





Pad,

pad, pad !

In the stilly silence of the night a mysterious unknown walks Masters” Corridor

—bent on revenge | The question of the hour at Greyfriars {s : Who is——
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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Not About A Pie!

ILLY BUNTER sat up mn bed as
B the rising-bell clanged in the
dewy morn,

He blinked vp and down the
Remave dormitory; then he groped for
hiz spectacles, jammed them on his fat
litile nose, and blinked again.

It was unuszual for Billy Bunter to sit
up and take notice while the rising-bell
was still rinping, Generally the last
clang had clanged before the fat Owl of
the Remove: stirred, and even then,
Bunter was wont to snatch a few more
minutes before he hifted his fat head
from the pillow.

A fow exita minutes could bbd gained
by reducing the time devoted to wash-
ing—an aperabion on which Bunter was
never fearfully keen.

But on this particular morning, Billy
Bunter was not thinking of a few extra
minutes, and for once his snore did not
mingle with the jingle of the bell,
E-lttmg up in bed, the fat junior blinked
inguisitively up and down and round
about.

Something was * up.”

Bunter did not know what it was. He
wanted to know ! Bunter always wanted
to know !

Every other fellow in the Remove had
tarned out. Many faces were very
serigus. There was a buzz of voices, in
fones of excitement. Harry Wharton,
the captain of the Remove, looked un-
usually grave. Bob Cherrr, generally in
A state of exuberance the moment he
bounded out of bed, scemed subdued.
Snatches of falk reached Bunter's fat
Cars,

“ For it, this time—"

“MNo mistake about that—->"

“Up before the Big Beak—"

“Flopging in Hall—*

“Rough luck 1™

“Oh, serve him right I

“Asking for it—"

(Ciepyright in the Taited States of America.

--: ﬁ.‘*’i‘é‘:‘*i

_i:,l:::” .ﬁlrj ;

L il b

II..._I hlifyf Ii
“ -.'-,t].!'

eF
d s

&,
. nin

“I say, vou fellows, what's up!”
squ._{:akei:f Billy Bunter, intensely
CLIT LS,

It looked, to Bunter, as if something
must have happened in the night, There
had been no cause of excitement in the
Remove, so far as Bunter knew, when
the Form went to bed. If anything had
been “up,” then DBunter would have
known—Binier always knew what was
up. The Peeping Tom of Greyfriars al-
wavs had the latest news.

But if anything happened in the
night, Bunicr was rather st a disadvan-
tage. When Bunter's eyes closed at bod-
time, they did not recpen till morning.
In the watches of the night, Bunter's
snore was like the “unending melody *
in Wagner — thotugh perhaps less
melodious | There were few things that

‘Bunter eonld do well—but when it camo

to  sleeping,  Rip Van Winkle had
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nothing on Bunter. Nothing short of an
air-raid would have awakened the- fat
Owl, when once slumber’s chain had
bound him.

So. Billy Bunter, for onee, did net
know what was up; and was the only
fellow in the Greyfriars Remove whe
::hdu’@! :

U What's up " demanded Bonter, ™1
say, Cherry, what's up?™

“I am,” answered Bob, “and it's time
you were, tog ™
“Beast! I say, Inkv, 13 anything
o
“The upfulness is terrific ! answered
Hurree Jamset Ham Singh.

*Well, you might iell a fellow!™
All Tights TesaTved,
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hooted Bunter,
pened, Bull ¥

“¥Yes, ass!"” grunted Johnny Bull,

“Dunter never woke up,” pgrinned
Skinner. * He was snoring all the while
Quelch was hereg—=>"

“Oh crikey! Has old Queleh been
here t* exclaimed DBunter. MNocturnal
vigits from Mr, Quelch, the Remove
master, wore rave |

“Queleh barged in twice last night,
fathead !’ said Frank Nugent.

“Oh ecrumbs ™ Bill unter looked
alarmed. 1 say, what did Quelch
want? Was he after & pie?”

“4 pie!® repeated DBob Cherry,
staring gt the fat Owl. “ Do you think
g eak would come up to a dormitory in
the middle of the night for a pie?
Wandering in your mind "

“Well, T mean to say, if the House-
dame told him there was s pie missing,
he might have fancied that some fellow
here knew something about it——"

“Ha, ha, ha I¥

Most of the Remove fellows had been
looking rather serious. Hut Billy Bunter
had succceded in furnishing a  hitla
eomie relief, There was & ripple of
laughter up and down the dormitory.

“T say, vour fellows, blessed if 1 see
anvthing to cackle at!’” yapped Bunter.
“ Look here, did Quelch say anvthing
about a pia®” :

“You howling ass,” said Harry Whar-
ton, “1t was something 2 good deal more
serigus than a pie.” i

“1 mnever had anything else!™ eaid
Bunter. “T mean, I never had the pie,
either. If it was anvthing olse, I never
had it. Not that I had the pie, yon
know! T jolly well know that nobody
saw me going down to the pantry;
besides, T never went. Tf there's any-
thing else gone, T know no more about

““Has anything lap-

it than the pig—->*

“Ha, ha, ha!"
“It's prelty sickening, the way ther
alwars think of me, if there's any grub
“Trg Macner Lisnany.—No. 1,607,
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missing. But if it wasn't the pYe; what
was it?” asked Bunter. “ 1 never had
the cake! I couldn't carry it slong with
the pie——"

“Ha, ha, ha ™

“Ind one of wou fellows take the
cake?” asked Bunter. "I think you
mught have whacked it out, if you did. I'd
have whacked out the pie, only 1t went
so guick, you know—I mean, I'd have
whacked it dut if I'd had it, but of
conrse, I never did] But if Qualch was
alter the cake——" ] :

“You blithering owl,” said Bob.
“ Quelch was after a fellow who went out
-of bounds, after lights out, and he
popued him."” g

“Oh!” ejaculated Bunter.
relieved. : .

If a fellow had been caught breaking
bounds after lights out, it was an
swiully serious matter for the fellow con-
cerned. But it was not serious for Billy
Bunter, as he was not the fellowi So it
was all right ! Billy Bunter had nothing
more serious that & pla on his fat
coOnSclendce.,

“T1 say, you fellows, who was it?”
azhed Bunter. “'Was it you, Smithy "

Herbert Vernon-Smith, the Bnunjer of
Greyiriars, chuckled. -

“Not this time, old fat man!™ he
answared.

“Was it you, Hazel 17

Hazeldens of the Remove spun round
with startled eyes, glaring at the
inquiring Owl.

“¥ou fat idict, what do yon mean?*
ha exclaimed. *I was in bed when
Wuelch came up—all the fellows know I
was in bed-—what do you mean, you
gﬂ.hh]imf fat chump 7 ;

“Well, I . was only asking,” -szid
Bunter 'b]inking at him, “You're look-
ing rather seedy and sickly—"

“ You babbling Owl—"

“Well, you look as if you ain’t slept
much,” said Bunter. * Besides, I know
.gt:ﬂ.t went up to the Three Fishers on

A¥ '

atorday afterncon——

“Will you' shut up, you fat feol?”
yelled Hazel. : d '
“I'm only asking yot if it was you

He was

who was caught bresking out last night !

1 supposze
quesfion

“Ha, ha, hal” )

-Hazel clenched his hands and made a
stride ' towards Bunter's bed. The fat
{':*:i:l‘ promptly turned out, on the other
side,

you can answer & oivil

“Hare, you keep off, you beast!” he
Eajped. '"Tain't my fault if you've
been copped bresking out at night, is

Itl?u

“¥ou burbling bloafer,” roared Bob
Cherry, * it wasn't Hazel 1

“0Qh, wasu't it7 Then what is he
ﬁ:—:tting 80 .Lﬂuﬁ' shirty for?" asked

unter, blinking warily at the exas-
pa;alie& Hazel across the bed. I never
said it was Hazel—I only esked him if it
was! Was it vou, Skinner??

“ Idiot 1*

“Well, whoe was 1it?" demanded
Bunter. “If a chap’s going to be sacked
to-day, I'd like to know who it is. Was
1t you, Wharton ?* '

¢ I1” ejaculated the captain of the
Remove. .

“Ha, ha, ha'I™

“Well, you seem to be pulling a jolly

THE MAGNETY

fong face ‘over something. ¥ fay, old
chap, I'm sorry 3f  you've - been'
":ﬂp Ed " *

“T'H make you sorrier, if you don't
stop telking rot, you blithering fat owl!”
growled the captain of the Remove,

“1t was Traey, you ass " said Beb.

“Oht Traey!” T

Billy Bunter turned his eyes and hia
spectacles on Gilbert Tracy, the new
fellow in the Remova, .

Gilbert was sitting on the side of his
bed, putting his shoes on. His look and
manner were quita cool espd  un-
concerned.

Many fellows, as well as Bunter, were

looking at Tracy. Nobody envied him
the prospect before bim. A good many
wondered ot his coolness,  Gilbert
Trscﬁ?, the smutineer of the Form, the
“bad hat,” reputed the worst boy in
the school, had been in- incessant
trouble ever since he had come to Grey-
friars: and now he was up against 1
onCe more, worse than ever. ;

But it did not seem to be worrving
Gilbert unduly, Every else was a
little excited, and s good many were

. coneerned; Gilbert  seemed  neither
excited nor concerned.

“Might have ssed it was Tracy !”
said Bunter, ‘' He's always up to some-
thing. I say, Tracy, did you reslly go
out after lights outi™

“Quite 1" assented Gilbert.

“Oh crumbs! And Quelchy knows?"
gasped Buuter,

“He came up and found Tracy’s bed

empt-{.l” said Nugent.
“Oh jiminy! Did he bag you,
Bunter, ;

T:a?f” gasped ]
“Yes; got me at the box-room win-
dow when I got in!” yawned Gilbert.

“1 eay, you fellows, you might have
woke me upl” said Bunter reproacn-
fully. -~ "I've missed all this] Did
Quelch bring you in, Tracy? I think

ou fellows might have called me!
~Missing a thing like this—"

“Fathead 1 :

“But, I say, Tracy, where had vou
.been?” asked Bunter eagerly.

“Only walking round the Housze |”

“Wha-a-t 1", -

“Just a little trot!™ ,

“0Oh crikey! Did you tell Quelch
that 1"

'] ‘33‘!“

“He, he, hel” cachinnated Bunter.
.*0Oh crumbsi He, he, hel Fanoy
¥innin}§ uelch & yarn like that!

hink he'd

clieve 1t17 : iz
“Hardly " said Gilbert. “ At least,
I gathered from hiz maoner that he had
somo strong doupta.”

“ He, he, he 1" o

“Look here, Tracy,”™ said Harry
Wharton. “You'll be up bhefore the
Head! Don't ba such an ass as to
spin bim a eilly yarn| You'll get it
tongh enough, in any case—don’t talk
rot to the Head I

Gilbert laughed.

“Wouldn't you advizd me to tell the

Head the truth ¥ he inquired.

“Yen, certainly I

“Well, that’s the ‘truth|™

“Oh, don’t be an azs ¥

The captain of the Remove turned
ﬂwa{i from him impatiently. He was
not keigwtu believe that a fellow had
broken ndas in the middle of the
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round the Housel
Neither was anyone
else — least of all

Mi. Quelch and the
B (| ressmmert
. ~ Wsilbert shrugge
| FREE? {{{ | hiz shoulders. gg.
BILLIARD! “He, he, hol”
choertled Billy

£
Bunter. “You've
got & nerve, old

night simply in order to take a walk

i, and no mistake.

chap! I-ery, vou won’t be sacked like

‘any other ‘follow, because Quelch knows

you want id get away from the school,
and he jolly welt won'’t let you! But, I
say, yqu'll get & fearful whopping, and
very likely a wéek in punny—you're for
But, I say, you
fellows, you're sure Quelch never said

anything sbout & piet”

“Fathead I™ i

“Oh, really, Cherry! If he didn’t,
all rightt Ferhaps Mrs. Kebble never
told him! 8he may think the cat had
it! What do you think?"

“Blitherer |” answered Bob.

" Beast |

And Billy Bunter turned at last to
hiz brief wash—relieved in his fat mind.

No doubt he was sorry for Gilbert, con-
sidering the awful prospect before
him; ful: clearly matters might have
been worse; Quelch might have known
about that piel

THE SECOND CHAPTER,
A Fellow In A Funk!

HERE'S Tracy?”
Harry Wharton
were m the quad,
breakfast that morming,
when Hazel came up and made that

inquiry.
he Famous Five of the Remove

were not looking quite o0 merry and
bright as usual. .

They could not help feeling a litile
concernaed about the member of the
BEemove who was “for it."™

Any fellow who was up for a Head's
flogging, with probably the gpunish-
ment-room -to follow, would naturally
have been an object of some. sympathy,
even, if he “actked for it " s0 earnestly
and persistently as Gilbert did.

Certainly, the chums of the Remove
had their own opinion, and a strong
one, of a fellow who was given to
breaking bounds, ﬁub-huu.n;,mg, back-
ing gee-gees, and “ breaking out™ after
lights out at night. St '

All these sins had Gilbert committed,
not only once, but a good many times;
and in consequence, he had-had ‘a
thor path to ftread ‘at Greyiriars
Eﬂhﬁ'ﬂ S " L E ' o

There was no doubt, in fact, that he
would have been nxpelied before he had
been in the school a week: but for the
peculiar circumstances of the case.

Gilbert wanted to get away from the
school, ever if ‘he had to he “Bsacked ™
to get away; so in hiz peculiar case,
expulsion would not have been purish-
ment, but rather a rewardl

That was the only reason why he was
still at Greyfriars,

Eveor singe he had come, he had had
g “feud ” on with his Form-master:
and though uncounted whoppings had
come his way, he had undoubtedly
givern Mr. Cuelch a tremendous amount
of trouble,

No doubt he was a8 bad hat; prob-
ably, as Quelch believed, the worst boy
in the school; still, most of the fellows
knew that he kicked over the traces
chiefly to make Quelch tired of keep-

ing him there.

He had been as unpopular with the
Remove fellows as wit Remove
master. But of late there had been a
spot of & change |

It had really locked as if the kad hat
of the Remove was turning over a new
leaf] Heveral times he had, 8o to
speal, astonished the natives by scting
quite decently 1 -

He had been Harry Wharton's un-
scrupuilous enemy; wet he had done
Wharton & good turn, and saved him
from a rather serious row; and the

i
& Co
after



captain of the Remove could not forget
that, and did not want to forget it. .

Wharton had, indeed, hoped that the
follow was going to make an effort to
wash out his bad start, settle down o
what coild not be helped, and begin
again—and he was more than willing
to give what aid and encouragement he
could. And his chums were ready to
back him ap i r.

S0 it was rather a shock and a dis-
appointment to  all of them when
{iiﬁmrt proved once more that he was
the same old Gilbert, unchanged’ after
all—as could hardly be doubted, when
Qluel-.‘;l_l “snaffled ** him getting into the
House by the box.room window, and
marched him back to his dormitory at
nearly midnight !

Gilbert was for it now—hard and
heavy ! Any other fellow would have
been sacked.,  Gilbert Tracy  would
not be sacked—but, short of that, he
would get the hardest and heaviest
punishment {hal could be handed out to
any fellow.

CAnd the Famous Five, who had noted
the look on Quelch’s face when he had
brought back Gilbert to the dormitory
the night before, could not help feelin
a spob of compassion. He had aske

for it—bogged for it, in fact—but what .

e was going to get, was going to be
very tough ! i
The chums of the Remove were dis
cussing Gilbert when Hazel came up,
Hazel was, as Billy Bunter had re-
marked, looking rather seedy and
sickly that morming, Most of the Re-
move had beon awakevned in the night;
but Hazel looked as 1f he had hardly
alept at all. '
“Hoon Traey ™ he asked, before anr
of the Co. could answer his firat gues-
tion, I can't find him anvwhere !

“He's gone to speak to Q.)[ueltil."
answered Harry Wharton, 1 thmk
he's waiting in Queleh’s study now s

“In Quelch’s study? Why! Hae
hasn't ‘got to sce the Hsad tll after
third school, has he? What does he
want to speak to tJuelch about?™ ex-
claimed Hazel. ¢
l_ThD Famous Five fauly blinked at
LITTI.

Hazeldene's face had gone quite
white, Other fellows in the Remove
wera feeling concerned about the fate
of the bad hat; but certainly not to
this extent. :

. “What's the matter, Hazel?"” aszked
Harry, in astonishment. ¥ You're look-
ing guite sick—"

“Oh, don't talk rot!" snapped Hagzel.
“Look here, Quelch 15 with the Head—

know he went to Dr. Locke's studsy,
E,I:Il_” TR

“Tawing over Tracv,” szald RPob
Cherry.  “They've got to decide what
the silly ass has got coming to him !

“Y¥es, bLut why has ‘he gona to
Quelch’s  study ¥ exclaimed Hazel,
“He can't have anything to say to
Quelch, unless—"  Hazel broke off
sharply. ¥

“Unless what?” asked Harry Whar-
ton guictly. " For goodness’ sake,
Hazel, you haven’t been mixed up i
his pub-haunting slunts, have you?*”

“Oh, don't be a fool ™

With that polite reply. Hazeldene
turned away and hurried off (o the
House, almost at a run. .

Harry Wharton & Co. stared after
him as he went.

“He can't be mixed up 1n 161" said
Bob Cherry blankly.

“Looks as if he’s afraid of some-
thing 1" said  Johnny Bull, with a
prunt,  “He's just twittering  with
funk. ™

“The funkfulness seems to be truly
terrific!”  remgrked {nrree  Jamsei

Ham Sineh. But the esteemad and

. Marjorie -Hazel

EVERY SATURDAY

.ridiculous Hazel was not out of bounds

last night. He was in bed when Quelch
came up.” : 5

“I saw him there!™. s=aid Trank
Nugent, with a nod., *I noticed that
ha didn’'t wake up, like most of the
fellows, when Quelch barged in—but he
was thers all right!”

“"Quelch would have spotted it fast
enough if he hadn't been,” said Harry
Wharton slowly. *““Nobody was out, but
Tracy! = But "—his brow darkened—
"vou can see that he's afraid of what
Tracy may say to Quelchl If that
rotter has been leading that weak.
ﬁiaeﬂ En:ml inte his own rottem waoys

“Fat lot of leading he wants!”
grunted Johnny Bull, "He was in a
row last term—before Tracy came !

Harry Wharton's lips set hard.

It was true that Hazel landed hLim-
self in trouble, almost as regularly as
clockwork., Twice a term he was in
soime serape or other—he had onee been
within measurable distance of the sack.
But 1t was due more to weakness of
character than to anything else—Hazel
wias generally more or less straight, if

~worse fellows left him alone. .

reckless and  un-
rascal might have led
ene's brother into his
own  rotéen waya and risky pursaits
ronsed Wharton's deepest anger. IHe
could imagine Marjorie's feelings if she
heard that her brother was mixed up in
& disgraceful row. at his school with the
bad hat of his Form. _ _

“If that's it—"" gaid Harry, with a

' The idea that a
serupulous mﬂng

dc*e_:;i breath. :
“They're not -’pally,” said Bob un-
comfortably. © “I've never seen them
together.”

“You can zee what it looks liko !™

Bob made no reply to that. All the
Famous Five could see only oo clearly
what it looked like! o

Harry Wharlon, as he walked on
with a Lnitted brow, was no longer
feeling a compassionate concern for
Gilbert Tracy ! He was feeling strongly
inclined to punch him right and left—
and whatever the Head gave him, the
captain of the Remove would willingly
have given hun & little move |

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
‘A Dog With A Bad Name !
G*ILBERT TRACY stcod in_his

Form-master’s study, looking
rather glumly from the window
in the quad. :

Quelch was with the Head; no douli
discussing _ what was to come fo the
voung rascal who had been caught out
of bounds after lights out. Gilbert was
waiting for him. . :

In the presence of the other fellows,
the bad hat of the Remove kept up an
sppearance of cool -unconcern.  But
now that he was alone, his real feel-
ings appeared in hiz face. It wus
{:lﬂuﬂ{*ﬂ—-—mﬂeﬁtin?‘ Flt}l}m}f thoughts.

Many of the fellows knew that he
tad gone-in to speak to Quelch before
class, though they did not know why.
There was nothing that he could say—
no doubt about what he had done, and
no defonee that he could make. If he
was thinking of making an appeal to
his Form-master, any man _in the
Remove could have told him, in ad-
vance, that it was useless.

Ciilbert turned from the window as’

the door suddenly opened. Dut it was
not Mr. Quelch who came in, as he ox-
pected. It was Hazeldene, white-faced
and breathless, Gilbert stared at him.

“Hazel! What the thump do you

5

want hiere P2 he exclaimed.  “Get out,
vou ass!”

Hazel threw the door shut, and came
across to him, panting. He was, as
Johnny Bull said, twittering wiih
fllrl;.i:. : LA E !

“What are yon going to do? he

anted.  “What have you come here
or? You're not going to the Hoad
till after third school—-"

“L know that!”

“Well, then—what—— Lwok here,
what have you got to say to Quelch?
If you're going to give me away-—is
that it? I never msked you to barge in
last night—you know I never did! Yeu
did i1t of your own accord! You can't
give me away after that—vou can't.”

(ilhert looked at him.

“You rotten funk!™ he said. “Cet
out, before Quelch catches you here | If
he sees vou with me, he may guoss
somethinge——?"

“But vou're not—nol * ghammered
Hazel.

“Oh, don't be a-cowardly fool " saud
Tracy contemptuously. “Do vou think
I'm a miserable funk like' you—to ch
and change? pulled you through
last night—not for your own sake!
Can't you see that I've got to stend for
it now, whether I like it or not ? You're
safo 1™ : :

Hazel gasped with relief, but he still
seemned doubtful. It was harvd for him
to believe that a fellow was prepared to
face another fellow's punishment—e:-
pecially Gilbert Traoy !

“Pull yourself together!™ snapped
Gilbert. “You're safe as houses! Sup-
pose I told Quelch what happened last
night—do vou think he would believe a
word of it? I couldn’t p;_im VOUL BWAY
now, if I wanted to. Can’t you see
that 7"

“ But——" stammered Hazel.

“Buppose I told Quelch the whole
story i sneered Gilbert. “Buppose 1
told him I found that you'd. gone out
after lights out and heard him comin
up and got into your bed to pull his
leg! Think he'd believe it? He be-
lieved then that vou were in bhed, and
that I'd gone out—think he wouldn't
go on believing it?”

“Oh! But—"

“Think he'd believe that T came out
afterwards to warn you, and let vou m
by the Bixth Form lobby and got in ar
jthe  box-room ‘window myself, after
being out of the House only a quarter
-of an hour? A likely story—to be told
‘by the worst boy in the school 1 jeered
Gilbert.

“But—— fa.sped Hazel.

“It's not the sort of thing a fellow
would do for another fellow, as a rule®
said Gilbert. *“Think I'd have done it
for you on your own account? Your
sister did me 8 good turn—and I did i
on her account, not yoursl So far as
vou're concerned personally, you could
be turfed out of the school this morning
—think I should care?®”

“¥You—you—you came here to speal
to Quelch—what have you got lo say,
then, if it izn't—"

“That's my business! Nothing about
you!” said Gilbert scornfully. “Did
you think I'd come here to crawl out of
1t.l_l§y giving you away? You rat!” -

arcl stood panting.  That was
oxactly what he had thought—or feared,
at least ! Even vet he did not feel sure.

"1 never asked you to butt in,” he
muttered. : :

“T know that! I tell vou I'm not
poing Lo mention you ko Queleh | Ciot
out before he comes back.™

“It's not so bad for vou as for me.”
muttered Hazel. "“They won't sack
you—they know you want to be sacked.
Very likely Quelch will think you did

Tre Macwer LiBRARY, —Na. 1.607.
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it specially te drive him inte kicking
you_out. But I—I—" _

“T know all that! I tell you you're
safe!  You silly ass . I tell youn %uelch
wouldn't believe & word of at if i told
him! Could I prove iti"

id B-I.ltil"'—'"""‘” ]

“Quelch may be back any minute—
it's close on class! Don'é let him gateh
you here, or he may guess something.
He's sharp as & razor., Get out, you
nss 1 . ; '

f You—you—you're not going to—to
mention mg———""

“Haven't I told yon so?” snsrled
Gilbert, *Get out—you make me sick [”

Hazel tu to the door. He was
partly reassured, but not whally.
Tracy, so far, intended to stand by

what he hed done. He could see thaf.
But when it came to . facing the musio

hg——- : i
“For goodness’ sale, gi;:l; ‘out
growled Gilbert. “If Quelch—oh,  my
hat—here ha comes|” : =
There was'a step in the passage, and
the door ugen@d.; Mr, d)uelch caRine
inte the study. :

Hazel mads & desﬁfmtd effort to pull
himself togethier: 8 dreaded that his
Form-master might read- the truth in
l1ig face. © - ; : :

My, Quelch started a little at the
sight of the two juniors. He had not
expected to find anyone in his study.
Hiz brow darkened st Gilbert.

“What are vou doing here!” he

snapped, addressing the two together,
"?—'I came to sSpeak to ‘Tracy,
sip-—" gtammered Hazel,

“Leave my study at once ™

Hazeldene was glad enocugh to leave
it; glad, too, that Quelch hardly gave
him a glance, his attention being fized
ant Lracy. -

“May I speak to you, sir!” asked
Gilbert, with more respect in his
manner than the rebel of the Hemove
usually displayed towards his Form-
master. i :

“1 desire to hear nothing from you,
Traey! I have reported your conduct
ta your headmaster, and you will sea
Dr. Locke after third school, as T have
already told you. You may go.”

