouldn't be
safe at close quarters if he kmew. By
the time it dawns on him I hepe he will
think it is too late to rake the matter
up again,™

“Ia, ha, ha!” yelled the Removites.

Probably suspicion of the real facis
dawned upon Mr, Quelch’s mind at last.
Someonc—unknown—retrieved the key
from the wat and replaced it in the
lock while Mr. Quelch was in the
tnasters' room that evening, Mr, Quelch
found it there when he returned to his
study laler,

Mr. Quelch thought a great desl on
the subject. e was kecnly sensitive to
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ridicule, and he knew that he had been
made to look ridiculous.

That evening he sat down to write a
letter +
, "My dear Brother,—Upon reflection,
it appears to me that, tafing' all things
mnto consideration, it would be hbotter
for ar to return to High Coombe ™

Mr. Quelch stopped at that peint, and
paused for a long time. Finally, he
threw the unfinished lettor info the fire.

He was piving Hoger the beoefit of
the doubt: though there was not much
doubt in hiz mind.

And there was no doubt at all that
was growing “fed-up " with Rogor
of the Remove.

THE ELEVENTH CHAFTER.

Rough on Roger !
L END over that desk!”
“Oh dear!” .
Roger was in fronkle again,
It was a few days after the
episode of the locked study--an episode
which had neot improved the Rewmove

master’s opinion of his nephew ot
softencd his heart towards that erring
youth.

It was Wednesday. a half holiday, and
thaet afternoon Hoger wuas booked to
play football for the Remove, Hoger
was very keen on Soccer, and, in the
circutnstances,  behoved lom tr.lrlht:t
earcful. But hiz genius for practical
joking had been toe much for him; and
he wag “for it "™ apgai.

Roger had been called on to construe.

Mr. Quelch wuas very severs  om
Rogor's construe.  Ile had a fixed belet
that Roger eould casily have become
head of the elass if he had liked. He
took ik as a personal pifront that Roger
did not like. 8o there was no mercy
for Roger when lus “con ” was very foar
from boing up to the mark, Even Billy
Bunter could have construcd, " gquid-
gquid id est, timeo Danaos of dona
feremtis ©*  without a fault, Roger
turned it into, “1 fear the Greels when
they offer us guida !

There was a momenkt’s silence when
Roper made that remarkable pew
rendering of Virgil, and then there was
& howl of laughter from the Remove.
Mr. Quelch did not laugh, He did nok
even smile, He picked up his cane, and
directed Roger to bend over.

Whack, whack, whack!

“Wow, wow, wow !’ .

“ You need not construe further,” said
Mr. Queleh, with a glare, as Roger
limped back to bis form. * Apparently
it is your opinion that the Form-room iz
the propoer place for absurd jests. - I
shall try to instruct you otherwise,”

Ilﬂw IT!‘

“You will be detained this afterncon,
and will translate Virgil from two
o'clock until five!”

* Oy 1

“We will now proceed,” said Mr,
l:.;nmldi, with a plara at his grinning
Classa.

And the Remove ceased to grin, and
procooadod

Roger satb erushed,

Detention for a hali-holiday was bad
enough, but in this instance 1t meant
missing the footer mateh the {irst timo
his name was down to play for the Re-
move, He was paying dearly for his
little joke.

His usually cheery face was qumite
gloomy when the Remove came out of
their Form-room &lter classes  that
Marning.

“Thet means & change in the team,"
Harry Wharton romarked, “I shall
have to leave you out, after all, yvoung
Quelch, a3 you've pol  yourself
detained.™

“It's rotten!” proancd Roger.

“Well, vou asked for it,"™ said Bob
Cherry.. M Did you expect your jolly old
unecle to be pleased at your cop ¥

Roger grinned Faintly.

“Nunno., Not exactly., But——*

“ Mustn't be too funny in the Form-

room,”"  said  Bob, "especially  with
Quelchy, He hasa't a sewse of humour,
old seout,”

That alternoon, when the Remove
footbailers weut down to Little Side,
Roger had the pleature—or otherwise—
of gomg into the Form-room, and
setthng down there with Latin for his
solitary companion,

Mr. Queleh gave him a look-in.

“I am goiug out, Roger,” he said
coldly. 1 warn you that if yop leave
the Form-roum before five o'clock you
will be floggoed.”

“0Oh, uncle!"”

“1 shall expeet you to have translated,
correctly, a considerable pert of the
sceond book of Virgil when 1 roturn.

“Yes, uncle”

“If you waste your time, you Lave
severs punishment to expect.”

* Thank you, uncle.”

Mr. Quelch compressed his lips.
lt&ﬂ-"'!." he should have beon plens{:d a8t
being thanked by & nephew whom he
was eorrecting for his own good. But
Ee did not scem pleased.

“I warn you, Roger, thal vou are fast
forfeiting my good opinion,” he said
acidly.

“{h, uncle !

“Unless you change very consider-
ably, and endeavour to rogain my
csteent, 1 shall have to consider very
seriously whether 1 ean, after all, allow
vou .;In Lecome o Greyfriars boy."

ﬁf{ l !F:I

“TRoar that in mind, Roger.™

“T—1 will, uncle ™

Mr. Quelch left the Form-room, leav-
g Roger to the joys of Virgil.

These joys scon palled upon him,

He could hear ihe echo of shouting
from the distant football-field, whero
Haorry Wharton & o, were playing a
visiting team from Redelyffe. Ropger
wantod Lo bhe playing foothall ot High
Coombe ; but the next best thing to that
was playing football st Greyfriars. He
did not want to improve his knowledge
of the elassics by translating Virgil all
through a soring afterncon. He did not
want that in the very least,

iIn left hiz desk, and roamed restlesaly
about the Form-room. Ho was think-
ing—but he war not thinking of the
great works of P. Vergilivs Maro.

A gleam came into his cyes st last,
and he wenl quistly to the door of the
Form-room.

The Touse was almost descrted on
that fine hall-holiday, amd there was no
one to observe Roger. The finc spring
weather had tempted out Mr. Quelch, to
take a long country walk with Mr.
Capper, the Fourth ¥Form master.

Rogor trod away q';:ir:ﬂ;.*, It was pro-
bable that Mr, Quelch waould not return
much before five o'clock, when he was to
release his nomhew from  detention.
Roger had plenty of timo to carry out
the zcliomo that had hatched in his fer-
tile hrain—whatever i1t was. Ho trod
quietly away from tho Remove-roon.

“He, he, he!”

A fat chuckle grected Roger as he
came into the Remove passage. Billy
Bunter was loafing there. in s saddened
mood, Dunter's postal-order, long ex-
pected, had not yet arrived, and Bunter
was hard up, and nobody in the Remove
had bLeen willing to relieve his hard-
upness even by the inconsiderable loan
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of & “bob.” DEut the Owl of the Re-
move chuckled as he spolted Hoger
Qualeh.

“"THooked 187" he asked. *1 =&y,

you'll get an awiul licking if Quelchy
finds out that you've broken detention”
* Bow-wow ¥ said Roger c¢heerfully.
He went into Study No. 1, which he
snarcd with Wharton and Nugent.
Both Wharton and Nugent were at foot-
ball now, and the study, like most of
the Remove rooms that allcrnoon, was

deserted. Roger Lkept his play-box
there, and he shut the study dpmr and
opened the box.

“1 say, young Quelchy —"
Bunter opened the door and blinked

in.
Got out!"” snapped

“You fat ass!
Hoger. -
Bunter's eyes were fixed, through his
big epectacles, on a cardboard packet
that Boger had taken from the play-

I,J%he lid was off, and Bunier could see
the contents. The cardboard case was
packed with Grewaorks,

Roger hastily placed the cardboard
CR3D ind him; but it was too late,
Buntar chuckled.

"What's the gene " he asked.

“Find ont!" said Roger grufly.

SHe, he, he! You're & bit out of
rlltlée with fireworks,” said Bunfber.
“Think it's the Fifth of Novembey 1

::gﬂ andneat coke !”Q iyt

, really, young Quelchy—

" Buzz ﬂE};”JﬂIEl’Eﬂ Ru-ggr, snd he
picked up & volumo [rom the table and
took aim.

Billy Bunter dodged oub of the study
and slammed the door.

Roger Queleh proceaded to unpack the
fireworks, and dispose them in his
f;aﬂiml;s. Roger hed had those Greworks
ying by for quite & long time—since the
Tast Guy Fawkes Day, in faci— and he
had brought them in his box to Grpj"-
frinra, probably with a view to using
them somehow in tha indulgence of his
peculiar zense of humour, They were to
come in useful now. With a consider-
able quantity of sguibs, Roman candles,
and crackers concealed about his clothes,
Roger left the study. .

Bunter was waiting for him in the
Remove passage.

il | sa_v.',!] young Quelchy—"

Roger hurried towards the staire with-
out heeding,

. %I say. youmg Quelchy!” bawled
Bunter. “What are you up to with
thosp fireworks? Don't wvou know
fellows ain't allowed to have freworks
in the House?

; Rﬁger breathed Thavd,

ack.

¥You fat idiot! Shut up!™

¥ Dh, really, young Quelch——"

“Mind your own business!" said
Roger savagely. .

he Owl of the Remove gave him a
lofty blini,

“Thia iz my business,” eaid Bunter.
“You're going to play some trick with
those fireworks. ¥ you.”

“o and eabt coke !

“I'm afraid I can’t sllow vou to plav
these tricks, wvoung Quelch,” seid
Bunter, with a shake of the head. “1It's
tag thick, vou know., I'm afraid I shall
have to mention this to a prefect.”

Roger looked at tha fat d;iuniﬁr as if
he could have eaten him.

“There's a Iimit, you know,” az-
plained Bunter. “This sort of jape may
e all very well for High Coombe, But
it won't do for Greyiriars.”

