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POPULAR BOOK OF BOYS' STORIES

Fromi its bright, polonred cover Lo the last page (his grand
gift-book {5 outstanding! There are 160 pages dacked 2}; 6
widh hrills and fun ¥ Famous wrilers of boys' slories

frave woritten the terrific yarns in this Annzal, Therears

thrilling storics-af the 1West, of the sea and ihe air.  Also fine yarns
wnd pages of jokes o make you charlle. De sure {0 get a copy of
infs matelless book of thrills and fus,

MODERN BOY'S BOOK OF FIRE FIGHTERS

finmes erachle and spluller @ walls and masonry collapse,
T the mudst of 4f, the fircinen engaged in their valorous 5;-
warfare against a faming wnfernol This book depicts the

evcifing adventures of fire fighiers all over the world, in

vividly written arficles and slories, fully illustrated with action
flotograbhs and drawings, There are g plales in full colonr and
1Go pages printed in phofograviee.

MODERN BOY'S BOOK OF RACING CARS

Come behind the scencs al the eorld's great molor vaces @7
drive @ car al Bo, 9o, 100 miles an hour, and see for your- 4/-—
self whal 1215 like fo be g speeduwan , .. Caplain Eysion,
Jokn Cobb, 5. Q. H. Davis, and mipmerowus other famous
_drivers capiure for you the theills of speed dn fhis owistanding gifi-
book. Im addilion, there are over 200 close-up camera piclires,

An ideal gift for yourself or a friend is one

of these grand “ Annuals.,” Remember,

they are on sale at all Newsagents and
Boolksellers.



“SLIM JIM” IS THE CLEVEREST CRACKSMAN WHO EVER CRACKED A CRIB.
FOR YEARS HE HAS BAFFLED THE POLICE. NOW, IN THE DEAD OF NIGHT,

HE VISITS GREYFRIARS!

NOT GUILTY!
i ESCUE ™ yelled Billy
Bunter.

“ Hallo, hallo, hallo I

The door of Study No. 1 in the
Greyfriars Bemove flew open with a
bang, A fat figure shot into the
study, like a plump rabbit into a
burrow.

Harry Wharton & Co. jumped to
their feet.

The Famous Five of the Grey-
friars Hemove were gitting down to
tea in that study when Billy Bunter
suddenly hurtled in.

He came in rather like a cannon-
ball. He crashed into Bob Cherry,
who was nearest the door, and Bob
went over like a ninepin. Stagger-
ing from the shock, the fat Owl of
the Remove bum into the study
table, which rocked wildly under his
weighty impact.

There was a crazh as tea-things—
and tea—slid off a slanting table.
Five eg EHES aud five eggs landed on
the study floor together, with a tea-
pot, cups and saucers, and plates.

Billy Bunter clung to the table and

spluttered.

“You fat ass!® roared Harry
Wharton.

“You potty porpoise!” bawled
Johnny Bull,

“1 aay, you fellows—rescue!™
yelled Bunter. “I say, keep him
QE !H

Evidently, Bunter was pursued.

listening.

A masked head suddenly appeared above the wall—watching,
From narrow slits, two keen eyes watched the dim
road. Mr. Quelch, in cover, made no movement !

“"Look at our tea! howled Frank
Nugent.

“1'll burst that blithering chump !
casped Bob Cherry, scrambling to his
feet. “I'll—"

Bob was interrupted.

There was

“No!” answered Harry Wharton
coolly. “First of all, let's know
what the row’s about.”

“Find out !”

“1 say, you fellows, it wasn't me,
yvou know ! gasped Billy Bunter from

a patter of rapid footsteps in the the safe side of the table. “I haven't
Remove passage, coming from the got it!™ : 2
direction of the landing.  Herbert You haven't got what:

Vernon-Smith, the Bounder of Grey-
friars, appcared in the study door-
way.

Smithy's face was furious.

He did not speak—he rushed into
the study.

Billy Bunter skipped round the
table with the activity of a kangarco,

“I say, you fellows!” he bellowed.
“ Rescue [

“Hold on, Smithy!”
Harry Wharton.

“Will you let me get at that fat
rotter P roared Vernon-Smith.
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HARRY WHARTON & CO.,
of GREYFRIARS, in Another
Thrilling School Adventure.
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exclaimed

“I haven't got his cake !”

“0h !” ejaculated Bob Cherry.

“You fat villain!” exelaimed
Harry Wharton. “Have you been
grub-raiding in Smithy’s study

“No!" howled Bunter. “I haven't
been near his study! I was sitting
on the settee on the landing when
that beast suddenly rushed at me
like a madman. I was just sitting
there, thinking over some verbs I've
got to do for %Jualch. I wasn't even
thinking about a eake—"

“Where is it, you fat pilferer?”
roared Smithy.

“I haven't got it!" roared back
Bunter. "“I've never even secen it
I never knew you had a cake! How
should I know whether you had a
cake or not?”

“He hasn't t it about him,
Smithy " said Bob Cherry pacific-
ally. “You can see that.”
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“Unleze he's pgot it inside!”
erinned Jobnuy Bull,

“Oh, have you got it ipside,

Buuter £

“0Oh, really, Cherry! As if I could
have scoffed a cake that size—"

“That size !” repeated Bob. “How
flo you know what size it was, if
you've never scem it?”

“Oh! I mean—-" .

“You mean that you've got it?”
demanded Harry Wharton.

“No!” howled Bunter. “1 ma
have seen Smithy taking it to his
study, now I come to think of it!
It may have been one of Mrs.
Mimble’s ten-bob cakes. Just like
Smithy to swauk, %iving ten bob for
a cake. Swmithy all over! I never
had it! I bhaven't been anywhere
uear his study. I waas sitting on that
scttes, looking at the view from the
windoew——" Billy Bunter broke off
suddenly as the angry Bounder made
a sudden rush. “I say, you fellows,
keep him offi—* :

Five pairs of Lands stopped the
Boundeyr in transit! He was grasped

on all gides and sent whirling back P8

to the door.

He sat in the doorway with a heavy
bump,

“You—you—you rtotters!” panted
Vernon-Smith as hie scrambled to his
feet. “Has that fat pilfever hruu’ght
it ore, to whack out with you?’

“That's enough! Get out!”

“Yes, you get out, Smithy!"” said
Bunter, safe behind his rampart of
i study table and five sturdy juniors.
“Who are you, I'd like know ?
‘Throwing your weight about and
showing off your rotten temper! As
if I'd touch your mounldy cake! I
can get all the cakes I want frem
Buanter Court! Yoh!”

And Billy Bunter turved up a fut
Jittle nose at the enraged Bounder
---an  cary task, Natwe having
started it well on the way.

Vernon-8mith made another rush.

“That does it ! cxclaimed Ha
Wharton. “Chuck him back into his
«tudy 1

- a it- lli

The Bouuder, swept off his feet,
was carried bodily out of Study
Xo. 1, his arms and legs flying wildly
i the air. He struggled and panted
and yelled—but he had to go!

'The Famous Five carried him along
the Remove passage to Study No. 4,
kicking aud yelling. A ddozen fellows
lnoked out of other studies, staring
and ﬁrinniug at the sight.

Bob Cherry kicked open the door
of Study No. 4.

With a swing the Bounder was
togsed into his study, where he
sprawled breathless on his cxpensive
earpet.

Bob slammed the door, and the
Famous Five walked back to Stud
No. l—leaving the Bouuder to his
awn devices.

WHOSE CAKE?

is QORS like teal!”
Frank Nugeut.

“The lookfulness is
f¢1~ri§¢ 2 girhed Hurree Jamset Bam
singh,
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Ecnl]gi it did not leok much like
tea in Study No. 1.

Billy Bunter's collision with the
table had cleared it—tea and tea-
things were mingled and mized on
the floor. Most of the erockery had

one Weet, and amid the wreckage
ay five smashed cggs in a very
squashy state,

“Blow !” said Bob ﬂhﬂl‘r;}'

“1 say, you fellows—'

“Bother you!” grunted Johnny
Bull, “Counldn’t vou bolt into, some
other study? Look at our teal”
h‘Bitl:a;liF Bpﬁtmt lmkedﬂ at it tl&mn h

is spectacles, and grinned. He
E&ameg rather amused.

“That all you had for tea?” he
asked,

“Yes, assl®

“It's all that fathead BSmithy's
fanit I growled the captain of the
Remove. “A fellow ought to keep
his silly temper!”

“Tea in Hall now, anyhow !” sald
Johnny Bull. *“Bother Bunter, and
blow Smithy! Bother and blow the
ir of ’em! I shouldn’t wonder if
that fat cormorant had Smithy's
cake all the time!™

“0h, really, Bull—*

“Well, Smithy and Bunter between
themm have dope in our tea!™ said
Nugent. “Better go down to Hall
before it'z too late!™

“Y say, you fellows, don't you
worry !” said the fat Owl of the
Bemove encouragingly. “You've
atood by me, and I'm jolly well going
to stand by you. Leave it to me!
I suppose you fellows like cake?”

Five fellows jumped, as if moved
by the same spring,

“Cake I they repeated, all to-
ge‘tther‘ _ e

Yes; I've got lots,” enid Bunter

cheerily,

Haorry Wharton & Co. gazed at
William George Bunter, They gazed
at him almost speechlessly.

They had handled Herbert Vernon-
Smith rather scverely. They had
carried him home and pitched him
into his study. Bunter had assever-
ated that he hadn’t had Smithy's
cake; and they had felt that cven
Bunter wag entitled to be found not

ilty in the abscuce of evideuce.
'%Eﬂy- had left Smithy a gasping
wreck on his study floor. And pow

'aquaa]:ed

: Bunter

“I—I—I mean—"

“You mean that yon've got
Smithy’s ecake, you guzsling gar-
gogle [¥

I haven't!” roared Bunter, “I

huﬁn to have a cake like Bmithy's
—that’s alll It’s just one of those
ﬁnin‘g;:lenm l“]1 t 1 asped Har

" , my at |2 g ry
Wharton.

“You know how coincidences ha

n 1" pgaid Bunter warmly. * Weil,
his is one of them! I 't know
anything about BSmithy's cake. I
never went anywhere near his study.
And if his eca ‘ﬂﬁunu, I dare say
Redwing had it! e never saw me
—you heard him admit it. He was
in Skimner's study.” i

“You snaffled the ecake while he
wasg in Skinner's study?™

“Qh, no! I keep on telling you I
never snafflad his cake!” howled
Bunter. “He just fanecied I did—
suspicious sort of cad, you know!
It's pretty sickening, I think, the
way E;“WE unce on me if there's
any tuck missing ! I was just sitting
on the settee on the lnnﬂmﬁ-ﬁ-“

“Where's Smithy's cake?

“I dow’t know anything about
Smithy’s cake! I dare say he never
had one—only his swank,”you know,
making out that he has teu-bob
cakes! I know it wasn’t om  his
gtudy table when I went in: besides,
I left it absolutely unteuched when
I went out a.qain 35

“Oh crikey!”

“Not that I went to his study,
you know,” added Bunter cantiously.

I never watched him go alomg to
Study No. 11, and certainly mnever
nipped into his stndy while he was
speaking to Skinner! Not the sort of
tﬁ‘i!iatg fgwnuld.dﬂ i

“Oh crumbs!” gasped Bob Cherry.
“That chap ought to be doing
German propaganda in Berlin—he
was borm for it!” _ _

“1 think this is Yrctf-z thick !” gaid
Billy Bunter hotly. “You fellows
have nothing for tea, and I offer to
whack out m;t: cake, and this is the
thanks I get! Talk about ingrati-
tude being a sha tooth than a
serpent’s child! must say I'm
surprised at you !”

“You fat, foogling, footling frog,
what—-"

“Qh, rcally, Cherry—"

they heard thot Bunter had eake—  “You blitherin bloater, what
lots of cake! have done with Smithy's cake?”

They did not speak. roared Bob. “He's got to have it

They jnst gnzeﬂt Bunter. back! Where is it?”

“You fellows make some more “How should I know? About
tea1” said Bunter briskly. “I'll go Smithy’s cake, #13 mind’s a_perfect
and fetch the cake, ts to go blank. Very likely it's in his stud

u had better all the time; if he had one, which

yound! I say, though, _
come with me—that ast Smithy
may be hanging about !”

“You fat villoin!" roared Johnny
“Yon've got Smithy's cake!
We've made a wreck of Smithy for
getting after you, and youw've got his
cake !

“QOh, no! °‘Tain’t Smithy's cake I¥
cxclaimed Buuter hastily. “ Nothin
of the kind! It's my cake! I h
it in a parcel from Bunter Court
this morning !

“You never had any
sort this morning!”
Cherry.

parcel of an

bawled Bo

don’t believe, I know where my
cake is!” said Bunter. “But if you
think you're going to give Bmithy
my cake beeanse he's lost his, you're
jolly well mistaken! And if that’s

ow you're going to talk to a fellow
who offers to whack out his cake, I
jolly well ghan’t whack it out now,
so yah!®

And Billy Bunter, with a snort of
indignation, rolled to the doer.

He blinked mutinmlgi ont of the
doorway, his eyes and his speciacles
on the alert for Herbert Vernons
E‘mit]h



But the Bounder was still in Study
No., 4, probably busy getting his
second wind !

Billy Bunter rolled out inte the
passage and headed for the landing,

Harry Wharton & Co. exchanged a
glance and walked after him.

That cake, obvionsly, was Emith_y’s
missing cake. That cake was going
back to its owner. That, really, was
the least they could dn after the
handling they bhad bestowed on
Smithy.,

They walked after Bunter to the
landing.

The fat Owl rolled across to the
old oak settee that stood by the
balustrade. He dragged a large
&hiimt out from under the settee.

t was a cake—a huge cake—still
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study with it!” esaid Johnny Bull
“Smithy may know whether it’s his
cake or not!”

“Good egg ! grinned Bob. " Come
on, Bunter!”

Billy Bunter backed away in
alarm towards the Bemove staircasc.

“1 say, you fellows, I ain’'t going
to let Bmithy see this cake!” he
exclaimed. “He might make out
that it was his—he's unserupulous,
you know! I say—>"

“Collar him !” gaid Harry Wharton,

The Famous Five cut across the
landing.

Billy Buuter made one bound down
the two or three steps from the
Remove landing to the study landing.
But he did not stop there. With
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master, standing in conversation with
Mr. Irout, the master of the Fiftl,
Chasing down the staireasze at top
specd was not judicions under the
eyes of beaks.

But Billy Bunter did not stop.
Bunter was wildly cxeited, as well
as short-sighted, and he did not spot
the two heaks in the offing. :

Bunter tore on down the lower
staircasc.

Mr., Quelch and Mr. Prout glanced
round and up the staircase at the
sound of clattering feet and panting
breath.

_They saw Bunter! But they had
time for only a glimpse! The next
moment Bunter, charging off the
stairs like a rumaway rhinoceros,
erashed ! He did not even know that

Billy Bunter came into the study rather like a cannon-ball. There was a crash, as tea-things—

and tea—slid off a slanting table.

artly in its wrappings—just as

unter had snaffied it from Smithy's
study.

The fat grub-raider of the Remove
had got it as far as the landing,
when Vernon-Smith got on his track.
Evidently, he had popped it out of
sight under the setiee when he heard
Bmithy coming. Now that Smithy
was safely off the seene, the fat Owl
brought his plunder te light again.

Bunter rose to his feet with the
cake under his arm and blinked
round through his hig spectacles,

e gave a jump at the sight of
five grinning faces looking at him
frina ;’lfﬁ end of the Remove passage.

gasped Bunter. “I-—I say,
you fellows——"

“Hand it over, you fat brigand!”
exclaimed Bob Cherry.

“0Oh, really, Cherry——"

“Let's walk him along to Smithy's

that enormous cake under o fat arm,
he cut on to the stairs.

Bunter was not goine to lose that
cake, if Bunter eould help it!

“Stop ! shouted Harry Wharton.

“Hold on, you fat ass!" howled
Bob Cherry.

“ After him!*

The Famous Five rushed across the
study landing,

Billy Bunter flew down the stair-
case.

“Stop, you potty porpoeisé ! yelled
Bob.

Bunter did not stop. He did not
think of stopping: gtnpping nmeant
losing that cake! Bunter fairl
flew, and the Famous Five rushec
after him.

But on the middle landing they
suddenly halted, )

At the foot of the stairease they
spotted Mr, Quelch, their Form-

““ Rescue ! ** yelled the fat Removite.

“I say, keep him off !

Quelch and Pront were in the way
till he crashed into them.

“Oh " gasped Mr. Prout.

“Qoooh !” gasped Mr. Quelch,

Prout staggered to the left!
Queleh tottered to the right ! Prout
came to rest against the newel-post
of the banisters; Quelch agpainst the
wall ! Between them Billy Bunter
sat down, with a loud bump, and a
louder yell:

“ Yaroooh [

BEASTLY FOR BUNTER !

{3 UNTER ™
Mr. Quelch almost shrieked.
“Wow!" roarcd Bunter.
“Ow! Wow! Owl?
“What do you mean by this,
Bunter? What—"

Toe MAGHET LBRART.—ino. 1,660,
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“ Y oo-hooo-hooop 1™

Buuter eat and roared. The cake
wasz still under his fat arm—Bunter
clung to that cake by instinet, like
a drowning man to a siraw,

Mr. I'rout, leaning on the banister,
gasped for breath. But Mr. Queleh
was himself again in a moment or
two. He pounced on Bunter.

An iren grip on the back of the fat
Owl’s collar jorked him to his feel.

Bunter swayed unsteadily—still
elinging to the cake!

Vi ‘-Ll‘ﬂtﬂl'——”

“Yow-ow-ow !

“You ‘uttcrlg stupid boy! How
dare you rush down the stairs in that
manner? Go to my study at once! I
shall cane you severcly I

“Oh crikey ! I eay, sir—""

“Go I thundered Mr. Queleh.

“Oh lox' ™

Spluttering for breath, the fat
Owl tottered away—his Form-master
following him.

Prout was left gasping, with a vory
expressive expression on his face,
The Fifth Form beak had been very
nearly up-ended by that Remove boy
—racing about the House in such a
disorderly way., Prout gasped for
breath, and saorted with indignation.
But the look on Mr. Quelch’s speak-
ing countenance imdicated plainly
that the hapless fat Owl was going

to suffer for his sins,

Buater rolled dismally into his
Form-master's study. He knew what
to expect when he got there. Even
the cake mnder his arm did not guite
comfort him.

My, Quelch picked up 2 cane from
the study table. He swished it in the
air, fixing his gimlet eyes on Buuter.