“If you'd let me speak, -sir—"

“It 13 useless,” said Mr, Quelch, “But
I will hear you—be brief.” ¥

“I'd like to tell you, sir, that it
wasn't exactly, as it looked last night,"”
said Tracy, I was out of the House—
but not out of school bounds.
went cutside the school, gar.™

“¥You can hardly expect me to helieve
such a statement, Traey. Tt is_absurd
on the face of it,” said the Remove
master. " Your dealings with dis-
reputable characters ouniside the school
are well known to me, You have been
detected more than once. Now you
have been detected once more. Your
statement is not only incredible, but
impudent.”

“Tt's true, sir.”

“Wonsense! You may
study.”

“]=I'd like you to try to believe me,
for—for once, =ir!"” said Gilbert. " I—
I don’t want my uncle to hear that I'm
in disprace AgAaIN—

L
said Mr. Quelch, with

I never

leave my

“ Indeed I Mr
grim sarcaem., “This is somewhat new,
Tracy! Your uncle, 8ir Gilez Oak-

wood, is perfectly well acquainted with
the fact that you have been in disgrace
cver sinoce you came to QGreyirviars, It
was because of your disgraceful con-
duct and bad associations, and your un-
manageable character, that your uncle
sent you here. It was only my eoncern
for an old friend with such a problem
cn his hands that induced me to let you
come here at 8ll. Now you tell me that
Tue Macxer Lisrany.—No, 1,607,
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{-::mr uncle’s opinron weighs with yeu!
should be pglad to hear it—if thers
wera 8 word of.truth in 18"

“It's- different ‘mow, Eirl"™ said
Tracy. 1 had a letter from my father
vesterday—-"

“And what difference does that
make }"” snapped Mr, Queleh. *'¥Your
father i3 a helpless invalid, in & nurs-
ing-home, owing to trouble from old
wounda received In the War. You
have never, so far as I am aware, given
him & single thought—certainly you
have never considered him, or what he
I{m:ghﬁﬂ think of your conduct, 1f he

TLEW .

~ Gialbert winced,

“He wrote 1o me; sir, that he's
getting better, and may be able to leave
the nursing-home. That makes a différ-
ence b I—I don’t want him to hear that
I'm in disgrace here, He doesn't knovw,
so far; he's been too ill to be told any-
thing. But now——=" .

“And you chose such & time for
breaking out at nightl” spapped Mr.
Quelch. “Say noe mere, Tracy! I1f I
could believe that regayd for. your
father had caused some desire for
anendment in "you I should be giaﬂ;
but I can believe nothing of the kind.
It there were s word of truth in what
Fou APe saving,. vou would -certainly
not. have left ' your dormitory after
lighta out last mght.™ . '

“Tve.told vou, sir—="

“Enough! Leave my study [V

A black and bitter lock came over
Gilbert's face.

He did not see—or did not choose to
see—that he had tried his Form-
master’s patience too far, that one reck-
leas, mutinous, and unscrupulous ack
after another had made 1t impessible
for JIr. Quelch to place the slightest
faith.in him.

He . was not going to have a chance:
he was a dog with a bad name, and a
dog with a bad name he was going to
vemain,  With bitter, zavage resent-
ment in s breast, he turned to the
dﬂm& and left the study without another
WO,

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
A Hagz In The Hemove !

1 SAY, vou fellows 1”

Billy Bunter. was grinning

as he joined the MoV

follows at " the door of the
Form-room for hrst school.

“Hallo, hallo, hallol What's the
latest keyhole news, old fat man?”
asked Bob Cherry.

“Beast! I say, they're igetting punny
ready I’ said Bunter. *“1 saw Trotter,
and he said he had to get the room
ready ! You're for it, Tracy 1"

Tracy lavghed.

It was seldom that the punishment-
room &t Greyfriars had an cccupant.
But if it was being prepared for one,
thers was no doubt whe that occupant
was going to be. He had not yet seen
the Head and received his sentence;
but Billy Bunter's rews yevealed the
fact that it was not only a flogging
that he had to expect. "

“Rough Iuck, old man!™ said the
Bounder. “¥You won't get & chance,
this time, of locking Quelch in,”™

Somo of the juniors laughed. Onece
before Gilbert had been sentenced to
unny, and the Remove were nos
ikely to forget what had happened
then. With a cool impudence that was
really amazing, Tracy had contrived to
lock tha door on his Form-master, and
Mr. Quelch had been a prisoner in the
punishment-room for nearly two days,
the kevy in Tracy's pocket, and all

Greyiriars mystitied to guess what bad
becore of the Remove master | i

Gilbert was not, as the Bounder re-
marked, likely to hdive a chance of
playing that extraordinary trick over
again. He was guite capabla of i, but
Queleh was notlikely to be caught nap-
ping a second time !

But Gilbert did not seem dismayed
by the prospect of being impriso in
punny. IHe seemed rather emused.

“I say, it's pretty awful, old chap 1"
said Bunter, *“You won't get much
in the way of grub! Just thie school
grub, you know 1" il

‘Bunter shook his head.  He could feel
for a fellow who was going to pet-only
enough grub for one!

“It wouldn't be se awful if you got
out of lesson,” cdintinued Bunter. "ltgl.gt
you'll hava your school books, and you
can bet that Quelch will see fthat you

ut it your work, all the samal Véry
ikely something extra. You've gob
Quelch’s rag out, old chap.”

“I'll get it out. a little more belore
I'va done ‘wifh him I”" said Gilbert.

“¥ou ‘won't be able to do ani.‘thiitg
when you're in punny !’ said the fas
Owl, “You'll be locked in, faken out
twice a day for exercise, when the other
fellows are in class, 'with a prefect or
a beak keeping an eye on yon. They
wor't even let you go to the tuckihop
when you're nut,upm:-r old chap !

“Which 13 really awful to think of I
remarked Peter Todd “sarcastically.

“Y¥es, aint 141”7 said Bunter, deaf
to sarcasm, = ““Just the school grub,

ou * know—and mot a lot of thatl

earful 1" .

“The fearfulness is terrific 1" grinned
Hurree Jamset Hom Singh.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo, here comes
Quelch ¥

“Mind your eye!” murmuared
Skinner. ‘"Hea doe:n’t look pally ™

Some of the juniors grinned.. AMr.
Quelch’s grim countenance, as he ap-
Emnchud, Iooked anyithing -but pally.

ut the grins died away as Quelch
came up. It was no time for grinning,
iudiien%:hjl Quelel’s expression.

T emove wenk in and took their
places. Tracy, as he had not yet been
uﬁ!fﬁl‘ ‘judgment, took his place with
the rest of the Form, though there was
noe doubt that this would ba his last ap-
pearance in the Remove-room for some
tima to come.

Mr. Quelch gave him no special
attention. ¥n fact, he -almost ignored
him in class. But Gilbert's attention
was given to his Form-master, though
not in tha way of taking speeial heed
of tha words of wisdom - that fell from
his lips. o

For the last week or two—ever: since,
in fact, Marjorie Hazeldene’s kind snd
friendly infleence had made him take
a rather different view of thingz—
Gilbert seemed to have forgotten that
he had a feud with his Form-master.
He had been unusually quiet, orderly,
and attentive in the Form-room, and in
other respects, as Harry Wharton & Co.
knew, he had been a changed Gilbert!

But that was over now. His inter-
view with Quelch, i1n the Remove
master's study had settled thatl If he
was going to be & dﬂf with-a bad name,
Gilbert told himself sourly that he
might as well have the game as the
namal Now he was once more the
mutineer, the rebel of the Remove, de-
termined to give Quelch all the trouble
he could, and all the more because of
what was coming to him when he saw
the Head, after third school.

e lesson  was ‘geography, and
Quelch was ﬁli}inting out places on o
map on the high easel with & pointer
Most of the Remove were giving him
attention, ‘though Billy Bunier was
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Tracy waited until Mr. Quelch turned to the blackboard. Then, under cover of his desk, he withdrew a pet rol-lighter from
his pocket and set light to the fuse of the jumping cracker !

more interssted in a stray bullseve he

had discovered in a sticky pocket, and
Hazel was thinking much less of

ography than of what Tracy might
et out when he came up before Dir.
Locke. But two or three of the juniora
noticed, from behind, that Gilbert
slipped his hand inte his pocket and
drew something therefrom, which he
kept down below the level of his desk,
out ::&f sight of Quelch, if he had looked
round.

“Oh, gum I murmured the Bounder,
a3 he saw what it was.

“Tracy, . vou ass!™ hreathed Bob
Cherry. ) "
“For goodness’ sake, you a&ss——

whizpered Lord Manlevercr.

Mr. Quelch’s ears were keens He
glanced round; and af the glint of the
gimlet eyes the wlaspering died away
‘at once.

Geography was resumed. But fellows
who Lkonew what Tracy had in his hand
were much less interested in geography
than in that jumping cracker, lett over
from the Fift]h of November.

That even tha reckless rebel of the
Form intended fo set that fearsome
firework going "in  the TForm-room
during class seemed incredible. He
was already up for the birch and the
punishment-room, which would have
bean enough to satisfy any other fellow,
But Gilbert, apparently, was bent on
asking for more |

Certainly, he could not venture to
strike a iatch. Such a proceeding
would have been detected at once.

But =& small object presently ap-
peared in Gilbert’s other hand, under
pover of the desk, but visible from the
rear, It was & small petrel lighter!

He wasz in no hurry. He waited,
calmly, till he was quite sure that
Quelch's eyes were well away from him.

“And here,” said Mr. Quelch, indi-
¢ating with the pointer some town

with an unpronouncesble name, which
had lately ceased to be Creck snd
become Germasn, “hare—"
Gilbert's hands moved under his desk.
Thera was 8 momentary gleam, and the
fuse of the eracker was touched. The
next instant Trecy had tossed the
cracker away, and it dropped lightly
on the floor, just behind Mr. Quelch.
He

He did not see it, or hear it
was speaking, and did not hear the
slight sound of a fizzing fuse. The whola
Fortn sat spellbound, breathless In
a few secohds— . ’

“ And here,"” said Mr. Quelch, “is the
town of Pjhzyeihn, s name somewhat

difficult to pronounce, but which is now
called, in German—— Yaroooooop 1V
Ban

Mr. Eﬂuelch uttered a startled wvell as

the cracker suddenly banged behind

him, almost under his feet.

“YVaroop| Oooocoh| What—— Oh!
Oooooh !
Bang, bang! .

Quelch fairly bounded. Hiz gown

foated in the air as he cleared the floor

with a startled leap.
Bang, bang!l
“What—" shrieked Mr. Quelch.
“Ha, ha, ha!” came in & sudden
irresistible vell from the Remove,
Really, they could not help itl

guelch was generally o grave, digni-
fied gentleman. Now he was neither
grave nor dignified. The sight of their
majestic Form-master bounding in the
air, with his gown fluttering round him,
and ]’Elliﬁ? at the top of his voice, was
too !much or the Remove. They yelled,
too

“Ha, ha, hal"

“What—what—gh—how—what—"

Bang, bang! _

It was & ]umﬁmg eracker—a repeat-
ing cracker | There were, in that fear-
ful firework, many bangs—ba on
bang! And it hopped, and banged, and

jumped, and banged round the leaping
emove mastar.
Bang, bang, bang !
“Upon my word |
“Ha, ha, hal”
The firework hopped with every bang,
and so did Mr, Queich. Never had the
ERemovo seen their Form-master display
guch activity, His mortar-board slipped
azlant, giving him guite an intoxicated
look, a2z he hopped and leaped and
bounded.
DBANG!
With a fnal bang, that eracler came

What—what—"

‘to rest, leaving a scont of gunpowder.

Mr. Quelch came to rest, too. He
stared at the expended ecracker on the
floor. He understood at last. And then
his eyes turned on the Remove, and the
expressive exprossion on s face caused
every sound of laughter to die away
quite suddenly—the Roman Scnate, of
ancient timea, had nothing on the Grey-
friars Remove for gravity as they met
that wrathful glarel

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.

Unexpected !
I HO has done this?
W Bilence | .
“Who has dared to iniro-
duce fireworks into ihe

Form-ropm *"

No answer,

“Who has ventured to commit this—
this—this outrage during class? I com-
mand the boy to- stand forward:® at
ance ' thundered Mr. Quelch.

Mobody stirred in the Remove.

A dozen fellows, at least, knew that
Gilbert Tracy had done itl But thew
had, of courss, na infention of tel!mg
Quelch so! Neither, cvidently ha
Tracy 1

Tee Macyer Liseans.—No. 1,607,



8

Gilbert sat tight!

Mr. Quelch scanned face alter face.
His eyes lingered for a " moment on
Herbert Vernon-Smith. The Bounder
was & reckless ragger—though this was
rather too reckless s rag. even for
Smithy, ' Then the gimlet eyes fixed on
the worst boy in the school.

“Tracy 1¥ .

“Yes, sir!” drawled Gilbert.

Nobody was surprised when Quelch
picked on Tracy, Indeed, the Re.
movites would Bave been surprised if he
had pot.

was naturally the first fellow to

be suspected in such a cazel He was
the fellow who was u}ll.‘ ngainst
authority; the fellow who had, times

without number, wventured on rags too
reckless even for the Bounder.

But Gilbert, as usual, had been cun-
ning and 'cautious. Quelch had seen
nothing of his action.: No mian in the
Remove would give him away. Quelch
might be certain in his own mind, as he
had been on many occasiona before, but
he could not punish without proof or
evidence. Gilbert locked like getting
by with it. .

“Tracy!- Did you set off that fire-
work?” thundered Mr. Quelch.

Gilbert looked at him with mocking
coolness, -

“¥You told me in your study this
morning, eir, that you cannot believe a
word I say!” he answered.

“What—what{ That is certainly the
caze, Tracy | You are a most unscrupu-
lous and untruthful bey! Your word is
worth ndthing—muothing whatever |

_"ﬁhen what is the use of ssking me,
sir '
. What! I warn you, Tracy, not to
be insolent!” ihundered Mr: Quelch.
“1 command you to answer mie. Dad
you, or did you not, set off that fire-
work

“Oh, mno,
calmly.

Harry Wharton's lip curled. He was
one of the fellows who had seen the
cracker ifi Tracy’s hind. - Mot to save a
licking, or a dozen lickings, would the
captain of the Remove Hhave utterad
that falsehgod. But Gilber} uttered it
without turning a hair; ~°

sir1* answered Gilbert

Mr. Quelch eved him grimly, doubt-.

ingly. Heg suspected Tracy-—as a matter
of course, till, therea were other
raggers in the Remove, and really, so
far as Queleh knew, any fellow might
have dome it. And, in fact, remember-
ing that Tracy was already up for the
reverest punishment that could be in.
flicted, short of the sack, he began to
doubt. Even, that reckless mutineer,
with the Head’s birch in prospect, could
surely not want six from Queléh’s cane
to go on with 1 o !

Gilbert met his eyes with cool self-
possession ! The .other fellows were
silent | They wondered how Quelch was
geing to deal with thisl. Obviously, so
wild and reckless a rag could not be
passed over. '

The Rerove master scanned every
face in the Form. There was a long
niinute of sijence. Then he spoke, in a
voice that weas like unto the grinding &f
& AW, _

“For the last time, I command the
boy who set off that fircwork to stand
forward |
Nobody stoed forward.

“1 sm unaware,” said Mr. Quelch,
“of the identity of the offender| But
1 have no doubt that many boys here
are perfectly well aware of it. 1 regret
that I have no choice but to take the
severest measures with the whole
Form,”

There was an awful pause,
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“The whole Form will be in detention
for one hour after class cvery day for
the remainder of the term,” said Mr,

ueleh grimly, “or,” he added, “until
the boy who set off that firework in the
Form-room chooses to confess to his
action.” o R

“Oh!” mormured the Remove.

“Oh crikey I gasped Billy Bunter.

“We slalf now resumel” said Mr.
Queleh acidly.

A good many fellows looked at
Gilbert. Most fellows, when the matter
had ‘come to such a pass as that, would
have owned up. FPublic opinion in the
Form would have forced =slmost an
fellow to bwn up. But nobody expecte
Gilbert Tracy to do so. Gilbert's con-

cern for his own skin—and for nobody .

else’s—was rather too well known in the
Remove.

_ Gilbert glanced round him—a sneer-
g, sarcastic glance. Fe knew what
the fellows were thinking—that ho was
too much of & worm and a swab to do

what any decent fellow would have

done. Ha knew, too, that he was going
to surprise them! )

Yhere was general surprise when he
rose to his feet, :

“May I speak, ¢ir?” he asked meekly.

The gimlet eyes glinted at him.

“I can give you the name of the
fellow who set off that cracker, =iz 1"
said Gilbert.

“Bpeak 1™ eame a loud whisper from
thoe back of the class, from Bolsover

mﬁm

lsover was one of the fellows who
had not seen the cracker in Gilbert’s
hand, and did not know that Gilbert
was the culprit. . :

“Silence!” thundered Mr. Quelch.
“Tracy, you may eit downl I shall not
allow any boy in this Form to give. in-
formation against ancther—as you
] Take your place,

be sitlent !

“ But, sir—="

“I have ordered ygu te be silent,
Tracy! I will not allow you to give me
& name !” thundered Mr. Queleh,

“Not even my own, esiri” asked
Crilbert coolly.

“ Wha-a-t 1

“My own, sir ™

“Your own!” repeated Mr. Quelch
blankly.

“Yes, sir]  Although vyou have teld
mo that you can never believe a word I
say, I hope you will-be able to take my
word in this instance ' said Gilbert
demurely. “It was I who set off the

cracker, sir ¥

“Oh”

Mr. Quelch stared at Tracy. His grip
closed  almost convulsively on the
potuter. .

“It—it—it was you, Tracy!” he

gasped at last. “A few moments ago
you told me that it was pot! You
confess—"

“Yes, sir ™

There wasz a pause. _
including Gilbert, exzpected
words to ba "Bend over.

All the Remove,
the next
But Mr.
pause wds long.

"I have no doubt, Traey, that on this
ogeasion, you  are  speakmg  the
truth—"

“Thank wou, sir,” zaid Gilhert. “I
do, sometimes.”

“What—what did you say, Tracy??
thundered Mr. Quelch,

“1 said that I do speak the truth
sometimes,” )

“What? Be silent! As you ave
abhout to appear before your head.
master, Tracy, for cevere é:mnishment. i
ehall not cane youl” zaid Mr. Quelch
unexfl-aqtedlj. “You may sit down, and
be silent.”

Gilbert zaé down,

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Coming To Blows !

ARRY WHARTON threw open
the door of Study No. 1 in the
Hemove passage, :
There was a startled exclama-
tion in iho study as he did eo.
Gilbert Tracy was bending over a hox
which he had just unlocked, and of
which he had raised the lid. He waa
taking something out of the box as the
captain of the Hemove tramped in.

The Remove had been dismissed, in
break. Most of the fellows wers out of
the House; and why Tracy had gone up
to the studies, Harry Wharton did nos
know, and did not care. But he knew
that he had to spezk to Tracy—and thia
was the last -::Epurtumt}*, as GGilbert was
not likely to be seen apain after third
gchool. From the Head's fresennu e
was mesl likely {o b taken direet to the
punishment-room, which was fo bo lus
abode for some days, et least—probably
a week,

What waz'tn Gilbert’s hand as he spun
round, startled, Wharton did not see
distinetly. It looked to him like a key !
But it disappeared instantly into
Gilbert's pocket. .

T "You fool 1”7 snapped Gilbert. " You
startled me! What i

“Getting a supply of smokes for
ﬁunn;,'?” asked the captain of the

emove sarcastically. * Safe enough—
Quelch won’t search your pockets.”

Gilbert shrugged his shoulders, -

“ No bizney of yours!™ he answered.
“What do you want 7"

“I want a few words with you, Tracy !
I saw Hazel cut in to speak to you
befora class, when you were waiting 1n
Queleh’s study. I want to know what
1t means.”’ : :

“ Better ask Ilazel ! sncered Gilbert.

“I'm asking you.” Harry Wharton's
foce set. “You're a thorough rotter,
Tracy. You're the miost theorough bad
&fg 'va ever seen or heard of. TI've
thought, just lately, that you weren’t
quite so thoroughly rotten as you
seemed—that you were trying to puil
up and put in & spot of decency ! But
evenn when I thought the worst of you,
I never suppoded you'd be rotter enough,
cad en::ru%‘kli. worm enough, to lead a
silly, weak-kneed fellow mlo your own
putrid waysl If that’s whabt you've
done—" _ _

Gilbert =tared at him, guite blankly,
for a moment, H’,E‘Imn he burst into a

leugh.

]fe was sardonically amused! What
he had done was to save Marjorie's
brother from disgrace, and probably
from the sack, at the cost of facing the
musie in his place! Dut of that, none
but Hazel and himself had the slightest
knowledge, and he realised at onee how
it would look to olher fellows if the
found that Hazel was mixed uE in this
trouble snd frightened of what he might
gay te Quelch, He laughed. .

“Bo you think it's &' laughing
matter I” asked Wharton, between his
set lips . o

“Sort of 1" agreed Gilbert, grinning.

“¥ou'll find 1t isn't] Hazeldene was
scared out of his wits this morning,”
said Harry. “He'es locking sick—if
Queleh noticed him, he might guess
something. Youn can haunt pubs and
mix -with racing blackguards as much as
you like, as far as I'm concerned—but
you'rc not going to drag ancther fellow
into if—— : :

“Has Hazel asked you to lock alter
him #** jeered Gilbert. - .

“The weal-kneed fool is more likely
to flare up in a temper &t the idea of
being locked after—but he wants locking

Continued on page 10.)
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after, all the s=ame! Ile gets inio
Ecrapes once or twice every term, and
generally lands the trouble on other
shoulders—-"

“You know him 1" grinned Gilbert.

“Tut he's all right when left alone,™

eaid Harry. “ Bo far as I know, he was
keeping siraight ihis term. 1've heard
Bunter say that he was up at the Three
Fishers—but that fat ass_is always
gabbling about somebody. But——7

“But new_ you've tted it1” said
Gilbert mm'kmgﬂlj. “He's got mixed up
with me—and that feais £ 1™

“I never knew he had anything to do
with you, till this morning, or I'd have
had something to e=ay before,” said
Harry savagely, *'His sister Marjorie
is & friend of mine, as you mai hapt?en
to know, and che's not going to hear that
her brother is up for the sack, if I can
etop it. He's fool encugh to be led into
Eﬂjthil't%’ ‘by a cunming rascal hike
POl

“ Thanks 1"

“I'm not going to beat about the
bush ! You're a rotten blackguard from
the tees upl” eaid the captain of the
Remove scornfully. I want to know
whether Hazel is mixed up in this row
that you're in now—az it locks! Have
you been getting him into your own
rotten rascality ¥

“Ha, ha, hat” roared Gilbert. “Go
it! You're fearfully amusing | In fact,
%-.-;u don't know how amusing you zre !

rry on ' - _

Harry Wharton clenched his bande.
47 don't want to handle you, com-
mde:mg what you've got condng,” he
said. “But you've got to answer me,
Tracy. Is Haze! mixed up in this?"

"Find outl? said Gilbert coolly.

“I'm poing to 1" said Harry Wharton,
breathing hard.  “If you've dragged
that silly dufier into it——"
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“Does ho necd dragging into
trouble ¥ acked Gilbert, with a pgrin.
“Proesn't he walk round looking for it 1"

“Will wvou answer my gquestion?
You're going up to the ead fer
breaking out at mnight and pub-
haunting. Ts Marjorie Hazeldene's
brother mixed up 1o 1t, or not?"

“What does it look like?™ ashed
Gilbert banteringly. * I've been spotted

—I'm going iﬁ' to the Head! You've
noticed that Hazel ia in & blue funl !
He gefs tho wind up because I go in to

speak to Quelch! Put two and two
together—that's ensy arithmetie, suitable
for your poor little brain! Can't you
see for yourself what it looks like 1"

“1t looks,” said Harry savagely, “as
if Hazel is in this with you, and he's
afraid you may mention his name.”

“Wouldn't he be?" grinped Gilbert.
“Tan't it like him §"

“ Even you wouldn't be cur enough to
give him away, after getting Mm inte a
scrape—*"

"Why not " asked Gilhert.

“Why not I’ repeated Harry.

“Yes—why not?” grinned Gilbert,
“Ain‘'t I the worst boy in the school?
Ask Quelch! Ain’t I such a rotter that
my uncle can’t stand me at home any

more?  Ask old Giles! Wouldw't the
Head have turfed me out long ago, only
that he's left me to Quelch to handle?

Ask the Big Beak! Ain't I the limit—a
regular rotter, and rabk, and rascal?l
Ask any man in the Remove | But don't
vouu know -all that already, withouk
asking anyhody " 1

“Will you ansner met” roared the
captain of the Remove, “If Hazel's in
this, his friends mtay be able to help him
ont, Will you tell me how it standsi*

“No, I won'tl” '

“¥You willl I shan’t be able to speak
to you again—you'll be in punny., ¥m

wHO'S 5K S0
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poing Lo know, and voure going to tell
me? Will yout” =

FT Hﬂ !u ‘

Harry Wharton made a stride acrosa
the study towards the bad hat of the
Remove, his fists clenched, and his eyus
gleaming.

