HE HATED GREYFRIARS! ottt Harry Wharton & Co.

—t — e

EVERY SATURDAY. Week Ending Octobier 22nd, 1938,




THE MAGNET—EVERY SATURDAY

HURRY UP . . . . THE WHISTLE GOES NEXT WEEK!

e

TRRY UP if you want to he in the running for one of the FIVE HUNDRED. FREE FGOTBALLS offered to “ FQOTER
; STAMPS™ collectors! The eall-over is coming next week.

*“ Footer-Stamps  are still appearing every week and consist, of conrse, of pictures of six different actions on the
football field—the object of this great competition stamp-game being to score as many “ goals * as you can with them, and by
the closing date (November 5th) for this month’s prizes.

TO SCORE A " GOAL " you collect a complets set of six stamps (they're numbered 1 to 6), made up of

the following movements : KICK-OFF—DRIBBLE—TACKLE—HEADER—SHOT—GOAL. (Note that the

** goal »* stamp bﬁ itself does NOT count asa “ goal ”; yon must pet a set of the stamps 1 to 8 cach time )
The more stamps you coilect the more “ goals*' you can score, and this week there are ten more stamps below to add to your
collection. Cut them out—there's ancther complete “ goal ™ for you among them, and the other stamps will, no deubt, fit in
with others you have left over from previons weeks (or even previous contests). Save all your stamps still, and collect &ny
more yon can, because time is getting short. :

+ I you want to score some other quick ** goals,”” remember that ** Footer-Stamps '’ are also appearing in
MODERN BOY and GEM each week. There are more ** goals ** waliting in these papers this very week !

The 500 Footballs in the October prize-giving are going to the 500 readers scoring the highest number of “ goals ™ with
* Footer-Stamps ™ for the month. So don’t send any stamps yet : wait until we tell you how and where next week.

RULES—800 Foothalls will be awarded in the October contest to readers declaring and sending in the largest number of ™ geals ™ seored
withI: I-‘ootg—nsmmps.“ The Editor may extend or amend the prize list in case of too many ties, and no reader may win more than ens prize
in* Footer-Stamps."

BHach " geal " must consist of a set of * Footer-Stamps ™* Nos. 1 to 6, Inclusive. Al claims for prizes to be made on the proper etiipen {£o be
given next week), No allowance made for any coupon or stamps mutilated or lost or delayed in the post or otherwise. No correspondenes |
No one connected with thiz paper may enter, and the Edilor's decislon will be final and legally binding throughout,

(N.B.—" Footer-Stamps " may aizo be colleated from the following papers: ** Gem," ** Modern Boy,” ** Boy’s Cinema,” * Detective Weekly,”
“ Triumph,” ** Wild West Weekly,"” * Thriller,” ** Sports Budget,” and ** Champlon.”)

OVERSEAS READERS! You pals who are far away—you're in this great scheme also, and special prizes in cash
will be given for the best scores from overseas readers. There will be a special elosing date for you as well, of course !

TEN MORE
" FOOTER-STAMPS "
FOR YOUR PILE!




THE ONLY WAY!
but without result.

elw NAWAY 7

Gilbert Tracy has used all his cunning to get himself kicked out of Greylriars,
His only alternative now is fo bolt . . . and bolt he does !

FRANK
R.ICHAR.DS

Gilbert Tracy lifted his right foot and jammed it just over the spot where P.-c. Tozer had lately

parked his supper.

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
The Wrong Man !

SV an e Bide
‘“Ha, bhs, ba!”
“Let’s see you do it!”

“On the ball!

“Btand clear, you fellows!”

M. Queleh, the master of the Grey-
friars Hemove, standing at the open

indow of his study, smiled as he
looked out into the bright October
|JJ<|"i|i!'1g.

It was morning break at Greyfriars

chool. A little crowd of Remove

’]'rn\\ were punting a footer in the
quaid, and their cheery voices reached
the Remove master at his window.

Harry Wharton & Co. and six or seven
ther Removites were there, among
it (:ilbert Tracy, the new boy in the
2T,

My, Quelch smiled approval.

Ile lilked to see his boys emjoying life,
with the happy exuberance of youth,
aril he was distinetly pleased 1o sea
vilbert Tracy joining up with the rest
& punt- about.
racy, in two or three weeks at the
cunol, had given his Form-master more

suble than any other fellow in a whole
tevit,  If that sulky, sullen, discontented

ellow was forgetting his sulky dis-
content, and making the best instead of
the worst of things, Quelch was very
i |.1 to see if.

S Mr. Quelch watched the little
vrowd in the quad with a smiling face.

Trucy, it seemed, was going to take a
special shot; he had the ball at his feet,
and me other fellows were standing back
to give hitn room. Most of them were
L az ing.

*You couldn't do it!”
Simith's voice.

came Vernon-

tCopyright in the United States of Amerioa.

“Fasy as¢ falling off a form!”
answered Tracy.

“Coker’s a good thirty feet away,
said Bob Cherry. “If yon can tip |1li
hat off with a footer at that
distanece "

“He 13'1 0 saul Smithy.

“Wel !I[a epp
“ Lo SR

Mr. Qm leh looked a little dubious as
lie heard that, He glanced in the direc-
tion in which most of the Remnovites
were locking.

There stood Horaee Coker of the
Fifth Form. Coker, it seemed, was
going io be the targei for that shot,
and all the juniors were keenly

— —~—

Sensation follows sensation
in this super 35,000-word
school story of HARRY
WHARTON & CO. of
GREYFRIARS.

-

—

interested to sce whether Tracy could
bring it off.
Quelch was not sure that he ought
not to intervene. Still, it was, after all,
only a joke on Coker, with no great
harm in it. And the juniors did not
know fhat their Form-master was look-
iug on; at all events, none of them was

looking towards his study windew.,

So Quelch stood looking on. He was
a little interested to see whether Tracy
could bring off that difficult shot. 1t
was quite likely that he could, for the
new junior, with all his faults ‘and fail-

“ Qooogh ! ** gasped the police force of Friardale, as he staggered back.

ings, was a firstclass footballer, and a
perfect wizard with a Soccer ball.

Gilbert Tracy placed the ball and
stepped back for a short run.

Coker of the Fifth, in the distance,
was talking to Potter and Greene of his
Form, quite unconscious that he was a
target for shooting practice.

(Gilhert Tracy took a quick run and
kicked.

Whiz !

The football Aew.

But it did not whiz anywhere near
Coker of the Fifth. It whizzed at quite
a different angle—a very unexpected
augle. Tracy scemed. all of a sudden,
to have lost all his skill, and kicked as
wildly as Billy Bunter or Coker himself
might have done,

For a split second fellows wondered
whero the ball was going. Then they
knew.

Crash !

*“Oh "

All eyes shot round to Quelel’s .mld_v
window, Horrified eyes had a vision
of a whizzing football impinging on Mr.
Quelch’s majestic countenance, tapping
him fairly on the nose !

AMr. Quelch went backwards.

The sudden shock took him entirely
by surprise. He did not, indeed, know
what had happened for a momeont or
two.

But ho knew that he was knocked
buckwards, and that he sat down on his
study floor with a sudden bump.

He sat and gasped, the football roll-
ing over his knees,

Outside in the quad there was =
general gasp. The Remove fellows
stared at Queleh’s study window—now
vacant—with bulging eves.

THe Magxer LisraryY.—No. 1,601

All rights reserved, and reproduction withont permission strictly forbidden.)



4

"Vou elumst aes!” gasped Bob
erry.

o Y?u—-’juﬂ-—jmi’v.e got  Queleh1”

gasped Johnny Bull. ? )

‘“you awful ass, yon've knocked
Quelch over I stuttered Frank Nugent.

“There'll be a row now!” erinned
Smithy.

“The rowfulness will be terrific!” ex-
claimed Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.
“My esteemed and idiotic Tracy, you
have done it now!”

* An aceident, of course,’” said Tracy.
“My foot sli'?ped'—"'

“Did it?” said Harry Wharton
drﬂly. “Let’s hope that Quelch will
believe that it did. It wants some
believing.”

“You could see that it was an
accident—" ]

“Yes; the same accident that hap-
pened to my uncle at Wharton Ledge,
when you were punting a foater there,”
said Harry. *“You have rather too
many aceidents of that sort, Tracy.”

“QOh, my hat 1” ejaculated Bob Cherry.
“Think he did it on purpose I”

“I don’t think—I know I” answered

the captain of the Remove.

_‘_'bJo y good shot, if he did1” said
“The goodfulness was  terrifie!l

But—"

“Of course I meant it for Coker,”
drawled Tracy. * Nobody saw Quelch
at his window——"

“We didn't; you did,” said Harry
Wharton. * What's the good of gemmon,
Tracy? You planned the whole thing
when you saw Quelch at his window."”

“Are you going to tell Quelch so?™
sneerad Tracy.

Harry Wharton lsu%hed.

“He wan't need telling. He knows
you're the best shot in the Remove with

3 Soccer ball I -

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! Here he isi"”

Mr. guah:l_n rose into view again at
the study window. The expression on
his face was quite alarming. There
was a smudge of mud on his nose, and
the rest of his face was erimson. His
eyes were fairly flashing.

“Tracy |” he thundered. .

“VYes, sir{” answered Gilbert,

“Tracy, how dare ?ou-——"

“An accident, sirl’

“Come to my study at once, Tracy I

“Yes, sir |7

Gilbert Tracy walked away to the
door of the House, and Quelch turned
from the window. The Remove fellows
were left in a buzz.

Some of them were deubtful whether
Tracy had intended to bowl over his
Form-master. Such a irick was quite
in keamnﬁ with his proceedings ever
since he had been at Greyfriars; but
they doubted whether he could have
brought off so remarkable a shot if he
had wanted to.

But Harry Wharton had no doubt.
He knew what Tracy could do, and he
had seen him play the same trick
before, And little as he liked the new
junior, he was sorry for him, in view of
what undoubtedly awaited him when he
arrived in his Form-master's study.

-

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
A Prisoner In “Punny ™!

R. QUELCH was rubbing his
nose with a handkerchief when
Tracy entered his study.

That nose, like Marian's in
was red and raw under the
smudge of mud on it

A Soccer ball banging on the nose was

bourd to do some damage. Quelch's
Tue MaeNer Lisrary.—Ne, 1,601.
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nose was & little damaged. There was
a pain in it. His looks indicated that
there was a pain in his temper also.’

But, rather to Gilbert's surprice, he
had not taken up his cane.

Twice already that morning Gilbert
had had to “bend over ® under ths
cane—once in first lesson, onee in second
lesson; the first time for having cuf
prep the previous evening, the second
time for having ban his desk-lid.

Gilbert certainly did not want any
more cane. He had taken the risk, un-
able to resist the temptation to *‘get”
his Form-master with the footer at the
study window. But a third whopping
in cne morning was rather a dismaying
prospect; and Gilbert, as he entered the
study, perhaps wished that he had let
Coker, after all, have the focter.

But Mr. Quelch made no motion te-
wards the cane that lay on the table.
He ceased to rub his painful nose, and
fixed his gimlet-eyes on Gilbert grimly.

“I'm awfolly sorry, sir!” began
Gilbert meekly. Gilbert could be meek
when he liked. *“Quite an accident,
sir! My foot slipped—""

“¥ou will serve no purpese by utter-
ing falsehoods, Tracy,” interrupted Mr.
Quelch. “You should have learned by
this time that you cannot deceive me.”

Gilbert was sulkily silent.

“What you have done,” contimued
Mr. Quelch, “amocunts to an assault
upon your Form-mastery end any _
other boy would be taken to the head-
master, to be expelled for such an act.
Possibly you hope that that may be the
result in this case.” ’

Mr. Quelch set his lips.

“1 am quite aware of the cause of
your incessant bad conduct ever since
you have been in the school, Tracy,
You hope to tire ont my patience and
cause me to send you home. 8o IT;_E
as you go back to your former slack
and idle life at Oakwood Place, you do
not care if you are sent away from the
school in disgrace.”

He paused again.

“You will not be sent away, Tracy.
You give me more trouble than any
other boy in the Form. You are the
worst bay in the school. I should be
exceedingly glad to be relieved of the
responsibility of you. But I have pro-
mised your uncle—Sir Giles Oakwood—
to take you in hand and make some-
thing better than an idle, selfish slacker
of you—and I shall keep my word.”

Gilbert did not answer, but there was
a very perceptible sneer on his face;
and Mr. Quelch’s hand sirayed towards
the cane on the table.

Still he did not take it up.

“You have been caned twice (this
morning, Tracy,” he went on. “I do not
care to cane you a third time, and I
shall not do so0.”

Tracy stared s little. He was glad
enough to hear that; for he could still
fecl the twinges of the swipes that had
landed in the Form-room. But if he
was not going to be whopped, he
wondered what he was going to get.
Mr. Quelch was determined not to take
him to the Head to be sacked, and
the only slternative seemed to be to
whop him, or let him off. And Quelch
did not look like letting him off !

Mr. Quelch opened a drawer of his
desk and took therefrom an iren key.

Tracy blinked at it.

“You will now come with me, Tracy,”
said the Remove master.

In wonder the new junior followed
him from the study.

Quelch was not taking him to the
Head. Where he was taking him
Gilbert could not guess—at first. DBut
when they turned into a long corridor

at the top of a back staircase he guessad.
He had never seeni the punt nf-room
at Greyfriars, but he had heard it
spoken of, aﬁ he knew that it lay at
the end of that corridor.

His face sst. ) ]

“Punny,” as the Greyfriavs fellows
called that undesirable residence, was
seldom used at Greyfriars. In the
tough old days of an earlier generalion
it _had been used often enough, and
delinguents were said to have been kept
there on & diet of bread and water.
In more modern days it was seldoin
entered; hardly once in a tetm was a
fellow locked in to meditate on his sins.
Biit that was what was going to happen
to Gilbert. L

It was, perhaps, the most eflicacious
way of dealing with a young rascal who
could not be sent away from the school,
and whom wheppings could not induce
to toe the line. Gilbert breathed hard
as he followed the Remove master to
the door at the end of that long, silent
corridor—far from the occupied por-
tions of the building, and out of the
sound of voices.

Mr. Quelch put the key in the leck,
turned it, and threw the door open; he
motioned to Gilbert to enter.

_ With set lips the new junior stepped
inte the punishment-room.

Mr. Quelch stoed within the open
doorway, his face grim.

Gilbert cast a hurried and dismayed
glance round the room. .

It was not large; the floor was bare;
{he window was small, and barred with
iron so that the glass could net be
reached from within, the ancient wall
being very thick. There was a small
iton bedstead and two or three other
articles of furniture. CGilbert’s face
grew darker snd darker. 1low long
was he going to be shut up in this dent

His eycs turned on his Form-master
sulkily and savagely.

“You will remain here, Tracy, for
{liree days,” said Mr. Quelch. "I shall
send Trotter here to make vup your bed.
Your meals will be brought here—very
plain meals. You will be allowed out
twice a day for ome hour each time,
in charge of s prefect, for excicise
while the other bays are in class. Your
«hool books will be sent here, and you
will be ex ed to do your usnal Form
work, and, in addition, certain exer-
cises which I shall prepare for you.
You will not be allowed to wasle your

“QOh 1” breathed Gilbert.

“During the next three days you will
have ample leisure for reflection, and
T trust that you will profit by it,” said
Mr. Quelch grimly. “I shall now leave
vou here, Tracy; you will sce me again
after third school.”

Mr. Quelch turned to the door.

Tracy's eyes glittered.

The prospect before him was enough
to dismay any fellow, and it was one
that he certainly had not foresecu.

“You're going to leave me hore?”
lie zaid, between his teeth.

“J have teld you so, Tracy.”

“For threa days?”

+ Precisely.”

“J won't stand it!” yelled Gilbert.
“J1 don't want to stay in this rottenm
school! Uncle Giles would let me go
lhome if you minded your own business!
I won't ctay here!” i .

Mr. Quelch locked at him grimly.

“Faor that insolence, Tracy, your de-
fention in this punishment-room will be
extended to four days, instead of
three !” he said. *“You have yourself
to thank. I shall now lock you in”

He stepped to the door,



As he did so Tracy made a sudden
Epring.

Mr. Quelch, assuredly, wa: not look-
ing for anything of the kind.  But
CGilbert was desperate and he was
reckless,

A sudden, violent shove sent Mr.
Queleh staggering away fromn the door;
he staggered two or three paces and
collided with the table, which rocked.

“Upon my word!” gasped Mr,
Queleh. “1 2

Slam !

Fren as the Remove master lurched
against the table, Gilbert leaped
tarough the doorway and slammed the
teor after him.

AMr. Quelch, with a gasp of wrath,
jinped at the door.

Chick !

Before he could grasp the dour-handle
tlir key turned outside. X

The next moment he was dragging
at the door-handle—in vain. The thick

vnk door was locked, with Gilbert ont- ~

side—and it was Henry Samuel Quelch,
tlie master of the Remove, who was a
prisoner in the punishment-room.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Under Lock And Key!

i NLOCK this door !
l I Mr. Quelch's voice came

alinost hoarsely.

Seldom or npever had the
mitister of the Remove been o intensely
vnraged and exasperaied.

Diagging at the door-handle was
[utile; the door was thick and the lock
was strong. Banging atl it fo attract
airention was equally uscless: for the
1o was far out of hearing from
hwlow, But Mr. Quelch was not, for
12 moment, thinking of that. It Lad
1ot pecurred to him yeb that the young
rizscal intended to leave lum there,
tl: could not imagine that any fellow

would dare! This was a trick—oene of
Wraey's reckless tricks—io  be duly
jigished when Tracy was in hiz hands
azain,

“Unlock this door! Tracy, do you
lene® Unlock this deor at ence!™

“1 hear you,” came a voice [rom oil-
<itle, mufMed by the thickness of the
prncioil oak. “I hear von all right. I
tini’e faney anybody elze will ™

“Unlock the door!”

“1'H wateh it ! chugkled Gilbert.

“Will  you  release me  at oucr,
Pipgea 37

“No,-I won't !

“ Yoo shall be caned—Hogzed ! the
[tinnove master gasped. * Tracy, I eom-
prand vou to open (his doer immedi-
Sy

“Ave vou going to loek me in if T
“Cepldinly ! Most decidedly !
“Thon vou ean have vour turn firal !
Sk there and see how you like it,
podd Dpan

e I gasped Mro Quelel.

Tleve wasz a ehuckle oniside,

s erlmps you'lll get tived of keeping
p e this rotten school when you've
nd 0 fow days in that den!" came
T'ravex’= volee.

“ X few days! What?”

“Tn not letting you oul. anyliow!
1y taking the key away with me!”
Ale. Quelch stood staring at the door.

e could hardly believe it vet—that
vt voung rascal had locked him in
tlie panishment-room, intending to leave
[on there. 1t was incredible, unthink-
Gle—Duk it was dawning on  AMr,
Lolili's mind that it was so!

ile lward the sound of the long: iron
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koy being withdrawn from the outside
of the lock. J

He thomyed on the door with his
knuckles,

“Tracy " he roared.

* Hallo !”

“Open that door at once!”

“ Bow-wow ¥

“What—what did you say?”

“1 said bow-wow [V

Mr. Quelch fairly gurgled. R

Tracy, in his first days at Greyfriars,
tiad been cheeky enongh, but the cane,
wislded by the hand of Henry Samuel
Quelch, had put a speedy end to that.
Bul with a locked oak deoor hetween him
and his Form-master, Gilbert had re-
covered all his cheek, and a little more.
He was talking to his Form-naster now
a3 no Remove man had ever talked to
Quelch before.

“You —you—you young rascal!”
stuttered Queleh at last, “If vou—if
vou dare to lcave me lhiere—"

“You'll sce!”

“Will vou It me out of this room,
Traey ™

“Will you let me out of this school,
Quelch 77

“# What—what #*

“T'll let you out, if you'll let me fake
the first train home.”

“ Impudent young rascal ! roared Mr.
Quelch. “As =zoon as you are in my
hands, Tracy, vou will be caned with
the greatest severity.”

*“Then you won't get me in your hands
in a hurry ! retorted Gilbert.

“I command you—"

1] Rﬂls !!‘

“Wha-a-t?"

“Ratez1”

“You—you—vou—" pasped Mr.
Quelch, almost incolierent.

“Ta-ta, old bean ! called ont Gilbert.
“T'llL give vou & look-in later, if I can
get along here without Leing spotted !
Perhaps vou'll hiave maile up vour mind.
hy that time, that vou've hiad cnough of
me at Greyvfriars 1™

“Boy | roared Mr, Quelch.

There was noanswer! Dut the Form-
master heard a sound of receding foot
steps.  Tracy was going—with the key
in his pocket, leaving the door locked
i him. .

“Tracy ! thundered Mr. Quelch.

Tracy was gone! .

Tor several minutes Mr. Queleh stood
in a gasping state, hardly able to realise
liis position,

ITe was locked in the punishment-
room. Thers was no possible cscape
until the door was unlocked: it would
nat have been of much use as a punish-
ment-room, if there had been! No
sound from fhat room could reach ears
belaw—it had been designdly sitnated
in the remotest part of the rambling old
block of builSings that constituted
Greyfriars School. Mr. Quelch was
aware of it—only too well aware of it!

The worst of it was that no one knew,
or could guess, that he was there ! There
was no hope of Lelp.

He would be missed within ten
minutes, when he was due to take his
Y'orm for third scheol in the Remove
room. His Form weuld wonder what
had become of him., But whatever they
surmised, they wero not likely to surmise
that their Form-master was locked up
in punny. Such an idea ss that was
likely to occur to mobedy!

Could tliat young rascal dare Lo intend
to leave liim there?

If he did, Mr. Quelch was “for it."
Not a soul in the school knew where he
was—it was after the foolball had
knocked him over at his study window
that ho had decided on the ‘mnishmcnt-
voom for Tracy, and he had taken him
directly there. It had been his intention

5

to report the matter to the headmaster
at once; but he had not, of course, yet
done so. Dr. Locke would never dream
of this- -No.one would dream of it!
All depended on Tracy—and if that
young rascal left him there, there he had
to stay!

He turned at last to the window.. But
there was no hope in that. The ancient
wall was nearly two feet thick. It was
as much like a loophole as a window.
Iron bars wore crossed over it. He
could not even reach the glass, let alone
put his head out. He had a distant
glimpse of kitehpn gardens. at the back
of the buildings, that was all.

I'ar ia the distance he discerned Mr.
Mimble, the gardener, at work with a
hoe. No shout would have reached him,
Even if his attention had been drawn
to the little window of punny he
could not possibly have seen Quelch
there.

The Remove master turned back from
Lhe windaw,

His feelings were inexpressihlo.

He stepped back to the door. With
a sort o a:gelesa_hopa, he knocked on
it, again again|

Knock, knock, knock !

But he ceased knocking at last. It
was useless, and he knew it. He szat
down at last on the single chair in the
room.

He listened for a sound of returning
foolsteps. Even yet, he conld scarcely
believe that that reckless young rascal
intended to leave him locked in, when it
was time for him to take his Form in
the Remove-room.

But ho listened in vain!

There was no sound of footsteps!
Tracy was gone, and he was gone for
good ! Mr. Quelch was a prisoner in
the punishment-room; and he had to
stay a prisoner, unless Gilbert chose ta
come and let him out ! And it was clear
that Gilbert was not going to choose to
do anything of the kind!

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Where Is Henry?

o HERE'S Henryt”

Bob Cherry asked

question.

Third school was due—and
a little over-due, and the Remove had
gathered at the door of their Form-
room. But Henry—otherwize Henry
Samuel Quelch—generally prompt on
the tick of the clock, was conspicuous
only by his absence.

Not often did Queleh keep his class
waiting. It had ha penediut it had
hoppenod  very seldom. Buot it was
happening now—and it was not merely
a matter of a minute or two. Five
minutes had passed, and the other
Forms were all in -and going strong,
while the Remove still waitellf

“Where on earth,” said DBob, “is
Honpy

“The wherefulness is terrific,” grinned
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh, * but if the
esteemed heak turns upfully, vou had
better not let him hear you calling him
Henry, my absurd Bob !

“T say, you fellows, this is all right,
ain’t it?" said Billy Bunter. “I say,
five minutes gone—that leaves fifty-five
ont of the hour! Every little hielps, you
know !

An lour spent in class was, from Billy
Punter's point of view, s sheer waste
of sixty minutes that might have heen
better spent! So any deduction from
that hour was, in the estimation of the
fat Owl of the Remove, a clear gain.