“You fat chump ! muttered Rogor.

# By the way, old chap,” said Bunter,
with & sudden change of manner, “I've
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been disappointed about a postal-order

to-day.”
rats I promted Toger, M.
Guelch’s nephew had not been long at
Greyifriavz; but e had been there long
enough to learn all about Billy Bunter's
celebrated  postal-order,  which was
slways expected and wever arrived.
“1 asked you to lend me s bob this

m-::'rli':;in ,"" spld Bunter., “You said you
wouldn't,”
“T'll say it again, if vou like!™
growled Roger. i
“Just ms vou like, of courze’” said
Bunter. * But about those fireworks. I

feel bound to speak to a prefect. ¥You
spp——""

Roger did see.

He gave Bunter a look that ought to
have withered hun up on the spot,
though it produced no perceptible effect
on Bunter. Then he groped in hiz
pocket and extracted a shilling.

“There you ara, you fat ass!"

“Thanks !" said Bunter ainly., *“As
you're so obliging, young Quelch, I
think I can keep it dark about those fire-
works. One good turn deserves another,
what? He, he, ho! ¥ say, will you
have this back out of my postal-order
when it comes, or shall I leave 1t over
till 1 get my allowance?" 5

Roger did not stop to answer that im-

ortant question. Ha hurried down the

move stairease. But Bunter hurried
after him. Whether the Owl of the
Remove took his postal-order seriously
himself, or not, he liked others to take
it seriously. :
" o é-lr:rli:l &mt & minnie,

a bawled.

Roger stopped on the middle landing,
fuming with -impatience. As he was
supposed to be under detention in the
Remove Forme-room, it was disconcert-
ing to have his name bawled out on the
staira for all Greyfriars to hear,

HiWhat do you want?” ho hissed.

“Wait 8 minute, old chap.” .

Bunter came panting down the slairs
to the middle landing, Roger eyed him
with angry impabience.

“What is it?" he snapped. N
“Vou didn't answer my Tueshion!

voung Quelch I

ed DBunter,
“VWhatt”
U YWaon've lent me a hob—"
“P'ye given you a bob, you fat
rotter!”

T hape I'm nob the sovt of fellow to
let a fellow tip me bobs!” said Dunter,
with dignity. “ You've lent me a bob.
I can let you have it bock out of my
postel-order—when it comes—"

“You [oi idiotl”

“ O will you wait till I get my allow.
ancet” asked Bunter, “That's what I
want te know. Hee!”

“Vou've called me back to ask me
that 17 gasped Roger,

" ¥es o see——  Yaroooogh !
roared Bunter.
Bamp!

Roger smote only once, but it was a
nighty smite.  Willinm George Bunter
sat on the landing and roared,

Fle was still roaring when Roper
Queleh vanished down the lower stair-
case. Heedless of Hunter further,
Roger huarried away to Maslers’ pas-
sage, and stepped into BMr. Quelch's
rtudy.

In that siody the bBre was laid, all
ready for the Remove master to put a
matel to it when he eame in.  Roger
knelt before the fire, and procecded to
rearrange it a little. e removed coal
and wood, and removed the fireworks
fraom hiz porkets, The freworks were
stacked into the back of the grate, and
then the coal and wood were replacod.
When Rogor had 0Onishod, thers was

nothing to show that the grate had been
interfored with, But undoubledls there
was g surprise in store for somchody
when the hre was lighted and began to
burn throngh.,

Hoger suwrveyed his handiwork with a
smtile, and then guitted the study.

He returned to the Formn-room and
his detention task,

C Vergiliug  Mare was 2a  ucnat
tractive as ever: but Reger sctiled

dewn to translate as much as he conld
before the Rewmove master reterned.
He had the conselation of anticipating
what was to happen in the Reomove
master's study when the fire was lighted
there. Somebody, certainly. was lilely
ko receive the surprise of his life.

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Mr. Quelch Decldes !
R. QUELCH came into (he
Housze with Mr. Capper, when
the two masters returned from
their walk. Five was striking
from the clock-tower of Greyfriars. The
two gentlamen walked to Masters' pas.
sage together, and Mr. Capper, with
a nod to his collaague, went into his
own study. Mr. Quelch passed on, and
entered his own room, Ib was time to
release his neplew from detention, but
Mr. Quelch was in no hurry. The
more Latin trenslation Roger did, the
botter, no doubt, for Roger.

Mr. Queleh was a little tired from
his walk, and he sat down for a Iew
minutes. ITb was chilly in the study,
and he rose and locked for & box of
matehes to light the fire, Mpr. Prout, of
the Fifth, would have rung for Trottcy
to perform that duty; but My, Quelch
was not & man to bother servants for
trifles. He struck & mateh, and put it
to the fire; and. having seen that it
had caught, he left the study, and pro-
ceeded towards the Remove Form-room,

“Ah! Mr. Queleh!?

It was the Head.

Dr, Locke was coming majestically
along the corridor, and gm stopped o
speak fo the Remove master,

“I was ecoming to your sludy, my
dear Quelch! I desived to speak to voi
on the subject of your nephew. No
doubt you have decided by this time
whether you desire me 1o place his
name on the books as & member of vour
Form. If you ara not otherwise on-
goged, we might discuss the matler
now, and come to & decision.”

That was the Head's gracionzs wav
of putting it. No momber of his stalf
wes likely to be *otherwise engaged ™
when the Headmaster desired to con.
verse with him. But Dr. Locke was
nothing if not courteouns,

“Certainly, sir,” said Mr. Quelel. I
am entirely at your service.”

“Very good !

“I was sbout fo step into
Romove-room, to release a junior
1= under detention there—"

“Quite s0,” said the Head graciously,
“I will take a zeat in your study, wy
dear Queleh,”

Q”;lllfi:w moments only, sir,” said 3Mr.
neleh,
“Pray do not hurry.”

The Head sailed on to Av. Quel-i’s
study, where he sat down majestically
in the armehair by the fire, which was
heginning to burn through.

AT, Quelch went on to the Neomove.
TONIH.

Ttorer Quelel was busy at has desk.

Guite a pile of sheets lay beside L,
covercd with translation—more ov less
correct—of the secomd hook of that
great work, the Aineid.

the
who
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why you are knocking cn your own door, Mr. Quelch ? **

* May 1 Inguire,” said Mr, Prout, In tones of the deepest sarcazsm, ** why you have locked yourself in yeur own study, and
** I have not locked mysell In the study, Mr. Prout,’” yapped the

=Py,

Remove master, savagely., * It is locked—on the outside. Would you he good enough to turn fthe key? ™
(See Chapler 9.)

 Roger!” Mr, Queleh rather cressly. “T will ex- * The Beak often goes along to Quelehy’s

The Forn master’s nephew rosc amine your tramsiation another time; I study for a jaw.”

rospecifully to hig feet.

“Yes, uncle,” he said meekly,

"I see that vou have not been idle,”™
satd My, Quelch approvingly.

“I—I hope not, uncle.”

“I trust, Roger, that your additional
worke this afternoon has helped to give
vou & more ithorough knowledge of o
groat classic poet.”

“1 trust go, uncle” .

Mr. Queleh gave him a suspicious
ook,

“T am zorry that I had lo detain you
this alterncon, Roger.”

“Bo am 1. uncle.”

Me. Queleh coughed.

“I hope it will be 2 'ezson to you,
Roger. lf T had found that vou had
spenit vour  afternoon in idlencss, 1
should have been very angry with you,”

“Oh, upele™

“I am very glad to see that you have
nol slacked in my absence. I am mow
ahout to see the Head, in my study, on
the subject of entering your name on
the school hooks. The maiter must bo
tecided ; and, vwpon the whele, T shall
gecide in vour favour, Roger”

“You—yon mean—" asked Roger
vaAgerly,

“You shall remain at Greyiviars ™

“UOR Y said Roger, crestfallen.

Mr. Quelch knitted his brows,

“You do not ook pleased, Roger ™

* Hem 1

3 truel you are not ungraleful ™

“Um ¥

idd

may go now Roger ™ sail

cannot keep D, Locke waiting now.”

Roger started a little,

“Did—did you say the Head was in
vour study, sir?” he faltered.

“Yez. he 15 waiting for me there.”

“Oh!

Mr. Cuelch gave his nephew a very
sharp look. Hoger turned away to
gather up hizs books, and the Remove
master laft the Form-room. Az soon as
he wasz goue, the High Coombe junior

ave his books mne Ffurther attention.

Te stared after his uncle, and whistled
cxpressively,

" Oh, my hat! The Head! I wonder
tf the fire's lighted? Oh, my only aunt!
I've dope 1l s time ™

Roger almost hmped from the Feorm-
OO,

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!™ T4 was
Cherry’s cheery  voice.
life, what #*

“Oh dear!” marmured Roger.

“We beat them,” zaid Beals,

“Eh? Who beat whom " -aid Roper

vaguely,

“My hat!” exclaimed Bob indig-
nantly. " Have vou forgotten that we
were playing Redelvife this alternoon **

“Oh, yes! Blow Redelyffe!”

“Well, you checky azs!” said Bob
Cherry warmly. “What's the matter
with you?  Aflternoon with jolly old
Virgil tired you outi”

Hoger %rimmd,

“¥ee; but that's nothing. I—X sayw,
the Heads in my uncle's study.”

“Why shouldn't he be?" asked ITioh,
with a stare af the High Coosmbe junior.

Eab
YEnjoving

¥

“Yes: bul—"
“But whak?"
“Dh dear!™ said Roger.