Gilbert faced him coclly, the mocking
grin still on his face. .
“¥ou've got to answer Wharton
tried to speak calmly. *“If you've got
a rag of deconcy you might think of his
sister at Clif Hous=e, and what it will
mean to her if ghe hears that he's up
hefore the Head., But I suppose that
doesn't matter a straw to you ™

Gilbert laughed.

“"Why should 1t 7" he asked. “Am I
the kind of fellow to bother my head
about a schoolgir! 1"

“No; I suppose not1 Yourotter! You
worm ! You eur! Tell me how Haxel's
mixed up in this, so that we can :ce
whether- anything can be done—"

“You want an answer to that ™

“¥es: and at once 1™ i

“There it is1” And Gilbert, with cool
maockery, snapped his fingers io the face
of the capiain of the Remove. “That's
my answer—and all vou will get from
nee .

Harry Wharton was coming at lam
the next moment, with lashing fists; and
Gilbert's hands flew up. In a monieng
mare they were fighting furtously.

11-?

THE SEVENTH CHAFPTER.

Chuck It
SAY, you fellows—theyv’re

L 11
B iy W
|
iF Whﬂ_""" :

"Wharton and Traey 1" said DBilly
Bunter chicerfully. "I say, they're going
it like anything! He, he, he!”

The Co. were in the quad when Billy
Bunter rolled up with that mieresiing
infarmation.

“You howling a=s 1™ said Bob. " What
do vou mean? They've gob nothmg to
erap about. Where are they!”

“In the study ! exploined Buonier
“You see, it was like this! I wondered
what Tracy went up to the study for, in
hreak—1 mean, I happened to go up to
the studies to get a—p—a boak, and thon
Whaorton came up=——"

“Are they in the study 1™ asked Fravk
MNugent,

“Yep! Tracy was gelling a key oul
of a box=—at least, it looked hike 2 kes,
but Wharton asked him 1f he was
gatting smokes to take into panuy with
him—he, he, he —and then he asked him
whether Haze]l was mixed vp in his row
with Quelch-—"

“0Oh ¥ gaid Bob.

"1 wasn't listening outzide the door,™
further E'H?]ili]i{'d Bunter, *not the sort

of thing would do, of course, 1
ha‘Pﬁﬂned-—u" :
re they serapping, or ars Tou gan-

moning, you fat ass?” pgrowle
Buli.

“Oh, really, Bull—"

IMrank Nugoent was already cutling off
to the House. His friends followed him,
leaving Billy Bunter to relata to other
interested fellows the nows of the scrap
that was poing on in the studies,

That that news was well founded the
Co. learned at once when they arrived i
the Reyove passage. From Study No. 1
came & sound of heavy trampling and
ecuffling and pawnting breath.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo 1" reared Bob, as
ha kicked the door wide open. *Chuck
that, you silly dufferst”

Neither of the combatants heeded.
Two or threa chaire had been knocked
over, books and papers lay on the floor,

Johnny



and in the midst of the disorder
Wharton and Traecy were fighting hard.
(rilbert was no match for the captain
of tha Remove, as he had found in more
than one encounter already. But he
was puiting wvp a fieree fight, and
t-hnug*L he was getting the worst of it,
Wharton zcemed to have his hands fall,
There were marks on his face, and
Gilbert’'s nose was streaming crimson,
“Stop it 1" exclaimed Nugent,
“Stop them 1" grunted Johnny Bull.
And as ne-ithzr%medad. the Co, pushed

in. .

Johnny Bull and Bob Cherry grasped
Wharton by the shoulders and dragged
him back, Nugent and Hurree Singh
shoved OGilbert backwards with such
cnergy that he tottered and =at down on
the box-seat under the window.

“Leave me alene, you silly fatheads !™
exclaimed Wharton, struggling in the
grasp of his chums,

“Chuck it1"” said Bob. “Look here,
Wharton, that cad’s got enough coming
to him without anything from you.*

Gilbert staggeved, panting, to his
feet. .

“0Oh, let him come on!" he jeered,
“What ave you barging in for? Let
the fool come on I*

“You chut up!” growled Johnny
Bull .

“Rats to you!” retorted Gilbert,
“Bhut up yourself, you meddling fat-
head

“Will vou let me go?” brealhed
Wharton.

YN, answered Bob coolly. “ Leave

him alone. He's up for a flogging in an

hour from now=——-that's enough.”
Harry Wharton panted.

“¥ou dummy! He's as good as ad-
mitted that Marjorie’s brother is mixed
up_ in hiz putrid pub-haunting! I'm
going—"* )

“Well, we guessed that owe” said
Bob., " Not much doubt abouteit, after
the funk we saw Hagzel in. But—"

““Bo that's how it is, you swab, is it 7"
growled Johnny Ball

“Tind out!” snarled Gilbert.

Johnny gave him a glare.

“Aight ss well let Wharton get on
with it,” Le ssid. “If ever a rotten
rad wanted whoppin e :

“0Oh, chuck it!1” exclaimed Bob.
‘ Loelk here, Wharton—"

“1 tell yon—"

“And 1 tell you—"

The clang of a bell interrupted.
Break was over, and it was the bell for
third schaool.

“That's for elass,” said Bob. “ Come
on, old beanl Yeu can't tell Quelch
that vou're late because you were busy
punching Traey.”

“The . rotter=—""

“Ves: come on=—""

"T.h'l.?' cur____" ;

“Bpeech taken as read! Come on'1”

And the Co. fairly barged their
leader out of the study,

Angry as he was, the captain of the
Remove realised that he could not be
late for elass, because ha had not finished
punching Gilbert. He hurried down the
stairs with his friends. .

Gilbert stood in the study, dabbin
his nose with his handkerchief, whi
was spotted with red. He was ruffled
and breathless, and rather damaged,
and he cared little if he was late for
class. Ho left the study and went along
to the tap at the end of the passage to
hathe his nose, which really needed it
hadly.

Third echoor had been
guarter of an hour, when
into the Form-room.

Mr. Queleh’s eyes fixed on him, and
rll the Remove locked at him, some of
them grinning at the sight of his nose,

aing on for a
racy lounged
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which had rather the aspect of an over-
11pe lomato, ;
here was a giggle from Billy Bunter,

“Tracy. you %mwa- been fHghting ™
snapj}:-ud Mr. Quelch.

“Yes, sir " -

“You are fifteen minutes late for
class. ™ ;

“1 was bathing my nose, sit.”

Mr. Queleh set his lips,

“¥You may go to your place, Tracy 1"

.‘E.‘ﬂ-'iu:'lr.l.nﬂ:.::JF QueichF WaS un'wil!ing to
handle the cane, in view of what Gilbert
had coming te him after third school.
But his gimlet eyes followed Tracy
grimly as the worst boy in the TFerm
went to his place.

However, e took no further notice of
him, and Gilbert dabbed his damaged
nose from time to time, ignored by his
Form-master, till third school was over.

When the Form was dismissed, Mr.
Quelel curtly bade Tracy remain.

The ERemove march out, leaving
Gilbert with hia Form-master.

Hazeldene lingered in the doorway a
moment or two, casting an almost hag-
ard Flanca at Tracy. But as Mr.
uelehi’s eyes turned on him he hurried
AWAY. ]
“Tracy, you will now come with me
to Dr. Locke,” said Mr. Queleh.
“Any old thing 1" drawled Gilbert,
*What—what did you say, Tracy?!
ejaculated Mr. Quelch.,
“I said any ¢ld thing, =ir” .
Mr. Queleh’s eyes glinted ; but he said
no more, ana Tracy followed him from
the Form-room.

— o —

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Trusting Bunter !

il OR old Tracy!” said Billy
Bunter sadly.
Billy Bunter made that re-

mark to & number of fellows on
the Remove landing, after tea, :

“Poor old chap!” added Bunter, in &
tone of deep feeling. “I say, it's
tough o

Bunter seemed quitn concerned,

Other fellows in the Remove gava
Tracy a compassionate thought or two,
but Billy Bunter seemed really sorrow-
ful abhout it

Which was., rather odd, because
Bunter, as a rule, was not a fellow to
trouble his fat head wvery much about
any fellow who was not named W. G.
Bunter. .

There had been s vacant place in the
Remove Form Room that afternoon.
Trady was not there, and for a whole
woek he was not to be seen there again,

All the fellows knew that he had had
his flogging. Bome_of them knew, by
experience, what o Head’s flogging was
like, and the others could imagine it
fairly easily. 8o though Tracy had un-
doubtedly asked for it, there was some
sympathy on the subjeef. . _

But the effect of that flogging would
wear off—probably was wearing off
already. Worgs than that, many of the
juniors thought, was the week In
punny to follow, -

Gilbert was in the lrFl.x1115'!1::1'11:.1'1t.-rr:rmm
now. It was a secluded room at the end
of a long corridor, high up the building,
far from the ocecupied portions of the
Houze. It waz out of hearing of the
life of the school; even the clang of the
bell only reached it faintly.

A fellow in punny had not even the
consolation of getting out of the school
work., He had to do his lessons there,
on his lonaly own, with an extra task or
two to keep him ocoupied. Twice a day
ha would be taken out for exerciso,
under an official eye: but nnliv when the
echool was in elass. He would have no

11

opportamty of secing or speakl £
other fellows, Such fsia%u Ef imﬁaﬁiuu
was & severs pumishment, though cer-
tainly not too severe for & fellow who
was a law unle himself, and who dis-
regarded all the laws of the school right
and left.

But worst of all—from Billy Bunter’s
point of wiew, at least—was the fact
that the meals taken to the punishment-
roomn wera the barc school fare, and not
too much of that!

Dunter could manage on enough for
three, though what he really liked was
encugh for six! Tracy was going to
have enough for one, and it was going
to be ‘flmn ard wholesome fare, un-
adorned by any of the delightful things
that —<ould be obtained at the school
shop, Na doubt such an awinl prospect
touched Billy Bunter's plump heart,

“Just think of it, you fellows " said
the fat Owl biinking round at the
juniors throogh his big spectacles,
‘Dish-water and doorsteps—samoe as wa
get in Hall when weo're too stony to ten

in the study! Only one helping at
dinner| Poor old Tracyl” !
“The poorfulness of the esteemed old

Tracy is tervific I agreed Hurree Jamset
Ham Singh.

“Well, look here, he ain’t such & bad
c¢hap, vou know,” said Bunter. “0Of
course, ha's rather a rotter and 1 swahb
and a rank outsider—still, he’s down and
ouf, you know. I believe in standing by
A ellow when he's down,  Kindesk
friend and noblest foe, and all that,
vou know, . If you don’t want that caka
vou had from -home  to-dav,
Wharton—""

=1 do,” said Harry,

‘Well, 1 wouldn't be mean,” said
Bunter.  “Think of poor old Traey
with nothing but door-water and dish-
steps—I ~mean, doorsteps and dish-

water | If you'd like to hand ever that
“IHa, ha, ha!” roared the fellows on
the landing.
Bunter was so concerned about the
Erlsmmr of the punishment-room. They
" Blessed if I seo anything to cackle
ot !" said Bunter peevishly, “I'm will-
Quelch keeps the key of punny in his
study., Well, I get hold of the cake—I
Ha, ha, ha”
“Oh, do st-:-&:u cackling |
Quelch misees 1t! I've got the nerve—
you fellows know my nerve!”
“You've got lots of nerve, old fat man
=—tons, to try on a game like that!”
*Think how poor old Tracy wounld
enjoy that cake if he got it1” urged
“1f1” chuclded Nu‘gunt.
“Large size in ‘ifs” ® remarkea
get much farther sthan Study No. T1¥
“Ha, ha, ha1* :
cake, Wharton "
"E-:m'i'h!;hmg wrong with your sup-
bhﬂt Remove, laughing. I ecan't |
“Well, if Wharton's to be
asked Bunter, blinking reund at the
grinning juniors, “You've got lots of
“And 1t's stayving there!™ said the
Bounder.

cake for me to take to him—="
They had rather wondered why Billy
new now |
ing to take all the risk, I know where
mean, the key——"
of the key, and—and put it ‘J:I:-Lt«:ie i:-ett!gf‘g
“We do!” pgrinned Bob Cherry.
“The nervefulness 1s truly terrific.”
Bunter,
skinner. 1 fancy that eake wouldn't
“I snppose you can trust me with a
poser, then!” answered the captain of
mean, what about you of gi-“%ellnws't”
stuff in your etudy, Smithy ™
“I say, you fellows, if Bmithy’s gainﬁ

to be as mean as Wharton, I thin
some of you might play upl” said
THE Macker Lisrany.—No. 1,607.
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Bunter. "I've had hardly any tea—I
mean, Tracﬁ"s had hardly any tea !
1

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Will vou stop cackling?" hooted
Bunter. “ What about you, Bob? ¥You
ain’t mean like Wharton and Smithy 1"

“Not a bad idea I said Bob, rather

unexpectedly. “I've got a tin of foffees

in my study., Bat—"

Eilly Bunter's littla round eyes
glistened behind his big round
spactacles. Dunter liked toffessal In
fact, he loved them!

“1 say—hne I” bhe gasped. “ Nothing

I'd lika, better—I mean nothing Tracy
would Like better, old fellow! I say,
tretslgr out 1’: - e b

HBure you've, go g nerve ag
ﬂ]{?b key from. Qﬁeln!:;’s,st-udy_?” asked
“Yes, rather |” N o
"?n? might get™ spotted going to
punny Fi ] -

“I'd chance that!®

“Well, if yoy mean it, old chap, T'll
feteh ‘that toffee-tin,™ | . ;

“You silly ass!” roared Johnny
Bull,, *Are you going to let that fat
spoofer pull your EE‘,- ke thak?* :
_ "Is he pulling my leg?" asked Bob
innocenthy. - ' :

“Why, you fathead, think he'd have
the merve to bag a- key from Quelch’s
study—and think he’d take the toffees
to Tracy if he had? ¥ou chump, he
would take those toffees round the first
cornar and scoff them ! snorted Johnny.

“¥ou shut up, Bull 1" hooted Banter.
“Bob can trust me with s tin of toffdes,
ean’t you, old chapi®

“Well, I think T can trust Bunter not
to eat an?.h'ng in that toffee-tin,” said
Z'-:‘»cﬂ.':talk “lﬁ’i jolly well fetch i+

" Ass

" Fathead 1"
 Unheeding those compliments to' his
intellect, b Cherry wentk up the
passage to Study No. 13, Billy Bunter

was left grinning with happy anticipa-
tion, the other fellows Etariyng.

No doubt Bunter could feel for a
fellow in punny, shut off from the
delights of the tuckshop. But there was
equally ne douht that Billy Bunter
would as soon have ventured into a
tiger’s cage to take sway a bone, as
have ventured into Mr. Quelch’s study
to snefile the key of the punishment-
rOOm.

It was, in fact, perfectly clear that
Billy Bunter was, as usual, on the
make, and that apything of an edible
nature, trusted into his fat hands, was
not likely t6 go up into the punishment-
roomm, but down inte Bunter's capacious
interior,

Probably it was the fact that Wharton.

had & cake that had put the bright ides
inte Bunter’s head, Anyhow, no fellow
on :the Remove landing doubted what
would become of anything ‘edibla that
was handed over to Bunter!

Except, it seemed, Bob Cherry. Bob
came ot of his'study in o few miputes

"y

with a largo toffec-tin in his hands.

It was a seven-pound tin, and bore
the inseription on the outside: “Blunt's
Er.g:ig;{«ﬂrgmnﬁTnﬂms.‘f o * - 4

illy.. Bunter's eyes almost poppe
through - his epectacles as he saw it,
Heally, it was difficult to believe in his
good luck. Bob had rather a trusting
nature, it was true; but Bunter had
hardly hopéd to find any fellow in the
emove guife so trusting aa this! :

“Here you are, Bunter!” said Bob
cheprily.

Bunter fairly
It ;was rather heavy—it weighed, in
fact, seven pounds. ut Billy Bunter
did not mind how heavy it was. The
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heavier it was, in fact, ilie hetter
Bunter liked it. Bunter would not
bsve minded had it weighed fourteen
ponnds, or even twenty-eight!

“ Mind that goes to Tracy, vou know,”
said Bob. “No larks1”

“Oh, yea, of—of course I” said Bunter.
“I—I'm going down to bag that key
off Quelch now, Don't any of wyou
fellows come 1

“Ha, ha, hal” :

“I~I mean, Quelch might notice
something, you koow, with o ot of
fellows crowding about. , I'm ‘not just
thinking of gotting aut of sight with
this tin of toffee.” ;

“Ha, ha, hal”

“You fellows stay lero!
of you eome down I

And Billy Bunter, with the big, heavy
toffee-tin wunder his fat arm, rolled

Don't any

away down the Remove staircase, and:

dizappearad. L
But that he had gone to snaffle a key
from Queleh's study, or that the

prisoner of the pumishment-room would
cver sea that tin, no fellow on the
Femove landing believed.

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Hot Stufi!

£ OTJ agss 1
“You clm m]!t: i
“¥You terrific fathead !

*You howling duffer |

Four members of the famous Co.
made those remarks all at once as
Rilly - Bunter dimﬁﬁ}eamd with the
toffen - tin - down’ e atairs, © They
addressed Bob  Cherry, who grinned
cheerfully. e
“What's the row 1” he asked. “Think
Bunter can't be trusted with that
toffoe-Lin 77

“The thinkfulness js terrific I”

“Oh, don't be a silly ass1” growled
Johnny Bull. “Do you fancy, for one
minute, that Bunter will go anywhere
near Queleh’s study, or anywhere near
Tracy T

“Well, no,” admitted Beb. “Proh-
ably not! hope ha won't, anyhow |
f_ s}IaEuId hate Tracy to get that toffce.
1Tk : F
“Eh? Well, he wop't get it!” said
Harry, *“Bunter will open that tin as
soon &% he's out of sight, and scoff the
toffees, That's what he was after [?

“Bet you he won't 1 said Bob.

“Oh, fathead "

“Bunter may open the tin,” agrveed
Bob. “I1 shouldn't wonder. But' Il
bet any man here ten to one in dough-
nute that he won't scolf nuy toffees gut
of it. How ecould he, I mean, when
there ain't any in it #"

G Wha-gt 87

TF%htI[J‘J .t : I EI d

“But it wasn't emply1” exclaime
Nugent. “That. fat. ass. would have
notiged ab once if 1t was empty 1”

“No, it wasn't empty,” assented Bob
Ehhcjcrry, “Bunter would have noticed

&
packed an old newspaper and some
chunks of cokl In itl"

S 0h orikey I

“Ha, ha, ha "

. “Mean to say there's nothing but
chunks of eeal in that toffeo-tini??
velled Vernon-Smith.

“0Ob, yes, there's sometlung clse!”
admitted Bob. “About a ecouple of
ounces of pepper ”

" Popper 1* gasped Jobnny Bull,

“Pepper I said Bob, with a nod.
"The fellow who grabs the lid off that
tin will Eut a pretty heity whiff of it |”

“Ha, ha, hal”

by the weight, That’'s why I

"#T really hope it weont be Tracy—1
don’t want to lark with Tracy! Bug
it ain’t likely I said Bob, shaking his
head.  “I'm not s ‘euspicious chap, I
hope, but I can’t help thinking that
that toffee-tin will never pet anywhera
near Tracy | 1'm afraid Bunter was on
the make '

“Ha, ha, ha ™

" Anyhow, we’ll spon see’!” said Boh
cheerily. “If he starts for punmy with
that tin, we'll soon stop him. Dut I
rather fancy we ghall heai him sneez.
g, Let's go down [* ;

A dozen chuckling juniors went down
the stairs. :
. They ware quite keen to sce Dunter
agsin, It was probable that they would
hoar him before they saw him—as they
did not doubt that ho had-the lid off
tha toffee-tin by that time. I Bunfer
really and truly sférted io smuggle
that tin to the prisofier in punny, thero
was plenty of time to etop him. But
they fully expected to track Bunicw
down by s sound of sneezing |

“Heen Bunter, Hobby 1" asked Bob,
as they passed Hobson of the Shell at
ihe foot of the staircase.

“¥es. He went into the Rag a minute
or two ago,” answered Hobby,

“ﬁpma on, you men |” grinned Boh.

Evidently Billy Bunter had not
headed for Que‘]nh’a study after that
key. Evidently he had no intention of
tdoing so. He had carried that tolfee-tin
into the Rag, there to devour his prey !
It was not likely, however, that he was
doing apy devouring,

The juniors cut along to the Rag.
Bob Cherry threw the door open.

- Halle, lu_r.]]n::, hallo! ILaisten to tho

‘band 1" he ejaculated.

“ gtiﬁhnﬂl“ camao  from  within.
“Atchoooh! Ooocoghl Oh  crikey !
H.]’t]ﬂho'ﬂrj ’

" Ha, ha, ha !

The juniers erowded in.

Billy Bunter was eealed in an arm-
chair in the Rag. The toffee-tin lay at
his feot on the floor. Bunter had
sottled down in comfort to deal with the
contenis of that tin. But he did not look
fearfully ecomfortable. Ha had jerked
tha lid off the tin to get at the toffees.
‘T'hae result wgs quite unexpected—by
Blﬂtari _— )

ow &8 cloud of pepper bhappened to
fly out of a toffee-tin Bunier did not
kngw, Neither had he time to think ouk
that strange mystery, Ho was too busy
ENeeZIng.
Eﬂ-emsle, mmmi:t, sneEzala II
urgle, gurgle, gurgle

“Ha, ha, ha!”"_ ) ¢
C “Wrrrrggh ! Billy Bunter sprawled
in the chair, his eyes and nose
gﬁmammg, epluttering, purgling, pasp-
mg, and sneczing—Gargantuan sneezes,
o say Gurrgeh | Aytighoo |

coooonogh 7

“{x0 1, Bunter |

“Ha, ha, hat"

“Groocogh! I

say, you fellowg——

Oooogh!l I say—  Aytizhool
Wnumﬂum%h 1 _
“Ha, ha, ha ¥ velled the jumicrs.

. "1 say, vou fellows—ocoogh !—there
was pepper o something Grooogh |
say——  Yoo-whooop!  Aytishoot
You silly idiot, Cherry] Wharrer' you
Eut‘- pepper in on. the toffees for?
rooogh |- Atchoooach ™ -
“What did you opep the tin for?”
grinned Bob. :
“IJ—I—I——  Qoooghl  Aytishoo!
Groogh ! I was onply going to—
aytishoo |—to—to—to—— QGroocoogh I
“Ha, haﬂ ha 1™
“ Beast I" roared Bunter. “You did
that on purpose, you beaet, becauses you

{Cantinued on page 14.}
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HORNBY TRAINS

Ready for the
“ Right Away”

The sig‘na-.l falls, the whistle sounds. Away goes the Hornby
Express gliding over the polnts, picking up speed, under bridges,
over crossings, through stations, all out for a record run | 4
. Boys, everything about Hornby Trains is unbelievably real.
Until you've actually pla with a Hornby Railway you can't
possibly reallse how thrilling and how fascinating a hobby it Is.
Think of the hours of interest and excitement that can be yours
as Engineer-in-Chief of your own railway ! You are In absolute
control. Your train runs according to your orders. Short of
driving 2 real locomotive yourself there is no sensation in the
world to equal it. _ 3
Christmas s a fine time to start a Hornby Railway. Ask your
local dealer to show you the latest models, and ask him also for
your FREE ¢opy of the new catalogue of Hornby Trains and Meccanc.

Prices of Hornby Train Sets from 5/6d. to 74/«

MECCANDO LIMITED :: (DEPT. CD.)

BINNS ROAD ii

~ V]

TLPT

4

! Tk,

THE 1938-9 HORNBY
BOOK OF TRAINS

The latest [ssue 25 this magnificent book
will be welcom by evéry railway
enthusiast, It contains, splendid articles
on little-known features of railway goods

3

traffic, automatic train control on the:
G.W.R., the famous L.N.E.R. and LM.S.

expresses on the London-Scotland routes,
the mysteries of the Travelling Post Office,
and t n_cﬂntlnem:al Boat Trains of the
Southern Railway. :

It also includes a superb catalo ué. in

full colour, of all the wonderful Hornby
locomotives, coaches, wagons, and acces-
sories. Every Meccano and Hornby dealer
has this wonderful book, price ‘3d. Or

you can obtain it by sending 4}d. in
stamps direct to Meccano' itd.,” Dept.
C.D., Binns Road, Liverposl, 13.

LIVERPOOL 13
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thought 1 should—— Quvocogh | Wooogh !
Grooogh 1
" Carry on ¥
“Go it 1”
“Wooooooch |
you thought I
tishoo !—the tinl
roaooogh i

Oococh !  B-b-because
ghould open the—
Ocoogh |

& brain :

“The brainfulness 1s preposterous ”

. "Look at me [” howled Bunter. “I've
nearly blown my nose off 1 Coogh!
Aytishoo | Beast! Can't trust a fellow
to——. Qooogh 1” :

“% trusted you to open the tin—="

“Ha, ha, hal® _

“You should’ keep your esteemed
hands from the pickfulness and the
stealfulpess, my esteemed Bunter——*

“Urtgh! Beast! Wurrrrgh!™

- Billy Bunter gurgled, and gasp
snee dabbed his fat little nose,
which glowed like & danger-signal, with
his handkerchief. =

“Urrghl You: silly idiot!
spoiled thosoe toffees nuw..gnttmg
on them I” he gasped. know
well shan’t touch them~—]I—1 mean,
shan't take them to Treey—-"

“Ha, ba, hal™

£ t}hr Elﬂ ﬁﬂ- b ,qh ‘I'F A £
damage ¥ sai ecrily.. “A spo
of p:ig:par doe:n’t damage coal—-"

“Coal1” yellod Bunter. .