“Bathing his nose, perhaps!”
suggested the Bounder. “It locked to
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me as il it needed it, at his window in
break.” '

There was '8 chuckle at Verpon-
Smith's s:ggeatlm Possibly Queleh's
nose n bathing, but that was not
likely to keep him late for his tlass.
But he was late—very latel "

Gilbert Tracy, leaning on’ the Form-
room door with his‘hands in his pockets,
listened to the discussion with a lurking
grin on his face. L -

He had joined the BHemove as they
cama in for third school—and most of
the fellows were surprised to see that he
showed no 'sign of having been
whopped.

Certainly no fellow in the Form knew
where he had come from just then, or
dreamed that he had left an curaged
Form-master zafe under lock and key!

“Saven minutes late!” said Skinner,
looking at his watch. "Quelch is out
to break records this time.”

“Can't be with the Head!” caid
Frank Nugent, “The Head's gone in
with the Sixth.”

“Gone to sleep in his armchair, and

forgotten Form!” suggested Billy
Bunter. :

“Ha, hs, ha!” .

“PBlessed if 1 see anything to cackle

at! I've gone to sleep in an armchair,
and forgotten school, more than ouce "
said Bunter. )

“Quelch hasn't!” said Harry Whar-
ton, laughing. “I wonder whether I'd
better go along to his study and remind

him1"

“No fear!” said the Bounder,
promptly. * If you're anxious to get on
with the acquisition of knewledge, old
bean, you're the only man here who is1”

* Hear, hear | grinned Bob.

“1 say, you fellows, if he koeps us
wa.iting a guarter of an hour, we can
clear I” sn.i% Billy Bunter, hapefully.
“Aossoo has done it, more than oncel
1 wonder if Quelch is going to?” ;

“Too much jolly good luck!” =aid
Peter Todd. ! i

By gum, though, he's eover eight
minutes late now!” said Herbert
Vernon - Smith. “ Ouly ancther
seven—""

“Oh, what larks!"” Lreathed Dob.

Faces in the Remove were guite eager

now.

All the fellows Luew the time-
henoured e; if a master, by any
chance, kept his class waiting fifteen
minutes, that class was entitled to go.

Monsieur Charpentier, the French
master, had done it several times; Mr.
Capper, the master of the Fourth, had
done it: Wiggins, master of the Third,
did it at least three times a term, but
never, never had Henry Samuel Quelch
given his Form such a glorious chance!

Was he going to do so now? |

Really, 1t locked as if he might, for
he was nine minutes late; and such a
thing had hardly occurred before in the
memory of the oldest inhabitant.

“8ix more murmured
Squiff.

“Only six !” said Tom Brown. *And
think of getling down fo footer instead
of ju]ly old Roman history.”

“Hurrah 1"

“T'm blessed if I can make it out,”
said Harry Wharton. “I—I think I'd
better go along to his study.”

As a Removite, Harry Wharton
would rather have Kked Quelch to eut
that class and leave the fe lows free to
put in a spot of feotball practice—which
most of them enjoyed much more than
the acquisition of kmowledge. But as
head boy of the Formi, he rather felt
that he ought to remind Quelch of the
time, if Quelch had ir;gplicably and un-
accountably forgottaa 1t
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minutes |”
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But if Harry Wharton thought so, ne
one-else did: There was a howl of pro-

‘testat once,

“Chuck it!”

“Pack it up!”

“PDon’t you barge in, Wharton!”

*“Let Quelch ﬁ%l"

*Yaas,” remarked Lord Mauleverer.
“Let him rip, old bean! Perhaps he
wants a rest| I know 1 dol”

“But—" said Harry..

':Rats]:'

“ Chuck it!"”

“I say, you fellows, perhaps he's had
a fit in the study, or something,” sug-
gested Bunter brightly. “I1 say, that
would be rather & spot of luck, what?
Might mean no lessons at all to-day, if
he's taken really bad, you kuow."”

“Ha, ha, hal"

“Ii's a jolly old m.{sterg. though 1"
said Bob Cherry. “Ten minutes late
now—never knew Henry ten minutes
late before |”

*1f he's had a fit—""

“Fathead !"

“Tracy was the last man to see him
alive!” remarked Skiuner. *'Where
did you leave the dear old scout,
Tracy "

“1 saw him in his study!” drawled
Tracy. *“You know he semt for me
there.” )
“But he can’t be siiting in his study
all this time and forgetting that he's
got a Form to take!” said Hazeldene.
;eﬁ’ll the better if he is, but he can't

“More power to his clbow 1”7 =aid

Bob Cherry  “ Eleven minutes, my be-
loved ‘earers! Four more, and we
beat it!"”

“If he's asleep in lus armchair, lel's
hope he won't wake up under four
minutes !"” chuckled the Bouuder. *1f
lie’s bathing his nose, let’s hope that the
damage will keep him busy another
five |

“The hopefulness is terrific.”

“Hallo, halle, halle!” exclaimed
Bob., “ Hetre's Prout”
Mr. Prout—probably hLaving leard

the buzz of cheery voices from the
corridor—came out of the Fifth Fenu
Boam. .

He staved at the crowd of Remavites
and rolled ln:gestica]]y down the pas-
sage towards them.

“Why are you not in your Form-
room ¥ demanded Prout.

Really, it was no business of Prout’s.
The Fifth Form master had no concern

with the Remove.

However, Wharten enswered him
politely.

“Mr. Quelch hasn't come yel, sir, lo

let us in."

“Bless my soull” suid Mr. Prout.
He glanced at his watch. “Do you
mean to say that Mr. Queclch is ten
minutes late for his class, Wharton?

This is very extraordimary. Unpre-
cedented 1"
“Unparalleled, we were (hinking,

gir 1 said Vernon-Smith gravely.

There was & gurgle from the
Ramovites.

Prout locked at the Bounder very sus-
piciously. Smithy’s face was quite
grave; but Prout strongly suspected
that he was being cheeky—as, indeed,
he was!

“You cannot remain here!” . said
Prout decisively. “You had better go
into your Form-room. Go in at once [

The crowd of Removites did not stir.
They were not d.n?posed to be ordered
about by Prout, if they could help it
But there was another reason, and a
stronger one. The Form-room door
was locked in break; &nd the Remove
could not go in for third school till AMr.

Quelch came with the key. Prout, who
generally left his ovn Form-room un-
locked overlooked that.

“Do you hear me!” boomed Prout

“Yes, sir!" said Harry. “But we're
waiting for our Form-master, sir.” -

“Do not argue with me, Wharten!”
Prout waved s plump hand at the door
of the Remove-room. *“Go in at oncel
Your Form-master is ocbviously de-
layed—and you cannct hang about the
pessages in_this disorderly mauner. Go
into your Iorm-roem.”

“gorry, sir, but——"

“1 have told yew,” boomed Prout,
“to go-into your Form-roem! 1 will
not allow you to bamg about the pas-

sages in_s disorderly mob. - Go.inte
vour Form - roow: instant,
Wharton !

“J can't, sir!” said Harry.

“What! Why cannot you?”

“I'm too big, sirl”

“Too big!” repeated Prout, gazing
at him.  “What you _ican,
Wharton? Is that answer wtcnded for
impertinence, or is it dictated by abse-
lute stupidity 1" _

“Neither, siri® said the captain of
the Remove cheerfully. “T jucan ihat
I'm too big to squeeze through Lo key-
hole, sir.”

“#The—the—the keyhole!™ elutlered
Prout. -

“That's the on]; way in, sir, as the
door is Jocked!” explained Ilarry
Wharton., *1 couldn’t manage it, sir!”

“Ha, ha, ha!” ceme a yell from Lhe
Removiles. X

The expression on Mr. Prout’s plump
and portly face at that moment was
really entertaining.

“0h!” ejaculated Prout, quits taken
aback, “Oh! Ah! The—the door is
—is—is lucked! Al!™

Prout revolved on Lis axis, and re-
ireated to his own Form-rocmm. Loud
chortles from the Remova followed him
there: The Fifth Form door was closed
with a bang!

“Fourteen minutes!” said the
Bounder. .
Excitement in the Remove was now

at white heat!

(ne minute more, and the old rule
which they had never had a chauce to
put into use before in dealing with Mr.
Quelch, they were entitled to go their
own wayvs—iree for the remainder of
the hour! It secmed too to be
true! Studious fellows in the Remove
were, doubtless, reluctant to miss the
lesson, and lose the valuable knowledge
they might have acquired from Alr
Queéleh. But such fellows were few in
the Lower Fourth Form at Greyfriars!

Undoubtedly the great majority of
that Form were eager to cut, on the
very siroke of time! They were not
likely to give their missing beak a split
second’s grace over the stipulated
fifteen minutes!

The Bounder held up his walch to the
Eenenl view! Most, if not all, eyes

xed on it. The second-hand scemed to
crawh

It was a matter of seconds now ! Dut
it was so amazing for Quelch to ferget a
class, that even 1n the last few secoml-,
the fellows fully expected to sec il
an figure come whisking up the
assage—dashing all their hopes at ihe
ast moment |

Bat, to the al delight and reficf,
that angular %ﬁ did not come whish-
ing! The final seconds slid by!
“Tine ! announced the Dounder.

It looked like & foot race, as the
Remove scampered off, and sireamed
out of the House, inlo the =unny
autiunn morning, The inniosz fairly



“* Go into your Form-room this instant, Wharton ! '’ boomed Mr. Prout.
sir | ** said the captain of the Remove cheerfully.
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* The—the—the keyhole ! "’ stuitered Prouf.

¥

AN

“I'm too big to squeeze through the keyhole,

“ That's the only way

in, sir, as the door is locked ! > explained Wharton.

whoaped, as they scampered out—free
15.the birds of the air, while all other
Forms at Grevfriars were grinding on
the same old grind !

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Mysterious Disappearance O! A Beak?

Dlt LOCKE

in_surprise,
ITaving handed over the Sixih

raised his eycbhrows,

Torm to Mr. Lascelles, the
niaths master, the Head was taking a
gettle walk in the guad—in which

yuarter he did not expect, at thet hour,
ro sov anvthing of the Lower School.
Bt b dad
Lhatrge

prominent to the view was b fut
voutll in spectacl rting on & beneli
undper one of the old elms. working lus

thodical way through a large chunk

toffer, DBilly Bunter was toa deeply
inerested in the tofice fo nutice the
Hond. lut the Iead noticed Billy
e,

It another spef, Skinner amd Suoop

were loafing, with their hands in their
pockets,  In another, Balsover inajor
atid soviral more fellows were playing

leapfrog,  Still more surprising, from
1 direetion of the football ground
cane & sound of clicery shouting—where
u good many of the Remove were cn-

cozed in & pick-up game.
As the Remove were supposed to be
in third school with their Formm-naster,
the Head was naturally surprised—in-
dved, astonished.
It was 1mpmhghlv that Mr. Quclel
lud suddenly deeided to give his Form

e extra noliday. \u what the
Remove were doing “out,” when all
other Poitas were "m.” WS & ystery.

" Bless oy so " prurmured the sur-

prised headmaster,

Heo beckoned to the nearest junior—
who happened to be Gilbert Tracy.

Tracy had watched the headmaster
emerge from the House—with a covert
grin as he watched him. He came up
respectfully as the Head beckoned.

“‘.\'i]_\' are you not in the Form-
ronm " asked Dr. Locke. “Has Mr.
Quelch dismissed his Form early,
Tracy "

“Alr. Quelch did tiol come o tako

us in third schouol, sir.” avswered Tracy.
“Wha-a-t 7"
“He nover came, sir,” said Tracy,

“Wharton said it was the rule that we
need not wait if our master did not turn
up after a quarter of an hour.”

“That is the case,” said Dr. Locke.
“But what do you mean to tell me,
Tracy—that Mr. Queleh was fillcen

inutes 1.:!1' for Lis elass?™

“Yes, sir’

“Dear me! T trust that Me. Queleh is
not ill," said the Head. That secimed
te his mind the only explanation.

Yet if Quelch was ill, surely he would
have sent word to his chief, that
avrangements could be made for tuking
the Remove ! It was quite perplexing.

Dr. Locke walked back to the House
and tapped at Mr. Quelch's study door.
He glanced into the study.

It was vacant. Rather to his sur-
prise, he noticed a football lying on the
floor, just within 1}u- open windew. But
there was no sign of Quelch.

Coneluding that Quelch must have
gone to his room, the Head negotiated
the staircase. But Mr. Queleh waus not
to be found above any more than below,

In a very perplexed frame of mind,
Dr. Locke descended again and went
to {he Remove Form Room. But the
door of that apartment was still locked
—so0, obviously, Queleh was not there.

=0

The Head's next visit was paid to
Masters'  Common-room. Mensicur
Charpentict was there, perusing lhis

Intest “ Vigaro ™ from Paris. not having
a class just then,

At ﬂlgm of the Head, Mossoo jumped
{o his feet, and bowed alpost to the
Hoor with Gallic peliteness.

“Mr. Quelel is not liere,
Charpentier 1

“Non! Non,
\[l“'\'ﬁ‘"l

“Llan you Icl! me where hie 1-.

“Maix oni! Monsivir Qus
in ze Forme-room viz his Form,
answered Monsiour Charpentier.
prise.

“He i not there, Monsicur Char-
pentier, and I do not seem to be able
1o find hitn,” 3aid De. Locke., “You o
not know wiether he has gone out?”

“Non! Je n'en sais rien,” answered
Mossoo. " But if vou wish, sair, I go to
search——"

“Not at all, sic!"

Dr. Locke lefr the
more and more surprised,
should have been in the Forme-room
with Lis Lorm, did not scerm to be in
the House at all. It was really extra-
ordinary.

It looked as if he had gone out, for-
getting his Foeme—which ceetainly the
most absent-minded master ought uot 10
have done.

However, the Head 4] rocesded Turilier,
He looked into the libravy, shere he
found Mr. Woose, the librarian, who
could only tell him that Quuleh had not
been there. Then he went out into the
quad, but failed to diseern any sign of
Queleh on the horizon, He walked down
to Gosling’s lodge, but-could only learn
from Gosling that he had not secn Mr,
Queleh go out. If Qu(‘kh had, however,
gone out by the masters’ private gate,
Gosling might not have noticed him—
but it was growing more and more siur-
prising.

In all his percgrinations in quest of
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Monsieur

monsienr ! answereil

Il(‘ !'i
]1- ‘erois,
i sur-

Common-toom,
Quelel, who
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?uelth, the. Head maturally never
thought of going up to the punishment-
room, romote in a secludefl quarter high
up in the building. Quelch had no
business there that he knew of, and the
thought of it naturally never crossed
his mind. Certainly he was not likely
to suspect that a Greyfriars Form-
master had been locked in any room by
a member of Lis Form!

“ Bumter I”

“Oh! " Yes, sir!” Buynfer, sticky with
toffee, bounded up. at the voice of his
headmaster and blinked at him through
his big spectacles.

“Do you know where Mr. Quelch is
to be found, Bunker 7

“QOh, no, sir! He never turned up
for third scliool, sir,” said the fat Owl
puxiously. “We waited, sir——"

“Quite so! Mr. Quelch wa$ present
in second school. I presume?”

“Oh, yes, sir!”

“Have you scen him since, Bunter?”

“Tn break, sir, when Tracy—I—I
mean, when the—the footer bunged
on his beezer, sir—"

"‘vhﬂt?"

“I—I mean, on his boke, sir—"
stammercd Bunter.

“His what?®

“His—his nose, sir! At his study
window! Smithy thought he might be
bathing his nose, sir! It got rather a

l}a E’!

',‘]f)o you mean that your Form-
mastér was struck by a football,
Bunter 7 asked the Head, gazing at the
fat face of the Owl of the Remove.

“Yes, sir! An—an accident—"
Jid  this  accident occur,
Bunter !

“Tracy—I mean 8 Remove chap—
was buzzing a footer at Coker of the
Fifth, sir, and it whopped on Quelch’s
boko—I mean his beezer—that is, his—
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his nose—by accident, sir, at his
window i

Dr. Locke’s lips tightened. If Tracy,
{he new junior in the Remove, had
kicked a football in his Form-master's
face, the Head know exactly how muich
of an “accident ” there was in it. IHow-
ever, that was a matter for Mr. Quelch
to deal with personally, and he did nut
doubt that Quelch had dealt with it

“You have not seen your Form-
master sinee, Bunteri”

“No, sir.”

More and mare surprised, the ITead
walked back to the House. Ho was
astonished—and a little grim. Mr.
Quelch, no doubt, wounld he able to ex-
explain—but he certainly would be
required to explain this extraordinary
conduct !

It was clear now—or, at least, it
seemed to be clear—that he was not in
the school at all. A Form-master who
walked out and left his Form to their
own devices, was beooked for an inter-
view with his chief, which he was not
likely to enjoy.

Dr. Locke left word with Trotter to
request Mr. Quelch io come to his study
when he returncd. But Mr. Quelch did
not come to his study, aud he had not
appeared when school was dismissed—
he had not appearcd when the ITead
left his study and went to his own house
for lunch.

Really, it looked as if Quelch was

making a day of it!
Bunter's opinion was shared by

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
“l

a good many fellows in the
Remove.

The Missing Master !
SAY, you fellows, this is luck !*
That was Bunter's opinion.

A secret valley in Athabaska,
Canada, where gold can be
-picked up by the handful—
once its guardians, a hali-
savage Indian tribe, are over-
come! Such is the setting in
which Nelson Lee and the boys
of St. Frank’s find themselves
when they take the gold trail.
Their adventures are one
long thrill. Read this

powerful story today!

“This Book-Length Yarn is No. 351 of the

Of all
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But they were all surprised, and sue-
prise was spreading outside = the
Remove. Fellows in other Forms were
getting interested.

It was Quelch’s custom to iake his
lunch, which was the School dinmer,
with his Form in Halll He had not
appeared at dinner.

The Removites realised that they need
not have been so eager and afixious at
third school. Quelch had not beenm
likely to turn up! For he had not
turned up since, and what had become
of him, and what he fancied he was up
to. was a thrilling mystery. -

Now it was time for afterncon class,
and the Remove, as in duty bound,
gathered at their Form-room door. That
Quelch would cut mnother class seemed
too astonishing to be pessible. But
there it \\'ﬁ..s—gw Form-room door was

‘still locked, no Quelch had appeared,

and the Bounder had his eye on his
wateh, ready to count up to fifteen
minutes |

It was roally incredible that such an
wnustal thing should happen twiee in
the same day. But it looked as if it
was going to happen.

It was quite delightful to Billy Bunter
—quite attractive to many fellows.
There was Latin prose that afternoon,
which had few attractions for most of
the Remove. An extra half-holiday was
a great catch. But more thoughtful
fellows than William George Bunter
were concerned for Quelch.

It was known that the Head had
already been inquiring about him. The
whale “school knew now that he was
absent. Prout, Capper, Wiggins and
other masters had glanced very expres-
sively at the mob of juniors waiting at
the Remove door. Wingate of the Sixth
had asked them questions about Quelch.
From the Sixth Form down to the
Second, fellows were wondering and
surmising what =ort of a ne the
Remove beak fancied he was playing.

Prout had told the other beaks that
this was unprecedented. He had declared
that it was unparalleled! The other
beaks agreed that it was

“Where in the name of all that’s
weird and mysterious iz jolly old
Henry 7" demanded Beb Cherry.

“( where and O where can he be?”
sang Skinner.

“The wherefulness is terrifie”

“Must have gone out,” said Johnny
Bull. “A sudden telephone call, per-
haps; but *

“But he would let the Head know,
and he hasn't,” said Harry Wharton.
“[—I suppose he can’t have had an
accident.”

“How could hel”

“Well, I can’t make it out! Can
anybody #* asked the captain of the
Remove.

Nobody could,

“Look here, you fellows,” =zaid Mark
Linley. “ Quelch must have gone out,
and something’s happened to delay him.
We don’t want to Jand him in a row
with the Hesd—"

“Don't we?” grimned Tracy.

“Well, you may, but nobody clse
dovs " enapped Mark. “I think we
ought to go into the Form-room, you
f('llo\fs."

“Through the keyhole?” ashed
Skinner.

“Wharton can get the key from

Queleh’s study. He's head boy.”
“Um!” said Harry Wharton doubt-
fully.
“T don’t think,” grinned the Bounder,
“1 say, vou fellows, T jolly well ain't
gaing 1 _if Quelch don’t comwe !
squeaked Billy Bunter. © No jolly
fear 1™
“1 know I'm not,” said Tracy.
“Same here I’ said Hazeldene,



“Any man fearfully keen on_ Latin
gruw this afternoon ®” asked Vernon-
mith, glancing round.

“Hardly !”

‘“Ha, ha, ha!"

“We'll give Quelch his fifteen
miinutes,” said Smithy. *“Then if he

ain't here, we clear, That's the rale,
Linley. I'm surprised at-s solemn old
sobersides like yom suggesting break-
ing a rule.” .

“Ha, ha, ha !

“Hallo, halle, hallo!” ejaculated
Bob Cherry, a3 an _imposing and
majestio figure came in sight in the
corridor.

“Four more minuies,” said the
Bounder, his eye on his watch,

*“It's the Head, Smithy.”

i Uh !II

Dr. Locke eame up the corridor to
the Remove door. The juniors stood
at attention. Evidently the happy ex-
perience of the mnrnin% was not going
to be repeated. The headmaster was
taking care of that.

Dr. Locke’s kindly face was um-
usually severe in expression. Quelch’s
prolonged and unaccountable absence
was not only puzzling, but it was
annoying. It was making inroads upon
the Head's own valusble time.

“Mr. Quelch is not here?!"

It was rather a superfluous guestion,
as the Hemove WDI.IKIE not have been
waiting at the door, if th
master had been on hand.

“Np, sir,” answered Wharton.

“¥ou had better go into your Form-
room,” zaid the Head.

“Yes, sir. Shall T get the key from
Mr, Quelch’s sindy 1"

“Do so at once, Wharton "

The captain of the Remove hurried
away.

B Dr. Locke glanced over the waiting
Farm.

“Did Mr. Quelch leave a message
with any bey here when he went out?”
b inggured,

There was no answer. Tracy sup-
pressed a gein. The Head was taking
it for granted that Mr, Quelch had
gore out, That, indeed, was the only
condlision to which he could come, as
the Remove master was not to be found
in  the school. Tt was clear that
Queleh's  rveal whereabouts were not
likely to be surmised.

Wharton ecame back with the key,
and the Form-room door was unlocked.
The Remave went in.

“Wharton, you are head boy here;

eir Form-

I think,” said the Head. ’
“Yos, sir”
“1 shall leave sou in ¢harge, while

T make srrangements for the Form to
lie taken in Mr. Quelelh's absence.”

“Yery well, sic”

Dr. Locke rustled away.

“What a rotten scll!” sighed the
Doundey.  “Extra half-holiday if the
Head hadn't got wise to it, I wish the
old bean would stick to the Bixth and
l.:‘-'l.'!'k!‘

“The wishfulness is tervific !” grinned
Ilnrree Jamset Ram Singh.

“I say. wyou fellows, the Head's
waxy " said Billy Bunter. “He will
comb Queleh’s hair for him when he
turng up: He, he, lie!”

“But what the thump is Quelch up
to?" exelaimed Bob Cherry. “Can't
have lost his memory, like they do in
the newspapers, I suppose?” .

“It's a giddy mystery,” said Frank
Nugent. “He scemns to have gone off
without leaving a .message, or speak-
ing a word to anybody. Something
must hnve happened o prevent him
from sending word to the Ilead.”

“Run over. perhaps!” said Billy
Bunter. “I say, you fellows, if Quelch
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has been run over we shall get a new
bcnk ”» -

“Shut up, vou fat ass!”

“Well, I'm sorry for Quelch, of
course, if he's been run over. Still, if
we have a new beak, he won't ask me
for my lines,” eaid Bunter. * Quelch
would, but a new beak won't ask for
lines that Quelch gave out. That
stands to j
do my lines till 1 know whether
Quelch is coming back or not. If he's
been run over, it would be a sheer
waste.”

“Ha, ha, ha!®

Wingate of the Sixth came into the
Remove-room. Apparently Dr. Locke
had assigned the move to the care
of his head prefeet for the afternoon.