He moved along to the end of Masters’
passage, Thera E‘:u.f.l bean no zound of
diﬁmiﬁammn so far from Mr. Quelch's
study. Like the sword of Damocles, it
was still tmpending. It was bound io
come. And the Head was there! Roger
of the Remove had plenty of nerve-—
indped, he was superabundantly supplied
with that grticle.  But even Ropger of
the Remove would never have thought
of japing the Head, Ha wondered what
was going to happen when the frewerks
starbed.

“What's the trouble ! asked Bob, iol-
lowing the High Coombe junicr, aml
glancing along the Mastors” passape.
" Mr. guelch has just gone into his
study. Anything up ¥

" There will be In o minute,” groaned
Boger,

“Hut what—"

“Iark ™

Bang!

R. LOCKE turned his head auwl

gave Mr. Quelch & gracious

“And now, about dyﬂur nephew, my
dear Queleh ¥ he said,

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
nod as the Remove masler
“{ertainly, sir.”

Exit Roger [
entered the study.
Tue Macsxer LIBRARY ~-No, 995,
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“Bless my soul! It is a little chilly,”
seid the Head.

“The fire has been only recently
lighted, sir. I will stir it,” said the
Boemove master.

Mr., Quelen picked up the poker.

The fire was burning slowly but
steadily. It had not yet reached the
mass of varied Areworks stacked in the
back of the grate. Mr. Queich little
dreamed what wus to be the result of
stirring the hre.

Ho thrust the poker into the grate

and stirred. Tongues of flame ran
through the combustibles there, and
then—

It was a squib that caught Grst.

Blnznieres !

A shower of sparks shot out of tho
prate and played playfully round Mr.
Lhelch's trouscrs.

The Forin master jumped back.

" Dear me! What——"

The explosion of the squib did it. The
rest of tho stacked {ireworks igmted on
the spot.

Bang!

" What--what—"

Bang! Crack! Fizle! Crack! Bang,
Bang !

“ Bless my soul '’

“CGood heavens ! ]

Me. Queich staggered back, dropping
the poker with & crash to the Door.

“What—what—what-—"
Bang, bang, bang!
“What—what is

happening 2"  ox-
claimed the Head.

" Bless my soul! An

—an explosion! A—a bomb! Good
heavens ™
Dr. Locke was a stately gentleman,

and he had reached a time of life when
movements were naturally sedate and
leisurely. If any Greyfriars fellow had
Iieen told that Dr. Locke could hop like
a kangarco, he would have laughed at
the idea. But the bound that Dr. Locke
made out of the Form master’s arm-
-r:hglir I.:duld Im.ve.hdﬂm: ::rei:iit to the most
agile kangarco that ever hopped.

Bang, bung, bang!

Wood and eoal and all sorts of frag:
ments shot out over the stady. Mr.
GQueleh tottored Lack as far as the door,
overcomo with amazement and dismay.

Many & time had the Remove mester
put & match to a8 fre loid ready in his
study. Nothing of this kind had ecver
happened before. It was amazing—
appalling! Thiz time he seemed to have

put a match to a power-magazine!
Bang, bang! Crack! Bang! Fiza!
Splutter! Bang!

Dr. Locke staggered against the study
table. He was so utterly astounded thak
he hardly knew what swas happening, or
what ho was doing. Firnwurllis, hurled
out of the grate by the explosion, splut-
tered all over the study, One of thosc
fearsome contrivances known as a repeat-
ing or jumping cracker drnp?led &t tho
doctor’s feet and exploded there, with
E bang that made him jump clear of the

OOr.

“OL! gasped the Head.

He came down again fairl
cracker as 1t exploded & secon

Banp!

“ Doooooaooh I

Fan%l

“He pEu

Bang!

Dr. Locke rushed across the study. The
twirling cracker followed him asz if it
had been endued with life, and was
actually in pursuit of the headmaester. 1t
banged again under his feet, and he
jumped, and it banged agein as he

u d.

: Eﬁilp " shricked the Hegad.
“Oh, good heavens!” panted Mr.

Quelch. “What—hap—" -
THE Mauxzr Lipnany,—No, 885,
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Bang, bang, bang!

The door of the study was thrown
open. Mr. FProut leoked in with a
gstartled face, There was a buzz of ox-
citedd voices in the passage behind the
I'ifth Form master.

“What—what 3 1t?"
Prout, rushing inte the study.
has happened ¥ What-—  Oh!
Wow I™
,The last squib was going off as Mr.
Prout rushed in, and he was greeted by
a volley of sparks. .

He sta Een:-d back, and eollided with
Mr. Qu&lﬁ , and sat down on the carpet.

“Help! Help!™ roared Mr,
IPront.

Bang !

The last cracker expleded, and silence
—bloszed  silence l—descended on  the
Remove master's study. The air was
thick with the smell of pumpowder;
smoke filled the room, and fragments
t'm]r}:; the fire litiered it from wall to
wall.

Round the open doorway was a evowd
of excited, stariled faces. The {fat
zqueak of Billy Bunter was heard.

gasped  Mr.
"“What
Cw !

Fire!

“"Ha, he, he! I know now swhat
voungg Quelchy wanted with those fire-
works! He, he he!”

“8Bhut up, Bunter!™ breathed Deb
Cherry.

“He, he, he!”

“ What—what—what has happened®”
asked Dr. Locke faintly. The Head
was clinging to the window-curtains for
sunport in & dazed and dizzy condition,
* What — what — what. was it, Mr.
Quelch?”

“An explosion ™ gasped MMr. Promt.
“1t seama to be over! A _gunpnwder
explosion ! Some Bolshevik outrage !

“Ha. ha, ha!" came from the pas-
sage. The suggestion of a Bolshevik
outrage at Groyvirisrs seemed lo tickle
the fellows there.

“Silence ! roared Mr. Quelch.

The Remnove master's face was black
as & thundercloud.

“It 13 a—a—a trick!" he panted.
“Fireworks have been placed in the
grate—the dastardily trickster intended
them to explode when the fire was
lichted! Upon my word, I—I—-I—"
Words failed the Remove master.

# A—a—a trick?”" gasped the Head,
“Pless my soul! Mr. Queleh. the per-
petrator of this outrage shall be sent
away from the school 1mmediately-—im-
mosdiately 1™

The Head was not often wrathy: bt
he was crimson with wrath now. He
had been greatly alarmed. not to say
tevrified. and he lhiad honped about the
stndy  hke a festive kangaron. Wo
punishment conld ba too severs for tho
wroteh—the rvaseal—the iniguitous  wil-
lain—who had caused the stately Head
of Groviriars to bop like 2 kangaroo.

“Who has done this?’ boomed Mr,
Pront.

“Who, indeed? articulated the
Head., “The—the raseal =— the — the
ruflinn must he disrovered at onea!”

Mr. Queleh set his lips. He lLiad little
doubt a« to the identity of the rascal—
the rufhan,

He stepped to the door.

“Iz my nephew there®" he rapped
ont,

“Hero, nnele

*Come here!”

Roger entered Lhe study. .

He looked a pgood deal as Daniel
might have looked when that ancient
gentleman entered the lion's-deh. He
¢yed his unele very warily as he camo

trr

said Roger meskly.

in. Mr. Queleh looked dangerous.
“You! Tt was vou!” pasped Mr,
Duelch.

# Oh, unele!™

“Do you venture to deny it*" thun-
dered My, iq}nmlth.

“INanno !’

“ ¥ou~—you have dared to ?Iﬂ.y such
4 trick—on your headmasteri™

“1—1 «ido't know the Head would
bo here, uncle!" gasped Reoger. *I—1
never dreawed of it 1—I—it was only
a joke, sir—just a little joke!™

“Mre, Quelch! Am 1 to understand
that your nephew was the euthor of this
—this unparalleled outrage ¥ exclaimed
the Head.

“It appears so, sirl
punishment—the very severgst——
Dr. Loeke hold up his hand.

“1t i3 not a guestion of punishment,
Mr. Quelch, &3 your nephew does not
h":.'jm"g te bhis schoel, and as he never
will belong to it. He is here on a
visit. I suggest that his visit shonld
conclude at the very earliest possible
moment [

Anda r. Locke swept majestically
from tho study.

“And | supgest,” boomed Mr. Prout,
“that the young rascal should be
thoroughly thrashed before he is sent
home.™

Aud the Fifth Form master sailed
out,

Mr, Queleh elosed the door. He fixed
his eyes upon his hopeful nephaw,

“You heard what the Head said,
Roger?™

“ Yoz, uncle,” said Roger meekly.

“¥You will not be allowed to remain
at Greyfriars, aftor what has happened.”

& Oh, unels 1"

“As you will not, and do not, belong
to the school, it 1s doubtful whothey
1 am entitled to punish you, as a Form
mastér,”

Roger brightened up.

“RBul as an uncle, it is my duty to
punish you with the utmost severity!™

The brightness [aded from Roger's
countenance. *

Mr, wuelch picked up his cano.

“Bend over that chair!”

Dutside the study, Harry Wharton &
o, and & crowd of other fellows
listened, wonderiog what was going to
happen, They soon knew!

Whack! Whack! Whack!

The rhythmic strokes of a cane rang
Leyond t{:b study. They were accom-
panied by loud yells. It was mere than
“gix U—-indeed, it really seamed as if
Mr. Quelch were going on fo sixty.
Fortunately, he stopped short of that.

The severest

L)

The next day Roger's place was
vapant in the Hemove,

Roger was gona,

His vizit to Greyfriars had come to
a very sudden end. The Head had de-
eided that he was not to join the
Remove; and Mr, Quelch fully agreed
with the Head. Heo had wholly and
totally lost any desire to train that hope-
ful nephew under the avuncular eye.

Roger went back to High Coombe:
and as that was what he wanted, he
was satisfied. Mr. Quelch was relioved
of the most troublesome and exasperat-
ing fellow that had ever entered his
Form, so he waa satisbfed. Bub it was
long ‘before the Remove fellows ceased
to chuckle over the brief but liectic
career of the Form master's nephew at
Greyiriars.