“Did you think i1t was toffees in the
tin ‘i“;ﬁu ed Boh. —_— a
“Why, you—yau—you beast, you sa
it WAB & ﬁm-aymhm i—grocogh —

w-:m;gh I—toffeas I : ;
“Your roistake, old fat man] I 2aid
I had a.tin of in my a_tgdr 1. 8o

You've
pRer

L hsd—but. I forned the toffces out.

before I put the coal in—"
“ You—you—— AtchochT™ Woooh!”
“Ha, ha, ha 1” e
Bob Cherry, chuekling, picked up the
to ép-l-in_am{ shot the contents into the
fird in the Rag. ;
Billy Bunter gave him a glare that
almoet cracked his spectacles, '
“Urrrggh! Beast! Pulliig my leg
sll the time! Urrgih 1” !
“Ha, ba, ha |” _
“ Atchoooh | Wooch | Aytisho ! Oggh !
Billy Bunter sneezed and sneezed. IS
was quite a long time beforc the snedz-
ing ceased  from ‘troubling and the
weary Owl was at rest. Not for the Grat
time in his fat career, the Owl of the
Ramove discovered that the way of the
tranegressor was hard ! :

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
The Prisoner In Punny !

ILBERT TRACY rose from his
chair at the table in the punish-
ment-room, at the sound of foot-
steps 1n the corridor without.

Hea stood locking towards the door,
with a dark and sullen sgowl on his face,
1t was some hours since he had had

s visitor, end it seemed like ages.
During the afternooh w%fiwla tha
Remove were in Form, he had been

allowed to walk for an hour for alr
and exereise. Binee then he had been
under lock and key, By that time he
was recovering from the effects of the

Head's flogging. He was thinking less

of the Eng?l?ig than of the dreary hours

in_that seciuded room. '
He had his school books: he hed

Latin exercises to keep him busy.

Neither was much of a comfort to him.
He had, however, done his task,

ready for Quelch's eyea when he came.

Really, it was better than' mooching

shout the room doing nothing; neither
Tug Maianer Lisrarv,—No, 1607,
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did he want “six * for leaving his work
undone. Hé had no doubt that Quelch
would bring & cane under his arm when
he camég, and he had no desire to samnple
that cane after the Head's birch.,

The room was secluded, silent, and
was, of course, out of bounds for the
school. No one was likely . to come
there. In silenee and solitude, Gilbert
would have been glad of B-_Wl:ji$pﬂring
voice through the keyhole. A few whis-
pered words wounld have broken the
monotony. :

But he had no friends to stand by him-

when he was down on his luck, He was
more or less friendly with Skinner and
Snoop, but they were nob fellows to take
ricks. And any fellow caught approach-
ing the punishment-room to speak to the
inmate would have beon booked for six
of the best, e ¥ '

Harry Wharton & Co., he had neo
doubt, would have run the risk—had
ll'ﬁl been ‘on friendly terms with them.

ey had béen on much better terms of
late, but that had been qoite knocked
of ﬁ.u;. head noiwv h%(m:hna happeninga of
the previous night. ey wanted nothin
to. do, with & fellow whé stola out o
bounds after lights out and came back
at midnight in charge of 8 besk. And
that was not all—they knew that Hazel
wag mixned ;
laid the blame on him. The Wmli i
Htudy. No. 1 showed exactly how
friendly the captain of the Remove felt
towards him.

But Hazel— (Gilbert reflected bit-
terly that he might have taken the risk,
But Hazel had not come—probably had
not thought of coming.

It was to save him that Gilbert had
landed himself in this—not for his own
sake,  certainly. Stilll, he had saved
him, the fellow might have remem-
bered it. No doubt Hazel was feeling

pite easy K in his mind now—since
racy’s interview with the Head; he
knew that Gilberi had not given
away, and that, as Gilbert reflected
bitterly, was-all he wanted to know-
the

Not a fellow cared—mpot even
fellow whose worthless skin he had
saved at Lis own costl

After gll, why should they care? He
was & bad, hat—a disgraco to his Form
and_to. his school; nobody wanted him
at Greyiriars. A schoolgirl’s influence
had helped to put his feet onn the right

ath, and the prospect had been

rightering when bhis own act had
epotled everything again; and that acé
had been to eave the wreiched Hazel
from discovery and diegrece by taking
the burden on his own shoulders, _

His brow was black, his face sullen,
his lock almost snarling when the deox
of the punishment-room opened and Mr,
Quelch appeared. _

Behind himi eame Trotter, the House
page, carrying.a tray. That tray con-
tained supper for the imprisoned junior
—plain fare of bread and cheese and
COoCoa. .

Gilbort pave it a disdainful glanee,

Trotter placed the tray on the table
and, with a furtively compaszionate
look st Gilbert, withdrew. .

Mr. Quelch proceeded to examine
Tracy's Latin paper. As Gilbert had
soticipated, he bad a cane under his
Arm. : :

But while he looked at the Latin
paper, Mr, Quelch 'did not fail to be
wary. He had not forgotten the oeca-
sion when Tracy had contrived to whi
ont of the punishment-room and loe
him in. He would not have been sur-
prised’ at some. attempt to repeat that
gsriqrmapi:;ﬂ on the part of the worst
Boy in his Form—he would have been,
in fact, surprised at nothine whatever
front Gilbert Tracy,

up in tha affair, and they.

But Gilbert was not thinking of sny-
thing of the kind. ' It was useless, an
he did not’ want six from that cane
under Quelch’s arm.

“You can do better than this
Tracy |” said Mr. Quelch, tapping the

paper on the table with his forefing

er.
“Do you think so, eir?” drawled
Gilbert, with as much impertinence in
his tone a3 he could venture upon—in
view of the cane under Quelch’s arm.

Remove master’s eyes glinted. . -

“I am wunwilling’ to punish you
further, Tracy—* _ ' :

“Thank you, sir I murmured Gilbert.

“But I shall certainly do so if “you

uire 1£17 said Mr. Quelch grimly.
“¥You will not be ellowed to waste your
time here, Tricy; and I advise you not
to be impertinent.z .

Gilbert made no reply to that.

Mr., Qielch paused, and then went
on :

“You will not return to the Form-
room, Tracy, for a week., During that
time yeu will have ample leisure for
reflection. 1 recommend you to refect
wpon your conduct since you have beeo
at this school and make some resolution
to amend it."’

“I've done that, sir,” said Gilbert
coolly, .

“Indeed I gaid Mr Quelch very
dryly. “It would not appesar so, Tracy,
from your action last might,”

Gilbert grinned. He wondered what
Quelch would bave thought could he
have krown what had really happened
the previous night.

“I've told yon, sir, that I Dever wont
out of the school I he said.

“*That is a quite incredible statement,
Tracy. But if there i3 any truth in it,
why did you leave the House at all 77

Gilbert was silent.

“ Any boy who left the House at nilgh't..
wonld be ﬁnﬁggﬂi“ seid Mr. Quelch.
“But if I ecouk ieve that you did nol
lesve the precincts of the school, Tracy,
ilrur._ punishment wonld end with the

ogging you have received. For what
regson did you ak House bounds, if
not to break Scheol bounds ™

No anawer,

A contemptuous look ¢rossed the Re-
move master’s face, He turped to the
door without speaking again.

(zilbert watched him in sullen silence,

e door cloced on the Remove

master; the key turrned in the lock out-

sgide, end Gilbert heard it withdrawn. -

Then the footsteps of Mr. Quelch died
away down the corridor.

Gilbert was left alone, s prisoner in
the punishment-room, to remain élons
till the door was unlocked in the morn-
img—at least, that was Mr. Quelch's
belief.

He would have been rather shaken in
that belief, however, had he been able
to see Gilbert a few minutes later,

From  his Eﬂlﬁhﬁt— tha imprisoned
junior drew & key—a long key that was
an_ exact duplicate of the one with
which Mr. Quelch had locked the door,
and which he had taken away in his
pocket,

Gilbert g‘\rdinmd at that key.

Neither Mr. Quelch, nor anyone ¢lse

at Greyfriars, knew that it was in his
possesslon—ar in existence at all.
" Yet it had been simple enough. On
the oceasion when he had locked his
Form-master in the punishment-room
tha key of that room had been in
Gilbert’s possession for two deya

With an eye to the future, the young
rases]l had taken s wax impression of
the kevy. . '

From that impression it had been
eaay to get a key made, later, in Court-
field, and the new key had been In



Gilberk’s possession ever since. He-had
kept it safely locked up, against the
time when he might be f:mked_ in tha
unishment-room—which was likely: fo
appen any time to the rebel of the
Remove.

Quelch had left him, as he sup;:oﬁadi
gafely locked in; but, in point of fact,
it waas in Gilbert’s power to unlock the
door and.let himself cut at any moment

choze.

During the daytime it was futile; h
would have been seen, and the duplicate
key discovered. But if Gilbert ¢ o
wander in the smeall hours, there wes
nothing to stop him—little as Mr.
Queleh or snyone else guessed-it,

“Old ass 1™ murmur
ning. -

He put the key back in hiz pocket
and sat down to his supper.

e —

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
In The Night!
“I SAY, you fellows, something’s
up [*

pl
*“Go hon 1" said Bob Cherry.
After prayers, in the morning,
everybody at Grer;'frmra knew that
gdmekbhing was "up."’ ] :
Mz, Quelch's face was seen by tha
startled eyes of his Form to resemble
the blackest of black thunderclounds.
-All the beaks wera seen to be looking
Tary GeriQus,
' Mr. Capper was heard to pay
“Shocking |¥ Mr. Prout was heard to
say “ Unparalleled I Mr. Hacker was
seenr shrugging his shoulders, Prefects
of the Sixth Form looked fearfully
solemn. ’
Bomething was up—something very
gerioue and unusual. The juniors won-
dored what it was. It was unlikely
that another fellow had been caught out
of bounds, like Tracy; and even so, it
would hardlﬁ have caused all this per-
turbation. ut something clearly was

up.

After breakfast the Hoad was seen
accompanying Mr. Quelch to his study.
Many eyes were on him, b
This looked as if something had hap-
pencd in Quelch's gtudi* >

Had Gilbert Tracy been at liberty,
evervone would have surmised that 1t
was & rag on Quelch,

Tracy had ragged that study before
most cffectively and efficiently, though
he had with great skill contrived to
prove that he was elsewhere when the
rag had taken place.

ut if Quelch's study had been
“ghipped "—as the juniors called it—
the guilt had to be laid on other
shoulders now, with the worst boy in
the Form safely locked up in punny.

After the headmaster and the Remove
master had left that study it wss an
objeet of tha greatest interest to the
Remove fellows. If ﬁﬁrthiﬂi had hap-
pened there, they wanted to know what
it was. .

As goon as the coast was clear, there-
fore, several Removites ventured along

1]

the passage to see what waa to be seen
—if anything, i

“0Oh erumba I ejeculated Bob Cherry.
TLook ™

The study door showed startling signs
of damage. Quelch often locked his

study door at night. Apparently 1t had
bae-n? 5I;m

locked the night before, but the
lock had not stopped & wvisitor from
entering. .
The juniors gazed at it. -That lock
was o fairly strong one, but it had been
wrenched open, apparently by s stout
chisel driven between the door and the
'gml:n The signe of domaege leaped to
2 aye.

Gilbert, gri-i?'- s

‘been ship
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"Oh, my hat!” murmured Harry

Wharton,
1 say, Y:m fellows, somebody came
down in the night ‘and Iusted that

lock ! gasped Bally Bunter., “Was it
you, Smithy "
i "Idiﬂt- !:u

“Qh, really, S3mithy—2

i m -1:} i

“Well, you're’ the ohly chap who
would do it, &I(:Bpt-_'l‘l‘-ﬂp}?—;—ﬂnd e's in
unny 1 said ‘Bonter,. I say,” you'll
E{% for 1t,-3lriﬂh:,r.- if-voudid it " :

“Fathead I .

“Well, that takes the cake!” said
Johnny  Bullk “ Wheever did that s
booked for the long jump !l No wonder
Quelch was looking shirty I”

Bob Cherry- pushed the.door open.
Clearly sofne ‘unknown person had
forced the Stud{"e&wr during the night.
It must have been no easy task, and
thera must have been somo noise: but
the siudies were a good distance from
tha gleeping-rooms, and the marsuder
had got through unhesrd and wunde-
tect-e:go But' no one supposed that he
had stopped at that; the juniors ex-
pected to see something more inside the
stady when the door was opened.

And they did! ;

They fairly cﬁaapeﬂ as they looked
inte Mr. Quelch’s study. Btudies had

d before at ﬂraffﬂnra, but
never within the memory of the oldest

.inhabitant had a study been-shipped

like this, _
“Oh [” gasped Harry Wharton,

That study looked as if o cvclone had
struck it. ‘The table lay upside down
with chairs perched on the upturne
legs, and the carpet draped over the
chairs; cinders and ashes from the
grate were strewn .ail over the room,
mingled with blotches snd zmears of
ink: every drop of ink the ragger had
found thers had been Hung about the
T OO,

The clock lay on the hearth in several
pieces; the fender had been pushed
partly up the chimney; soot had been
raked down in large volumes.'

Books lay all over the place, and
overy one was smothered with sook, or
pehes, or ink, or gum, or sealing-wax
melted st a match. |

The glaszs over the mantelpiece showed
& big #tar in the centre, where the
poker, probably; had smitten it.

But even that was not all. Across
the cracked glass was an_ inseription in

large letters in black paint which had

dried hard :

WHO WANTS QUELCH!
NOBODY !
GET OUT, YOU OLD AS8!

Breathlessly the Remove fellows gazed
at it Other fellows came up the
passage to gaze. Before long there was
s swarm of all Forms crowding outside
Mr. Quelch’s study, gazing in—almost
speRbound. '

“0Oh crumbal” said Hobsom of the
Shell. “That means the sack for some
of you Hemove chaps!”

o Zerve 'om Jolly well right, too 1
said Temple nl!' thoe Fourth. *That's
too jolly thick! That ain't &
that's just hooliganism I”

“Oh, rather |” said Dabney. )

“But who the thump—" exclaimed
Coker of the Fifth.  “'Which 'of you
young scoundrels did that¥?* °

rag-—

“1 say, Smithy, if it was Fou—
Yaroooh! Leave off kicking me,
Smithy, you beagt!” welled Billy
Bunter.

“Was it you, young Vernon-Bmith "
asked Coker, staring at the Bounder.

5
“Was it you, Coker?” retorted - the
Bounder,
“"Xh—what! Don’t be chaeeky! It

was & Remove kid, as you can see by
what's written on the glass—*" '
“Blessed if it doesn't look like it1"
gaid Bob Cherry. “But who—who'd be
mad enpugh—" N
“Goodness  knows!” said Hafry
Wharton, “I should think it was Traey;
if hE Was t!m?i‘s ! ﬂEum_et:nag E‘_ﬂ'.—"ﬂ
M Hame terrifically vy duffers—
“Who on ﬂatth'———e'o
" And why-—*"
" Well, whoever it was,_he made a
E{hm‘uugh job of it,” remarked Hobson.
He must have been a mtg]ple of hours
at work, I should say. .Made a night of
it, by gum! It's the sack for him when
they get him 1" : -
“Cave!” called out Nugent, as Mr.
Quelch reappeared at the end of the
passage. And the crowd melted away
in 8 buzz of wonder and amazement.
_They knew what was “up® nowl
They knew why Quelch’s hrow was like
thunder that morning | Someone, in the
night, had made an utter wreck of
Queleh’s study—and sdded. insult  to
injury, as it were, by leaving that im-
pertinent  inscription. on the glass to
meet his ¢yes in the morning, when he
came to hia dismantled study. But
who?
‘That was a mystery1

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
By Whose Hand ?

R. QUELCH'S face was sef, and
hias eyes glesmed [ike eold
ef€el, sz he faced his Form in
the Form-room that morning.

The Remove fellows were very silent
and serious,

uelch scanned face after [ace, Iﬁm
sibly in_search of signs of guilt, bt
lance lingersd on Herbert Vernon-
Smith, and then on Skinner, PBoth of
them looked uncomfortable. (4

_Other fellows looked uncomfortable,
too. Billy Bunter was in 8 state of
obvious trepidation. .

It could hardiy be doubted that the
wreck of Queélch’s study was the work
of & Remove man—some fellow un-
serupulously  vengeful and bitterly
malicious. Fellows in other Forms had
nothing to do with Quelch—it could not
be au}ppuaed that any fellow in tha
Fourth or the Shell, and still less a
senior, would have wrecked his study.
The ragger must have had a motive—
and nobody outside tha Remove could
hava had any motive for ragging the
Remove master.

Quelth had ne doubt—he could have
no doubt—that the offender whs in the
Form before him.. Few of the Remove
could doubt it, either.

But if the man was there, hs was
keecping his secret carefully. Nobody
knew who it was! There was not the
remotest clua to his identity, '

The whola Form were, _
under suspicion; from Harry Wharion,
the head boy, down to Billy Bunterl
And that knowledge made many fellows
feal uneasy and nervous, and made
them, in foct, show signs that a sus-
picipus ‘eys might, have construed ac
signs of guilt | L3

gﬂmith;,r knew that he would be sus.

ected, on his  reckless reputation.

kioner expected the gimlet eyes to
turn on him—and they did! Wibley,
who was given to practical joking, sat
uneasily on his form. But every fellow
folt upeomiortable—not from a eenge of
gailt, but from thé possibility of beiog

(Continued on page 18.)
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(Continued from page 15.)
suspected. | Bil Biintér gave an
eidible ga‘ag when the gimlet eyes
gleamed on him fof a moment,’ -

H'l;‘nhehq E;Ht a lon tmi}nutg of silence—a
silenice at mi been '
befora Mr.- Q&e:lcﬁii B g

PRy epoke. He spoke ab

“Boing ‘boy in this Form left his
dormiitory during the night!” he said,
You are all aware of the outrage that
! been perpetrated in my study. Someo
member of this Form must have left his
dormi after lights out. It is my in-
tention to discover that boy, who will be
immediately expelled from the school.
Until the discovery is made, all holidays
for this Form will be cancelled, and
there will be detention classes on Wed-
nesday and Saturdey afternoons.”

The Remova took thst in grim
silence,
cc “In the meantime,” said Mr. Quelch,

investigation will proceed. If the boy
ﬁ&c?fmd choosen to confess, I will hear

Sile}:m&.

“1 have hitherto believed,” continued
Mr. Quelch, “that thera was only cne
boy in this Form capable of such con-
duct. That boy, however, is under lock
and "key in the punishment-room, and
cannot be guilty on this occasion. Tk
appears that some other boy in the
Form ias fﬂlﬂwm%’ his example, and has
exceeded even Tracy's insolence and
audacity 1

-There was snother silence, while the
gimlet eyes scanned the solemn faces in
th% Rﬂmﬂv&.f :

ut apart from uneasiness, which was
shared by all the Form, there was
rothing for even Quelch’s keen eves to
read in those faces.

If there was a boy in the Greyfriars
Remove who was following the bad
example set by the rebel and mutineer
of the Form, he was not to be picked
out %’i*lnm the rest. it

-“The etrictest “investigation will ba
made,” said Mr, QueIclf “I have no
doubt that it will lead to the discovery
of the offender. I shall say no more at
the moment, We shall now commence.”

Which was a relief to the Remove.

. Mr. Quelch stepped to his desk, The
juniors, in silence, exchanged glances,

. Who bad done itt With the sack
1n prospect, the delinguent could hardly
bo expected to own up. It was clear
t]lﬂ.‘i} ;:;]!;:uchr present was going to do so.

Crash!l.

Every eye shot reund to Mr. Quelch,

The Remove master had raised the Jid
of his ‘desk, and sat_on the high chair
to look into it. Innumersble times
Mr, Quelch had sat on that high chair
and nothing had happenedl But some-
thing had happened now !

The juniors fairly jumped, as they

saw their Form-master going over bacl:-
wards, with his long legs flying in the
air.

Bump !

“(Oh crikey 1" gasped Billy Bunter.
“Oh scissors " stuttered Bob Cherry..
"'Wlmt Ay 1
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“0Oh gum' 1™

Almost petrified, the Remove stared
at the FEemove master.  What "had
caused that sudden and startling col-
lapse they did not for the moment
know. ]

‘Mr, Quelch was extended on his back
o the floor of the Form-room, His
mortar-board had fallen off. His gown
was tangled round him. He was splut-
tering with eamazement and fury.

He sat up.

“He, he, he!” gurgled Billy Bunter,
- Mr. Quelch got on his feet. e gave
ithe Remove a look, and Billy Bunter's
gurgle died away with great suddenness.
" Then he looked at the collapsed chair,

he expression on his fice was simply
terrifying, as he did so. _

And the astonished j]t.mic-r-saw. now,
what had happened. The legs of that
chair hdd given way! Evidently they
had been sawn through by some surrep-
titjous and nefarious hand! A uingi‘a
fragment had been left holding the
chair together—looking safe enough,
till it was sat uponl Bat upon, it col.
lapsad instantly '

*Who—=" -Quelch’s voice waz &
roar. “Who has done this?” :

He grasped the cane from his desk.

“Who entered this Form-room before
class? Who—"

Mr. Quelch broke off,

The Form-room door had been locked
till class; he himself had unlocked it, to
let the Remove in.

It dawned on him! This was the
work of the night-ragger! The Form-
room key, when not 1mm use, hung on a
hook in Quelch’s study. Lvidently the
night prowler had used i, and replaced
it where Queleh had found it in the
morning i He had visited the Form-
room as well as the study—Ileaving the
chair with the sawn legs as a surprise
for BMr. Quelch!

The Remove master stood panting for
breath! The Remove sat dumb!

Wha had dona this? The sama fellow
wheo had ragged the study—buot whoet
Not a fellow ecould pguess—and Mr.
Queleh, though he was longing, indeed
vearning, to use that cane, could not
guess, either! He looked, indeed, a3 if
disposed to cane the whole Iorm !

But he controlled his wrath! Breath-
ing hard, he stepped back to hiz desk
to lay down the cane,

Then there was a siartled ejnculation,
The cane, though no longer grasped,
was sticking to his hand |

He stared at it—the Removites stared
at it. He had to take that cane in his
left hand, to jerk it away from his
right | He had not noticed, when grazp-
ing 1k, that it was sticky with liquid
cement | He noticed it when he came
to lay it down !

He stood with an cxpressive sxpres-
sion on his face, staring at the stick
palm of his rigi‘tt hand, after he haﬁ
eot rid of that cana.

It was some moments before he found
his woice.

“Wharton! I—I shall leave you in
charga hers for a—a few minutes !”

“Yes, sir " gasped Harry.

Mr, Qll._lflc*h whisked out of the Form-
rooIa, 2 had to rub and scrub, and
scrub and rub, at that sticky palm,
before he did anvthing else.

Tn deep silenc the Remove watched
him go. But wnen he was gone, the
zilenca was broken!

““ Ha, hﬂv. ha 1" .

“ What larks 1" chuckled the Bounder.

“He, he, hel” cachinnated Billy
Bunter. ‘I say, you fellows, that cape
wasz sticking to his paw=he, he, he ¥

“But who—"" gasped Pster Todd.

“The same sportaman who ragged the
study—he bagged the Form.room key

- Harry ‘Wharton,

there, of course'!* grinned Bob Cherry,
¥ But who—"
Y Bome lad,
chuckled Smithy.
“Not you?” asked Bob.
“Ne fear! Outside my limitl"”
rinned the Bounder. “Blessed if 1
inew thers was & man in the Remove
with the nerve—except Tracy! Who
the dooce—-="' et
“PBlessed if I don't begin to think it
was & man in another Form!™ said
“I can’t believe any

whoever he. was!"

fellow herg—"

[ 1] Buﬁl wh: TY

¥ 0h, I give that up!l™
" There was a buzz'of discussion fill
‘Mr, ' Quelch’s returning footsteps were
heard.. Then.there was silence as of thae
tomb 1 Quelch’s expression was elo-
quent; and the Remove realised that
they had to_walk very warily . that
morning 1 That mormng, - lndﬁﬁ.
Quelch's Form might have been mis
taken for a fAock of lambs!

rE——

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Hazel’s Secret!

H, stop that row "
Harry Wharton paused in
the Remove passage &s he
~ heard that snapping, shrill,
almost hysterical wveice from Study
No. 2, :

It was after class—after a far from
ha.pp% day for the Hemove, Quelch, in
the Form-room, had been rather like
B live wire! _

Strict investigation, a3 he bad told
his Form, was proceeding—but, so far,
it Jdid not seem to have produced any
results.

The mystery of the mysterious night
ragger was as deep a mystery as ever,
Not only masters and prefects, but. the
Removiies themselves, were puzzied to

wes2 who he could possibly be. Harry
harion was thinking about it, as he
came up to the studies; but dis-

missed 1t from his mind as he heard
Hazel's voice. And he stopped.

Tom Brown's voice came [rom Study
No. 2 in reply. Browney was twiddlin

dials on his portable wireless. Hazel,
evidently, was annoyed, ;

“You ill-tempered ass—" .said
Browney,

“Btop that row, I tell you! I can’t
stand 1t 1” howled Hazel, *Take the
rotten thing somewhere else |

“I'm dgn::mg ta take it down to the
Fap, old bean,” said Tom., *“But I'll
zgive you a tip before I Eol You'd
better pull yourself together if you
don’t want Quelch to spot you "

“What do you mean, you fool?”
snarled Hazel, .