“What is that you bhave there,

Bunter? A eake? Place it on the
table

“Qh! I—I—I say, sir—"

-I-ID..:}

you Lear me, Buater?”
“Oh! Yes, siv!”

Bunter placed Smithy's cake on the
table. His eyes, aud his spectacles,
lingered on it, Ho was geing to have
a whopping for charging into two
Leaks like a runaway rhivoeccros., But
was that the worst? Was lie going to
losc that cake alzo? Was it going to
he a case of, as Bhakespeare puts it:
“thus bad beging, but worse remains
Lehind ¥ ¢

“That cake,” snid Mr. Queleh
sternly, “will Dbe coundsvated, Ban-
top M

Those words of dvom struck like a
Enell on the fat ecavs of the Owl of
the Remave,

“0Oh, sir! I—-I—1
eroaned Bunter,

- “You nced say nolhing, Bunter!
I shall confiseate that cake—that
enormous cake—aud I shall cane you
sevexml'iv. Now bend over that ehaix 1

L] i =

“Bend over that ehair i thundered
Mr. Queleh.

“0Oh o' 1”

The fat Owl beut over tha chair.

Quelel’s cane rose and fell six
fimes in  succession, swi after
swipe! Bix successive yells followed
six swipes—a yell for every swipe !

Then Mre. Quelel pointed to the
daor with the ecane.

Te Maexer Lisnany.—No. 1,660,
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“¥ou may go, Bunter 1 he ra 2

The fat waf rolled to the duﬂrl.}p&?[de
wriggled with avguish as he rolled.
But even six of the best could not
quite drive the cake from Billy
Bunter s fat mind.

At the deor he turned and blinked
at the cake on the table,

“I—I—1 e&ay, sir—"
Bunter.

“You may go, Bunter 1”

“M-m-m-may I take my kik-kik-
cake?” stammered Bunter.,

“You may not !

“But—but I-I say, sir—"

£ [TT

Buuter rolled out of the study.
His unhappy thoughts were equally
divided between the six from Queleh's
cane and the scrumptious left
reposing on Queleh’s study table.

“Ow! Yow! Wow! Ow " moancd
Bunter. “Oh crikey! Ow! Wow!”

“You fot scoundrel 1*

Billy Bunter jumped, and, at the
Bounder's veice, forzot for a moment
both the cake and the Whﬂl)piﬁg- He
blinked round in alayrm at Herbert
Vernon-Smith,

“Ow! Beast! TYou keep off, you
rotter I gasped Bunter. “I never
had your <ake—ow! Wow! Oh
erikey! Ow !

Verpon-Smith stared at the wrig-

ling fat Owl, His temper, alre

d, had pot been improved by the
bandling in Study No. 1.  But le
could sce that the fat junior had been
through it.

“What's the matter with you, you
gurgling  gargoyle?” De snapped.
" Whopped ¥

“Ow! Six from Quecleh ' moaned
Bunter. “Wow! The beast secmed
to think he was heating a carpet!
Wow I

“Where's that cake?”

“I—I don't know ! gasped Bunter
in alarm. “Quelch hasn’t got it—-"

*Quetelr 17

“Oh! No! He never confiscated
it, and it ain't in his study now!
Don’t you get butting in and saying
it was your ecake! I ghould tato
a fearinl row!” gasped ter.
“Quelch might belicve that it was
your cake, you kuow, and he would
think—— Ow! Ow! Wowl”

The Bounder gave him a stare and
then burst into a laugh.

gasped

Smithy, with all his faults of
temper, had his good pointa. Cer-
tainly he ecould lhave regained

Imssﬂssieu of that scrumptions cake
w going to Quelel’s study and ex-
plaining that it hﬂlmget to him.
But the results to Billy Bunter would
Lave beon dive,

Bunter's view was that angthing in
the nature of tuck belonged to him if
e could get his fat paws on it
Form-master's view was quite
different from that !

“Well, I won't go to Quelch and
tell him you pinched my cake,
fat, pilfering porpoise,” said Smithy,
“but 'l jolly well boot you all
round the landing for pinching it!
Stand steady

Billy Bunter did not stand steady !
He flew up the Remove passage like
an arrow from a bow and the door of
Study No. 7 banged after him,

A RARROW ESCAFE !

R. QUELCH camc out of his

study, walked along the

age, and turn tho

corner to go along to Comuon-room
to the masters’ tea.

Quelch, naturally, looked in the
direction in which 'lee was going.

Had he glanced in the other direc-
tiom, he might have secn a fat faco
and & big pair of spectaclea blinking
round the cormer from the staircase
end of the passage.

As it was, Quelch walked on, re-
gardless and quite unaware that a fat
Owl watehed him as he went.

He disappeared.

Bunter rolled inte the passage.
Breathless with haste and trepida-
tion, the Owl of the Remove arrived
at Queleh’s study deor.

Less than o minute after Quelch
had gome, biz study had a new
oceupant—William George Bunter, of
Lkis Form.

Bunter cut in, shut the deor, and
gwitched on the light again.

A blink at the table revealed that
thoe cake was still safe!

The fat juuior m&cﬂ in his
lm'ket! for his pocket-knife.

Ta

'].‘hla}n tap at the door made Bunter
bound. ¢ suppressed » gasp of
terror.

¥
Quelch was g@e—%gelch was nob
likely to return yet—but some other

unspeakable beast had come to the
study.

Bujutcr made one bound—bchind
the door, so that it would hide him
when it opened.

It was Eie:;loulj chanec.

Palpitating, the fat Owl backed
against the wall. But the door did
not immediately open. There was
another tap.

Bunter suppressed his breathing,
The beast, whoever he was, had
evidently come to speak to Quelch
beforec he went to tea—muot knowing
that he had junst ponc. No doubt he
would leok in and, aceingh‘l;hat Queclch
was not there, go—and open door
would hide the fat Owl from his
sight.

nter hoped so, at least.

After the second tap, the door
opened.

“My dear Quelch—" came a
squcaky voice.

Bunter knew that voice. It was
the woice of little Mr. Woosey, the
art master.

“I have looked in to say good-bye,
Queleh, My train goes at six.”

Billy Bunter wighed from the
botiom of hie heart that Mr. Woosey'a
Eraillit had becn scheduled to leave ab

ve!

Woosey was leaving Greyiviars
School. ITe was going on war work
in London, and bhis successor was
blowing into Greyiriars the following
week.

Billy Bunter was wot interested in
art or in art masters; he did not care
a boiled bean whether Mr. Woosny
went or whether his successor came!
He ouly wished that Woosey had gone
carlier! He had dropped in to sny
good-bye to Queleh at a mosk
awkward moment for ouc member of
Queleh’s Form.



It did not seem to ddwn on little
Mr. Woosey that Quelch was not in
the study. As the light was on, and
could be seen from wunder the door,
no doubt he had taken it for granted
that Quelch had not yet gone to tea.

He pushed the door farther open
and walked into the study.

en, of

Once the door was wide
counld ece that the

course, Mr. Woosey
gtudy was vacant.

Woosey was dressed for travelling,
with his overcoat on and a hat under
his arm,.

Bunter blinked at his back with
a deadly blink.

Had Woosey simply opened the
door and looked in it would have been
all richt for Bunter! But the little
idiot had to walk in, of conrse, befora
he noticed that Queleh was not there!

His hack was towards Bunter. He
had not seen the fat junior yet. But
there was no doubt that Le would see
him when Le turned round to walk
ount.

Woosey had walked nearly as far as
the study table before he atq:‘-k);ied,

“Dear me!” said Mr. DOEEY.
“Mr. Quelch is not here! He has left
his light burning! Dear me!”

A moment more and the art master
would have revolved on his axis, and
hizs eyes would have fallen on Billy
Bunter.

In sheer
charged.

He simply dared not be found in
that study. He*was etill feeling the
gix from Quelch’s cane! He did not
want another six added thereunto!
If he was cop in Quelch’s study,
Quelch would know why he was there.
Bunter fairly cringed at the thought.

Excess of funk took the place of
courage. Billy Bunter jumped for-
ward and butted Mr. Woosey in the
middle of the back of his overcoat.

Bump !

That utterly unexpected attack took
Mr. Woosey completely by surprise.
He gave a startled ye E and toppled
over on hig hands and knees.

He had barely touched the floor

desperation, Bunter

when Billy Bunter whipped ont of
the study gnd flew !
Fortunately for Bunter, all the

other beaks were at tea in Commuu-
room. No eye fell on him as he flew
down the paasaﬁei

Seldom did Billy Bunter put on
speed! But a lightning-flash had
hittle on the fat Owl on this occasion
as he did Masters® Passage! His
feet hardly touched the floor! He
skimmed! He whizzed!

“Ooooooogh 1" came atartled tones
from the study he had left. “Upen
my word!  QGoodness gracions!
Wooooogh I i

An astounded art master, on his
bands and knees, blinked at the carpet
in Queleh’s study.

Never in his life had Mr. Wooze
been eo utterly amazed and bewil-
dered.

Something—he did not Enow what
—had hit him suddenly in the middle
of the back and toppled him over.
He gazed at the carpet with a dizzy,
amazed raze. =

Then he heaved himself to his feet
again and stared ronnd the study.

obody was there.
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*“Goodness gracious me !" ejaculated
Mr. Woosey.

He stepped to the study door and
stared up and down the e,
Nobody was in sight. About a second
earlicy, a fat Eﬁum had vanished
round a corner. Hut it had vanished
in time. Mr. Woosey's amazed eyes
only beheld empty space.

r. Woosey looked this way and
that way. en, in great bewilder-
ment, he turned back into the study
and picked up his hat.

“ Extraordinary ¥ he said.

Rﬁﬂ]ly._il‘r was most extraordinary !
Btill astonished and bewildered, Mr.
Woosey left the study to seek Quelch
and say his good-byes in Common-
roem — what time Billy Bunter,

lumping info an armchair in the

ag, gurgled for breath and wiped
perspiration from a podgy brow.

——

BUNTER'S BRIGHT IDEA'!

¢ CVHOVE it onm, Hmwna%r B
neak! Squeal!
ost of the Eemove were
ethered in the Rag after tea. Tom
rown had brought down his portable
wireless.  Outside, the black-out
reigned and all was dark as pitch.
rowney's radio was a great re-
source of the Remove fellows in these
days of war's alarms. Everybody
wanted to hear the news—hoping to
hear that the nnspeakable enemy at
last was getting it in the neck.

One fellow in the Rag, however,
was giving no ear to the radio. That
one was William George Bunter.

Bunter had no time to think abont
such trifies as European wars. He
was oblivious of the unpleasant exist-
ence of Adolf Hitler. DBunter was
thinking of the cake in Quelch’s
study.

But for that little idiot Woosey,
Bunter would Lave had that cake.
Now it was as far off as ever! Bunter
had had a narrow escape. So had the
cake. Not for a dozen such cakes
would the fat Owl have ventured into
Quelch’s study again! But his fat
thoughts lingered on it. Though lost
to sight, it was to memory dear!

The announcer's drone from the
radio, repeating with weary iteration
the endless repetitions of radio news,
passed Billy Bunter by like the idle
wind which he regarded mot. Other
fellows listened to it, hoigmg for some
fresh item to follow what they had
heard before.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!” exclaimed
Bob Cherry suddenly. “ Listen, you
chaps—here’s some jolly old loeal
news [

The announcer had got through the
war news and the political news, and
was handing out a spot of police
news. The word “Courtfield ” eaught
all ears.

Courtficld was only a few miles
from Greyfriars School. Local news,
naturally, had a special iuterest for
the listeners. Even Billy Bunter sat
up and took notice at what followed.

“No arrest has yet been made in
connection with {hﬂ burglary at
Courtfield Hall, in EKent. It is now
pscertained that two thonsand pounds
in bonds were taken, It is stated

7

that, from certain indications, the
robbery is believed to be the work of
a well-known eracksman known to th>
police as “Slim Jim,” from the
apparent ease with which he gains
access to buildings by small windowa.
But there is as yet no official state-
ment.”

That was all!

But it rather interestzd the Grey-
friars fellows. Most of them knew
Courtfield Hall, a Hf lace between
the town and Highe iﬁPe.

“Bo they haven't got that jolly old
cracksman yet !” said Bob Cherry, as
Browney shut off the radio. “The
ought to set the Head's jolly ol
relation after him. Bet you Ferrers
Locke would snaffle him ¥

“The betfulness is terrifie ' agrecd
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

“Might come this way!” remarked
the Bounder. “I dare say Dr. Locke's
safe wonld be worth bhis while!”

“Oh  crikey!” ejaculated- Billr
Bunter.

“All gerene, old fat man!” said
Bob Cherry., “&lim Jim won’t come
here nfter your postal order!”

“Ha, ha, La ™

“I say, though!” Bill
'.nhp in fis armehair and blinked at
the juniors. “I say, though, I've got
an idea. With burglars in the neigh-
bourkood, you know, Queleh mightn’t
guess that it was a Remove chap, if
something was missing from his study
in the morning——"

“Eh#”

“What =~

“Thinking of burgling Quelch's
study and ﬂ‘&Jnui:l:hlg it down to Slim
Jim #* asked 8kinner.

“No, you fathead !” howled Bunter.
“I mean my cake——"

" Whese cake?” asked Smithy.

“Well, that cake!” said Bunter.
“I don’'t want to argue abont whosa
cake it is, so long as we get hold of
it! That's the important point !

Bunter sat

“The importance of the point is
truly preposterous ! chuckled Hurrae
Jamset Ram Singh.

"I mean to say, we could whack
out that cake in the dormitorr if we
got it away fromm Queleh’s study!”
said Bunter eagcrlg. ‘It don't matter
whose cake it is, if we whack it ont !
And when Quelcl finds it gone.
instead of getting after us he mav
think that burglar has been here——"

“Ha, ha, ha!" yelled the juniors.

They didn’t know anything about
the personal tastes of Slim Jim, the
mysterious eracksman who had beer
go long wanted by the officials a%
Scotland Yard. But they donbted
whether the slim pgentleman was
likely to bother about cake om lis
nocturnal excursions.

They could not Lelp thinking tuat,
if leh missed that cake from bis
study, the very last person he would
think of as the culprit -wounld b
Slim Jim, the cracksman.

“Blessed if I sec anything to
cackle at!” hooted Bunter. "I think
it's o jolly good idea! T mean,
suppose a burglar came and saw that
cake, well, it stands to reason he
wonld scoff it, doesn’t it

“Ha, ha, ha !”

“0f course he wonld:” declarci
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Bunter. “Well, ther, when Queleh
mwiseca the cake in the morning, ho
things the burglar had it, see? He

won't get after you, Bob, if you go
down, from the dorm after it—-7"
“He won't get after me,” agreed

Bob Cherry with a chuckle, “becaunso
I'm. pot getting after the cake !”

“What about you, Wharton? It's
up to you, real]ir.. as head boy of the

orm, and captain of the Remaove,
and all that.”

“Oh, my hat!
Quelch whether a head boy's dutics
include stealing cake from a beak's
study !

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Well, look here, it's pretty rotten
to waste that cake!” said BHilly
Bunter warmly. *Quelch himself has
told us not to waste auything in war-
tima! There’s absolutely ne risk!
Quelch will think it was a burglar—
with burglars about, yon know—and
wa get a dorm feed! I say,
Smithy—"

“No risk?” asked Smithy.

“None at all! answercd Bunter
cagerly. “Quelch won't dream it was
» Remove man pinched that eake,
with burglars about——"

“Then I’'ll tell yvoun what,” said the
Bounder, “I'l1l make you a present of
that eake—"

ﬂEh ?J}

“If you’ll go down from the dorm
to-night and get it!”

1 ﬂ EJ?
“ No riak, voun know !” chuckled the
Bonuder. “ Quelch wor't dream that

a Demove man ﬁiuc]md it, with
burglars about—-
“Ha, ha, ha!”

Billy Bunter blinked at the
Bonnder. Considering that there
was, according to himself, no risk in
the epterprise, with Slim Jim in the
neighbourhood to take the blame,
this was a good offer, and Bunter
nuﬁht to have jummped at it!

ut he didn"t!

The expression on his fat face
imlicated  clearly that, much as
Billy Bunter wanted that cake,
dwﬁ]lr a3 his fat heart yearned after
it, he was not going to undertake
an  expedition from the Remove
dormitory after lights out, in Bzgest
of it. ark passages and shadowy
staireases, in the middle of the
night, did not appeal te Bunter—
awd perbaps he was vot quite, quite
=tre, after all, that OQueleh wonldn't
oiess that it was a Remove man,

“Is it a pof” prinned the Bounder.

“¥Yah!” was Hunter's reply.

From which it was to be dedueed
ihat it was not o go.

IN THE NIGHT !
H.-\I.'.R’i‘.’ WHARTON opened his

eyes and peecred into the
~ davkness of the Remove
dormitory.

With the high windows blacked
out, not a glimmer of starlicht came
in, and the long, lofty room was as
dark as the inside of a hat.

Home slight sound had awakened
the eaptain of the Remove. But he
could sce nothing as he lifted his
head from the pillow. Faint sonunds,
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I think I'll ask

THE MAGNET
however, came to his cars from the
gloom.
“Who's that up?” le asked
drowsily.

He thought for a moment of Bunter
—and the cake. But Billy Bunter’s
snore eould be heard uninterrupted.

The fat Owl was aslecp, dreaming,
perhapa, of that cake, but certainly
not dreaming of going down to
Queleh’s study after it.

“Don’t shout!” came a voice from
the darkness, in answer to Wharton’s
guestion.

“8mithy ! exclaimed Em‘g'.

“Don't wake the House!"
Smithy sarcastically.

Wharton peered in the direction of
the voice.

“You're a fool to get out after
lights out, Smithy ! e said quietly.
“You might have a little sense!
there was an air-raid alarm while
you're out you'd be spoited for a
cort——

A chuckle interrupted him.

“Thanks for the tip! I'm not
going out on the tiles at a quarter to
twelve, old bean !

“Oh!” Wharton started. “Is it
as late as that? Then what the
dickens are you turning out for?”

“Just to drop into Henry's
quarters.”

“Oh!” said Harry.

He understood wow. Smithy’s
cake was in Henry Samuel Quelch’s
study. Smithy was not going to
leave it there.

“You're an ass, Smithy!” said the
captain of the Remove. “It's tough
losing it through that fat nhn;?
gtealing it and getting it confiscated,
but Quelch wiﬁ raise Cain if it's
gone !” _

“Let him!” said the Bounder in-
differently. “Perhaps he will think
it was Slim Jim, as Bunter sug-

t'Ed--"
EﬂﬂF‘athead! More Iikely to think it
was Bunter, as he fancies that it's
Bunter's cake.”