THE BNT.

(Vext week's Macuer il coniatn
angther mapgnificent slory of Harry
Wharton & Co.: "“Bunter's Brain-
Starm I A the title suggests, the Quwl
of the Remove is the principal charucler
—thich i3 proof enough that the stary
ta @ good one, Don't miss this record
lnugh=-order your copy well in
advance )
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The Secret Opening !

HE look in Bguall’'s eyes scemed
tn suggest that thet was the
opinion he hed formed long ago,

and that he was wondering why
bis maszter was delaving. Jack locked

sbout him, There was not a trace of
ansone on the guay. Beyond the dock
gates Jay DBrentford—to Jack a sirange,
mysleriovs place crammed with more
houses than ever hoe had seen in his life.
Bow could he possibly track thoe gang
down and find out what had become of
the unfortunate boy who had been kid-
napped on bis account? It scemed o
hopeless proposition,

Then he remembered that he hod an
ally who possessed & sense thal way
denied to him, Give Squall somcething
by which he could track the gang, and
the wolf-dog would never leave the
seemt.  And Jack had something. In
Wis hand was the handkerchiel which
had been bound ahout the dog’s muzzle!

Jack pivked up the loose cnd of the
roape that he had eut awsy and tied it
te Squall’s collay. Holding one end of
the rope, he bent down and allowed the
dop to sl the handkerchief

“Find them, Squall! Find them,
oy 1™ he whispered,

Tnstanily the dog pot hizs nose to the
ground, sesrched abount for a moment,
asnd finally, with & bound that almoast
jerked ihe rope from Jacks hand,
started off acress tha dock at a great
pace.  Worming his way among the
litter of cargo on the queyside, he pre-
aently came to o wooden fenee. Ilere
Jack saw that three of the wooden up-
rights had boen removed, leaving a gap
large enough to allow & man's hody to
pass. In & moment they were through

the gpep. DBeyond wes a dark lane,
Hanked on one side by tumbledown
iouses, Racing down this lane, Jack

vame suddenly upon his first uninter-
rupted view of the Thames.

The great tidal river stretehed there——
# sheet of silver in the moonhight, The
tide had turned and was rushing swiftl
sawarde. Jack halted, throwing a
his weight on the rope, checking Squall,
who stroggled frantically,  Ahead of

them, lving alongside a derelict guay,
wore two barges and & tug.

Even as the boy watched he saw some
nien run a long, crale-like box on board
the leading barge. At that distence 1t
was impossible o distinguish any one
single man. They moved about the
doeh of the barge like shadows. And
than suddenly one of the men lifted up

bis head. The moonlight illuminated
hig face for & moment. Jack's heart
f;.-:e a leap. It was the man Curly.

¢ remembered that brulsliced fazec

oven af that distance—the high cheek
bones and flattened nose, the receding
forchead, and lastly the wisn of hair
which had evidently esrned the man
his nicknamae,

Now Jack realised whal was happening,
That box, which leoked o like a coffin,
contained the hody of the waif who had
been kidnapped in mistake for himself.
‘'t brutes were going io Lake the boy
somewhere, to some terrible Tate. And
there was no chance of his cscapo unless
he, Jack, helped him,

“Full steam ahead!” a voice whis-

pered,
At that eommand there waz  the
sudden *‘jug-jug ' of & screw. The tug

lfad begun to move, and, with the tiller
hard over, was heading for the middle
of the river. MNow the tow-rope fastenod
ta the firse barge felt the strain. Jack
could. see the men cronching down on
the deck. Instently he saw what lhe
must do. He must try to seramble un.
ohgerved into the second barge. “Chere
was a rizk, of course, that he miglt be
seen, hut e must take that risk, He
could not leave the boy, who was sulfer-
ing on his eccount, without doing his
heat to help Linm

Bending low, Lie vaced for ithe quar,
Zguall straining madly at the rope. The
sucond harge, its low-rope now tauk,
had hegun to maove. Jts stern was
already swinging clear of the qun&';.
Jack, loosing hiz hold of Squall, made
a spring. Catchimg the gunwale, heo
managed to hang on. e woll-dog
shot at oire houmd on board, turning
mstantly to see how his master was
gelting on. A fraction of & second leter,

and Jack found himself, very breathless,
an board the deserted borge.

He had never ssen & veseel of the
Yind before, and its emptiness and its
vantness filled him with alarm. He
cropt along the bottom of the vessel,
Squall slinking by hiz side. Now he
could feel a certain motion. the fug,
straining and fuseing ahewd, had
dragged its escort inte mid-stream, and
was heading castwards,

The boy crept cautiously Lo the bows,
and, lying there, looked over the side.
He could see the green smd red lighis
of the tugp, and immediately ahead of
himn the fﬂuding barge. Yoices faintly
reached Lim—coarse, laughing, mocking
voices. The gang were evidently con-
gratulating themsolves on a picce of
11.'r.'ﬁ||: WEH done. . ;

ut what was going to happen nesr,
Jack  wondered. \’ﬁmru were  they
poimgt? He forgot ihe dangers of hix
adventure for & while in the wonder of
the unfamilinr scenes that opened up
before his cyes. On either side houses
erowded down to the banks. TLights
sgonied overywhere. And always in his
oars above the clacking of the serew
was the restless murmur of the great
City. Now they shot a bridge along
which he cou'd see crowds walking and
molor-cars passing along., How sirange
it was, hue roflected, that all those people
could be going about their business and
their pleasure quite heedless of the
tragedy that was happening so close to
them. Tt flushed into hiz mind that he
might stend up and heil them, end il
them of thoe dastardly deed that was
being perpetrated ; bat he was stopped
from making this rash attempt by the
recollection thal his shrill volce would
not carry such & distance amid so much
tumuli.

Half an hour went by, and now the
houses on  the left bank %rgw more
stately., A huge block of busldings rose
up against the sky. Jack hold his
breath as he recognised, from & picture
he had seen in the illustratcd papers,
the Houses of Parliament.

Now tho hridg:ea: seemed bo Er0ow niore
numerous.  Agsinst the moonht shy lie
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had n vision of the dome and créss of
St Poul's. The houses on either side
wore growing less stately. It was as if
they had passed from one layer of
soclety into another. Now there were
no longer stately embankments but fac-
tories, storc-houses, wharves, and ship-
ping, They were going fast down
stream, aastwards.

Ho stared in wonder at the Tower
Bridge. The river secmed to be widen-
ing, and there were more and more
bosts about. A Jaunch went up stream
at a torrific pace, 8 wave 8t 1ls bows.
Jack caught a vision of a number of
men in uniform.

He noticcd too, that the gang aboard
the leading barge had disappeared.
But he had no means of connecting
these two facts. To the boy, brought up
in the heart of the Cumberland
mountains, the very existence of the
RRiver Police was unknown. Had he
hailed that lainch, he might have
cfiected his purpose without any further
danger. As it was, he let it pass, think-
ing that they would pay no attenbion to
bis ezlls for help, and believing
staunchly that it was his duty to rescue,
alone and unaided, if he could, tha
unifortunate waif who had been kid-
napped] in his place.

Another half hour went by, The
fussing. of the fug scemed to decrbase.
They wete slowing down. On the left

nk of the river, thers rose up a
angled disorder of buildinga—stnister
buildings of mouldering brickwork and
rotting woodi The noise of the engine
coased, They wore turning towards the

shore, The bank deew nearer,
Jack could =ec a level streith of grass.
gtrewn quay, now. He crouched down,

for the gang were sianding up with
ropes in their hands. Evidently the
journey was at an end. The tug hacked
and as the tow-rope slackencd, somecne
cast it off, Another moment, and & man
haed jumped from the leading barge on
to ii'la quay, and had checked the
weigh of the two barges by slipping a
rope round a stanchion. There was
some confusion for a moment as the
vessal on which Jatk wes collided
violently with the ouc in front, cansing
+hé boy and Squall to tumble headlong
into the dark depths o the barge.

When he gained hizs place of obsor-
vation again, it was to find that all the
men had landed, and that the crate lay
oft the ground at their foet. -

Tho tug, it's work done, had dis-
appeared. There was only the gang
there now. Jack watched them, his
heart in his mouth. What wern they
going to do next? Ile was not left long
in doubt.

“Tt's all cloar, now, boys, Get.a move
on! Wa don't want to keep Black
Michael waiting.”

At the mention of that ominous name,
Jack felt a thrill of horror. He remem-
bered the dark shadow.like figure he
had scon—Black Michasl, who scomed
to him like some evil fofec hanting hin
down for somo obscurce reasen that he
could not understand—DBlack Michael,
who was in league with his uncle—who
had pursued him so relentlessly across
the mountains that night of his flight.

“Give tho signal, Jim,” someone

ispered.

The tall tumble down building that
faced the ti,]u:t}', wes  without any
windows &t all, Jack saw, and there was
no sign of & door. With a curiosity that
almost stifled his creepy sense fear,
he observed one of the men stoop down
end tap on the brickwork. . There was a
pause for & moment and then, suddenly,
where there had been apparently solid

Tae Maguer Liseagy.—No,

brick_there was now o sguare-cut hole.
Without a word, the mon lifted the erate
from the pround and ecarvied it to this
aperture, It slid inwards with the ease
of a battleship leaving the stocks.
Another moment and it had disa [ﬁp@ﬂrcd,
Again there was & signal, and the trap-
door_closed.

“Well, boys, T guess we've posted the
goods and our job's done. What about
& drink? I'm fair parched with all this
running about,”

The sugpostion was hailed with a
chorus of approval, and the gang began
to move along the guay -in single hle,
Another mownent, and they had dis-
appeared round the comer of the
building,

s —

Squall Does His Bit!