“1 mean that I've seen his eye on you
to-day,” said 'Lom. “You've been Jook-
ing as sick as a oat ever since Tracy was
copped, and a g‘o&d many fellows know
vou were mixed up with him somehow.
f you don't want Quelch to know, too,
vou'd better pull up and stick your
nerves together. 1 can tell vou that I
saw Qualch’s eye on you in the I'orm-
room——""

“0Oh, shut up, and take that rotten
thing away!”

Tom Brown gquitted. the study with
hiza radio under his arm. He passed
Harry Wharton in the passage, and
went down the staircasa,

Wharton stood hesitating.

Beveral times he had thought of
speaking to Hazel, if only to glva him

e warning that Browne ad just
given, The whole Form could see thers
was something amiss with Marjorie’s
brother; and Browney. was not the only
fellow who had seen the gimlet eye in



the Form-reom linger on him. Hazel
was no adept at hiding his feelings—
in fact, he was a fellow toc wear his
heart on his sleeve.: ]

Harry Wharton bad ?Eg littla
gatiﬂnue to wasta on him. e could

ardly remember the number of timea
Hazel had landed himself in scrapes—
alwhys making new resolves, after a
fripht; and elways forgetting them
again when the effect of the fright had
warn off, .

But he was concerned for Marjorie's
brother, . if not for Hazel personally;
apd he had & strong suspicion, too, that
it was Tracy who had had a leading
hand in Hazel's }]Ja::ase-ng ECTApE,

He made t:f is mind at last, and
sttﬁpﬂd into the study, = |

azel had -thrown himself into the
armchair, after driving away his study-
mate with ‘his angry =and hysterical
temper. But he did not look as if he
found any comifort in zolitude. Iz face
waa-pale dnd harassed, and clouded as
if most of the troubles in the universze
had descended wpon him, :

But that he did not want visitors was
evident from the black look he gave the
captain of the Remove as he came 1n.

“What the thump do you wanti” he
snarled. *“Can’t you leave a fellow in
peace T '

Wharton shut the door. He was deter-
mited not to get aogry: he had not
coms there for a quarrel, It was necis-
sary to exercise a good deal of seli-
control in dealing with a fellow like
Hazeldone. ]

I -heard what Browney said to you
,}ust now, Hazel I he said, turning

rom the door. “It was good advice.
q‘l&lﬂh"""""“
“Hang Quelch | .
“Well, " never mind that,™ - eaid

Harry. “Look here, Hazel, every man
in the Form can see that you're in &
scrape—""

S 1'm net 1™

“Wall, yon leok it—"

“Nao business of yours!”

“T'd like to help, if T can!™ sald
Harry patiently. " You've got mixed
up with that ecur—that rascal—that
rotter—""

“Aro you speaking of Tracy, you
fool 1™ : ; o

“You know I am! If that roiten
rascal has led you into playing the fool,
as it looks——"

“You dummy 1™ .

“Isn’t it so?” asked Harry quietly,
“Tracy as good as admitted it when I
had a row.with him yesterday——"

“You fool!” maxleciv Hazel. “You
dgolt! You dummy! I heard that you
had a scrap with him yesterday in the
atg{d x Waﬁ it about that?”

e—

“Oh, you fooll ¥You can't mind your
own business? If vou were as decent
oz Tracy, vou'd be a better follow than
ﬁf‘l—‘}] are |” gnarled Hazel. “Don’t eall

o retten names to me. I wor't aland
i8] Get out of my study 1"

Harry Wharton locked at him in
sheer amazement, Hazel sat staring at
him with angry hostility.

“Look here, Hazel,” said Harry at
last, “if you're not mized up with that
roiter, what wera vou seared about?
You were afraid of what he might eay
to Quelch or the Head. I'm not the
only fellew who could see that! You
were scared out of your wits——"

“ (3h, shut up ™

“He hasn't given you away ! went
on Harry. “You were afraid that ha
would—buk suppose he's got that
much decency—he hasn't] Aiter he'd
led you—-"

“0h, you fool ™ :

“He's said nothing,” ‘said Harry,

“If he was going to glve you away,

EVERY SATURDAY

he'd have done it before now! You're
gafe there I

“1 know thatl”

“Well, then—what's
now 1 -

“"Find outl™ .

“I'm asking you as 5 friend, Hazel,™
said Harry Wharton quietly, * You'rs
landed mmehqw—nn& it'a not only
because you were afraid Tracy would
ﬁi‘l‘n vou away—you know now that he
asn't} That's over—but you're etill
up against something.
Tou i ‘ i 2

“It im'tl - :

“OhY' said Harry, guite puzsled.
Hazel's. troubles . generally - boiled
down to -want of cashl He was the

the trouble

If it's money

fellow to owe money he could not pay,

and sink into the deepest depths of
despondency Iin consequence,

" ¥ou've been playing the t.* said
Harry at last. " 'That's 'plain enougl,
and ”rac;r was mixed up in it—" .

“FoolI”? - - : |

“If you ewe moncy to someo rotten
raséal—some racing man st the Three
Fisherge—*

HI dunltl:l:l

Harry Wharton - stood locking at him
in silence. He had felt fairly sure that
it was thatl. But it appeared that it
was nob. .

“Well, if 5 fellow could help—" he
seid at last, W

“You can shut up and mind your

own - busingss 1. growled Hazel.. “If
Egu want to slan Tm::ﬁ, don’t “slang
mm to me, or I'll punch your cheeky

headl. If you want to know, I was
afraid he would ﬁi% me away—almosk
any fellow would have—but he stood it
opt==paodness knows why. He's got
grit—more than I ever had 1™

“It wouldn’t have done him much
goed to give 1:rm: away 1" said Wharton
contemptuonsly. " Quelech would have
known that he was more to blame than
you were, whatever. it wag——""

“Ob, you fool, shut upl™ almost
ehovted - Hazel. “Haven's you any
sens@? - Trac

e never had anything to
do with it. 1've never been mix&cf up
with him, as you call it, never had
anything to- do. with him, never liked
him, and hardly spoken to bim! You
dummy 1" - " "

“Then—then what——"

“Po you want to knowi” smwarled
Hazel. “ Well, T'll tell ; then you
can tell Quelch, if you like! It was I
who was out of bounds on Wednesda
night, not Tracy! Do you understand,
you fool? He took it on himself to save
my bacon—and I let him do it. Now
ynig_%nﬂw , .

-“Yeou—you're madl!” ezclaimed
Wharton. "“You were thera: I gaw
your head on your pillow when Quelch
came up and found ' that Tracy was
missing—-"" :

-“¥You saw Tracy’s head on my pillow
_ﬁﬂu fool! He knew I was out, an

eard Quelch coming and took my place
to see me through.” :

“Ohl” gasped Harry Wharton. * But
—but—I don't sce—— Look here,
QJuelch caught Tracy coming in at the
box-room window—"

“Can’t you understand, you dummy ?
Ho got ‘out later to warn me. 1 got
in by the Sixth Form lobby, and he got
in at the box-room window, to keep up
the game. He let Queleh snaffle him,
to seg me through. And I—T Jet him do
it. And do you think it's mot en my
mind that I did1"

“Oh [* gasped Wharton ageain.

"It would have been the sack for me.
It's not the sack for him; he would be
glad if it was. That's why I let him
dao it ! That's whyl I never knew he'd
be packed in punny for a week, as well

" give him a word!l And
-slangin
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as flogged, or—or——"" Haze] broke of,
panting. “0Oh, what's the %am:l of
gammon? I phould have let him- do
it, ell the eame. I daren’t face: the
sack I But—but—look what T’ let him
in for! Do you think I can.ever forget
D b et s, s
‘Buf why 1™ gaspe arty, ujter
taken aback and _a.mm}dir"‘""~"$i'.h'";
You've never beén friends.” Why sliculd
DR T R
“'W{:iytii:‘;_g.neumd -Hazél. H-'“ﬁh;tﬁirﬂa
you Botherin OQr own il |
about ma fm'-?g ﬁmaun’ﬁ' you Jﬂ:ﬁj’r’-i ‘wﬁ?:t
my sister Marjorie fo get the shock of
her lif henrinf I'm up for the sackl
Think 1 don't know that? Well, that
was Tracy’s reason, too. He said that
Marjorie had. done him a good turn—~1I
never knew anything about it, but that's
how it was. = And so he did that for me
and now he’s sticking it out, and I
haven't even nerve enough to go and
on come herc
him—to mal her I ought
tqth& "-ir el::e ha is niuw. Yma fooll You
rotter I’ (et out of my study, before I
chuck you out|” J s hafoig
“But—" stammered Whazton,

ol P :

“let out, will youl™ . Hazel leapt
up. from the nnnchgi_r. hia fists n.lanqhaﬁ
“(Get out, and leave me alone I Another
word ageinst Tracy, and I'Nl knock it

back down your throat, Get outl”
Harry rton stepped guietly from
the study. ~ Hazel, with 8 anarl,

slammed the door after him,.

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
-Bale |
R. QUELCH saw lights out for
his Form that aight. :
That duty generelly fell to
& Sixth Form prefect. But on
this particular - night the Remove had
the benefit of their Form-master's own
special attention. Quelch had a reasop,
as_they learned before he left them.
His face was very grim, :
No fellow was specially keen on mdet-
ing the gimlet eyes that gleamed from
FEL]I to bed before Quelech put out the
e ILt. ; i
One fellow there, the Bemova master
could not poestbly doubt, was the un-
known ragger who hhd gone down the
night before, wrecked his study, and
played trick® in the Form-room. But
which? .
It was impossible to tell |
And it was intensely exasperating to
?‘uelch to think that the culprit was
there, right under his eyes, probably
laughing in his sleeve, and not to be
spotted. '
Quelch w .
not in & Rappy frame of mind.. Thea
morrow was Saturday, which was a
half-holiday; and that hslf-holiday was
to be spent in detention by the whole

was grim, and his Form was

Form.-
Nobady liked the prospect, least ot
all the move footballers, There was

o mateh with the Bhell fixed for Satur-
day afterpoon, which now, of course,
had to be scratched, unless Quelch re-
lented in time.

Of that, thers was no possibility what-
ever., Throughout the day Quelch had
been growing grunmer ﬂ!‘ld Erimmer,
and he wae now st his grimmest
Unless the mysterious ragger was dis
covered there were ne more holidavs
for the Remove that term! It was
1‘]‘“1{; to pley ducks and drakes with
the Form games. Bat there was no

]:ntz.]ﬁ:Eh for it.

fore torning of the light Mr.

Quelch took the key from the door—a
Tex Micner Lisnany.—No. 1,607.
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proceeding that caussd the janiors, who
all had their eyes on him, to stare. Bus
they understood when ha put the key
in the outside of the lock. Then they
knew why Quelch hag come up for
lights out.

Harry Wharton sat up 1n bed,

“Are wo to be locked in, sir?" he
asked quietly, p
- Mr., Quelch gave him an ic Flanee:.
Even hia head boy was out of favour,
‘The whole Form were in Quelch’s black
books. : : i

“Yes, Wharton!"” he answered. wit
a snap. " As I cannot trust my Form,
I have no alternative but to lock the
dormitory door at night., 1 cannot run
the risk of any repetition of last night's
occurrences.”

“1 do not beliave, sir, that the fellow
who went down last night 13 hera at
all,” said Harry. "I feel sure that he
is not in the Remove.” '

Mr. Queich stared at him.

“That is nonsense, Wharton!” he-
snapped. .
- A lot of us think so, sin,” ventured
Bob Charry. :

* Nonsensa [ -
- “Ndéne of us Enows who it was, sir,"”

said Yernon-Smith. * If it was a Remove
man, somo of us wounld know.”

* Mr. Quelch gave him a hard look
His suspicions were the strongest of
the Bounder, who ecemed the likeliest
man in the Remove to be guilty of such
wild récklessness. His lips shut in a
bitter line.

“You may be silent, Vernoh-Bmith "
he said.

Y Je1 say, sir—" sgueakaﬂ Billy
Dugter. “ I—=1 say, if we're going to be
Iﬁnémﬂ in, .suppose there's a fire, sir,
AR s M

“ De silent, Bunter [

“Yes, sir; but suppose the Houszse
catéhes fira, and—-"

“Do not be absurd, Bunter !

“Yes, sirl I mean no, sir! But I
don’t want to be locked in when the
House might catch fire, sir, 1i—if—if
vou don't mind—"

“Take fifty lines, Bunter1”

“0Oh erikey '

Billy Bunter said no more.

Mr. Quelch switched off the light and
stepped out, The door closed and the
juniors heard the click of the key out-
side. Then Mr. Quelch departed,
taking the key with him. |
* “1 say, you fellows, sup&:um the
House catches fire—"" wailed Bunter.

“Fathead [V

“ Beast [

“Well, we're safe for the night"”
chuckled Vernon-Bmith. “But I'm
dashed if I believe the jolly old ragger
ia hare, all the same. IF it was a
Eemove man, somebody would know by
this time," .

“But if it wasn't, who the dickens
was it " asked Nugent. *“ Why should
a fellow n another Formn rag our

1,::-

| “Quelech might have trod on some-
= = S
CLUB FOR FOOTBALL FANS!

Boys, here's your change] GClillord Bastin
{yes, the Cliford Bastin yeu all know) has
formeéd & club, and on joining, every mem-
ber reckives an exciting book ali about tha

hig elubs and thé Laagus, called: *Tha
.Ilr=m Btory of Football, I Has béen
specially written by Allison, the
Jamous Radio commentater. It's thrilling

and packéd with sxclting mcidents and lots
of grand piotures of star piayers in action.
Thip book aiso talls you how all Bastin Club
T o et & s cm T page 0 S
i copy, Lurn puge &
you will Nnd full details for jolting ths slub
and alse Ulustrations of some of the fres

gitts. :
L. TEE Misnzr Lngaey.—No. 1,607

THE MAGNET

body’s eorns,” answered the Bounder.
“Might be anybody. But if it was any
man here, he won't get going again
to-night, that's a cert!™

here was no doubt on thab point, at
all events, The Remove were safe for
thhe night, with the dormitory  door
locked and the key in their Form-
master’s keeping.  Whoever the mys-
terious ragger was, Mr. Quelch was
gssured that he would not get going
again that night, though there were
some fellows in the Bemove who did
not feel so sure of it

The Remove settled down to sleep,
though there were two fellows who were
busy with their thoughts for. a long
tima before they closed their eyes.

‘Hazel was ¢ne—thinking of the fellow

in- the punishment-room, whe was
facing the . musio for him. Harry
Wharton was the other—thinking aof
what Hazel had told him and feeling
far from comfortable in his mind.

His cheeks burned ns he remembered
the scene in Study No., l——what he had
said to the bad hat of the Remove, and
what had followed.

Ha had judged by appearances, and
by his bad opinion of (ilbert—a bad
opinion  that was certainly fully
justified. But he had been mistaken
though he-could hardly blame himsc'l%
for 1t. He could never have guessed,
never have dreamed, of the truth, had
he not learned it from Hazel.

Whe would have guessed that Gilbert
Tracy, the bad hat, the rebel, the
mutineer, the pub-haunter, the disgrace
of his Form, had taken another fellow's
sma on his own shoulders and faced
hard and heavy punishment—and all
for & schoolgirl's sake? Certainly
Harry Wharton could never have
guessed 1t

Now that he knew, he would have
been glad of a friendly word with the
fellow he had distrusted and suspected,
and whose nose was still swollen from
his angry punches,

But for the fact that the dormitory
was locked, he would have taken the
risk of getting out and speaking a word
to the prisoner at the door of the
punishment-room.  But that was im-
possible now. -

He slept at last, and his eyes did

not open till the rising-bell was clang-
mﬂ out in the wintry morning.
ob Cherry, as usual, was first out of

bed with a bound,

) “Hallo, hallo, hallo|” roared BRoh.
“Turn out, you slackers! Have you
been down in the night, Bunter?™

“You - silly ass, vou know the door's
locked 1" squeakedyﬂunter,

“¥You're the only fellow slim enough
to squeeza through the keyhole 1

“Hes, ha, hal”

“¥Yah!" snorted Bunter,

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! The door's still
locked I" exclaimed Bob, ratiling at the
handle. “Quelch might have come up
early to let his bicds out of the cage.
Doesn’t he know that some of us cut
along for a shower! Bunter, old fat
man, i}_;-_nu look like having to cut the
bath this morning 1*

“Ha, hs, hal”

Billy Bunter was not likely to cut
along for & shower that morning, or any
morning.  Bunter was not keen on if,
even in the summer, and in the winter
wild horses would not have dragged him
under the shower. But thera were more
energetioc” and vigorous fellows in the
Remove, and Bob Cherry was one of

em. :

Bob proceeded to thump on the door.

““Better stop that!™ said Iﬂ'au'l:"\gr
Wharton. * If Quelch comes up he won't
come up in a good temper,”

“Blow_his temper!” retorted Bob,

“Does he think that none of us wants
any more washing than Bunter 1*

‘Oh, really, Cherry-—"

Thump, thump, thump! Bang!|

Bob wanted to cut along to tﬁe bath-
room ab the end of the dormitory for hia
usunl shower. Likewise, ha wanted to
kick u? a rocw, which was one of his
littla failings So he thumped sand
banged, and banged and thumped.

“Look here, Quelch ought to come
up " exclaimed Vernon-Smith. *Let's
make & dooce of & row till he does "

“He will bring a cana with him1”
gr}{:nud Skioner. “I'm keeping quiet.”

Blow his cane! He must have for-

gotten that he loocked us in. I'm jolly
well gmnp; to fetch bim up 1"
And SBmithy joined Bob at the door

and gave vigoroua aid in thumping and
h;nﬁnlg. But he pansed suddenly.

“Haola on!” he exclaimed. *“Is that
an echo? Listen!"

The thumping ceased, but from a
distance, like an echo, came a sound of
heavy knocking,

Enock, knock, knock, knock !

“Well, mly enly hat!” exclaimed Bob
Cherry. *“Is somebody else locked in
gnd can't get out?

“Sounds like it."

“But what—and who—"

“Oh, go it1” said Smithy. “We'll
bring the wheole school up if Quelch
doesn't come and let us outl The old
asz must have forgotien |7

Thump! Bang! Thump! Bang!

Five or six more fellows joined the
two at the door, and the din was terrific.

OUbviously it must have been heard all
over the Houso, and must have reached
Mr. Quelch’s ears, wherever he was. It
was really extraordinary that the
Remove master did not arrive, even if
he had forgotten turning the key on his
Form. But there was a foolistep and &
voice ab last.

“Stop that row in therc, you voung
sweeps I It was the voice of Wingate
of the Elxth. . ,

B‘Lwda'ra locked in, Wingate ' roored
ob.
“1 know that. Keep quiet, will you ?"

“But we want to get out!” yelled
Smithy. :

“You can’t till Quelch comes with the

T.:a;r."'

‘Well, why doesn’t he tome?”

“Ha can’t get out of his room.”

Why not?" . ]

“Somebody screwed his door in the
nighs. Now keep quiet!”

Wingate tramped away, and there was
no more knocking and thumping in the
Remove dormitory, The juniors stared
at one snother blankly. ingate’'s news
ha?{;}:k&ndt}lmr htﬂ;&htﬁwn :

i ad 1" 48P0 8
last, I:iugeyeu dag;min ;. Ciualﬂh screwed
up in his room! The jolly old ragger
again! Ha, ha, hat” :

“ And he Incked us int!” yelled Bob.
“Locked us in to keep that naughty boy
off the warpath! He will have to own
up now- that it wasn't a Remove man |
Scrawed up in his room! Ha, ha, ha "

“Ha, ha, ha I" roared all the Remove.
Quelch, probably, was not enmjoyin
the novel experience of I:mmg screwe
up in his room. But it had quite a
hilarious effect on Quelch’s Form, and

they roared,

unndar af

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
No Exit!]

KH{}%‘ ﬁnmlé:h! d 1
r. Que tapped savagely on
the inner side of his dmf

Really it was wunnecessary.
His knm}:m%_had long ago drawn atten-
tion to his plight.



Firet-aid was being rendered. Trotter,
the page, was at work with B screw-
driver oulside. Wingate of the Sixth
had found another serewdriver, and was
helping. Saveral masters had gathered
round—Prount and Capper and Hacker—
and several Sixth Form prefects. The
masters looked amezed and shocked, and
tha prefects tried to do so, though thera
were syppressed grins on some faces,

Knock, knock! Rap, rap!

“Cannot you open this door ™™ came
Mr. Queleh’s voiee, in tones of concen-
trated bitterness and anger. ;

“Wa're doing our best, sir”

"My Form are locked in  iheir

durmimri, Thevy cannot come out wll I
unlock the door, and 1 have the key
bere.™

“I'va told them, sir,” said Wingate.

“Pleaze unfasten this door at onge ™

“There's & dozen screws, at leas =

L2 P-E.h -[:l-l-

Wingate breathed rather hard.

Quelch, inside, counld not ses how
securely his bed-room door was fastened.
The fellows outside could. Queleh, when
he had at first tried to open that door,
had supposed that it was jamwed 1n
some Inexplicabie way, He had knoclked
for assistance, and learned, with amage-
ment and furv, that he was serewed in.

The screwing had been done well—
very wall indeed]l As ihe door, like
most doors, opened inwards, 1t was Dot
casy to serev fazt from outside. Bub
the screwer had accomplished the tack
quite well,

A pimlet—a big pimlet in a strong
hand-—must have been uzed to pierce the
thick old cak. All round, =lanting holea
had been bored through the cdges of
tha deor into the doordrame, and every
hole had a lﬂI'I,E}' serew driven into it well
up to the head, And that was not all.
Along the bottem of the door a row of
screw-eves had been driven into the
floor, and through cach serow-eye was a
serew, driven intoe the door.

It was not surprising that Quelch had
not been able to pu'!f that deor open.
A powerful hoise could net have pulled
it open !

Not until the [ast screw was cut would
that docr open, and the extraction of
long, strong serews, well driven in, was
a lengthy and laborious task,

Inside. Quelch fatrly raged. Outside,
two serewdrivers laboured wearily, un-
winding chstinate screws.

Guelch had heard no sound in the
aufg t. The fell work had heen done
gilently. It muet have taken more than
an hour—probably much more. [t had
been hard and patient work. Queleh
was & prisoner in his room—as safe as
ihe prisoner in‘the punishment-rgom: in-
deed saler, if he had only kuown it
He breathed wrath; he breathed fury.

“Amazing 1" said Mr. Preut. “Un-
precedented ] A member of Dr. Lockes
staff serowed—actually serewed—in his
voom | Astonnding ! Unparalleled |

“Extraordinary 1" said Mr. Capper,
“¥ery surprising indeed "

“I am_surprised at nothing—nothing
in the Remove!” said Mr. Hacker,
shrugging his thin  shoulders, At
nothing | That unruly Form—"

“1 can hear your words, sir [ came a
savage bark from Queleh™s room. I
can hear your remarks, Mr. Haeker1*

“1 have no objection to your hearing
my remarks, sirl” retorted the Aeid
Drop.. “You will hardly maintain, sir,
that thia is proper conduct for the boys
of your Form———"’

“Of. your Form, more probably, Mr.
Hacker 1" came an angry roar. *“This
is not the work of Remove boys.™

"Rﬂ:nllg, Bl . .

“My dear Quelch,™ boomed Prout,
" gbviously boys of your own Form 1"

“QObviously nothing of the kind(™
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Mr. Quelch put & heated face out of the windew and gasp-aﬂxfnr breath. S
eddied past him at the window and rolled out into the guad.
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** Goodness

gracious, Quelch,” stuttered Mr. Prout, staring up from the quad below, ** how

—how—how did a pail get on your

roared the impriscned Form-master
“My Form, sir, were locked im their
dormitory last night, on suspicion, sir
that one of them was the young rascal
wha wrecked my study—a suspicion, gir,
which 1 see now te unfounded, for
this is evidently the work of the same
hand. - Whoever has done this, sir, ik
was not a Bemove boy.”

“Mv dear sir—"

“I repeat, sir, that the Remove were,
and ars, at this moment locked int their
dormitory 1" bawled Mr. Quelch. * Are
any of my Form out of their dormitory
THJ' Wingate ?” ! ’

“No, sir. They wera banging to ba
let out, and I went to stop them,”
pnswered the Greyfriara captain.

““1 am glad of it " exelaimed Mr.
Quelech, “I am very glad of it! It is
proof—proof positive—that the young
scoundrel who has done this' is not a
Remove boy ! 1t was not & Remove boy,

-pat ? **

hecause 1t cannot have been! Do you
hear me, Mr. Hacker? Do you hear me,
Mr. Capperi™

¥ Extraordinary 1" said Mr. Capper.

“"TUm!"” zaid Mr, Hacker. “Are you
sure, wingate, that the Remove are
locked in their dormitory ™

“Quite, sir! Mr. Quelch locked them
in"lazt might, and he has the key in his
room.  They cannot be let dut till we
get this door open I” -

“1 ¢an hardly believe that any boy of
any other Form——=" ' _

“¥You may believe it, eir!® ecanie
Quelch’s. angry roar.. “You may
certainly believe it, sir, as it ia obviously
the case] T desire you, Mr. Hacker, to
question the boys of your Form——*

LE ] Wh-a-tl?“ '

“Probahly the young rascal who has
screwed middﬂ-ur is a Bhell boy—"
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o Absurd 17 said Mr. Hacker, and he
walked away. \ i
“ My dear Queleh——"" exclaimed Mr.