“YLet him!” said the Bounder
again. “I dou’t care who he fancies
it was, so long as Le doesu't faroy
it was little me!™

“He will have Bunter up on the
carpet, you can bet—-"

“That will be a tip to Buater not
to steal cakes from fellows' studies ™
answered Smithy. “I'm not worry-

said

ing a whole lot about Bunter. I
jolly well know I'm not losing a
ten-bob cake, if I can help it!”

“Rot!” grunted Wharton. “TYou
don't care a straw about the cake!

You want fellows to know you had
the nerve to get it b from
Quelch’s sf-ud;f

“I shouldn’t wonder.”

“Well, lock here—="

“Sorry to have to miss the rest of
the wisdom—it's rather cold hanging
about in December! Ta, tal”

“ Fathead !” grunted Wharton.
_The junior caplain of Greyiriars
laid his heafgﬁ ¢ pillow and closed
hiz eyes again.

There was a faint sound of the dor-
mitory door ‘'opening and closing.

Herbert Vernon-Smith trod silentl
away down the passage to the land-
ing. It was black as a hat, but he
groped his way across the dormitory

fanding and down the stairs to the
study landing below.
There, leaning over the banisters,
he paunsed to listen,
the bad hat of the Remove
been going out of bounds, as
Wharton had at first supposed, he
would have gone a deal carlier,
Even the reckless Bounder did not
break out to the accompaniment of
the chimes at midnight.

But a visit to Queleh’s study had
to be left late., It would hardly have
done to venture near ters’
Studics till all the masters-had gone
to bed. Some of them were sometimes
late. But dé&loge om the hour of
twelve it was certain that the const
would be clear.

The Head wonld be gone to his
own house, the staff pone to their
rooms, the studies deserted. No
liglﬂ_humed in Greyfriars at mid-
night.

¢ Bounder, looking down in the
deep, dark well of | staircase,
listened to make sure, though he had
uo doubt.

He gave a slight start as a faint
sound came in the stillness. What
that sound was, he hardly knew, but
in the deep silemce of midnight it
floated faintly to his ears

Hig heart, for & moment, gave an
unpleazant beat.

en, matﬁh his sghoulders, he
moved-on to ]l.'lgWEI' stairs. He was
not a fellow like Billy Bunter, to be
scared by darkmess aud silence and
the cra.cging of an ancient wainscot
in the silence,

Probably what Wharton had said
to him was correct. Though Smithy
certainly wanted to reca that
whacking cake, his chief motive was
—as usual—his desire to let the
Remove fellows admire his nerve.

Really, it needed szome nerve to
steal about the great, dark bumilding
in the lonely silence of midnight.

The Bouuder reached the und
floor. It was pitech dark, but he
knew his way like a book and had
only to grope cautiously. In a few
mwinutes more he was in the long,

wide on which Masters’
Studies opened.
From that passage ran the corridor

that led to the door of the Head’s
study—Dr. Locke’s sindy being at
some distance from those of the
members of his staff. _

At the opening of that corridor,
as he was passing it, Herbert Vernon-
Smith, with a sudden juwp at his
heart, came to a halt.

That corridor was black as o hat,
but in the blackness a sipgle tiny
spot of light gleamed.

Transfixed, the Bounder starcd at
it.

He forgot about Queleh’s study and
the confiscated cake, and his reason
for having come down. His eyes fixed
on that spot of light. Bomebody was
in the Head's corridor, at midnight,

with a flash-lamp. BSmithy remem-
bered the sound ){m had heard from
the staire.

He was not the omly fellow up—
if that was another Greyfriars fellow,
Bunt was it?

Startlingly, wunpleasantly, came
into hie mind what he bad heard om
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the radio, and seen in the newspapers
—and his own remarke in the Rag!

Slim Jim, who had cracked the
crib at Courtfield Hall, was said
always to make a sort of eral col-
leetion in any distriect he favoured
with his attentions. Erlli\t-li%l himself
had suggested that he mig t pay a
visit to Greyfriars Bchool!

And, as he watched that spot of
light, with beating heart, the
Bounder knew in his very bones that
it was not some Greyfriars fellow who
was up, like himself—but that he was
staring, in the darkness, at a thief
in the night.

THE MAN IN THE MASK!

ERBERT VERNON - SMITH
H stood quite still,

In spite of the rapid beat-
ing of his heart, his head was quite
cool. Indeed, after the first moment
of shock, he waa glad he was there.

The Bounder was insensible to fear.
He knew that if this was the un-
known cracksman whose face had
never been scen, he was in danger.
But the Bounder did not fear danger
—or, rather, he enjoyed its thrill. If
this was Slim Jim, the Bounder had
spotted him—and the eracksman was
not going to carry on if Smithy could
prevent him.,

But he had to be sure.

Other fellows, as well as himself,
might be up. For all he knew, some
other Remove man might have erept
down after that cake. Or some black
gheep, of hiz own kidney, might be

tting in after breaking bounds,

der of the Sixth, Price of the Fifth,
Angel of the Fourth—it was possible!
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Billy Bunter, charging off the stairs like a runaway rhinoceros, crashed into
gasped Prout, staggering to the left.

Smithy did mot want to raise an
alarm, make a fool of himself, and
give some bad hat away to the beaks!

He watched intently, and listened,
making po sound.

The spot of light did not move
along the corridor. The unseen onc
could scarcely be some late roysterer
making his way in, or he would have
been moving.

Smithy could see nothing but that
spot of light, but he could judge

at it was in the vicinity of the door
of the Head’s study.

Click !

That faint sound came along the
dark corridor,

Smithy's eyes gleamed in the dark.

He knew what that meant. The
Head’s study was loeked at night.
The lock on the door had been picked !

There could be no doubt now! He
could hardly suppose that it was some
Greyfriars fellow who had opened a
locked door.

The light disappeared.

Faintly, barely audible even in the
deep silence, he heard the sound of a
closing door.

Wheoever it was, he’d gone into Dr.
Locke’s stndy and shut the door after
him

Smithy stood still.

He was certain now—as good as
certain. Yet there was the bare pos-
sibility that the Head might have
come to his study at that late hour—
that he had earried a flash-lamp—
that he had unlocked the door! It
was not at all likely, but it was
possible; and Smithy was not the
man to take chances! He was out of
his dormitory at midnight; which
meant six of the best in the morning
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the two masters.
“ Oooooh ! ** gasped Quelch, tottering to the right.

(11 uh !!’1‘

if it was the headmaster in that study
and Smithy revealed himself.

For a few brief moments he thought
it over; then, on tiptoe, he crept
along the corridor to the Head’s door.

The faintest glimmer exuded from
the keyhole of that door. The lizght
had not been switched on in the
study, which snreiir would have been
the ease if it was Dr. Locke there, It
was still the flash-lamp.

Vernon-Smith bent outside the door
and applied Lis eye to that faintly
glimmering keyhole. He had a view
of n considerable part of the study.

Most of the room was in darkness.
But he spotted the spot of light. The
flash-lamp was moving to and fro,
stabbing the dark with its moving
beam,

Of the man who held it he could
sce nothing. But it was clear that
that man was searching for some-
thing.

Most of the Greyfriars fellows knew
that there was.a safe in fhat study.
Many of them, however, did not know
where it was; it was not in sight. If
the man with the flash-lamp knew,
or suspected, that it was there, he had
to find it.

Or was it—it was still possible,
barely possible—the Head looking for
a book or something of the sort ?

Smithy watehed breathlessly.

The moving beam came to a stop
suddenly, in front of a picture on the
wall—a full-length portrait of the
Head in cap and gown., That massive
picture was hinged tfo the wall
smithy knew, as some other fellows
did, that the iron door of the safe was
biehind it.
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He saw the picture frame move ount
from the wall on its hinges. It stood
at right angles from the wall, reveal-
ing an iron door let into the old solid
stone. The spot of light gleamed on
the metal.

Then the flash-lamp was placed on
a ¢hair, in such a position as to con-
centrate the light on the iron door of
the aafe.

And then, at last, the man who had
been hﬂldini the lamp moved into the
beam of light from it.

Smithy saw him cleaﬂg.

He was a man of slim fignre—Ilook-
ing all the slimmer, Eerhapa. because
he was clad in black from head to
foot. His slimness struck Smithy at
once—remembering the peculiar nick-
name of the cracksman,

Shoes, socks, clothes were of dead
black, a black muffler was round the
1e¢ck, over the chin, & black cap pulled
low over the forehead—and the space
bhetween muffler and cap was com-
sletely covered by a closefitting

lack silk mask.

It was a cold Decomber night, with
a drizzle of rain, but the man wore
no overcoat, and his neat-fitting
clothes showed no sign of the weather,
Neither was there mud on his neat
black shoes,

The Bounder, watching him,
guessed that he had left an overcoat,
and probably beots, parked some-
where outside the building before he
cffected his entrance—by some small,
unguarded window, in the style o
Slim Jim.

For that this was Slim Jim, who
had cracked the crib at Courtfield
Hall, Smithy, of counrse, no longer
had the slightest doubt.

In the light from the flash-lamp, a
hand—in a closely fitting black glove
—was moving over the iron door of
the eafe.

Smithy knew cuough now. He was
locking at the mysterious cracksman
who, over a period of years, had defied
the kecnest wits at Scotland Yard:
who had been glimpsed, but never
recognised ; whose cunning hand on
a safe was known, but whose featurcs
were utterly unknown.

There was time to steal silently
away, to raisc the alarm, to call a
crowd to the spot, and corner the
erook in the Head’s study!

Smithy pgrinned at the idea of the
mystervious eracksman who had bafled
Scotland Yard for years being laid
by the heels by schoolmasters and
schoolboys !

But suddenly the man in black
moved from the safe.

He erossed, with a swift and silent
step, to the study window, and un-
fastened one wing of the casement,
and set it ajar.

Bmithy woudcred for a moment
whether he was going. It seemed im-
yossible that be was going empty-
handed.

He was not! Having set the
window ready for instant escape if
needed, the man in black stepped back
to the safe,

His hand was on the knob of the
combination-lock.

Smithy understood.

After cracking the safe, the cracks-
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man was not. going back the way he
had come, probably by some little

window in some remote corner of the
House. He was gglmgh the nearest
and quickest way, by the window of
the room in which he had pouched his
loot. Awud he had placed that window
in instant readiness for use before
cracking the safe. Possibly there
would be some faint noise, and Blim
Jim was not the man to take chances!

Smithy heard a faint whirring
sound.

A moment more and the Boundor
would have backed from the door, to
gteal quietly away for help! But,
even as he wonld have moved, he sud-
denly saw that the safe door was
swingin en.

Heglmiguﬁd.

_ Slim Jim, from what he had read
in the _newspaJnra, was said to have
& magic hand with a safe! This
loo like it, for he had not been
at work more tham a few moments,
and already he had, in some mys-
terious way ineomprehensible to the
Bounder, elucidated the combination
and opened the door of the safe.

Vernon-Smith caught his breath.

There was no time to call help now.
There was not a minute—there was
hardly a matter of scconds.

The thief in the night was flashing
the light into the open safe! A grasp
at his booty, a leap from the window,
and he would be gone, long before
Smithy could eall ﬁzlp to deal with
him—Ilong before his shouts, if he
shouted where he was, could rouse the
House.

The Bounder’s eyes gleamed. There
was no time—but there was one way;
s desperate chance of stopping what
was taking place under his own eyes.
It meant risk—deadly risk—but the
Bounder cared mothing for the risk.
He was not going to let that thief
rob the headmaster and escape!

He rose swiftly to his feet, a]ied
the door-handle, turned it, and hurled
the door open with s terrific crash
that rang almost like thunder
through the Houee. And as the door
crashed he shouted. with all the force
of his lungs:

“Here he is! We've got him now !
Come on I

The light in the study vanished.
An unseen fignre made one swift lea
to the window. The casement Erﬂﬂheg
open, a black figure leaped into the
darkness of the ti]und-—ﬁ spot of black
vanishing in blackness. Slim Jim
wag gone before the Bounder had time
for a second shout.

AN ALARM IN THE NIGHT !

¢ g NOME on ! roared the Bounder.
He reached into the Head’s
study and pressed the switch

beside the doorway.

Bright light flashed on at once.

The study was empty !

One casement stood wide open,
showing the way the thief in the
night had gone! Light streamed out
into the black-out,

The Bounder panted.

He had taken a chance—a desper-
ate chanee! His sudden shout gea-d
alarmed the burglar and given him

the impression that force was at hand
to secure him. Had he kmown, had
he gucssed, had he stopped io dis-
cover that it was a single junior
schoolboy that was all he had to fear,
it was ly certain that Blim Jim
would not have fled so promptly with-
out his plunder. One sav blow
would have been enough for the
Bounder, and the cracksman would
have had time to %;?Ep hiz loot and
make his escape ore the others
Came,

But Smithy’a ruse had been sue-
cessful b '

At that shoit Slim Jim had made
ope bound to escape, hefore his
thievish hand had had time to grope
inside the safe he had opened--and

he was gone |
“By %nm I gasped the Bounder,
He slammed the casement to and
jammed fast the catch.

There was already a sound of voices
and fi in the House, Doors
were opening, voices ealling, lights
flashed on staircases and in passages.
The crash of the heavy oaken door as
the Bounder hurled it open with all
his strength had fairly rung through
the House. And the ;O‘Dﬂtgt*ﬂ.ﬂhnuli
had followed it as loud as he could
T0ar.

The Bounder moved to the doorway
and stepped out of the study.

Al y there were footsteps in the
corridor. Mr. Quelch, in a flowin
dressing-gown, appeared at the en
of the passage.

]::"A portly fizure—Prout’s—followed

im.

“This way, sir!” shouted the
Bounder, He waved his hand to the
two masters.

Mr. Queleh hurried up the corridor.

“Vernon-Smith {* he ejaculated,
almost in stupefaetion, coming to a
sudden stop. _

He stared at the member of his
Form, sta.nﬂing in the doorway of the
headmaster’s lighted etudy at mid-
night! His eyes almost po ont
at the sight of the Bounder of Grey-
friars. He did not see into the study,
but the light from the open doorway
streamed out on Vernon-Smith,

Three or four Ei%éh Form fecls
a red in view—Wingate, Gwynuoe,
Lpn er, Walker. From a distance, the
voice of Coker of the Fifth was
heard :

“ What's the row?
fire, or what?” _

Wingate arrived, breathless. His
eyes, like Quelch’s, popped at

erbert Vernon-Smith, .

“What——" gasped the Greyiriars
cnytain.

Yernon-Smith 1 Mr. Quelch
almost howled. “What does thia
mean? What are you doing here?
How dare you enter the headmaster’s

Burglars, or

gtudy at this hour—"
“How dare vou wake the House
with such a disturbance!” boomed

Prout. “Upon my word, these Re-
move boys—"

“That door was locked!™
Mr. Quelch. “You have—

“May I speak, s8ir?” asked the
Bounder calmly.

“You may e::gl!nin yourself this
instant ! hooted Mr. Quelch.

“That young sweep Smith!” Coker

'Faape.{l



of the Fifth was coming up the
gnrridnr; “One of those Remove
age—"

“Bilence! Vernon-Smith, explain
yourself | What—"

“Certainly, sirl”
Smith eheerful];.
burglar here—"

“ Wha-at |

“ Nonsense ! boomed Prout.

“You E’ﬂtl.llg ass——" gaid Loder of
the Sixth.

“ILet the bo

gxid Vernon-
“Thers was a

speak! Vernon-

Smith, you say that there wos a—a—

& busglar——*

“Yes, air!
and "

“And what were 1;{ou doing out of

ur dormitory at this hour?” asked

r. Queleh, eyeing that member of
his Form with deep suspicion. Evi-
dently Mr. Quelch was not going to
believe in that burglar!

“Y heard a noise, and eame down,
gir !” said the Bounder coolly.

He did not add that he had already
come down as far as the study
landing when he heard that noise.
That detail the Bounder considered it
judicions to keep to himself.

*“You should have done nothing of
the sort !” boomed Prout. “A junior
boy—— TUpon my word [*

“Certainly you shounld not | barked
Mr. Quelch.

“I hope you will excuse me, gir, as
I have prevented » ‘ll:mrglag from
tal:inlg' place I* said the Bounder

5.

I spotted his light,

meek

“In that case, Vernon-Smith, youn
certainly would be excused,” said
Mr. Quelch. “But—"

From where the new arrivals stood
in the corridor they did mot see into
the study, and so they could not see
the swung-back picture and the o
safe. And there was strong doubt in
all faces.

“He picked the lock of thia door,
sir,” said Emithﬁ. :

“Did he?” said Loder, with a wink
. at Walker. ™ More ‘Iikelg the Head

left it unlocked for once!

“You say you saw the man?? ex-
claimed Mr., Quelch,

“Yes, gir—in the study—"-

“What was he like?”

“A slim man, dressed nntir&lf in
black, with a black mask on his face,
gir,” answered the Bounder.

“0Oh!” ejaculated Mr. Quelch, He
had read in the newspapers that that
was the deseription, so far as it was
known, of 8lim Jim,

Another snort from Prout.

“Nonsense! This boy has been
reading the newspapers. Nonsense!”

“ Where is the man now, if you saw
him P asked Loder.

“He bolted by the window.”

“You frightened him off 7 asked
Loder, with a grin.

* Yes,” aaid the Bounder coolly. “I
frightened him off shouting out
and making him think that a crowd
of us had cornercd him in the study,
He went just as fast as he could.”

“This is—is extraordinary!” ex-.
claimed Mr. Queleh, “If the matter
is as you state, Vernon-Smith——"

“If ! murmured Loder: and

Walker grinned.
“Nonsense ! boomed Prout,
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“Either the boy bas been dreaming,
or—-"

The Bounder’s lip curled. He had
un a good deal of risk, for bad not
the cracksman fled instantly at the
alarm, Emit:elqliy might very likely Lave
been knocked out by a crack from a
jerwmy. There was no doubt that his
ruse had saved the Head's valuables
from the thievish clutch of Slim Jim.
But there was doubt in all the faces
before him. Smithy’s reckless man-
ners and customs were well known,
and Loder, at least, suspected that
this waz one of the Bounder's wildest
Tars.

‘I should have come away and
awakened some of you quietly, sir,”
gaid the Bounder, "and the man
might liave been caught; but—"

“Well 7 rapped Mr. Quelch,

“If 1 had, sir, he would have got
away with the loot.”

“Would bhe?” murmured Loder.

“He would!” gaid the Bounder
coolly. “You eee, he had the safe
door open——"

“What ?"” exclaimed Mr. Quelch.