ACK wasied not a moment, but
slipping down the side of the
barge, leaped ashore. The nex
instant, he was on hizs knees,

fumbling for the place in the wall
throngh which the ecrate had dis-
appeared. Now he could ses that,
though it was Intended to look like
brickwork, that part of the wall was
really made of wood. It was simply a
trap-door camounflaged to look like
bricks, Thers, somewhere bevond that
trap, was the unfortunate waif who was
suffering on hiz account. He must get
him—somehow he must get him. %ﬂ
couldn’t leavo him there helpless, in the
lurch.

The trap fiad been opesed in reply
to & signal. He might repeat that
signal.  While ho was debating this
i’:t_:ltnt, he pressad against the trap, To

is delight and emazement, it vielded

to the push. Whoever was responsible
for manipulating it, must, have: forgotterf
to push home the baolts.
. Jack peered inside. All bevend was
impenetrable blackncss. But it was
down there the boy had been faken.
Jack drew in o deep breath and,
clenching hia teath, took a step forward,
Instantly, his feet shot from under him,
and he slid down—down a steep incline
into that pit of blackness.

Thoere was no time to think—no time
to do anything, but fo try and keep
himself in a sitting posture. Something
bumped against him  from behind.
Putting out hiz hand, he felt the com-
forting touch of Squall’s ruff. At any
rate, he was not alone, arnd that thought
gave him courage.

WHO'SE WHO IN THE STORY !

JACK HORNER, & stocky youngster of fonrteen,
orphansd by the fireat War, s given into the
care of Ais winle,

CEQRGE PARKER, knmen Tocally ae ' Maan-
ae-Mwd Parker.”” wcho freals the lad go
Eridally thel Jack resolves to run away from
Iane's Farm. Together with his faithful
w:ﬁ-dﬂm Souall, Jaek fTies from the house.

BEACKE MICHAREL, a mysteriovs indirvidual,
who vigile Parker and offers him the sum
of four Rundred pounde if he will deliver
Juck inte ks hands.  In the course of

by tf franapires ot Joaok 4 Reir {o
a fille and eatales whicl will anbomatically
go o feck Michael. should Jock Horner
ffie.  Knowing noffing of thege things, Juck
v trudging dcroer e Cumberia Lo FrLTE
taing i b enpies @ nmber of men hord
. i.Ma ﬁi.ﬂ Elndi ﬂ-‘_:'a ruﬁwriﬁby
Leaping aboard o pareing lorey, he rencher
the docks whive he finds @ new home with

BILL- BOWEKER—the skipper of the monken-
boat BErnerald—nand his toife. Black Mickael's
wmen, howerer, roon digcover Jack's iwhere-
abpirls, and rlcaling aboard the Emerald one

night, caplure, in mistuke for Jack, a woif

e e o e Tk s,

e waif's safely, Jao Fit8
£ Kis w{uﬁﬁ_ﬂ_ﬂ dog.
* We mugt triy and fiond King, Squell 1" ke

Fsé,

(New read on)

That plunge into that abyzs of dark-
ness, ended almost as abruptly as it had
begun. Jack's feet struck something
goft, flinging him- face forward. As he
lay there, he discoverad that it was a
mattress of some kind, evidently placed
there to deaden All sound.

He picked himself up to feol Squall’s
hody apainst his leg. He patted the
dog’s head, deriving a strange comfort
from the touch, The thought, indeed,
occurred to him, whether, had he been
E":t}tﬂ alone, he would have gone on with

13 strange adventure.

And it certainly was the strangest
nnd most mysterious of adventures. He
was there, alone in 2 vast tumble down
building on the banks of the Thames—
& building evidently constructed for the
sinister purposes of the gang, by whom
he was being pursued. And, somowhere
in that building, was the crate and the
waif who had been kidnapped in his
stead,

Jack stood quite still, listening. Not
& sound reached his ears, and, wovst of
all, there was nothing to bo scen. The
darkness in front of him and arournd
hirm, was absolutely impenectrable, A
ste ]l:;ta the Eiillgi_ltiul:-f_ the left or forward,
and e mignt fall into some trap. Bub
he must find the hoy, F

Once again, in hiz diffieulty, he fell
back upon Squall's assistance. For the
:rmif-dﬂm the dark had no difficultics
The mysterious sense he possessed,
would tell. him of any dangers, thuuﬁh
he couldn't see them. Jack laid his
.ha:?::]l on Squall's collar,

Gio on, old boy,” he whispered.

The deog began to move cautiously
forward. Now they were clear of the
mattross,

dack could feel that he was walking
ou & cement floor. Presently, putting
out his hand, he felt a wall on his left,

.y were in some sorf of passapa, and
the dmﬂ?ve:y gave him comfort.  He
was no longer surrounded a vague
stretch of darknoss. He ]'H:it Equ]l
turn sharply to the right sand a few
yards further on, to the left; and then,
abruptly ahcad of him, the darkness was
ptli._lrma_d by what looked almost like &
star.

He halted. staring at this light in
utter astonishment. By no possibla
means could a star be shining there in
that building, _It was absurd., And
then he saw that the light came from a
keyhole in a door,

Jack erept forward noiselessly. 'The
murmur of voices reached him. There
were men on the other side of that door.
He gained it, and, & ing down, put
his cye to the keyhole. hat he saw
beyond almost took his breath away.

It was o room the like of which he had
never seen before, I}qwn one side.were
gi‘a-‘:ed a numbeyr of divans sercened by

ad curtains.  In the middle of tho
floor was & huge idol—a squatting, gro-
tesqque hgure, pamted in violent reds and
greens and gold; a- horrifying-looking
mngge, whose face scomed to have been
dﬂﬂ!.‘l{nﬁd to cxpress sll the vilencss and
cruelty that lies hidden in the heart of
man.

Thiz strange apartment was
oecupted save for one man. He was o
Chinaman, wearing an Oriental  silk
dress which hung down to his knees, He
was standing with Lis back Lo the door,
peering, so Jack discovered, like himaelf,
t:h?l.‘.tugh some small aperture in the
WaLl.

He was well over six foot, and down
his back hung & loug pigtail  Jack's
heart began to pound painfully against
his ribs. Into what dark, sinister, mys-
terious haunt had he stumbled? -

For a moment panic scized upon him;

Ll -
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Squail leapt Into the air to land on the Chinaman's chest with his fore feet, finging him back {o the ground, As he did so,
Jack sprang across the room and seizad the revolver.

(Sec fhis page.)

he couldn’t go on. Bquall and he must
try and struggle back vp the chute and
escape a8 they had come. He dared
not enter that nightinare room, or
face the terrifying Ligure that stood
there motionless, keeping observation
on something that was going on beyond.
Jack felt a strange longing for the cosy
cabin of the Emerald, and the comfort-
ing presence of old Bill Bowker and his
wife. He must go back while yet there
was bime.

And then abruptly a bharsh voice
resched his cars. )

“{Zet that crate opened-—quick! If
the kid's dead, so much the better; if
he's still elive, I'want to question him.”

It was Black Michael’s voice. Jack
remembered the cold, brutally.callous
tone, all the more terrifying because of
it's gultured accent. He thought of the
waif whom he had wanted to feed, and
he knew at once that, come what might,
there was for him no going back. Let
the perils and dangers be what they
might, ha must do his best to save tha
unfortunate boy.

Through the kevhole Jack took a
rapid survey of the room heyond. By
the side of the idol there was a little
Chinese table, made of lacquered
bamhoo, and on this there rested =
number of articles with the use of which
he was quite unfamiliar. But there was
something there that he did not know
the use of. Amidst all that fantastic,
Oriental sectting, it stood out as some-
thing plain and practical. It was a
revolver,

Jack, though he was only fourteen,

was, oddly enough, familiar with
revolver, because his deed mother had
possessed one which his father had given
her, and he had played with it in zceret
until it had been discovered one day by
his uncle and confiscated. The sight of
that ravolver had the same effect upon
him a&s 8 magnot has on & '[}il_'!l:ba of steel.
It only ha counld get possession of it, what
might he not do? ;

‘He measured the distance from the
table to the door. It was about cight
fect away, and the Chinaman weas posted
at exactly tho same distanecs. But Jack
would have to open the door, and in
doing that he might alarm the motion-
less figure, enabling him to snatch up
the weapon. Jack's only hope lay in
Squall. He must rely upon the wolf dog
to pin the Chinaman to the ground and
hold him there.

The boy lifted his hand and falt along
the surface of the door. His fingers
touched a handle. e turned it slowly.
Fortunately, the lock was well oiled, for
it made no noise. Then, when he had
turned the handle to its extreme limit,
ho took a deep breath end pressed
againit the door. It opencd. From
within camo a faint astringent odour—
a =cent of tobacco-smoke that was yeb
not tobacco-smoke. Jack [Felt Bguall
pressing against him, as if anxious to
act. There was no drawing back now.
Noiselessly ha opened the door wide.

As he did so the Chinaman turned
with incredible swiftness, and his blunk,
expressionless faco was visible to the boy
for a moment. Ho saw him stare agaip
with his almond eyes, and then make

s *a movement towards the table.

But he
never resched it

Without & sound the wolf dog leapt.
Straight into the air he seemed to leap,
voming down on the Chinaman’s chesi
with Eis fore foet, Binging  him back
on the ground. Kven as he did so Jack
sprang across the room and seized the
revolver,

It became clear immediately that he
had not been a moment too scon. From
somewhere within his silken robe the
Chinaman hed produced a long, glitter-
ing knife. He was in the very act of
driving this upwards into the body of
the dog when Jack thrust the muzzle of
the revolver into the Oriental's face.