“Yon taking us, Wingate?” asked
Bob Cherry. -

“Yes,” answered the Greviriars cap-
tain. “Take vour places. Your Form-
master has been—um !—delayed some-
where, and if he isn't back after this
lesson, you go to Monsienr Charpentier
for French.”

And the Remove settled down to
Latin prose, not so sedulously, prob-
ably, as if Mr. Quelch had been
present. /

At the end of the hour Quelch had
not come in, and the Remove marched
along to Class-room No. 10 for Irench
with Méésoo.

After which they were dismissed for
the day. And still there was no news
of Quelch. And what had become, of
Henry Samuel Quelch was, by this
time, & thrilling mystery that interested
the whole school. And it was the one
tapic in the passages and the studies.
Really, he seemed to have shared the
fate of the hapless hunter who met the
Snark that turned eut to be a Boojum,
and  “suddenly, silently  vanished
nway."”

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
The Whip-Hand !

R. QUELCH, in the mrantime,
was not enjoying life,

Queleh was pacing the pun-

ishment-room rather like =a

tiger in a cage. |
Hours had passed—long, long hours.
Every minute seemed like an hodr to
the hapless Remove master; and the

hours seemed without end.

It was nseless to hammer ak the door;
but Quelch had hammered till his arm
ached. It was useless to shout; but he
had shouted till his throat was hoarse.
All the tune Lis wrath was mounting.

What was happening in his Form?
Ho did not know. What was the Head
thinking of his absence? e could not
guess. How long was he going to re-
main there, under lock and key? That
depended on  that_ iniguitons yowr
rascal Traer. And Traey was st
leaving him there.

Many times during that wears day
Mr. Queleh almost mnade up his mind
that his firit procecding, when he did
get out, should be to rid Lis Form of
ihat disrespeetful  and  unserupulous
young rascal.

But that, of course, was exact!y whal
Tracy wanted,

He had set eut with deliberaie cool-
ness to make Queich tired of keeping
him at Greyfriars, He was nnt going
to succeed.

Up and down, up and down the
narrow limits of the punislunent-room,
Queleh paced and paced fill Dhe was
weary. Then he sat down. anly to
jump up again auwd resume his weary
pacing.

It was not ‘onlv his natural anxiely

reason. 1 jolly well shan't

J

about his Form, and about the wonder
and surprise that his absence must
cause that troubled him. He had other
and even more troublesome worries,
Ho was hungry.

He was, in fact, fearfully hungry.

He had eaten nothing since hreakfast.

Quelch was much worse off -than any
schoolboy delinguent locked in punuy.
Such a delinquent would, of course,
have had r:-g?l]ar meals. There were
no meals for Quelch. Such a delinquent
would have provided with a bed
for the night; but there was only a bed-
stead for Quelch, if he stayed the night
in his present quarters, It seemed un-
believable that the young rascal would
dare to leave him there for the night;
but after a day of dismal silence and
solitude, Quelcl could not feel sure,

No sound reached him in his prison,
except the distant clang of bells, at
intervals, A bell, at last, told hiu that
classes were over., The school had been
dismissed, and no doubt everybody was
discussing his inexplicable absence, and
wondering what had becoine of hiin,

In the faint, faint hope that somo
fellow might, by happy chance, wander
in the direction of the punisliment-
room, Quelch knocked on the door
again, and knocked and knocked and
knocked.

But he gave it up at last. The punish-
ment-room was, of course, out of Lounds
—no one was likely to come anywhere
near it.

But, at long last, he heard a sound at
the door,

Tap !

Mr. Quelch fairly bounded to the
door, If ouly someone lad come—
someone other than that rascal Tracy !

*“Who is there?” %aspoﬁ Mr. Quelch,

“(Guess!" eame a familiar voice.

Quelch’'s momentary gleam of hope
died awar. It was the voice of Gilbert
Tracy that answered him.

“Tracy!” said the Remove master,
belween his set lips, - .

“Right in one!” answered Gilbert.

“Have vou returned to releass me?”
asked Mr. Quelch, controlling his wrath
and speaking calmly. .

“Yes, if vou like,” answered Gilbert,

“Open the door at once !”

“ Likely, isn't it?” chuckled Gilbert.
“T'1 let you out, if you like. Have you
decided (o send me home*”

“1 refuse to answer such a question,
Tracv.”

“That means no. I suppose!"” said
Gitbert, * You've had plenty of time

‘to think it over, haven't you?"”

“Unlock this door instantly 17 said
Ar. Queleh, in a clioking voice.

“T'1 watch 1t 1"

“ You—vou—you—you insolent young
rasca 4

“Wash it out, old Lean!™ said the
cheery Gilbert, “I've goi the whip-
hand now, and I'm keeping it. Uncle
Giles would never have sent e here, if
vou hadn't talked him over. He would
ot me return home if vou chucked it!
1f vou want longer to think it aver, I'll
leave you fo it.”

“Tracy ! In no ecirctnpstances what-
ever will you be allowed to leave this
school. You will not be rewarded for
this insolence by gaining your object.
Your punishment will be severe—as
severe as I can make ir—but you will
not in any circumsiances be allowed (o
leave Creyfriars!”

“You mav alter vour mind in ihe
marning, old bean,”

“Youu dare not leave me licre for tha
night 1" gasped Mr. Quelche

“You'll seel™

“Tracy ! I rou dare—

“ Bow-wow 17
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Quelch choked. There was a chuckle
from the other =ide of the oaken door,

“T'l give yom a: er lock-in ‘some
time in the morning!” went on Gilbert,
“1 have to be a bit careful getting here
—but I'll eomn along some time. You
can bank on this—you'te staying here
till you make up your mind to send me
home |7 ) : e
“Never ! gasped Mr. Quelch.
“That's & ﬁong word 1™ said Gilbert.
“You'll find that I mean it! Do you
think I'm fool enough to let you out te
take the skin off my back? Hardly!
I've god to go through with it now, even
if I wasn't keen on it 1"

Mr. Quelch made no reply to that, -

1t was certainly troe that Gilbert had
left himself ne retreat. i

He had, as it were, burned his ships
behind him! To remain at Greyfriars
within Quelch's reach, after what he had
done, really required more nerve than
to earry on with his scheme | :

“Got that? went on Gilbert.
“You're not getting out of this till I've
got out of Greyfriars! T'm not quite a
fool I

“You—you—you—" gasped DM,
Quelch, )

“You've got your fountain-pen,”
satd Gilbert.” “Write n note to my
uncle, explaining that you've decided to
semd me home—""

“1 shall do nething of the kind !"

“ And slip it under the door to me!”
continued Gilbert ealuily. * Onece yau've
put it in black and white, it will see me
throygh, and you can't go back on it.
Then I’} hand the key to some fellow
to let you out while I clear.” .

“If you imagine for one moment that
I shall do anything of the =ort—-"
gasped the Remove master,

“1 imagine Lhat you will stick thiere
1ill you do!” retorted Gilbert. * Aren’y
you getting hungry 1" . d

“I prder you to open that door!”

“*You'll be a bit peckish by the morn-
ing! Better have that note ready, for
me when I come along to-morrow.”

“If—if—if you dare—"

“Are you pushing out that note "
“No!"” thundered Mr, Quelch,
“1'll" ask yon again to-morrew |’

Pleasant dreams!”

“Mracy — boy — rascal
young raseal—yon—yon

Mr. Quelch broke off, almost foaming.
Tracy was gone. Evidently he meant
what he said; he had the whip-hand,
and he was goiui to use it; indeed, at
the stage things had reached, he dared
not do otherwise !

He was gone! _

Henry Samuel Quelch was left agein
to silence and selitude.

e was left for the night!

To yield to the young raseal’s demanil
was impossible—unthinkable—not to bhe
considered for a moment ! But—— The
long night was hefore Mr. Queleh; and
he ?:ardly dared to think of the seusa-
tion that bhis strange absence would
canse in the school. And he was hungry
—and getting hungrier |

Had he, after all, made a mistake in
taking charge of that impossible, un-
manageable boy ! Queleh was beginning
to think so! But he realised, at the
same time, that that was precisely the

— iniquiteus
"

frame of mind into which Gilbert
desired to drive him !
He set his lips. Never! He would

never yield—never for a moment con-
sider yielding ! But—

There was a “but " in the matter!
How was this to end? During a whole
day he had remained there, undis-
covered; and he was no more likely to
be discovered the following day !

He was not going lo yield! But—
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THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Bunter Is Not Late !

@ BAY, you fellows—"
I “It beats Banagher " declared
Bohb Cherry.

Iis friends agreed that it did
Indee Hurree Jamset Ram  Singh
averred that the beatfulness was terrific.

It was morning. When the rising-bell
clanged, the Greyfriars fellows turned
out, wondering whether Quelch had
come back.

Quelch had not come back.

Having made a day of it, the Remave
master had wade a night of if, too; and
was, apparently, goipg to make another
day of it. N

Which was more and more surpmsing;
it was indécd growmg, as Alice said 1n
Wonderland, " curiouser and curiouser.”

It looked asz if Quelch must have had
some accident which had prevented him
from returning. But nothing had been

heard of any “acpident—so he could
hardly have had one ncar the school
1f he had been, as Bunter had cheerfully

suggested, run over, it must have been
‘at a distance [rom Greyfriars.

"The Famous Five were discussing it—
like avervhody elze in the school—when
Bunter rolled uf) with a thoughtful ex-
pression on his fat face.

“Where's Quelch, Buntér?” *:mam]sd
Bob Cherry.
“LEh? How should T know?” askel

Bunter, blinking at him with aston-
ished eyes behind his big spectacles.

“Well, you know cvervthing else!”
argued Bob. “If he had a sudden tele-

hone eall, didu’t vyou hear it through

is keyhole?™

“No!” roared Dunter.

“Weren't yon pecping round a corner
when he went?”

“No!" howled the fat Owl

“Well, what sort of a Peeping Tom do
you call yourself, then?” demanded
Bab. *Got out of practice in the holi-
days, or what?”

“Ha, ha;, ha!”
- %You silly ass!” hooted Bunter, “I
say, you fellows, stop emckling—I wang
to ask you something ! Quelch won't be
taking us this morning ds he's not here,

s0—— -

“Probably not!” agreed Ilarry
Wharton, laughing.

“Well, who is?" asked Bunter, “If
it's a prefect, which? If it's that beast
Loder, a fellow had better not be late
for class! You know how that rotter
likes an excuse for handling his ash,
IF it's Wingate, a [ellow might chance

it. Know who?”
w the board, fat-
harton. “We get

“It's been pnt
head 1 said Harry

French with Mossoo for the first hour,
and maths with Lascelles the sccond.
They've been shifting =ome of the sets to
let Froggy and Larry loosa on us, while
Queleh 1s away, Froggy first.”

“Oh! That's all right, then!? zaid
Bunter, evidently relicved.  *Sure it
ain't Lascelles first? Cau't be lale with
that beast "

“Want to be late for class specially
this morning " asked Bob, sraring at

the fat Owl.

“Oh, no! Nothing of the kind!™
answered Bunter promptly,  “Cer-
tainly not1 Still, a fellow might happen
to be late, you know; and if it's Froggy,
Lhe won't say anything.”

The Fameus Five grinned. Evidently
Buuter, for some mysterious reazon of
hiz own, intended to be late for class
that morning—if it could be managed
with nnpunity.

“Tf Froggy asks about me, tell him
TI'm looking for my French books, will
you!" went on Bunfer. “That will be
all right for Froggy. TI'll do the samo

for you fellows, another time. I shan't
be more than ten minutes late—it won't
take me lang to cut up to the Fifth.”
““Better not let any Fifth Form man
ses you cutting up te the Fifth!l”

"Oh, that's all right; they'll ba in
with Prout, you know, I shan't go till
the Fifth have gone in,” said Bunter.
“Bure 1t's Froggy this morning, you
fellows 7" :

“Quite ! chuckled Boh. *“And vou're
not going to be late for Froggy, old fat
man! You can leave the Fifth Form
siudies alone.”

“ Oh, really, Cher = .

The Famotis Five, grinning, gailiered
round Billy Bunter. ! -

It was close on time for class; and they
were going to keep an cye on the fat
Owl till the bell wend.

They could guess the business that the
grub-raider of the Remove had m a
Fifth Form study, after the Fifth bhad
gone into class with Prout! Quelch's
absence was a golden opportunity! A
dellow could take risks with Mos<oo !

“1 say, you follows, it's all right!™
said Bunter, blinking- round rather
anxiously at a circle of smiling faces.
“I'm not going to be late—"

“You're not!”  agreed Iarry
Wharton.

“1I say, gerrout of the way!
to go and speak to Mauly——'

“Manly won't mind, if you den't! In
fact, he'd rather!" said Nugent.

“1 mean, I've got to go and—and—
and get a clean handkerchief—" -

“That one i=u't quite black yet! Yon
generally keep them till they're like the
ace of spades !”

“Look here, you checky ass, let a
fellow pass1” hooted Billy Bunter indig-
nantly. “I came to ask you who was
taking us this morning—not to_stick
here! I've got to see my minor in the
Second before class.”

* Sammy can wait till after class|™

“What I meaun is, the Head told ma
to come to his study! If you fellows
think I can keep my Leadmaster
waiting—"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Blessed if I see anything to cackle
at!” snorted Bunter. "I never saw
such a suspicious lot ! I'm not going up
to Coker's study! Why should 17"

“You're not!” agreed Johuny Bull.
* Whatever Coker’s got in his study, it's
going to stay there.

“There's nothing in his study that T
know of | 1 mever saw him with that
box of chocolates! 1 haven't seen him
this morning at all. T never heard him
saying anything to DPotter about clines
in breask. Besides, how ceuld I help
hearing what he said when I was pass-
ing just behind him 1"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“0h, cackle!” grunted Bunter.
“Look here, will you gerrout of the
way, or wor't you gerrout of the wayv?
I'll tell you fellows what—stop playinge
the goat and T'll whack out my checs in
‘Jmak !"

*“Coker's choes, do you mican??

“XNo!” roared PBunter. “I1 don't
mean anything of the sort! I'm expeci-
ing a box eof choes in break—irom
Bunter Court, you know! Think 11
sunffle & box of chees from a s=enior
study 17

““Yea, ratheri”

“The ratherfulness is terrifie 1

“Beust! So far as< I know, Ceker
never had a box of choes at all! 1 cer-
{ainly never saw it.under his arm.”

“Hg, ha, ial”

“1 say, yon fellows, 1 wizh you
wouldn't stick round a chap like thisl
I =ay, there goes the bell ™

“Come on 1" said Bob.

.l‘m got
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“You fellows get on—I'll follow wyou!l” said Bunter,
. '\imd you tell Froggy I'm looking for my French books
if he asks you! Not that I'm going to be late, you know.
Y’ m going in right on ilg dot®

“You are " sgreed “T'll zee that you do! Come
on!” And Bob Cherry took hold of a fat ear, to lead its
owner towards the House.

“Beast! Leggo!" roared Bunter.

“This way " chuckled Bob. )
logk! Theres Quelch coming

“1 say, you fellows—I =ay,
inl"” Mr,lazm-:d Billy Bunter. “Coming in at the gates—

loak 1"

“What "

Like one man the Famous Five spun round
{uwards the gates, Bob letting go the fat ecar.

They stared in vain. There was no sign of Quelch! But,
as they stared, the astute fat Owl cut off in the opposite
direction.

to stare
.

Itis litile fat logs fnuft twinkled as he flew. He had
L:arru'd a start, and he made the ‘most of it.
‘What does the fat ass mean?” exclaimed Baob. “Quelch

i<t coming—— Why, he's gonel Bunter! After him!”
7 Bunier was going sirong. After him rushed the Famous
ive.

i{ither fellows were heading for the House. At any
ninment the bell might cease to ring, and there was no time
try lose. Harry Wharton & Co. did not want to be late for
{ ||i-3-'- if Bunter did !

“Stop !" roared Bob.

“Stop 1" shouted Wharton.

Billy Bunter flew on, puffing and blowing. He was cutting
vound the gym to escape, putting on a speed that was
remarkable considering the weight he had to carry.

[t was sheer good lurk—though not for Bunter—that
Horace Coker of the Fifth came cutting round the corner
of {he building in haste to get to his Form-room before the
I ” stopped.
ccr and Bunter met at the corner from opposite diree-
rmr-a, and crashed before they knew what was happening.

“Oh™ g'chd Coker, as he went backwardz.

“Oovoooogh [” gurgled Bunter, as he sprawled over

C Lt"‘a long le
“Ha, ha, ha!” veII-:d
“(h, my hat! What—who——" roared Coker.

“Oh erikey! Ow! Urrrrrggh!” gurgled Bunter,

1o Famous Five rushed up and grabbed him. They
dragged him uﬂ' Coker's logs, and Coker zat up, spluttering,

the Famous Five.

Ir rasp of the Famous Five, Bunter was rushed away
to tlio House.

“1 say, vou fellows!” gasped Bunter. “I say—
Loggo! I say, I'm \nmimi' I say, I've got a pain! I ran
it somebody, Irt"'uk

, ha, hat’
“AWilL you leggot” roared Bunter.

But the cliums of the Remove did not let "-1 Ther ran
Bunter to the House and walked him in! The fat Owl,
g and spluttering, joined the erowd of juniors at the
door, which Monsieur Charpentier waa already
'}_n' bell had ecased to ring.

1= in time ! gasped Bob C l1~1'r~..
]"' .'I:t II’
Juzst saved vour bacon, Bunter!™
= \uh b
},. Bunter went in with the Remove. There was no

< lf'_'—:'i[.

¢lp far it. Coker's choes in Coker's study were

f, il break!

THE NINTH CHAPTEE.
Just Like Coker !

u HAT have you got there, Bunter?
Nothing ¥ answered Bi Iy iiu...- r promplly,
'h Bob Cherry grir 1ned.

The moment the Remove were dismissed in
vulk Billy Bunter headed for the staircase and shot up
ne

nerally Bunter negotiated stairs at a leisurcly pace. He

nild start up a staircase at the paco of a very old and

y tired snail! But circumsiances alter cases, and on this

cccasion B m‘“r vorit almost like an arrow from a bow |

le: shot—but he did not, as he hoped, shoot alone ! Del
herry spotted him, and shot after Lnn

So it came to pas:s that Bob was on the landing when

(]

Eunter rolled out of the Fifth Ferm passage with an
ennrmous and very suspicious bulge under his jacket !

Ile gave DBob a devastating blink through Lis bLig
peetucles.

ITe had ne time to lose! Coker, as he knew, was ¢orning

up for that box of c':'sr»c.s in break! Bunter, owing to his

pasual speed, was first in the field ; but Coker might heave

v the offing at any moment. Bunter had a natural anxiety

be ¢lear before Coker happened. e knew the weight of
(Conlinued on next page.)
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(loker's boot! TIle had been there
before, so to speak.

“Nothing {” grinned Bob. Standing

directly in frout of Bunter, he barred
the fat Owl's way, and Bunter glared in
vain.

“Nothing at all!” howled Bunter.
“Tet me pass, will you? That beast
Coker will be up here in a tic 1

“What does that matter if you've got
nothing there ?” asked Bob,

“"Beast! I—I mean, lock here, old
chap, I'll whaek it out! Come along to
my study A

‘You'll whack out nothing 1” grinned
Bob. “Thank you for nothing.”

“1—1 mean—=-" -

Bob glanced over the banisters. Tar
below had a glimipze of a bullct
head. ” i .

“(Coker's coming up!” he remarked.

“0Oh erikey 1™

“You've just time to cut back to his
study with those chocs! Get a move
onl”

“ Beast |

“Buck up, you fat ass—or shall I lead
you there by your ear?”

“(Can't iﬂu mind your own bizney?"
howled the exasperated Owl “I
haven't got Coker's_choes, and it
don’t, matter to you if I havel I'm
willing to go halves, you beast! Not
that I've got them! It's my French
grammar I've got herel —I say,
there's Quelch

“\What " gasped Bob.

“0ld  Queleh!
Look 1"

“0Oh crikey ! gasped Bob Cherry.
Bunter, spparently, hoped to catch him
iwice with the same chaff

“There he i’_:ljlm behind you, old
chap. Look round "

Had Bob Cherry locked round no
doubt Billy Bunter would have vanished
into the Remove passage with his

lunder, But Bob did uwot look round!

le stepped to Bunter and grabbed him
by the callar.

“Get going | he said. “ You've not
much time before Coker comwes up, an
if he eatches you with those choes—""

“Beast 1” groaned Bunter. “Leggo!
I'm going 1”

“T'll come as far as Coker's study
wi‘t‘h ou " chu

you can't trust me, Bab
Cherry—"
“0Oh, my hat! Come on!"”

“Beast I"” roared Bunter.

But he came on, and they walked up
the Fifth Form passage together to
Coker's study.

At the door of that study Dunter
halted.

Bob, grinning, waited for him to

Eo 1.

But Billy Bunter was desperate now.
Instead of going in he made a sudden
J;llm at Bob, end thumped out with a
at fist.

The thump landed suddenly and vn-
expectedly on Bob’s waisteoat, and he
sat down in the passage with a bump.

Bunter flew on,

There was a back staircase at the end
of the Fifth Form passage. Billy
Bunter flew up that staircase, while Bob
sat on the floor, and gasped for bresth.

“YWhy, you—you—you fai, foozlin
[rog !” gasped Bob. “I—I-—l‘ll—g
He tottered to his feet as Coker of the
Fifth appearcd in the passage, comiug
along from the landing.

Coker stared at Bob Cherry,
quickened his pace.

“What arve you up to here!” he
demanded.  * Fags ain’t allowed in tlis
mmu?a! What are you hanging about
were for, Cherry 1"
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“Fathead |"” was Bob's answer, i

“] don't want any cheek,” =aid
Coker darkly, “I've a short way with
fags, when they're cheeky! I want to
know what you're hanging about my
study fort" -

“Idiot1"” said Bob.

“What are you deing here?” roared
Coker.

“Looking at & silly ass!”
Bob., o
Boh was there, as a malter of fact, to
save Coker's chogs from the grub-raider
of the Remove. = Coker, of course, did
not guess that! So far as Coker knew,
that box of chees was still ‘'where he
had left it, on the table in his study,
ready to be taken out in break.

Coker had no doubt that he had
caught a Remova fag larking in the
TFifth Form guarters; which was more
than enough to rouse the ire of llorace
Coker |

“(et going !
“1'll help you!l”

He lifted the largest foot
Greyfriars Fifrh.

Bob Cherry dodged.

Bunter had vaunished wp the back
staivease, into parts unknown. Bob had
intended to pursue him thither, and
make him disgorge his prey! But he
had to give up that idea now. Coker
was keeping® him too busy ! )

Coker's long leg shot out, and Beb
barely dodged. He cut down the Fifth
I'orm passage to the landing. Coker
cut after him, and his long leg shot out
agdin ]

Thud !

“ (Jovoooooh 17 Bob,
landed.

““Ha, ha, ha!” roared Coker. “ Huve
another 1” .

1lis foot shot out again! Dut this
time it did not land ! Bob side-stepped,
and Coker's kick missed him, and the
foot shot up into the air—Coker,
standing stork-like, on one leg!

With great presence of mind, Bob
Cherry grabbed the uplifted leg by the
ankle and jerked.

“Oh " gasped Coker.

He sat down suddenly ! He sat down
with a bump that almost shook the
furniture in lﬂe Fifth Form studies. He
roared.

Leaving him to roar, Bob Cherry cut
on, and disappeared. .

Coker staggered up, breathing fury,
and tottered as far as the Janding—
where he was rewarded by the sight of
a carly head disappearing far down the
staircase. c _

Coker glared after that disappearing
head, and gasped his way back to his
study, to get that box of chocolates for
which he had come up and for which
his friends, Potter and Greeme, were
waiting in happy anticipation !

But Polter and Greene’s happy antici-
pations were destined never to be
realised |
Coker did not find that box of choes
on his study table! He did not find
it anywhere! Those chocolates were
gone from his gaze like a beautiful
dream—and were never likely to be seen
ngnin—-not, at all events, without the
aid of X-rays!

answered

said Coker grimly.

in the

gasped as it

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
An Amazing Discovery !
(s QU voung rascal "
Billy Bunter jumped,
He was not merely startled !
He was amazed—astounded!