Capﬂar. )

“ My, Ga.p%e-r I desire you elso to
question the Fourth Form [ Probably it
was & Fourth Form boy-—~"

“ Impossible, sir!” said Mr. Capper,
and he walked away alter Hacker, :

“Clome. come, my dear Quelch!”
hoomed Mr. Prout. " No doubt some
Remove boy, in some manner, contrived
to get out of his dormitory—"

“No Remove boy contrived, in any
manner, to perform an impossibility,
Mr. Prout | %indly gquestion the boys of
tha Fifth Form—"

““What ?" gesped Prout.

“ Possibly — indeed ~ probably —the
voung rascal is a Fifth Form boy—"

“&ir! I decline to entertain any such
suggestion for one moment ! exclaimed
Mr. Prout indignantly. *“Myr Form,
sir, is a senior Form, and certainly not

iven to playing absurd prenks like
ﬁﬁm&ve boys—no boy in my Form ia
tagﬁh—” -

onsense ! .
w\What did you say, Mr. QuelchT”

“7 gaid nonsense, Mr. Prout "

“Upon my word ™ .

Prout, as red as a turkey-cock, rolled
away atter Capper and Hacker, Prout
did not liké hearing his remarks
described as nonsense! He had no use
whatever for these painful truths.

“Wingate! Can you ﬁet_ thiz door
open ¥ came a concentrated hise through
the keyhole,

“ We're doing our best, sir—""

“] canmot remain hers| My Torm
cannot remain in their dormitory! Do
vou not understand that, Wingata?l

Wingate breathed harder. Quelch,
really, was & _littls unreasonable.
Wingate was doi hia best—neither
was it & duty of s Sixth Form prefect to
handle & screwdriver at all.

“How long are you going to be,
Wingate t™ . ”

“ At least another half-hour, sip——

“What " shrieked Mr. Quelch. ’

“ More than that?"I*m afraid, eir.

“TIpon my word!

% G]:l‘:, my eye!” gasped Trotter.
“These 'ere serews is tough! "They ve
been drove in "ard, and no mistake ! My
'ands is aching * _

“Trotter | Make an effort—do not be
lazy—>" , .

“Oh! Yessir! They're ‘ard, sir!
P'r'aps you'd like me to and tell
Gosling to put up his ladder to the
winder, sir—"

CWhat :

“Yeou could get out at the winder,
gl p—-=""

“Bilence, you stupid boy!" roared

Mr. Queleh, The Remove master could .

not quite see himself elambering out of
a bed-room window and slithering down
& long ladder i ;

“Oh! Yessip!

“YWingate ! My boys must be released
from their dormitory, Send someons
ont of the House, and I will drop the
dormitory key from the window.”

“I'1 go, sir!” said Wingate, glad to
get & rest. *You take a turn on the
gcrewdriver, Loder.”

Loder of the Sixth took the screw-
driver—and grinned. Ie had no fancr
for serew-driving, and had no intention
of using it. S

“0Oh, certainly,” he =aid, in a Toud
voice for Quelch to hear. And he stood
with the screwdriver in his hand, and
winked at Walker of the 8ixth, who eup-
pressed a chuckle.

Wingate went out of the House and
fielded the dormitory kew, which Quelch
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dropped from the window. EKey in hand,
he repaired to the Remove dormitory,
and the Remove door, at long lost, was
unlocked. All the Remove were dresse
by that time; it was long past their
usnal time for coming down.

“Queleh still serewed up, Wingate?”
asked Bob Cherry.

“Yes!" grunted Wingate. “ You kida
cut down—the bell's just going for
prayers.” :

Wingate tramped away to resume his
weary task af %-11'- Queleh’s door.
hilarious Remove trooped down the
stairs.

Two places were vacant at pravers
that morning. Wingate was still wearily
unserewing screws, and Mr. Quelch was
etill & prisoner in his room. Neither
did the Remove master appear alb the
breakfast table. At that table, there
wore many smiling faces—hui one, that
eertainly would not have been smiling,
was absent. While the Remove ate a
cheary breakfast, Quelch was still in his
room, raging—less like a Form-master,
in those Infuriated moments, than a
tiger in & cage !

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.
Smoked Out !

{3 LL right for us!” remarked Bob
Cherry.
“Yea, rather!™
“I say, you fellows, Quelch
will have to let us off now !™ declared
Billy Bunter. * He ean’t make out that
it was & Hemove man now.”

“ No foar I grinned the Bounder.

The Remove fellows were fecling quite
bucked when they gathered at their
Form-room door that morning.

The mystery of the mysterious ragger
was deeper than ever, For, if ha was

!

nok i Remove man, 1t was utterly
inexplicable why he should have chosen
the meve master as lis  especial
Tietin.

But that did not alter the fact that,
now that 1t was demonstrated bevond
doubt that he was not & member of the
Remove, the sentence of deteniion on
that Form would have to be lifted.

Quelch’s own preesution, in locking
the Form in their dormitory overnight,
had proved that no member of that
Form was the ragger! Nobody could
have got out of the lock®d dormitory to
earry on with the rap.

The deepening of that strange mystery
did not worry the Removites, They dis-
cussed it, they wondered and surmised,
but chiefly they looked forward to
gotting off detention.

Tager eves were turned on Mr.
Quelch when he came to the Form-room.
His face was set; 18 was clear that his
ternper had not recoversd from the
effects of being screwed up in his room.

At the same time, Quelch wasz un-
doubtedly relieved in his mind, He was
glad that the mysterious night ragger
was not one of his own boys.

It was not pleasant for any Form-
master to have to admit to the other
beaks that a member of his Form had
the audacity to raz him, in the most
outrageous way, and that he was unable
}]c_n deal with the offender, or even detect

im.

Many sarcastic remarks had heen
made in Common-room on the subject of
tha Remove and Mr. Quelch’s manage-
ment of that IPorm since the wrecking of
his study, and the escape with impunity
of the wrecker.

Now, however, the other beaks had
ﬂﬂfhi}_r_'llg more to say—indecd, Capper
and Hacker and Wiggins were wondor-
ing uneasily whether that rascally

raggéer might not be in the Fourth, or

the Shell, or the Third. _
Quelch had requested them, grimly,
to make investigations in their Forms—

now that it was made perfectly olear
that the culprit was not 5 Remove man !

This was a consolatien to Mr. Quelch,
a relief and a comfort. So, though his
feclings towards that mysterious ragger
were very bitter, he was no longer em-
bittered towardas his own Form.

In the Remove room, he found all
eyes fixed on him expectantly; and he

uite understood what was io all minds.

¢ smiled faintly, though he was not,
that morning, in a emiling mood.

“My boys,” he said quietly, *it is
now clear—happily clear—that no one
here was concerned in the late outrages.
I am glad of this—very glad indeed ! 1
am glad that there is no sneh disrespect.
ful and lawless boy in the Remove. The
fact iz beyond dispute, as another out-
rage occurred last night, while my Form
was’ locked in the dormitory. I ehall
therefore—="

The Remove hung on his words, as
they seldom did when he was imparting
the most valuable instruction !

“I shall, therefore® continued Mz,
Quelch, “reseind the sentence of deton-
tion passed on this Form., Neo holidays
will be cancelled. T am satisfied that no
boy hers knows anything about the
matter. There will be no detention for
the Remove.™

At which, the Remove nearly gave a
cheer!

It was, of course, the Jeast Quelch
could do, and no doubt he was pleased
to do 1t! At all events, his Form wero
Eleased. ¥very face in the Remove was

righter afier that announcement.

It was quite s cheery Form that was
dirmizsed for break that morning. Mr.
Queleh—not so checry as his Form—went
to hiz study,

That study had been newly swept and
garnished, so to speak, since the late
ragping. It presented its wonted aspect,
A bright fire dlowed in the grate, very

rateful and ecomforting on a cold and
rosty morning.

Mr. Queleh sat down, with & grim
wrinkle in his brow. He was trying to
think out that mysterious problem.
Some Greyfriars boy—not, he was now
sgatisfied, a member of hiz own Worm—
had set out to rag him unmercifully.
How was that young raseal to be dis-
covered?

Until he was discovered, Quelch was
at his mercy—-for he could hardly suspect
that the ragger, encouraged, too, by
impunity, was done with him yet! On
Thursday night he had wrecked Quelch’s
study—on Friday night he had screwed
up his door and left him a prisoner in
his bed-room—what was he planning to
do on Saturday night, Quelch wondered.

There was nothing to stop him| He
had locked his own Form in their
dormitory, and thus, incidentally,
proved their innocence! But he could
not Ipck other Torms in. their
dormitories !

The ragger might be in the Fourth or
the SBhell, possib 1}-'I in the Third, or aven
in the Second. He might be a senior—
seornfully as Prout repudiated the
suggestion that such a character might
be found in the Fifth! But which-—and
who—and why T

Whyt That was the deepest mystery |

A Remove fellow might think of
avenging lines, or detentions, or
whoppings. But a Form-master, of

course, never gave lines, or detentions,

. or whoppings, outside his own Form 1

Tha Bounder had suggested that
Quelch might have trodden on_some
fellow’s corns ! But Quelch, pondering

(Continued on page 243
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aver the strange affair, could not think
of any fellow, in any Form, who had
any cause for this malisious persecution,

Snl_‘.‘ one fellow st Greyfriars had
cause, or fancied cause; and that fellow
was under lock and key in the punish-
wnent-room.

Quelch  was an acute man, 2n
experienced schoolmaster, and gencrally
equal to any oceasion; but he had fo
gonfess himself utterly perplexed by this
etrange mystery. i

Deep in thought, he did not notice, for
eome bime, that the study was becoming
smoky. . ;

But he noticed it at last, s he gave
an irritated cough., He reached for the
poker and stirred the fire.

That, hewever, did net improve
maotters. Rather it seemed to make
them worse. A heavy volume of smoke
rolled out into the room, and Mr. Quelch
gasped and coughed and spluttered as
be caught ik ;

“Upon my word!” exclaimed Mr.
Queleh, starting fo his feet in intense
annoyance. | Really—— I}mﬂﬂ:ghl
Upon my—urrggh—word—gurrgegh |

E’a backed away from the fre-graie,
coughing, turned to the window, and
threw it wide open.

Something seemed wrong with the
chimney. ~What had gone wrong with
it was & mystery; nothing had been

wrong when QI{!EIC'Ia sat down in_the
gtudy. But, only too clenrly, something
Was Wrong now.

. Smoke, blacker and blacker, rolled
out, It rolled in dense volumes. The
study recked and eddied with it.

Mr. Quolech put & heated face out of
the window, and gasped for breath.
Smoke eddied past-him at the window,
and rolled out into the quad. Naturally,
it attracted attention there!

It was quite uncommon to sce a Form-
master, with a red face, leaning out of
a window and coughing, with eddies of
smoke rolling out round him | :

4T gay, you fellows, Quelch's clumneg
iz on fire 1™ sgueaked Bally Bunter, ™
sav, his study's full of smoke! Ie, he,

l!l

A dozen fellows stared 1;{;3. .

“Tt's not on fire, fathead 1™ said Bob

THE MAGNET

Cherey. “But—what the thump—"
“YWhat on earth—"  exclaimed
Harry Wharton.

“Ha, ha, ha!” wyelled the Bounder.
“{h, my hat! Ha, ha, hat"

There was o toar of laughter in the
guad. Fellows came racing up from
all sides, joining the crowd staring
upward and E}'-:I!ing. ; ;

Mr. Queleh plared at them, from his
windew, Is was being smoked out of
hiz study=—he could not sea across the
room now. Smoke rolled out of the
window in black volumes, It was no
laughing matter to Quelch |

“Rless my soul 1" Mr., Prout, who waa
walking in the quad, rolled up, portly
apd astonished. “Quelch! What is the
matter? A fAre—"

“ Nothing is the matter, except that
the chimney appears to be choked !"
gasped the Remove master. * I cannot
und?arstand why

¥ Lh

‘Prout stared up!  His eyos almost
popped from his portly face! He, and
the fellows in the quad, could ses what
Mr. Quelch could not see from the study
—the summit of & chimney high above |
And what he saw astonished Prout.

“Goodness  gracious, Queleh, how=—
how—how did a pail t on that
chimney-pot " he stuttered.

Quelech jumped.

“A what—" ha hinwled. .

“ A pail—apparently & tin pail—"

o= Nﬂﬁenmf” hooted Mr, ?uelch‘
“How could there be a tin- pail on a
chimney-pot? Do not be absurd, Mr.
Prout 1" . .

“Y repeat, sir, that there iz & fin
pail on that chimney-pot—inverted, sir
over the top of the chimney ! snorie
Prout.
of the smoke in vour study—"

“ Tmpossible | . How—"

“Ha, ha, hat"

“1 tay, vou fellows, somebody’s got
out of the garret window, and bonnetted
Quelch’s chimney with & pail 1

“Ha, ha, hal” | . ]

“Quelch, there is certainly a pail:
Probably Trotter could remove it, if you
reguested him ! DBuot there certainly 1z
a pail 1" boomed Prout. -

Ir. Quelch did not say that it was
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“Fhat, no doubt, is the causa’

nonsense, or that it was absurd, nowl
He realised what had happencd |

It was the ragger again |

Hitherto, he had ventured to carry on
only l:?' night, under cover of darkness,
Now, tor the first Lime, he had ventured
on a rag in the daylight !

Some fellow, high up in the building,
kad clambered out of a garret window,
and jammed a pail over Quelch's
chimney, to smoke him out of his study !

No one was likely to see him at 1!
No one, of course, was likely to be
looking up at a high roof—till the smoke
drew attontion ! He had nipped out and
bonnetfed the chimney, and nipped in
mgain! Who!? Whyt

Quelch gasped—between fury and
smoke " He turned from the window,
leaving o volume of smoke eddying out
there,  He had to grope his way to the
table—the interior of the study was like
a thick fog! He gropet, and found a
cane—and with that cane in his grip,
he groped to the door, and tore it opon.

Smoke followed him out of the study—
smoke rolling in dense volumes. Quelch
did not heed it. He mada for the stair-
case—and he went up the stairs two
at & fime

He fairly flew! He had a faint, but
attractive, hope of catching that ragger
before he could escape—no one was
allowed up in the garrets, no one was
allowed up in the dormitories, in the
dayiime. Any boy found above ihe
studies had to give an account of him-
salf | . Unless he had dodged down very
swiftly, Quelch had a chance of corner-
ing him!

ut it seemed that he had !

For a quarter of an hour Queleh
rooted in garrets, and drew passagea
and box-rooms. But he found no one—
no eign of anyone! He descended, at
Jazt, with set lips, almost pale with
anger. Tho mysiery ragger had smoked
him out of hns study—and got away with
it ]

THE SEVENTEENTH CHAPTER.

Watchers Of The Night !

O fellows pame 1™
Rob Cherry sat up in bed,
after Lights-oul In the Bemove
that night. )
Some of the fellows were asleep; Hilly

L1

Dunter's snore woke the eclhioes. DBut
soveral volces answered.

“Which and what?” asked the
Bounder.

“The gamefulness iz terrific, my
esteemed Bob! Bub what—"" yawned

Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. _
“We're not locked in to-night !” said

Bob. “Wheo's game lo come out aud
sn?‘%?l f:}-m jolly old mystery man?”

“Bet you he'll be on the warpath
egain to-night 1" cortinued Bob.  “Ie's
making a jollv old habit of it. I'd like
to snn%.e him! I don't see leiling any
gﬂml outsides the Remove rag our

eak 1" :
“Hear, hear!” grinned Johnny Bull
" Goodness knows who he 15" went on

Bob. “But he's set out to make Quelch
tired of life, and I don’t sea it! What
hes Quelch done to him 7"

. “(Goodness  knows,"” © sald [rank
Nugent. *“But he must have trodden

on the chap's corns pretty hard, some
fime, to set him going like this.™

“Well, we're not standing for it," snid
Bob. “Quelch 13 our beak, and we ain't
going to have a fellow in another Form
turping his hair grey—what he's got
left! Look here, whatever dorin he
comes from, he has to pass the big
landing to go downstairs—and a fellow
keeping watch there could snaffle him
&3 easy as falliog of a form.”



“Good ege!” sald the Bounder af
once, “I'm on ™

“Rot I'" eaid Skinner. “A chap out
of his dorm might hadts:kan for the
ragger—if he was eopped.’ ;

“"Not a party of us” said Bob.
“ Besides, they know the man amn't in
lhe Remove mnow. What about 1t
Wharton "

Harry Wharton did net reply for o
moment. He had, as a’ matter of fact,
been thinking of getting out of the
dormitory, to pay a surreptitions vimt
to tho puontshment-room, and hsve &
word with Tracy through
Now that he knew the real cause of the
bad hat's punishihent, he was anxious to
set matters rvight, as much as he could.
Snll, that could wait.

“1'd like

“(Oh, all right ™ he said. _
to get hold of that ragging ass, as much
as anybody. We can’t give him away
in the beaks, if we get him—but we can
give him a jolly good biding, as a up
10 leave Quelch alone™
SePhat’s the deal!” agreed Bob,
“Whether he's _in the Bhell, or tho
Fourth, or the Fifth, he ain’t gong to
rag our beak! Pesides, to7 tell the
frozen truth, I'm jolly curious to know
who the chap 157

“Same here ™ agreed Harry.

“The samefulness is terrifie”

“No good going yet,” said Vernon-
Smith. “The blighter won't get %ﬂmg
before everyhody's gone to bed. Eleven
at the earliest——" ;

“I'l call you at cleven!” said Bob,

“1'H eall you, more likely " chuckled
Smithy.

“Well, you're more used to late hours
than I am ™ said Bob cheerily. "I
Tracy was here, we could rely on
having a chap awake to hear the chimes
gt midnight—he's a regular mnight-
bird—"

“Oh, shut up!” came from Hazel's

“ Mallo, hallo, hallo! What's biting
vou, Hazel?” asked DBob, in suexprise,
“Want me to turn out and cosh you
with & pillow "

“Qb, go and eat coke! Tracys a
better ap than wou'li ever bel”
snarled Hazel, '

“Is he?” ejaculaied Bob. “Then I
must be & much badder chap than I've
ever suspected 1| I think IMll turn out
with that pillow 3 .

“Chuck 1t, old man!” said Harry
Wharton hastily. He eould understand
why Hazel spoke up for the absent bad
hat if Bob could not: ™ Better get some
sleep, if you're turning out at eleven.”

“iﬁti ht-ho!” Bob laid his head on
the pillow. “ Sharp at elm'e:# Smithy—
call me tf I don't call you.

It waz, as a matter of fact, Vernon-
Bmith who did the calling when the
chime of eleven boomed from the clock
tower. Bmithy, as Bob had remarked,
was more used to late hours than the
other fellows. He turned out as the
last stroke of eleven died away, and
moved from bed to bed, aking
shoulders. )

Seven fellows were turning out-—the
Famous Five, Vernon-Smith, and Peter
Todd. They yawned, rubbed their eyes,
furned out, and half-dressed in the
dark. Some of them, perhaﬁs, rather
wizhed that Bob had not théught of
that bright idea, when it came to turn-
ing out of warm bheds on a cold winter’s
night. However, they all turned out.

‘It's kik-kk-cold ! remavked Peter,
with 8 ghiver.

“Quelch will make it hik-hik-hot for
us if he catches us out of the dorm |
taid Bob comfortingly,

“Fathead ™

“Not too much jaw!” said the
Bounder. " We don't want the blighter
o know we're up. Come gub gquietly—

the door.

EVERY SATURDAY

mind how yeu barge about with those
foet of yours, Cherry.”

“VTou gilly poge—

“Quiet 1" said Harry Wharton,

“Come on | said the Bounder,

He opened tha dormitory door softly,
slmost without & sound. Bmithy was
more used to proccedings of this sort
than the other fellows!l Six juniors
followe® him in silence, and the
Bounder shut the door again noiselessly.

In file, on tiptoe, they trod down the
passage to the big landing at the end.
All was in dense darkness there.

There was no doubt that Bob's plan
was a good one. Many passages opened
off that extensive landing—one of them
leading to a back staircase at the top
of which was the corridor to the punish-
ment-room ; most leading to dormitories
for the various Forms., Any fellow who
went down in the might had to cross
that landing to the stairs; and with
seven fellows on the watch he could
hardly cross it unheard, if unsecmn. .

It was probable, if not eertain, that
the mysterious ragger would be up
again that night. On two succcssive
nights he had carried on successfully;
and sueceess would encourage him.
Moreover, it was obvious that he was
determined te make Queleh “sit up ”
and keep on sitting up ! . The seven had
hardly a doubt that he would be up
that night—and less doubt that they
would snaffle him if he was,

_ They groped silently across the land-
ing, and stopped in a row against the
banisters. ‘There théy waited. The

darkness was like the inside of a hat—
and it was cold; there was no mistake
about that!

But they did not expect to have to
wait long. In point of fact, they had
to wait much less time than they ex-
pected. It wes more than a quarter
past eleven when they tock up their
Em;t-, to watch and wait: and the half-

our had not yet struck when a sound
came {o their ears in the darkness.

Every fellow heard it—a zoft and
stealthy at&[f}; s0 soft that it would have
been inaudible had they not heen keenly
listeming |

From what direction it came they
could not detect, Harry Wharton had
en impression that it came from the

sirease—hut he dismissed that idea,
or it was improbable that the ragper
had been downstairs vet!

There was, at all events, no doubt
about the sound—a light, cautious foot-
fall, and & faint baushing as of some
garment.

The watchors touched one another's
elbows. in the darkness. But they made
no sound-listening mtently.

_ Bome figure, unseen, was on the land-
ing. It did not seem to be going
towards the stairs. Judging by the
eounds, the unsecen one was passing
along in front of the row of juniors
leanming on the banizter, heading for a
corner of the big landing, In that
corner thera was a settes; but they
could hardly suppose that the ragg;r
intended to sit down there in the dark!

In the darkness, the juniors waited
and watched. That it was the mysterious
night raider, they had not the slightest
doubt.

Whatever he was up to, he was pass
ing just in front of them—they could
not see him, but the faint sounds indi-
cated plainly where he wab,

Harry Wharton gave the signall

“Come on " he breathed.,

And he leaped forward, grasping at
a dark shadow in the dark, and the
other fellowa followed him instantly.
And there came a startled, purgli
gasp &3 an unseen figure was praspe
in_many hands, and came down with
& bump oo the landiog,
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THE EIGHTEENTH CHAPTER.
Startling I

UMP !
" Groooooogh ™
“(#ot him 1* breathed Bob.

“Pin him down "

“Don't meke & row—we don't want
CQuelch here 1™

“8it on him I*

"Keep him quiet [V

“Don't let him yell I**

Hurried whispers were exchanged
among tho juniors as theil.' graspoed tho
unseen one and pinned him down on
the landing. .

It was necessary to keep guiet, and
to- keep the ragger quiet! An alarm in
the House at half-past eleven would
have had altogether too serious a result
for the fellows -vho were out of their
dormitory |

Vernon-Smith groped for a face, and
clapped & hand over s mouth, and
jamnmed it hard there to keep back any
startled yell that the surprised ragger
might have uttered. Bob Cherry and
Johnny Bull got hold of a pair of legs
—unexpectedly lo thet were thrash-
ing about, and held them fast. Nugent
and Peiter Todd had an arm- each.
Harry Wharton had & neck, "and
Hurres Jamset Ram SBingh had an ear.
The prisoner was safely held—and
sinfely silent—that was all right!

He was gurgling horribly. But if he
wanted to-yell he could notl BSmithy
was taking care of that.

“Cot him all right!” breathed Bob.
“MNow keep quiet, you ass, whoever rou
are—it will be worse for you than for
ug if you make p row and bring a beal
hera”

“Gurrgh I

“Who are wvou, you cheeky rolteri®”
asked MHarry Wharton. * We've \fo[:

Who

you, and we're gﬁing to know !
are you, you roiter’
“He can't tell you while I'm jam-

ming his jaw shutl” chuckled the
Bounder. “I'm keeping him mun [

dr wurrnggh I:u-

“It's & senior,” breathed Bob. " 1He's
got jolly long legs! It ain’t a junior
at all—it's & senior! Might be that a:zs
Coker of the Fifth—he's got long
spindleshanks——"

“Bhouldn't wonder = aker's ass
encugh 1*

“Wooogh I’ came & gurgle.