“Dyrop that knife!”

There was the tinkle of steel on ihe
ground as the Chineman responded im-
1}35551'13]:; to that whispcm& ;ﬁl‘dﬁl‘. JH!I-.
waited only a moment io kick the knife
aWway, an then, still helding the
revolver to the man'a head, told him tn
turn over on his faee with his arme
behind his back,

Desperate Measures !

(e H[}LI} him, S8quall,” he said 10 an
undertone,
Squall leapt on the man's

back, his ears back, his jaws

open.  One movement and thosa fangs

would fasten in the man’s neck, But

tho Chinaman nover moved, He lay

theve as grolesguely still ag the carved

and painted idol in the centre of the
Tor MagyweT Lirnary.—No, 995,
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voom, Looking about him, Jack un-
carthed from one of the divans a number
of gaily-coloured handkerchiefz.” With
these he bound the Chinaman's hands
tightly behind his back, finizhing up
with tying kiz ankles together.

A vague remembrance of something
that he hud read—that Chinamen were
elim, with all sorts of tricks and devices
at their disposal—made him aver
those bonds carefully, to see that they
VOLD e,

“I think you'll do,” he muttered to
himself; and then added in s whisper

o Bguall: “Uuard hm, old fellow,.

antil I eall”

It was eurions how now that he lLad
faced thiz danger and overcomoe it he
felt braced up and full of confidence.
He was only fourteen, and vet,
with Squall's asistauce, he had got the
Letter of this very awe-mspining
Oriental. It seemed to him that he had
only to display the same reckless daring
to accomplish what had brought him to
that lonely, sinister spot in London. Ha
had a revolver, and there was always
the wolf-dog ready to sell his life, if
necessary, on his side; and his cause
was just—of that he had no shadow of
doubt. - )

.'l’;ahind a curfain composed of strings
of many coloured beads he discovered
n door. Obviously, from the eounds
that reached his ears, it was thmufh
this door that the crate containing the
street-waif had been carried. He could
hear Black Michael's volce, cold, cut-
ling, callous,

“You men—are Fou goin
all the night over opening that crate?
I should hurry, if T were you. I should
be sorry to hava to hasten your move-
ments 1"

Jack wished he could see what was
going on in the room, The crate had
not yet heen opened, and, so far, the
boy it conteined was safe. Then he
rememberad the spyhole through which
the Chinaman had been watching. He
hurried back te the spot, and, mount-
ing & bamboo stool, put his eve to the
aperture. It was so coustructed with
an ingentous lens that he was able to
see every carnet of the room.

Obviously, the Oriental had reasons of
his own for hmving the means of keep-
ing obzervation on the adjoining apart-
mant.

It was o strange scene that opened up
hefore Jack’s eves—a room like the one
he was in, covered with Oriental
tapestries and furmshings. In  the
rentre was the erate e had seen carried
on board the barge, Over it stood two
members of the gang, wqu'-:ing strenu-
ously to force open the lid, It struck
Jack as & curious coincidence that,
though he was apparently face to face
with & solid wall, he could hear the
moverments end the breathing of the
men even move distinetly than when he
had stood at the door with his ear to the
keyhole. And then the reason fashed
upon him,

The wall was covered with Chinese
paintings. beautifully designed and
wonderfully worked. Dragons and gor-
geous figures in  weifks, with gilded
seimitars, crawled abont the surface
from the foor to the ceiling., Just in
front of him the scena deghcted was a
girl ‘evidently flying from- rqhbers tos
wards & pagoda in the distance. This
pagoda was directly on a level with the
rg)y-hule and was paioted a dark brown,

8 Jack staved at it he saw that instead
of mere paint it was & metal disc. Put-

te take
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ting his ear to it, he realised that it
was a wicrophone, which enabled every
word uttered in the adjoining room to
be heard.

“We're being as guick a8 we can,
guv'nor: but that durned Chink said
there was no key,” one of the men work-
ing on the crate protested,

“"Work, man, and don’t talk!™ Black
Michael retorted. “I'll speak to Curly
for forpetting to send the key along
with tiwe bex, Hurry, man!”

The box must have been very care-

fully constructed, for it took s tull two

minutes more before the men wera able
to force open the lid., Jack saw Black
Michael, with his long, pale, straiued
face, approach the edge of the box and
look in. :

“Haul him out and let’s have a look
at him ™

Without fny pretence of care, the
men lifted the bound figure of the waif
out of the box and dropped it on the
ground. The boy was alive, Jack dis-
covered, with a feeling of relief; for
not only did he see his chest rising and
falling, but his wide-open, tervified eyes
seemed to be looking through the wall
at Jack, as if begging him to help him,

“¥ou can take that handkerchief
from his mouth,” said Black Michael,
“and put him on his feet, I want to
talk to him.”

One of the men yonked the boy to
his feet, and holding him by the scruff
of his neek, dragged the geg from his
mouth none too gently. Jock could see
the waif’'s trembling lips and horror-
haunted cves as he stared pitifully into
Black Michael's dark, evil face,

cold, frosty smile twisted the man's

lips.
“Running away don’t seem: to have
done you much good, my lad. You ap-
pear to have lost vour clothes, and not
to have eaten as much food as I dare
say you would have liked.”

“1 ain't dene noffin’, puv'ner!" the
boy wailed pitifully. I don't know
what you think I done.”

Dlack Michael came close to him, and,
bending down, stared into his eves.

“You crossed my path and you inter
fered with my )])lar.a. You think that's
nothing? You'll ind you made a mis-
take, my lad! For necarly a week T've
be&n:jmhing for you, and naw I've got
you !

“J—I den't know what vou mean—-—"

* What did you run away from Dane's
Farm for? Answer me, you hlthy little
brat! I'll tear the skin off veu if vou
don’t!”

Two big tears rolled down the wati's
face,

“1 ain’t ﬁnne-nnﬁhing. I tell you! Oh,
guyv'nor, doo't 'it me! I ain’t run away
from nowhore!"

“Yon little liar!” Black Michael re-
torted furiously. * Answer me—why
did you run away from Dane’s Farmn
and vour kind uwnele and aunt*

As if to force the hov ta speak, he
stretehed ont hiz hands and canght him
by the ears, pulling them in opposite
directions until the child sereamed with
pain,

“I ain't pot no uncle and auni!
There's only mother—and, oh, please,
sir, she won't know where I am '

Black Michael’s brows came down into
a deeny frown. He gave a little start,

“What do you mean by vour mothor?
She's been dead for years. She died
in 1916, just alter your father was killed
in Franes,™

In spite of Lis lerror, a look of blank

- E—
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astonishment crept over the wail's
cmaciated face.

“I don’t know what youw're ialking
abouk, guv'nor—I dunno, straight!. 1
ain’t never geen my daddy. Muvver
lives in Corkram Alley, and she's sick,
and I was tryving to earn a bit to get
her some of the things the dector said
she ought to have,”

Black Michael’s facve suddenly con-
vilsed with & rage that made him look
like s devil from hell,

“What's your namci” he demanded.
“Tell me the truth, or it will be the
worse for you!"

“Jim Bnow, sir!” the boy sobbed.

Black Michael clenched his fists and
raised his arms above his head in a
very fury of rage,

“Those muddle - headed, brainless
fools!™ he shouted. *“I'll mark them
for this! They find out where the boy
is, they get aboard this canal boat, and
then ”*!-hﬂy bring me here the wrong

héﬁl

The faces of the two men expressed
not only their amazement, but their
alarm.  Clearly, when Black Micheel
was in one of these dark moods, thero
was no knowing what he might do.
The man was mad with fury. Jack,
through the spvhele, could ses his
foam-Hecked lips, and his bloodshot eyes
ghining like those of a lunatie.

" Where's that Chink? Where's Dril-

hiant Bing? Fetch the fool here—and
one of you men go and call the gang!
Somebody’'s got to pay for thizs! I'm
net going to have all mmy prospects
ruined by a lot of careless, thick-headed
guiter-sweepings!”

One of t%ﬁ men bolted towards an
outer door, obviously only too glad of
an excuse to gpet away. As the Oriental
curtains closed behind him, the man
who was holding Jim Snow looked at
Black Michael.

“Zhall I let the boy go?"" he inquimd.
“0r what'll T do with him, guv'nor®”

Black Michael pointed a finges that
literally trembled with rage at the piti-
ful figure of the waif.

“That? Choke the life cut of if, end
chuck the body in the river(”

The man's hands closed ahput Jim
Snow's neck. At that sight Jack jumped
from the stool and rushed back to the
door. He turned the handle. The door
was locked on the inside. He could
hear a choking sob of pain from the
OO h??v.und. They were going to
murder Jim Snow, unless he could help
him! How could he burst opon the
doort™ =

Jack looked about him helplessly.
Then suddenly he caught sight of the
revalver in lis hand. Instantly he
realised what he must do.  He placed
the muzzle against the kevhole and
pressed the trigger. There was a lond
report, followed by a splistering of weod
and a smashing of metal. He pushed
at the door frantically. It -swung open.

In another moment he was across the
threshold and face to face with Black
Michael !
Black Michae! Tries It On !
ACK puoshed open the shattered
J door, and, springing across the
threshold, faced Black Michael,
“Put your hands up!™ he ex-
claimed in s high-pitched boy’s voice.
Black Mickael made no movement. Ha
stood there, with thot sinister frown on
his brow, staring at the stocky littla
figure that had appeared apparently
from nowhere.
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“What are yvou doing here? ho de-
mended. “Do vou know what I do
with kids like you? I nse a rope’s-end
until there ts't a bit of skin left on
their backs.™

There was no guestion that Jack had

founed this greeting more than a little

disconcerting. According to all the
rules, the man should have been terri-
fied, have backed against the wall, and
immediately put up his hands, Instead
of that, he was doing none of these
things. He was threatening him. Jack
folt curicusly small. If the man didn't
do as he was told, he might have to firo
the revolver, and he waunted Lo avoid
that at all costs. He hated the'idea of
killing anyone—even this callous brute
who had ordered Jim, Snow to be
strangled and hiz body thrown into the
river with much the same air of in-
giffercnece 85 & man buys a paper at a
baokstall.