“And the window unlatched ready
to bunk.*

*“ The safe door open ? repeated Mr.,
Quelch. “Do ﬂfﬂu mean to Sy,
Vernon-Smith, that the headmaster's
safe is open now?”

“Yes, gir.”

-Irﬂ.]] !u

Quelch almost bounded into the
study, pushing the Bounder aside
from the doorway.

Prout rolled in after him. Win-
goate and the other prefects crammed
in, Coker of the Fifth, and five or
8ix other seniors who had come down
at the sound of alarm, blocked the
doorway, staring in.

“Oh!" repeated Mr. Quelch, with

a %nap. ]
he picture stood out from the
wall ; thie iron door of the safe was

wide open.

Quelel gazed at it! The others
gazed at it.

Even Loder had nothing to say
now. It was hardly ible to sn

-ane that Vernon-Smith was nble

cal with & combination lock on a
A skilfunl
een at work

safe for the sake of a rag.
and cunning hand had

there!
“Oh!" said Mr. Queleh, for the
th}frﬁl! time. i
€53 miaﬂﬂtl e

sped Prout,
“Qh, m

nt 1" exelaimed Wingate.
“There's n s burglar here, sir!”

“By pum!” egaid Coker. “A
burglar—and that kid—"

“Dr. Locke must be called at
once ! exelaimed Mr. Quelch.
“It must be ascertained whether any-
thinlg is missing——"

“I think not, sir!” drawled the
Bounder.  “That blighter fancied
that a erowd was rushing in to collar
Lim, and he went like lightning, I'm
B!l.’l‘f:’ that nothing has been taken,
gir I'

“Upon my word!” exclaimed Mr.
Quelch. “Vernon-Smith, you certainly
should not have come down from your

dormitory—but appear to have
ante:lﬂ very snnsib{;;anns very bravely,
tm .u

“Thanlk you, sir ! said the Bﬂ-'III‘]'ﬂ.E'l'
demurely.

n

“Return to your dormitory mnow,
Vernon-Smith{  Mr. Prout, perhaps
you will ring up Courtfleld police
station! Wingate, Loder, Gwynne,
remain here while I call Dr. Locke!”

“Yes, sir ¥

The Bounder left the study, There
was o cheery grin om his face as ke
made his way uwp to the Remove
dormitory. Smithy was going to Lo
in the limelight wnow—which was
much more gratitiing to Smithy than
the cake in Queleh’s study could pos-
sibly have been,

T i v

QUELCH ON THE SPOT !

REYFRIARS SCHOOL was
buzzing with it the next
morning.

S8mithy, that
goods.

S8mithy had prevented a burglary.
He was called into the Head’s study
nn}% Icumplimtntcﬂ by the Head him-
E‘t L]

Nothing had been taken from the
enfe, owing to the Bounder's
presence of mind and hiz prompt
action. Slim Jim, for omnece, had

gone cmpty-handed.

As a fellow whe actually had seen
that mysterious and notorious cracks-
man, Emithy was an object of general
interest.

Fellows of all Forms wanted to talk
to Smithy and hear every detnil of
his startling nocturnal adventure.
Even 8ixth Form prefects stopped
Smithy in the quad to hear the
details. There was a run on S&mithy
—coverybody wonted to talk to him at
once.

And duaring closs that morning
Smithy was called out of the Remove
Form-room to be interviewed by
Ins

morning, was the

pector Grimes, from Courtfield.
who made careful netes of all he had
to tell.

The cracksman, certainly, had got
HWH.{, though empty-handed. ut
Smithy's information was of value.
for it proved what had hitherto only
been surmised—that Slim Jim had
geleeted that vicinity as the scone of
his operations. it the Bounder
had seen proved that, for the man

in black was undoubtedly the well-

ion of
nown to

known crook; that deseri
him, so far as it wont, was
the police.

There was quite a lot of cxcitement
at Greyiriars, and that day it reigned
as almost the only topic. Smithy's
nome was on every tongue—whicii
wniﬂ what the Bounder undoubtedly
liked.

“Jolly plucky of Smithy!” =aid
Bob Cherry, when the Famous Five
were discussing it in the guad, after
third school. *If that blighter had
known that Smithy was all on his

uninlim might have given him a bad

19E2 .
“The pluckfuluess was terrific!”

agreed Hurree Jamset Ram Singlh.

Billy Bunter rolled up to the group
of juniors with 2 serious amd
thoughtiul expression on his fat faee.

“I say, you fellows !” said the fat
Owl. “Quelch haz been jolly busy
this morning, with the police here,
aud all that., I don’t suppose hc's
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bothered about that eake. What do
you think "

“That ecake!” vepeated Harry
Wharton.

Nobody was thinking about the
cake—except Bunter !

Buuter was wot likely to forget
what was, after all, the most im-
portant thing in the whole affair,

“I mean to eay, I expect he was
going to hand it over to the House-
dame thiz morning ! said Bunter,
blinking seriously at the juniors
through his big spectacles.  “Bat
with all this excitement going onm,
ou know, don't you think that very
ikely he's forgotten all about it?2

Harry Whartou looked at Bunter,
while his comradea grinned. Then
he suddenly annexed a fat ear and
slewed Bunter round.

Bunter gave a roar as he revolved
—and another roar as a boot landed
on his tight trousers.

“Beast !” bellowed Bunter.

And he departed!

[t was very exasperating to Billy
Buuter, He wan that cake. It
was quite probable that Queleh had
forgotten all about it—though Billy
Bunter eertainly hadnt. 1If that cake
was atill on the table in Quelch’s
study, the uppnrtunitf.' was too good
to be missed—it was likely to be the
last chance.

Billy Bunter rolled iuto the House.
He was not keen on making the ven-
ture personally; still, Quelch was
wiftln the Head, and really it looked
=ALe,

The fat Owl found the coast clear
in Masters’ Passage. He paused a
moment, at Mr. Quelch’s study door;
then, turning the  door-lhandle
quickly, he whipped into the study
and shut the deor after him.

Hie eves, and Lis spectacles, shot
straight to the study tahle. There
was the cake.

Buuter's aurmise had been correct.
Queleh, in the stress of other matters,
had overlooked the—to him—trivial
matter of the cake. There it lay—
just where Bunter had eecn it last.

Oue bound and Bunter was at the
study table.

He jerked out his pocket-knife,
whipped open the bigeest blade, and
cut at the cake.

The first section was crammed into
the largest mouth in the Remaove.
Then the pocket-knife slashed the
cake into other sections, to be parked
in Bunter's pocket for safe transit.
Bunter had no time to waste—he had
to et clear before Queleh came back
trom the Head's study.

That Queleh had already come back
tlidl not occur to the fat Owl.

Standing at the study table, gorg-
ing cake, and hacking the remainder
into sections for transit, Bunter did
not see a head rise over the hich
back of an armehair by the fire—did
not see that head turn reund and fix
a pair of zimlet eves on lim.

Those gimlet eyer popped at
Ruater.

Ouelch had, as a matter of fact,
come back to his study some minutes
aen. He had sat down in that arm.
chair to toast his toes at the study
firc—it being a cold and sharp
Dircember day.
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Now he was looking over the top of
the high chair-back at Bunter.

He gazed at him o lessly. He
seemed dumbfounded at what he saw.

Guzzle, guzzle, gurzle !

Bunter's jaws were busy. It was a
scrumptious cake. Bunter guzzled
happily; with happy anticipations of
cuzzling the remainder, when he gob
it gafely away from the study—bliss-
fully uneonscious of the Gorgon-like
raze fixed on him over the top of the
armchair,

Queleh found his voice.

" Bunter 1"

That sudden roar took Bunter quit
by surprize. He fairly bounded.
segment of cake slipped down the
'H'Iﬂllg' waY.

Bunter gurgled.

“Boy ! roared Quelch, rising to his
% NG led
Eurrregh nrgle

Bunter, 4 k .

“What are dyou doing,
Bunter?” roared Quelch.

“Yurrrggh !

“You have actually come
to my study to take away
that <ake which 1 con-
fizcated yesterday, Bunter—
under my very eyes——"

“Quoooooocoogh ! Bunter
choked and gurgled.
“Yooorh! Waurrrggh!”

A n my word !” gasped
Me. 5?1&1{:111: “This & ngm
all bounds! Bunter, I shall
cane you with the utmost
severity 1

*“Woooooooooggh 1

Mr. Quelch step
table and pick
cane.

Billy Buuter blinked at
him in horror and dizsmay.
Queleh’s ghost conld hardly
have startled and dismayed
him more.

ek sniy, sir— Grooogh !
I say—1 wasn't going to—
Ogoogh !¥ gurgled Bunter,
“"I—I npever meant to—
Grooocogh I

“Bend over that table,
Bunter !

“Oh crikey !"

Whop, whop, whop!

“Yarooooch!” roared
Bunter, [ say—yaroocop !

Whop, whop, whop!

“Oh crikey !

‘Leave my study, Bunter!”

Bunter was glad to leave the study,
He left it bent almost double, wrig-
eling. Sounds of angunish died away
tlown the passage.

What Quelch did with that cake—
whether, as Bunter suspected, he
scoffed it, whether he remembered it
or forgot it again, Bunter never
knew, Bunter, at least, ceased to be
interested in that cake! Wild horses
would not have dragged him to
Quelch's study again in search of
that cake!

to the
up hLis

THE FACE UNDER THE MASK'!
L OW excessively annoying !
H Mr. Queleh made that
remark,
He made it as he looked out of
Courtfield Railway BStation a few

THE MAGNET——E

days later, at a quarter past cleven
«t night, and gazed into dripping
ram,

* Excessively annoying " was a mild
expregsion in the circumstances. Hadl
not Mr. Quelch been a schoolmaster,
he might have expressed himsclf more
forcibly.

Mr. Quelch had made a trip to
London that day, He had gone to see
Mr., Woosey, who wae now installed
in his new occupation as an official
in one of the inmumerable new
Ministrics germinated by the War.
Perhaps Mr. Quelch was interested to
Enow what Mr. Woosey was going to
do—or whethér he was going to do
anything |

nylow, he had visited Mr. Woosey
in his new guarters in a requisitioned
hotel, mnow turned into a sort of

rabbit-warren of officials. And he had
caught a rather late train back. But
he had hoped to land safely at Grey-
friars by ten, Possibly he had not
calenlated adequately om  war-time
train services.

There he was, landed at Courtfield
Station, at a quarter past eleven on a
rainy night, with no taxi in the
offing and no chance whatever of
getting a lift of any kind to the
school,

No wonder Mr. Quelch declared
that it was excessively annoying. He
had to walk—and it was not a nice
night for walking |

However, Queleh was a goud
walker, He turned up his uuat-m'fln}-,
pulled his hat down tight over his
scholarly browa, put up his umbrella,
and started, .

He plugred through the rain, out

;

b 3

Mr, Quelch lashed out hard and swiftly. A tra
was a startled gasp from Slim Jim, as the ui
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uinbrella eracked under the force of the blow !
But there are occasions when a

of the town, and entered on the road
over the windy, rainy common.

When he started, he hoped that the
rain wonld ease off, Instead of deing
sn, it came down harder and faster.
Had Queleh deseribed the sitnation at
this point he would probably have
said that it wus something much
more emphatic than cxcessivel
anpnoying, However, Quelch shut his
lips hard and said nothing.

It was two milea to the school by
the road. It was & pood deal less
taking short cuts ncross Courtfield
Common, which Queleh knew like the
hack of his hand. Naturally, he
devided on short euts.

He plugged on by a footpath in web

ass, rain deseending round him,

is umbrella waterlogged and little
prateetion,

short cut proves the longest way
round. Quelch knew the paths on
that extensive common az well as he
knew the pages of Virgil or Homer.
But he knew them chiefly by day-
light. In the middle of a dark night
they were not so casy to follow, even
by a man accustomed to the locality.

After walking for a steady hour in
the rain—which should have brought
him out quite near the school—
Mr, Quecleh sincerely wished that he
had kept to the road and left the
short cuts to take care of themselves.

Past midnight, he was still tread-
ing wet footpaths, and realising, only
too clearly, that he had missed his
way in the rainy darkness. '

A black, rainy sky overhead, dim,
dripping bushes and thickets on all
sides, offered little puidance., Quelch

would never have dreamed that he
could possibly be lost on Courtfield
Common, But he had to admit that
he was.

A gleam of light from a road lamp
Wﬂniﬁ have saved him. But there
were no gleams from road lamps in
the black-out. Not a glimmer of light
was visible anywhere on the herizon,

Only every now and then a wate
moon glimmered from rainy clouds
and showed him wet grass and
thickets. Every minute fie hoped
that the moon would come out more
clearly. But it only glimmered now
and then, as if to tantalisc him.

Quelch was a good walker; but he
wag tired and his pace slackened as
he plugged on in the wet gloom,

l':{lml here heen any kind of a
shelter he would bhave been glad of a
rest, But dripping thickets
offered no shelter,

He could have egasped
with relicf when, at long
last, he cmerged from wet
arass into a muddy lane.

What lane it was, of the
many lanes round Courtfield
Common, he Jdid not know;
but he was, at all events, on
4 road of some kind.

With tired legs, but great
tetermination, he marched
along that lane, peering to
and fro in the darkness.

Now that he did not need
it so much, the moon came
out a little more clearly.
The rain showed signs, at
last, of casing.

“Ah!" murmured AMr.
thuclch suddenly,

Dim, but recognisable, he
spotted o great pair of
bronze gates by the road-
side. He knew those gates :
the gates of Popper Court,
that opened on Oak Lane.

He knew where he was
now-—in Oak Lane, a mile
or so from the school, and
the dim wall on his right,
where the gates stood, was
the wall of Sir Hilton
FPopper's estate. Great
trees, in the rk within,
overlapped the wall, extend-
ing thick branches over the
lane.

Mr., Quelch plugged on
hopefully. It was a great
relief to know where he was, but his
legs were bending with fatigue under
him, and the rain, which had eased
off a little, now renewed its violenee,
-:-:rmins; down apparently by the
bucketful. [t was past one o'clock iu
the morning, a very unusually late
hour for the Kemove master to be out
of bed.

A sust of wind, thick with rain,
almost made him stagger. Mr,
Quelch came to a weary halt and
moved off the lane into the shelter of
the thick branchies over the wall of
Popper Court,

The roin was ecoming down in
torrents—the last burst of violeuce,
perhapa, before it eased off.

Quelch hoped so!

Anvhow, he was now out of the
worst of it, and able to take the
spell of rest he so sorely needed for

I3

his weary legs. He put down §is
soaked and dripping umbrella and
backed eclose to the wall, leaning,
half-sitting, on a bulging buttress.
Wet and cold as it was, the rest was
very welcome. He had still another
mile to cover when that burst of rain
was over,

For a quarter of an hour it poured
down. A good deal came through
the leafless branches overhead; but
the branches were thick and Queleh
was thavkful for what shelter they
afforded,.

Then the rain slackencd, falling
thinner and thinner: and the moon
cmerged from the clouds once more
and a silvery irradiation fell over the
dripping landgeape,

The rain, at lencth, was coming
to an end; and Mr. Quelch waited
for it to stop before he stepped out
to resume his way. He needed a rest,
and he remained lodged on the butt-
ress while the rain thinmed and
thinned and the moon grew clearcr
and clearer,

A sound at the tep of the park wall,
it a little distance alomg 1t, eaused
him to glance ronnd.

It was not the sound of a swishing
branch, and he wondered what it was
for a moment.

The next moment he caught his
breath.

Not more than three wyards from
him, at & point where the wall was
clear of branches, a head had risen
into view from the inmer side of the
wall,

My, Quelch stared at that head,
transfixed.

Since he had left Courtficld, he
had not seen a soul; it was not the
sort of night to tempt people abroad.
He had not expected to see a soul
before he reached the school, Least
of all had he expected to see any
person climbing out of Popper Court
park over that wall!

In that clear space, beyond the
trees, the gleam of the moon fell an
the wall and on the hend that had
risen over if.

Qnueleh, close to the wall and in
deep, dark shadow, was invisible, But
that head was clear to his cyes—and
he zazed at it, thunderstruck.

It was covered by a black eap,
pulled low, and the face was hidden
under p Mack mask that met a dark
mufller swathed round the neck,

That was all that Quelch could zen
of the man on the other side of the
wall, But it was enougzh.

He knew who that man was!

It was the man that Herbert
Vernon-Smith had seen in Dr. Locke's
study; three or four nights ago; it
was the man whose strange descrip-
tion was known to the police; it was,
beyond the shadow of & donbt, Slim
Jim—and his present stealthy move-
ment2 indicated that the cracksman
had been at work im Popper Conrt
and was now cautiously leaving the
scene of a vobbery,

Quelch made no movement, He
made no sound, But his grip closed
on the handle of his umbrella.

For a long, long minute that
liead remained motionless—watching,
listening. From narrow slits in the
black mask, two keen eyer watched

Tae Macuer Lippany.—No. 1,660,



G L B Bl Al e A PSS S

it Oy

e

e

14

the dim rond before the man ven-
tured farther. He did not even glance
towards Mr, Quelch—though he could
not have seem him, in the gloom
under the branches, had he looked.

Obviously, it did not ocour to the
maasked man for & moment that any-
one could be there, clamped close to
the rk wall under the dark
branches, at such an hour of the
aight. He was making sure that the
roall was clear before he ventured
out.

Satisfied on that point, he stirred
at last.

A slim figure, clad in dead black,
whigjptd over the wall. It dmr]anctl
to the ground and, to Mr. Quelch’s
surprise, bent under a clump of bush
that grew close to the bricks.

But that action was explained the.

next moment as a bundle was pulled

into view. Uaoder the RBemove master's.

staring ¢yes, the man in black un-
rolled a large, thick, heavy coat.
From the unrolled coat he jerked a
soft grey hat, whick he jammed on
his head, covering the black cap from
sight, He sli on the heavy over-
coat and rapidly buttoned it. Then,
swiftly, be jammed his fcet, shoes and

all, inte a pair of roomy gum-boots
that reanhec’l] almost to the knee.
libound.

g:t!luh watohed,
cept for the mask on his face, the
man in black now presented quite a
normal and ordinary aspect—a rather
bulky-locking man, far from slim, in
the big thick overcoat, with a grey
hat and gum-boots.

‘Mr. Quelch could guess what was
coming next. He remained motion-
less, silent. The man pglanced once
more Bp and down the lane in the
gleam of the moonlight, and removed
the mask from his face, stuffing it
inte a pocket.

Quelch’s eyes, from his cover, fixed
on that face—clearly seen in the
gleam of the moon.

The Remove master of Greyiriars
was the first, and the only man, to
see the face of 8lim Jim the cracks-
man !

His eyes almost devoured that face.