Ile fancied he must be imagining
things! For, really, it was dumb-
founding |

Bunter, for somie minutes, had been
enjoying life. He was seated ou the ald
oak floor of an ancicent passage, leaning
back ogainst an old oak door. He
would have preferred an armchair in
which to repose; but sitting anywhere
was better than standing, from the fat
Owl’s point of view; and at the present
moment Bunter's motto was ‘“‘safety

those chocolates had been
dizposed of, Bunter was auxious to
understudy the shy wviclet! Ile was
anxious to avoid Bob Cherry—still more
anxious to avoid Horace Coker !

But he was fairly safe, he considered,
in his present refuge.

From that back staircase near tle
Fifth Form passage, the fat Owl had
dodged away by several passages and
staireases, and reached the corridor that
led to the punishment-room.

This part of the building, bejing out of
bounds for all Greyfriars %eltmu,
scemed safe for a fellow who desired to
avoid the public eye! Nobody would
find him there by chance; and he hoped
that he had thrown Bob off the track.

The punishment-room was at the end
of that eorrider, its doorway facing it.
Sitting with his back fo that door, thete-
fore, Billy Bunter had a full view of the
whole length of the corridar—which
meant ample warning of the approach
of an enemy.

With Cnl{er's chocolate box open on
his knees, Bunter dealt with the con-
tents; and choe after choc dizappeared
on the downward path. Every now and
then he cast a watchful blink up the
corridor.

Behind him, of course, there was no
danger, as he was leaning on the door
of the punishment-room. That door was,
gs usual, locked; =nd that there was
anvone mr that room naturally never
occurged to Bunter. Oanly rarely, very
rarely, was a fellow locked in punny:
and then the fact was kmown to tho
whole school. That a master was locked
in there, the fat Owl was not likely to

o33,

So when he heard a voice from behind
him, Billy Bunter was, naturally, dumb-
founded.

He was still more uiterly dumb-
founded by the fact that it was a
familiar voice—ihat of his missing
Form-master, Mr. Quelch!

His fat hand, with a choeolate in it,
stopped half-way to his mouthl e
jumped, and blinked round at the door!
t scemed to him that it must be some

extraordinary faney! Queich «as
missing from the school—had been
missing for a day ‘and a night! He

could not have gone and left his voico
behind him—like the Cheshire Cat that
vanished leaving only his grin behind !
That, obviously, was impossible! Yet
Bunter, unless he was dreaming,
heard his familiar voice !

“You iniguitous young raszcal, open
this door at once1”

Billy Bunter blinked at the door.

He goggled st it, his eyes almost
bulging through his spectacles.

It was Queleh’s voice! It came [romn
tha other side of that deor! Quelch
was in punny ! .

*“Do you hear me?” came the voice
of Mr. Quelch. *“How dare you mnat
answer me, you—you—you rascall”

The man in the punislument-room,
evidently, had heard Bunter there,
through the door! Why he was ealling
him names, Bunter did not know. He
could not sea throngh solid oak, o he
couldn’t know that it was Bunter, and
couldn't know that he was® scofling
snaffled cliocolates.

It did not oceur to Bunter that the
Bemove master was taking him for
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% You will return to Greyfriars immediately, Gilbert, under Mr. Quelch’s care ! *’ said Sir Giles, in a quavering voice. ** You

— ‘31 won’t ! ** yelled Tracy desperately.

tomeone else. Mr. Qucleh, hearing a
sound in the corridor, naturally conclu-
ded that it was Tracy, as Tracy was the
only fellow likely to come there.

He was addressing Gilbert Tracy; his
words falling, however, upon the
astonished ears of Billy Bunter !

“Do you hear me?” thundered the
voice from the locked room. *Tracy,
you insolent young rascal—Tracy! Do
you hear?”

Bunter jumped.

“Oh crikey !” he gasped.

That ejaculation scemed to reach the
cars within. There was a startled
exclamation in the punishment-room.

“Who is that? Is unot that Tracy?
Who is there?”

“Oh crumbs!
Bunter.

“Who?"” roared

Me, sir!”

.‘_\ll, Queleh,

“Ae! Only me
“Tt is not Tracy?”
“Fh? Oh, no! AMc!” It did not

oecur to Bunter {o mention his name.
1Ie was not quick on the uptake!
“Will you tell me who you

are!

came a roar. Quelch’s temper had,
perhaps, suffered a little from his
1my nment.

' gasped the fat Owl
sir 1™
1'-:){{;1'\]

“Only me, sirl’
“Tracy ain't here
“Your name?”

master. . _
Bib-bib-Bunter, sir!" gasped

“(Oh!
the Owl of the Remove.

“PBunter! Oh! I might have guessed
as much, from your stupidity !”

“Oh, really, sir—"

“Buanter! Thank goodness yon are
there, stupid as you ave! Bunter, [
am locked in this room !"

“0Oh erikey! Are you really, sie?”
stutlered Buouder T sav, everybodv

yourself if anything happens to me !

thinks you've gone off somewhere, sir,
and not come back.”

“The key is not in the lock, I suppose,

Bunter 7”
Fh? Oh, no! Haven't you got it,
sir "
“You stupid boy, do won think T
should remain locked in here if I had
the key 77’

“0Oh! But—but
yourself in then, =

“What?”

“You couldn’t have locked yourself in
without the key, sir, could you?”

“You utterly stupid boy, I did not
lock myself int”

“Fh? The door's locked, sir.”” Bunter
turned the door-handle. “I ean’t open
it, sir! It must be locked.”

“1t was locked from the outside, you
ohtuse boy; it was locked by Tracy,
who has taken away the key.”

“0Oh crikey !”

“Bunter, go to the headmaster at
ounce, and tell Dr. Locke where I am!
I am very glad you came here, Bunter!
I zhall excuse you for having broken
bounds in coming here! Go to Dr.
Locke at onee, and tell him that I am
locked in here, and that Tracy has the
li(..\.l.')

“0Oh crumbs! Have vou been there
all the time, sir?” gasped the astonished

"-\'1‘

“Yes, yes! (o at once——"

“Ha, he, he!”

“ Are you laughing, Bunter?”
Alr. Quelch.

“0Oh, no, sic! T—TI was sneezing! 1
mean—he, he, he!”

“ Bunter, go to the headmaster im-
wediately, and inform him =

“Oh! Yes, sir! I say, did Tracy
loeke vou in, sie?”

“Yes, yves! (o at once!

how did vou lock
* gasped Bunter.

shricked

[,fl:-" 1o

“If you won’t have me here, I’ll jolly well clear off, and you-ean thank

Go to Dr. Locke this
Da

time, Buntey!
instant! Do not lose a moment!
you hear me?”

“Qh! Yes, sir

“Go! Hurry!”

“0h, all right, sir!”

Billy Bunter was grinning. now.
From his point of view, there scemed to
be something comic in a Form-master
being locked up in the punizhment-room
by a member of his Form ! But he sup-
pressed his fat chuckle! It was clear
that Quelch saw nothing comic in the
state of affairs!

Bunter had not finished the chocolates
yvet. He packed the remmnant into his
pockets, left the box on the floor, and
prepared to start. And, as he took the
first step, a figure appeared at the other
end of the corridor—coming along to
It was Gilbert

"

the punizhment-room !
Tracy !

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Two Of Them!

RACY gave a violeni starf, at the
sight of Billy Bunter.
Bunter grinned at him.
Tracy did not grin! His face
registered utter dismay !

I'vomn the punishment-room came a
sharp, barking voice:

“Are you gone. Bunter?
time, I tell you !

“T'mm going, sir!”

“Go at once!”

Bunter rolled dewn the corvidor
towards Tracy. He grinned as e
rolled, The expression on Gilbert's face
eutertained hin

Tracy breathed hard!

(Continued vo page 103
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JOLT THAT JARRED
FOURTH FORM JAPERS!

Temple’s Tail Between Legs

When Wibley's famous circus gave a show in
the gym on Tuesdsy evening, Temple and his pals

decided to put the kybosh on it.

Not by ro
the thought !
vefined for that. Tem
trained his followers in a meas

on a signal from him. Temple
calculated that this laugh, if Yepeated
at every moment when the show was
gu;in‘? a bit flat, would have a simply
p ing effect on the parformers |

A big crowd of Upper Fourth chaps
accordingly rolled up to the gym end
amused themeslves till the ecircus
started by passing remarks, accom-
panied by titterings, about the personal
appearance of the Remove chaps who
hay ed to be near them.

he Remove chaps in question nobly
forbore from wading in and wiping
up the floor with the humaorous Fourth
men.

A good deal of self-econtrol was
needed for this, A good deal more
was needed later on, when the show
began and Temple's wrecking tactics
showed themselves. But the :Remm.'e
men had it ! .

Headers who read our review of
Wibley’s Circus when It opened out
at Mr. Vernon-Smith’s country house
at the end of the summer vaec, will
wonder how many periods were suffi.
viently flat to give Temple an opening.
We can assure our friends that they
were few and far between. If any-
thing, tha show was even better than
on the first oecasion.

But no show, however good, can
be uniformly good from sturt to
finish, and there were naturally mo-
ments when things quietened down a
littlo. Every timme such an interval oc-
ourred, Temple's humorists gave vent
to rheir slow and solemn " Hah—hah—
hah 17

Put yourself in Wibley's place and
vou can imagine that he found it
irritating. The audience found it
irritating, too, and loud eries of
“Chuek it!"” end “Shut uap!"
grooted each outburst en the part of
the. Fourth. But Temple & Co.
varried on regardless, Temple rightly
judged that irritation on the part of
the audience helped his schome rather
than hindered it,

Fiverything seemed to be going
nicely for the wreckers, in fact. Then
somnothing went wrong,

Wingate stood up in his pluce in
the front row. He hed a peeuliar
smile on his rugged countenance,

* If I might butt in for & moment,”
he said, * 1 should like to congratu-
Inte Wibley on the most original and
entertaining school show I have ever
soen,”

Yelle af ** Hear, hear I and ** Good
old Wingate ! ¥ greeted this announce-
meht.

“The lion was great,” went on
Wingate. = The crocodils really re.
markable. The bears end the kon-
paroos were gotd enough to go on the
seveen. There 8 only oms criticism
I have to offer and that coneerns the
hyenas.”

Wibley, in the ring, looked puzzled.

“ Hyenaz, Wingate ? But we
haven't got any ! " he protested.

** The hyenas,” said Wingate, grave-
lv, *“are really spoiling the show and
my own idea is that you cught to get

rid of them. In any case, you

shouldn’t ullow them at large amongst |

-house methods, of course.
Fourth chaps wre far too

had & better plan.
ured pnd
lsugh, to be uttered in ehorus by the entire crowd

Perigh

He
mirthless

FIRST ELEVEN BRING
OFF DOUBLE-EVENT!

Latest Sports Shorts
By H. Vernon-Smith

There ia no Junior match to report
this week, but the Compulsory Practice
game, played on Wednesdoy, unex-
peetedly comes into the limelight for
a very special reason.

BUNTER, FOR THE FIRST TIME
IN LIVING MEMORY, SUCCEEDED

IN SCORING A
GOAL !

I have given this
remarkable event &

famgmph to itself and
think it deserves it.
I should like to make
it clear, oo, that there
was mo fluke about
it. Bunter kicked the
bell and it went into
the net: and Tom
Brown in goal didn’t
get within a foot of
i !

Bunter's detractors
say he was miles off-
gide. It is also argued
that Brown, seeing that
it camo from Bunter, fook
it for granted that the ball
would go mnowhere near the goal
and made no attempt to save it. I
am going to ignore these captious
eriticisms and award the Owl full
marks for scoring an undoubted goal.
Well done, Bunter !

The First Eleven played S8t. Jim’s
on Big Side last Ssturday, and brought
off the ** double event "' by winning an
exciting game by 3 goals to 2.

Both sides gave a splendid display
and the home team’s hrilliant com.
bination in attack made me wonder

the andience, Why not kick them
out ¥ "

* But where are they * Y demanded
Wibley.

For answer Wingato pointed straight
at Temple and the Upper Fourth
contingent !

Thers was a gasp—then & grin—
and then a roar! The audience rose
to it and yelled !

Temple and his pals, of course, did
not join in the yell. They seratehed
their chins and rubbed their nosss
reflectively and locked at ewch other
and blushed end coughed. Finally,
Temple glanced at his watch and re-
membered an appointment and de-

ted ; andd his followers [followed
im at the double! :

After that the show went with a
bang right to the finish.

1t is perhsps hardly necessary for
us to wdd that the Upper Fourth
“hyenas " have not been scon i
public =ines !

at times how on earth they managed
to lose to St. Jude's a fortnight ago
I have an idea that it will be some
time before they are defested again.
Next week, the Greyiriars Junior
Eleven pay a visit to Higheliffe. Both
teams will be keen fo preserve their
unbeaten record, and s ratiling good
game should result. 1 have no doubt
myself sbout our ability to beat
Courtney and his men, but T am told
thet the Higheliffians won both their
games against Redclyffe moro easily
than the soores of 3—2 and 1—0 would
suggest. We must certainly not make
the mistake of under-rating them !
Item :; The Third best the Second

Lo the tune of 7—1 and two black eyes
on the Fags® Sports Ground last weelk.
The Second are now going to make an
intensive effort to put on weight by
doubling their rations of herrings—
fried, of course, on the ends of pen-
holders at the Form-room fire !

QUELCH'S UNUSUAL
BEHAVIOUR!

A smile on Mr., Queleli’s [face
attracted & good many startled glances,
the other day.

Curious spectators noticed also that
there was on unusual spring in tho
Remove master’s walk.

Passing Mr. Prout on the stairs, he
omitted his customary frown and
remurked that it was & very fine day.
Mr, Prout was observed to hold on
dizzily to the baonisters for 8 moment
or two hefore resuming his journey.

Mr. Quelch entered his study.
Listeners outside heard the steady
tapping of his typowriter.

After it had stopped, Skinner
ventured to peep through the keyhole.
He stated, when he returned, that he
hod scen the extraordinary sight of
Mr. Quelch, waving & sheal of papers
aloft and deing & jiz round the study !

Nobody is likely to take Skinmer's
waord for that, of course. But, on the
other hand, the pews that hes just
reached us certainly lends support to it.

Afr. Queleh, it scems, has just com-
pleted the hundredth chapttr of his
monmental ** History of Grevirars! ™
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HARRY WHARTON’S
WEEKLY POW-WOW

I Lave been reading through all the hack
numbers of the * Greyfriars Herald" that
Fisher I'. Fish produced while I was away with
Msuleverar’s party in the South Beas, and I must

but hope

Form footer

others I couldl mention, T have not
vet been made keptin of the skool,
springs
yewman breast, and it will not be
long before my grate gifts receive their
long-over-dow rews

ou will be pleased to hear that T
scored three jolly fine goals in the
ame on Wednesday.
Unfortunately, Mr. Laseelles, who was
ref., disallowed the first because he

eternal in the| I am

is likely

me back.

in the term’s report.
Prout seems interested in is keep

when a chap genuinely forgets which
way he's supposed

to be kicking,
glad to say I am making

eggsollent progress in skool work this
term, although I don’t
moment that an old donkey like Prout

cct for a

to give me any credit for it
The only thing

But you can't keep a gu‘gﬁ

man down, as I told Potter and Greene

aly v many |said I was offside—an outrageous|yesterday., P. & G. quite agreed with
thanks for 1 didn't have | decision. He ruled out the second |me—or, at least, they wonld have
time, I'm ! #lo it miyaelf, | also en the paltry plea that I {hrew it| done so if their mouths hadn’t been
but Potter and# tell we it was | into the goal with my hands instead |so full of your eake that they couldn’t
sunply grate. === of the fact|of kicking it. The third was allowed, |speak !
that it was folf 7. they were | but I must konfess that 1 was o listle| Thanks, dear Aunt Judy, for alt
able to eat i feeling the | disappointed over this, as it turned | your kind wishes, I cortamnly hope
slilest bit ** sedd 't mind my | out to be inst my own side. to see you at hali-term. But don’t
jouk, Aunty. & Low my| I had compleiely forgotten that|bother to send thoso woollen chest-
sintillating wit{s vz to the | we'd changed ends wt haif-time, you |protectors, please. 1 haven’t sturted
surfiss 1) 3 see, Aunty ; and I really think they|on lust year's yet.

1 am s0rrv 0 . owing to the | ought to have special rules making it Your affeckshunate nophew,

jellusy of Wingee . Blundell and

count as a goal [or a chap’s own side

HORACE,

GREAT D AT PORTER'S LODGE!

Gosling Celebrates Birthday

fuid 7' Many  happy

: umptioth bis = | Gossy t"

veek and the g:: e It was quite a time before
a0 will go = the | be recoversd his Lalance

mnals of schoollee - . sufficiently to reply ** Thank
Long before @ = 'ee kindly, young gents 1’

winded old porle = e locked somewhat sus-

ingz the rising-b& - ¢ | picious when the felloWl

| started handing over their

I“’il!i.unG inge= relnrass

vera (ip-and =ity .

rz pleasant =s lor | presents, and his thanks for

. thom were delivered with a
Tom Brown we - - lo | tertain smount  of
ollect a4 no " y reserve, But he took
ar him, picked®— them all nght and
Wi gardh g carsied them  back
e way, nob 23 into  the lodge in
Jthers tied up fhe teiumph, leaving them
ley gifts jn el there to  be opencd
ter Todd his later in the morning,
i Tho only exveption
was Skiuner’s  gin
3 bottle, which he
niied & bottls ol apened at once,
ne rhiearastio - Claps  who peeped

houghtiully treferrc through the windows
0 @n empty tle. | saw him drawing the

* Ouch ! Grooogh! Wot

My g0 that the i 5
21t 7" he gurgled. ** Wou I

1 the bell-rope

diek Rake had B! tlie | cork and pouring out
Il felewnsecondde- L oopy | 0 quantity into  a
[ a hook entit H small glass. He thea
narcorue the Habyp! | vmptied the contents
irliers had selested - olly | of gluss into lis mouth
woughtinl presents The next moment, he |
Moyt startling @ wos | eame staggeriog ovub ol lus
ernor-Smith's g < ww | lodge, gasping and spluiter-
SReNSIVEe v | ing and pulling the wmest
mithy fixed | Trightiul faces.

]

|

|

inrize it. saya is ths ‘cro: Wol is
Gosling had ghe =0 it ? Ouch 12t
hia lite when B sa: W Skinuer winked at the

crowd and asked :
** What's what * "
*Thit “ere bottle as is

med, on emenEiE Lo
s lodoe, by th® Leoafy
eers wid e @S al

labelled * Gin '! ™ groaned
Gosling, ** Wot I says is
this 'ere: wob ia it * ™

** Something for tho relief
of that rhenmatism you're
always talkin’ about, old
bean!” was Skinner’'s cheery
retort. * Don’t you like the
taste of it 17
Wot I soys is
this ‘ere: 1've bin pisened,
by the feel on it | "' moaned
Gasling. ** T ersks agin : wot
is it I've drunk 1

* Spa wster, old sport, of

course ! ! Skinner suid in-
nocently. * Surely you
recognised the taste of
water 12

* Hy, ha, ha!? )

The crowd roared. Gos-
ling's failure {0 revoznise the
tuste of water struck them
as furny. But Gesling failed
o sce the funny side of it.

& glared and shook his fist
and said quite a lot of un-
kind things about Skinner.
Then he stamped off to tiug
thie rising-bell.

Rising-bell began on a
very unusiml note, for no

sooner had Goesling pulled
the bell-rope than a deafen-
ing explosion awoke the
echoes of Greyfriars,

Bmithy's rocket was a
signal of suceess. It knocked
Gosling all of & heap and
woke up the entire school
with o speed that the normal
clanging of the rising-bell had
never achisved. indows
opened and beads popped
out from bed-rooms all
round the quadrangle.

No better asdvertisement
for Gosling’s birthday could
have been imagined.

All through the day Gos-
ling had a continual stream
of visitors, many of whom
left behind useful souvenirs
m the shape of half-crowns
and other oddments.

Lord Mauleverer saw to
the birthday oake. He
ordered a real beauty [rom
Chunkley's aud, in the
ahsence of any sauthentic
information about Gosling’s
age, decorated it with 99
candles—which Gosling,
fortunately, was too mucddle-
headed to count,

Finally, as a special birth-
day treat, half the Lower
School  romained out  of
gates after locking-up time,
so us Lo give the old rascal
the pleasure of reporting
them for coming in late.

And, wonder of wonders,
Gossy didn't report a muu-
jack of them !

No doubt about it, chaps,
Closling's birthday was o
red-letter day—a day to be
long remembered.

1f he had a birthday every
day, we can quite imagine
the old fellow turning into
the most benign old perter
wou conld wish for!

say that my
a good fist ab it !
smaller features weare well u
and Fishy's editorials, with
phrassoclogy, have muliar charm of their own.
the funny thing

not o bit proud of the * Greyfriars Herald > that

io colleague made quite

The stories and news items gnd
to standard ;
it picturesque
Bat
t it is that TFishy himself is

f flourished under his editorship !

When I looked him up in Study No. 14
half an hour ago to congratulate him, his
hatchet face creased up into an ex.
pression of complete contempt.

“ If you recken that's my idea of 8
school noospaper, you got another guess
coming | " he snapped. * Hyer me
holler ! If I'd had my way, I'd have
scrapped everything and written the lat
myself ! Yes, sirea ! -

* But it's all good as it stands, you
aga | " I told him. ** It's bright, cheory
stuff, attractively written and presented.
You ought to be prond of it 1 "

“ Ber you ! " retorted Fishy. * I guess
you like it because it's done jest the way

ou wanted it., I didn’¢ have a free

d, see ¥ I’ll tell & man you'd have
scen a change or two if I'd yun the paper
like I wanted—jest a few ! Noos with
some gpice in it—that's what I'd have
given 'em ! Plenty of scandal an’ peeps
behind scenes, put out in neat, nifty,
zippy, snappy pars, the way they do it
in 1i'l ol' Noo York! Yes, siree ! "

And Fishy wouldn't budge sn inch !
He did concede thet he had done the
job well aecording to our poor, feeble
British standards, But nothing like sc
well as if he'd been allowed to turn il
into an entirely new * Groyfriars
Herald," modelled on the ** tabloid ™
news| of his native land !

Well, he is entitled to his opinion. I
still think be did the job well snd my
opinion is shared by the others who weve
in our South Seas expedition.

So I hereby move & vote of thanks te
Fisher T. F naz for keeping the flag flying
while we were away. Frank Nugent
would like to second it ; and I think our
innumerable readers all over the world
will wvery willingly support it. The
reaolution is carried unanimously !

Thanks a lot, Fishy |

I should be lacking in gratitude if T
omitted to add that I shall at ull times
welcome  contributions from Fish on
subjects suitoble for enr columus. But
seandal and get-rich-quick schemes are
barred !

Fishy cau obvioualy write: end he
has original ideas on most subjects our
readers are interested in, Ho should
prove an -attractivo addition to our
regular contributors, even if we have to
print footnote translations of LLe miore
obscure of hiz American phrases !

For the time being, he is too busily
engaged in trying to meke a fortune out
of his newly discoversd second-hand
books “ racket " to bother about literary
work. Dut something is bound to
happen to this scheme before loeng—
something always does happen with
TFishy’s schemes !'—and when it does, I
hope we shall hear from bim.
Meanwhile, of course, T shall sce that
the * Herald " maintains its reputation
as the world's greatest school newspaper
—evoen without Fisher T. ¥ish !

By the way, owing to the fact that
Dicky Nugent is suffering from writer’s
cramp, it is thought advisablo to mve
him & rest for a week or two—heuce
the absenee of a ** Dr. Birchemall ™ story

in this issue.
HARRY WHARTON.



(Continued from page 13.)

All was discovered now! Never for
a moment had he supposed that auy
fellow would wander in the direction of
the punishment-room, and lsarn that the
missing masier was there. No fellow
Lad any business there, and it was outb
of bounds, too; he could not imagine
why Bunter was there! But there was
PBunter—and all was known!

. “Yon [at fool 1” hissed Tracy. “What
did you come here for?”

“He, e, he!” .

“You burbling bloater—" hissed
Tracy.

“He, he, he! I say, you had a perve
to lock Queleh in’ punny ! grinned
Bunter. "I say, vou'll get it hot when
Lic gets out! He, he, he ™

Tracy’s eyes ghttered at him.

All his scheming was_disconcerted by
this unexpected happening.