“T'I fire if vou don't do as I tell
voul” he stammered, but even to his
awn oars his voleo sounded unconvine-
Ing.

Black Michael smiled darkly, but he
made no attempt to comply with the
other's order.

“That's a dangerous weapon for
voungsters to play with. You had botter
put it down. Tt might go off, you know,
and then—perhaps you would kill me,
and vou'd be avrested for murder, and
hanged by the neck until you were dead.
A ‘pleasant prospect, isn't it

Jack steadied himself with an effork.
Somehow this strange, frightening man
with the leng, white, strained fnee and
ihose dark, malevolent eyes seemed o
san  all his encegy

“T nwan what I =av,” he gasped.
“ YVeon aren't going Lo fool me—you were
going to murder that other boy™

Black Michael folded. his arms across
hiz chest.

“0Oh, so that’s the reason of your
presence hore, 13 it?  You're playing
some geme of knight errantry, are yon?
You stole that rovelver, I suppose, and
nothiug would suit vou but to come here
lo play the part of gallant rescuer 7"

Tiis lins curled in & malictous smile.

“We'd better know something abouk
von before we go on with this pame, T
think. It zacms vou're acquainted with
Jim Snow. ™

Jack felt himself Aush.

“He's 2 poor boy who's half-starved,
and {hose. birutes who follow you kid-
napped him amd brought him here.”

“"You mean from the monkey-boat,
The Wperald ¥ Dlack dMichae!l inqguirecd.

“You know that as well as T de,” ox-
elaimed Jack hotly.

The man’zs paze hocame more Nxed.
It held Jack swith an almost bypnotie
Irn'ﬂ.'-r'l',

“Porhape; but the question opens up
:I” r:;r'u'ts 'ﬁf Tl]“tiﬂt‘ﬁ ill "-"l-'}'lif'lll I nm ]r"_
fovested, If 0N ArG AWare af what ook
place. then ven wmist have been ahboard
the Boat. I think T'd like 1o know your
name. ™

e leaned forward a little, and his
F' HEA 'II;I'I""I','II_HH" :‘1E E” IMGre oolieel ttl'ﬂ.tﬁfl L
Jack felt as if he were drifting off inlo
sleep,

“Jack ITorner.”™ he answered, and
e coull have hitten ot his tongue
as he realised the folly of that admission,

The colour  monmied (o DBlack
CAlichacl's checks, Ilis hps opened as if
in astonishimens,

“Aned to think I've been looking for
vou all over the place and heen unable
to find yon! Al pow you come te mo
of vour own accord.”

Thore was a vate of triumph in Black
Michael's voice,

13

“Drop that rvevglver!™ he went on in
wnunanding tones.

Jack made a strenuous clort to fight
sgainst that feeling of sleepiness which
had taken posscssion of him, bub it was
ungvailing. The room had vauwished
now, tb almost seemed. All ho saw
were those two dark evil eves that
gecmed to fill the very universe. They
held him spell-hound.  Blowly his right
hand which held the revolver dropped to
his zide.

“That's better,” Black Michael re-
marked. **Ho you arc the boy who ran
away from Dane's Warm ¥
CA reluctant “ Yes ™ came from Jack's
lips.

“And vou jumped on hoard a lorry
belonging o the MNorthern Coment
Company, and got taken abourd the
monkey-boat Emevald 77

“Yes ™

“ And how did you come here?

Decper and deeper grew the power of
that trance; pradually the substantial
world was drifting away from Jack. He
was powerloss to resist INack Jichacel.
iz will was no longer his own. He
was like one of those lay figures in a
“Punch and Judy ™ show whose per-
formance the other commanded.

“Oh, don't leave me—don’t leave moe!
They'll kill me if anything happens to
vou. ™

A piteous wail rang throngh the room.
It was Jim Bnow's voice. He must have
-galised the danger into which his would-
e rescuer had sunk. _

And that appeal had a curious effect
upon Jack. TFor a moment his will
power seemed to reassert itseli—to break
throngh those hypnotic bonds with which
Black Michael was seeking to bind hun.
i1e shook his head

“THold him, Sqnall!™

Theve was u tone of utier relief in
Jack's voice. Ouly then did he realiso
the immensity of the danger from which
he had escaped—cezcaped, more by luck
than anytling olse,

Althoughh  he  koew  nothing  of
hyphotisin, he was awire ithat Black
Michael was able to exercise, from a dis-
lanco, some mysterious power over him
witich robbed him of his will and de-

prived his body of any capacity for
Edc_'t.ltm. But e had got (he better of
FEITL.

His husiness was to rescue Jim Snow,
and geb clear away ont of that villainous
Orienial den. ¥lo rashed at the man
who still held Jim Snow.  Thers must
be no delay. e remenbered that tho
allicr who had been do that room had
been eent to swmmon the gang. Hea
pressed  the mwzele of the rvevolver
aguinst Lhe man’s bead.

*Undo those ropes!™ he commanded.

Luckity for Jack, the fecl of that ring
of cold slec]l against hizs forchead was
sullictont inducement fop ihie man. With
fienbling  ingers ho hastened to unde
th: knots that bound the waik,

In a fow.scconds Jim Snow was froed.

“Pick up theerope, Jim," Jack whis-
pered, i1t may bo useful”

Whale Jim, with stiffencd hands, eal-
lected the vape from the floor, Jack
miade the mau back against the wall,

“EBtand thoro—with voutr haunds ghove
vour hiead,” he ordered harshly, "And
if you spoak ar move 'll have to shoot '

Vil Jack and Liz new-found fricmd
mundge to make good their creape from
thes wcerel haunt of Nleck Michael's?
Head next week's scnsaltonal instalment,
chums.)

and blinked his ?
eycs, and for the
fraction of a svcond
the power that the
other exercised was
in abeyance.
Black DMichael
must have realised
instantly what was
happening, for sud-
denly he sprang lar-
ward as if to selze
the boy, His hands
wore almost on
Jaeck's shoulders
when the youngster
gavo & shout.
“Squall!” he
ericd.  © Squall ™
As he nitered that
Frantic appeal, Jaclk
thucked sideways, s0
that Biack Michacl,
carricd forward by
the impetus of his
spring, dashed pasi
him towards the
door.  On the very
threshold o living
mass of fur with
cavernous jaws and
shininyg fangs maot
him in full air
There was a crash,
i Black Michael
levelled his length
on the ground, with
the wolf-dog stand-
iitge over him, cars
hack, his ndl brist-

fing, his flame-
colourml oyes star-
ing  unswervingly
down al Lhe man's
white, twitching
face.
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FOR NEXT WEEK: ““FEARLESS TO THE RESCUE!''— ANOTHER DICKY NUGENT SHOCKER!

H-.

E\”—Jﬁﬁﬁ. right in!" said the Head
cheerily, 82 the heavy clump of a
boot sounded on the door of his
study,

It was Mr, Lickham, the master of the
Fourth, who cantered in at the Head's
eommand,

Doctor Birchemall was seated at his desle,
going through his mourning corregpondence.
Thers were no black-edged lotters; but

thers wera a good many bills from local

tradeamen, requesting the Head to
* gattla at his early inconvemence,” The
Head winced as ho tossed these, ona after
pnother, into his waist-paper hasket.

““ Ah, Lickham,” he ssid sadly, az he
loocked up and caught the Form-master's
mﬁr “ In the midst of life, wo are in debt.

eao dreadiul tradespeople scemn to take a

oesitive delite in bombarding e with
ille. I have ackumulated suilishent te
paper the walls of my study."”

Mz, Lickham looked grave,

* When do you intend to pay those bills,
mir ¥ " he asked,

The Head quickly recovered his sonp.
froid.

“This wyear—noxt year—sometime-—
never ! ' he said gaily. * But I have not
sent for you, Lickham, to diskuas such
mundano matters a3 bills. Thy fact is,
thore is a new hoy coming to.day—a lad
named Fearless. You bheve heard of
Fearleas's Fattening Foods For Frail
Feoders 7 Well, this boy I am speaking of
ia Old Man Fearless' gon.”

* Oh, » sir?” gaid Mr. Lickham
respectively.

“ His father has just written to me,”
went on the Head. “1 don't linow
weather he picleed the boy up at an auction
oF not, but he describes Lhun as o bad lot,
He has been a sauco of considderable
enxiety to his poronts, and they don't
relish hiz wild amd wayward capers.”

“Mhen tho best thing they can do iz to
pack him off to school,” 2rid Mr. Lickham.

The Head nodded.

“The wyoung seamp has alecady heon
aont to soveral schoolz; but he has not
found the dissiplin to his liking, 50 he has
just turned round and toddied honte again,
Hig father is at his wits’. end to know what
to do with him, But he has heard of my
reputation as a breaker-in of refractory
voung cube, and he has written to asloif [
will take the boy.”

“And will you, sir?’ inguired Mr.
Lickham,

“ Not hali 1" chockled the MHead.
* ¥ou see, Mr. Fearless has ofieréd to pay
dubble torim-foes if T will talke him ; snd
that, my dear Lickham, is a propersition
which i4 not to be sneezed at. Atishuam 1V

The Head sneezed violently, and the
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FEARVESS FAIRLY MAKES THE FUR FLY

A Spiffing

atartled Mr. Lickham jumped back to avoid
a shower-bath.