“Pin him!” said Harry, as the un-

geen figure struggled nnn‘mfsi'ﬂﬂ]L “The
silly a=s doesn't Seem to care whaother
he makes & row or not. e would care
fast enough if & beak got him!"
“Quelch would like to get him ™
chuckled Bob. "Quelch would give a
term’s salary to get him, I believel
Sorry for him i1f Quelch got him."
“Heep gtill, you thumping fathead "

whispered Harry, as the prisoner
heaved frantically. “Do vou wan. ‘o
bring Quelch here?®

3 I‘I‘I‘I‘EE‘_‘I PR ]

“ Keep the silly idiot guict—="*

“I've got him|” said the Bounder
grimly. “He can gurgle, but he won't
yelp while I've got his jawa! The mad
asa would be sorry if he brought Queleh
here—keep quiet, you b g

With combined efforts, the juniors
clamped the' strug lllni ﬁguﬁg down to
the landing, Swmithy held lns jaws as
in_a vice. )

Ha could t:nn]}fr utter & faint, mum-
bling gurgle. He was striving to speak
or to vell, apparently regardless of the
fact that it would have led to alarm
and discovery. For hiz own sake, as
well as their own, the Remove fellows
had to keep him guiet. They were go-
ing to deal with that ragger; but they
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did not wyant fo give him away fo
official punishment,

“Like o blessed eel I” murmured Bob.
“Well, we've got him all right! Keep
guiet, fathead i -

“You blithering ass!” said Harry
Wharton, “Can’t you understand that
if vou make a row you'll bring the
beaks here and get toto? We're jolly
well gpoing to stop your ragging our
Form-master, but we don’t want you to
gget encked ! Get that into your silly
ead [

“Wurrrggh I ]

“Somebody get & mateh,” said Harry,
“"We're going to know who he iz. Do
vou hear, you checky rotter? We're
%uing to stop you ragging our beak!
¥e jolly well knew you'd be up agamn
to-might, and we've been watching for”
vour, and we've got you!l You're poing
to be hiked into our dorm, and given
six of the best on your bags—"

“Grooogh I,

“And once we know who you are,
we'll jolly well keep an eve on you
afterwards ¥ continued the captain: of
the Remove. “And every time you rag
Queleh, we'll jolly well rag you—sce ™

“*Wurrgh I

“Here's & mateh,” said Bob.

There was a scratch in the darkness,
and the flame of a match flickered. It
glimmered on the sprawling, wriggling,
gurgling prisoner in the hands of the
seven Removites,

They gave hin carcer, curlous Jooks,
extremely keen to know who he was.
But as they saw, in the ghimmer of the
matcl, there was a gasp of horror—
seven gasps of horror blended into one,

What they saw was neither a scniov
nor a junior. What they saw was a
fgure in 8 tangled gown, with & bare
head from which a moriar-board had
rolled | And the familiar face was that
of Henry Samuel Quelch ! L

Smithy's hand jerked from the jaw.
Other hands dropped away from the
prisoner,

The mateh went out. Seven Removites
wonld have been glad to go out like the
match. They gasped in sheer horvified
amazement. '

“* Oeleh 1

Mr. Quelch sat up. He gazped wildly,
but ho was able to spenk now. _

“You—you—you—— How dare you!
I repeat, how dare you! What are you

doing out of your dormitory? Wharion
—Cherry—Vernon-Smith—"

“Oh crumbs I

*h erikey 17

o %uglch I*

“Y¥ou—you— yan ruung raseals !”
gasped Quelch. He staggered to his feet,

spluttering.  * You—you—*

Queleh I” gasped Harry YWharton,
like a fellow in a dream.

It was ltmg past the hour when Quelch
went to bed, Not for & moment had
any of the juniors dreamed that their
Form-master was still up. Even had
they puecssed az much, they eould never
have supposed that he would be step-

ing abouk in the dark on the dormitory
anding, But it was Quelch,

“Wharton I” almost hissed Mr. Queleh,

“Oh!” stuttered Harry., “Sorry, sir!
We—we--we took you for—for the
ragger, sir! We were after him 1”

“You utterly stupid boy '

[1} ﬂh :il

“You reckless, unthinking young
rascals 1"

& U!'['.I tu

The juniors stood still. It was uzeless
to cul; Quelch had seen them in the
light of the match, as they had szeen
him. The awfulness of what they had
done almost overcame thom.

They had had no doubt that the
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ercoper in the dark was the mysterions.

ragger. How could they have dowbied
Even yet they ¢ould not imagine what
%uelc-h was doing there at that hour 1n
the dark. But it was Quelch, and they
had collared their Form-master, bumped
him down on the landing, grabbed him
and pinned him, clamped his jaws shut!
It was awful to think of.

They could not see Quelch now; they
heard bim gasping for breath in the

~darkness. Then suddenly there was a

gleam of light as the Hemove masler
turned on & Bashlomp. It glcamed from
horrified face to face.

They waited in dismay for 1the
thunderstorm. It was a long minute
before Mr. Queleh spoke again., But he
was calming down, '

The juniors did not think of it in that
moment of horror, but what they had
said to the supposed ragger had a
placating cffect on Guelch.

“Yeou untterly  foolish bovs[* said the
RBemove master at last. ™I ecan find
soite excnse for you, as I realise that
your intentions were good—"

L DI.. !l:i ¥

It dawned on the juniors that Quelel:,
after all,” oughtn't to be fearfully wild
with them gr standing up for him
against the mysterions night ragger.
That was a comforting reBection.

“Rut if anything of this kind should
oceur again, you will be reperted to
3-ﬂ11£}lll?adnlaster for a Hogming—-=""

(41 1 _.1!' -

“Now go back to your dermifory, and
take eare that %Fon do not leave 1t
again i

“Oh! Yes, sicl”

"And make no noise!™ snapped M
Quelch. ™ If that young rascal is abroad
to-night he may hear you and take the
alarm. DProbably he has done s=so
already.”

“Oh ! gasped Harry. * You—rou—
vou were going to keep wateh for him,
sip—— O, my hat 1"

They understood at last why Quelch
was there in the dark? |

and be

“Go to your dormitory,
gilent t*

“Yeas, sir!”

Seven crestfallen juniors erept back
to the Hemove dormitory as Quelch shut
off the light. They went in in silence.

YVernon-Smith closed the door. Then
he addreszed Bob.

“Cherry, you idiot—"
. “Whe'd have -thought it?7” gasped
Bob

“You dummy 1" » .

“Well, I bad the idea of keeping
watch for the swab, but how was I to
know that Queleh had the same idea 7

“¥ou blithering euckoo 1™

* Liook here, Smithy—"

“You burbling dunderhead ™

“Well. we're well out of that ! said
Harry Wharton, with a deep breath.
“Might have been & Hogging all round !
Turn ¥

And the seven turned in, far from
bucked &t the result of their night
waich, but greatly relieved st the way

Quelch had taken it,
THE NINETEENTH CHAPFTER
SAY, vou fellows—"
“Trot out that pineapple, fab
head 1
been here 1™
“What "
“It's gone 1™ said Bunter.
Nugent, being the happy possessor of a
pinenp;::le, had asked his chums to join

Not The Ragger !
H-I
“I eay, 1 fancy that ragper's
It was after class on Monday, Frank

him In the disposal of the sams—which
ithey were quite prepared to do. The
mere  word “pineapple ™ had ecaused
Billy Bunter ta roll up to Study Noo 1
with the Famous Five. ;

That pincapple was=—or should have
heen — in the study cupboard. Billy
Bunfer rolled first into the study, rolled
over to the cupboard, opened it, and
blinked in through his E?g gpectacles.
He blinked, and he groped, and then he
made that surprizing announcement,
"“Rot1” said Harry Wharton, “It's
right under your nose, you blind owl 1™

“Well, I can't sec it answered
Bunter. “Look! That mﬁger‘ﬁ been
here, vou fellows! Mlust v et in

jusk after class.” .

Thoe Famous Five came across to tha
study cupboard. .

They eved DBilly Bunter before ther
eyed the interior of ihe cupboard.
that pinecapple was missing. they would
not have been surprised to see a bulgo
under Billy Bunter’s jacket.

But there was no - such suspicions
bulge. And as Bunier had only just
entered the study with them, evidently
he could net have disposed of that pine-
apple in the wavy he would have hiked
to dispose of it. They stared o the
cupboard. -

A good many things were therc—odds
and ends of all sorts. There were
various articles of crockery ware. Dus
there waz no pincapple to be seen,

“1 say, vou fellpws, this iz gefting
thick [¥ zaid Bunter. *That ragger's
taking to rawding the studies now | %]e's
had that pineapple all right. Cut in and
snaflad it " :

The pincapple was conspicuaus hy ifa
absence. Somebody, assuredly, had
shifted 1t from the plate on which
INugent had lefr it. But it did not seem
probable to the Famous Five thab it was
the mysterious night ragger.

That mystery ragger was, so to speak,
no longer in the front-page news. For
two nights and days nothing had been
heard of him,

If he had been up on Saturday night
it was very probable that he had heard
the night watchers handling Quelch and
taken the alarm, as the Remove master
had feared might ba the casze. At all
avents, it was cerfain that Quelch had
watched in vain, and no discovery had
been made,

The juniors suspected that Queleh had
watched the next night, too; but, if so,
it had been cqually in vaiu. If the mys-
terious night ragger was “wise ™ to it
that watch was being kept, as sgeemed
likely, no doubt he had sagely made up
his mind to lie low for & time, if not
to chuck up bis mysterious ragging alto-
gether.

Thet he had taken to daylight raid-
ing and had snooped a pineapple from
a Remove study did nob seem probable
to the Famocus Five, Bub that pine-
apple, ceriainly, was not to be seen:
clearly it was not parked anywhera
ahout Bunter's fat person; and they
Lnew that the fat prub-raider had nobk
been up to the skudies since class till
he came up with them. 3o where was
that pineapple? :

“ Look here, it was jolly well there on
that plate!” eaid Frank Nugent. “You
saw 1t there, Harry—when I put it in
the cuphoard.”

“I did? agreed Wharton., “It's
gong—" \
“That rapgpeger!” said Eanter.

“Couldn’t have been anybody else! 1
mean to say, nobody in the Bemove
would take a fellow's ;l:lint-upple-——-—”
“¥ou jolly well wounld if you had
chance, you bloated brigand !? grunted
dohnny Bull.
* Oh, really, Bull—"
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“ You are telling me, Wharton,* sald Mr. Quelch, « that Tracy was Innocent of what was put fo his charge—tbai his only

fault was a thoughtless, but generous, desire {o shield anether boy—Impossible ! **

“Well, the podegy pirate hasn't got
it!” remarked _Eu%. “But somebody’s
jolly well had it—"

“That ragger!” declared Bunter. *1
shouldn't wonder if it was a Fifth Form
man! What about going along and
locking in the Fifth Fotrm studiee—"

“ And gqsthgg chucked out on our
necks 7 grinned Bob. .
1 mean to say, 1 shouldn’t wonder
if & Fourth Form chap had it["
smendeéd Bunter. “ What about going
along and locking in the Fourth Form
studies ¥2

“I=-1 suppose it's possible that that
ragger has been here!” said Herry

Wharton slewly. *“He’s -only been
going for 8uel¢h s far—but he ma
be giving Quelch’s Fonm s turn

“0h, 1t's him, right enough!” said
Bunter posttively. “1 “haven’t the
slightest doubt about that! I say, he
mayn't be far off yet—what about cut-
ting off and looking for him "

The Famous Five eyed Bunter, His
eagerness to send them in search of the
pineapple-pincher was obvious. It was
clear, in fact, that he wented to gef them
out of the studyl

o Mi%‘lt be only just up the passage |”
urged Bunter. “Might eateh him with
the pinexpple under his arm! 1 say,

ou fellows, dor't waste time—cut affer

im, and—and szee if ha's about—"

“He hasn't got it under his jacket I”
said Bob Cherry meditatively. “And
he can't have hidden it in his mouth—
even Bunter's mouth ain't big enough!
Yo what does he went to scoot us off
for ¥4

“0Oh, really, Cherryg—"

Hurree Jamset Eam Bingh grinned,
a dusky grin. -

“Comes enfully, my esteemed chums 1
he exclaimed. “T think we have a
terrific chance of §e-tﬂng that absurd
pincapple ba ;

“Fes, do!” urged Bunter. “Deon't
loze & minute ! on’'t lore 8 moment |
You may get that ragger, yvou koow,

and—and—the pineapple! Do buck
up 1?

The Co. followed Hurree Jamset Ram

Bingh from the study—doubtfully. The.

dusky junior drew the door half-shut.
Then he winked at his surprised chums.

“Walk loudfully, and come back tip-
toafully 17 whispered. “ Perhaps-
fully we shall then spot the ridiculous
pineapple,2

“Oh 1” murmured Bob.

Grinning, the Famons Five tramﬁc:}
loudly up the passage. Then they
turned, and walked to Study No. 1
on tiptoe. Five heads were put round
the half-open door looking inite the
sbudy.

They beheld quile
sight 1 ]

n the study cupboard was a biscnit
tin. It had once contained biscuits,
which had gone the way of all biscuits |
It was supposed to be empty | At the
prezent moment, however, it was not!

Bunter, standing at the study cup-
board with a fat grin irradiating his
podgy countenance, had taken the lid
off tﬁ:a[‘. tin with his left hand, and with
his right he was exiracting & pineapple
from the interior of the tint

They gazed at him |

They knew now |

The astute fat Owl, when he went to
the cupboard for the pineapple had
found 1t there. IHe had eoclly hidden
it inside the biscuit-tin and announced
that it was not there!

Now, having got shut of the Famous
Five, he was taking it out of that
biseuit-tin, with intentions that were
only too easy to guess.

“ he, hel” cama =
chuckle from the fat Owl. _

“Ha, he, ha ! came like an eche in
& roar from the doorway.

“Oh crikey 1

Billy Bunter jumped—in fact, he
bounded | The pineapple dropped back
mto  the biscuit-ting the lid dropped

an interesting

subdued

**It’s the truth, sir I’ sald Wharton,
from the fat hand, snd Bunter spun

round in alarm. -
“Ohl* he gasped. . “I—I pay; von
fellows, you—you atartled mel I—

say, wharrer you come back for? I—1]
say, that ragger will get away—with
the pincapple, you know——"

“Ha, ha, he!” yeled the Famous
Five.

“Blessed if T sea angthing to cackle
at] I say, you fellows, do get after
that ragger—a chap in the Shell, I
fancy—he's got the pinespple——~=" "

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Bob Cherry’ stepped to the cupboard,
picked up the biscuit-tin snd turned out
the %-mcaapple.-

Billy Bunter eyed that proceeding in

graat dismay.
“0Oh! Oh crumba! There—there it in

all the time!” he gasped. “I—]—I
say, you fellows, I—I—3 wonder howw--
how 1t gub o t-i:i’_t- kin ¥
“The wonderfulness 13 terrific!”
chuckled Hurree Jamzet Bam Singh.
“Inky sort of guessed it!” chartled
Bob. * Well, hera it iz—it wasn't that

ragger after all—"

“Ha, ha, ha ¥

“Big shee for Bunter I” said Bob,
taking up a knife. “You'd like a big
slice, Bunty 1%

4 0Oh, wes, rather!™ pasped Bunler,
his fat face brightening, After ‘the
digcovery of the pineapple—in such ver
suspicious circumstances—the fat Ow
had rather feared that he was not going
to get any.

“Mind if I
slice, Franky? .

“Not at sl 1 grinned Nugent.

“"Here you are, Bunter |

“1 say—oh ! Leggo my neck, you fat-
head! T say, leggo! Jf vou stick that
inespp own the back of my neck,
E’il—gmnnugh! Oooogh!  ©h, you
beast, "it's all wet and clammy—
yarooch 1"

Trie MroxweT Taerany.—No, 1,607,

give Bunter an extra big



28

“Ha, ha, -hal” '

“Gerrogh! Beast!” shrieked Bunter,
wrigghing as the shce of p:m}?jpia slid
dewn I'iia fat back. *It's all clammy—

urrggh I
E"iga. ha, ha!”

“Have another?” asked Bob, wield-
ing thé knife, *“Mind if Bunter has
another, Franky? Hold on a minute,
Bunter 1"

Billy Bunter made one bound ta the
door! He did not, apparently, want
another slice of that pineapple! One—
down his back—was enough for Bunter,
if not one too many 1 4'That pincapple

was  dispased

the other fellows.

of,
ascistance from Bunter!

ISEET DA R

s

These astonishing little novelties
afe convenient enough to carry in
your pocket yet either will enable
you to enjoy the fun and excite-

ment of the popular game of
which it 12 a miniature, with the
added thrill that it really is
operated by each player's per-
sonally gcneral::cf electricity.

These games greate intense excite-
ment and interest wherever intro-

duced. Udeal for parties, at home
or elsewhere.. . ﬁ: a sport’ and
CAPry your game with

1’- each

On 1ale at Siationers and

You.

Toyshops ever ETE, B " b
W, H.Smith & Son's shops
and Bentalls, Kingston-
iy amea. ‘ “
jl"""l“”lI”"“!l-HHIHIIIH§IM|”“H“H“Hi““"l"

B ALL THE sAOST
F i bA s MAKE RS

Bonelli, Steldeni, Vissimio, 1B e
Pancotti, Hohner, Cruciansili, T8

£4i4i0 YALUE FOR 23/

LY
iuin??l}nué“dﬁlﬁi?m“':ﬂuimmtl.i;.ﬁ A I-I A L
ot b1 owae, triple thiom.
Complete with shoglder-sirap, El Plaho Keys, A Rassca, :
Cash price 42/- or 27« frst instalment, balance 4/« monthly until 46/« 1s
1?-ALI-:L Elaborate Tutor. Alzs Superior Do Loxe Madal at 5278, sam FLo@,
st of models with 25 Eeya, 138 faun; 25 Keys. 24 Dass: 34 Keys, 46 Tiass:
41 Keys, 130 Bass, on [erms. . A. DATIE & cO. (Dpf. B.P.48),
£4/104. Denmark Hill, London, )

“TELL DAD/

how easy it is to %ﬁt a Riie? “Home "
NI

o
'y
o

EBilliard Table. ;¥ B/- DOWN.
Balance monthly. 7 Daves” Free Trial.
Write for Art List.
E, J, RILEY, LTD., Belmont Waorks, 32 FREE
ACORINGTON, or Dept. 30, Billiard Tables.
147, Aldersgate Strest, LONDON, E.C.1. o4 s Send for detalls.
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THE TWENTIETH CHAPTER.
Light At Last!

ARRY WHARTON
H quietly from his bed as e
chimed out that might.
No one else was awake I1n the

Remove dormitory:; and he was careful
to make no sound to awaken any of

slipped
f:i'-"i'ﬁ I

But as he dressed
ql}luetly in the dark
there was a stirfing
in one of the beds
and a head lifteq
from a pillow.

“What — who's
that #* came a mut-
tering voice,

Haznel hed
awakened. ITe had
not been sleeping
soundly. He peered
through the
chadows st thae
captain of the
Remove.

“Quiet [*  whis.
pered Harrg, “T'm
going to have a
word with Tracy—
the coast’s elear to-
night, T think—"

ORI muttered
Hazel,  “I—I say,
I—T'd come., but—
but—I say, it's jally
risky If Quelch
should—*

“That's all righit !
Don't w ake E:th...;
fellows ™

Hazel  muttered
souncthing and laid
hizs he on the

pillow again, He
was not, 1n point of
foct, so unmindful
nf whet Tracy had
done for him_ as the
prisoner of thae
punishment - room
supposed. But he
lacked the nerve to
go anvwhere near
the punizhment-
room; or oven to
get out of the dor-
mitory at all after
the frig]‘lt he  had
hal.

Harry Wharton
trod softly to the
door in his szocks
and opened it. Al
was dark and silent,
and he stepped out
and closed the door
after Lim without
a sound.

Almoszt on tiptoe
e erept down the
Emssqg‘ﬂ ta the

anding.

Whether Quelch
was on the watch
again he doubted,
but he could not
feel sure. For two
nights the Remove
mazter had watched
in vain, and if did
not seem probable
that he wounld sit
up a thied might
for the myvsterious
night ragger,

ut 1f, by chanee,

he was up, the-captain of the Remove
was taking a good deal of risk. He
hardly breathed as he reached the land-
ing and trod softly along the passage
which led to the baelk staircase up to
the secluded punishment-room.

Onge in that passage, he stopped to

listen,

There was no sound!  Quelch, prob-
ably, was not up; but if he was up, he
had heard nothing.

Wharton moved on at last, groping
silently up the dark passage.

At-that hour, of course, he supposed
that Traecy would be asleep n hia
solitary quarters.  But a knock on the
door would awaken him—and the room
was sevluded enough for a Lnock nob to
be ! eard elsewhere.

Tiat the imprizoned junior would be
glad of a word, from friend or foe,
there was no doubt, But it was as a
friend that Wharton was going.

Ever sinca ha had learned the truth
from Hazel he had been anxtouns to
speak to Gilbert, His last words to him
had been of angry seorn—his last actiofn,
a blow! He could hardly Blame himself
for his mistake, for such generous deve-
tion in a fellow who was called the
worst bov in the zchool, could never
have been guessed. Even now, Whartorn
could hardly understand it; it was so
out of keeping with Gilbert's character,
as He had known him.

But' there it was—Traecy had faced
hard and heavy purushment, to save a
weak and pusillanimous fellow who was
nat even his friend, and he had done ir
for Marjorie's sake. And Harrvy was
keen to make what amends he could.

During the day, it was imposszible to
get near the punishment-room un-
detected., And for the last two niglis,
Queleh had been on the wateh for the
ragger. This was Wharton’s first chance
—and at the risk of the Remove master
being on the watch again, he was not
going to lose it.

Ho groped up the dark passage. and
reached the narrow, winding stair ak
the end, which led up to the secluded
corridor at the top u? the building, st
the end of which the punishment-room
was situated.

The darkness was tntense. And the
silence was deep--till, as Wharton
groped for the banisters, to guide hig
way up, he was startled by a sudden
sound on the dark staircase in front of

him,

He stood with beaung  heare,
listening |

It was the sound of - someons
descending.

The captain of the Remove wos not
the only fellow up that night!

Up to that moment, he had been

thinking only of Gilbert Tracy, and
,?L*ttlng word with him through the
ceked door. DBut at that sound, he

forgot Tracy!

Someone was un—groping about in
the dark! Wharton did not necd
telling whe it was! It was—and conld
only  be—the mysterious raggev, the
mght prowler, up, and bent on mizchiof
again !

Harry Wharton stood quife séill!

He could zee nothing. But he could
hear—and what he heard was the sound
of some fellow cautionsly desconding the
stair in front of him.

It was—and could only be—the mys-
torious night ragzer ! Quelch, if ho
was up, wonld be keaping watch on the
dormitory landing, as before.  There
was no imaginable reason  why b
should be on thiz spot, That back stair-
case led only up to the punizhiment-
room, and nowhere else,

What the ragger was doing there wes
rafner a puzzle! He must—Wharton



supposed at least—Dbave come out of one
of ‘the dormitories,

Possibly he had heard somm faint
sound from -“Wharten hmself, cautious
as he was, and hud backed up that stair-
case out of the way.

Whatever tha explanation, thera he
was—there was no doubt about that!
He' was coming cautiously down--and,
when he reached the foot of the stair,
he would be right in Wharton's grasp.

Wharton's face set grimly in the
darkness, :

He was out of bed to speak to Tracy
—but Tracy could wait! This was a
chanece—an unex d and lucky chance
—of bagging the mysterious ragger, and
discovering his identity |

A sound, or & movement, would have
scared him back. Wharton made no
sound, and no movement! Hea stood
liks a statue, suppressing his breathing,
waiting for the descending fellow to run
into him! He was ready o grasp him,
the instant ha did 1

Clozser came the soft footfalls, as the
unseen figure picked its way down the
dark stairt rry Wharton caught s
sound of breathirg.

Then, suddenly, something unseen
brushed against him. He hesrd a
startled gasp, and, at the same moment,

he threw out both arms, grasped the
invistble Bgure, and bore it bump-
ng 511: [the stairs, i

L ¥ pame & gaspin utter,
“ Who—oh 1” o R

HGob yon this time!” said Harry
Wharton. “Now I'm going to know
who you are, you sneaking rotber 1

There was no reply from the unseen
ragger. But he began to struggle, with
savage and desperate ENergy.

But he struggled in valn. Wharton
waz the stronger of the two, and he
had the fellow, whoever he was, at &
disadvantage, down on his back on the
stairs. That it was not’ & senior, was
clear enough—a senior would have been
able to thiow him off. It was a junior,
and Wharton was going to know which
junior 1t was! For several long
minutes, there was a seuffling strugple
in the dark, but the captain of the
Remove kept his grip unhroken,

The unseen junior relaxed his efforts
ﬂtﬂlast_, gasping. Wharton panted.

“T've got you!” he breathed, “Don't
kick up a row, :];'pu dummy—Queleh
may be up, for all I know! But I'm
gomng to know who you are, and put &
stop to vour tricks! M

¢ broke off, with a sudden yelp.
The fellow had kicked out, eatrnﬁili.ng
him on the shin.

For a moment, his grasp relaxed.
That moment was enough for the
mystery ragger. He wrenched himself
away, and;, mg Wharton grasped at him
again, seuttled up the staircase.

The captain of the Remove was afier
him like & shot. Ha tore in pursuit,
up the narrew stair, and hig hand
touched an object, ‘or a moment, but
hoe missed his grasp. Then running
footfalls sonnde nﬂ)ng the ocorridor
that led to the punishment-room,

Wharton rushed on up the corridor.
Ho had the fellow now——for the end of
that corridor was blocked by the door
of the punishment-room—[ocked on
'Tricy; and there was no escapel

The footfalls Hed before him, but he
was close behind, Then, suddenly,
amazingly, & door was shutkting in his
e,

It was the door of the punishment-
room—not locked, as he had supposed,
but open—and it was into punny that
the unseen ome had fled, and wag
shutting the deor after him,

Harry \Wharton staggered back in
ulter amazement.

EVERY SATURDAY

Had he been 8 moment later he waould
have found that door _shut, and could
only have concluded that the mysterious
night ragger had escaped in the dark.
But ha was g0 close at the fellow's heela
that the door struck him as it shut, and
flung him back! But only for a
mement—then he was springing forward

again, hurling the door wide open,
before it could latch.
“Tracy !” he panted.