Ho was coming to speak to the
prisoner  of  the  punishmeni-room
through the door; and by this time, he
had little doubt that Queleh would be
prepared to pass the required note for
Sir Giles Onkwood under the door! He
was ruthlessly determined to leave him
there. under lock and key, unless he did
—and until he did! But his scheme
was knocked sky-high now that Queleh's
whereabouts were known !

“YWhere are you going, Bunter?™
asked Tracy between his teeth.

“He, he, lie! Quelch told me to go
to the Head—"

“No need!” said Tracy.
the fey 1"

“Oh, all right! I say, look out-when
vou open the door!” grinned Bunter.
“Quelch is fearfully wild! He was
calling me names, thinking it was you!
He, he, hel I say, I'll open the door,
if you like—and you can kecp out of
sight for a bit, and give him time to
cool down! He, he, he!”

Tracy set his lips.

The game was up—if Bunter spread
the news! But Tracy was desperate.
'herc was a chance—still a chanee, if Le
could keep Bunter quietd There was
ouly one way of keeping Bunier quiet—
if he could contrive it! He was going
to try, at all events! 'The most des-
perate chance was betler than facing
Quelch in his wrath.

“Here's the key!” he said.

He took the long, iron key from an
inuer pocket, and handed it to the fat
Owl.

Bunter took the key, grinning, and
rolled back up the corridor to the deor
of the punishmént-room.

Tracy, with set lips, followed Lim.

“Js that you, Bunter?” came Mr.
Quelch's bark, as he heard the sound of
foolsfeps.

“Yes, sir|” answered Bunter.

“You stupid boy, why have yon nnt
gone to the Head? Go at once! If you
lose time, Bunter, I shall cane you!”

“Pve got the koy, eir!”

LU Wﬁﬁt’»

“ R gey—""
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“0Oh! That alters the case! You
have the key to this door? Has Tracy
given you the key?”

“Yes, sir! »

“Unlock
Bunter 1

“Yes, sir!”

Bunter jammed the key into the lock.
e grinned round at Gilbert before
turning it.

“1 sav, hadn’t you beiter cut?” he
whispered. “Quelch will grab you the
minute he gets out.”

“0Oh, get on with it 1” muttered Tracy.

“Well, vou're rather an ass!” said
Bunter. “1 jolly well advise you—"

“Shut up, you fat foold”

“Yauh!”

Bunter turned back the key., The
door was unlocked! He turned the
door-handle, and pushed open the door !

As he did so, Gilbert Tracy charged
Lim from behind, and sent him spinning
headlong into the punishment-room.

Crash!

Quelch was standing just inside, ready
to emerge when the door was opened.
But Quelch did not emerge! Bunter,
hurled headlong in, crashed into him,
and knocked him backwards.

The Remove master staggered back,
tfha astonished Owl stumbling over at his
eet!

Tracy, with lightning swiftness,
roached at the door-handle, and dragged
the door shut,

Slam!

The door slammed, and the key was
instantly turned again. Tracy gtood
panting !

He had succeeded !

Buiiter had discovered the imprisoned
Form-master | But he had not released
him! He had been locked in with him!

Quelch had not been looking for that!
Still less had Bunter! Both of them,
now, were on the wrong side of the
locked door!

Tracy, in the corridor, drew the key
from the lock. He was still master of
tlie situation.

Hardly a moment later, there was a
grab at the door-handle within. But it
came too late! The door was fast!

There was an exclamation, or rather
a roar, of wrath!

Mr. Quelch wrenched and wrenched
at the door! ¥e could hardly believe
{hat he was still locked in—that the cup
of freedom had beea dashed away, when
it was fairly at his lips! Crimson,
breathless, he wrenched, and wrenched.

Billy Bunter tottered to his feet—
iuside the punishment-room! He set his
spectacles straight on bis fat little noso
and blinked at his Form-master.

“0l erikey 1” ¢jaculated Bunter.

“Traecy 1" roured My, Quelcli.
“Tracy? Ara you there, Tracy?”

“ Hallo 1

“Have you locked this door again?”

“What do you think#”

“You—you—you young rascal—"

the door at once, then,

w“w

“Unlock this door at once!” shrieked
Ale. Queleh,

*“ Likely, isn’t it?”

“0Oh erikey!” gasped Bunter. “I—I
say, has—has that beast locked the door
again? Why, he's locked me in!”

“You stupid boy!” gasped Mr.
Quelch. “Why did you allow him to
do anvtiiing of the kind#”

“Oh lor' ! The beast pushed me from
beliind 1 gasped Bunter. *“He—he—he
sushed me in—oh lor' ! T eay, [—-I—T'm
iDCkcd in as well as you, sir! Oh
crumbs !

“Blockhead !” reared Mr. Quelch.
1le was too angry to measure his words.

“0h, really, sir—"

“Tracy ! Will you open (his door?®”
Queleh thumped “on  the oak  fairly

frantie with disappointment and rage.
“Tracy—you—you—"

“Got that note ready?” asked Gilbert
lhfou%h the keyhole.

i t?"

“If you've got that note ready for old
Giles, slip it under the door——"

“You insolent young knave—"

“gtill sticking it out?” asked Gilbert.
“ All right—take your own time ! You'va
got company now—l1 hope you'll enjoy
it. TI'll come along again after class!
Better have that note ready then, or
you're booked for another night of it.”

There was a dismayed howl from
Bunter,

“1 say, Tracy! Look here, you beast
—I mean, look here, old chap, you can't
leave me here. What about dinner ™

“You shouldn’t have butted in, old
fat rabbit ™

“1 can’t miss my dinner!” yelled
Bunter.

Gilbert chuckled.

“Looks to me as if you'll have to”
he apswered, “and tea as well—mnot to
mention supper and brekker——"

“0Oh crikey 17

“Are you shoving that note under
the door, Quelch?*

“What! Certainly not! Not in any
circumstan o

ances——
“All right, T'll wait! I'll keep this

up as long as you do!” answered
Gilbert. “ Anything more to say before
I go?™ -

“You iniquitous, insolent

young
rascal, the most sovere punishment -

“You can tell Bunter that! Tata!”

Gilbert Tracy walked away, with the
key in his t.

Mr. Quel gave one more frantie
\\'r(:m:h at the door-handle—and gave it
Lifr .

Gilbert's footsteps died away.

In the pimishment-room. Quelch
glared at Bunter and Bunter blinked at
Quelch! The Remove master was as
far from freedom as ever; and there
were mow two prisoners in the punish-
ment-room instead of one! Quelch had
company now—if that was any comfort
to himm. Probably it was not. Cer-
tainly it was no comfort to Billy Bunter.
Billy Bunter thought of dinner, and
groaned in énguiah of spirit!

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Another Mysterious Disappearance !

3 HARTON !”
“Yes, Wingate 7™
“Send Dunter

study 1”

to my

" Yes”

Wingate of the Sixth ‘was frowning;
most of the Remove ware grinning.
Third school was ending in the Remove
Yorm Room, and third school had not
been graced by the presence of William
George Bunter.

The Greyfriars captain had taken the
Form for that “school,” The amazing
absenco of Mr. Quelch—slill more
amazing the more it was prolonged—
left a Greyviriars Form without a
master, and changes had to be made in
the time-table. Monsieur Charpentier
had taken an extra turn, Larry Lascelles
had taken one, and Wingate of the
Sixth took a turn.

The afternoon, luckily, was a half-
holidsy, and no doubt the Head hoped
that something would be heard from
Afr. Queleh before the dawn of another
day. If mot, it was clear that some
definite arrangement would have to be
made; indeed, it was already rumoured
in the Remove that when Quelch did
turn up, it would be ta recsive the
“order of the boot.™



Several fellows had been a little late
for third school, Wingate being easier-
woing in such matters than Quelch.
But enly one fellow had stayed out, and
that fellow was the fat Owl of the
Remove. : .

Wingate was_irritaled, and he was
poing to warn Bunter by means of the
ash that he could not play the goat like
this, simply be the Ferm was for
the moment minus a Form-master. He
was a good-natured fellow, and had
averloocked some unpunctuality; but he
could not overlosk this. Hence his
order to the head boy of the Remove
to send Bunter to his study.

“The [at chump!” =said Harry, as he
went out with Lis friends. *“He
couldn’t cut a whole class, even with
Mossoo! Bother him! Anybody kmow
where I is®”

“If his postal order’s come, he's in
{lie tuckshop ! grinned Nugent.

"No need to leok in the tuckshop,
then i remarked Bob Cherry.  “But
1I'm blessed if I understand Bunter's
game! He must know that he can’t get
by with this!”

“Seen Bunter, anyboly?” called out
1farry Wharton, after a walk round the
qitad, a glanece nto the Rag, and a visit
to the studies.

Nohody seomed to have secn Bunter.

‘All the Remove were wondering at
his nerve in cuiting a class. As a
matier of preference, Billy Bunter
woulid have cut every class every day
as regnlarly as elockwork! Scheol on
thuse. lines would bave seemed a very
i*;hrrﬁant place indeed to William Georgo
Suiter. And really it required a lot
of nerve—and Bunter was not famous
for nerve., No one, so far, doubted
that he had stayed out of his own

aveard.

““Well, this beats it!” exclaimed
Wharton. “Has that fat chump dis-
appeared like Quelch, or what? Who
saw him in break, if anybody did?”

“I did,” answered Boh. “Last I saw
of lLim, he was cutting up the Fifth
Iorin passage with Coker's choes
_"Well, he can't be still scoffing choes !
*oker ma.{ have seen something of him,
though. 1'1l ask Coker!”

('oker of the Fifth was in the quad.
He frowned at the juniors as they came
over to him. He had not, it appeared,
forgotten sitting down so suddenly in
the Fifth Form passage with the
a=sistance of Bob Cherry.

*Seen anything of Bunter, of our
Farm, Coker ™ asked 1larry.

“I'm going to!” grunted Coker.
“Somebody’s snaffled a box of chocs
from my study! 1 fancy I can guess
who it was!?

“You didn’t get after him

“Nel I haven't seen him—yet!"”
(nkor's accent on the last word indi-
vited that something unpleasant would
Luppen to Dunter when L did sce him.

Nathing was to be learned from
Ouker. 'The Famous Vive carried their
tneitivies  forther  afield. It was
Wharton's task to find the fat junmier,
bt lis comrades kindly lent him their
wiil,

They rooted in passdges and studies,
amd ashed every fellow they met. But
Nunter was not fo ba rooted out;
neithier had any fellow aay infermation
to mive.

It was growing more and more
puzzling, 'The disappearance of Mr.
Quelch had been a startling mystery,
sl it really seemed impossible that a
member of Queleh’s Form had dis-
appeared like his Form-master! Dis-
appearing was 2ot catching, like
ieasles !

Nevertheless, Dunler was nou to be
fuund,

EVERY SATURDAY

After a quarter of an hour, Harry
Wharton gave it up and went to Win-
gate to report that he could mot find
Buuter,

The Gr?'f.n'nm captain stared at him.

“What do you mean, you young assi*
he demanded. “I suppose Bunter's in
the school, i=n’t he?®

“If he is, I can't find Lim.”

“By gum! If he’s gone out of gates
—he wouldn't have the check! All
right—send him aleng when you sce
him 1

It was left at ihat, and Harry
Wihartoy dismissed Bunter fram lIns
miud. But he remembered him when
the dinuer-bell rang and the Greyfriars
fellows came in te dinner.

For Billy Buuler did net come in
with tha rest!

Queich genetally sat at the head of
the Remove table at dinner. His place
was taken now by a prefect—Walker of
the Sixth. Walker did not even notice
that Bunier was not there, but all the
Remove, of course, did, and there was
a buzz of surprise along the table.

That Bunter would willingly, and
of hiis own accord, miss a weal was not
only unlikely—it was really impossible !
1f Bunter cut tifin, something had
happened to Bunter!

“Less chatter there!” said Walker.

“Bunter hasn’t come in, Walker!”
said Harry.

“Hasn't he? Then lLie ¢an miss his
dinner 1" eaid Walker. **Not so much
chatter, do you heari”

After dinner, Harry went up to the
high table, where the prefects sat, to
speak to Wingate. Amazing as it was,
it was clear that Bunter was missing,
and the matter could not be carelessly
dismissed.

“Can I speak
asked Hayry.

“What is it7"

“PBunter hasn't come in to auner!
He can't be found anywhere in the
echool. I thonght you'd better know !”

“0Oh gad!” said Wingate blankly.
“All right! What the dickens does
t!uehyoung ass think he’s up to? All
right |?

The Remove went out of Mall—dis
eussinzg Bunler Bunter had now re-
placed Quelch as o topie. A good many
fellows started looking for Buntei—in
all soris of likely and unlikely places
But the only result was to demonsirate,
heyond doubt, that Bunter was net to
Le found.

" Soems to be catching I grinned the
Dounder. “First Quelch—now Bunter!”

“It beats Banagher!” said Bob
Cherry, “He can’t have gone out—
Gosling would have scéu him!”

“ Mo wouldn't let Gosling sce him if
e was going out in bLreak, as fellows
aren’t allowed out of gates iu break !”
said Tracy. “More likely to drop over
the wall of the Cloisters "

“But why should he?”

“Blossed if I know—bhut it looks as
if he has ! said Tracy blandly. " Ie's
certainly not in the school 1

“Well, lie's wide enaugh to be seen,
if he was!” said Bob. * But a

It was really a mystery.

Bunter might possibly have gone ont
when he eut third schoel, but if e had,
there was no reason why he should not
have returned. Certainly lie wanlil
have turned up for dinner had he not
been prevented. But what could have
prevented him? Had an acvident Lap-
pened to Quelely, aud another accident
1o Bunter 7 Accidents, of course, might,
and did, happen; but really, they did
not keep on happening like that.

Whatever e explaunation, Billy
Runter had disappeared, and he stayed
dizappeared |

to you, Wingate?”

i7

THE THIRTEENTH CHAFTER.
Just Like Bunter!

& H lor1”
O “Be quiet,
“Yes, sir t

% Be silenb 1

“1I'm hungry |” groaned Bunter.

Mr. Queleh gave an angry snort. Ile
had been hungry for about tweuty-four
hours, but he was bearing it with jron
patience and fortitude. But palivice
and fortitnde were not strongly de-
veloped in the Owl of the Remove, =~

Mr. Queleh was pacing the punish.
ment-room. DBunter was sitting on the
hed-tead. Both of them had lieard the
dinner-bell, faint and far in the
distance. They had heard it, wilh duep
feelings | '

Bunter's company did not seem much
cousolation to the imprisoned Form-
waster. If he looked at Bunier, he
fropned; if he spoke to him, he snapped.
ludecd, he could have found satisfaction
in boxing Bunter's fat ears.

His hopes had been raised) only to
be dashogc to the ground. Bunter, by
sheer and happy chance, had found him,
only Lo allow ':gust iniquitous, malicious,
unspeakable young rascal Tracy fo
tumble him headlong in and tura the
key on him. Bunter really was not very
much to blame, Tracy’s action having
leen so vory sudden and unexpected;
but if the fat Owl had had his wits about
Liim -all might have been so different.

Now there were two. prisoners instoad
of one in punny. That was the ouly
difference Bunter’s arrival on the scene
had made. And Billy Bunter's moans
and groaus were not music to Quelch's
irritated ears,

Bunter !"
Ph crikey "

“I'm _awiully hungry!” repeated
Bunter dismally.
“Do you think that I am not

lungry 1" snapped Mr, Quelch.
"?‘m kil-kik-cold 1"

“Do you think that T am not cold 1"

Billy Bunter snorted. Quelch might
Le hungry, and Quelch might be cold;
but these were matters of small moment,
Bunter was hungry, and Bunter was
cold; that was important, If Quelch did
not realise that, Buuter did—ouly too
clearly. X

It was undoubtedly very cold in the

unishment-room, There would have

n u fire for the intended pceupant;
but as no prepatations had, of course,
been made, there was wo five for the
present oecupauts.

Quelch kept himself warm by endless
nntiring pacing.  Perhaps his temper
lelped te keep him warm also; for
there was no doubt that that, at least,
was at a white heat,

Bunter sat on  the bedstead and
shivered. IIe had missed dinper. He
was going to miss tea. Indeed, unless
that awful beast Tracy let him out, he
scemed to be booked to miss all his
nm?ls, one after another, world without
[ShR]4 9

There had been at first a spol of silver
lining to the cloud—Coker's chiocs in his
pockets,  But they had not lasted
Bunter long, The last choc was long
gone, and Buuter was feariully huugry
and very cold.

“I—I say, sir!” moaned DBunter.

“Well 77 came a snap.

“It's awfully kik-kik-cold 1”

*You have already made that remark,
Bunter, more than twenly  times,
Kindly do not make it again.”

“ But—but if we had a five, sir—"

“There iz no fuel here. Are vou s=o
stupid as to suppose that I shonld not
liave lighted a fire if there was fuel
available 7"

“What about the chair, sir?”
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“What?”
“ And—and the table 1
“You will not be allowed to destroy

the school property, Buutler.”

“0h lor 1”

Bunler  groaned, Quelch  paced,
Bunter’s thonghts were concentrated

wholly on food and fire; Quelch’s were
fixed chiefly on Tracy.

He was not going to yield. e could
not and would not yield to the insolent
demands of a_rebellious whao had
trapped lim like this, and dared to
make terms with him through a locked
door. But— i k

That *but " was growing bigger and
bigger, It was plain now that Tracy
was ruthlessly determnined; that he did
not, indeed, dare to let his Form-master
ot unless he was clear of the school
when he emerged. This could not go on
indefinitely.

Mr. Quelch did not share in the least
Billy Bunter's whole-hearted devotian to
foodstuffs.  But he was awfully, fear-
f u!éy hungry, and growing more awfully
and fearfully hungry with every passiug
hour. Thirst did net trouble him; there
was n sink and a tap in the corner of
the room. But the cmgﬂness of the in-
terior Quelch seemed abysmal. He had
never known what it was like to be so
bhungry before. This could not go on.

Yet to yvield—to write the note that
Tracy demanded, to allow him to leave
the school and relurn home—that was
impos=ible’! He could not and he would
not. On the ether lLiand, how was this
to end?

YOk lor' 1" groaned Bunter, after ten
minytes of silence. His teeth were
chattering.

“Walk about, Bunter " snapped Mr.
Quelel,  “Motion will keep you warm.
Do not be =5 lazz | Do not be so slack!
Do not be so foolish—so senseless !

“Oh dear!"”

Billy Bunler dragged himself to his
feet, and walked about. He walked
about for nearly (wo minutes, then he
sut an the bed again and groaned.

“0Oh dear! I'm hungry !”

“Be silent !”

“T'm cold 7

i IIBJ‘ !!I

It had been bad coough when Quelch
was alone.  Really it was worse with
Banter. Solitude was unpleasant, bhut
there were things mare unpleasant than
solitude, and Billy Bunter's company
wae one of them,

“T—I =ay, sir—"

“Well 27

“I'm freczing 1™ said Bunter
pathetieally.
“That is an absurd exagreration,

Bunter ! shapped Mr. Quelel.  “You
certainly are not freezing, Far from it,
But——"" Mr. Quelch paused, Bunter,
it was only too plain, was very eold,
even if lha was not freezing, as he
declared. “But—upon  the whaole,
Bunter, yon may uvse the chair to light
a fire. 1f you wish,”

“Oh, all right, sie!™

Bunter rose quite Lriskly from the
Lisdstead.

There was only one chair in the
punishment-reom—a  wooden  Windsor
chair. Bunter took it by the back and
banged ib on the foor till the legs came
off, Then he bauged the back off,

“May I use the hooks, sir 7" he asked.

There were a pumber of volumes on
n shell—volumes of an  improving
nalure, which no fellow was likely to
read unless as u last resource to kill
wreatry time,

“The books? Cerlainly not!” rapped
M. Quelch.

“How am I to get the fire guing,
sir
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Bunert from the
master.

“You may use one of the books,
Bunter.”

“Qh, thavk you, sir!”

Mr. Quelch paced and paced and
raced, taking® no further notice of

unter,

Bunter was glad to bhe taken no
further notice of. He helped himself to
more than one book from the bookshelf,
He tore out leaves in Handfuls, and
erammed them in bunches inte the wide,
old-fushioned grate. He struck a match
and set them alight.

There was a cﬁeo.rful and comforting
flare in the fireplace.

With a furtive eve on Quelch, Bunter
wrenclied book after book into frag-
ments, and jammed them in. He added
the fragments of the Windsor chair.

A glow of warmth spread through the
chilly stmosphere of the punishment-
room.

It was grateful and comforting to Mr.,
Queleh as well as Bunter, and he was
rather glad that he had given Bunter
perwiission to destroy the school pro-
purty to that extent.

The wood was rather slow in catch-
ing, but the torn-up books caught fast
cuough—indeed, a little too fast. Bunter
stacked them in, and they flamed and
blazed and roared, and a regular torrent
of flame went soaring up the old
chimney. J

Billy Bunter retreated from the blaze
with & crimson face.

-~ v . .
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TFragments of ancient eoot fell into
the fire, and frem the interior of the
old chimney came a deep, sullen boom.
More and more soot fell in smouldering .
clinnks into the fire, scatiering sparks.

“You stupid boy!” exclaimed Mr.
Quelch, “What have you done 2"

“J—I've lighted the—the fire, sir—"

“You have set the chimucy on fire!"
roared Mr. Quelch.

“0Oh crikey I )

“How can you be so stupid, Bunter?
It is dangerous to sct a chimoey ou
fire, cspecially an old chimney like that.
Yuch  etupidity!  Such obtusencss!
I'pon my word !” o

Billy Bunter zrunted. Queleh might
worry about a chimmey on fire; Billy
Bunter was not going to worry. Blow
the chimney—that was Bunter’s idea!
He was gelting wann now, at any
rate.

Waiting until Mr. Quelech’s back was
turned, he jammed the rest of the wood
into the grate, end followed it up with
anotier x

The chimpey fairly hoomed !

Smguldering svot fell into the grate
thicker and faster. The atinosphere
hecanie sooty and smoky. Quelch suffed
and sported with annoyance, Bunter
did pot care. He was as hungry as ever
~—hut, at least, he was warn!

“I—1—I say, sir—"

wk “‘(.ll?ll

“M-m-mav I break up the table ?”

“You may not, Bunter.”

“ Beast ! breathed Bunter, under his
breath.

He sqmatted befnre the fire, to make
the most of it while it lasted; and Mr.

Queleh sniffed and snorted and- paced.
And the chimney, rather like & volcano
now in its ancient interior, boomed
and roared and scut endless showers of
sparks skyward.

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
Unexpected !
remarked Bob

i OME  ass—"
Cherry,
Bl “‘l“t_,"‘

“(Chimney on fire!™

“Cioing strong, top!”
Johnny Bull.

“The smokefolness and sparkfulness
are truly terrific I said Hurree Jamset
Ram Singh.

The Famous Five were not the ouly
fellows who noticed the chimney on fire;
dozens of other fellows were staring up
at it

It was a bright but cold October
afternoon. Inuumerable fires burned in
innumerable grates all over Greyiria
and smoke aseended from many old re
chimneys; but from only one chimney
came such a thick, black volume of
smoke, accompanied by streaming
sparks. That chimney, evidently, was
on fire.

“Not in the Remove,” =aid Iarry
Wharton. *“ Nowhere near the Ruwove
studies.” '

“Nowhere near any of the studies,”™
said Frank Nugent.  *“Must be in &
bed-room, or a box-room——"

“Who'd light & fire in a box-room?”

“Some ass!” said Bab. “That chun-
ney’s right at the top of the building.
"Tain't a bed-room.™

“Or a box-room, cithier,”” zaid Johnny
Bull. * Some fathead las lighted a five
in one of the old attics aud set the
chimney alight.”

Quite o crowd gathered Lo walch the
smoking chimney.

Mr. Prout, rolling majestically across
the quad, came to a halt, tu stare up
and gruut.

“What carcless boy has done this?™
he demanded.

Nobody answered Prout, as nobody
knew. Prout grunted agsin. Chimneys
on fire were dangerous, and the matter
had to be looked into. DProut person-
ally was not anxious o mount innuner-
able stairs to look into it

“By gum!” exclaimed the Bounder

remarked

suddenly. *That’s jolly odd!” Sinithy
was staring blankly at the smoky
chimney.

*What's odd about it. Smithy ?"” asked
Bob. “Chimueys hsve caught fire
before now.”