It was a clearcut, clean-shaven
face, that of s man in the thirties,
of a somewhat pale complexion and
dark eyes.

That face was clearly imprinted on

uelch’s retentive memory. He knew
that he would know that man again
if he saw bim anywhere, at any time!

If Slim Jim remained at large,
there was ane man at least who counld
identify him without n moment's
hesitation the moment his cyes fell
on Lim.

But Mr. Quelch had no iden of
letting the man get away, if he could

clp it.

Qﬁmlf:h was a rather elderly gentle-
man, but he was tough and wiry and
Le feared no foe. He was gripping
his umbrella—the only thing he ha
that could be used as a weapon. He
was poing to make an attempt at
least to sceure that scoundrel, evi-
dently fresh from a robbery at Popper
Court, doubtless with his plunder in
his pocket.

r. Quelch drew a deep breath and
stepped swti_fﬂg forward, his umbrella
roing up for a swipe.
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He lashed out hard and swiftly..

Had that swi landed on the
cracksman, 8lim Jim would have been
knocked over headlong and Quelch
would have pounced on him the next
moment.

But Quelch had rather overlooked
the branches overhead. That crash-
ing swipe landed the umbrella on a
trailing branch that was in the way,
stopping the blow, and bringing down

o heavy shower on Quelch.

Crash !

The wumbrella ecracked unnder the
force of the blow. But it was

ato a yard from the eracksman.
ere was o sudden startled gasp
from Slim Jim.

His watchful eyes shot round for
& split second at Mr. Quelch, then
he was runping !

Before Mr. Quelch could recover
the umbrella for another blow, the
running figure was across the lane,
vanishing into the shadows of the
common,

It was swallowed from sight in a
moment.

Mr. Quelch gave a snort of annoy-
ance,

Only for a moment or two, the

atter of boots om wet grasa came

k to him. :
The man waa gone !
%elch gave another angry snort.
en he tramped dowm the lane
towards the high road.

When he reached the road he did
not turn in the direction.of Grey-
friars. He turned in the other direc.
tion—towards Courtfield.

Tired as he was, damp as heé was,
and anxious as he was to get to bed,
Quelech had his duty to do—an@l® he
headed for Courtfield and the police
station, to hand over to the police
the most valuable information
had ever reccived on the subject of
Slim Jim.

S ey

BUNTER IS WANTED !
L HERE'S Bunter?”

Coker of the Fifth asked

that gquestion—or rather,
he ahot it out like a bullet. He
%Earﬂ-ﬂ at Harry Wharton & Co. as he
ghot it.

“Bunter 2 repeated Harry. _

It was the following day—a half-
holiday at Greyiriars. After dinner,
the Famous Five were looking at the
notices on the board in Hall when
Coker happened.

Two members of the Co. were in
the art class, and they were rather
interested by a notice to the effect
that Mr. Lamb, the successor of Mr.
Woosey, was to take np his duties at
the school on the morrow.

Whether My, Lamb had yet arrived
at Greyiriars they did not know;
they had seen nothing of him so far,
But a taxi had been heard durin
third school, and it was possible tha
it had brought the new drawing
master to Greyiviars.

But the orgot aoll about art
classes and art wmasters as Coker
bar iz and bellowed.

Coker looked cross,

Coker of the Fifth often looked
cross. Anything coming between the
wind and his nobility, so to speak,

of havin

was enough to make Horace Coker
cross, From his question, it seemed
that Billy Bunter was the culprit.

“Do you hear me?” hooted Coker.
“I want that fat scoundrel! Where
is hep"

“0 where and O where can he he??
san%eﬂnh Cherry cheerily.

i came this way, I believe !
gaid Coker., “Hove yon seen him?
Don't stand there gaping—have yon
seen him "

“What the thump do you want
Bunter for?” demanded Harry
Wharton.

“Potter sgaw him on the stairs with
a E;nenp le under his arm,” hisscd
Coker. “ Mine’s gone from my study !

Where's Bunter? It won't take him

1 to through a pineapple,
"ﬁfﬂljagere is he?” 8 i

*Echo answers where!” said Bob
Cherry.

“Look here——->"

“Esteemed echo answers that the
wherefulness ig terrific !* aaid Hurree
Jamset Ram .Ein%h.

“You &Ilj well know where he is,”
hnntu;i _'ki::}‘l, a:lzndl]r“ jgl]{f woell
emack your he all round, u
don’t tell me this minute, see?”rﬂ

Now, as a matter of fact, the chums
of the Remove could guess whore
Buater was. Only a few minutes ago,
they had scen a fat figure seud u
the Form-room corridor, moving with
unusual speed, with something hidden
under a fat arm. _

. Nevertheless, they had no idea of.
imparting information, under threat
their heads  smacked =o!l

round ! Coker contemplated emack-

dng their heads all round, their chief

- g

idesa was that Coker had better pet
on with it and take what would come
to him. If Coker of the Fifth fancied
that he could smack Remove heads,
the important thing was to ‘make it
clear unto Coker that he couldn’t!

“You’ve scen him?” roared Coker.
* Where did he go? Are you going to
tell me this minute, or do you want

r heads smacked? Sharp!”

“I think we'll have our heads
smacked, Coker, if it’s all the same to
you!” said the captain of the Remove:
politely. “That is, if you can do it,
of course.”

“Which is rather a bizx *if*1*
grinned Johnny Bull,

Coker did not scem to think that it
was & big “if.” Coker was already
fearfully shirty! Wharton's answer

ve the finishing touch to his wrath |

e went into action on the spot!

But -he did not get so far as the
smacking of heads! He had no time
for that. For tho Famoua Five went
promptly into action at the same
moment; and Coker, to his surprise
and rage, found himself up-ended on
the old oak floar.

He hit that floor quite hard! He
roared as he hit it! And, to his
further surprise and further rage, le
found himself pinned to the Hoor—
with two juniors standing on his legs,
two holding his wriggling arms, and
one grabbing his shock of hair and
ta,i‘pm his head on the old cak!

a

" Yt;rm-np I roared Coker.
“Ha, ha, ha!"

TaOi!
“Oh, my hat! Ow, my head!



Btoppit !" spluttered Coker. * Why,
{:ﬁ P'Ill;fﬂﬂﬂ& the lot of youn—I—I—

Tap !

LE 'llI‘E‘ﬂ-ﬂﬂP !H‘
- “Bless my soul!” ¢came an unex-
pected voice. “ What—what—what is-
O’ eraambs 17 gacped Bob Ch

erumbs " gas o erry.

"“The Head ! :

The Famous Five Etgumped AWS
from Coker of the Fifth as if he ha

guddenly bhecome red-hot! They
stared round in dismay.
Dr. Locke had walked in. He was

not alone; & man the juniors had
never seen before was with him—a
vouny man in gold-rimmed glasses,
who stared curiously at that stran
gcene, and smiled slightly ; while %
headmaster gazed in great astonish-
ment.

The headmaster, it appeared, was
showing the stranger over the school.
They had arrived on this particular
igot at & rather unfortunate moment.
'That stranger, whoever he was, must
have received a rather surprising im-
pression of Greyfriarse mannpers and
customs.

“ Hook it !” breathed Johnny Bull.

The Famous Five did not stay to
explain, After all, Coker was there,
and he could explain, if he liked.
They gave the headmaster one blink,
and flew !

Before Dr. Locke could make a
second remark—before he could bid
them stay, if that waa his idea—the
vanished ont of Hall with the promp
ness of five spéctres at cockerow.

Coker sat up, spluttering.

“Bless my soul!” repcated the
Head. “Is—is that Coker? Is thata
Fifth Form boy? Coker! Get up at
once, Coker |* . :

Coker got up at once, crimson and
breathless. ;

“This is ridiculous, Coker!" said
the Head with severity. “Yon are a
genior boy—in Mr., Prout’s Form—
really. Coker, you are surely old
enough to know hetter thaun this—
such absurd horseplay, with a party

of junior boys, in Hall—really,
Coker, I am gurprised [
Coker gurgl

“L—I—I——" he spluttered. )

Dr. Locke waved his hand in
dismissal,

“Go away ab once !” he said. “Let
there bhe no more such nonsense,
Coker. A certain dignity, o certain
golf-restraint, is cxpected of aenmior
boys ! Hemember that, Coker! Now
go away at omece!”

And Coker went,

boiling—very
nearly boiling over!

NO ADMITTANCE

i P here I said Bob. Cherry.
l ’ He stopped at the stair-
case in  the TForm-room
passage and pointed.

That, ke had no doubt, was the way
the fat Owl of the Remove had gone,
with Coker's pineapple under his
arm,

“"In Waosey's class-room, ten to

one !” said WNugent, with a nod,
“Nobody there, till the new man
comes.”

“Come an ! said Harry Wharton.
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The Famons Five tramped up that
staircase, They had little doubt that
Bunter would be discovered there.
They had seen him heading in that
direction; and the drawing master’s
class-room was a safe refuge for a fat
Owl secking cover: that room had
not beet used sinee Mr. Woosey had
left, and was not going to be used till
the new drawing master came. 8o
nobody was likely fo buit in there
while Bumnter v'as disposing of that
Eineapp]e which Coker of %hﬂ Fifth

ad received from hiz Aunt Judy.

But the Famous Five intended to
butt in! They had dealt faithfully
with Horace Coker, simply to impress
upor him that he could pot smack
Remove heads: But they were 4;uitre
prepared to rescue his pineapple from
the " grub-raider of the mave,
restore it—or what was left of it—
to the proprietor, and bump Billy
Bunter into the bargain, as a lesson
on the subject of grub-raiding.

There were several class-rooms on
the upper floor. Mr. Woosey's class-
room—which was going to be Mr.
Lamb's, when Mr. Lamb came—ex-
tended over some of the masters’
studies below, the big window look-
ing out on the quad over Mr. Quelch’s
study window.

The door was closed.

When Bob Cherry turnc. the door-
bandle he made the further discovery
that it waa also locked on the ipside.

“He’s there !’ said Bob. “The fat
villaip’s turned the key !

He. thum on the door.

There was a startled within.

Evidently somebody was there !
“I—I say, is—is that Coker?”
came a startled squeak. *I say, if—
if—if—if that's Coker, I ain't here!”
. “You fat burglar!” roared Bob,
“Oh! Is that you, Cherry?
I can’t let you in—the door’s
“Have you scoffed that piueapple,
you fab fmg?"

pen this door "
| | ag,
locked,
and—and I've lost the key |”

“I baven't got a pinea];.-pie! I'm
not eating anything here! I'm not
always eating, like you fellows.”

“Qhk, my hat!”

Thump, thump !

“ Shut; u% you beasts!” howled
Bunter. “ What's the good of kick-
ing up that ehindy? I ain’t coming
out till I've finighed thiz pineapple,
and I've hardly started. I'd let you
in, if there was enough to go round—
nothing mean about me, I hope! But
half a dozen fellows—"

There was no getting at the fat Ow]
throngh a locked door; and it was
clear that Bunter was not gommg to
unlock that door while a remnant of
Coker'a pineapple remained.

“Oh, come on !” said Bob and they
crossed the passage towards the
stairs—just in time to see two heads
rise into view on the staircase.

They stopped !

“The Head " breathed Bob.
jolly old beak's hunntin
ut off the other way. [

meet the Head 1

The majestic figure of the head-
master was ascending that staircase
with slow and statcly motion DBy his

“The
s to-day.
n't want to
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side was the young man ir gold-
rimmed glasses, whom the juniors
had seen with Lim in Hall.

After the litile scene in Hall, the
Famous Five were not fearfully
anxlons to meet their headmaster.
Tlieg backed away from the stairs,

“By gum " whispered Bob, “I
expect that chap is the new man—the
Head’s bringing him up to ece his
¢lass-room—-—"

“Oh, my hat I

It dawned on the Famous Five, all
at once, woo that stranger was, It
wag ten to one that it was Alr. Lamb,
the new art master, who was comicy
in Mr., Woosey’a place.

_ That was why the Head was bring-
ing him up that staircase. He was
going to show him his class-room—
and Bunter was there, devouring
Coker’s pineapple, in bappy ignorance
of the fact that tho Head was coming,
or that the new art master was any-
whete near Greyfriars,

“Tip him off—quiek I* whiszpered
Nugent.

b Cherry raced back to the door
of Mr. Woosey's class-room. He hent
to the keyhole,

“Bunter, you ass! Get out of it !”
he hissed t.hrnu#’h the keyhole. “The
Head’as coming

“He, ke, bel” game from withiu.

“I tell you the Head's coming
breathed Bob,

“Go it!" chuckled Bunter. “You
can tell me lch is coming, too, if
you like! You won't get the door
Open 50 easy as all that! He, he, he!”

Bob delayed no longer. He cut off
and&dre'niinﬂd thﬁis chums, and thﬂﬁ
scudded alon e age and turne
a curn&r—as%he IJaad and the youn
man in gold-rimmed glasses cmerge
from the staircase,

BAD LUCK FOR BUNTER !
R. LOCKE halted at the door
of the class-room at which, a
few minutes ago, the Famous
Five bad been gatheved—and at
which, less thaa a minunte ago, Bob
Cherry had been breathing warning
words through the keyhole.
“This is your class-room, N,
Lamb !” he said.
And he turned the doorhandie.
“Dear me I he said. “The door
doea neot appear to be open! Dear

me 1
“Perhaps I can open it, sirl®

auggwtesl Mr. Lamb.
e Head relinguished the doer-
handle. The {mmg man in gold-
rimmed glasses turned it, and pushed,
But the door did net open.

“It iz locked, air ¥ gaid Mr. Lamb.

“Dear me!” said the Head, “It
gshould not be locked—it certainly
ghould not be locked! The key—"

“The key appears to be in the lock,
gir! The door is locked on the
inzide ! said Mr. Lamb.

“Bless my soml! That iz vy
extraordinary !” said the Head, * This
class-room is not at S]i:res-ent in use—it
has not heeh used since Mr., Wooscy
went away last week ! Really, this is
very extraordinary! Who can he
locked in this room?f™

Tur Macwer Lipmany.—No. 1660,
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He knocked on the door.

“Go away, you silly idiot!” came
I[rom within,

Dr. Locke gave a convalsive start.
Probably, in all his long carcer as a
schoolmaster, Dr. Locke had nover
been addressed as a silly idiot beforo !
It was quite a surprise to him.

No doubt it was a surprise to Mr.

Lamb- alse. Ho blinked through his

1d-rimmed plasses at the oaken
oor,

“Bless my soul I gaid the Head
faintly. “ Who—what—"

“Don't make a row at that door,

on silly goat ! came a fat voice from

r. Woosey's elass-room. “Can't you
ehuck it, you fathead®”

“Open this door at once!” gasped
the Head.

ﬂslmnl t !JI .

Billy Bunter, evidently, did not
recognise  his  headmaster’s  voice
through the thick oak. It was fixed in

his fat mind that the Famous Five
were there—worrying a fellow about
that pineapple. Bunter was fed-up
with them. Really, it spoiled a
fellow’s enjoyment of o pincapple
to be constantly interrupted and
bothered like this.

“Who is there?” the Head almost
bawled.

“0Oh, don't be & goat ! yapped
Bunter, “Just shut up and clear off !
Can't you give a chap a minute’s

pee® I you think you're going to
Rﬁm auy of this pineapple, you're
jolly well mistaken, so you may as
welfn:huek it, see?”

“Boy ! roared the Head. *Open
this door at once! It is your head-
master speaking

There was a gasp from the class-
room. It dawned on the fat Owl
within that this was not the voice of
any member of the Famous Five. It

enetrated his fat head that it was
iis headmaster’s voice.

“0Oh crikey !” was what came to the
Head’s majestic ears.

Rap, mlal

“f—J—1 say, is—is—is that the
Head #” gaspecf the terrified fat Owl!
He forgot even the pini?pia as he
realised that it was, indeed, his head-
master—that Bob'a warning was
gennine, and that Dr. Locke was
there.

“Yes! What boy is that?” thun-
dered the Head,

“OQh! I—I—I don't Enow—->"

“What "

“ [—I—I mean, I—I ain’t Bunter I*

“Bunter !”

“Oh lor'!
1 ain't a Remove chap at all!
erikey !

“Bunter, open this door instantly !
1 can sce that the key is in the lock,
Bunter! If you do not immediately
open this door, 1 shall administer a
flogging, Bunter, instead of sending
you to your Form-master to be
eaned !

[ ‘:}1. lﬁ‘r} !H‘

The key turned in the lock at last.
Tle door opened !

Billy Bunter backed awny, his fat
knees knocking together, his eyes
almost bulging through his spectacles
at the Hend.

On a chair by the window lay the
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remr;ant of a pincapple—forgotten
now

‘The Head fixed his stern eyes on
the quaking Owl.

Mr. Lam lanced at him with a
faint, amnsﬁ']i smile and ecrossed the
room to the window.

“Bunter! What are you doing
here?” exclaimed the Hﬂmi.

“Oh: N nthingi sir I moaned Bun-
ter. "I—I didn't kmow it was you at
the door, sir! I—I wouldn’t have

called you a t, sir, if I'd known
it was you! I—I don’t really think
you're a goat, sir !”

:Eiess my Ei_:-ﬂl !’_'ﬂ_ b

r—or & silly idiot, sir sped
Bunter. “Not at all, sir ! Iﬁt&ught
it was another heast at toe door,
sir——-"

“Is it possible, Bunter, that you
locked yourself in this class-room to—
to—devour that—that comestible?”
exclaimed the Head, pointing to the
remnant of the pincapple on the
chair,

“Oh! No, sir! I—I've never geen
it before !” gasped Bunter. “I ecer-
tainly never brought it here, and it
isn't Coker's, and—"

“Bunter! You will gfl to yomr
Form-master and request Mr. Quelch
to give you six strokes of the cane !
said the Head sternly,

“Oh crikey !*

“'Go!” rapped the Head.

Billy Bunter almost crawled from
the class-room—with that message
for Quelch.

The Head's stern eye watched him
as he disappeared.

When the fat Owl was gone, Dr.
Locke glanced round at Mr. Lamb,
who, standing at the <class-room
window, was %mking down into the
guadrangle below,

“Now, my dear Mr, Lamb," said
the Head—" now that that absurd boy
is gpone—-"

r. Lamb, looking down from the
window, did not reply or turn his
head.

He seemed, for the moment,
oblivious of Dr. Locke’s presence, and
deaf to the sound of his voice.

Hia eyes, from the high window,
had fallen on two figurcs pacing in
the quadrangle—the portly figure of
Prm?t, master of the Fifth, and the
angular figure of Queleh, master of
the Remove.

It was upon the latter that the new
master’s gaze had fixed.