He plunged into the ruom. Punting,
he peered in the darkness. He knew
now — though what he knew utterly
bewildered him.

“Tracy I hg repeated. * You—">"

“Hang you!” Gilbert's voice came
snacling from the dark.,. *“JIs that
Wharton 1

“¥Yes, ves! JT—*

“You_ fool I

“ It—it—1t was wou—you were the
ragger ™ stammered Harry. “How did

key, or

you t out—have you pot a
MNobody  ever

what? ©Oh ecrumbs!
dreamed —"

There wes & low chuckle.

“Eeep it dark! Yook here. Wharton,
keep it dark! I've got a key—vyou can
guess that now—I had it mada weeks
ago, 8t the time I had hold of the

punishment-room key—you remember
that—*"
“QOh 1™ ed Harry.
:I_Egeep 1% atrkti;‘ o g
au've RO chuck up ragpging,
then! You—" "

IHarry Wharton broke off. There was
a gleam of light in the dark corrider.

Footsteps came up to the open doorway.
“GQuelch 1™ breathed Harry.

“Then the game's up! You fool—"
. A flash-lamp gleamed in at the open

oorT,

Mr. Quelch stood there, light in hand |

Evidently the Remove master had
been on the watch, after &ll, on, the
landing ; evidently, also, he hsd heard
some sound of the struggle and the
chese, and had come slong to investi
gate. His face wes almost terrifying in
1ts expression,

.The two juniors looked at him«in
silence—Harry harton 1n utter dig
may, and even Gilbert a little daunted,

“Tracy ¥
Yes, sir ™

“I presume that vou. have a key fc
this door ™

" Wes, sicl"

“"Had such a suspicion oceurred. to
me, I should not have needed telling
who was guilty of the series. of outrages
that have taken place!™: zaid r.
Quelch bitterly. * Hand mie that Lkev at
onece,™

Gilbert, in gilence, handed over the
duplicate kev.

“Wharton! ¥ shall deal with you in
the morning ! Come to my study affer
rayers! Now go to  your
ormitory

Harry Wharton left the punishment-
room in silence.

Mr. Quelch’s eyes glinled at Gilhert.

‘I understand now, Tracy " he said.
“I understand all! To-morrow, you
will be ponished—most severely ! Very
im*ml{. indeed. That is all. Now go
¥ .

Mr. Queleh stepped out, and shut and
locked the deor once more—safs now
from unlocking from within, There was
a grim satisfaction in hia face as he
went, The mysterious night ragger was
mysterions no longer—and on  the
morrow he was to suffer for his sins!
Harry Wharton, never dreaming of the
truth, had run down the mysterions
Tagg?x'—ﬂﬂﬂ landed Gilbert in the
EQUp
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THE TWENTY-FIRST CHAPTER.
Giving Gilbert A Chanos I

i OME in ! rapped Mr, Quelch.
Thers was a gleam of wintry,
sunshine in the fresty morn-
. ing. But it was not reflected
in tha face of the Ramdwve master as he

sat in his study sfier prayers—and
rapped out “Come in,” as & tap came at
his door.

Quelch's fmce was set and grim as
Harry Wharton entered—he gave his
head bhoy his very grimmest ook 1

Wharton's face was not bright. ite
unintentionally he had landed Gilbert
in worse trouble than ever—and he was
wondering, with & worried mind,
whether it might be possible to help him
out. He had had a talk with Hazel
before coming to Quelch’s study, and he
waz going to do his best.

“Now, Wharton—" hﬂgem AMr.
Quelch, in his acidest tonea, ““1 reguire
an explanation——"

“I left my dormitory iast night, sir,
to speak to Tracy at the door ‘of the
punishment-room | said Harry, colour:
ing. "I am not excusing my=elf, sir,
for broaking a rule; but I think I ought
to tell you why I went t0 speak a
friendly word to him."

“1 was pot aware that you wers
friends with tha worst boy in the schbel
Wharton [ seid Mr, Quelch, with grim
SACCABM.

“Tracy isn't that, sirl I thought =0
only a few days ago, biit since I found
out something, I was anxious to tell
him_ that I was sorty—and that he
wonld have friends in the Form when
he camé out—""

“Indeed! And what is.it you have
learned, Wharton, that iz S0 much in
favour of that bad and unscrupulous
buy.?: I should certainly be glad to hear

anything in his favour,” sid M.
Qubléh=still grimly asreastio,
“I'm going to tell you, sir—=but wonu

will allow me not to mention namesl 1
think, sir, that you can trust me, as
your head boy [ eaid Wharton quietly,
** Last Wednesday night, sir, Tracy was
net out of bounds, as you balieved—as
we-igll helieved at the time."

“Wharton 1"

! He had taken the place of anethps
fellow, sir, who was out of bolnds, ‘and
was in the dormitory all the time. The
other fellow was out.”™

“ Impossible 1"

“*It 18 true, sir! He has tald you that
he never went out of Bchool hpunds—
pnly out of the House | That was trag !
He 'went out purposely to 'g.tmgn "theiﬁa
fellow. I'm speaking of let him.in b
tlie Bixth Formn lobbY, ‘and then climbe
in at the hox-reem window——"

“"Wharton "

“Where you caught him. asir!] He
hadn't beén ciit of I.Fm House more thin
a quarter-of ‘an hontr. Ho never weiit
out of the school. I know, sir, that &
p master, you will blame him for stand-
ing_betweefi another fellow and bein
found out—but he had & resson—s gq:mﬁ
reason—he was grateful for a d turn
that had been done him. 0 naver
went out of the school—and he allowed
yvou to believe so, to see the other fellow
throngh.”

“Impossible 1™

“That's the truth, sir " =aid Harry.
“I've had it from ti:m other fellow, and
he would have owned up, too, ﬂ.l:tijl' hea
dare not. He knows I'm telling you—
without mentioning his name.™
: Mr. Quelech sat staring at his head

ov.

There was a long silénce in the study,

“ Impossible—impossible I"  said Mr,
Queleh at last.  “That thoroughly un-

(Continued on page 31.)
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Here you are, tellows—presents you’ll be able to enjoy months
after your Christmas dinner is forgotten! Choose one of these
famous Annuals and vou will be certain of hours and hours of
entertainment—Ilong after ordinary gifts have lost their interest.
‘These books are strongly bound in coloured covers and packed
with splendid features. See them at the Newsagents, today |

MODERN BOY’'S ANNUAL

Monster air-liners, streamlined trains, the couwntless wonders of

the modern age, pass acress the pages of this book in u,lra:cfnmir:f

pogeanl of progress. The ideal gife for the boy whe is intersste o
in fhe world abont him.

MODERN BQOY'S BOOK OF
HOBBIES 6/-

A wonderfel néw book for the boy with ¢ Robby and (ke bog whia
wants ene,  Lepiously illustrated chals on madel train:, model planes,

stamps, redio, ete., and two beavtifully produced pictarial sections.

Greyfriars HOLIDAY ANNUAL

This i3 the famous all School Story Annual which enjaps
engrmous populariiy amang schoolboys and girls, and i 5
reowr 0 if s Fivenbieth gear of publicapion, Al the avourife o
tchoolboy characlers from Greyfriars, 3t Jim's and
Rookwood Schools are here found at their best end brightesl.

Tiwo fine colour plafes.

MODERN BOY’'S BOOK
OF RACING GARS 4/-

The Romance, the Thrills, and the History of
Motor-Racing in o beautifully illustrated pift
book. The phatographs alone are worth the
price.  In phofagrapure thraugheut,

ON SALE AT ALL
NEWSAGENTS AND BOOKSELLERS









WEEKLY SPORTS SHORTS g

By VERNON-SMITH. ..,
QOur Live-Wire Reporter

. When half-time came in the Bagshot

%a.me and wo were one gonl down, the |

igroel Jimmiea round the fouchlines
had the time of their lives.
" I heard none of their wailings from
our dfessing.-room in theé pavilion,
of course, but I am assured by fellows

who did that never before in the history | |

of Little Side have so many eriticizme
been uttered in the course of tem

-Th%h t had beon almost

in ot gamo on olmos
the ecle topic of conversation in the
Lower School for a week. The fact
that a win for Bagshot would probably
hava taken them to the top of the table
in pur place wade the whols school
unu y anxious for a Creyfriara
victory. The additional faot that we
failed to beat Rookwoed last week
caused footer fams to turn a critical
sye on the team that Wharton posted
ng on t.l::mhﬂ notice-board two days
oTe .

Howla nmmﬂ&n rent the air when
it was seen that -ho had left the team
uuéhnnfui Exeifed would-be ptailyera
waylaid Wharton and argued with him,
I tione wajted on him. But

n stood his ground, and the
team turned cut on Little Side just
83 he had chogen it; end the critics
indulged in * I told you so’s ™ to their
hearts’ content when thoe half-time
whistls went with the home teem one

goal-down,

 GREVFRIARS HERAL

I must

Wharton's )
judgment, with the
ustified” ia i " y as it was
justified 1Imn -l —
the end, des- No. 321. EDITED BY HARRY'WHARTON. December 3rd, 1938. to settle

ite this 5 HRemove ¢ .
mitinl set- .- — — Most of t
hiﬂ;'nk' ?}ag- 1 lead had 1 nly—=8t. Jim's having alse | many friendly e lot of followse limp
beon, obtained . only won their match egainst THREW HIS WEIGHT ABOUT '

been obtained only at the cost
of almost superhumean efforts, found
in the second half that they were unable
to keep up the killing pace. They had
kept us well on the defensive up to
the interval: but on resuming, we

found that their pressure had relaxed.
The initiative had passed from the
visitors to curgelves, and we were soon
attacking strongly. Aften ten minutes,
I equalised for Greyfriars; and five
minutes later I had the plessure of
putting the home side one ahead.

Bagshot remained game fo the last ;
but in the closing stages of the game
I think it was pretty clear that we had
worn them down completely, and when
Wharton slammed in a third goal for
Greyfriars five minutes from the end,
we were geiting, if enything, rather
lesg than our.due.

80 much for the “key " game of
tho week, which leaves us still leading
36, Jim’s at the head of the table on

. Rookwood,

won their match against ERedelyffe.

‘Bagshat, who added two (Bomtn to
their total through beating Claremont
2—nil at home on Wedneaday are atill
third, But if you want my opinion
about the eleven that threatens to be
well to the fore at & very early date, it's
Jinmy Bilver's team
plaved twice in the last week, playing
Ryleombe CGrammar School away
and Highelife at home, The first
match they won d4-—nil and the aecond
1—nil, and my feeling is that these vie-
tories against formidable adversariea
sre the forerunners of many othera.
Weatch Roockwood !

My recent forecast that Abbotslord
would soon turn the corper seems to be
coming truwe. Though still at the
hottom of the table, they secured 3
points out of a possible 4 this week-—
their first points this seasom DBrave,
the wooden-spoonista §

Irreapective of championsbip games,

“DOWN WITH THE ‘NO-COURTESY’ LEAGUE!"

Polite Young Things’ Great Campaign

Bolaover major's ' No Courteay ™
Leagus i@ not poing te have things
entirely its own way.

Founded with the idea of doing away
with meaningless formalities, it gained
many supporters at firet. Dot the
swing of the pendulum has carried
public opinion right back to the iden
that there is much to be said for old-
fashioned politeness.

Tom Brown is tho leader of the
movement for better manners. At a
Euhliu mesting in the |

emove Form Room
thia weck he told an
enthusiastic audience :
that refinement was an &9,
ideal worthy of every
intellipent Removite.

“Why be ashamed 4
of behaving like & gen. | L
tleman t ' he demanded. §
“1 stand here as one LI
who raizes his hat to
ladies, gives up his seat
in buses to the aged and
infirm, and trests hLis

puperiors with respoct !
v { um‘} '™
At this point, apyid considerable ex-
citement, Bolsover major entered the

racm with a amall erowd of followera,
and remarked ; " Why not ! So do
we ! ’ _

“Rata!" was Tom, Brown's swift
retart. * You couldn't be polite if you
tried. The only place where you'd
a‘;re:r t‘ae}i ru{i];:];ht- am&a in fach, i8 &

L aughter and cheers.)

P%:; or major was eseen to shake
his head, more in sorrow, it scemed,

than in anger. :
* Thia cnly shawa what fatheaded

ideas there are aboutb our movement,”

he said. ** The * No Courtesy * League
never stood for bad manners. What

Jwa're fiphting against is fatuous and

unnecessary remarks like : ° How are
you, old bean?® and *Nice day,
isn’t it ‘

Amid the loud jeers that this remark
called forth from the Felite Young
Things (that's what Brown'e courtesy
fans are being called), Tom Brown was
obsorved to hurl an ink.pellet with

Y. Lo 2 o

deadly aim at Bolsover major, deposit-
""‘l LA ;
M2y
=

- -ﬂf -
b T :._—\- '-.._:

_

ing o large blob of ink over the " No
Courtesy *' chief’s nose. Roars of de-
lighted laughter from the poed manners
enthusiasls greetad thia femd,

While Bolsover major sat down and
romoved ink from his noso with a
pocket-handkerchief, Tom Brown pro-
ceadod with his epesch.

In a voice.that quiversd with indig-
nation he denovnced "“no courtesy
cads ™ ag worma, insecta and parasites
—a8 measly, mingy, mouldy, moth-
eaten mongrels, and many other things
besides.

= “Look at their faces ! he cried,

with withering scorn. * Look at them
and ask yourzelves if you've ever seen

am asguming, gentlemen, that they
really are faces and not shop-soiled
remnents fromm Guy Fawkes' Day 1™
{Loud laughter.)

“Don't bring your heastly bad
manners into this meeting 1" Brown
added as Bolsover major rose to inteér-

rupt. " The best tip I can give you
ia ta hop it—and hop it pronto at
that 1 "

Bolsover major tried to speak, but
deafening yells of ** Buzz { ¥ * Travel 1"
“Beat 11" “Down with the * No
Courtesy’ League ! -* Vanish | ™ and
“ Bling your hook ! " from the refinad
membera of the well-mannered brigade
drowned his efiorts. The chief of the
* No {:ﬂurl.esgv * League sventually
gave it up and retired—encouraged in
that process by & couple of ripe
tomatoes and an upended mkwell from
the Polite Young Things. ,

Judging by thia meeting, it really
doea look as if old-world courtesy is in
for a great revival in the Lower School
at Greyfriars,

One or two fellows have expressed
the opinion that for the lesder of a
movement favouring better manneya
Tom Brown deesn't strikp them aa
rgally exquisitely polite. Bubt you

ways get those Doubting Thomases,
don't you ¥

el

Answer To Correspondent

“PUZZLED" (Remove)—" Do you
think Mr. Queleh is pgetting ehort-
sighted T When a stray goat wandered
into the Form-.room the other day be
didn't even notice till we pointed it
out to bim."

No, ** Puzzled,” we have no reason
to suppeoee that the beak’s eyesight ie
defective. Probably it was just a mis-
understanding—he thonght it was

Skioner |

such despicable degensrates beforo! I°

which I have nf tpace to report.
Thesa are describad i the yarne dealing
with our weekly adveniures,

Thera is litlle se in the way of
outdoor sport tp about just now,
Long.distance . .ripgees  continue to
wade through mudinr preparation for
the Open Marathes; 1t as thm event
doss not take : till next term,
enthusiasm hes nedyot risen to fever-
pitch. ? :

Diek Hake yripoctedly won an
unofficial Lower .lit;;l Table-Tenmis
Championship in @ Hag this weel.

Dicky Nuogent @ aﬁﬁgrmd to be
making great stridis ot hopacotch this
term.

And that's slifr the present, I
think.

:lr,-n:- hes m played

CHAMPIONgHEI? TAELE.
Goala
P.°F.D.I.F. A.Pta
1. CREYFRIARGE 6 2 0 24 4 14
2. 8T. JIA'S BET701 20 6 14
3. BAGSHOT 981218 813
4 HIGHCLIFFE 2 4 2 3 18 15 10
5. ROOKWOOD 84131511 9
6 BRYLCOMBE 4
G, 8. g 2241218 6
. REDCLYFFE B2 1056 813 &
B.AT. JUDE'S €216 919 &
9 CLAEEMONT 7034 618 3
10, ABBOTSFORB2 1 17 7 25 3
Y —__-'
LAST WEEK AT
GREYFRIARS—

The first frost of&h" season cecurred
and resulted in Logsr slipping up”and
hitting one of the Lagstones in the
quad with his ching!The flagstone was
undamaged. A eebnation wasz held
in the Seeond Fomroom.

Coler eang twoballads ab an im-

romptu concert i@ld in the Fifth

ames Btudy, Thea wdience roburned
when  Blundéll merded the ™ All
clear."”

Lord Mauleverar clished out ripe
Gorgonzola cheess -2t a4 supper In
Study No. 12, ¥+ lucky chanee,
most of the guesthed brought their
gas-nashs.

Billy Bunter atrally told the
truth, for once. %Yot o [ellow in the
Remove believed him,

NO WONDER!

When our mpaga",ﬂdmked into the
Fifth Form Gam«lididy one evening
last week 1t was tofind Coker standing
in the middle oftte room looking
puzzled, while the &l er oceupants la
around motionlesyr They had all
fainted !

On inguiry of thep 1zzled Coker, our
reporter learned the 1 here was nothing
to explain it. Al Iw-.ppanﬁd was
that aomecne trodm OQoker's foot and
apologised ; - and bcker said: Y M
fault | ! The nedt jnoment they s
swooned. '

Extraords OR
WAS IT?

i
, Wasn't it 1

Then Fat Wr-esﬂer Lost His

Bounce!

Fellows who hady; "“Tha dickens wou,
occagion to look into | have!" remarked the
Study Ne. 7 in  the | Bounder. * And who's
Remove pessage about|the world's strongest
& fortnight ago thought jman, when hes  at
Bunter had gane goofy. | homa 1

Several evenings run.
niog he was moticed in
front of a mirror he had
propped up against the
wal n.p?nrent engaged
in tying himseld 10 kaots !

On one occasion he
did it so well that he
had to cell in a eouple
of passera-by {o unhook
one of his legs, which
bad become tanglod up
with the particular part
of his body out of which
ho  usually  talks —
namely, the bacl of his
neck. '

Tt was on this oceasion
that Bunter lot the cat
out of the bag. When
the twa passers-by—who
happened to he Smithy
and Redwing—had dis-
entangled his limbs, they
asked Bunter what the
thump he thought he
was doing.

Bunter replied with a
fat wink, the application
of & fut finger to his
lips, and & snigger.

*He, he, he ! T say,
you fellows, mum’s the
word, you hkhnow,” he
gaid. * I'm tra'min% to
become s wrestler !°

A WHATTER 1™

* A wrestler | Strong.
man atuff and jin-jiten
and all that !*  Bunter
stopped griopning and
gave Smithy and his pal
& lofty blink. * You
chaps'll have to mind
our p's ond q's when

get info trim. Won's
do "to get too cheeky,
you know | 7

Smithy and Redwing
ga?cd at him.

‘How on earth are
you going to learn
wrestling without baving
someone to  wrestle
with?'' Redwing
managed to ask.

“ Bunter emiled — a

Eu?.l:ceriﬁr emile,

*That's essy—when
;‘au know how [ Moaost
cllows don't, of course.

I do. I've paid to be
lot into the secreta of

- reply.

| BECRETS ,OF

' wing  pazed
at %‘mf&s&arg

the world'a strongest
man | 5

** Profecsor Baloney 1
was  Bunter's preud
“ Have & squint
at this, if won
don't believe
me "

With thess
words our prize
Porpoise shovad
before hig visitors’
incredulous eves
a sheéaf of papers,
the topmost of
which re  tho
following notice :

“PROFESS0OR
BALONEY'S
PRICELESS

STRENGTH.
Wrestling Course.
Losson One.
All You Nead 18 a

Mirror

Whilo 8mith nn]tl 'Rm'li
ogile-eyer
ﬁlﬂney's
geerefs, Bunter went on
to explain that out of a
ten-bob  tip  his mater
had given him durmg
her recent wigit, he ha
gpent five bob on acquir-
ing this correspondence
courge on wrestling,
Fisher T. Fish, who
bhad sold him the stuff,
had assored him that it
had originslly cost fifty

dollars i New York and |

was worth double that
figura for the information
it contained.

1t transpired lafer
that Fishy himsslf hed
bought it at a second-
hand bookstall in Court-
field for ninepence !

Smithy and Redwing
tottered rather than
wallied out of Buntler's
study that evening. The
ides of Bunter turning
himaelf into a wrestlin
wizard wilth the sole sl
of & second-hand corre.

ndence course by Pro-

or Baloney left them
quite lirap.

In the days that
followed, Bunter's be
baviour left guite a

He developed a war-
like frown, & EWagZErIDE
walk, and =a .
peremptory  tone  of
voiee, (Once or twice he
told fellows to shut up
or ssled them if thgi
were looking for thi

BET3,

Then one night Bunter
went too far. He rolled
up to Dick Russell, who
was occupying the best
seat in the Rag, just
beside the fire, and told

him to buzz. He,

Bunter, wanted Russzell's

geat !

“ No cheale from
you ! he warned
Boussell sternly.

give vou till I've counted
ten.  If you'ro not out
of that chair by that
time I'll sling you out—
and I warn you, Dick

Fussell, that you'll pro- | ¥

il =
tereated crowd pathered
round, the Orpoise
roceeded to count ten,
aving counted ten and

bably find it painful !
Wiila B 1y

found Russell still oc- |

cupving the chair, he got
about slinging Russell
out of it.

The result was funny
from the crowd’s point
of view, but decidedly
digconeerti from
Eunter's, or instead
of slinging Russell half-
way acrosa the Hag, as
he quite expected to do
by the application of
Frofegsor Baloney'’s

rinciples, Bunter felb

imgalf- glung half-way
geross the Rag instead !

He landed on the lino
with & bump that ghool:
the House end & roar
that awoke the echoes.

And that wea the last

incident in the brief
career of DBunter, the

wrestler,

had never really thought of good
bis best to mest the

“TI'll | EY

" HARRY WHARTON
CALLING ALL CHUMS

An anonymous reader, whom I assume to be s
irl, has put me & poser this week.
ﬁgat-]mkmg boy in the Remove 1 " is her queation.

“Who iz the

ipt of her letter I
ke in association
editor, however, must do
requiremnents of hia readets ; and,
impracticabls to hold a beauty contest
the matter, I made & few inguiries of

» like mysell, had never eomsidered
it before. But most of them, too, after
& fow ‘momenta’ reflection, were able to
give most decided answers to the m tion.

Bnoop, for .imetanes, whom I m
the of being half-slanghtered
Bolsover "“major, made = very qui
[dmisian. B

* The best-looking chap in the Remove ?
* Why, I should say Bolsover,
-avery timo )

Bolsover, whose ferocious glar® bad

ivem place to a slow grin on hearin
gmnp‘n choiep, seratched his head when
put it 4o him. 1

“ Pranne that I feel much like qugrrel-
Img with what Bnoopy says,” he remarked.
"1 supposo there js a sork of mm
manly oty about me. M yes, I
Bnoopy'e right | "

Procceding a little breathlessly aeross
the quad, I bumped into Hurree Bingh.
I asked him his opinion. Inky sm &
dusky smile.

“If I may remarkfully suggest it, m
esteemed and lodicrous chum,' he gaid,
* the. goed-lookfubiess of Wum Lune ia
terzifio t 12

“Wun Lung 1 I yelled.

Inzk{ padded.

“ The pale yellowfulness ot his eateemned
| complexion, so muchfully like the honour-
able English eky at dawn, has no Lkeful
aqual at Greyfriars | ' he explained.

- "Well, that was that! The odd thing
about it was thet when I ran into Wun
Lung, he returned the ecompliment by
nammyg Hurres Singh as the best-looking.

" Wun Lung likee colour of Inky's face,
what you tinkee 7" he ﬁiuned.' “Inky
lockee best in Lemove, 1% nty much !

I asked Fisher T, Fish, His reply
came back like a round from & machine-

say that pntil sho re
Remove,

n,

* Rest-looker in the Form ? T say
it's the that upes this noo eoap I'm
handling, vou'll take five tablets from
me for one dollar—fve shillings in your
weird comage—I puess within & week
o'l tell me———-" .

I hurriedly told him I wasn't buying
Eﬂ?‘} and hopped it,

deas were plentiful among other fellows
I met. Desmond chose Wibley, Peter
Todd plumped for Frank Nugent, Squiff
thought Russell walked away with it.

Then I sesked Bunter, The Porpoise
simnply beamed,.

“ I aay, Wharton, I wonder you trouble
to ask meé such a simple thing., Ask any
 judge of masculine beauty and he'll tell
youthere’s only one fellow in the Removo
with any real claims to good looks. The
chap 1 mesn has a ﬁuﬁi ?&lliiﬁzwamd
i nothing skinny abou , you
kﬁfﬁ:a ﬁm? resolute chin, & broad,
intelligent forchend, artistic bands, deep,
 reflective eyes—" .

“Cut the cackle, fathead 1™ I said
impatiently. ‘' Who is this Adonis ?3,
“ Why, me, of course ! "' hooted Bunter.

I think we had better leave it there '
If vou want own opinion, I should
eay Frank Nugent, But I don’t claim to
be any judge. And what's more, Nugent
would only think that I was pulling his
leg if I told him so.

Meet you again mext week, chums!
HARRY WHARTON.