“Not that one,” said the Hounder.
That's the chimney of the punisl-
moent-room. "’

“* What "

“By gum, so it is!" exclaimed

“But that room's

Harry Wharton.
How could any-

always kept locked.

l}od.\ ‘rl
“Goodness knows! But somebody
has,” said the Bounder. “There's a

that’s the chimpey.”

fire in punny now : :
* excluimed

“Cau that ass Buoter
Harry Wharten.

Billy Bunter was il in a disap-
peared state, aud all the Remove
wondering what bad become of him.

“Why should he?” asked Nugent.

“Well, somebody’s in punny, thal’s

cortain!” answered the captain of the
Remove., “Aud Dunter must be some-
whers 17

“Upon my word 1" beomed Pront.
“T helieve—] am almost sure that that

is the chimpey of the punishment-
room! Home boy must have taken
the key »e




Harry Wharton & Co. siarted fbr the
House,

From ile emcky, flaring state of the
chiimey it was evident that somebody
was in the punishment-room—somebody
who was ass epough to sct the chimuey
alight when he lighted a fire.  Billy
Buuter was ass enough for that—or for
anyiliing else—and Bunter was not to be
found. Why the fat Owl should have
goue there and stayed there was a
mystervy—but really 1t looked as if he
had. Somebody, at all events, was
there !

* Anything up?™ asked Gilbert Tracy,
as the Fameous Five passed him going
iito the Housze. Tracy was lounging at
the di_lU!'\\'I'l"'.

“Chiminey  on fire,” answered Bab,
gnd the juniors ren up the stairs,

Tracy shrugged his shoulders; he was
not interested, though doubtless he
would liave been had lie huown which
particular chimney it was.

Harry Wharton & Co. cnt on.
yeached the corrider that led to
punishment-room and cut along it.

The door at the end was closed.

Harey Wharton reached it and turned
the handle, but the door was locked.

It was ceriain, however, that some-

Thew
the

one was there, or the chimney could
pot have been alight. It was impessible
to pucss why auvone should have

locked himself in that uwnpopular apart-
ment, bubt 1t appeared that someone
had Joune so.

Wharten rapped en the door,

“Are you there, vou blithering
idiot 77 Lie shouted. **Is this where yan
have been parking yourself all this
time, vou howling fathead

“Wharion !?

1t was a bark from the punishment-
o,

1larry Wharton fairly staggered.,
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With the cluiching hand close behind him, Gilbert Traey erouched on the bottom stair. Crash ! Unable to stop himself
in time, Mr. Quelch stumbled headlong over the new hoy.

He had surmised that Buonler might

be there. He had never dreamed that
Quelch might be there; he had not
thought of Quelch at all. But it was

Mr. Quelch’s voice that apswered him.

“What — who — what " stuitercd
Wharton.

“Is that you, Wharioni"”

“Eh? Oh, ves!”

“Js—is—is that Quelch?” stuitered
Bab Cherry. “That—that—that was
Quik-Quik-Quelch’s voice "7

“The esteemed and absurd Quelch!”
gasped Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

“Quelch ! zaid Johuny Bull, hike a
fellow in a dreaun

“What the thump is Quelch dJoing
there?” gasped Nugent.

“Wharton ! came the bark.

“Here, sir!” gasped ITarry. “Is—is

is that vou, =sir? 1—I 1 fancied it
aright he Bunter there——"

“PBunter iz here also, Wharlon.”

“1 say, you fellows, get ihat
opent !” came a fat squeak. “I
I'm fearfully hungry—stavving—"

*“Bilence, Bunter!”

“(h, really, sic )

“Be silent! Wharton !”

“Yes, sir?” gasped Harry.

“Tind Tracy at oncc &

“Put-Tut-Teacy—~

“Tracy has the key of this rocm. Tle
lovked e in here yesterday mornims™

Ol crumbs 1?

* Bunter found e and
iniquitous boy pushed him i
locked the door ou him——"

“1 say, you fellows :

“Be silent, Buuter! Wharton, 1 om
very thankful that you have found me
here ! Did Tracy tell you, or what -

“Oh, no!’ gasped Horry, “We saw
the chimney on fire, sir, aud came up,
I—I thought it night be that ass—I
iscan Bunter L

door
say,

T

]

ihe
awd

liere,

9

** Qooooh ! *” he gasped.

“(h, really, Wharton—"

*The chimney on fire ! repeated AMr,
Queleh, "Upon my word! Was that
wiiat drew your attention to this room,
Wharton 1

*Yes, sie.”

“1t is very fortunate, ilien, that
Bunter lighted the fire and was so siupid
as to cause the chimney to catch, You
did not know that Tracy—"

“Oh, no! Did he—did he really?”
gasped Wharton. “Have you—have you
really been in there since yesterday
wmorning, sir? Oh crumbs!”

“1 have, Wharton! Yind Tracy at
onee and take the key from Lin——"

*Oh, eertainly 1*

“Come back here and release me as
speedily as you possibly can, Wharton!
Do not loze a moment !’

“Yes, sir!” gasped Harry.

“1 say, you fellows, buck «p! I'mn
siarving——"
“Silence, Banter! Iurry. pleas,

Take the key at once from
boy awmd return here

Wharton |
that wretched
imstantly 17

“Im off, sir!”

Utterly amazed as he was by that as-
tounding discovery, the caplain of the
Rewove logt no time, e went down
the corridor again as if e were on the
cinder path, his chus at hiz heels.

In the punishment-room Mr. Queleh
rubbed his chilly hands, with
smuile. He was thinking of Twacy—and
a cane! Billy Bunter amiled, too; le
was thinking of dimjer |

Gilbert's extraordinary game was up
now, with a vengeauce; 1t was only a
matter of minutes now before the
prisoners of the punishment-room woro
releascd—and there was going to he
dinner for Bunter, and sowething much
less agrecable for Tracy.

Tue Macser Lisnary.—XNo. 1,60L
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THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
The Going Of Gilbert !

L RACY!” gasped
Wharton,

Gilbert glanced round.

He had gone out into the
quad, when the Famous Five came
racing down the stairs to look for him.

They spotted him, and cut after him.
“(Give me the key !" panted Harry.
“The what?” *

Harry

“The key of the punishment-room !

gaid Harry breathlessly.
Gilbert caught his breath.

Quite unaware of tho discovery that’
the juniors had made, that sudden

demand took him completel
prise. He stared blankly at
of the Removg.

“What do you mean?” he gasped. “I
don't know anything about the key of
the punishment-room! What—"

“Hand it over at once!"” said Harry.
“Quelch has sent me for it !" :

“Queclch I gasped Tracy.

“Yes, hand it over, I tell you!”

Gilbert stood as if transfixed, staring.

Bob Cherry burst into s chuckle.

“Cough it up, old bean,” he said.
“We know where Quelch is now | We've
just been up to punny—"

“You — you ye " gtuttered

by sur-
o captain

ilbert. ) ;

“It's the chimney that's on fire["” ex-
plained Bob.

" Oh l"

“Hand over the key at once, Tracy !”
exclaimed Harry Wharton impatiently.

Gilbert set his teeth | He realised that
the gamoe was up now! Bunter had
founﬁ the missing master, and he had
dealt with Bunter, but he had no chance
of dealing with the Famous Five in that
way! His whole scheme had come down
about his cars, like & house of cards!
His face whitcned with rage and dis-
appointment.

“Yan meddling rotters !™ he breathed.

t(zive me that key!” snapped Harry.
“You must have been mad to play a
rame like this, Tracy! Give me the
kev I”

“T won't !" snarled Gilbert.

“You will!” retorted the eaptain of
the Remove, and he grabbed at Tracy.

Gilbert jumped back, dodged, and cut
across the.quad! The game was up, and
the prospect of facing Quelch when he
came out, was terrifying! Gilbert’s one
idea, at the moment, was to gain n
respite, at least, by throwing away the
key—if e could !

Bt he was given no chiance of that!

Harry Wharton was after him like a
shot,

T'raey ran like a deer for the Cloistors,
awith the captain of the Remove at his
heels. He put on a desperate burst of
speed and jumped at the old ivied wall
at the end of the ancient Cloister.

But before he could pull himself up,
Wharton was grasping at his legs!

“Come down, you dummy !" panted
Hariy.

“Let go!” yelled Gilbert.

He kicked savagely.

But Bob Cherry had hold of him in
another moment ! With a junior hauling
at each leg, Tracy sirove in vain to
drag himself over the wall. He struggled
and kicked, but the pull on his legs was
too much for him, and he eame sliding
Ea.d\', and bumped on the old stone

ags.

“Now give me that key, you fool!”
panted Harry.

“Haong you!
Gilbert.

“1'1l iake it, then!”

“*¥ou rotter! You

“Oh, shut up '™
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won't|”  gasped

"
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Gilbert hit out fiercely, but there was
no help for him. The Famous Five
“'mapc him, and leld him, while

harton dragged the key from his
pocket.

As soon as he had it, the captain of
the Remove cut back to the House at
a run—leaving Tracy sprawling and
spluttering. ~

t He sat up, gasping for breath,

“Oh, you rotters! You——"

“ ¥ou howling ass I said Bob Cherry.
“Did you think you could keep Quelch
parked in puuny for ever? Are you off
your dot?”

“Hang you!” :

“DBy gum! T don't envy you, when
Quelch gets going!” said Johnny Bull.
“You'll be sacked for this!”

“The sackfulness will be terrifie.”

“That's what he wants!” grinned
Boh. “I fancy Quelch will let him have
what he wants this time ! Come on, you

And the Co. followed Wharton,
leaving Gilbert to his ewn devices,

Tracy tottered to his feet.

He leaned on one of the old stone
pillars, panting for breath. His brain
was in a whirl at this sudden catas-
trophe. He panted, and panted, and
tried to think it out.

In a few minutes now, Queleh would
be out of the punishmentroom. He
would eome out rather like a tiger from
What was going to happen to

Aellows !

Evidently he was not going to get
that note from Quelch, to take home to
old Sir Giles! Another “day—even a
few ‘more lours—and he might have
heen successful, he beliaved so. at least.
But that chance had vanished—eand he
was left to face Queleh’s accumulated
wrath !

If Queleh had written that note, dis-
¢laiming all further responsibility for
him, he could have taken the trein home
—and stayed there! But as the maiter
stood, if he went home, he would be
running away from school, and he would
be sent back again!

Bob  Cherry fancied that Quelch
would lct him have what he wanted—
that it would be the “sack "—after what
had happened. But Gilbert did not
helieve so for a moment | He knew that
it would not be so! He would not be
sent away from the school—he would
have to take his turn in the punishment-
room—probably with a tremendous
whopping to start with! He was not
going to fece that if he could help it!

Aftor all, his Uncle Giles was weak
and indulgent—there was a chance that
old Giles would stand by him, especially
if he got home first, and told his story !
That was, as he very quickly realised,
his only chanee now—the only chance
he had left limself! The alternative
was to face Queleh when he came out
of punny. i .

Gilbert was not long in making up
Liis mind ! .

The Famous Five had left him, no
longer concerned with him, but it would
not be long before he was looked for!
1f he was going, he had no time to lose !

He turned to the wall, clambered over
it, and dropped outside! It was a cold
day, but he did not think of going back
to the House for his overcoat! He was
not likely to be allowed to leave the
House again, if he entered it! Just as
lie was, he went !

Tmmediately he had dropped from the
wall, e started at & run. He kept on
the trot, by the road over Courtfield
Common.

Then luck came his way. as the motor-
bus came roaring a'~mr f-om Redclyffe.
He jumped == ° was carried
rapidly o=

By that time, he had no doubt, he was
hei.mﬁl loocked for sll over Greyfriars.
But he was safe away from Greyfriars

nOW.

He left tho motor-bus at the station,
walked in and took his ticket, and went
on the platform. i

He had ten minutes to wait for a
train, and they were long and anxicus
minutes. Every moment he dreaded to
see 8 Greyfriars master or prefect come
along the platform, looking for him.

They would guess—Quelch at least
would guess—what he had done, and
he had no doubt that he would- be
pursued.

But if pursuit was on the track, it had
not yet reached Courtfielid. The train
came in, and he took his seat—and
breathed more freely when it rolled on
again, out of the station.

He had escaped, at all evenis! And
he was going to reach Oakwood Plaee,
long before Quelch could do so. Even
if Quelch followed Lim by the next train,
he would be an hour behind him! He
would have ample time to “tell the
tale " to old Giles—perhaps to get him
on his side: anyhow, he would give his
version, before Queleh could put in a
word, and getting the first hearing
mlght mean eve ing to him.

Gilbert did not feel sure—but he felt
hopeful as the train rusthed on, bearing
him farther and farther away from the
school he hoped never to see again!

——

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.
Bolted !
" I SAY, vou fellows !

Bunter was full of it.

He was also full of dianer.

Bunter, as soon as he was out
of the punishment-room, had made what
Fisher T. Fish called a bee-line, for the
foodstufls.

Foodstuffs lLiad been provided, and
Bunter had encircled them, in large
quantities. He was still encircling them.
though now his cfforts were slackening
a little, and he was able to speak.

A crowd of fellows were in the hall,
watching his remarkable gastromomic
performance, and listening to his tale
of woe.

Greyfriars Schoosl was buzzing from
end to end with the startling story.

The mystery of Quelch’s disappear-
ance had been cleared up—in the most
amazing and unexpected manmer !

Fellows could hardly believe that he
had been in the school all the time—
locked up in punny.

But he had; amazing as it was, he
had! And lLe miglht have been there
still, but for the fat Owl of the Remove.

Nobody had given a thought to the

unishment-room.  Naturally, nobody

ad dreamed for a moment that the

missing master might be there. Ouly
the chimmey on fire had drawn attention
to it; but for that. Queleh would siill
have been under lock and key.

How long Tracy had intended to keep
Lim there, whether Le had ever intended
to let him out at all, were thrilling ques-
tions, and a crowd of fellows looked for
Tracy to ask him about it. But Tracy
was not to be found. They concluded
that he was keeping out of sight, to
give the kecn edge of Quelch's wrath
timne to wear off. Anyhow, nobody could
find him.

But Bunter was full of information,
and for onee the fat Owl had a large
audience, and thev hung upou his words.

Quelch had said little or nothing so
far. It was known that he had had a
hasty lunch—of which he was probably
more in need than Bunter. Neow he was



with the Head, and a prefect had been
gent to take Tracy there. Nobody envied
Tracy what awaited him.

“T say, vou fellows —Bunier's mouth
was full, and his voice came a litile
nﬂuﬂled—"l say, I was =0 jolly hungry
tha -

“Quelech must have, been,” remarked
Peter Todd. “He can’t have had any-
thing since brekker yesterday.”

“Poor old (iuelch 1 zaid Bob Cherry.

*1 was simply ravenous,” said Bunter.
“Luckily, I had Coker's chocs at first.
But they didn't last long. I say——"

“But how the thump did you find
Quelch there?” asked Bob Cherry.
“Nobody knew or dreamed that he was
in the schoaol at gll.”

“PBrains, you kmow!”
Bunter.

*The brainfulness must have been ter-
rific 1" grinned Hurree Jamset Ram
Singh. i

“Well,”I think of things, you know,”
explained Bunter. “ Everyhody else Wwas
just beaten. Was1? Nol!”

“You fat fraud, you never knew, any
more than we did!? =aid Harry
Wharton. ‘““You must have found him
there by accident.”

“Oh, really, Wharton——"

“Well, how did you find him? de-
manded Johpoy Bull.

“Brains !” answered Bunter calmly.
“Everybody had looked everywhere
else!| I—1 looked in the right place,
that's all! 1 sav, I can tell you it made
me jump when I heard his voice through
the door !

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Blessed if I can see anything to
cackle at! Mlight have made any fellow
jump, hearing his voice all of a sudden,
when he was suppesed to be miles away
from—"

“Ha, ha, ha!"” shricked the juniors.

“1 say, you fellows »

“You went there to look for him, but
it made you jump to hiear his voice, as
he was suppesed to be miles away!”
roared Bob.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

#I—I—1 mean to say, it—it didn't
make me jump! I mean, it might have
made me jump, if—if—if it had—had
made me Jump, you know! If you
fellows think I just went there to keep
clear of Clerry and that beast Coker,
and never knew that Quelch was there
at all »

“Ha, ha, ha !”

“Nething of the kind, of course !” said
Bunter. “[—I found Queleh! I'd have
had him out, only that beast Tracy
pushed me in when I wasn't looking,
vou know, and banged the door and
locked it again !”

“You must have baen a blithering ass
to let him !*

“Well, he eaught me unawares, you

explained

know, And there was I. locked in with
Quelch ! said Bunter. “But was I
beaten? No fear! Quelch could do

nothing —absolutely  nothing — except
snap at a thap whenever he opened his
mouth. He might have stayed there till
he pericshed of old age, hut for me!
Luckily, I knew what to do!_ Brains,
:ou know! You fellows would never
i,lnve thought of setting the chimmney on
fire——"

“No more ihan you dinl!l” grinned
Bob.,
“1 did it, didn’t 17" hooted Bunter.
“1f I hadn't set the chinmey on fire we
should be there mow. It was the only
way, as that chap says in tha play!
Presence of mind, you know! If you
follows fancy that the chimney canght
Bre by accident—"

“ Ha, ha, ha ™

“It was sheer presence of mind!”
declared Bunter.  And if you fellows

EVERY SATURDAY

don’t believe me, I can only say——
Gurrrrggh ! Urrrrgh! Wurrrreggh !

Billy Bunter’s mouth was rather too
well supplied for easy conversation. A
chunk went down the wrong way, and
Bunter choked and gurgled.

“I mean to say—— Grooogh! I
mean——  Yurrggggh !” said Bunter
lucidly. “And if you fellows are going
to—wooogh —eackle, you ecan Jjolly
well— Gurrggh !

“Ha, ha, ha!”?

“Is that fellow Tracy here?” Wingate
of the Sixth eame hurrying in. “Anyone
here know where Tracy is?”

“Ngt here, Wingate,” =aid Harry.
“Some fellows have been locking for
him, but he seems to be keeping out of
sight—"

* Another mysterious disappearance !
grinned the Bounder. “I told you
fellows it was catching !"

“He's wanted in the Head's study "
grunied Wingate. “ Look here, some of
you go and find him1 The Head's wait-
ing to see him !

“Oh, all right!”

“Bet you he's bolted!” said Bob
Cherry, as the Famous Five went out.
“He wanted a lot of mnerve to lock
Quelch in punny, but he would want a
lot more to face him when he got out.”

There had been quite a lot of excite-
ment in Greyfriars that day. But there
was some more when it was discovered
thai Gilbert Tracy could not be found,
and that he was no longer in the school,

_Whether he was keeping out of sight
till Quelch had had time to cool down a
little, or whether he had “ bolted,” conld
not be known. But it was certain that
he was mo longer within the walls of
Greyfriars,

But if the Greyfriars fellows did not
know what had become of Gilbert, Mr.
Quelch was not long in learning. For
a telephone czll to the railway station
at Courtfield -elicited the information
that a schoolboy in a Greyfriars cap
had been noti taking the three-thirly
train there. That settled the matter for
Mr. Quelch.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! There goes
Quelchy " murmured Bob Cherry, a
little later, as the Head's car swept
down to the gates with Mr. Quelch mn
it, sitting as upright as a ramrod, with
closely compressed lips.

“After Tracy " said Nugent.

“Then he's bolted,” zaid Ilarry
Wharton. “Best thing he could de, I
;;mpose, after what he’s done already.

ut——>*

“ Quelch will get him,” =aid Johnny
Bull. ‘"“Blessed if I see why he can't
boot him out, and have doune with lim !
Wlio wants him here 7
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Still it did not edme, and it-had not
bheen seen .when. Gosling .came down to
shut the gates. Neither Quelch nar
Gilbert was seen at calling-over; neither
had been scen by the time:the Greyfriars
fellows went to prep.

If Quelch was on the trail of the
Remove runaway, it lookad as if he was
finding it a long, long trail!

——

THE SEVENTEENTH CHAPTER.
Face To Faee!

i TASTER GILBERT I*

3 The butler at Oakwood
Place logked surprised.
All the household of old
*Bir (Giles Oskwood knew how unwill-
ingly Masier Gilbert had gone to schosl,
Still, they had not expected to sec him
b]a{irk before the term was three weeks
old.

“Where's my uncle, Wadham 1 asked

racy.

“In the library, eir|”

“Right 1"

Gilbert threw his cap to Wadham, and
walked- across the hzll to the Library
door. His heart was beating a little fast,
but he was fairly confident of talking
the gentleman round.

Sir Giles had been, indeed, =0 indul-
gent and long-suffering for so long a
time that it had been a very unpleasant
surprise to Gilbert when the old baronet
determined to send him to Greyfriars,
whether he liked it or not

But the fuet was that indulgence on
the pnele’s part, and self-indulgence on
the ne%how‘s, had made Gilbert so
intolerable that the old gentleman had
felt that something had to be done with
lim—for which reason he had consulted
his old friend Telch on the subject,
with the result that Quelch had taken
control.

Gilbert had no doubt that, without
Quelch's intervention, he would have
been allowed to carry on in the old
happy style, going to the dogs his own
way, and making an early start in that
direction.

Without Quelch, it would have been
all right. And he hoped, now that
Queléh was not on the spot, to talk old
Sir Giles round and persuade him to
telephone to Greyfriars that the run-
away was not returning there. There
was a chance of success, if he saw his
uncle before Mr, Quelch did. And even
if Quelch followed him by the next
train, Gilbert had an hour ahead of
which to take full advantage. He was
going to lose no time.

(Continued on next page.)
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« Mastor - Gilbert!” Wadham, the
Lotler, addressed the Back of Frac &:
head. “There is a gentleman with th
master at the present moment——"

“7 don't carel”

“But, sir—"

“Pack it up, Wadham!” .

Tracy walked on, Wadham casting &
very expressive look at the back of his
head! Wadham's opinion, and that of
the cntire household staff at Oakwood
Place, was that what Master Gilbert
wanted, snd needed badly, was the
biggest and soundest thrashing that a
checky voung cub had ever had! How-
ever, Wadham - “packed it up,” as
(iilbert bade him, and the Remove run-
away went on to the library and welked
into that apartment. i

He did not, as he had said, care if
Sir Giles was occupied with a visitor,
He was going to interrupt_him, whom-
soever that visitor was. He had no
time to waste, and the visitor, whoever
Lie was, could go!

So le walked in, and crossed the
library towards n silvery head that
showed over the back of an armchair.

“1 say, uncle—" he began.

Then he broke off, and the visitor
rose and f him !

Wadham had said that there was a
“gentleman ” with 8ir Giles. He had
not said who that gentleman was, and
Tracy had never dreamed of guessing!

His eves fairly started from his head
at (lie sight of Henry Samuel Quelch.

It was the Remove master of Grey-
friars!

Gilbert had not felt sure that Quelch
had even left the school in pursuit o
him. He been certain that if
Quelch had, the Remove master was an
hour behind him on the railway! Yet—
Liere he was; not only ahead of Gilbert,
but evidently some time ahead!

The ghost of Mr. Quelch could hardly
have startled him more! He gazed at
the Remove master, wide-eyed and
open-mouthed. Really, he could hardly
believe that it was Quelch! It seemed,
for the moment, like black magie.

“8o you have returned here!” said

Mr. Queleh, in a deep voice. “I con-
cluded that that was your intention,
Tracy !

“(Oh!” gasped Gilbert, in utter
dismay.

Sir Giles rose to his feet. He péered

at Gilbert over his gold-rimmed glasses
disapprovingly.

Tracy set his teeth,

Evidently, he was not going to tell
his tale first, and get his uncle on his
side! Quelch was already there, and
had been talking to the old gentleman
when Gilbert came in!

The poet has remarked, that thrice
armed is he that hath his quarrel just!
Another poet has added, “and four
times he that gets his blow in fust!”
Quelch was in that position; be had got
his blow in “ fust.”

Tracy had not thought of it, when he
bolted ; but lie could guess what had
happened. Quelch had not taken the
next train: he must have covered the
whole distance by car—and in a swift
car! Traey had had several changes on
the railway, with consequent loss of
time; but Queleh, had he followed by
train, wonld similarly have lost time!
But coming direct in a swift car, he had
beaten Tracy to it, amd  beaten him
easily !

Quite probably, Quelch had foreseen
that the young rascal might be able to
<talk round ” the vacillating old gentle-
man, and he had put paid to that! He
stood before Tracy, grim as a gorgom,
his gimlet-eyes fixed on the dismayed
face of the Remove runaway.