It was a strange, startled, intent
gaze that he fastened upon the un-
conscious face of the Remove master
below.

Auyonc who had noted Mr. Lamb's
face at the moment might have sur-
mised that he had seen Mr. Quelch
before, and that he was startled and
disturbed to see him again, where he
saw him.

So intent was his interest in the
Bemove master that it was not until
the Head ke a second time that
he realised that he was being
addressed. Then he turned abruptly.

YERY STRANGE'!
E. LAMB gtepned back.

Quelch, walking and talk-
ing with Irout below, had

not Yooked up.

Had he done so, probably he wonld
have seen the face at the high
window. Now, however, Mr. Lamb
was out of view, if he raised his eyes.

The young man in the gold-
rimmed glasscs was breathing rather
quickly. His face, naturally rather
imlf:, was a little paler since he had
ooked from the window,

But it was mnot likely to ocenr to
the Head that the sight of a face in
the Greyfriars quadrangle had given
his new art master a shock.

“This, Mr. Lamb, will be your
class-rdom,” the Head was saying, as
the young man turned towards him.

“An excellent light!” remarked
Mr. Lamb, with a e towards
the wide windows which, naturally,
was a detail that an art master would
think of and remark upon. “And a
very a%;tm'hlﬂ view algo.”

“Quite !” apreed the Head.
HHELIWﬁ m'im tth?t- win[il:ﬂw,kum]

r. Lamb turned to it again, kcep-

I?ehiml i?En

ing, however, a little
Head. .
It was guite a asant view from

that high window, on a clear
December day; the old quadrangle,
the grey old buildings, the lea
elms, and the grey, wintry sea rolling
in the distance.

Innumerable lhieads moved below;
and on one head Mr. Lamb’s eycs
fixed—that of Mr. Quelch.

“Some members of your staff, eir?”
he remarked, with a nod towards the
two masters in the quad.

“Yes—Mr, Prout and Mr. Quelch,
the masters of the Fifth Form and
the Hemove,” said Dr. Locke, "“Yon
will have boys from both Forms in
your gets, Mr. Lamb. You have not
yet met any of the staff, I think?p”

“I have not yet had that pleasure,”
answered Mr, Lamb. *“Lessons wers
ing on, I think, when I arrived

Em,ll

He drew a deep breath.

It was quite by chance that he had
not, so far, encountered Mr. Quelch.

uelch had been in his Form-room,
with the Remove, when My, Lamb’s
taxi drove in: and Mr. Lamb had
lunched with the Head, while Quelch
was in Hall with his Form at the
echool dinner

Dr. Locke glanced at the new
master.

He was quite unaware of what
thoughts might be possing in the new
master’s mind; and that the sight of
Mr. Quelch had given the new man
a .ghock, he had not the faintest sus-
picion. Brt he could hardly help
voticing the intentness of the new
master's gaze at the face below.

" Perhnis you have seen Mr. Quelch
before ?” he remarked.

Mr. Lamb started a little.

“Mr. Quelch!” he repeated. “Tha
portly gentleman ?”

“Na, the other I gaid Dr. Locke.

8o that angularlooking man’s
name was Quelch, and he was master
of the Remove at Greyfriars!

“No; he is quite a stranger {o me,
gir!” said Mr. Lamb, and gﬂ stepped
back from the window.

“Mr, Quelch is, to some extent, my
right-hand man here,"” said Dr.
Locke. “'He is an old fricnd—a vg
old and valued friend * He plan
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The amazed and startled Billy Bunter heard the dull thud of a blow, as something in the man’s hand
crashed on the back of the Remove master’s head. Transfixed, the fat junior stared from the hole

at his watch. “1f you will come with
me to Common-room, Mr. Lamb, you
will meet some members of the
gtaff—"

“Certainly, sir !

The Head progressed majestically
across to the door,

Mr. Lamhb followed him rather
elowly.

That the new member of hias staff
coitld possibly have any reason for
desiring mnot to meet Mr. Quelch,
naturally did not occur to the Head
of Greyiriars. He was far from
dreaming that it cost Mr. Lamb an
effort to follow him from the class-
room, and down the stairense to the
Form-room corridor.

Mr. Lamb's brain was busy aa he
followed the unsuspecting Head.

For some mysterious reason, he did
not desire to meet Mr. Quelch! For
whatever unknown cause, the sight of
the Remove master’s face had struck
a chill to his very heart, and causcd
his cheeks to pale.

Little as the Head dreamed it, the
new art master, at that moment,
would have left him, had it been pos-
sible, and gone to his room and re-
mained there. Had he been able to
think of a pretext, he would have
done so,

Indecd, had Quelch appeared on
the scene, he would have done so,

retext or no pretext.

But Mr. Quelch was walking in the

nad, deep in conversation with the

ifth Form master. Common-room,
for the moment, was safe enough for
the man who did not want to meet
Mr. Quelch.

in the door !

But his heart was heating fast,
though his rather sleepy-looking,
sepectacled face was calm, as lhe
walked with the hecadmaster to
Common-roeom.

In that apartment, Mr. Capper, the
master of the Fourth, was indulging
in war jaw with Mr. Wiggius, the
master of the Third.

They cut war jaw, and rese, as the
Head sailed majestically in.

Dr. Locke duly presented the new
master to the two old masters, and
left him with them. Having
courteously bestowed half an hour of
his wvaluable time on the mew man,
Dr. Locke handed him over, as it
were, and certainly he never guessed
how glad Mr. Lamb was to sce his
majestic back.

Capper and Wiggins politely wel-
comed the new man inte the fold;
but, though quite willing to be eivil
and obliging to a new man on the
staff, they were not sorry that Mr.
Lamb left them after a few minutes.

He had, he explained, to sce that
his luggage had arrived from the
station; and Capper and Wiggins
willingly let him go to see about his
luggage, and resumed war jaw when
he was gone.

But, once out of Common-room,
Mr. Lamb did not scem much con-
cerned about his luggage.

Mr. Woosey had had a study in
Masters’ Passage, not far from
Quelch’s. That study now belonged
{o Mr. Lamb.

Mr. Lamb went quickly to that
atudy, stepped into it, shut the doox,
and turned the key in the loek—

which was a very singnlar proceeding
on the part of Mr. Lamb, had anyone
been aware of it,

There were suitcasea in the study,
and several other articles of Ingzage,
but Mr, Lamb, in spite of what he
had said to Capper and Wiggins in
Commeon-room, did not even glance at
them.

Having locked the door, he crosscd
to the study window, and, keeping
carvefully in cover of the curtain,
looked out into the quad.

Quelch and Prout, at a distauce,
were still walking and talking.

Unscen, the new master watehed
Quelch.

He was breathing hard and fast,
and there was a strange glitter in his
eyes as he watched, and—another
smgular thing—he had taken off the
gold-rimmed glasses, as if he was
able to watch more intently without
their aid,

“That is the mani” Mr, Lamh
breathed the words half alomd.
““There is no doubt—that is the man !
A master at Greyfriars—who wonld
have thought it? Who would have
dreamed it?”

He set his lips and watched, the
expression on his face growing hard,
arim,

Not till Mr, Quelek, at length,
went into the House did Mr. Lamb
turn from the study window. Then
he stepped to the study door, un-
loeked it, and opened it a few inehes.

From that narrow aperture he
olimpzed the Remove master going fo
liis study.

'True Maioxer Lisniny.—No. 1,£60,
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Ile hoard Yueleh's door close.

Then Mr. Lamb emerged from his
own study. He turned in the direc-
tion of Common-room—evidently not
desiring to pass Quelch’s door.

Hardly a minute later Mr. Lamb,
in coat and hat, left the House b
the Common-room and walke
guickly to the gates.

The man who did not want to mect
Mr. Quelch was taking prompt and
carcful measures not to mect Mr.
Quelch.

DOGGO .
i SAY, you fellows!”
“Look out for Coker!™
grinned Bob Cherry.
“Ob, blow Coker!” said Billy
Bunter peevishly, “He can’t prove

that I had his pineapple—besides, 1
never had it. But, I say, you fellows,
do you think the Head's got o good

memory ¥

“YWha-a-t ¥

Harry Wharton & Co. lpoked at
Billy Bunter, surpriced by “that uu-

expected and peculiar question.

That afternoon, cold and clear and
fine after the rain of the previous
night, the Famous Five were think-
inz chicfly of football, But William
George Bunter, if he knew there was
a Soccer match on between the Re-
move and the Shell, was not bothei-
ing about such trifles as that.

He blinked anxiously at
Famous Five.

“You see—" sgueaked. the anxious
fat Owl,

“T don’t!” said Bob. *“What the
dickens dves the Big Beak’s memory
matter to you, you fat duffer?”

the

“Well, it does, you know!”
mumbled Bunter. “It's rather im-
portant ! You see, he told me to go

to Queleh and ask for six !

“Well, why not to Queleh, and
get it over?” asked Johnny Bull.

“0Oh, don’t be a silly idiot if %Eu
ean help it!” yapped Bunter., “My
idea is to get oub of that six! Yery
likely the Head will forget all abiout
it—after all, schoolmasters are rather
oll donkevs, you Eknow! If he
doesi’t sce me about this afternoon,
he mayn't remember me at all. All
I've got to do is to keep doggo.”

“1 wouldn't bank on it!” said
Frank Nugent. _
“Well, look here, you fellows,”

said Buunter, “I'm going to chance it
—a fetlow ean keep out of sight on a
half-holiday. I say, think it's going
to rain again?”

“I hope not, ns we're going to play
football I*

“0h, blow vour foothall I srunted

Bunter 1'-vru'i&|hlv+ “You fellows are
alwars Jawing football! Bless your
silly foctball! Look here, if it's

eoing to rain, a fellow docsu’t want
to get soaked ! If it ain’t I can keep
oltt of pates all the afternoon, and the
Head may forget all about me. Look
lieve, if 1 go to Courtfield I can got

tea at the bunshe , and rot come in
till bell. Only 1 shall want some
Money *

“Time we pot to the choncing-

room ! rematked Bob Cherry.
“1 sav, vou fellows, don’t walk off
Tuie Mwxer Lisriary.—No. 1,660,
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whiie a chap's talking to I
roared Buuterl.: e A

But answer there came none. The
Famous Five walked off to the chang-
ing-room, apparently more interested
in Bocecer than in Billy Bunter's
dﬂdgm to cscape six from Quelch.

“Beasts I hooted Bunter, “I jolly
well hope it will rain, eo yah !

Buunter was left disconsclate.

Tea at the bunshop in Courtficld
would really have seen the fat Owl
through nicely. But that resource
was unavailable, owing te the non-
arrival of & long-expected postal
order.

Still, Bunter hnd other resources.

An afternoon out of pgntes with
nothing to eat was, of course, im-
possible. It was as bad as getting
gix, or nearly so.

But when the Remove fellows had
one down to Little Bide to play
soccer, they would not, of convse, be

in their studies.

Billy Bunter rolled into thie House
while the Remove men gathered in
the changing-room,

By the time Harry Wharton & Co.
were getting busy with footer, Buntoer
was gretting busy in deseried studics
in the Remove passage.

Smithy’s cake, and Coker's pine-
apple had both turned out rather un-
lucky for the grub-raider of Grey.
friars. Bunter seemed like having
better luck this time.

He found a bag of doughnuts in the
Bounder’s study. Ogilvy's study re-
warded him with half a cake., Hazol’s
Etudﬁ rovided bullseyes—and in
Squifi’s he found jam tarts in the cup-
board. Several other studics yielded
up their quota, and when the fat Owl
rolled at last down the Remove stair-
case, all his pockets were bulging !

So it was quite a cheerful Owl! that
cmerged into the quad and rolled
down to the gates.

Billy Bunter started in the direc-
tion of Courtfield. But he had no in-
tention of earrying his extensive
weight anything like so far as that
town. He left the road at a path on
Courtfield Common,

Under the trees by the pond on the
common was an old hut. 1t was used
by Courtficld boys who bathed in the
pond in summer. In winter it was
deserted, and hardly a soul ever went
anywhere near it.

Bunter cut across to the trecs that
friilged the pond and rolled into that
k.

It was o shelter from the rain, if it
rained. It was a safe refupge from
Greyiriars cyes. Bunter had plenty
in his pockets to occupy his time—and
he was going to sit ?n that hut and
scoff his plunder till it was time to
walk back to the school for roll-call—
and, in the meantime, he hoped that
the Head would forget his fat exist-
cnee.

The old ecreaking door of the
bather's Liut was on the latch.

Bunter shut it, to keep off the wind,
though there were plenty of cracke
and crannies through which the wind
penetrated ; also. near the latch the
woollwork was broken, leaving a hole
Inrge cnongh to look through.

ittle discomforts like that, how-
ever, could not be helped.

Billy Bunter sat down on a beuch,

leaned on the wall, and uunstuffed his
pockets.

After which there was a sound of
steady champing in the solitary hat
on the common, and William Ige
Bunter grew shiny and sticky, and
felt that life was, after all, worth
living, in spite of schcolmasters and
all their works.

——

LAYING THE SNARE !

UZZZZL!
Mr. Queleh, in his study,
turned to the telephome.

The Remove master was taking his
case that afternoon in an armechair by
the fire, and perhaps nodding a little.

He had been up wunusually late
the previous night; but, like the slave
to duty that he was, he had turned
out at the usual time in the morning
and taken his Form as usual.

But be was very glad that it was a
half-holiday that afternoon, which
gave him leisure for the rest he really
needed.

He had a volume of hocles on
his kneea as he sat; but he was nod-
ding over that great Greek when the
buzz of the telephone-bell startled
him into wakefulness.

He picked up the receiver.

“Is that Mr. Quelch?” came a voice
—a voice that Mr. Quelch did not
remember ever to have heard before,

“Speaking ' answered Mr. Quclch,

“Very good! I am speaking from
the police station, sir.”

Mr. Quelch sat up and took notice
at once.

Thizs, no doubt, waz a call in
reference to the valuable information
he had been able to hand over

the previous night., He had seen
Inspector Grimes and had a long talk
with him on that occasion. nt it

was not Mr. Grimes' voice that he
now heard.

“Please proceed | said Mr. Queleh,
very wide awake now.

“Would it be possible for you, sir,
to identify a certain person?” came
the voice over the wires. " You know,

of conrse, to whom I allude?™

Mr. Quelch smiled faintly. This,
he supposed, was the caution of a
lice officer in apeaking over the
clephone; but he really saw ne
reason why the man at the police
station should not put it plainly.
“Quite !* answered Mr. Quelch.
“You mean the man whose deserip-
tion I gave Inspector Grimes last
night?*
e heard a quick catch of the
breath over the telephone. But the
next moment the wvoice went on

calmly;

“ Precisely ! 1 opresume, Mr.
Quelch, that you have not spoken
freely on this matter—that youn have
been circumspect—-"

Mr. Quelch grunted! He was the
most circumspect of gentlemen; cer-
tainly not the man to talk too freely
on any subject.

“T have said nothing, sir, except to
Inspector Grimes and to PBr. Locke—
the headmaster here!” he answered.
“Naturally, I acqunainted Dr. Locke
with the whole matter.”

*0Oh, quite ¥



“Mr. Grimes cautjoned me—though
really it was hoardly mecessary—to
keep my own counsel!” said the
Remove masfer. "I am, as it
happens, the only man who can
identify that scoundrel—the onl
man who has secn his face unmasked.
I am quite aware that it wounld be
injudicious to allow him to discover
my name, wmy identity, or my
residence., He would, in that case, be
able to avoid any further encounter
with me—while, so long as he remains
in iguorance on this subject, I ma
quitc possibly come into eontact wi
him‘.'l:l

“Exactly, sir ¥

“Such contaet,” szaid Mr. Quelch,
“ia more than a pessibility if the
raseal remains in the vieinity, or re-
visits this neighbourhood. And from
what is known of his usual methods,
that appearas highly probable”

“You are absolutely certain that
vou counld identily him?"”

“Absolutely, sir; ond the
sliphtest shadow of a doubt ™ eaid
Mr., Quelch emphatically., “His

deseription, such as I was able to
give, may be useful to the authori-
ties, but could not, of course, lead to
identification, But if my eyes once
fcll on him, I should kmow him
instantly.”

“You have no doubt on that
subjeckr™

“ Noune whalever [V

“Yery pood, sir! I am glad yon
can be 30 very definite. May I ask
whether you ave at liberty this after-
noon

“Cortainly, if I can be of any use
to the anthoritics,” said Mr. Quelch.
“It is a half-holiday at this school
to-day; but, in any case, I should be
at tho disposal of the officers of the
la“,‘.li‘

“Thank you very much, Mr.
Quelel: You are speaking to Buper-
intendent Sharp—pussibly you have
heard the name?"

“I do not, the
reeall—"

“Possibly not—possibly not, I may
say that I am a speeial officer from
#eotland Yard, dispatched to take up
this matter, immediately information
was received there,”

“I understanud.”

“Now, sir, as you say that you are
at leisure—"

if Q“itl: !H

“Theye iz a cortain person in this
town whom [ should like you to sec—
a stranger staying in the town. Im
the circnmstances, onc glance from
vouu would be sufficient to tell us
whether he deserves our attentiom,”

“ Mozt decidedly ! said Mr. Quelch.
“If it is the man I saw last night, a
gingle glance at him will settle the
matter quite definitely.”

“Very good—very good indeed I

“One moment, sir!” said Mr.
Quelch, “At the same moment that
1 saw the man’s face he undoubtedly
gaw mine—he will know me, I think,
a3 surely as I know him. If he sces
me, thevefore, he may easily take the
alarm.”

“You think he would know you by
sight "

“F am quite assured of that.”

“We ghall take cave, sir! If youn

at momcnt,
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will walk to Courtficld I will meet

u on the road, and we can enter
he town together. I will then take
you to the mnrﬂing—hnuse where the
man is to be scen.

“I am guite at your diailuaﬂl. Mr,
Sharﬁ ut as you arc & stranger to
me, how i

“I hava thought of that, sir! I
will wait for you at a certain spot off
the road—you are, I suppose, well
acgquainted with this neighbourhood ¥

Perfectly ¥

“You know a hut that stands by
the pond on the common——"

“&':ita well I

“It is only a short distancc off the
road. You will find me waiting for
you outside the hut, sir. Shall we
aay, in an hour’s timer*

‘As you wish !”

“Then I shall be awaiting you, sir!
I am very much obliged to you, Ar.
Queleh *

“Not at all, sir ™

Mr. Quelch put up the recciver. He
was not feeling at all sleepy now!
His face was very keen.