“ Atishum-yum ! 7 sneczed the Head.
“ One's & wish, two's & kiss—but what s
I eaying? Mr, Fearless makes one

astippulation in his letter, He insista that

soms person of orthority from this school
shall go to Fearless Towera and collect this
young scapegrace, and bring lim to St.
mmau%_iaﬁ

“Why can’t he bring the boy himself,

air 3"

Y Mr. Fearless is too bizzily oceupied in
the City, with his fattening foods, to bother
about such matters, So either youn or I,
Lickham, must go and fetch this brait,
Are you bubbling over with eagerness to
perform this task ?

" Not 8o that you could notiss," said Mr.
Lickham.

M Well, wo'd better toss up who goes,™
said the Head, fishing from his pocket &
penny with a head on both sides, which he
always carried with him in case of emer-
jeney,  ** Call to this, Liekham !

“Taleg ! ™ saad the Form-master, as the
coin spun in the air,

" Wrang ! ™ said the Head, without even
trubbling to eggsamine the coin, which had
rolled on the carpet. * I've won the toss,
so it's me for Fearless Towers, I wonder if
yvou wonuld lend ma the nosessary railway.
fare, Lickham 7"

Mr. Lickham frowned. The Head was
for ever horrowing small snma of Jim ;
andd 16 was not in his power to pefnuse.

“ I will lend yvou the amount of the far
one way, with plezzure,”
he satd,  * But surely
the fare fov your relurn
jerney will be paid by
Alr. Fearless ? Ho will
doubtless have  lefs
instructions  with s
houzckeeper 1o pay all
your expenses T"

* Doubtloss,” agreod
thoe Head, ' Just give
ma threc-and-fourpenes
for tho single jermey,
amd 'l be off.”

Very reluctantly, Mr.
Liekham  hended ovep
the munmy, Dhumminge
to Boposd I as he diod wo,
“MThou  art lost andd
gone for ever !’

With an aivy wavae of
the hand, the Head
distnissed  the  Torm-
master, Then ha turnod
to hig desk and insultod
8 timotable,

“There's o trane ab

Adventures of Dr. Birchemall, the
Head

Tail of the Brethless

of S5t. Sam’s.

He discarded his gown and
morter-board, and, stepping ta
the mirrer, started to comb hia
long beerd with o epecial rale
which ho kept for that purrpusa.

The Head weas thus engaged when tha
door opened, and a strikingly bewtiful girl

awept into the study. She brought with

her & fraggrance of fried sossidges, for she
had just brekfasted. £

She was a girl whe had geen about
fourteen winters—and ons English sum-
mer. Her bingled hair hung pracefully
down her back; there was a dimple

on one rogy cheek, and & pimple on the

other, When she smiled—and she was
smiling now—her testh were like the

.rmm_u.m of & pianc, Her eyes ware like a

pair of swimming pools; and they wero
now turned fondly upon the Head. For
this bewitching bewty was no other than
Molly Birchemall, the Head's daughter,
ahd the apple of hie eye.

* Good mourning, pop ! ”* ghe said gaily.
I just looked in to Bee if you could
gpare the time for & game of eroaky.”

The Head smiled, _

* Borry to dieappoint you, my dear,’
he smd, *but duty calls. And if I
nogglected my duoty in order to play
croaky, I should be put through tho
hoop myseli! Fact is, I've got to go
and meet & new boy."

* Oh, hother ! ** said Molly with a pout,

“Yes, it's an awful newsance,"” agreed
tho Head. * But it'a too late for mo to
riggle out of it."

L]
¥

Dr. Birchemall gets more than he bargains for when he meets
the utterly rash and reckless young rascal -FRANK FEARLESS!

ba trusted to travel wlone ©V
asked Molly skornfully,

“ Not so, my dear. So {ar
from being a weekling, he is
auch & mischeevua little munky,
asuch an utterly rash and reckless
young rascal, that somebody in
erthority has got to go and
fetech him.”

Molly Birchemall gave a sniff.

“It's nll through him that we can't
go end play croaky,” she said. 1 -_Dﬁé
Wd.n will birch him, pop, for putting the

vbosh on our game."

The Head larfod grimlyn

“Io will get birchings enuft, and to
spare, whon he gots to St. Sam’s—if hia
father's description of him is correct!”™
ha said. *“ But I must be off now, my
dear. What will you de with yoursel
in my absence ¥ "’

“Go for & walk,” said Molly.

The Head turned from the mirrar and
lifted a bony fourfinger in sclltim warning.

“ Mind you take grate care of yourself,
Molly., I have heard thet there is a
gang of gipsiea in the nayberhooad—not
the nice kind of gipsies,, but rfi end
ruffanly carracters, m. they should woy-
lay you, and kidnap you 2

Molly Birchemall larfed in her father’s
face,

“¥What nonsense m.aa do talk, pop!
Why on earth should a gang of gipsies
want to kidnap me ¥ "

“To hold you to ransom, with the idean
of opmatorting a m__u:.ma sum of munny
out of me. They are the sort of shoundvels

. who would stoop to anything low,” added

“ [z this new hoy such =
helpless weakling thet he can't

tha Head, as he
bent down to tie his
bootlace,

But Molly laried
at her father’s fears.

“If they start sny Lkidnapping stunts
they won’t catch this kid napping ! " she
said,

Then, bestowing a dutiful peclke upen
her parent’s cheek, Molly tripped out
into ~ the sunshine. From lhis atudy
window the ¥ead watched her fairy feet
flitting across the gquadrangle.

“Well may I be prowd of such a
daughter ! he mutterd. " A bonny
lags, indecd! She has inherrited all her
father's good qualities—and none of his
bad ones. I trussed that no harm will
come to her, But, there ! Molly knows
how to take care of herself,” J

3o sayving, the Head dismissed his
doughter from his mind, and sallied
fourtlh to catch the ten-twenty, “which
wasg to carry him on his mission to Fearless
Towers,

1L,

i WENTY miles!" pgroaned ihe
Head, " Twenty long, weary
miles to 8t Sam's—and I must
trudge every inch of the way ! ”

It waa not s cheerful prospect, and the
Head knitted his brows and darned his
misfortuna as he set out from Fearless
Towora,

He had arrived at the Towers to fetch
Frank Feorless, ¢nly to be informed by
& manservant that Master Frank had
already left for St. Bam's in ono of his
frther's cars.

This in itself was ennff to eggsasperato
the Head: but, to
malke matters worse,
Afr. Fearlesge had  left
no munny &t the honsoe
for the Hoad's trawvel-
ling expenzes. And
Dactor Birchermall was
braloe !

His first thought was
to bhorrow the mnount
nf the return fare from
the wman- servant,  But
ro, it would ba too
infra «ige for a Head-
master Lo horrow munny
from o meenminl, Thera
was nothing for it bug
to walk Dback to St
Sam's-—to  tramp the
twenty long miles, with
the faint hope of getting
a lift on the road.

Very black and hitter
were the Head's
thonghts as he set out
on hia weary jerney.
Ho was no wallker at

ten-twenty,” hoe mere-
mored, ° That will do

The trailer "in which he sat playsd all sorts of strange tricks,
to the youthful Fa

Lrlana to slow down.

twenty miles would ba

amvd Dr. Birchamall, ¢linging wildly to his perch, shouted vainly — tho best of tinies, and

me & troeat,'

8 nightmare. But the

Head conaoled himself with the reflaction
that he  wounld malke things warm for
Frank Fearlesa when he at last got bael
e m.w. mEﬁ.m._.h al dari

“ ¥Foancy the TAEC aring to
leaveo _..n_“"___..._.m. Umﬁﬂ”ﬂﬂ arrived ! mﬂm_.._
the Head. *“He seems to have no
reapect whatever for orthority. But I'll
learn him ! My fingers are itching to
bireh him black and blue

The Head strode on savvidgely. Ho
waa fresh now, and full of beana; but ho
wondered what he would feel like by the
time he got to 5t. Sam’'s—if ever he got
there,

There was & audden toot-taot behind
him, and the Head lept into the ditch just
in time to aavo his skin, A ecar flow past
him in a flash,

“Htop ! wyellod the Head, I want
a liit ! Stop, you rotter ! "

But the car disappeared in & cloud of
duat. The Head erawled out of the
diteh and put his thum to his nose, snd
spread his fingers out fan-like,

“Yah! Row-doggl” he
sleornfudly.

And he resumed his weary tramp.

Progreee was slow; for ever and
anonymusly the Head had to dart into
the hedpe, or seek the frendly shelter of o
diteh, to avoid being run down, He yelled
at each and overy motoriat who Mﬁgm
him ; but he wasz 80 bedraggled with mare
that he looked like & tramp, and nobody
cared to give him a lift,

After five miles of this sort of thing, ihe
Head came upon a weird and wunderful
spectackle.

A gtranpge thing on wheels—f{or it could
not o called a car—stood stationary in
the roadway, Tt could not be called a car,
for the sipnplo veozon that it was anly half o
enr, . It Lad no body., Tt was jnat a
shassty, with the honnet and steering-
wheel in fremt. An inverted soap-hox
formed tho driver's seat,

Whora the body of the car should have
heen there was a sort of nenagery of
heasts. and birds, There was a rabbit-
hutch, full of tame bunmies ; thers woa o
large coop, which contained o domesticka-
ted pont 3 there was a cago of white miee ;
and there was o smaller eage which con-
tained & chattering parrot.  All  these
things werp heaped together in wild dis-
order ; and the driver of the car—=a
freckled-faced youngster of fourteen—
wag trying to fasten a cupple of coops
together with a length n__mﬂ vope, which
wean't nearly long enufi,

Behind the disamhoddied car, attached
by means of o stout rope, was an  old-
fashuned bathelmir, It contained neo

(Continued on sext page.)
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