“(iilbert, my boy!” came Sir Giles’
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high-pitched, quayering voice. . “I am
shocked—si

—surprised—Gilbert, you have
acted outrageously! You have actually
run AwWay- school, and given Mr.

Quelch the trouble of undertaking a
loniyjoumey to take you back—"
“You won't send me back, uncle—"
“YWhat—what? [ have no choice in
the matter; vou are well aware that I
gave Mr. Quelch my word not to inter-
vene, when he so kindly consented to
take charge of you, and keep you at
Greyfriars for at least one term 2

“1 won't go back!” said Gilbert be-
tween his teeth. “ You wouldn’t send me
back if Quelch hadi’t got here first, and
jawed vou—"

“ How dare vou, Gilbert? You will
return to Greyfriars immediately, under
Alr. Quelel’s care! You—"

“T won't " yelled Gilbert desperately.
“TIf you won't have me here, I'll jolly
well clear off, ard you can thank your-
self if anvthing happens te me.”

“(ioodness gracious!” gasped Sir
Giles. “What a boy! -What a boy!
Gilbert, T am determjned that you shall
remsin at Greyfriars, so long as Mr.
Queleh  will consent to undergo the
trouble ‘end difficulty of managing vou
there! 1 am grateful to him, and you
should be grateful also—"

“0Oh, don’t talk rot ! enarled Gilbert.

“ What—what 7™

“That will do, Tracy!” =aid Mr.
Queleh - grimly. “You will now come
with me! Sir Giles, perhaﬁz you will
kimﬂ&y order my car to brought
round."

“(Certainly! Gilbert, you will return
{o school with your Form-master. You
have ected outragecusly—outrageously !
I hed hoped that you would return, at
the end of the term, improved—very
much improved! Unless you improve,
Gilbert, T am not sure that you ¢an be
allowed {0 come home even for the holi-
days—I may have to make arrangements
for you to remain at school over the
vacation! This is a warning to you.”

Gilbert stared at his uncle.

This was a change in old 8ir Giles—a
startling change! But even Gilbert
could see that the change was not wholly
due to the influence of Mr. Quelch!

The fact was that the old gentleman
had found it such an immense relief,
after the departure of that troublesome
and unmanageable nephew, that the
prospect of Gilbert’s return was dismay-
ing to him. He was fond of the boy,
but that did not alter the fact that
Ctilbert had been an unlimited worry
and trouble to him, and that he had no

ace and quiet while Gilbert was at

ome.

Moreover, though Gilbert was bent on
going to the dogs. his uncle naturally
did not regard that as a desirable
destination for him. Between a desire
for personal comfort, and a semse of
duty, Sir Giles had firmly made up his

pottering old mind !
he wheezed.

“You understand?”
“Understand clearly, Gilbert! I expect
improvement in you—a great improve-
ment! Mr. Quelch’s kindness——"

“Hang Quelch and his kindness!”
roared Gilbert. “I won’t go back, see—
and he shan't make me, and—let go,
will you®”

Mr. Queleh's fingers, like a steel vice,
closed on Gilbert’s arm.

Gilbert gave a savage wrench, but he
could not escape that vice-like grip.

“You have said more than cnough,
Tracy ! said Mr. Quelch. ~ You will
now be silent! Sir Giles, if vou will
order the car—"'

“ Yes, yes, at once.”

Sir Giles touched a bell, and Wadham
was told to order Mr. Quelcli's car round
from the parage.

E

Mr. Quelch walked Eraey ouw oL wne
librarg, with that vicedike.gmp on his

arm.

In the hall, Tracy .gave. ancther
wrench! The vice tightened, till he felt
as if his bones were gomg to crack!

“Ow " gasped Gilbert.

“Come !” said Mr, Quelcls, quietly and
grimly.

And Gilbert came—and his arm- was
not released till he was sitiing in the

‘s cur by the side of his Form-
master, and the chanffeur was driving.
And Gilbert, with an almost demonisc
E?r{“‘éilo:i on his face, sat by Queleh’s
side, while the ear ate up the miles—
back to Greyfriars School.

THE EIGHTEENTH CHAPTER.
Quick Work!

ICGHTS gleamed from
windows at_Gresfriars.

The October eveming had loug

sindn closed in, sud the Grey-

friars fellows were at prep in the

studies when the Head's car stopped at

the door and Mr. Queleh descended

therefrom with Gilbert, a haud on his
shoulder.

Even now that they were back af
Greyfriars within the eld walls with the
gate shut, Quelch was not trusting the
runaway out of his reach—not till they
were safe inside the House!

CGilbert walked in, with his Form-
master, his lips set, and his eyes ghnt-
ing under scowling brows,

All the way back {o the school he had
been watching for a chance to escape.
Oakwood Place was no refuge for him
now—it was wuseless to return there,
even if he counld get away. But he was
in a reckless and desperate mood, and
he was not going through it, at Grey-
friars, if he conlﬁ help 1t. Dut he had
had no chance—and here he was, walk-
ing into the House, with a hand on his
shoulder, which was not taken away till
the door had closed.

Then Mr. Quelch released him.

“ You will now come with me, "Fracy !”
he said grimiy.

Tracy knew where he was goisg—to
the punishment-room.

Queleh had left instructions for that
room to be prepared, and it was mow
ready for Tracy. Ile went up the stair-
case with his Form-master in silenece.
His manner was quict and submissive—
but his outward look belied his feelings.
He had not given up hope yet—and he
was not vet in the punishment-room.

Now that they were in the House,
Mr. Quelcli’s vigilance had relaxed.

In a few minntes more, Tracy would
be safely locked in: and in those few
minutes, certainly, Quelch was not ex-
pectin%mfurt!mr trouble. In the cor-
ridor ding to the punishment-room
Quelch paused for & moment to switch
on the passage light.

For that moment his eye was off Gil-
bert. It was Tracy's first chance—such
as it was.

He acted on it, prompily and unex-

many

pectedly.
He made a step backwards, and,
turning, ramn. AMlr. Queleh, turning,

clutched after him a second too late.
“Tracy |'"" gasped the Hemove master.
“Btop 1™

Gilbert tore on desperately, and
hounded down a back staircase. Mr.
Quelch rushed after him. That siair-

casa was dark, and Gilbert was lost

to his sight. But the junior was hardly

two or three vards alead, and Quelch

was after him like a shot. He rushed

down the shadowy stair after him,

with outstrotched hand to grasp.
Crash! Bump!




For a moment Mr. Quelch hardly
knew what was happening. But he
knew that he was rolling over, and
bumping. He had stumbled over some-
thing on the dark stair.

It was Gilbert! With the clutching
hand close behind him, Gilbert had
crouched on the bottom stair; and
Quelch had gone hecadlong over hiwm,
sprawling in the passage at the foot of
the staircase.

He sprawled dizzily, splutiering for
breath, hardly Lkoowing whether he
was on his head or his heels. Leavieg
him sprawling, Gilbert bounded up and
rushed on. elch was still prone,
gasping wildly, when Gilbert leaped
down another stair, and found himself
in a lighted passage.

“Hallo! What i
of the Fifth, staring.

It was the Fifth Form passage, and
several Fifth Form men were tliere—
semong them Horace Coker. They all
stared at Trecy as he came seudding
along.

“Great Pip! That's young Tracy !
gasped Coker. " Here, stop! Do you
hear? Stop, you young sweep!"

Coker jumped in Tracy's way to
stop him.

Coker’'s grasp would have
the runaway quickly encugh had it
closed on him. But Coker had mno time
to grasp. Tracy lowered his Lead and
kutted as he rushed into Coker, and
Horace wenl over oo his back,
gurgling.

Tracy reeled for a moment, and then
raced on, leaving the other Fifth FForin
men staring, and Coker gurgling.

Hardly a second more, and Tracy
reached the landing at the lower ond
of the passage. Ile cast a hurried
gldnce over the banisters, Below,
several persons were to Le seen, among
n Mr. Prout, the master of the
Fifth, and Monsieur Charpentier.
T'here was no escape down the wain
slaircase.

He turned away, cut across the land-
ing, and ran into the Remove passage.
Prep was over in the Hemove, and
fellows were coming out of the siudies

Thers was a roar of surprize at the
sight of Tracy.

* Hallo, hallo, hallo!”

“Tracy o

“1 say, you fellows—"

“Oh crumbs!”

“Tracy, what the tunmip—"

Gilbert raced on up the passage,
unheeding.

The Remove fellows stared at him in
a buzz of excitement, bhut no hand was
raised to stop him.

The Bounder burst into a laugh.

“Hook it, old bean!” he called out.
“ Here comes Quelch!”

“] say, you fellows—— Oh erikey ™

“You ass, Tracy, stopl!” cried out
1larry Wharton.

Gilbert tore on to the box-room stair
at the upper end of the passage.

Mr. Quelch appearsd in sight ai the
lower end from the landing, panting,
with a terrifying expression on Lis
face.

“Btop that boy!"” he thundered.

But if the Removites had been dis-
posed to stop Tracy, it was too late,
[fe was scudding up the Dlox-room
Blaar.

Queleh did the passage almost like
the cinder paih, under the staring eyes
of the Remove. He whisked up tle
box-room stair in his turn, leaving the
juniors in a roar of execitement.

cxclaimed Coker

stapped

“0Oh, wy hat!” exclaimed the
Bounder “Quelch got him, and
brought him back! Dut he's jolly slip-

pery ! What a same!
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“ Here's Tracy, you

gloomy, dusky depthbs of the chalk fissure.
me out of here, you fools ! ** howled Tracy.

Greylriars, if you like ! I'll—ooogh !
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fellows | * said Harry Wharton, peering down into the

7

“ We've found him ! " * Get
“ I'll—aytishoo ! I'll go back to
I'll go anywhere, to get out of this !

Aytishoo, aytishoo ! *

“Quelch will get him in that box-
roomn,” sai Cherry.

“Nat if he has time to get at the
window. That's his game. More
power to his elbow,” grinned Smithy.

A slam was heard above. It was the
slawi of the box-room door. Then there
was a sound of angry knocking.

The juniors crowded up to the end
of the passage. Mr. Quelch was on the
little landing above, knocking angrily
at the box-room door. Evidently 'racy
Lad turned the key after slamming it

But Mr. Quelch did not stay long
there. Ile guessed, as the juniors did,
that Tracy's game was to drop from
the box-room window,

Quelch came down the box-room
ctair again, his face thunderous. Un-
heeding the juniors, who backed hastily
out of ithe way, he thundered past
them, and rushed down the passage to
the landing.

“Put it an, old thing,” grinned the
Bounder, unheard by Quelch,

And the juniors chuckled.

Quelch was losing no time to cut off
Gilbert's escape outside the House.
But neither was Gilbert losing time.
Having stopped pursunit by lecking the
box-room door, Gilbert had cut across
to the window, and thrown it open.
He clambered out, and dropped on Lhe
leads under the window,

Short as was his time at the school,
Gilbert knew all about that way out,
which was sometimes used by breakers
of bounds. From the leads he swung
himzelf down a rain-pipe, and landed,
panting, on the earth. The next
moment lie was running.

Hardly a minute later, Mr. Quelch
was out of the House, and three or
four Sixth Form prefects, celled to his
assistance, came out with him. But
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they came too late to snaffle the
elusive runaway. Gilbert had already
dropped over the Cloister wall, and the
October night had swallowed him,

Mr. Quelch's feelings were deep—in-
decd, their depth could hardly have
been plumbed—when he went back inte
the House, at last, without Gilbert.

Gilbert was gone |

That night there was an empty bed
in the Remove dormitory. Somewhere
outside the schocl, heading for parts
unknown, was the Remove runaway.

—_—

THE NINETEENTH CHAPTER.

d
A Lodging For The Night !
OLICE-CONSTABLE TOZER, of
P Friardale, flashed his lantern on
a figure that sat on the stile in
- Friardale Lane, and came to &
alt.

“Hi " said Mr. Tozer.

Gilbert Tracy scowled at him.

Tt was a late hour, and even had the
village constable known nothing of re-
cent happenings at Greyfriars Schoal,
he would have taken notice at the sight
of & Greyfriars boy, a mile from the
school, at half-past ten at night.

But, as & matter of fact, Mr. Tozer
knew all about Gilbert, and was keep-
ing an eve open for him. ‘The tele-
phone had been at work since Tracy’s
escare. And intensely irritated as Mr.
Quelch was by =0 much fuss and
bother on account of the young rascal,
hoe had little doubt that Gilbert would
be rounded up and walked back to the
school.

Gilbert, sitting on the stile, was tak-
ing a rest, and debating in his mind
what he was going to do. Ii was
futile to return to Oakwood Place,
even if he could get there, and getting
thera weas improbable. He was not
likely to be able to take a train again,
at least, anywhere near Greyfriars.

Unprecedented as it was for any fel-
low to run away from school, he had
no doubt that Mr. Quelch would take
Ii‘rompt measures, as, indeed, he had
done.

THE MAGNET

Every railway station within a wide
radius would be barred to Gilbert once
Quelch had got on the phone. He de-
bated hiring a car at o garage. He
lind money to pay for it, so far as that
went. But it was extremely doubtful
whether any garage proprietor would
hire out & car to a schoolboy late at
night. It would be, in fact, quite
obvious that Gilbert was running away
from school.

8o far, indeed, from taking a train
or hiring a car, Gilbert did not care
to venture into & town at all, lest a
policeman’s hand should drop on his
shoulder.

So he was rather at a loose end. It
might be possible to get a night's
lodging in some cottage, on & plea of
having lost his way; but that only
postponed the difficulty till the morn-
ing when the hunt would be up and
escape more difficult than ever.

Running away from school, in fact,
was not an easy proposition. Having
got away, Gilbert was rather in the
position of the hapless fish that
dropped out of the frying-pan into the
fire. Really he did not know what to
do, except that his mind was obstin-
ately and savagely made up that he
would not go back to Greyfriars, and
take his gruel there.

Sitting on the stile and thinking it
out, he remembered the village of
Pegg, on the other side of the wood,
towards the sea. Fishing-boats went
out early at Pegg, and he might be able
to hire a passage in one, and get
landed fariher along the coast, or he
might be able to hide himself on some
coasting vessel in the bay. He was
debating that resource when Police-
constable Tozer happened.

He scowled blackly at the police
force of Friardale.

Mr. Tozer stepped nearer to him,
flashing the light on his face.

“You're woung Tracy, I s'pose
said Mr. Tozer, with a stolid grin.

“Find out!” snarled Gilbert.

“You come alonger me,” said Mr.
Tozer. “I've ’eard from your school-
master, I 'ave, you young raskil, you!
I'm taking yvou back to your school.”

“You're not, you old fool!” snapped

o
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Gilbert. “Leave me salone, you half-
baked clodhopper !

That really was not the proper wayw
to address the police force. Mr. Tozer
gave sn cxpressive grunt, and reached
ot)it s large hand to jerk Gilbert off the
stile.

Gilbert, at the same moment, lifted
his right foot; and, gquite unexpectediy
to Mr. Tozer, that foot jammed on the
official tunie, just over the spot where
Mr. Tozer had lately parked his supper.

“Ooogh " gasped the police forco of
Friardale, as he staggered back.

Mr. Tozer was stout, and was not
blessed with a large supply of wind.
What little he liad, was driven out of
him temporarily by that sudden and un
expected lunge from Gilbert's foot.

“Urrggh ! You young raskil I gasper
Mr. Tozer. " Gurrggh!”

He rallied, and came at Gilbert again,
But Gilbert had slipped down on the
inner side of the stile and backed ouz
of reach,

“Will you come alonger me ! gasped
Mr. Tozer, glaring at him over the stile.

“No, won't, you fat old ass!”
retorted Gilbert.

Mr. Tozer, breathing hard,
clambering over the stle.
turped and ran.

He knew that the fooipath throuzh
the wood led to Pegg Lane, and thle
fishing village beyond. lie ran dowwn
the footpath, and behind him came the
grunting breath, the Hashing lantern,
and the heavy pursuing footsteps of
Police-constable Tozer.

That jolt on his well-filled tunic, and
the fancy names Gilbert had applied 1o
him, had annoyed Mr Tozer. He feh
a very strong desire to get his grip on
the young rascal's collar—apart from
the prospect of certain coin of the realmn
coming his way if he marched the ruu-
away back to the school.

Alr. Tozer put on
spead. Gilbert glared back over
shoulder at the lantern behind him.

Tozer was not gaining, but he was not
far behind. Tracy gritted his teeth as
he ran. It would not be much use get-
ting to Pegz with the constable at his
heels looking for him. And so long as
he kept to the footpath, Tozer wonld
not lose him—and. indeed, would not
he long in guessing his destination, even
if he did loss him.

Gilbert turned off the footpath into
the shadowy wood. Friardale Wood was

snsive, and one side stretched down
It was easy enough to
pursuit among the trees and
thickets in the dark.
Mr. Tozer was as well aware of that

Gilbert! He stopped, gasping f{or
Lreath, ‘at the spot where Tracy had

gtarted
Gilbert

Tnaceus tc:uc_ul
his

fLut off the path.
“’Hre, you come back, you young
* shouted Mr. Tozer. “You ‘car

; You come back 'ere!"

Gilbert, at a distance in the wood,
heard him, but did not heed. 1lu
tramped on, plungiug through thicketis
aid brambles, bumping into shadow:
tronks, stumbling over roots.

My eve!” gasped Mr, Tozer.

I, too, turned off the path, and
tramped into the woed, fashing his
lantern to and fro in search of Gilbert.
Mr. Tozer was_ getting excited; aund
what he lacked in wind he made up in
wrath ! He tramped and stumbled deter-
winedly after the Greyfriars runaway

“Hi! Stop!” he roared, as I
plimpsedd & dodging figure in the
shadowy wood, the lantern-light for a
moment falling on Trarcy.

T'racy vanished into the shadows.

“The voung rip!"” gasped Mr. Tozer.
Ile came to a breathless hali.

Gilbert bad vanished; sud the lighs
did not pick him up again. Looking for




him further was rather too much like
lopking for a meedle in a stack of hay.
And Tozer's wind was giving out. _

“¥You young raskil, will yon come
back ‘erc?” roared Mr. Tozer—without
much hope, however, that Gilbert would.

There was no answer; and Mr. Tozer
gave it up at last. He tramped back to
the footpath, grunting, and back to
Friardale Lane, to resume his nocturnal
patrol.

Gilbert, from the wood, watched his
twinkling light disappear, and grinned.
He was done with the village constable
now,

But if Mr. Tozer was gone, Lie had
other troubles on hand. He was quite
unaequainted with Friardale Wood, and
he had no chance whatever of finding
lis way back to the footfmth in the
dark. He could only stumble and grope
on, in the thickness of the wood, hoping
that he would emerge somewhere,

Under ths trees it was as black as the
inside of a hat. Hoping that he was
going in the nght direction, Gilbert
tramped on. e

Suddenly, with a sheck, he felt
nothing beneath his feet. It scemed as
if ‘iho solid earth had come to a sudden

en

It had, in a way, for Gilbert had
walked over the edge of one of the deep
chalk-rifts, of which there were a good
many in Friardale Wood. In the day-
light, it was easy enough to avoid; in
the darkness, it was invisible,
Gilbert, as he stepped over the verge,
had no chance of saving himself. Heo
was falling before he knew what was
happening !

He gave one startled yell and rolled,

Down a steep slope, accompanied by
loosened earth and falling spones, he
rolled helplmli, till he bmufht' up at
the bottom of the rift, fiftcen feet down,
in a bed of mud moist from recent rains,

Bruised, bumped, breathless, he rolled
there, spluttering and gasping. He sat
up, smothered with mud, dizzy, and
aching.

He scrambled to lLis {feet. Blackness

was round him, with licre and there a
ghostly glimmer of white chalk. He
stood panting for breath, and rubbing
his bruised limbs for several long
minutes before be made an attempt to
clamber out.
' When, at last, he attempted to clamber
up the steep slope down which he had
rolled, he made interesting discovery
that it was impossible! His hands and
feet slipped back from the wet and slip-
pery chalk.

Twice, thrice, and a fourth time, he
made the attempt, scrambling in the
darkness, only to roll back and land in
the wet mud. .

Then he gave it up. exhausted by his
efforts, and sat panting.

There was no getting out for Gilbert—
not till daylight, at least! Az he realised
that, the Remove runaway would have
heen glad to see Police-constable Tozer’s
lantern glimmering again! Mr: Tozer's
grip on his collar would have been better
than this! But Mr. Tozer and hias
lantern were far away—it was past
cleven o'clock, and Gilbert had Friar-
dale Woeod all to himself |

“Oh!” he gasped.

And he shouted for help! Again and
again he shouted! But there were no
ears to hear; and only the echo of his
shouts answered him! He gave it up at

ast.

In the Remove, when they turned in,
the joniors wondercd what had become
of Gilbert. They little guessed! While
they slept peaccfully, and Gilbert's hed
remained empty, the Remove runaway,
like the man in the old eong, had his
lodging on the cold, cold ground|

EVERY SATURDAY

THE TWENTIETH CHAPTER.

On Tracy’s Trail !

(1%

“¥Yes, sirl?

" Kindly remain "

Harry Wharton kindly re-
mained when the Remove were dis-
missed in break the following morning |

There had been a vacant place in the
Form that morning. Tracy was not
there. On the other hand, Mr. Quelch
was there, after his ahsence. They
seemed, as the Bounder remarked with
a chuckle, to be playing “ Box and Cox"
—when one was there, the other wasn't !

Quelch’s face was grim. No doubt his
hard time in the puni ent:room had
told on him; and it could scarcely im-
prove his temper. But thst was not all,
as the juniors knew,

It was unheard of for a fellow to run
away from school. Tracy had run
away ! It was a tremendous sensation.
In the case of any other fellow, his
parents would no doubt have been
requested to keep him away, for
But Tracy was in a peculiar position at
Greyfriars,

There could be little doubt that the
headmaster would have been relieved to
ses the last of him. Gilbert had been at
other schools, end had conirived (o
make the headmaster relieved to see the
last of him ! But Dr. Locke had given
the Remove master a free hand in this
case. It rested with Quelch]! On the
other hand, this kind of thing obviously
could not continue, Quelch’s position
was growing very difficult. -

Wharton sl at his Form-master's
desk, wondering what was wanted.

“1 think you may be able to help me,
Wharton, in the matter of—of Tracy!”
said Mr. Quelch abruptly.

“Yes, sir!"” said Harry, He was will-
ing to ].mk:, if he conld; but he did not
guite see how. ]

“Tracy s, as you know, absent from
the school !"” said Mr. Quelch. “I have
taken certain measures, and I am sure
that he has not gone away by train—I
have no doubt that he is still in ihe
vicinity, He must be found 1

The Remove master paused, ]

“1 have received some information
from Alr. Tozer, the constable at Friar-
dale,” he added. *“Mr. Tozer saw

Tracy at a Jate hour last night, and fol- |

lowed him =ome distance into Friardale
Wood. He was going towards Pegg. * 1
have learned, however, that he has nor
been seen there. This matter is, of
course, very disturbing to the head-
master, and if it continnes I do not sce
how Tracy can remain here.”

Quelch’s eyes glinted as he said that.
If Tracy did not remain there, it was
defeat for the Remove master, and
victory for the rebel of his Form.

“1 ‘could, of course, send the Sixth
Form prefects in “search of the hoy,”
he went on, “but—but——" He pauscd
a moment or two. “But I desire this
unfortunate affair to make as little dis-
turbance in the school as possible, There
has heen altogether too much exciteniont
and discussion already.”

Harry Wharton could quite under-
stand that!

*1 have, therefore, thought of asking
you to give assistance,” said My
Quelch, *1It is vary probable that Tracy
is not far away—as likely as not lurking
in the wood. He must, I imagine, have
passed the night out of doors. This is
very serious, Wharton.”

“Very, sir," agreed Harry.

“For his own sake, if for no other
reason, the foolish and reckless bov
must be brought back to schoal,” said
Mr. Quelch. *1If his absence should be
prolonged can searcely expect the
headinaster to allow him to return hers

%

at ally You-aré aware, Wharton, that
I have very strong reasens-for desiving
to keep him here—for his own sake and
for the sake of his father, »who is.an
invalid owing'to wounds received in the
War, You have, I believe, some know-
ledge and skill in scouting and wood-
er tE]

*Oh, yes, sir|?