From what was known of the
manners and customs of Slim Jim,
that m iong c¢rook was in the
habit of stieking to one district till
Le had made & clean sweep of the
eribs worth cracking. ow that
there was a witness who ecould
identify him, it was worth the while
of the police to make an investipation
of all stmu%em staying in the town.

Mr. Quelch had no doubt that they
had doue so, aud that Superintendont
Sharp had seen some man who
corrcsponded more or less to his
description of the man he had seen at
the wall of Popper Court. All that
was needed was for Mr. Quelch to see
that man !

The Remove master was, naturally,
keen to help the authoritics to ::;y v
the hecls a crook who had defied the
law for years, who had robbed two
Elama in the vicinity already—Court-

eld Hall and Popper Court—and had
very nearly brought off a robbery at
Greyfriars School. In the circum-
stances, he did not regret leaving his
cosy study and facing the keen
December wind on the common,

Very soon afterwards, Mr. Quelch,
in coat and hat, walked out of the
House and the gates, and took the
Courtficld road.

Gosling. touching his ancient hat

to the Hemove master as he passed,
little guessed how long it would be
before he touched that ancient hat to
AMr, lch again—as little as Mr.
Quecleh dreamed that the man who

called himself Superintendent Sharp
*fmm laying a snare for his unwary
cet.

WHAT BUNTER SAW !
i EAST ¥ murmured Billy
Bunter,
Tha fat Owl was alarmed.
In selecting that solitary hut by
tha half-frozen pond on tlie commeon
Billy Bunter a felt ahsolutel
certain that he wounld have that apo
all to himself on a winter's afterncon.
How Quelch counld possibly kndw
that he was there was a mystery to
the alarmed fat Qwl,

1%

dillht‘ really, it looked as if Quecleh
t .

Bunter wsiz not half-through his

surreptitions feast wlien he heard the
sounds of somecome approaching the
hut by the pond.

He blinked through the hole in the
old door, and his eyes popped at the
gight of his Form-mnster.

The fat Owl would not Lave heen
surprised if one of the fellows whoze
studies he had raided had trailed him.
But he certainly bod not expected to
see Mr. Quelch.

But there was Quelch—coming
directly towards the hut.

He¢ came thromgh the frince of
trecs and thickets that sercened the
hut and the pond from the high road
at a little distance away: and it cer-
tainly looked as if that hut was his
destination. :

Bunter quaked.

Evidently—to Buntcr—the Head
had mentioned that little matter to
Quelch !

Quclech was after him. How on
carth he had spotted Bunter’s refuge
was beyond Bunter’s understanding,
but he conld have no other imagin-
able motive for coming fo such a

]an:-rau far as Buuter conld sce, at
east,

“Beast ! breathed Buntor bitterly,

He crammed eatables back into his
pockets, He did not want to have to
abandon his plunder when Quelch
marched him back to the school.

Quelch’s footsteps wiere audible out-
side the hnt.

But, to Bunter’s surprisc, Lie did
not o the door.

The fat Owl took ancther squint
through the hole in the door.

My. Queleh had come to o halt.

He was standing with his baek to
the door, and Bunter had only a back
view of his overcoat, '

Mr. Queleh was looking ‘at lhis
watch.
| Bunter, in astonishment, Winked at
im, :

Slowly it dawned on his fat brain
that his Form-master’s visit to that
iqneiy epot had nothing to do with

im,

Quelch was not there to root a fat
Owl out of the hut, Evidently, he
did not know that anybody was iu
the hut at all.

He was there for szome quite
different purposc, gquite uncounceied
with Bunter; apparently an appoint-
ment of some sort, as he was standing
there waiting and looking at his
watch.

It wns guite a relicf to the fot Owl
to realise that Quelch was not after
him and did not cven know that he
B o Quelch keepi

ut i ch was keoping an
appointment with samehm];l iugﬂmt
lonely & at a distance from the
school, 1t was nnusual and
sarprising—and the inguisitive Owl
was very curions,

Obviously, Queleh was not going to
ut hiz henad, inside the old hut. The
at Owl was quite safe from obacrva-

tion.

All Bunter had to do was to wait
for him to go. And he slid a fat hand
into hia for a Dbuneh of
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bullsexes to keep him company while
he waited.

But before the bullse reached
his capacious mouth there was a
sound of footsteps agnin and a brush-
ing of somcone moving through the

thickets near the hut.

Bunter blinked again throngh the
hole in the door,

Quelel: had been hardly o minute
on the spot when another overcoated
ficure cmerged from the thickets and
joined him,

Whether the other man had come
from o different direction, or whether
he had heen waiting for Queleh out
of zirht, Bunter did net koow. In
the latter enze, Bunter had scen and
heard wothing of him,

The man wore a long, heavy over-
coat, which waz turned up about his
ears, ard a soft dark hat pulled low
aver liis hiroses.

Uf lLis face, Billy Bunter could sce
only a thick reddish beard, o walrus
moistaclhe, and a paiv of thick, heavy
evcbhrows, ‘The man's face, o far as
it eould be seen, scemed to Le nearly
all haiv,

As L stepped fowards the hut,
Mr., Oueleh turned towards him,

Butter heard the neweomer speak.

Mr. Queleh stoed silent, watehing
Iiva as Lic came.

“I am glad to sce that rou arc on
time, Jr. Quelch! I hope that I have
not kept vou waiting

“Hurdiy wmore than a minufe!”™
answered Mr, Quelelh. He was scan-
ring the hairy faee curiously. “It
was you who telephoned to me *

THE MAGNET

“Precisely! I am very glad to see
you, Mr. Queleh! Please come with
me and I will explain further as we
walk.”

“Very good, sir”

_ Both of them turned away, and the
fat junior in the Lut had a view of
the backs of two overcoats.

What happened acxt made Billy
Bunter wunt{.er whether he was dream-
ing,

%‘he hairy man drepped a pace
behind Mr, Quelch, as they walked,
and hiz right hand shot suddenly up.

Thud !

The amazed and startled Owl henrd
the dull thud of the blow as some-
thing in the man’s hand crashed on
the back of the Hemove master's head,

Transfixed, Bunter stared from the
hole in the door.

It secmed like some awiul dream,
or some horrible scene from a film, to
the frightened Owl. _

Mz, ﬁn{-lnh gave one low, faint cry,
and then dropped to the ground. The

blow had crushed in Lis hat, crashed

on his head, and stunned him
instantly,
He lay like a log,

The thick-bearded man half-bent
over kim, his eyez burning from his
hairv face, the leaded stick gripped
in his hand, evidently ready for
another blow, if it had been needed.

But it was not needed, The Remove
master of Greyiriars lay senseless in
the damp grass.,

Eilly Bunter, too frightened to
move, too frightened almost to
breathe, stood motiorless, watching,

Bunny-Rabbit becomes Lion!

e the ordinary course of events, Billy Bunter, the fat and
tatuous Owl of the Groviriars Remove, hasn't the strongth of a

vunny-rabbit.
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dumbfounded, throush the chink in

the door, his eyes dilated behind his

spectacles.

The bearded man slipped ‘his
weapon back iuto hiz pocket. Then
he bent over the unconscious Form-
master and swiftly kootted cords
round his wrists and ankles, Then he
fastened a gag in the Form-mastor’s
mouth,

Evidently, that was a precaution
agninst Mr, Queleh recovering con-
sciousNess;

Then he darted back into the
thickets from which he had emerged,
and disappeared from Bunter's sight.

A few moments later he re-
appeared, wheeling a large hand.
barrow piled with soacks.

Bunter, petrified, watched.

The man lifted out the sacks. He
stooped over Mr, Queleh and swung
him bodily iute the lhand-barrow,
Bunter caught a movement of the
hapless Form-master’s limbs — con-
sciousness was alveady beginning to
return,

A few moments more and the sacks
were piled over Mr. Quelch, in the
hand-barrow, completely sereening
him from sight,

Immediately, the man picked u
the handles of the barrow an
wheeled it awav across the common—
not towards the road, but in the
c:p%ncsita direction.

‘He disappearcd from Bunter's
vision, :

“0Oh erikey I” breathed Bunter. He
trembled from head to foot.

Mr. Quelch, his Form-master, had
heen kidnapped under lis very eyes.
He heard the sound of the barrow
trundling away till it died into
silence.

What was that fearful man going
to do with Quelch? Nobody who saw
him was likely to interferc with him,
Who was to guess that a man, bound
and gagged. lay under the sacks in
the barrow *

Bunter put a trembling fat hand
to the door. But he withdrew it. He
dared not venture out of the hut till
e was assured that that dreadful
man was gone,

How long he waited there in terror,
he never knew, But suddenly, from
the distance, he heard the sound of a
car. It came from a lane that crossed
the common on the farther side of the
pend.

“The sound reaszsured the fat Owl.
He could guess that the kidnaplll?or
had had & car in waiting in that
lonely lane; he had uszed the barrow
only to convey the kidoapped Form-
master as far as the car.

The sound of the car died away into

silence, _
Then Billy Bunter at last stirred,
Shaking from head to foot, white

as chalk, the frightened fat Ow] crept
from the hut, and, after one terrified
blink round him, started for the road

fast as his trembling fat legs could
carry him,

Pt

VERY SUDDEN!

6 ELEGRAM, sir !” said Trotter,
“Thank you, Trotter!”
: The House-page laid the
buflf envelope on the Hoad's writing-
Lable, and” W Lo =ty



Dr, Locke picked it up and slit the
envelope with a paper-knife,

Dr. Locke had been having a happy
hour with Sophocles, being at leigure
ou a half-holiday. He rather ex-
pected Mr, Quelch to drop in for a
chot over that abstruse author—the
knotty points of Bophocles being a

Ancther SHEERLUCK JOMES Story
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favourite topic with the Head and his
old friend Guelch,

But Quelch had not come in, Prob-
ably, the Head thought, he was
resting in his study after his very
late hours the night before.

The last thing in the world the
Head would have expected was a tele-
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JONES — THE MASTER SPY!

By PETER TODD

HEERLUCE JONES put down

the letter he had been reading

and ate two sardines and a

gausage with a thoughtinl air. It

would have been hetter to use a fork;

but the great detective never worried
ahout trifies like that. )

“In war-time, Spotson,” he said
gravely, “spies are always as thick
as What's-a-Name.”

“Thieves, Jonez,” nodded Dr. Spot-
son gravely,

. dear Spotson, T was not talk-
ing ﬂgant thicves. 1 snid spies, not
thieves. They are as thick as What's-
a-Name,”

“ Blackberries
doubt, Jones.”

in  autumn, no

“Js the man demcnted?” eried
Jouee, exasperated. “If you 'un‘Il use
FOUr £ars, tson, I wag talking of

spies, not blackberries. I said
were ag thick as What’s-a-Name.”

“Leaves in Vallombrosa, Jones.”

Seeing that it was perfectly useless
to pursue the subject, Jones shrugged
wearily.

“They are as thick as your
head, Spotson. Leave it at that. 1
have to-day received an urgent letter
from Sir Herhert Hornswoggle him-
sclf on the subject of the spy menace.
Ounr services are neéeded, Spotaon. The
country needs ums,” Ho passed the
letter across the breakfast table.

Dr. Spotzon took it reveremtly. A
letter from the Chicf of the Secret
Service—a man whe was 8o secrch
that no one had ever seen him,

The doetor read it with trembling
eyes,

“Zir,~Now that thia here war has
broken out, you will doubtless start
looking for spies. Kecp off the grass,
for :i]itlfﬂ sake. The problem is quite
ticklish emough, without you poking
your oar in,

“With love,
“H. HorxswoeaLE (Sir)."

“YWe must act at once, Jones!”
eried Spotson, starting up from his
chair. *Let us away to the local gas-
works. Bpies alwayvs prowl round the
gasworks, I believe.”

“I am aware of that, Spotson”
replied the great detective coldly,
“Pbut L objeet to the odonr. Spies also
prowl round reservoirs, Leb us visit
a reserveir, Spotson.”

At the local reservoir, however,
they saw only one man. He bad a
false beard and blue spectacles, and
was prowling for all he was worth.

Jones spoke to the fellow.

“Excuse me, sir, have you noticed
any spies round herep”

¥ Ach, no, mein vriend,” replied the
nran, in a false voice, ™I no spies laf
scen. I a special wonstable am,”

cy

** Are youn search-

iug for apies, too ?”
‘Himmel! No!

I for someszing I
have dropped am
looking.”

chae T oo atg

ps I can help
Pﬁi I am Sheer-
nck Jones, the
great detective.”

“Sheerluck
Jones ! Donner-
wetter 1™

The man was startled, He gave
Jones a sharp shove and Spot
another, They went backwards into
the country’s drinking-water with
two lond splashes. The man removed
himself acrosa the horizon at a fash
speed, :

Jones and Spotzon rose to the
surface, blowing bubbles.

“PDear me, Jones !” said the latter.
“] am extremely moist. I really do
wish, in the ecircumstances, thﬂ.t”wa
had visited the gasworks instead.

“Tut-tut, Spotson, You have gas-
works on the brain. The man was
extremely careless, no doubt, but, in
a way, it was fortunate. I have found
the object for which he was search-
ing.” "And he climbed out of the
damp and showed a small gold badge,
with its pin sticking upwards.

“ Marvellous, Jones! How did you
detect that?™”

“ Elementary, my dear Spotson! I
fell on the sharp end!” He stuck
the badge into the lapel of his
jacket. “If we encounter the
man again, I will return it. Mean-
while, we must resume our search for
spics, Onward, Spotson I

“To the gasworks, Jones?”

“No !” howled the detective, ¥ There

are no spies whatever at the gas-
works., We must comb London, Spot-
gon. 1 will comb the fashionable

hotels of the Weat End. You can
comb the park benches and the em-
bankments, and so on.”

“Yery good, Jones.”

“And sinee you will not need to
spend any mouey in those places, you
ean hand me your spare cash to assist
me in mg scarch.”

Armed with Spotson’s bank balance,
the great detective marched into the
Hoatel Terrifigune and ordered a seven-
course dinner, Heo was just starting
on the ﬁoiﬁann fish) with pommes de
terre (chips), when a large and bu]ll'tg
eovelope was tucked into his shi
front. He lvoked round eguiulzljjr, but
the tucker-in had vanished.

The envelope was marked * British
Secret Plans. Handle With Cave.”
Jomes gazed at it in stupefactiom

jteon manded the
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gram from AMr., Quelch—whom ke
supposed, at that moment, to be uot
more than twenty yards distant—not
having noticed the Remove master go
out that afternoon.

“Bless. my soul!” ejaculated the
{Continued on next page.)

g A A TELE TEJE

While he gazed, an-
other envelo was
dropped down the back
of his neck. It was
marked *“More Secret
Plans. This Side 'Dl:i.”‘
At the same time, he
felt zomeone sliding 2
roll of secrct plans up
kis trousers-leg.

He knew at once that
all the fashionable
throng in the hotel
were spies — but why
were i Ei giving the

lane to him? Before

e could answer that

uestion, the door was

ung open and a herd
of police marched in.
“All apies—reach for the sky !” com-
lice inapector.
Everyone raised their hands. The
inspector strode across and seized
Jones by the jugular vein,

“Goteha ! he hissed. “ You are the
Master Spy—you are wearing the
secret badge. And—— Ha, ha, your

ckets are full of plans! Cummer-
on me, you dastardly curi”
ones was hurled into a Black
Maria and drivem away to the
dongeons, His head was spinning.
He understood now why the plans had
been passed to him, The badge in his
lapel was that of a Master Spy.

ones was jerked into the dock to
stand his trial.

“He looks desperate,” said the
judge, peering at the amazed de-
tective nly. “Ome ean sce in his
face that he is up to no . I find
him guilty. Gimme the black cap !

“Look here!” bawled Joncs angrily.
“You’ve got it all wrony. I'm not o
spy- I’'m Sheerluck Jomes, the great

etective |

A gasp ran through tha court.
The judge scratched his head feebly.

“Sorry, old bean!” ho stuttered.
“Didn’t know it was you! But if
you're not him, where are you—I
mean, where is he?"

“Here !” cried a loud voice, and the
faithful Bpotzon appeared, hauling in
the Master Spy on the end of a rope.

He was quickly relieved of his

burden by the ice, who threw the
into ghs dock in Plam of Jones.
he great detective grasped his

humble follower by the hand,

“Spotson,” he said, clhoking, “you
have saved me from a terrible fate.
But for you, I might have got seven
days, or cven forty shillings.” He
shuddered. “Where did you catch
him?” he asked, :

on beamed happily.

“ At the rka, Jones |”

“Ah! I knew he wasg there,” nodded
the great detective. “I deduced it. 1
was sure of it all along.”

Aud they wandered, hand in hand,
back to Shaker Street.
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Head, staring at the telegram he had
taken from the envelope,

He gazed at it blankly.

It had been handed in at Folkes-
tone Post Office, and read:

“Pleaze exeuse haste. FPhone call.
Nephew  wounded. Crossing to
France.—H. 8, Querca.”

ted the Head
blankly. ¢ fairly blinked at that
telegram.

He was not aware that Mr. Quelch
had a nephew with the British Forces
in France. Familiar friends as they
were, Queleh had never mentioned it
to him.

Btill, there was nothing surprisin
in the circumstance, though Quel
had not referred to it. here were
few middle-aged gentlemen who had
not a son or & nephew in the armed
forces.

But this sudden departure of the
Remove master, without a word of
farewell, without leave asked of
given, was astonishing.

Serious as the news was, concerned
as he naturally was for Quclch in the
cireumstances, the Head could not
Lelp a feeling of annoyance,

L'P;m'e of absence, of course, he
would instantly have given in such a
state of affairs. But, hurried as
Quelch had doubtless been, surely
he counld have given a few minutes
to his headmaster—at least, a3 word
before he hurried away.

But the Head had not even seen
him—had not even been aware that
he was not in the school.

Dr. Locke frowned a little. This
was not ounly wvery irregular, but
really it savoured of megligence, in-
deed of want of respect—very un-
usual in a man like Mr. Quelch.

But the momenta annoyance
quickly passed. If Quelch had acted
like this, it must mean that that
phene eall, telling him that his
nephew was wounded, had thrown
him off his balance—it must mean
that the matter was deadly serious—
that one more young life was passing
in the price paid for the downfall of
Nazi tyranny.

Anyhow, Quelch was gone.

While the Head had been eitting
there, half-expecting him to drop into
the study for one of those pleasant
dizcussions of knotty Sophoclean

oints, he had been speeding away as

ast as the railway could carry him,
heading for Folkestone, to cross the
Channel to France.

“RBless my soul ! re

He had given no hint when he
would be likely to return, That, no
doubt, depended on circumstances,

and doubtless a letter would follow—
in any case, his return could hardly
be soomn. -

The Remove were left suddenly
without a master.

That was a matter to which the
Head bhad to give attention.

For nearly a week Grevfriars had
hecn without an art master—between
the depoarture of Mr. Woosey and the
arrvival of Mr. Lamb. But that was a
matter of small moment—drawing
sets could be put off. A Form-
master’s absence was a more disturbe.
ing matter.
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A t-ampnmrg;'maﬂter would have to
be engaged, to carry on till Quelch
came back. Arrangements had to be
made to deal with the Remove, nuntil
somebody came to take charge of
them.

Dr. Locke had to comsult varons
masters and arrange an entirely new
time-table for the Lower Fourth, and
with that duty on hand, he relin-

uished Sophocles and gave his atten-

ion to that task.

Thus it happened that a little later
the: Head was busy with pén and
paper when there was a tap at his
study door and Mr. Lamb entered.

Dr. Locke had seen nothing of Mr.
Lamb since he had left him in
Common-room early that afternoon,
He had expected to see him, and had
been surprised that he had not

a Eemd
5 ow that he did appear, the Head
gave him an inquiring look.

“I must ask you to excuse me, sir,”
said Mr. Lamb diffidently. “It un-
fortunately happened that some of my
luggage went astray on the railway,
and I have been to the station making
inquiries.”

I hope your inguiriezs have had a
satisfactory result, Mr. Lamb,” said
the Head politely.

“Not quite, sir—a suifcase appears
to have gone astray—but one must
expect these little difficulties in war-
time,” said Mr. Lamb. "“No doubt
it will turn up in a day or two. I
believe, sir, that youn desired to dis-
cuss with me certain matters in con-
nection with the drawing sets, when
you were at leisure. If you are busy
now—"

He glanced at the paper over which
the Head’'s pen lin :

“A wery unexpected event has
occurred, Mr. Lamb,” said the Head,
“Mr. Quelch has been suddenly called
away—"

“Mr. Quelch?? repeated the new
art master.

“Yes—the master of the Remove—
the Lower Fourth Form., I am v
glad you are here, Mr. Lamb—you
will help to fill up the gap, until &
temporary master can be engaged for
the Remove.”

“I shall be very happy, sir,” said
the new master. “Is Mr. Quglch
likely to be long absent?”

“That I can hardly say,” answered
Dr. Locke. “Certainly not less than
a week, I think, as he is under the
necessity of crossing into France, and
will probably be delayed in that
country.”

“Then I may be able to make my-
self unexpectedly useful, sir,” said
Mr. Lamb, with a respeetful smile.
“Apart from the drawing sets, I am
quite capable, if you so desire, of
taking a junior Form in several sub-
jects—sn as English literature,

istory, or geography.”
? e:ir relieved and

Dr. Locke loo
pleasecd.

“If that isi: E]T ]‘:Hl;i %am’h{ ﬂ:it w&lﬂ]rhe
a very great help,” he said, addi
cnurtrg;u,sly, “if }-Eu have no cbjectinnﬁ
to doing so.”

* It will be a pleasure to me, sir, to
make myself nseful in any way.”

“Then I ehall gladly accept your
offer, Mr. Lamb !” said the Head.

And, a little later, the news spread
in the Remove that there waa 5 new
Bﬂp&t on the board, referring to that

orm; and the Removites learned
therefrom that their Form-master had
been called away from the school, and
that his place would be taken as a
teInporary measure the new draw-
ing master, Mr. Lamb.

—— a—

BUNTER ENOWS !

Y BAY, yom fellows !
It was a feeble aqueak.
Every fellow in the Rag
looked round at Billy Bunter.

Really, Bunter looked rather like
his own ghost. His fat face, usually
ruddier than the cherry, was white
as & sheet.

He -tottered rather tham walked
into the Rag.

E;Tt wwildtha matter with Bunter
nobedy could guess; but it was ve
clear that something was. "

How Bunter ot baeck to the

achool after that fearful experience at

the hut.on the common he hardly
knew. He had dragged himself along
like a fellow in a nightmare—per-
petually blinking over a fat shoulder,
in terror of seeing o bearded face,

But here he was, at last—and he
tottered into the Hag. He leaned on
the table, gasped, and almost
groaned.

“What ‘the thump is ap?” ex-
claimed Harry Wharton.

Bunter’s look was teﬂ]‘i{e:larming.

“Quelch !” moaned Bunter.

“Quelch! What about Quelch?”
asked the captain of the Remove, in
amazement. “Not worrying about
Quelch, are you?”

“0Oh dear! Yes!”

“Haven't you had that six yet?”
asked Johnny Bull, <“Is that what
you've g-:rt on your mind, you fat
chump ?

“Oh dear! Oh, no! Ok crikey!”

“Well, what about Quelch #* asked

Nugent. “He's gone, if wyou're
worrying about that siz—"

Bunter started.

“How do you know Le’s gone?” le
gaa]:.ed. “I haven't told anybody
yet.

“No need for you to tell anybody,
that I can see!” answered Nupgent.
E::EJ up on the board, in the Head’s

“0Oh, really, Nugent! This ain’t a

joking matter 1”

: o's joking, fathead?”

“Is the fat ass potty?” asked Bob
Cherry, in wohder. “Everybody

knows that Quelch is gome, Bunter.
He was called away suddenly this
afternoon——"
“*Oh erikey !
“We're going to have a lamb in-
stead of & wolf in our Form-room
from now on!® grinned Skinner.

“I say, you fellows, did you really
know he was gone?”

“You fat chump, it’s up on the
board ' said Harry Wharton. “Mr,
Lamb, the new man—the chap the
Head brought up to Woosey's class-
room to-day—is pgoing to take the
Remove while Quelch 1s away.”

“But the Head can’t know!”
gas Bunter. “Has he set the

police after Quelch?2



“The what?"” yelled all the juniors.

“Mean to say the Head knows he's
gone and hasn't told the police?”
asked Bunter. “I can’t make that
out! Does he know Quelch is kid-
napped ?*?

T4 ]I. ‘:',.ﬂ

“What "

“Which #”

“Kidnapped !

““Tell us another funny story !”

“Mold on!” said Harxry Wharton.
“Let Bunter get it out! -He may
have seen Queleh since he left—he
must have gone while we were play-
ing footer. Have you seen Quelch
since he Ieft the school, Bunter?”

“Haven't I!" groaned Buuter.
L1 'E..lh dea-r 1”‘

“Where did you see him, then?”

“On Courtfield Common !*

“{n the road, de you mean, going
to tho station?”

“No; by the pond!”

*“What the thump would Quelch be
doing, wandering round the pond on
the common ! asked Vernon-Smith.

“I think he came fo meet that
man ¥ groaned Bunter “It looked
like it, fo me! Oh dear!®

“What man?” yelled the juniors.

“I don't know! How should I
kuow ? An awful villain with & hai
facc—all over DLeard and whiskers I
said Bunter. “He got Quelch—cosh !
—vight on the nut! Quelch went
down like a skittle”

““Ta this Bunter's latest?” asked

Skinner.
“He wns stnoned!” moaned
Bunter., " He never moved after that

awful villain coshed him on the nut.
Oh crikey ! If that brute had known
that I was in the hut, watching
Jimn——-=">"

The hapless fat Owl shnddered.from
head to foot at the bare thought.

“Buck uP_, old bean!” said Bob.
“You're all right here! For good-
neas’ sake, %t the rest out. You sa
n man with a hairy face knocker
Quelch down and stuoned him—
plhew 17

“And then he tied him up, and
ghifted him into a barrow, with sacks
over him,” said Bunter, his fat voice
quavering. .“Then he—he wheeled
him away! OL erikey! I heard a
motor-car afterwards—I don’t know
hew long afterwards—I suppose he
stuck Quelch in the ear! Oh dear!”
_“This ean’t be true!” said Johnny
Bull, staring at the fat Owl. “Why
should anybody in the wide world
cosh Quelch on the nut and hike him
away "

“\Well, it sounds jolly steep !” said
the captain of the Remove. “The
Head knows Quelch is gone—he’s put
a notice on the board about it. He
must think that Quelch is all right !

“It's true !” howled Bunter. “ That
man's Ignt Quelch—goodness knows
why. I tell you he coshed him on the
nut——="

-Han{ Wharton dropped a hand on
a fat ashdalder,

“If it's true, come to the Head,”
he said. “I'll come with vou, if it’s
true,”

“Oh! All right!” said Bunter,

Harry Wharton led the tottering
fat Owl ont of the Rap.

Bunter was going to the Head,

EVERY SATURDAY

with the captain of the Remove, to
tell' that strange story—that meant
that it was true!

R |

THANKS TO BUNTER !

1. LOCEE put up the receiver
and turned from the tele-
phone,

Hiz eyes fixed on Billy Bunter—
sitting on the edge of a chair in his
study, hlinkin% at him, his fat face

asty—still under the influence of the
error of his experience that after-
nagon.

The Head eyed him dubiously.

He had listened, in amazement and
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‘Bunter sat on the ed

23

doubt, to DBunter's strange tale,
mumbled and stuttered ount by the
terrified fat Owl. It was so strange

a tale that he could hardly help
ﬂuuhtln%' it, yet DBunter's looks
seemed to testify to its truth.

“Bunter !” said the Head quietly.

“Oh dear! Yes, sir!” mumbled
Bunter.

“I havo asked Inspector Grimes to
call and hear wHat you have told me.
He has promised to come imime-
diately.”

“Yes, sir!?

“You will repcat what you have
told me to Mr. Grimes, Bunter.”

“gea. airi’[‘

L33 Erj, well.
eaid Dr. Locke.

Bunter, it was clear, was prepared
to repeat his tale to a police
wspector. It was borme in on the
headmaster's mind that it must be
true, yet he glanced at the telegram
that lay on his writing-table, in
hopeless puzzlement,

‘here was nothing to be done but
to  wait until Iuspector Grimes
arrived, and leave the matter to his
judgment. If this actyally had hap-
pened, it was a bewilderine puzzle
the Head. He could nﬂg v)egm to
ﬁ'lIIE!‘EEI why any man could poesibly

ave any motive for causing M.
Quelch to disappear from the school.
And there was the telegram—appar-
cutly handed in by the Remove
master at Folkestone.

Dr. Locke endeavoured—mnot very
successfully—to fix his attention upon
a Greck paper for the Sixth, wl?iole
cyery now and th Eoting Etizlgifin

_ i €0 sivering a 3
reﬂclJ?[E-'.tﬁun of the strange and tragic
scene at the hut on the comnron..

But there was not long to wait.
Within a quarter of an hour a car
wsi:a hear;iu crutséde.

napector rimes, rtly and
ruddy, was shown _iutupfherﬂﬂaﬁ’a,
study. He lost no time; and the keen
expression on his face indicated that
ke had been impressed by what the
Lheadmaster had told him over the
e M |

“This is the boy, Mr -Grimes—*
5:1}11 Dr.t]:nrun&e. 4

nspector Grimes gave Billy Bunter
a sérutinising lﬂ-ulr.g 4

The fat Owl blinked at him.

I am glad, sir, that you lost no
time in informing me of thig,” said
the ins ector. 1 shall be very glad
to %ue-s on. this hu{;f“

“It is a very extraordinary story,

Mr. Grimes—it scems almost impos-

You may wait here,”

sible—bmt——" Dr. Locke shook his
liead helplessly. “Please question
Bunter.®

“Now, Master Bunter,” said tlie
Courtfield inspector, “please tell me
exactly what has happened.”

B;Hg Bunter mumbled out his story
again.

Dr. Locke listened in silence, the

-inspector intermigl:ipg Bunter every

now and then with a question, keep-
ing the rambling Owl to the poiit.
be inspector’s ruddy face was
grave, and his keen syes secmed to
arow keener and kéener as he listened.
“ Thank you, Master Bunter !" said
Mr. Grimes at last, when eve
possible detail had been extracte
TRE Micxer LIBRARY.—No. 1,660:
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from the mumbling Owl, and he had
made veluminons notes. I am mueh

ohiliged to you, Master Bunter! 1
think vou may leave us for the
P esent.”

“Ye:, v I mumbled Bunter.

And ke volled out of the Head's

ﬂtudm

gather, sir, that you repard this
hn-v s extraordinary story as a state-
nient of- firet ! said Dr. Locke, when
the door’ had elosed owthe Owl of the
liemove.

“Pertectly  so, sir!™ said  Mr.
Grimes, lmttmg Lis notebsok with
a suap. “I4 was an extraevdinary
chanec, mt a very fortunate one,
that the boy happeded to be on the

EFﬂlt TE
that Ha.

pxr

‘ou believe, then,
Queleh has been kidnapped, and is
now a prisoned in lawless hands?”
cxelaimed the Head.

“That docs not -admit of doubt,
siv " zaid My, hrlmcs “And, in the
circimstances, it is not a wholly sur-
prising ofgnrrence.”

Dy, Locke looked at him,

“To me,” he said, “it is so extra-
ord{ary, 0 utterly amazing, that it
ig 1I‘I‘imllt for me to ha:-heve even
after hearipg your opiniomw, Mr.
Grimcs. That my old friend Quelch
can have had an cucmy ®0 l'tl,thlﬁ'ba,
0. ﬂd:ﬁhll‘ﬂ!"‘i" 80 uﬂahrupulqhs, iz
almosat .Lﬂﬂﬂﬂt‘ﬂﬂhlﬂ-—-——-

"™ He-had no such enemy, sir, before
yesterday ! said Mr. Grimes.

The Head started.

" Yostelday,” ho repeated.
te see—-="

“To he move precise, last night,
gir!” said Mr. Grimes. “Lmme-
diately vou told me on the telephone
what that boy liad stated, I had little
fQoubt that the story was mrmct and
little or rather; no doubt of the hand
that strack the blow.”

“F must confess that 1 am
the dark,” said the bewildey
magters “Why any man——"

“ My, Jigefch, sir, is the only man
who has oter scen Blim Jim, the
,mmhL-hmn, with his ma.a]:: off ! said
Tuspeetor Grinies:;

“Oh:Y ejacnlated . the Head.

He dizcerned now what was in the
police iuspector’s mind.

“Ore man, and one man ounly, has
anintercst in vetioving My, Quuich
fram the seene,” said "My, Grimes.
"l‘hﬁ' m:ﬂt is the croirk he saw lute
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Tast night at the park wall of Popper
Convt."”

“Oh " repeated the Head.

“That man, sir,” zaid the inspeetor,
*has somehow digcovered the name of
the man who saw-him; and who was
able to identify him: By.what device

he tricked Mr. Quclch into meeting.

him at that loncly place, we o not
at " present know—Dut the fact is
clear.”

“But Bunter’s deséription of the
man who struck down Mr. Quelch
does not iw the least resemble Mr.
Quelep’s deseription of the man hc
saw at:Lopper Coutt, My, Grimes—
exclaimed the Head. “ Bunter
describés a man witl & hieavy beard
and moustache — while the other
may—"
"“Had the man met My. Queleh in
his own pm;}wr person, sir, Mr.
Quelch would have recoguisedl him at
a glance, and would have been imme-
diately placed on lnhs ouard,” said the
tnspector, 2% Obviousls, ']i'& was dis-
guised, and a falze beard was the
easicst mothod—"

“Oh ™ Dr. Locke nodded slowly.
“I understand. ‘Fhen—you believe
that-—"

gl | bﬂl:evﬂ, pir, that Mr. Quelnh is
now in the IIEHI{IE of Slim Jim, the
cracksmau ! said Inspector Grimds,
“But for this hoy' Bunter, nothing
would -have been.Euwown of it or even
suspected. ut now, sir“—the in-
spector gave his uotcbook another
tap—"now; sir, owiug to this boy
Bunter, we know the facts—and no
stone - will be, left unturned to
discover Mr. Queleh P

. i X gt ¥

The Grcyfriars Remove the next
day-was taken by Mr. Lamb, in the
}Llace of their absent Form-master.,
‘hat wounld have been quite a normal
eccurrence, but for Billy Bunter's
startling tale.. Now, haowever, the
absence of the Remaove master was far
from Dbeing taken as a normal
oceurrcnee, - The -Riomove, and all
Greyfriars, fairly buazed with excite-
ment over the mysteridbus disappear-
ance of Mr. Quelch,

THE EXD.
{IWhaterer you do, chums, don't
misy VTHE PHANTOM  OF
THE MOAT HOUSE!™ in next

Salurdey’s  GRAND CHRISTMAS
NUMBER of the Magxgr.)”

COME INTO THE OFFICE,
BOYS AND GIRLS!

HURE AN VOR CHRISTM.AS!

YoChrrist s ecornes ol onee oo geory
And when it comcs it brings  good
elicer ! 7

U all Lnor  (leese  femilioy
Times, md gou all Lkaore flal
the jolly olid MHAGNET ncrer
foils to enter into the spivit of Yuletide,

The CHRISTMAS NUMBER of
the WAGNET iz alwayx somncthing
to look foricord fo, and next Satwr-
day's Dumper issuc will be mo cx-
ceplivn.

The tiE-bit of this grand feast of
Jun - and  fiction will be a grand
“hristimas . advenfire garn, entitled :

“ THE PHANTOM OF THE MOAT
HOUSE! "

By Frank Richards.

Juat when Harry Whoden & o,
are happily looking foricard to hecali-
ing wp for the Chrishinas eae., Grey-
friars hears the stavtling neics that
My, Queleh, the snaster of the Remove,
has varished as if into thin aiv, ol
not the remolest clue exists to hix
present wheveahouts,  Alarmed for
the safety of his valwewd friend onid
trtmty collengie, Dr. Locke enlisls
the serivices of his velative-—Ferrers
Loche, the ocelebrated [Huber »Strect
detective—to agsizt in solving the
mystery, It is, indeed, the strangest
oage that has eceer cowe Feveors
Loche's ).

Spuce will nol alliee e o give
details of e other  Cheistmoaxy
features in this grand naiber, but
gote care all rest assoved thal they e
Loth aminse amd please o, If gow’ e
not alveady ordered your copy, do so
NOW !

[

So popular hns
“ THE HNOLIDAY :ll‘k'h'_l.-'.—.lL”
beeome that this ygeor’s {ssuc hos

ereated o rocord in sales. Not onldy
requlor yemders of the MAGNET,
but others owtside ihe vcirele of

s Hﬂgurnﬁ'# ' orweant a copy, oo, e
tleneaned . for Hhis wonder volume is
mrr;-fmu very great, and 'k up fo
YOU=—if won hoven't alreqgdy done
so—1io gel gour copy while the going's
grood I

Till we mect again, theén, e next
weelk’s Garamd Christimuas Nwmber,
I wish you one and all happy reading.

YOUR EDITOIE.
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