“T-shall give you leave from third
school, Wharton,” and *you may select
some of your friends to go with you and
make a search for Trcy. I lhave no
doubt that he is skulking out of sight
not very far from where ilr. Tozer saw
him. If you will oblige me in this—"

“Ce ¥, sir!” szaid Harry.

“Then ‘yon will have leave from third
school, and I shall hope that you will
find Tracy, or at least bring me sorio
news of him!” said Mr. Qﬂleluh. And
with that he dismissed his head boy.

The captain of the Remove joined his
friends, who were waiting for him in
the quad.

** Anything up?” asked Bob.

Harry Wharton explamed.

_“We're on'1"” said Bob at once. “The
silly chump ought to be rounded up.”

*Yes, rather !” agreed Nugent.

“1 dare say we can handle the malter
better than the Sixth Form profects, if
%mh come to that!” remarked Johnny

ull.

“The betterfulness will probably be
tevrific,” grinned Hurree Jamset {hm
Singh. - {

*“And it's maths in third school this
morning, too,” said Bob. “This is
really a little bit of Inck.”

Harry Wharton laughed.

“Well, 1 think we ovght to do what
we can, as lch has put it up to us,”
he gaid. “If that fou? Has stayed out
of doors for the night, as he seems to
have done, he must have found it prelty
parky in October without an overcoat
on. He's asking to be made a hospital
casze,”

“If he's anywhere around we'l get
him,” said Bob, “If we spot him he
won't get away from us as he did from
old Tozer. Amn't we the best Scouts in
the Lower Schoal 7"

“Hear, hear!”

“1 say, you fellows!” Billy Bunter
was lending a fat ear to the discussion,
*“1 say, I'll come. I should jolly well
ike to get Cl!l;l,t of maths.”

* Fathead

“Look here, you beast, if you're
going to get out of maths why shouldu’t
17" demanded Bunter warmly. * You
tell Quelech I'm coming, Wharton! You
can tell him I'm the best Scout in the
Remove—"

“0Oh crumbs 1

“Not that we shall find Tracy, of
course,” said Bunter. “That's all rot!
Besides, we don't want to find the cad.
The soaner he's kicked out the better, in
my opinion! Loeck what he did yester-
day—keeping me hours and hours with-
out my dinner! I'd be glad to see the
last of him.- T'll tell you fellows ;what—
we get out of ma elch can
faney we're rooting thrqnqh that putrid
wood if he likee—and we'll drop in at
Pegg, and have coffee and cakes ab tho
Anchor there! What about that?”

“Ha, ha, ha!®

“Blessed if I can see anything to
cackle at! I think it's a jolly good
idea,” said Bunter. “T'll stand the feed
at the Anchor—you needn’t werry about,
that! You can leave that to me
entirely. All you fellows need do, <o far
as that goes, 1s to lend me some moncy,

an
“Ha, ha, ha'l”
“Oh, do stop cacklinﬁ! I'm expect-
ing a postal order shortly—that will be
'pe Macxer Lismany. —No. 1,601,
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all right. You tell Quelch I'm in the
party, Wharton."”

“You'd better tell him yourself,” said
Harry, laughing, “You see, old fat
mau, we'rs gu':ﬁ scouting after Tracy,
not guzzling es at the Anchor in
Pegg. And we can't roll & barrel along
and scout af the same time1”

L Beut !,l "

Billy Bunter's bright suggestion was
not adopted. Coffce and cakes at the
Anchor in Pegg might be more agree-
able than rooting through damp wood-
lands; but for reasons quite incompre-
hensible to Billy Bunter, that was what
the Famous Five were going to do.

They went in to change into Scout
outfit, When the bell rang for third
school the rest of the Remove went into
Worm, and the Famous Five walked
cheerily out of gates—on the trail of
Gilbert Tracy.

THE TWENTY-FIRST CHAPTER.
Getiing Gilbert !

ERE!" said Bob Cherry,

ckTha Famous Five were

picking up “smgn."”
= The woods in October were
brown, damp, and windy, banked with
fallen leaves, and with falling leaves
fluttering continually on the wind. It
was not quite so pleasant as scouting on
sunny summer days., On the other hand,
damp carth and fallen leaves afforded
more sign. It was fairly easy for the
Bemove Scouts to ef]:ick up the spot
where Tracy had left the footpath the
previous night and the heavy tread of
Mr, Tozer had followed him.
_ A light drizzle of rain had been fall-
ing that morning. Leafless branches
dripped. Every now and then scattering
drops of rain came on the wind from
the sea. But the Famons Five were
hardy and they did not heed the
weather,

In such weather, however, it was cer-
tain that Tracy must have had & dismal
night if he had found no shelter. If
they found him the juniors would not
have been surprised to find him with a
Lad cold. For his own sake it was clear
that the sooner the reckless and
cbstinate fellow was found the better.

“Come on 1" said Harry.

They left the footpath and tramped
into the dripping wood. Rain-drops
sprinkled on them, and mud splashed
them. For some distance they picked u
the extensive tracks of Poﬁce—onnstabﬁ
Tozer in the damp earth, and here and
there & sign of a lighter footprint,

In damp October weather it was not
likely that there had been other
wanderers in the wood, so there was no
doubt that the lighter track was
Tracy’s.

While the Remove st the school were
deep in mathematics the Famous Five
arrived at the where Mr. Tozer had
given it up and turned back. His trail
vould have been picked up back to
Friardale Lane; but it was the other
track that they were hunting for.

T'hat was not so easy to find.

Putling themselves in the fugitive's
glace. they guessed that T would

ave headed for the footpath again
after he had dropped his pursuer. BSo
they tried back towards the footpath.
But thera was not & spot of sign to be

“

THE MAGNET
say he pushcd”stra.ight on through the

wood to Pegg.

“Quelch sard that he hasn’t been seen
there,” said Harry, “He's put up
somebody to keep an eye open for him,
you can be sure of that.”

i ‘iight have headed the otlier way
towards the cliffs and got down to the
beach,” suggested Nugent.

Wharton compressed his lips.

“Might have taken a tumble if he
did,” he said. “That’s not safe after
dark—especially for a fellow who's new
here and doesn’t know the lie of the
land. By gum! I shouldn't wouder if
the silly owl lost his way in the woods—
it must have been as black as n hat at
night-time | Any fellow might get lost
herp after dark.”

“ Let's try back !” said Dob,

They turned their backs on the foot-
path again and threaded their way once
more among damp truuks and weeping
underwoods.

It wans about half a mile from the
footpath that Bob came to a sudden

halt.

“Hallo, . Lallo, hallo! old
beans!™

The Scouts gathered to scan the sigu.
In a heap of damp, fallen leaves was
the print of a boot, evidently a boy’s
bout, It was clearly defined and almost
Ieaped to the cye.

“That's Tracy’s heof !" said Johnny
Bull.

Sign,

“No doubt about that!" agreed
Wharton, *We're on the track, any-
low. ke was heading towards the

chffs.” [

“(amped in one of the caves for the
night perhaps,” suggested Bob.,  * What
a howling ass! I'd rather be in punny
at Greyfriars!"”

The Scouts pressed on.  Trampled
brambles a little farther on showed
where someone had passed, and they
could not doubt that it was Gilbert
Then another footprint was picked up
in a pateh of mud. .

The juniors’ faces were serious now,
It was fairly clear, by this time, that
the Remove runaway had been lost in
'the wood the previous night and had
tramped at random in the darkness, A
night out in & damp wood in October
was a serious matter. What had become
of him and where he was now they
could not guess; but if he was still
skulking in the wood they did not envy
the condition he must in.  They
hoped that the sign wonld lead them
towards either Pegg or Friardale and
that they would discover that he had
obtained a mnight's shelter somewhers.
But it led towards the cliffs,

It failed them at last, and they
hunted in vain for more sign. It was
getting near time to return to the
school for dinner, but the Famons Five
were not thinking of dinner. They were
not only keen to succeed in their quest,
but they were really anxious for Tracy
now, fearing that some accident might
have happemed to him, wandering i
the black darkness in the trackless
wood.

But the sign had failed, and they

were at a loss. ‘I'hey gathered in a
group to consult. )
Foamntly, from a distance, a sounid

reached their ears through the trees.
“ Hallo, hallo, hallo! Somebody else
here I exclaimed Bob.

“in

direcfion, listening infently as they
went.
Then it came more loudly and clearly:
“Atchooh ! Atchooh ! Artishoo!”
]t-ogu a sneeze!
“Oh, my hat!” ejaculated Bob.
“ Hear that $" y

“Bomebody with a cold!” said
I\ugunt-: - :

“Aytishoo !”  came the prolonged
sneeze  again.  “Urrgh! Gurerggh!
Atehoooh! Axtishoo 17

The CGresfriars Scouts  exchanged

glances. Someone was sneezing in the

wood, quite near to them now. They

could sce’ mo one through the wet

brambles and thickets, but someone was

near at hand,

“This way ! said Harry.

He pushed through a mass of clipg-
brambles, and came to a sudden

hli; t on the verge of a deep, steep chalk-

rut.

“Look !” said Bob, pointing.

Un the stecp verge thero were traces
of boots! Muddy chalk had been
kicked wp by feet thar bad slipped
over.

“By gum!” gaid Jolmnny Bull. “He
went over there—in the dark! And
he—— .

“Aytishooo ! came clearly.

It came from below.

“And he's still
Harry Wharton.

“ it erumbs ¥

They knew now that thev had found
Tracy: Someone had stumbled over that
sudden edge in the dark and gone down.
The sneczing showed that someone was
still there. They could guess now
where I'racy had passed the night—at
the bottom of that rifi, in the heart of
the lonels wood.

Evidently he had nct been able to
climb out. If he had shouted for help.
after the day dawned, he had not been
heard—nobody was likely to come
within half a mile of that solitary spot.

“By gum!” repeated Johnny Bull.
& Luc}_v for the ally ass that we came
scouting after him !”

“The luckfulness is terrific!”

Harry Wharton dropped on hands and
knees and crawled close to the edge and
peered down,

The slope of slippery wet chalk led
down into a rift at least fourteen feer
deep, with pools of rain at the bottom.
It was easy enough to slide down, but
it was practically impossible to elimb up
again. Tracy was there—he had been
there all the night. and all the moru-
ing—there could be mo doubt about
that now.

“Are you there, Tracy 1" called out
Harry, peering down into the gloomy,
dusky depths of the chalk fissure.

“Avtisliooo !” came the snecze again.

A figure seated on a chalk boulder
rose, and a face was turned up to the
face staring down. .

Tracy blinked up with watery eyves.

Not only had he caught a t:old}—_bm
lie had caught a very severe ome. Hi-
eyes and nose streamed, and he sneezed
and sneezed and sneezed.

“Urrggh! Aytishoo! Gurrgh! Who's
that? Help!” he gasped.

*“ Here he is, yon fellows !” said Harry.
“We've found lum !™

roared Bob

there!” exelaimed

leim !
“Hallo. hallo, halle!”
Clierry. “Enjoying life, old bean*”

L]

118, per ansum:

discovered in that quarter. “ Listen '™ “ Atchonol, atchiooh, atchooh!” was
“Looks like a scll,” said Bob Cherry The sound was repeated. It was Traey's reply. i )
at last. faint and distant, and they could not  “The sueezefulness is terrific!” mur-
“Looks as if he never got back to the make out what it was. But it was 8 mured Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.
footpath,” said Johnny Bull. “I dare sound, and they pushed on m its {Continued on page 28.)
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EVERY SATURDAY

Fall In, for an Interesting Walk and a Cheery Talk with—

ée'Gnnnuns GuIDE ¥

ALL ROUND GREYFRIARS. Mr. Lazarus’ Shop.

(5]
Whenever William Wibley buys
A wig or greaze-paintz for disguise,
He always to where he knows
These articles are vended.
For Mr. Lazarus is sure
To have & wide and varied store,
He'll give & hand at make-up, and
He'll say: “My word! That's

splendid 1™

THE MAN WHO KNOWS

All masters are ignorant asses,
They make a contemptible show,
They don't know a thing about classes,
For Coker's quite sure it is so.
And ke knows it, you know, don’t you
know ?

In spite of his masier's beseechin
He a]wn;s epells “ fruit” dodble O;
Hes doesn’t think much of Prout's
teaching,
He thinks his intelligence low.
And he knows it, you know, don't you
know ?

At footer the ref's always rotien,
And Coker ignores him, slthough
He might tell the ref he's forgotten
The rules and had far better go.
And he ws it, you know, don’t you
knew 1

And grammars for him have no terrors,
The dictionaries give him no woe;
He finds they are all full of errors,
And cares not a joi for them—no |
And he knows it, you know, don’t you
know 1

George Wingate's a popular fgure,
Hing‘a hrilliug:m is really aglow;
But Coker denies it with vigour,
He says he’s as dente as a crow,
And he knows it, you know, don’t you
w 1

For Ceker’s no fellow to flatter, .
It's straight from the shoulder, his
blow |
Whatever the subject or matter
He needs no assistance—for lo,
He knows if, you know, don't you
know?

(2)
All kinds of goods he's sure to keep,
They're mostly eecond-hand and
chesp;
Old jewels, rings, and clocks and things,
0ld furniture and china.
His photos of the neighbourhood
Az posteards are select and good;
Young SBally’s shots of beauty spots
Could really not be finer.

]

We like old Mr. Lazarus,
He's always sure to welcome ns,
And when we drop into his shop
_ His greeting’s very handsome,
“Walk in and leok eround, young
gents |”
His stock is perfectly immense.
I fancy, too, 'twixt me and you,
It’s worth a prince’s ransom !

THE GREYFRIARS
ALPHABET

HARRY WHARTON,
the Popular Captain of the Remove.

W is WHARTON, our skipper,

And everyvone thinks him s ripper |

He leads the Remaovites to action,

And generally gives satisfaction.

Though sometimes short-tempered, he's
never

Deceitful; he's honest and clever.
His job isn't easy; it's fearful.

But Wharton is nsually cheerful

He edits the magazine weekly,

And handles that duty uniquely.
He's president of the dramatics,

And leader in all acrobatics.

He has to select the eleven

(And that little job isn’t heaven (),
But somehow his jobs are done neaily,
And—well, I admire him completely |

ANSWER to PUZZLE

He earned only £2, 8s he had already
received 8 suit of clothes value £4.

A WEEKLY BUDCET
OF FACT AND FUN
By
THE GREYFRIARS
RHYMESTER

GREYFRIARS GRINS

Mrs, Mimble has been giving away
cikes which were not sold and have
gone stale. Bunter is besceching fellows
not to buy. )

Lord l\gaufevemr rather thought he'd
like to make a rabbit pie the other dagy,
but he gave up the idea. fancy he
couldn’t train the rabbit to get ocut a
pie-dish and jump into it. -

Mr. Prout has missed a choice cigar
which he laid out en his study table.
1t has now laid 8kinner cut;

Bunter found a penny this morning.
1t must-be nice to double your fortune
in a.single - moment,

Gosling upset a pot of black paint on
Loder the other dal;? but as he Il: such a
black sheep it didn’t show,

PUZZLE PAR

A farmer's labourer
work at & wage of £8 a vear and
a £4 suit of clothes, e left at
the end of six months,. What
wages had he earned?

Answer at foot of col. 2.

started

The Fifth Form have decided to have
a bonfire on Guy Fawkes night this
They already have a guy, of

Dr. Locke has asked for assistance to
construe a difficult passage in a com-
Ei:mt by Gesling that “some young rip

nicked his snufflers,”

RANDOM RIDDLES.—What coin is
doubled by taking away half 7—A hali-
penny.

Why is a camel bad-tempered?—
Because it has its back up !

What has no feet, but wears boots
and shoes7—A gravel path in the guad.
{It's worn mine out, anyway.)

does the hair on & man's head
usually turn grey before his moustache?
—ldBecsm it's at least twenty years
older.

What' is the difference between a
liceman and.lis boots"—0One is sworn
in, and tle other is worn out.
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The RUNAWAY !

(Continued jrom page 2&)

S Help " ycl]ed racy. “1ve been .
Tere anmg‘ht! T've been lytcs!wmol:
Is thant Wharton? Ooopghl &mog T
Gurrgghl''
¢ :V £5, ,,ou ?ss s anfswered ’“‘lm rton,
*Wa've been hinting for you !”
(}m-rggal “Get ane out of this!

. "T'vo cdpght a—-

i';zlsl cunglit. "g  roften—

We'll ;'un out ‘a5 soon s we
canl" an.’ui“’z

““Not so oﬂf nm,
Bull.. “If wo can.‘gat
con'f got Np again

“Aiga's ron “3 £ to—gromogh I—lasve
me - here 2 howled Gilbert. “Geot me
ont_of i, you fools!. T ll—nytushoot—
11l go i: og ta Groviviars if you like!
I'll—ooogh —T'lLgo anyw hefo to get out
of this! <Axtizhoo, nynahm"’

“We'll have to get a ro said
Harry, - “You can ent off 1o ege, Bob,
-nd‘get a rape, s fust as you can. 1'

ghght ho 1 'snd Bob.
He started "at a run _{ulIowad by a
soleanic ontburst of sievzing from tlie
hupless Gllht:r{_ i;d i i

8 arton slid down 1 slippery

sclnpe.“-"r joined Tracy i the mud af
tlie Lottom oI iho wift., The oiber threo
remained nt the top. Ti was-wet and
‘nifiddy, eold and clamimy whore Gilbert
liad passed fhat.awful. night. He blinked
at_ the -captain. of Ahe Remove, W ih
E_b:apmm eyes ., il -

“Cian't you help me ont I e snarled.

“We shall ‘have fo w ait for Bob to gel
bk with a rope,” answered Harry.
i %ow Jong will lha ml!\ fool be?”

_grunted Jolmny
owu there, we

o can't ’get k under Lalf an
hourib:L least.’
i
“HI];E flfno“lma more of -ilfst  Oh
erikey 1 Gnrrggh! A}twhwoh‘
A p i 1Tvel had @
night ! Ooooh ! Look at me ! Axtizhon !
Doooh ! I shall be laid up! Uurgh!
Got any thing aboul ¥ou lo entst .
“Sorry—ool”
"‘Youf A 2

Wharion made 'np_ ey to

1Lt G].lbprt was in o siate {o have'his

punched, and there was no olhice
ﬁo'n;]uato reply o be juade.

Gilbert scmﬂwi and coughed and
enavled nnd squoezed—ond thus happily
pussell the. hmﬂlll Bob Chersy got back
witly the rope !

THE TWENTYMD CHAPTER.

/ ‘l‘heaunam's mtu:n! ;
8AY, you, follows )elled BIlly

I Bunter; “They've oty him 1%

Dinner wasaover ab Greyfﬂar«.

. and a crowd-of fellows nere-in

the quad. Many eyes turned on the
party that arrived at the gates,

“Ay eye!” said Gosling, -staring from
Lis lodge. - My ong \‘Vol I saye u
his “‘cre—my eye!

HOLUI.U

U KULELE
A charming. lmzrmgntq. Watnut
VFl;:Iltreuedﬂnger

n“‘_"_mo 4’9 =

stained Neck and Hoop,
lousvalus. Complete with

THE MAGNET—EVERY SATURDAY

Tt was rather an unusual-ookiuyg parly,
that -entered tho school gafes! Eive
Scouts, smothered with mud, looked as
if they had had rather a tough fime in

places. _In their midst Qu

wet and mu
ihay sup; rtm{n fellow ‘who locked as .

if he a tougher nnd rougher
time than all tl:e other five pui together.

Gilbert was not dnly muddy—he was
caked with mud and chalk, clothed from
“ hoad to foot as with  a garment, - His
mes *and nose stre and he sneczed

and sneczed! Ilo, was
utmble io wallk—the ‘Famous Five had
Jind 6 earry him, smong them, most of
the way to the school, New he was sot
on his feet, and with a supporting hand
.on either arm, he tottered in,, under B
sca of staring eves,

The Remove runaway lad roiurned,
at last—not il a. ha?py state! But he
was glad to get ck! = Food aud
warmth were what (ilbért wanted—and
wanted badly !  Greyfriars, from which
he had been so anxious Lo got away, was
a longed-for ri.‘iugc now.
HI., ﬁm‘lﬂg

*(Got him1” gnnued iboe Boonder.

“Where did you find him?¥  Looks as
if he's had‘a high old time ! remarked

kinner

“Had & good time. Tracy i
Smithy. =

A ‘tishooo !"
o, ha, ba I’

“Com.e ot said Harey Wharton
“The sooner the bhtlwmlg idiot s Rot
to bed, the better.. Come.ou, Tracy!

“Hang Fou!” narled Gilliert.

“Wharton was siipporting Lim, with o
strong arm; @ndl thak, oubitless, was
Gilberd's way of expressing. thanks for
ussistance L

“(Oh, come onl"

ashed

The party’ moved op, towapds ALe
FHouse, A buzxing thrnug ageompaicr|
thém.  Wingnie of the Sixili enne
striding ujp.

“*Yaou Lnl- found  TracyI7 4w
exelaimed.  “Tracy ! Whao what's the
matter with you !

“ A telioooocool: |

“Wha-a-t [

“ Aytishoo ! Astislioo! CGroapoogli "

“0Oh, my imt £ smd Wingaie, statving
at him.

“I:ln. s hiad n might out in the vtood

te ' oxplained Whartou, “Ile's
t.-nug 1t o spot of cold——"

““AMore than a spot, T thik ! *Ilill the
Greyfeiars captain, with grin,  *Get
him in as quick as you ean!”

The Famous Five masched the {otier-
ing Gilbert o, o buzzing crowd snrging
“vound then. The name’of Traoy. was
on overy tongue; and it rc&whod ihe
cars of the Remove mastor 18 his study.

Mt Queleh’ glanesd fru'm liis study
window—with ghinfing cyes ! His faith
in the Remove Beowis lhad not, evi-
dently, been misplaced—they had:foind
Tracy ! Mr. Queleh. had bardly ven-
tiired to hope that they wonld find him
—ho bad hoped that they would bring
himn news thisl would put him on {he
tra Bat (bhey had fowsl him—for

He totierd |

Alr. Quelch turnod back to his table

ani pue up o cane therefrom! Tt

was ‘a_specially etout canc,’. already

selected  for Gilbeet’s brhoof! = Mr.

nﬁﬂch 5 grip closed hard ou’ lhal canc,
his. jaw sgunred.

Cane in hand, he stepped out ol‘ his
stndy (o méct ths runkway ss lip was
“brought in. . First of all,” “gix* of tho
vory best: then the punishment-room.
That was tho programine markéd out

for . the Remove runawax! Grimly,
Suelch ST from the dnorwm s
e Renmiove s ronched it

Then. as bis éves fixed on Gilbert,
Queleh’s eﬂ:rﬁsmn cla Sod The r.'unc-
which was in hand, was sh
undler his arm. Olw glnnﬂ- showed’
Gilbert was not in a stato for mlm
“gix " or the punishment-room !
was. in fact, no need to punish (-ilhc’ﬂ
He hiad found his pums ient for him-
sﬂlf—-mld found, it b d!

“Tracy I gas Ar. Quelels. “ What
;Whnmm. where dul you Jind this

57

*“In a rift i the wood, mr—-im XS TE]
o have fallen in, iu-the dark—"

“Bless my soul! Tracy. “have, you
Leen oit, of doors all night *”

* Afchoool ! Qoooogl 1

“You have ::un.gi;i n sevele coldy it
anpears, Traty—

= Aytishpoa 17

“Wingate ~ (.wumcr — kindly~ take
charge of that-boy ! Take hiu nt oueo
to the satstorium ! I will teleplione to

the doctar 1
*Uriggh ! Aytishoo! ‘Googh .
“ Mr, Queleh Lhurried in sgain—to riog

up the school doctor.  Gilbert was hnlf-
led,” half-cnrried, to .ile sohool . =ana-
forimn between “the tye prefocis, and

_disapptared from the oyes of the Gres-

friavs crowl. The Fawmous Five weat
in to change—more than reudi; For «
late lem.r. when they got it !

Gilbl-rt Il'aui lw-u lm-k\'.' ih uownx.
There was po “six,” pod Hiche: \‘\-ne e
punny for the runaway, sfter all,

In other respects he was nal o lll(‘L.i
A weck in sanmy was nob By esjoy-
able experience for any fellow—c-
pn;.‘inllj in the throes of & feurfully bod
€0l

For a whole week Tracy’s place i
the Rounove wis vAgant, ‘ortaindy.
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